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The pathto revenge is not an easy one. Akira has been stopped once but his hun
desire for global change grows stronger every day. With the help of a political pup
starts down a dangerous path to bring a former super power back from the dead tc
strike at the heart of the West.

With Russia in turmoil Thomas Deane is dispatched Wwithnew partner to prevent
political uprising unaware that he is walking into a trap. With his health failing him he |
draw on all of his experience to survjMeut standing in his way is Akira who will stop
nothing to gain his revenge.

WithMl6dest abi |l i sed by an-acavateSaJoCkO. Gpdcialgnddrcover
CovertOperationsWwho together must prevent an attack on home soil. Mastermimdedo
of Akira’'s closest allies, Jozef Kipri

cross to stop them? Sam Olsen leads his team into the depths of the London Unde
network and its many abandoned stations. Deep beneath ground levehefstnot touche:
for decades are the clues they need to stop another attack.

Y Y Y % ‘Excellent read! F
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PROLOGUE

Saturday, December 24" 02:00,
Moscow, Russia.

Destiny. Some people swore by it and others were certain it was nothing more than a myth or
an old wivestale. For Akira it was the core of his heart and soul. He had come through so
much in his past, so many changasd now he was on a date with whs believed in the

most, destiny.

At the centre of his quest was the vision he baengiven. A vision of what the world
could be if he proved successful. Ever since his transformation into Akira, he was determined
to rid the world of the cancer that held it in such a vice. The West hadctinjeeregthere
was no way to save it wastime to start oveion a new journeyand Akira would be at the
forefront. Nothing and nobody wouldtand in his way, not after what he had endured in the
past.

The December gloom of snow and icy wirdls d afféctt him as the thick flaketell
from a darkened skgnto a silentMoscow. Dressedll in black Akira continued to chasthe
MI6 agenthe hadpursuedsince midnight. For weekise had been tracking his movements
and on Christmas Eve haew the time was right tattack There would be no chance of
anyonediscoveringhis identity or his plans. It would end tonight.

Akira had always favoureRussia every corner of the country brimmed with power. A
powerthat needed to be harnes#dis vision were to become a reality.

Along the banks othe Moscow River,with the famousGUM department store in the
distanceAkira lunged for the right boot df116 agentMartin Braga.

The two men rose to their feet and squared off against each $ttwav continued to fall
and with it came eerie silence as the tiny flakes sktthethe grond nearby.

Akira calmed his mind and his racing heart. There was no room far, &rsofirst real
testhad begurand he was not about tolfak the first hurdleWith his hands otstretcled he
made his first move in San Sho#kira had always preferretthe ancient Chinese hartd-
hand fighting style. With it came confidence, knowing that his opponents attack would be
based around the fallible Savate style of fighting. Just like MI6 themselves, it was-so one
dimensional.

That knowledge gave Akira all theonfidence he needed. His past ensured he knew
everything there was to know about Martin Braga and tgethis opponenthe was an
unknown quantity.

Akira movedforward andlashed out repeatedIyVith his greater speed and powke
made sure his attacksddthe damage from the statthe f i r st bl ow struck
neck with the second breaking cheekboneNothing could stophis relentless attackd:or
Akira, it wasas personal as it could ever be. In all the years that had passed, he had been
biding his time in the background and this first move was only the beginning.

His mind wascalm his conscience cleaas the finaldeathblowfinished the job and
Akira watched his victim slump to the floor. Still the snow ,felhd the silence gave him
clarity on what he had denlt had been a necessary kilhere always had to be sacrifice for
change.

As he pushed he body away, Ak i r a dthatl staretback ai o k a't
him. Many would call him a colbloodedkiller but was he? The West had betrayed him
those years agddad their failure forced him down this path? His memories of back then, in
what seemed | i kewere inovasstereOnleftagmeritsscamle ibdclketo him
from time to time. Closig his eyes, he tried to remember the finer details but indteades



flashed by. Static and grainy pictures of former friends, those tbatdshave helped him to
the endrather tharturn their back on him in his most desperate hour. The people henbad o
trusted with his life had betrag him with devastating results. He had lost his swate and
the only persomvho mattered, his beloved wife Madeline.

The more he thought about it, the greater the clarity and with it came the sounds of the
machines tat had been keeping Madeline aliaed the smell of the hogpl room. Pain
surrounded every memobut Akira could still remember the faces of those he had trusted
knowing they could have done more but chosen notDiaring those final moments,
Madeline' s voice had been so weak, her smil
had been too much take.That day Akira had beerborn buteven he sometimes wondered
whether his soul was still there in that hospital roontimgto take in what had happened.

Amidst such grief,Akira had no idea he it happenedbut somehowthe voice of
Madeline lived on insle his mind. \lien he needed her most he would hear her. In the years
after her tragic deatthe had becomeonvinced thg had both witnessed the vision thiegd
been giverand in some way, she could live on and help make it a reality.

Memories burned theemains of hsheaa nd a single tear ran do
matter how often he thought back to those dark tirhesstill felt the sorrow and the
heartbreak. All he had wanted was a life of happiness with Madeline. Why had they not
helped him when he needed it most? How could they betray him after everything he had done
for-

Do not go back to thatlace my love. Timne has passeahd everything hashanged. Our
revenge starts nowdo not doubt our vision of the future. They will pay the price for their
betrayal.

Madeline. Whenever he needed support, she would come to him. Her voice sounded as
clear asitalwayshatie cl osed his eyes and f owegwth back
me This is proving.difficult.’ Hi s own Vvoi cCe

Take control of your emotions and remember what they did to me, what they did to us!
The West took away our future. Tley ol e our happinessé

Akira nodded Every word was tryebut it was proving much harder than he had
imaginedto start the journey alone.

The vision my love, remember the vision. What we saw would change so much, do so
much good. You must stay the couBd®.n 6t f or get what we | ost, wl

He emerged from ki vision and wth it came a sense of hope and strengthe
knowledge that only énand Madelinewere aware of itsomehow brought them closer
together. Thiaday had been unforgettablehe idea of a world without corru@overnmerg
and their deceitful foreign policies had given him a ray of Jightvhat had been thearkest
days aftetosinghis wife.

Show no mercy and do what must be done. | will always be with you.

In his mind hecould feel her presence as if she were next to him. Seconds passed until he
heard no more and he rose to his feet, leaving the body behind him. Within minutes, he had
leapt from the riverbank into the nearby Alexandrovsky Gardens. Every inch was covered
with snow and a cold wind rustled the branches of the trees. With each step, Akira made a



silent promise to himself and his dead wife. His destiny was somewhere in the future and on
that day, the West and its hypaical Governmerd would fall; the world would change
forever.

This was just the start



Chapter 1

Wednesday, February 1% 05:05,
New Cross Gate,
London.

Thomas Deanacceleratedhe Audi A4 and swerved past a double decker bus. Time was
running out toboardthe 05:09train at New Crosstation and with iany chance of success
for Operation Concealment. He shiftdte carinto fifth gearand went through another red
light as he powered the car dowewWCrossRoad ‘ Locati on!’

Sam Olserchecked the map on the satellite navigation thatwésinto the dashboard
‘Stakfi #nr vad, ahd it’s a |l eft turn.

‘“What time was that train again?’ Asked Dce
weaved in and out of the traffic.

‘“We’ ve got four minutes.

“'We’ | | make it . wdreassueng bimselhratherdhan stating a face
‘We have to make it.’

Thomas Deane and Sam Olsen were arguably the most effective partnership MI6
(Military Intelligence Sectio®) had to offer Deane was a veteran of over two decades of
servicewhile Olsen was the younger of the two and more likely to take risks to get the job
done.

Deane’ s blue eyes Ilit up as he | ooked to h

Olsen held oras the car swerved around the corner and narrowly misgedeoplethat
were about to cross the road.

The car came to an abrupt h&bth mensprinedtowards the station.

Deane dialled Operations Command, the nerve centre of &b used the Bluetooth
attachment so he could run and talk. *Train

On the ¢her side of London, French Special Agent Patrice Marraud stood in Operations
CommandRoughly the size of three tennis courts, he was surrounded by several groups of
computer desksterminals with scanning booths, analysis tables and other specialist
workstations. At one end of the vast space was a large digital wall of screens which detailed
the latest updates on each individual operation around the world. Aclecgkartable bebw
the wall of screens looked out on Operations Command.

Operation Concealment had been a joint operation between French and British Security
Servicesa n d Ma ffriendshipwitts Deane hadhelped ensure the collaboration had been
a success.

Marraud stod behind the owluty manageand watched the feed from Network Rail that
showed the train and its progress as it closed in on New Cross Gate station bound for London

Bridge." 't s pul | i ng onHatfoom fiveh eCesn faitri mny emmworw | ocat i
Deare saw Ol sen | eap over the tick&e barrie
cd osing in on the platform now. Order the tr:

Marraud gritted his t®etheigatiflruswantiong. f
from the train driver. Doyur best to get on board!”’
Deane pumped his legs as fast as he could and saw @lsenyas at least fifteen years
younger pull away as they ran down the access ramp that led to the platfergianced to
his left and saw the traion the platform begito close its doots
Olsen made it to the bottom of the ramp and threw himself at the neatre$tclosing
doors. There were shouts of pafiiam some of the commutebait it was enougko stop the



doors from closings heblocked them with his legs. Heasv his partner catebp and board
the train.

Deane tried to catch his breath laehelped his partner to hisfeétThat ' s one pa
this...operation doné.

Ol sen | ooked aNoww deedtdfiedBaymésr i age .

Marraud hacheard every word ii©per at i ons Command. “CCTV st
train in carriage f o,s0l.” dl tsasy an 'ei ghitk edar rhie
front .’

Deme nodded in ageeeemenh. caAgragd, fwve.'’ I

paosition. There waso sign of Robert Baynes.

Operation Concealment had been ongoing for months and had prificaulysed on
how terrorist cells communicated with each other rather than direct capture. Baynes was a
low profile data encryption expert and appeared to have fe®enited and radicalised over
time by a MiddleEastern terrorist group whidtadcellsin London, Paris and Madrid. These
cells were on several watch lists but the encryption level they used for communication had
proved to be soomplex noagencyhad yé to makea breakthrough.

It had been Patrice Marraud that had identified Baynes after henbwailoreda cell in
Parisfor several monthswhen they had found that London was to be his next destination
contact was made witMI6. Deane and Olsen had been mobilised and despite a fatlure
border controto track Baynes when Hedarrived in the countryhe had been identified via
CCTV when hehadboarded a train for London Bridge.

Deane slowly made his way through the sixthiage, near the front of the train. As he
did so, his eyes scanned and processed every individual and detail that he saw. The train was
quite busy and there were many passengers but Deane was only looking for one. He felt
inside his grey jacket for his Sfire G1 silver pistol and then glanced behind at his younger
partner.

Sam Olsen nodded in acknowledgement and saw Deane indicate the public toilet that
was at the end of the carriage. As he approached the darkdgr@ehe placed one hand on
his silver Beretta 92G pistol and opened the door with the other. The toilet was empty.

Deane frowned and | ooked through the doubl
got two more carriages to go. Let’ s keep mov

Ol sen nodded. trdinfweh 'l s hnaovte am tdheipsi oy agen
area.’

Deane gave the doors a push and stepped onto the next carriage when there was a big
enough gap. ‘“He’ || be here, I can guarantee

The two merhad been partners sin€dsenhad joined the service eigiiears ago. They
were very different characters, and the older Deane was a stalwart of the service and valued
rules and procedure above everything else. Olsen had a reputation for getting the job done but
could be reckless. Despite their differences,rtpartnership was looked on as the kibst
MI6 had to offerand they were often found at the forefront of the latest threat.

The two agents moved slowly through the carriage but there was no sign of Baynes.

‘“The 1l ast <carri age nes$ookedmaclkdl Olsed to-eafdree hise ady . ’
warning. In the years they had worked together, Deane had come to think of Olsen as the son
he never had, or never would have. His role at MI6 was now one of senior agent and mentor
and though he would never adntjtOlsen meant more to him than anything else in the world
and he would do anything to protect him.

Akira lurked amongst the shadows of London Bridge Train Stafigan though it was
early,there was constant flow of trainthat passedverheadDres®d ina long black trench



coat and the same coloured trousers and shoes, he took out a dark balaclava from his pocket
and pulled it down over his face.

To his right he saw sonmeaintenance staff leave the statiés he watched them legve
his thoughs tuned toRussia and his plan to conquke countryin the not too distant future.
It had not been easy toavelto the UK, especially with the balance of power so unstable in
Russia but he was keen to take what he could from his base in the UK and titkegpt the
Security Services guessirg the very least. With some hard work, he had managed to ensure
he hadrecruitedten loyal Russian FSB agents to his cauBeey were in the process of
planning and executing several bomb attacks tetdeilise tle Russian capital and highlight
the weakness of the curreBbvernmentWith thatinplacei t wasn’t essenti al
and his timecould be better spent elsewhere even if he would have prefercadyoout and
witness the attacksersonally

His thoughts came back to the present and the no show of his contact Robert Baynes.
Though he c oyBagnes was newer latéflulcht e AKki r Bdymes annoy
had carvd out a niche for himself within the cell and had insisted on coming to Loralon t
carry out his work personallidi s atti tude wasn’'t welcome and
it for long. From the moment Bayneshadgonvol ved, it hatdredligat t aken
had been a mistake. Tigewas nodedication and his insistency on coming to London had
only proven toAkira he had become a liability rather than an asset.

A red London bus passed his position and Akira watched closely as to who departed,
make surehe tracked the movements of any polesthreats. After a few minutes, Hhelt
satisfied he was safe and went back to his thouglkisa felt his phonevibrateand read a
message fronBayne$ seplacementlt had been critical to ensure the data encryption work
continued The text was wordor word what he wanted to hear and it made him srfithe
meeting he was waiting for had now become nothing more than a formality.

Thomas Deane entered the last carriageli t di dn’ t tlecéethe tarngen | on g
near the doublexit doors at thdar end.In any operation, it was critical to keep a low profile
where possile and find a way to apprehend tteggetbut that changed when he saw him
look in his direction.

Baynesknew the train would pull into London Bridgethin the next fewminutesand
hadbeen waiting at the double dodmsmake sure he was the fittst leave At the sound of
the connecting door open from the previous carriBggnes had seen the two men enter and
di dn’ t l i ke what he saw. Hi sy werd foreursy sneetingv e | s
with Akira, but he felt his heart raguickenwhen he looked ahe two men. Over the years
Baynes had caught the attention of Police, the@ecurity Services arkefelt he had a good
eye for identifying them. He saw the two msan the carriagéook straight at him anthen
away again. It was the way they carried themselves and took in everything around them.
Baynes trusted his instincts and knew he was in troubldelteold sweat dampen the back
of his shirt.

Deane and Olsestarted to move down the aisle towards the last set of double doors at
the far end of the carriage.

Panic set in and Baynes tried to think of what he could do to eddamaw a door to the
driver’s cabin but knew t hgunin hisdbackpdck to takelao c k e C
passenger hostage? He could think of no way to survive such an encounter, and Akira would
kill him regardless of the outcome. Baynes stepped closer to the double doors and decided he
had to take the only option available tonhiThe start of thelatformat London Bridgdegan
to pass by theloorsas he flicked open the protective plastn the door override controls
above him.



Deane had picked up the pace and instinctively drew his Spitfire G1 silver pistol at the
sound of the alarm. For a moment he wondered what had caused it but then saw Baynes pull
the doubl e dools Hepasrhtout‘eBIAYNEXSon' tpawegke t hi
from the doors!’

Olsen hadalso drawnthi s weapon and stepped cl oser. ‘
|l eave.’

Deane shook his head in disagreement and furrowed his brow in frustifdtgne. was
glass all around Baynes, any shot would be highridlol d your positi on.

Baynes was panting hard as he desperately tried to open thewddersnough so he
could escape.

‘“Stay on the train Baynes!’ D eignaredotliee | | owe
passengemun past hinto the oher end of thearriage in panic.

Baynes knew what was at stake and threw himself out onto the plafb@spite the
train travelling around twenty miles per hour, the impact took itsantlhe felt searing pain
in his right shoulder. He forced himset his feetas quickly as heould and ran along
platform thirteen towards the ticket barriers.

Deane restrained Olsen from jumping outo the platformrandthensaw the doors slam
shut when the alarm ended. He pressed a buitorhis Bluetooth headset to talk to
Operations Command in MIG6 Headquarters. ‘“Pat
|l eft the train. Confirm the |l ocation of Al ph

‘“l saw the commotion Tom. Al pha niogmgito are o
intercept .’

Deane nodded with relief. ‘“Copy that Patr
mi nutes, the train is almost at a standstil/|

Olsen looked frustrated and tried to locate Baynes througheiduesivi n d o w. S I S VAN «
let me tke theshotwe woul dn’t have to take the chance.

‘“We need him alive and t her eouwastogly sbooa o man
enough.’

Olsen said nothing and tried not to get too frustrated.

The train slowed and then came to a stop on platforrnedmr

Olsen pushed the button to open the doors and steppédsbonto the platform. In the
distance ahead he saw Baynes and then tried to locate Alpha Team on the concourse.

Baynes scaled the barrier and stattedunacrosshe concourseOut of the corner of his
vision he saw two men shout and then start to run towardsHanic spread throbghim as
he frantically looked for another exitf Akira discovered he had be@aptured his future
would all but disappeartis only hope was to strike aedl as best he could and use his
knowledge tdbargain with his life As he passed a large WH Smith stdris bodycou | d n * t
take any more pounding. The pain in his lungs was unbeaasbie came to a haland he
wasbreathing so hard he could barefyse his arms in surrender. Within secqrdsfelt the
strong grip of thewo men on his shoulders and slumped in defei& hadno energy to fight
his arrest.

Danger was never that far away and in the darknpessovera hundred metres away
Akira stdked his way through the shadows. With every step, he moleskr to thestation
entranceTher e weren’t many people ar oBaymélsswhot d
was on the other side of the concourse surrounded by twolmene swift motionhe took
out a black pistol antbwered himself as he took aimiwo bullets blasted out of the silencer
attachment towards their targette watched Baynes fall to the grouingt and saw hisiead
split open onmpact. The two agents drew their weaponsegpond, but Akira had already
fired and saw both men stagger and then collapse to the floor. Some commuters had begun to
screamand runto safetybut Akiraignored them andalmly walked back towards the exit.



D e a negés were wide with shock as jueped down from the ticket barriend tried
to locate the source of the atta€lommuters had run in feand cleared the concourse it
di dn’ t t a‘'kBa yhn eAphé deadgarelown, | repeatthey are dowh

Olsen fired off one shot but then salettarget begin to run at speed and set off in
pursuit.

Deane followed and loaded his weapas he tried to stay with his partner * St ay
together!”’

Ol sen wasn’t | istening and picked up the ¢
locate the targednd then saw sparks to Iedt as a bullet ricochet off metal door frame. He
stepped back and then returned fire.

In Operations Commandrrench Special Agent Patrice Marraigt the others around
him jump with shock but he was used to surprises and forced himself not to thinkhabout

loss of Alpha TeamWé ' re trying to | ocateUnthifTwotoon CCT
i nt er c edgoingourest toraekhimfromher e .’
Deanesprintednardt o j oi n his partner. ‘That’'s a nedg
‘“There was nothing we could do about Al pha
points!’

Deanewanted to go back and help Alpha Team in the vain loogeof them was still
alive but forced him to continue pursuit * Just get tedaomde wRdrl d mddinds

Akira did n * t andpusted himself that extra yard as he came onto St. Thomas Street.
He gave a quick glance behind him. The@aie of the MI6 agents was in nsuit but he
couldn’t | ocate the other. Akira fired agai:H
di dn’ t hav &new hewduld leave tosnake lthese eight bullets count.

Deane indicated for Olsdn take thdeft-handside of the pavemensdetook the right.

Both menused parked cars for cover.

Akira saw a sign that read ST AMFORD SIVR HEE N $He would soon be
back at bas¢o co-ordinate his escape amdth it another victory over the looming British
Security Services. As he contidlito run a nearby shop window blew out under the force of
gunfire and Akira immediately darted behind a parked car for cbleereturned fire and saw
two agents take up offensive positions.

Sparks flew around Olsen and then Deane.

Akira fired again andthen heard the empty click of the pistol as it exhausted the
magazi ne. He dropped it o0 n His eyds hsarveygd loisu n d b
surroundings and found hope in a group of youths adu comeout of a shop further down
the road to investigate vahwas happening.

Deane saw the target move and fired again but he evaded his fire and reached a parked
car. He sigalledto Olsen to join his move forward.

Akira smashedhe palm of his right hanahto the face of the largest boy amongst the
group, knowig it would give him more cover. The redtthe groupscreamed in panic and
moved away quickly. Akiradraggedhis prize down the road and ignored the constant
struggle from his prey

Olsenswore loudly and toolaim as hecroucted next to aparked carln his sightshe
saw the eyes of the hostagrere white wih fear. Crucial moments passedtil finally, he
lowered his pistolDeane joined him and both men watched intently.

Akira came onto Blackfriars Road and deliberately dropped the motionlessaicty
must have fainted, into the middle of the junction. What cars were grecnegched to a halt
which caugda standstill that gave him more time. He shoved his way through a small crowd
that had cme out of the nearest nightclabn d d i df arly of themaverepushed into the
moving traffic.



His dream was what matterelwor | d t hat wasn’t | ed by the
an eternity he had waitedn the shadowsandnow there was no onthat would stand in his
way. Sincehe hadcreaedhis identityand ldt his past life behind higrAkira had been forced
to kill several individuals from all walks of life that had stood in his way. adentson his
tail would be no different.

As he mumped his legs harder and harder, his head snhapped back for an msthhe
sawthe two agentfight through the panistricken scene he had left in his wake. Just before
he turnedaway, he caught sight @ihethe men Memories flashed by in his mind at frant
pace until finallyhe recognised that Thomas Deane was one of his pursuers. Anger and pain
consumed himin his broken mind, he o u | d nthetpuresrageéhptreached every part of
his bodyand he had to stop himselfofn turning around and engagingrhhead on The
dream was what matterduk told himself

As he ran his mind continued to work at a frantic p&ud.the agerg have a clue as to
who he really was? Owtf the questionAkira was looked upon as another dangerous visitor
tothe UKandhecoul dn’t hel p bnlRussii eehl yheweeko®snggo] h
the world as clearly as he sa@wnow. There was not a doubt in his mind that the West could
not ke saved. The corruption amshdless red tape that had drowned it year after yaar h
destroyed it beyond repair. It could never be saved. The changes would be devastating and
would start now. Akira gritted his teeth and stepped up the datarmined to find that extra
level of speed to make sure he would have time to end the pursuit.

Deane heard Marraush Operations Commanthlk via the Bluetooth headset but he
ignored it as he tried to catch up with Olsen.

Olsenturned into Paris Gardenandthe sight ahead made histop in his tracks. The
targethad goneHe raised his pist@sa reflex andslowly walked along gath that was lined
with trees and bushes.

Akira put every muscle on alesind waitedAs he did so, anger surged through his body
ashe recalled patchy memories from his previous Iféhenhe might have held some deep
reluctance for what he was about to didie years had changed himowever and there was
no turning back. Everything was so clear. fd Madeline inside of him and with her the
confidence that readied him for the final act.

Olsenslowly moved past several bareesand took one step at a timé&lot for one
moment did he realise that he hredckadypassed his target

Akira slowly rose from the shadows and then leapt for&/éodiardsOlsen His hands
wrapped aroun® | s eébady andthen he forcedhe gunto drop tothe ground A feeling of
raw power consumedkirmas he hel d the man’s | ife in his
that Akira lived forHe ®izedO | s senackfor the Kill.

Olsen slammed his right elbow back with as much force as he could ntdstepun
around but felt a shoe slam into his jawd&e staggered back.

Both men attacked and although Olsen was the more powaruli r aeédf agapk
gave him the edge as he repeatedly larsdedessful blows.

Olsen was a master 8amboandhad sgnt years mastering tlRussian fighting style
He moved closer to the target and made several hand attstkstriedo preventhim from
escang.

Akira smashed into a park bench behind him &t blood run from his nose. He
glanced to his right anetlt outnumbered.

Deane came to a stop in Paris Gardens and aimed his lpigtbefore he could fire,
Olsenblocked his view.

Akira had al r e afibiting styleandthodgh iewapolishes ie was reot
without its weaknesse#s they tradedlows, Akira allowed him to move closer and knew
Deane woul dn’t fire i1f t her eEvenaaly Glsenrwiass k h e



within his reach and one wegdlaced jab to the temple was enough to knock him off balance.
Akira didn’ te amdigmibe®lsenarourcdhhs neckHe held firm and slowly
turned to face Deane, using him as a human shield.

Deane gripped his pistol hard and held his positid@.glanced at Olsen who looked
alarmedbut pushedaway his thoughts of concernThemwe waynout of thi s.

“Shoot him!” Ol sen shouted.

Akira jabbed his hostage in the ribs and kept one eye on the man ahedebpdeately
wanted to tear Thomas Deane limb from limb butphbshed it out of his mindnd tried to
maintain control.Madeline was in his thoughts and she too wanted him to eng&ge.
stayed calm and slowktepped backaking hishostage with him.

Deanetried to find a shqotbutt he ri sk was too high. Ol sen”
targetsandthe rest of his bodwas obscured.

Akira took another step badnd stepped owhat felt like agun As he stood behind
Olsen he glanced downanddonf i r med it was the gun he had
during their initial struggle.

Deane took a step to his left anddrie find an angle for the shot.

Akira had one chancendhe wasn’t going to |l et it go.
his fist into the back of his head and then dropped to the ground to find the gun.

Deane saw the move and fired once but then turnedte when he realised what the
targetwas reaching forOne shot clipped him across his chest as he dived for cover.

Akira fired again but mi s s,dut he tad dad founded t o
cover. Madeline screamed in his mind to run.

There willbe another time my love. Go!

As he ran, he dismantled the Beretta eardtowardsStamford StreetDespite the scare,
his arrogance and belief in his dreaemained.The security servicewere closebut they
would be no match for him and his followers.

Thomas Deane slowly got to his feet and felt the damaged part biilkesproof vest.

His chest felt bruisedand it was only then he realised Patrice Marraud,Operations

Commangdhad been trying t 8StandbgPtatirn cteouch wi th hi
Olsenfelgr oggy but saw Deane emerge from the D
‘“lt was a close call ' Deane put one hand
‘]l could say’  tHe kbkamkedfl oargond for his Ber
Deane’s mind wontheyethaedxeaaotclouynwlkoed. * Patr
Patrice Marraud exchanged a look with thedoily managem Operations Command at

MI6 HeadquartersThere had beewidespreadpanic when they had lost contact with Deane

and Ol sen. ‘' Repoatudg?omWewhast sygouonsthe CCT
‘“We | ocat ghddkhehestapgdt We're in Paris Gard

in Stamford Street that we’ ve been monitorir

we' | | me e't Hekedleykshite ©lsenand | o ad e dhishOperatignisat o |

go. "’



Chapter 2

Wednesday, February 15t 07:45,
Empty office building, Stamford Street,
Central London.

Olsen andDeanestood firm as the battle continued. Batten took covebehindtwo
uptumed tablesWhen they worked togethethey were an effective partnershignd they
were slowly pushing the terrorists into a corner.
Several of the remaining attackers broke away from the reception area and sprinted down
the corridor towards the stairgy &n abandonedlamp and murky office block in Stamford
Street.
Deane, a man who regularly defied his four decades had seen it all maniefioresin
one quick motionhe loaded a fresh cartridge into his choice of weapon, a British made
Spitfre G1lsiher pi st ol and | ooked back to his partr
f r om Aferrwbdt had happened in Paris Gardéng coul dn’ t repress
Olsen out of danger.
Olsen, in his late twenties and far more headstrong, saw hisepatear the table and
give chase but wasn’t about t geplaenessivesut on
Beretta 92G and joined Deane as they both continued the gunfight down the corridor.
Undercover at the bottom of a silver steel stair¢&lgen knelt close to his mentor and
waited for the next move. Bed him, a mixture oMI5, MI6, and French agents spread out
into the winding corridors to flush out any remaining threats.
Deane di dn’ t heménatthe top of theystasmsd wafcdnfident he could
make the shot and storm the staircase to prevent their escape. How they were planning on
leaving hed i d n’ tbut kne thing was certain, none of them would escapdeldéais
partner’' s pr easdesawdatrichlaraud, msdld friendifrom the French Secret
Service take up position on the other side of the staircaseé Tak e ¢ h gPatriee. d o wn

[ deal with those upstairs.
Maraudnoddedand mobilized thether agentto sweeghe rest of thground floor.
‘Dowowu mean we'll deal with those upstairs
Deane didn’t | ook at Ol sen and readied him

Olsen watched him go and cursed to himde#.knew how muclbeane caredyut he
didn’t need protecti segsetofMnputsuithi s Beretta fir

Akira, on the ground floor and barricaded into a rotmuoked up as another attack came
from above. His thoughts turned to his loyal followers who were no doubt sacrificing their
lives to guarantee §i escape. hdlpedgat ovasl vitah that hebget away. The
diversion that was taking place would keep the attackers busy so he could leave.

His hands fumbled around his neck and found what they were looking for. A quaint
looking silver locket captivated Akira as he sedlit carefully. Holding it tight in his right
hand, Akira closed his eyes afadt himselfgrowin strength. Anmoment passed, and theae
felt Madeliné s p r. éles gened &he locketnd sawthem bah together in happier times.

In the picture, Akiralooked unrecognisabland Madeline looked positivelyglowing. He
missed her so muchyvEry hour felt lonesome and empty without hemdark memory came
back to himand he winced in pain at the power oHe tried desperately to push it away and
almost succeded but still aw glimpses of the hospital badd the repetitive beep of the kfe
support machine. Akira opened his gyasd they burned brightly. Madeline was gdng
there was much to do.



As he puthe locket away, he coveréds face with a black baclavaand took great care
to open the nearby window. Escape was not gt
man patrolling the side alley of the building. He would have dekasy if it had been
desertedanyone from MI6 always followed protolc

Akiral eap't out of the window and dropped hi
shoulders.There was some resistance but not enough to threatenAkima consideed
killing him but decided to let him live to tell the tale that smme had escaped.was a risk
but the thought of leaving a clear message that the operation had not been a complete success
appealed to himWhenever Akira toyed wittMI6, it madehim feel even more powerful.
Maybe then they will realise this was just a small battle. Tdreisvon its wayHe dearedthe
nearby fencanddisappeared into the darkness.

Deanefelt the blood on his left arm but told himself to ignore it and get the job done. He
took cover behind a wooden beam and assessed the situation.

The odds were not ihis favour.

Behind the adjacent beam, Olsen had made that same assessmeast dudr, was
defiant in his belief he would succeed as another round blasted out of the chamber of his

pistol.
At the sight of such a precarious scene ahead, all Deane ¢oukdabout was his
partner. They had been together for al most

had. Every mission together was a joy, despite the inevitable disagreemhemés no
surprise Olsen had disobeyed him, it was becoming the matimeach passing dayhe
thought of losing Olsen, as he had lost other partners before, terrified him to hidesbrdd
his pistol agairand snaped himself back to the presenHold this position!

Olsenwatched his partner deliberately draw fire away from his posi@uce again he
felt he was beingrotectedwhich meanhe missed out on the excitement.

Deane took down anath two terroristsbut four more lingered at the doorwand
protecteda fifth who had a mobile phondo his ear Gunfire rained in and Deane stood
behind a pillarfor cover. As he did sdie saw a helicopter in the distance and the fifth
attacker ran to the fire escape staircddeane grittechis teethin defianceand fired his
weaponagain.

Olsensaw his partner attack amaok his chancén between the gunfireleterminechot
to miss outHe helped disarm the remaining terroristsdbarely heard an order froDeane
to stay where he was, as he saw himtowards the emergency fiescape staircas®lsen
wanted to go after hipbut saw movement out of the corner of his vision and turned back
towards to the terroristto make sure they were no longer a threat.

One of the attackers tried to move his right hand tdevarrifle that ws just inchesaway
on the floor. Hehead Olsenstepcloser but even in the midst of defdag,still felt he could
somehowgain the advantage.

Olsen saw it immediately and slammed one of hisaigeens hoes down on t h
throat. The barrel of hislser Beretta loomed over the head of the fallen attackelOl s en’ s
trigger finger quivered The powerful pi®l almost begged to be fired aark whispers
circled in his mind.

Seconds passednd the pistol started to shake in his right hand.

Olsenblinked several times andastedto come out of the darkness. He kicked the rifle
awayand spoke in a tone full of contempt. “Jue



A large rumble of thunder made him looknardsthe fire escap staircaseTorrential
rain poued down as dark clouds encased the night Jlg.his right he saw more agents
emerge from the staircas®Isen made his decision andhn out onto the slippery metal
staircasehat led to the roof.

Deane felt his left foot give way as rain continued db in a deafening downpour.

Despite the threatening clouds that surrounded him, his steely blueeyesl dn’ t budge
the targetwho had stepped onto the next level of the staircase. That left just one flight of
stairs to reach the raofie 6 s fam sné, samehbWhave to slow him dowrlVith one
desperate move, Deane |l ungedotand grabbed hol

Both men fell back onto the staircase and grappled with each other.

Deane smashed his right fist into the face of the terrorist. Olevieé above he caught
sight of thehelicopterwhich had now landed

In one swift motion the terrorist swungout a large knife fromnside his shirt and
stepped closer tbeane As he swung the blagle glanced in the direction of the helicopter
and trial to end the fight quickly.

The metal staircase was soaked with water and Deane struggled to move his feet to avoid
the attacksThere was no time to reach for his gun inside his jackeattackwithin inches
of his bellyand he was forced back towarithe edge. Still the kife came, ad one attack
came perilously close to his face.eHfelt his balance give ways he fell backwards, he
reached out with his left hand and grasped the wetHalarm and shoulder cried out in pain
as they took his bodyeight.

Olsen froze in position two levels below and squinted upwiartise dim lightto see the
targetclosein on his partnerAs he mised his Beretta, he fired off several rounds as best he
could andsaw someone rumadst all the sparks.

The terroristleft the staircase and ran towards the helicoplerwaved his arms in an
effortt o cat ch t he hel.Beforephe euld gptiany aloséer $ie waas tackledt i o n
by Deane and crashed to the ground. He struggled to break free and cried out in pain when he
sawthe blades spifaster and faster until finally it lifted away from the pad

Deane was a calculated fighter anmtkw where and how to attack. KHiewly forced the
knife out of the targets harahd gave several jabs to both temples befi@emasled his
right fist into hisfaceandbr ok e t he. man’ s nose

The targettried to fight back but instead sustained severakblthat pushed him further
and further towards the edge of the roof.

Deane recognised thahe push wouldid the world of another threat. Memories of other
Governmenfgents past and present that wdouwdde takerthe easy optiotubbled away in
his mind For Deane though, there was never a moment of uncertainty. As he pulled his prize
back from the brink, he looked into thee r r @yes and Wwosdered how many innocents
hadalreadydiedby his hand

Olsen stepped from the rasticked metal of the staiase and holstered his Beretta. He
wassoaked through to the skin aadotherdarangry ¢l oud hovered abov
c | o ®lsen heard no replput he was used to i, e neder metanyone as obsessed with
his workthan Deane * | * v e raalteirotnesd Clpmema n d, they’ ve di
pursuit .’

Deanesaw the puzzled look on his partnerface but chose not to address it. As the
thundercloud began to unleash more hell on the city of London, he dragged his prize back
towardsshelter but frae when he dropped to his knees

The terrorist began to chant in Arabic. Higes wee transfixed on the side alley thfe
building that could just be made out from their position, some forty or fifty feeTegrs ran
downhis faceaccompaniedy sudderiaughter



Ol sen struggled to make out some of the w

t he West’  ,heRetpoeladt eldilngy t o qui et down wuntil Ol
smashed the back of his Ber edidnee, he glamged dadke ma n
to his partner. “*Did you catch all t hat ?° T

wave after wave of rain.

The bluerints of the building he had sed&ack at HQran through his mind like a
computer until b found what & was looking forthe nearest possible exit to the alleyvitag
terrorist hadoeen looking atAt the sight of a door, well hidden, he stopped in his tracks and
studied the brickwork. It was me The room was not on the bjei nt s . “Did you
here? He shouted at a nearby team | eader who i

The door hinges cried out under the strain as Deane smashed his way into the ground
floor room. Other agents were behind him, awaiting first look at the roamhtd been
carefully comealedbut the veteran agent wanted to inspect every corner for himself,
uninterrupted.

It was around ten feet long by eight fegde, with no electricity and barren stony walls
with damp in the corners. At the far end, a medium sized window was blowiing wind.

Someone had escaped, just like the terrorist had said. He rushesl wonttow and
looked down. Therein the alleyway was an MI6 agent slumped against the wall. For an
instant he fared another death had occuroedhis watch. Within secosdeane climbed out
and dropped down into the alleywayn ©@oser inspectiohe saw that not onlyradthe young
agentbeen sparedbut that it had been done for a reason. Someone was sending him a
message. He caught sight of the investigation teacher viho had also jumped down into the
alley and spoke in a quiet ton®eane feltembarrassed that his operation had suddenly
becomes o f |l awed. ‘amliosktfor O.NoA in tpat roomt Report back to me at
0 n ¢ ©ne’question remained. Was it a loyallower or someone he wasompletely
unaware of

Hours laterin a cramped oftie at MI6 keadgiarters in London, Deane, Olsamd
Marraud sat together with the Deputy Chief of WH@vin Ramsey.

‘“There cantbenfoSdmebhe e s ctayeend Bft6insRalms ey w
He turned from the window andusliedthe faces ahead of him ftineir reactions His dark
skin showed thevgeat on his forehead as Wwendered about the implications.

Deanespoke first. He sounded annoyeohd he felt it. His egatruggled with the fact

that the operatonhainded on such a | ow. ‘“There 1s no
with the agent who was patrolijrthe alleyway. He was jumpexh and remembers nothing.
Someone escaped from that building.’

‘Do wenlhyaveads ?’ Ramsey asked quickly.

Deane placed a f i |ago, Batricetaidd iddantdidd|forrteeamenMo nt h s
operating within that cell andve’ v eacked their movements eV
identified the dead and those we captured. We haveusteen ’

Ramsey glanced at the file. “All of them?’

“Altheim. "’ Deane wasinkied for that fact

“Then the one that got awagn warsy sloeme®In?’ we

“That ' s rhegphetdt he Asextf questi ompuldBitherbee cont
another brainwashed follower who joined theznently either from abroad or geibly from
the local community, o ...’ Everyone in the room hung on h
great i mportance to this opeaof dread aslha spoke thd | '
words.



Ramsey needed more than assumptions. ‘o S
We need té

De a n e ' ovenpawereddhat of hisuperioras he made his point. ‘
the escape was not on the lgdets of the buildng. It was concealed from vieandduring
the raid the terroristdrew us away from the roarione of them have admittéldat anyone
escapegwhich suggests whoever it was had their loyalty. | highly doubt they would do that

for armMglwonkeed at Ol sen. “l"m wondering whet he
London Bridge station.’

‘What are you basing that on?’ Asked Ramse

“I'nstinct.’

Ramsey was in no mood to debate the point
Chief of MI6 aboutth s at my next opportunity.’ Ramsey
separate sheets of papertotheMi6 a ge nHers,l have your new order s
to be assigned to Oman in the Middle Eashd await further 1instruc

based here at HQ for the time being to conclude Operation Concealment. Good day to you
gentl eman.’

Deane stayed in his chair in a state of shock. Had he just heard Olsen was to remain in
London alone? He tried to f ocwhso oens ctahpee dp?r’o bH
he could finish his question, Ramsey had already shut the connecting doolieDizli#hled
away inside of himins he wondered why the agency wasn’
how hard he tried, h e canedna of 'great impodakoe had h e f
escaped and had done so with considerable ease. What was yet to come?



Chapter 3

1 month later,
Thursday, March 1% 09:50,
MI6 Headquarters, London.

The readquarters of MI&tood alone on the Albert Embankment. Asedlspproached on
foot h e ¢ o ul d nfantiliar creasm sand tsda green coloofghe building With every
stephefelt that slight winge of nervesor was itexcitemen® Most of the time it felt to Olsen
that the building had prodeto be the bane oislife more than once.
Situated in VauxhallSouth West Londqrthe readquarters of MI6 was in the very heart
of London, the capital of the United Kingdom. A short boat trip down the river led to the
most iconic parts of theapital. Tower BridgeandBig Ben The beatindheart of the country,
The Houses of Parliamentwasu st a st one’ s t hr oany traecawsayg . Pr ot
MI6 and itssister in the Security Serviced)5.
Olsen was deep in thouglhtis fiancée Rachel came into his mind andttieught of her
remi nded him of the struggl ehistwerk ahd pensahal lifee d wh i
separateDespite the recurring confusion, he knew what the bottom lineWwwase n | 6 m her ¢
it really feels like | can make a difference, every dayds a new chance of thathetwenty
eightyearold Governmentagent conhued to reassure himself as tvalked through the
building entrance doors and into an empty Perspex tube. He placed his ID card into the reader
and punched in his unique fedigit code. A green light lit ypand the tube swivelled and
reveaedthe lobby.He headed for the lift across thiack and white marbled floor.
As he made his way across the vast space, he passed other agents of all ages. Some he
barely knew but stilacknowkdged others he had practiced with in the combat rooms of HQ
where different forms of hand to hand combat were taught and mastered. His own form of
Taekwondo and Sambo had been tirelessly learnt, day after day, instmoseooms all
those years ago.
A youngagentwho had fast been gaining detated reputation, William Hawkpassed
him by. Hawk was a master of the Akido form of attack and was popular in the ranks with
everyone. Olsen smiled back at heamdremembeed their last training session where had
only just gained the upper hand. No matter who it was, there was always a feeling of
togetherness and trust with everyone he,dawn the agents, to the teacharsl everthe
administrators, all of whorwere vital to the caus@&he lift doors hissetb a closeandOlsen
chose the floor f®er the Chief of MI6"s offic
His thoughts turned t@peration Concealmentnfortunately, for the servicehere had
been no progress made on the identity of the escaped terrorist, despite joining forces with
otherWestern Security Services such as the C.I.A. and the German Security Services, GSGS9.
None of the captured men had revealed any details on thelegfiite the pressure that had
been applied to them.
Olsenhadn’ t s p o ksgnce h¢ bad bBeera assEgntml Oman. As the lift
announced the designated floor Olsen started to walk down the corridor and hoped he would
be given clarity on his next assignment.

Akira kept his head low as he walked out of Seeb Airport in the capital city of Muscat,
Oman. The searg heat and beautiful skyline made him fergreat home than he hddlt in
dismal London. The last month had been a sequence of carefully planned journeysas he
passed through the borders of several European cour@mean had been his destination
and he felt relieved to bring his journey to an éfftroughout higravellinghe had kept up to



date with the carefully planned bomb attacks that were taking place in Moscow, all to
destabilise the Government, which was crucial to his vision. At thag same his thoughts
had turned to the West and its protectass he wonderedhow they were handling the
increasing danger. It was 1 dle curiosity on
Security Services were unstable and on the back foot. It was omatter of time before they
would be wiped out forever.

Outside the airport healked away from the crowds ataned left into a side alleye
caught sight othe Kiprich brothersn the distance. Wo men from Hungary who in the past
had proved thenedves to be loyal followers and more than capable if a little reckless at
times. Despite their flaws, Akira knew they would be effective and more than competent at
disrupting a British Royal visit. There was much work to be done. Not only for the upcoming
attack, but to take his vision one step further and change the face of the world forever. That
started with the death of Thomas Deane and A

Kevin Ramsey had been covering the job of Chief of MI6 from the legendaryrRicha
ElI'li ottt for just a few hours. f@tyfiveyearddhe | at
second in command had spent every available mongaithing up on the latest
developments. Ramsestood up from his chair and ushered in the agent at the doo * Ou r
superior is away for the next fortnight. Take as@dt s e n . ’

Sunlight broke through the semark room as it streamed in from two nearby windows.
Whereas the rest of the building was modern
office seemed detached from time itself. A large grandfather clock ticked away slowly on one
side, with the entire décor a heavy mahogany brown. Bookcases were on either side of the
door, both stacked with dusty looking hardbacks. Unlike the rest of the buildong,
fluorescent lights were hanging from the ceiling. Instead, several quaint looking lamps were
dotted around the room. A deep noise filtered through the room as the grandfather clock
chimedt en o0’ cl ock

Olsen remembered the low point of the last opemaand felt on edge. He focussed his
dark brown eyes on his superamnd waited.

Ramsey clasped his large hands together and placed both elbows on the desk.
‘Somet hing has come up. Il " m assigning you t
Oman orWednesday, headingto Muscath e nati on’ s capital .’

Olsen sat motionless in a state of shock. His heart sank like a stone. Oman. The very
mention of the place sent a shiver down his spine and made his mouth feel dry. Oman had
been the country where histtiar, Geoff Olsen, had died years before. He had nexam b
there and had no interest to.go * Re Itahtee dBrtiot i s h Ritsgnahad seem s i t t
details in the press about the forthcoming Royal visit.

“That '’ s r i ghtreawarsgould owmPrinceuDawd isygoing’to Oman on a
threeday goodwill touy focussing mainly on the capital of Muscat. Naturally, the usual team
of security agents will accompany the Prince. However, OMAL: Thomas Deane, will also
play a part in offering additionabgert support. He was adamant abewdrking on his own

but | don’t agree. |l " m sendi ng savathe futrovedp ar t n e
brow of Olsen * No w, obviously this is a sensitive
Royal visit to Oman, & lost an agentNot just any agent Olsen, but your father. Ra ms e y
shifted in his chair and lookathcomfortable!l won’t force you to tak
but I don’t want to | eave Deane alone to ca
someone else. 1t’s not a problem.”

o mus,simdmltwasn’t expecting you to ask m
Olsen paused and thought about the decision. There was no doubtinhisleeard i dn’ t wa
to go to Oman but turning dowan operation was not his styl§.o do sowould damage his



career, no matter what the circumstan&ethe same time, did he not have a duty matter
what? He felt physically sick as he prepatedreply, knowing all too wellwhat he was

commi t ti nogt,stia. ' IHolwWl hde wahsi sg oo pnegr attoi dbmb nhdel ed i
he had a duty to his country and he was going to carry it out no matter what.

‘Very well, I * | | make Operation ESPY, the operat.
you. Archives arexepecti ng you. I want you to be prof

eyebrows and expected a positive reply.

Olsenhad never been able to read the recor@pération ESPYand for a moment his
mind drifted

‘“Did you hear me Ol sen?’

‘Yessir. Th s wboen'at pr obl em. "’

Ramsey cont i nue dsaméniberofthe British Raya family ik \asiting a
a Middle Eastern countryAlagefoldernittyh wiOplerae i
Safeguard’ written acr os pasddacmssfthe desltis tone he av
changed as heissuedi r ect order s. “l want you to work
British Royal party and offer additional security. Shadow every move and make sure no
threats are allowed to compromise the party. Desarmavare of the operation objective and
will shortly be informed of your addition to the operation. Whatever the history, | know | can
rely on you both to be professional and effective. Deane is based in Muscat. The details are in
the folder.’

Olsentookh e f ol der . sirYyoowadohandheedtto concern
around to leave.

Ramsey spoke again.,Ol $kareAftenet mbseophra
you permanently to team S.U.C.O. | want you to lead the team from noW® were very
i mpressed with your | eadership when we seco
Deane. We feel your partneighhas run its coursét has been eight years after all. Deane
objectednaturallyb ut we’ ve made o0 wperatibeis over,report.hereOamct e t h

take on team | easdarghtuened. hi Ramheeygner Sui
operation, do not deviate from the objective or allow your personal feelings to get in the
way.’' The act i n gvatidgd Oleeih gocahobehed anotlseefitrom tioeegile

on the desk.

Olsen stumbled out the doand feltoverwhelmed at the changes. Team S.U.C.O. was
the most elite of its kind at MI6. It was an honaa be assigned its leaderslipt what of
Thomas Deandghe man he regarded as the closest thing he had to a father? The thought of no
more operations with Deane troubled him but he knew he was teastep out of his
me nt or ' sThesfdelag faded quickly though as the biggest change ahead of him broke
through and lingered in his thoughtkge trip to Oman.
Coming to the end of the cadir, he entered th&rchivesdepartmentThere were two
women on duty and the room was one of the largest in the building. Several computer
terminals lined the walls, witthousands of old operation files stacked on bookshelves behind
a man and a womamho worked as the administrators. He approached the desk and handed a
slip of paper tothe young woman who smiled at hifa u t Ol sen didn’t no:
consumed with all thehanges that lay ahead.
‘“Agent Ol sen?’ Asked the other administrat
‘“Yes?’ Ol, mechalamtle p | i ed
o have an urgent message from an Agent DX
your meeting this morning. nbhteatyouadakdoshgneas st at e
soon as possible. Il s there anything I can do
Ol sen took the | arge folder for N®Ogogt at i on
Tom wants to convince me to stay on with him as his partnernitved. It can definitely



wait. Olsen sat down at one of the tables and looked at the operation folden was 13

yearso | d . At first, he di dfrwhat eacheiade bfypapevaadt t o Kk
was such a painful experience. Asthmed each pagé struck him thatt might be the only

timein his life he would ever be allowed to discover what had really happened to his father

Years ago when Olsen wdifteen, his motherhad told him what had happened. Deane

visited the family home to giva few more patchy detail¥et, there in the faded pages ahead

of him, were the real facts, the gruesome details that led to the death of Geoff Olsen. His eyes
began to study each page with intense detail as he read on.

Akira sd in the back of an oldvhite Mercedescar. Ahead ofhim were the Kiprich
brothers Jozef and Gyorgywho had been watching the busy movement of cars and people in
the market place. With the dazzling sun and array of people and treasures, the market place of
Muscat was one of the friendliest and most beautiful in the Middle Eagtveas all lost on
thethree men in the car.

‘o have the men you requested in place. ‘
Pr i nc eto Gma® Askad tlozef.

Akira was used to Jozef's attitude, but tF
course.’

“You Mé &| aswe | ocal security forces will tr

A smile spread across Akira’s face. “1’'m ¢

The car moved through the market but as it came onto the main road, the traffic
intensified until it became a crawl.

‘“l know a dithetehenmnbouwoutr&itra.’ Jozef said

Akira had been monitoring his surroundings and kept a close eye on two individuals that
stood behind a jewellery market store, both with mobile phones in their hands.

“Akira?’

As the traffic easecandthe car movednore freelyalong the road, Akira saw a black
Range Rover move fromside streednd take up position behind them in the traffic.

‘*The harbour can wait. We seem to have cau

Jozef glanced in the mirrorand sawtheblk car . * Who woul d know

‘Lose them.’” Akira |l ooked back at the car.

Jozef accelerated past several gdosit the Range Rover was equal to the task. He
indicated right but then swerved left to take a slip road, but try as he mighohe!| dn’ t | o
the shadow.

On a busy roundabout neither Akira nor the Kiprich brothers noticed a second car that
pulled up alongside them. In one swift move it forced the Mercedes off the road and onto the

pavement.

The Kiprich brothers found their weapons

‘Do nothing until my say so.’' Akira opened
rifles trained omamiymtroubhave no interest

One man stepped forward. *‘We have someone
pl ease.’

The Kiprich brothers stepped out and raised their weapons but Akira raised his hand to
stop t hem. “We wi | | follow you in our car .’

|t coul dn’ t c bel d Olgdm sai katk tand jstaredain at the pages in
front of him His mindflashed back to the meent wherhis mother had sat him down and
told him what had happened, together whiis memories ofvhen Deanehad visited the
family home and toldhem both that Isi father had died alone in OmarioAe! Olsen looked
at the operation report page and oagain, it stated the unthinkable. Deane had been present



athisfathe” s deat h and wa ©Operation BSPYh Olsen mdpped augtheo u t
operation papers in order and read the statements from Deane. His mentor had hemirt there
they had splitupm hi s father’s insistence. He found
that fact as Deanlead givenCPR to his father at thexene.

Olsenwas shockedTo be told that Deane and his mothed lied to him for so long left
a bad tasteWhat was already sensitive issue had become even cloudier. The operation to
Oman now seemed like the impossible.



Chapter 4

Thursday, March 1% 16:00,
MI6 Headquarters, London.

Ramseystudiedseveral schedules spread across his desk and pressed the intercam buzze
The assistant out side came t hraghtgway pleaset he |
Amy. Thanks.’

The different scheduledetaiked aspects of the British Royal visit to OmaRamsey
studied them again and made his decisidmre heavy, steel plated door opened in front of
him, and reveaéd S.U.C.0. Commandadal Burton He was also theecurity advisoifor
Operation Safe#ladrdGoolOakeekenadt

‘ Notsiraad ‘Bortor?siiled briefly and adjusted Headed dark grey shirt

“ Fi ne BherattiognChiéf of the évice sat back in a brown leather chair. He
glanced at Burton and noted that he looked distracted. For some piRathsey had felt the
urge to talk to him abowmall errorghat had crept intbis work. There was rumour going
around that family problems were beginning to take theiraiwlBurton He knew of other
staff that had tried toaise the subjecbut hadnot made any progress

‘' " ve been | ooking over t kthe Brissh Reyal viditeos y o u’
Oman, this is good work Hdl. e picked out schedule B for usehas the least security risks
and will wor k wel | for Ol sen and Deane to c
After a few secondand no respons®amseyooked up: Burt on? Are you | i st

Burton took his hand away from his face * Siomr r yl swas msatupeirstheaway . ’
chairand looked at the paperwork onthe désisS ¢ h e dit?’l e C

“No, schedul e B Hal. Whatf sigos somet lyiorug
maybe ¥
Burton immediately | ooked irritated and i

seem to recall my security advisgneferringthat gtionnDoyou want me t o ci r c
‘“Yes, send i tftha Royseturity teaennOMARNs Olsen. That should
cover everyone.'’
a1 get on t.hatB uwrttrodreagytfanietadnohtiyd dlsar and took
the schedule from his suwupre?’ior’”s hand. ‘I s t
Ramseyw a s n’ whetben totacket h e s u b | e cfamilyabainBluthetnme ' s
y e ar sd kholwre gath other, the two MI6 veterans hadenaeally gotten alondput
Ramseydi dn’t want t o | eamddeessad lpomdle nbala, tpelolb| raen
own business here but l@ld inform you that your workas suffered in recent months.
Both Richard Elliott and | demand the best from our agents. You can talk to us. If there is
anything we can do, we'’ || hel p. I hope you |
put you onto someone.’
Burton refrained mmself from telling his boss to mind his own business, despite a strong
urge. Discussing personal problems or anything out of the remit of service work was not
somet hi ng he dappreciatd thaedoffgirr Thah&ksper sonal t houc
how I likeity ou know?’

o underBuratnan .t hkhkdwever, it doesn’béging emai n
to suffer. Even more swith the work you do here. Sensitivity and a high level of quality are
required at all t 1 me sitand trirchtonch@oskis waords saeefdlly.f or a
‘Perhaps | could make an appointment -with

on
Burton laughed out loud buftelt insulted that his abilites wer bei ng gNoesti on
thankssir. | have problems jusike thenextmaibut | don’t need to talk



‘They offer a friendly eaHal, and you could talk to thermbout whatever is troubling
you. At the very least think about
‘' " m i n,siclkmtorwolexactly what' ' ®édhgueilhayesonme at a
problemsand yeah they are personal but I’ m not g
Ramsey pressed a little further. *Have you
Justt he ment i on odausédBudonte gef up ansl operatme elostis light
green eyes gave a slight glare as he clutched hold of the scipageievork.” | * | | circul
these straight away.'’
Ramsey watched him legvanable to think of any way Burton could be reached for
help.

Olsen shut the file and drummed his firggen the table. His fiery temper threatened to
rise to the surfagebut he forced himself to stay in control. There could be no denying it.
Deane hd been with his father in Omand could have saved him from death. In the
moments that had passed, manyesjions and actions had passed through his mind. He
thought about ringing his mothéut with her persistent health problems, felt it wrong to
trouble her and drag up the pa$his was all to do with Deand, would have been his
decision.What possiblegason could he have to lie to me for the last 13 yeing?question
lingered around him as he tried to come up with possible answers.
‘Samddyouh ear me?’
Olsen looked up and snapped out of his deep thinking as he laid eyes on his cldse frie
Dan Cater,who was the sameageastaomd a seni or agent on team
was far away.'’
Carter thought about making small taliit where Olsen was concerned, he always spoke
his mind and | oo Keldne o mind niyown bisinessit fou ook hkd . ‘
you' ve just been told you’ ve won the |l ottery
Ol sen passed the folder to his twetvéDargague ¢

read the | ast paragraph of Deane’s statement
Carterlooked at theext on the pagel'he operation name gave him some clue. It was as

per sonal as it could be. He scanned over th

your father died alone in Oman?’

Olsen took the folder and returned it to the administratdn &t d e s k .lguesSx act | y
was wrong. '’

Carter took the revelation on board and f
‘“What are you going to do?,aHoywwayd you get a

Olsen signed the declaration slip and turned arouriddoa v e . ‘“1’ve been a
British Royal visit in Omaro work with Deang

Carter managed a wry smil e. Afehou hs unrge |y ke’
up to this?’

Ol sen wasn’t in the mood for a thegymganddi s c us
take his anger out on the punch beg. walked with pace across the large reception floor to
the lifts.* 1 " | | manage. | " ,Darc.a't chhe upr efa thelift aptbrue | U t
stepped inside when the doors opened. He turneckbat o | ook at Carter.
After this operation, |l > ve been assigned to
Carter watched the doors close and gave a shake of the head to himself as he thought of
the current acting leader 8fUC . O. ‘Al ex Jordan.i"s not going

Akira did not resist and felt two men grab his arms as he was led into a builldimg.
group of merthat had forced them off the road had accepted his offer but only if they had a



designated driver and were tudifolded. The Kiprich brothers had resistaghich had
frustratedAkira, and all three of them had been knocked unconscious.

‘“There!” A man shouted.

Akira was forced to sit down on a chair and the blindfold was removed. His eyes took
some time to adjust as he looked around. He sdarleenedoom with damp on the walls, a
stack of boxes near the window.

‘Leave us.’ A tal |l swmwaby the window dndumeddio fack oul d e
Akira. He was dressed in military fatigues and hatkap scaon his face thatan from his
righteard own t o hi s <chin. “You’'re probably wond
‘“Ilm cert ai whylouarechere gue s s

Akira | ooked to face his adversary. “1 dou

“You’ re her e f davidtThaecarvbe the dnly readsarhPyr iynocue’ 'r e h e |
He gestured to the do adheKiprichDrotbesslehaveneomtactg that we r e

have dealtviththem bef ore. ',sbleh&newhs dobwhhe same eye
an unknownto me What i s Hg waited fonaarespofise but when none came he
smiled faintly. ‘Y 8ynownal must hadvd realised ydulard nat thea h .

only onewith plans to attack the visit of a British Prince. | have no intenticadloWing any
third parties to interfeteAbdul | ah drew a bl ade and hel d it
again. Are you here for the Prince?’

Akira only wanted to resume his wo There was much to do to make sure Thomas
Deanediedi n Oman. *‘ Yes.'’

“To kil l him?’

‘“Yes.'

“Then you will wor k with wus. There wil/| b
bound your hands. | want us to work together. Consider this my gesture of s t .

Akira shook his head to disagree. ‘o have

group of mercenari es.
Abdullah laughed out loud. Mer cenari es? We are the Broth
Oman from the reaches of the Weate may only be arsall unit but br too long we have

given up our heritage and our history. My me
Akira admired his goab u t had no interest in any exte
coll eagues?’

‘They are safeof now.Tell me something, how well do you know thisaréa? ve never
seen you here before.

‘“l1”ve been here many ti mes. |l guarantee |

Abdull ah did not | ook convinced. ‘Better
i fe?’

* know there is a local who works for MIthe British Security Services. Aki ra saw |
| ook of surprise on his captors face and de

cruci al part of MI 6 s security arReleasegnement s
and we can talk about a compromise.’

‘“How do | know you're not working with MIG®G

‘“Don’t insult me.’ Akira snarl ed.

Abdullah paced around the room and thought about the proposal. He reached inside his
military jacket and held somethingmall in his hand! Tel | me somet hing,

woman?’

Akira stared for a moment and then realised he was looking at his own. |Adkeket
that was always around his neck amtk henever took off Immediately hechecked but
realised they must hawearched him when he was unconscious.



The | ocket was Akira’s prized possession,
and Madeline in happier times. Part of him believed it was how he stilildommunicate
with Madeline in times of need.

A cold sweat spread throughout his body as he slowly rose to hisTfeethought of
losing the locket and his last connection with Madeline made him feel physically sigk. v e
me the | ocket .’

Abdullah smiled and heldut the silver| o c k e t I n heisnolpasitiod to * Yo u
barter .’

Akira’'s eyes narrowed and he struggled to
locket was an outrage let alone use it to bribe kenheld out his hand. Re ti ur.m o w.

Abdullah had neveseen Akira before and had imllly thought he was afo importance
but he was starting to question that assumptible decided to see how far he could push
hi m. “You’ || have to take it from me.’

Burton eturned to his officend dropped the Royal visit schedule on topagbile of
papers. He loosened his tie and sat back in his akaie thoughdbout his conversation with
Ramsey over his performance and personal problems. As much as Burton wanted to deny it,
his work had beeraffected by problems at homdow am | going to get oudf this mess?
The S.U.C.O0. Commander jumped slightly as his phone came to life and began téering.
moved several empty drinks bottlest of thewayand f ound the receiver.

“You’re not going to believe what happened

Burton’'s glazed eyes came to |ife at t he
happened?’

“1 was at t helgdtothecheckout and nolesotney credit cards worked!
None of t hem! 't was so embarean@ghsonmegopdya |l , vy
for a few things and had to takeitwasgpdt of [
awf ul " There was sileocaérennbhehidnhaegfanyalt
you?’

Burton rubbed one side of his forehead as a&ngath e b egan to f or m. “ L
probably should have told you about t his b
pr obl e msBefort Kateacoukl .answer Burton continuéd. di dn’ t t el | y o
before as | didn’ al wanhhetdewarbtyg. yAul wyoh ne
top of it and 1’11l get it sorted.’

“Just how are you goi nrgning your shiothig nioaing?OhY o u h &
god ..

‘“Easy hon, eamwhavetotustme Kj2u st | omenti mikn go.f We
be back on track in no tine

‘' We haveHalaFo b a g d Oxar s arnkféteen-monthsold, what sort of a
home life is thatdr our child? Do you understamdh at | '?m sayi ng

‘o know, you don’t thinkwhle'nm |a wgaertéydwofmet hla"
everything | promise. have a solution to it all, yomsthave to trust me o0k?
[ |l eave as early as | can and we’ || wor k
chucked the phone back in theatition of the handset and released a grblenknew all too
well the situatiorhad just become a hundred times woildee headache had already started
to feel worse as he rubbed his temples. Burtise from his chair and walked out of his
office towardsthe drink dispensers at the end of the corridor. Fumbling in his pockets for
change, théorty-nine-yearold wondered when the powers at be would finally introduce free
alcoholic drinks to ease the stressedlse of t
mumbled to no one in particular.

‘“Bad? day



Burton turned around to find a drinking budadye hi nd hi m. * Yomblemcoul d

is, 1it’s only going t o |lgmenaddahatappeaed atthéllmttomo o k e d
of the drinks machiné. Si | | , Il " m sure this will doyauke al |
think? ’
‘Is this about thosenoney prokems? You mentioned something a fortnight ago in the
pub. You were going to tell Kate about it."~’
“Yeah, wel |, what I c a nnovs eher?all keadreglit cardsl v f o

di dn’t wor ki ’adnggb hage tsface fhesmusic on that one when | get home.

| " m notbt g@loli nlyer ever yrbablyegvemb.ough, she’ d
‘tcan’ t besurely?at bad
“Uh ..ok, b r aAs @& sarterofar ters] halvefsix months of mortgage arreaidy

bank accounts ar e pr athdreaymehts fgrthe capandytqto@it’ m b e h

of f 1 owe just over a hundr ed’ shockedfceam a c a
managed a sail smile.
“ Y aakiddngmer i ght ? Jesus..how the hell did you

“1 don’ hen kstaded falling\behind on the mortgage and other payments | went
to the casino to try my hangou know? Then, #th a bit of luckl got back on level ternis

‘“But you know you’'re not supposed to gamb
she finds out ?’

‘Hey! L i s thava a gainbling problera!tl can start and stop whenever | want
and t hat 'gstthigsoreda ct . [

‘ Se emsthatyouceated hi s whol e problem. Why don’t
and talk to Ramsey about getting an advance

in, he might just help you out. What have yo
Burton sighed at t heofessionalpmmey otu. me@tnt?ér t han
‘@elyyoursec al |l ed pride isn’t w b mavehto gm®hinle t han
about it?’ He sl apped his frienabtifton t he shou

Burton watched him leave, none too hapgth the advicdrom his friend He looked at
his drinkstarted towvalk back to his officeWith each step he began to realise that asking
an advance in pay could be the only immediate solution to his problems.



Chapter 5

Friday, March 2" 09:00,
Oman, Middle East.

The sun was hotter than Olsen had ever experienefue He glanced up but had to cover
his eyes to from the lighiNot a cloud could be seen in the beautiful blue sky, just an angry
looking sun that had no coveks he looked around him he wastsed to se¢he dusty
outskirts of Muscatthe capital city ofOmanin the MiddleEast.A sense of uncertainty
spread through his body and mind as to why he was there.
Slowly, the scene appeared to be one that was familiar to him. Yet, that was teenprob
Olsen knew he had not been there befbeaJ i d n ’ghise the meople or the settibgt at
the same time, he did. Before he could clear his mind, ardéice came from behind. He
spwn around and frozatt he scene ahead.,ndHe&Baidinmshakytoreas e g«
His voice sounded distant. As ifdamefrom someone else.
Olsen felt his body weaken with fear as he tried to sprint towards the sight ahead of him.
His breathing became frant@andit sounded disjointed from his body. As haslhetried, he
couldn’”t make any progress. ‘' No! Hol d on ..l " n
Several hundred yds away from Olsen, his fathesas fighting for his life. Geoff Olsen
had already defeated one attackmut the second was coming amnhwith renewed anger.
Sam Olsen pungd his legs as hard as he cobid felt like he was sinking in the desert
sand His right hand reached for his favoured Beretta pistol but found nothing. Olsen
outstretched his arms in a desperate attempt to saviather. As he did sphe sawfear
etched on his father’ s ¢ aaher. Hescrearhed y anger ask e d
once againt seemed inevitable that he would fail his lost fatAesound came from behind
him and as he looked backnother figire emergedrom the sandalmost from thin air. The
form of Thanas Dean e, h i @and higa futbre mentsr agpeared. ®eemn ’ s ey e s
were wide with fear. He felt completetye | pl ess t hat nobody was ru
‘DO SOMETHI NG! YOU CAN' T JUST STAND THERE!"
broke with emotion. Moments passddu t his father’ ' sdemegrdyrstoader di d
with his arms crossed amhtchedthehorror unfold. Olsen was now out of control, his hands
were tremblingandhis breathing erratidde turned away from Deane to see his fathethe
groundat the mercy of the murderous gang that had now surrounded him. Olsen tried again
to hel p..
“ NO! "weaf dremiched Olsen sat up quickty his bed It had been a nightmare.
Terrifyingly realbut thankfully, just a nigimare. When he had been just 16 yearsaold for
several years after that, Olsen had endured nightmares regarding the death of himifather
none of those had ever seenasdeal as what he had just experienc@isen had felt on edge
ever since he had redde official operatiordocumentsHis heart was pounding in his chest
as he got up and walked towards the kitchen. A small part owundered how he was
going to cope with the operation in Oman and working with Deane when he now knew the
truth.

Burton watched the rain trickle down the windows of his office. The dark, miserable
looking clouds reflected how he felt in every way. The eonvs at i 0o n he’ d hai
colleague at the drinks machine had been playing repeatedly in his mind. As much as he
didn’”t want to admit it his coll eague was
him, it was just the fact it was Kevin Ramsey thae Ihad to askSo far, his day had been
dominated by his financial problems, together with the small amount of work he had



completed for the Royal visit to Oman. His breakfast had consistedy@asy fry up at a
nearby pub and whiskey. At that very mome, all he could think of was yet another drink.

“Li k egoindgntehta’pspen around here.’ He mumbl ed.
“Huh?’
Burton looked up at his assistant who had pokext head around thdoorframe.

“Not hing, Dawn | ' m j wst Hb awia hagdetabk leold efthe t h o s e

door handl enage‘tolxircdlateytimatuschedadaed get a positive response from
OMA1?”
The young womasmiled backat hermanager * The securitysreceéeipt
Burton feigned interesind gave the door a pushio o s €l hiatt .’ ®awoogsht He
back downand pondered his next mov e. The | ast t
h o me ' beamuhdhis wife. A large argument regarding thénancial problemswas
looming and so far, Burtonad no solution or immvements tohand. The thought of
borrowing money from another friend came to mind but was quickly dismidéeder
borrow from yourfriendd He looked in the mirror, straightened his tie for the tenth time that
day and tucked in his shirt. For the firan&, the face staring back at him appeared to be
drawn, tired,andworn out. Burtonshook it off andheld his head high Thi s one’ s f o
Kate.'’

Ramsey droppedeseral files into his briefcasend rummaged through the rest of the
stack on the other sia# his desk. Before he could finish, the intercom buzzed.

“Hal Burton i,silmer et mayse iyos i mportant.
through?’

The acting Chief of MI6 paused for a momemtd wondering whether there was a
problem * Y e s Aheddefehinethe’door swung open rapidly to reveal a weary looking
Burton wholooked like hehad t he wor |l d on h,iBsrtors Nopuoblethe r s . ‘
with the schedulevas t her e ?’

Burton had a sweaty forehead whibewi ped as he , evaryone chaswn .
received it andhe security receipt came back fromOMAlo we ' r e’ onhet shACckt e
the chairand triedto think of the words to stahisr e q u e erdis. somefthihg elssir,i t ' s
related tamy slight dip in efficiency of lateDo you remember what wealkeda b out bef or e

“You mean what you r ef utmighttawayde scaddedkhimseld,o ut vy
he hadn’t meant it to sound so condescending

“ W, you rright, there is a probleyra n d ometl hegd to be sorted.yMvife Kate
doesn’t know tyheet fsuol |i ts'tsoray ba t del i cat e.

Ramseyput the gn and folders back onthedeskhd gave his full atte
thefullstoryBur t on? | mean everything.’

‘Wet 6 be honest, |l " ve beeereshatvi hgteinadvecir:
couple of grand inthered hele’ m t al ki ng bi gger t henthe hat .
mortgagelow on fundsandihaven’t paid the instal mMbatssfor

the probl em.’ ghBand comvincedharself bephadsdone the right tmngpt
mentioning his huge gambling debts.
“Wel |, there it I s. I, Bapporeci dtte camutt dlal
Believe me, if | had those problems hanging over me | would be reatte@ctly the same
way. '’
Somehow, | doubtit * Woul deaii t 2 weBadld on managed a s mi
‘“lt can’'t be easy for you or your wife."’
Burton felt pangs ofuilt as he thought of his wif& a t e . “No sir, it s
things get this bad. We’ll work things out .’



‘ §9 o0 u lkelmelto arrange a visit fromoneofaurounsel | or ? | ' m con
could help you hereBurton. Athe veryleasp oi nt you i n the right di
“Acltluym sir, It was you | wanted to see I

S uper i changettife menton ofthewdr f avoudrMN’ot exact lbytl pr ot o«
was wondering if it was possible to have an advance in pay? Obviously thpersannel
matter but they would require authorisationfromyew ul dn’ t t hey ?’

‘“That’' s correct. You do real i s eurtméndders we' r e
of staff?’

o realsir,bue t hmt de s pan lzeérdhe twaveseat nyoor .’ The
expressionon Ramseys fliad enot change. ‘1 have worked f
years sir.1 ' ve never once made a, have fu\elshavell 'k e t h

Desperatiortame through n  Burt on’ s Vv oi ce.
‘“That '’ s rtercwer,d yhoausr been exempl ary ulpis unti |l
hands together, looked awayn d t hought hard about his nex

authorisenadvance in pay. |11 explain everything
Burton suddenly lookd e ner gi sy@ud. d'oT haapnpkr eci at e it re
extra hourandmake it up to you
“Fine. [ have my assistant iomfeo rmm NnR ér s«

salaryto your account immediately. Just make sure you usartbaey to get yourself back
ontrackyou hear me Burton? We can’t afford mist
Burton’'s forehead b empeessediwbat he \walgust hemrdal hm a:
sorry, how much didyousag i r ?°’
‘One mont h’ sl ' dree¢datwl geeoproof of your arigage papers, bank

statementand any | etters of relevance.’

‘Don’t think | 'youbmaot i ggatmef wlutf drn ke this s
more thanthat’lm 1 n s er i o u slwiésithmiking alongthanes of atdebsthree
months salary | * | | probably eatd m@n ey enrd i ensgs anotsit a los

Ramsey scowled at the agent otnt efnr ownhto oyfo ul
talking toBurtonbut i t’'s only because ofhgowearc® mmea
authorising this advance at'!afiour problems are yours alerwe all havetheml. can’ t pa)
of f every Dbill for you, is that clear?’

Burton struggled to keephs t one of Iwaincea ibreldhlreaeck.t hat
so many yars for the service putting my | i fe on hittrogbleiSi ne, ¢
one month’s ddvance in salary.

‘“Don’t ki d days asmra feldladent arg long gone, not to mention short in the
first place. Thone month advancd#ands. Eiter t ake it ...or | eave it

Burton wondered where théast thirty years had gone but knew it was better than
nothing. No . That ' | | be f i ne . blackithe and laegan to massapea n d t
his aching foreheadr , ' | SeaTheosadvargeowill cdme mbandye r e

| do appreciatejts i r .
| don’t want "tb aobgtuteoHdHal t he amsdywdchede st r
Burton leave andrimacedo himself. @uld hehave handled the situationttes?
Burton pressed the buttdor the lift andleaned against the mirrored wallsside the
lift, a digitised voice called out each floor as it passed by but the exhausted father of one
di dn’ t h eBuron stapped auff of thetlift in the basement and unlocked hislear.
threw his briefcase and jacket angrily onto the back $@¢at.e mont h’' s sal ary wt
it wouldn’t make a dheangerbenfelidwards Ranmsdgtareedth e f ac
fade and guilt took ove Am | a failed fatheraVhat sort of future am | prading for little
Oscar? Kate deserves bettere



Abdull ah continued to toy with Akira. “Per
Would it really beechatmuch of a | oss?’

Akira stepped closer and was now oplfel y a f
over ?’

In a flash he whipped out a pistol and aimestridightat Aki ra’ s f orehead.
saw you | thought you were nothing. But now..
heard about .’

Akira slowly raised his hands as if he wasuaito attack.

Abdullahlowered the gurslightly andshowed Akira the open locketith the picture of
Madelineinside * Thi s woman was your wife wasn’t shi

‘“What of it?’

‘ know many people in this region and its neighbourmg unt r i es and |
rumouss abou someone like you. Someone who lost his wife, but no one kaoythingelse
abouty our past. Y o andtheemora htalkugiokthrlmevnmor e | know |
You're not even fr om duldangonetrastywou?of t he worl d.

Abdullah dropped the locket and raised his gun to fire, but in a flash Akira had grabbed
theweaponand both mestruggledto gaincontrol.

Akira called on all his reserves and never took his eyetho$e of his captor. Slowly,
the gun started to turn in the direction of Abdullah until finally it was aimed at his head.
Akira’s arms quivered but held firm as he
‘Madel i ne ,yvaansd myh awi fikse nhyi slsoecdk e tyoulmill dlwalyso r t h a
regret it.’

Abdul l ah’s face wa
killed the man and t
no threat to youl!’
How right you anddloodsphatiered has fatel. Hedetigo of the dy
and then spun awaand aimed the gun at the door as he waited for someone to enter at the
sound of a bullet fired.

Moments passed and no one came.

Akira dropped to the floor and retrieved the locket om Abdul | ah’ s dea
dusted it with his fingers and held it tight in his hands. A huge sense of relief spread through
him and he carefully placed the locket around his neck and tucked it beneath his clothes.
When the locket was safe once moee al i sed Abdull ah’ s tmen hac
sound of the bulletbut it had beemmeant for him Slowly, he opened the door and saw a
room opposite and a corridor that led off to the right.

Akira stepped out and knocked on the door. He then retreatedribacke room where
he had killed Abdullah. Through the crack in the door he sawremed man emerge and
behind himsaw the Kiprich brothers tied to two chairs.

Akira watched closely and saw the man step the corridor anghast the open door. He
sawhim gasp at the sight of Abdullah who had bled out across the 8tmwly, hemoved
behind him and pressed the pistol against hi
ot her Akimdoitowed and as they stepped into the other robm pointedat the
Kiprich brothers:Release them’

Jozef was released first and then helped release his brother Gyorgy.

S 0 n e, andfhe knew he should h&le s mi
he Kiprich brothers whet

Akira handed Jozef the gun. ‘These men kn
getting involved, | have my own prioritiesleet me atthe harour but ki | | t hem
the corner of his vision he saw the guard visibly start to retreat but Gyorgy restrained him.

‘We can | eave now, there is no need to kil

out to do.’



Akira stepped closeto Jozé. “You mi s und eotvgantanydoosenends. | do
These people have plans to attack the Royal
will interfere and get in the way.'’

Jozef looked at his brother but did not agree.

“You t hinkg ytorue aatreed buenifnai r | y ?’

Jozef |l ooked | i ke he was going to say noth
about word getting around that we killed these people for nothing. Our reputation is on the
|l ine, not yours.'’

Akira opened the window and looked: ¢ onto a courtyard. o
moment. When you engage | wil/l | eave and mee
with intensity. ‘“Carry out my wishes.’

Jozef gripped the pistol hard with frustration and thought about aiming it at Bikira
instead took aim at the guard who would be the first of many Kkills.

Burtondrove past South Kensington tube station and continued down Sloane Avenue at
speed. He felt on edge at how things had gc¢
embarrassent at having to ask for an advance in pay. A bus tried to cut him up but Burton
was having none of it ansijueezed down the ldfland sideand thenturnedinto Draycott
Avenue Burton didn’t stop at the zebrtaracer ossi r
house.As he reachethe whitefront door, hetried to make out any movement through the
frosted glass asehiturned his keyn the lock. In the hallway, he stopped and listened for any
sounds. Silence filled thentire house. Not even 4Bonthold Oscar could be heard crying,
which had beem common occurrena® late, after a recent bout of colic. Burton kicked off
his shoes, pasdehe staircase and dining ro@nd entered the living room. His wijfi€ate,
was sitting at the far end of the sefdah her eyes on the doorway.

As her husband linged in the doorway, Kate Burtowjth her long black hair tied in a
ponytail, tried to control her anger * Ni ce of you t,d-datomd’ kemde
worrying all day over just how bad things are for us

Burtoncoul dn’t hol d |lhaosk ed faeweay fg'a'zlebmasio rar y e a
day but theé€re’s no excuse.

‘At | east tell me what wgaHallmhworee biemmorsti driti n
sof a, t hat we don’t even own by t hmomwtalys’ wo
time!

1 d tell pubyuo ui fk nlo wc elaffic@lasactets actmakes it a bit
difficult!’ Burton pausedtvwainndk Il eo oikre dlutiit shawedtribaaghs ey e ¢
of appeari ng. just@kthiKtarouglandt chke,n lyeotu’’ d | know as 1

Katelookedclosetotears ‘| wanitHaelv,erayltlhitnlge det ai | s, {
out . We'’ rrememberf avel’lryei n t he same boat .’

Burton rose from the sofa. ,attuocauld. do wi't

‘“Just t,ebrFr meoHakss sake! Tel/l me !’

Ok ,!Ffiirme , we’ re six months behidod’ dn htalve
hardly anythinginte m, we’re behind on the el enehts i c an

on the car, the furniturend the home video satp Burton gave a big sigh arltbwed his
head in shamdHe felt like a complete failure.

Kate sat on the sofa thiher arms crosseain d d i d n’ .tSeveshygarseagowpeo r d
husbanchad confesseth a gambling addiction. They had gotten out of trouble back than
it had taken almost a year and they had needed financial help from family and. fidatels
thoughthard about whether her husband would make the same mistakenagathat they
were parents ‘ That's everything? |11 onltymeas k yo
about it. andan yowrr ewithye husband. Ou.rYouyoung



stand there right ofouwr afnidn ared Hex VYmephrokebalite nss .a' | |
emotion and she looked frustrated as she got up from the sofa and screamed at her husband.
She could not believe she had been put in this position agdire ME!’

Burton jumped slightly anchovedtoc | o s e tYhoeu dnoiogrh.t ‘wake Oscar

Katestarted to cry and held her head in her hands.

Burton felt helpless and saw for the first time what his problems had cA\Jbkatican |
say? | 6m awgakpl edm pamheti c, anHdsandewnrore up t
the sofaand tried to findhe wordsto tell his wife everythingf 6 ve been gambl i ng
Kate His mouth feltdryand he j ust di dnHettriedkaganuo thmhféhe e t o
words but lefore he could begin, the doorbell interrupted the silence.

At the doorall thecolourinstantlydrainedf r o m B face tSandihngefore him was
one of theammwme cmddeaeger'sf’i nfrom the caslyno. B L
unofficial bailiffs and had come to collect the debt he ovdm the livingroom, ke heard
hi s anxibusvoice.

‘Hal ? Who is that at the door ?’



Chapter 6

Friday, March 2" 19:50,
Draycott Avenue, South Kensington, London.

Burtonlooked or e r his shoulder to make sure his wi:
bailiff at his door! Do n’ t do this now ok? |1 come and
can’t do’this now

The baliliff was well over sikfoot tall with a heavyset build. Heushed past Burton with

ease. My boss tells me your first instal ment o
come heretomak®urey ou honour that agreement.’
Both men | ooked round as a woman’s voice f
Kate was standingpy the entrance to the living room.eHeyeswere focussed on her
husband. ‘WhHali?s thi s man

Burtonc o u |l d nh it s mgaedtlet alane manage a reply. After several seconds, he
mumbl ed weakl y. dnd8heye dhoonw tO sycoawsortghesoutcaodibe g ? | °
right up.’

Kate raised her armend put both hands in her hair in frustratiolN O! Yo u t el | m
thismanisad what he’ s dctowRIGHTN@GWbur house,

The bailiff focussed his dark, cold eyes on the woman and took two tstepsds her.
‘“Listeoul aldys b gn dahdsheowes gsaowebd hendred grand! Now shut the
hell up and

Butonoul dn’ t st a sldateipushed past amd rareup thedstairs he stepped in
closer and rammed th&de of his hand into the i s i t ot The bailifhmneediadtely
slumped over and gasped for breath. Burton took hold of his collar and disggedo the

nearby dining roonand slammedthe doors h u t . He knelt down and sy
rightearina deci s i v,youtlisten &d listenNyood. Now istna good time for me,
understad ? | want you to go back to your boss a
today, b u Thatlwas’ néver inglaubt. Itay ever come round to my hauand talk
to my wife again, you’ I/ be worrying about vy

dragged the visitor toi$ feet, opened the front doand hurled him out onto the paths he
closed the front dooBurton tried to regain contralf himself and took a deep breath. His
thoughts then turned to Kateo herushed up the stairgndinto their bedroom. Out of
breath, he stopped in his tracks at the sight of two suitcases spread out on the bed. Next to the
wardrobe, Katevas on her kneesobbing uncontrollably. Burton knelt down bus wife
refusedtolo k a't hi m. ‘ Kat e l.was$ just dbeut to ®lvyeu exeeything
whenthat guy showed upxou have to believe me! Kate?!

Katehadt ear s streaming from thleat etyes me ' Halw? ct
your wife and | have to hear your secret from some thug who comes into our house! This is

our home! "’ Kate wiped away the tears and pL
cl oser. ‘Y, dlal! Yduidid il agdiny o m e eeregarbbling with our lives! Look,
where it’s got us, we' re i n dedenhinguw®whelreave ¢
will it end? The emoti on ndshelgot bpoahdibegarf to lash out & her
husband, striking him whichever way shecbul * How coul d g@wu..do t hi s

Burton felt sick to his stomacl{ow could | do this do my wife and sohRat was the
one question in his mind. More than anything, Burton wanted to hold his wife and somehow
comfort her through the pain, in an atfnto block outwhat had just happened. He sat on
the bedput wasunable to think of theightwor ds t o say. “1 wish | CC



beli eve me, but I can’t. Al l I can dlo i s s
promise’.
Kate heardanother empty promisend she felt a surge of determination. $tveed
herself to ler feet, wiped her eyes quickg nd conti nued to pack the
Hal.l just can’'t believe you did thswelllNdt’' s noc
we have to go, Il can’t allow you to do this
Burton felt physically winded at the thought of his wife and child leaving him for good.
His mind went into overdriveand hedesperately ted to think of something that could turn
around Then it c,ame tto lhidmdn” Not el l you about
looked upf r om t h e | went totRanassyeand gbt an advance in pay. Mauve to
believe meKate, this is the gdd bonest truthl spoke to Ramsey tag and got some money

for us, emugh to get these people offolm b k s . [ dol "whiatgeevte re vietr \
back wunder control. Pl ease..... .| usithemgotione me ¢
and for a moment he wondered whether getting onkhises would help! Don’ t do
this.... don’t go.’

Kate dropped a pile of clothes on the bed and lookextie eyes of her husband, the
manshéhadonce i mplicitly tr ust,ddl,.thelafthing|lwantisa k e mi
for our son to grow up withodtisFather | don’ t wvatntl| twbydiatlet ti asn d
you hurtOscareither,he * s | u s She #ookddabhghusbandfor a moment made a
decision' How much money did yHal get in this pay

Burton’ s miwhdnh&hearddhe djuestian Knowing all too well thata
mo nt h’ svouk anbkano gient on the debtstheyowed hi s wi fe’ s frail
Burton made a deci sion. ‘o ma n Hagee ey weve g et t
great aboutit, t * | | hadlp oas agenr fbeet. You have to be
it takes to fix this!’

‘“Promise me you’ Il s diinkt youtcdnikeep an indrting-nkeit . You
| * lveér letyeu hurt little Oscar, neveér!

Burton knew he still had a chanceoifly he could show how much he wanted his family
to stay. ‘“Listen..Kate, I know |,/bwd névwvnergehédce
bettersl know | can be the man you want me to be

Kate felt the tears welling upni her eyes. More than anythirghe wantedo have her
husband by her side h€ last thing she would ever want would be for Oscar to grow up with
just one parentCan | trust him? Can | really trust hm8hes poke i n a whisp
different this time Hal, you haveto see that. We have Oscarngwou can’t af f or d
gambling with our security. Do you wunderstan

Burton looked dowrand pushedwayf e el i ngs of feasisleudr eup ...l Kkknne
it, youknowitbut | thought Het I|waosk efdori ntthoe hbiess twi'f e’
to help.’ He held out his han,gd eiasef domt toft ¢
family away. ,iFAl| eahsaet..Is" Iwhabtegyou want .’

Kate barely recognised the man in front of her. The Hal @udhe had fallen in love
with would never beg or be so desperate. For a moment she wondenedher husband had
vanished toover the years. She thought over every possibility in her mind as clearly as she
could.l f | | e av e himdomsureH edd sl nyr, dhauessbnadbntd he deser ve
chanceXate closed her eyes and this time another voice spoketbber.i t f or Oscar

Burton felt the solitary tear run down his left cheek and knew his marriage was on a
knife-edge at that very moment.

Kate placed the suitcases back on top of the wardrobe and wiped the tear from her
husbdmd’'es “1 7 m d oliwanghint tdhhhawe hifatheraroOrslic theryears to
come. Our son is everythingnolwe has to be our priority. Pr
Hal ?°



Burton coul dn’t speak at first. He tried
already walked next doopt o Oscar’ s r 00 m., ardla’bétter hustepnda bet t
pr omi awatchHed Kéte leave the room and go downstairs and in an instanoyed
onto thebed and released a woeful sigh. His chest felt tight and his whole bodywithed
stress. His mind was racing with possibilities of how to save dmsily but aly one
preent ed itils'ethfgoi K@t o Ip brplgimsomethihgofadinreer thati t .
will make a changeright? Burt on wal ked downstairs and out

number on his myesl et psome, lyducstdl vth that ddga v o u r .
track?l knowit ' s beermbud WwWhiml d eel i ngl 'vuec koyo mehiisn teov
money and |’ m Heeldr og p phboetntp the dashtmard, swallowed

hardand pulled out of the drivewaB u r t o n  cnk oflargther dptioh dvailable to him.
Ask Ramsey for more money? Not likely. If he could double the advance he had been given
it would go some way to making sure Kate and Ostayed in his life

Akira tried not to show his frustration as he sat inlihek of the white MercedeSince

he hadre-joinedthe Kiprich brothers, Jozef had refused to see his point of VieElWh er e i s n
del ay, we are on schedul e.”’
‘“By killing a rival group?’hadozafr rKieglr ioawh

orders ad killed all members of the Brotherhood group batwas still angry with Akira.
They had killed those men and in time it would come back on them and them'aMfe.’ v e
lost preciousiime. ’
‘Which is notyourconcertY ou’ r e her e t o damandwbthing more’'ne e d
Akira studiedhis bloodstained fingersit had not been his intention toake such a drastic
move and kill the head of a rival group butowe would stand in his wajnd neone would
everthreaten Madeline.
Jozefglanced at his brother inalarm.Thi s was never part of ou
will be Ilinked with those deaths and we have
Akira® s pati ence s foavargfeooh the bhek sdatuandgwatttbut warning
locked his righthand aroundthe i de of t he thethioat & dozed Kipsich.aHe a n d
pulled back onto the seat with great strength and made sure he kept an eye on Gyorgy who
looked alarmedb ut di dn’‘tl ngorvoew t i r ed oContiuewithtisnegat i
and it wild.@ be your | ast debate.’
Jozef struggled to control the car and breathe at the same time. He waited for his brother
to intervene but it never came.

‘“Akira please, you’'ll kill wus all!” Pleade
‘*Stay back!’ Akhirsa preeyn.t ‘iTha kcel onsee ttoo wher e
your place.’ He released his grip and sat ba

Jozef gasped for breath and felt his throat with one hand whilst keeping another on the
wheel of the Mercedes. When he was configngre wvasno danger alel he glanced at his
brother in disgust.

Gyorgyshook his head as if to say it was not the time to discuss Akira.

Jozef swall owed his pride. ‘1 am sorry AKki

‘Get me to the | oc aAkira tied his best to eeanairecaljrodiié | p y o
was noteasy.He focussed othe scene from the car window. The Mercedes was slowing
moving through a local market and as Akira looked at the market stalls asdrtbending
people he knew he had seen it before. His memories could no longer be taisechéthing
about what he saw dislodged something in his mind. The feeling made him uncomfortable
and he shut his eyes. He didn’t want to r eme



Jozef saw Akira on the back seat and wondered why he had his eye¥/ghugvery
passing moment he regretted ever getting involved with such an unstable man no matter how
much weight he seemed to have with different terrorist factions.
Akira focused on the presefthe deattof a British Prince wuld send a message tioe
West but in truthhed i daare if he was killed or not. All that mattered was the death of
Thomas Deane. It was vital he was killed early before the war stdihede was no doubt
that Deane would play a vital part in the resistanoel it would make a hge differenceo
remove him from the equation
As the car moved along the uneven rdagcaught sight of a building ahead. As much as
he wanted to stay in the present he forced himself to remamiay for a moment' T h e
antique shopt the far endfahe streetite owner i s a contact of an
Jozef looked back sharplgnd wonderechow Akira knew so much about Western
securityArpyoodurext ol s. °
Akira merely stared at his algnd then opened the car dodnen it pulled oer. “1 just
know. Go to the back of tABlee rasdtloephoodofhissandi t f o
coloured robe, Akira immediately blended in with the busy shoppeéthelend of the street,
he confidently walked into the antique shopand pr oached the owner. “ H
had this shop?’ he asked bluntly.
Saheed was a tall mawith a thick black beard. He had been born in Omanveoé a
light blue dishdasha traditional Omani shirtdress. He looked up at the visitor and gave a

wam s mi | e. ‘ Mamayl ylalrs .y dHow He r obglendtheui c k!l y
counterwhen he saw the visitor lock tieont door of his shop * Just what do
you-'r e

Akira cut him off and spoke ia calmtoneof voice * Yo u ar dtruateddemcht act

of MI6 agent Thomas Deankknow Deane will be visiting you in the next few days. | want
you to tell him that you have no information for him.

Saheed had deed known Deane for many years. i#dieved in his cause and had great
respectér the man. Hedidhi best t o p | abytlldonestly have'nd idemwhato r r vy
you' re talking abdet r aWsatd ihs sMlaB™Ms i n mock ¢

anyone called Thomas Deane.’

Akira stood tall with his hands crossed in fromthim. His eyes never once left the shop
owner . ‘o see.’ He took several steps towar
mi spl aced.’ Ti |l thieng ploike head gluieghtiloymnwabl e t

young son?’
Saheed thought abbthe knife he kept under the counter imstead looked at the back
of the shop & a dooropened.There ahead of himwas a chilling sight. Two other men had
broken in,and one held his son at gunpoint. Tearsd o wn t he <chil d’' s f ace
bad at the visitor and sawfacethat showeao emotion.
Akira® s wwaisc e i | |l ed with fruseshatyoawltfadowm gr ow
through withmy request or you and your family will all burn when this shop goes up in
fl ames . ' Relwhote eapfrontation, his warped mind was full of one voice, that of
his dead wife Madelinezho spuredhim onand fed his strength
Saheed wondered whethBeane wasstill alive andfelt shocked at how he had been
compromisedFor years, he had worketbagside Deane and had provided countless pieces
of crucial information over that time but they had been so cautioas had anyone been
abletot r ace Deane tlo dhoinmm? ‘kinotwe lan yyoonue.l ofm | bat
a shop keeper who
Akira raised his right hand and spat out t he
Jozef raised the gun in his hand to the ch



“NO! WAI T!"” Saheed had r eache élpingthscadse mi t .
he believed irand fad put his own lifeon the linemany timesbut he would not sacrifice his

family. He closed his eyes and spokethe ut h. ‘| do kandoyes h8woksna s De

for Ml 6. He hasn’t been in touch of | ate bu

eyes ofAkira. ‘be@mi ng you. Please | et my son go. I
Akira ordered Jozef to let the boy go. He smiled faintly at the shopkeepim@ag not

genune ‘I knew | could count on you Saheed. I

you. When Deane arrives, you will inform him that you have no inforomat¥ou have not

heard anythinggorhaveyos een anyone that could be of wuse
Sahed nodded weakly. There was nothing he could do.
Akira left the shop via the back door with Gyori§iprich. He wished he coulditness

D e a n e ' bst comfoged himself with the fact that another vital cog of Western opesati

in Oman and the Middle Eastas dout to be permanently removed.

Madeline wouldbe pleased.



Chapter 7

Saturday, March 3" 09:00,
Draycott Avenue, South Kensington, London.

Burton glared at the ceiling in a fixated stare. The last few hours had not gone as well as he

had hoped. Despite his begmblingefforts, over half of tle pay advanchad been lostAs

hard as he tried he couldn’t stay calm and 1
hold. Sleep had been hard to comedsywell. looking his wife in the eye was not something

he was capable of anymore. To left, Katewas asleep and large chunk of the bedas

between them. Sindgurton had tolcherof their financial problems, shettan * t t al ked t «
a great deal.|Bns had been made to get back ackbut little else had been said.

Burton got out ofbed, put on his dressinggowand wal ked i nto his s
There, sleeping @eefully was Oscar Burton. The fifteemonthold boy, to hisFather
looked so beautiful as he lay in his cBurton suddenly felt the need to repress the urge to
burst into tees. How could | havanade so many mistakedly son. | have a son! Jusee
wh at | 6ve .Hepnd eacfear ahihm n d amldesperitety wanteg to koldh a i r
him but knew waking him would upset his wife who was still asleep in the next room. He
spole very quietly as the bysgnlc oret inmue db etem gnu
father to you. I don’t mind,jadcmi tdtoinnig tthedtl .
it be our little secret. ly ojuu s tF rvoam tn oywo w
get my act together and be theredtirof you. Sleep tightlittle man

In the doorwaytoodhis wife, who had been watching.

“ Oh ...mo rlmwasrusgt having a chat with Osc#ét.e ' til sleeping though, told you
henevel i st ens t oBution walkedl odtsidenanto .the landing and smiled at his
wife.

Katet ri ed to return the ‘sAninérmr’ tbuyowogadidmgtt
wor k?’

‘Nobody will notice me gone. A couple of things have come up anywaged to sort
them before | goo work Whatarey ou up to today?’

Kate watched her husband get dressed. “ Wh
studied her husband’ s face carefully.

‘“Yeah, just a few odds amnwhbuemndsd.erlistaand’ tdot
Hal gave his wife a kiss and brushed gesta s he r us hed |Havesmgotlhe st
won't be | atkavdMaegesodedgyplu’

As he got in his caand pulled out of the driveway, Burton dialled a number on his
mohile phone.He heldthe phone witltone handand tucked in his dark yellow shirt with the
other. The car sped along the roahd Burton weaved in between parked carél a r tr'yd I
Hal here. No, not goodisten | need your help. ¥gyou heard right, | neegbur help. | need

to meet you right now.’ B u and pubhisgootdawh ¢énithe d d o w
acceleratarThankseelybl in a bit.”’
Kate stood at the bedroowindow and watchetl he wor |l d go by. She ¢

feelings away ay longer. No matter how hard she tried, it was impossiléerto trustHal
anymore. There was no doubt in her mind thatidved her and their son Osdaut Kate
couldn’t shake the feeling that t hethhan she
continued to gambledespite what had happeneghe still loved her husband, she always
would but with the trust gone, in her heart of hearts, she knew what she had to do.

Kate snapped out of her deep thougtd realise the phone had been ringfog some
ti me. ‘“Hel |l 0?7’



‘“Don’t tell me you're still with him?’ Sai
Kate recognised the voice of her older sister, Jenny, who would be calling from her home

in Soneshstet doh’”t think I can stay for much |
‘' What hauvned yoouut ?f’o
“The trust has gone Jen. Af itdilifeelstometihat hi ng

he is gambling. Maybe not now but in the fu
that he can solve that addiction in days, not months or.y@érat sort of mother would | be
if I l et that happen again?’

‘l always said he wasn’'t good enough for
change but t won’t happen.

Sadness nged her voi ce. seén hinrthiswmorhgh a t n
though,w t h | i |l e Oscar, he | oves that boy. I

‘Kate, wait a second. This |l oser is a chr
How can he |l ove his family if he’s vel |l ing
mentioned the financi al stuff today?’

“No, we aren’t ex amethemusttseemkke argondtetit kK h e wi & n
Hal is a loving husband and a fantastic fathirhe just has these problems. The trouble is
he never @aalpobléns justdlittlsblippr r somet hi ng. | " ve done
won’'t | isten to me.’

‘*So what are you going to do?’

Kate pushed her Dblack hair back and sat o
hi m. I don’t think he’d be able to handle it

‘“You cakatestBgn't do it again. I remember
then but you let him get tgou. Now look at the situatiptn e s gone back to ¢
this time you're in big trouble.ndstclmat waisar

0
k
0

stop him. Don’t you see?’

‘“l know, that’s what | just can’t believe.
don’t understand.’

‘“Leave him Kat eandsbtoay twittohd aws, Cwanel | hel p
on your feet .’

“'knovn you wil/. T hyamk sd aJre’'nt. Have tokgneorry.
suitcase packedhe di dn’'t even notice. Il " m going to
and then go. Not straight away though, | ' m g
do it .’

‘“Promise me you won’'t | et hi pKate. bkmawi heesyou
your husband but he won’t change. Right ?’

ad.

She sighed heavily and bowed her he ‘o

to say it, | know he won’'t change.’
‘* Aeryou going to tell him or jugfo?

“No, not face to fwacéd. my’ wledddeagerhinm ando

think I°"m strong enough to confront htf m abo
sell a few things here maylkend come t o you in Somerset. He’
finds out .’
“Don’ tl 'wlolr rmake sure he never suspects you
will. You’'re doing the right thing. Might no
o know. That' s what I keepi 6§ el Begneedjgthem$hb el f

call and hugged the receiver for a moment. As she didh&lookedaround the bedroom as
if for the last time. Memoriethreatened to take over Haut she resisted and pulled outaf
packedsuitcase from under the bed. Kate began to packdus. b



Deanewasalonein his cream Land Rover. Haulled the vehicle over to one sided
parkedjust before thestart of themarket place of MuscafAs he turnedhe engine off, he
glanced in all the mirrors dngave a long studious lo@kound his positin. Information was
everything to Thomas Deane. The more he collated at any given point, the longer he would
live. A mental picture formdin his mind as his eyes took everything on board.
A light grey Fiat saloon, registration F1J 8Fpéssedhis parked psition. A young
woman vaited behind one of the market staied amarket tradewatched hid.and Rover.
All of it wasprocessedansit or ed away in the far corners of
Deanealso thought abouhe future. The operation ahead would pravéea challenge
but he feldt conf i deywouldptotact thewRoyalhcontthgemds ke h el p
thought of Olsen, he wondered what had been going on in London during the last few days.
Deane had been expecting a phone call or early visit from Qlsemanding answers as to
why the facts surrounding the deat Maybd GCGeof
Sam chose not to read the operation folder ¢
Operation ESPY brought back many painful memoriesienof which he wanted to recall.
He made a note to himself not to discuss the past and focus on the Aufutere alone?
MI 6’ s deci sup their partaersibopr heach dome as a surprise. Regardless of the
change Deane felt confident he could cone@éOlsen and MI6 that it would be better for
everyone to continue as they had done for thegght years and work together.
Deanegot out of the car andntered the back door of the antique shop. As he arrived at
the door, he gave his usual three kreoakd waited for his contact to arrive.
Inside the shopSaheed felt the icy stare of Jozef, wdtepped into a nearby roofde

answered the back door and gaveahugtoldis r i end. ‘1t ,TBoma®d t o s
Deane gave a rare smile and felt geeuaffection for his contact and friend, who had
ri sked his | ife many ti meSa hoeveedr. tAree yyeoaur swe |

Saheed was wellawaef Deane’ s p eandwap doing/zall heqgauldtoiact | e s
as natural as possible. He was certain his friend could handle the intruder in his shop but how
quickly it could be done was in doubt. Could teeroristfire off enough shots to harm or
even Kill his family? Saheed hadade his decision and prayed he would have a chance to

make up for his betrayalingh f ut ure. ‘| aanoh wsl evey ,fili amdat
Deane looked around the shop floorl * m al ways gr aSaheddulhopd or yc
youknowthatt heed to call on your | ocal knowl edge
Saheed wasertainthe intruder was listening and decided to play along a little longer
before following oMfdemas?®° What do you need
Deane gave rotherlook around his surroundingend continuedn a low voice A
member of the Bfish Royal family is comingo Muscaton athred ay vi si t . | " m c
there will be some form of attack in the pipeline, or some threat thatwi sur f ac e . [
allcanbut as | ' ve alwaysesesandlogalu kaaoawltegge. al

Saheed so wanted to help his friend. Deane had proved himself to bawést lonan he
had ever known andhore than anything he wanted to give detailed descriptions of the three
men that had broken into his shopgtja day ago. By doing that, livemuld be saved. Saheed
knewif he were singleand could take the risk on his own, he would tell his fritre truth at
that very momentvith no fear of the consequences. If only it were possible. He hated himself

forwha hewasabot t o do. ‘1 laum haveonothing for youwy Pefhaps wehatd
we have alwaysdped for is finally comingtrug eace i n our ti me.’
Deane smiled at the senti ment b upmentdi dn’ t

arriving atthe haturor any new faces your contacts have
‘“l aml sbavg heard of nothing.’
Deane st udi e draSweheatndsavssonethiogethatf caught his attention
butthenitwasgone. How i s business Saheed? Going well



“Very wel | congtacts in Qaan dnd Bamrgin have been a great help and |
have more antiquities than ever before.’

“Sounds | i ke your business is growing then

Saheed nodded with a smile.

Deane knew that Saheed had contacts in all the nearby countries and in the past had

al ways provided a small |l ead. ‘You’'ve heard
or lraq?’
‘“Not when | spoke to those contacts two d

movement as well. know of several targets who have breached thhddsdrom Pakistan to
Af ghani stan but as 'yet they haven’t come her
A pause lingered between theand Deanenoved back t oeryiwelelf door we

you hear anythindaheed no matter how small, promi se me
Saheed smidiede byaack . my lword. "’ He outstretch
Thomas. Stttomkyevesythihgehe had not to give a signal to Deane and expose the

attacker who waited in the back room but he kept quiet.

Deane gripped imilysandifet i end’ ¢ heamédckdoor . He
disappointment and realised he had been banking on a lead or something to give him a head
start over any possible attack.

Saheed watched him leave and wondered if he would ever see DeaneHagsaw the
intruder ppearfrom the backroom ‘1 have done what you want ec

Jozef had spent the last few minutes ready to attack withfleis having never been
convinced that the shopkeeper would keep his side of theAléahd Rover drove past and
Jozef recognised the agent at the whéeb nf i dent he wasn’ttheoming
switch ona device attached to his belt amdlked into the backroom with Saheed in tow.

Several minutes later, Akira stepped in quistith Gyorgyand waited at theabrway.

* know you are a loyal man, Saheach d | thank you for what yol
have been easy.’

Saheed picked up on the genuine gratitude
l ook of total defianceget Yowt have what you w

Akira admired the man’s bravery but had m:
seen his face would be killexhcethey had fulfilled their task. Over time, he had lost count
of how many peoplehad died by his handyut knewhis actions hadeen warranteénd
more importantly, Madeline had backed everygkndecision. Tiere could be no trace of
Saheed or any of his family or contacts. Wightning speed, he flashed a silenced pistol out
from underhis cloak and fired two precise shoke looked at Jozef with the cold look of

deat h. ‘hib faraily herga n ch meet me back at the desigr
t he gun as Theerestcobhistfamihhave teft Oman to join their relatives in the
United Arab Emirates, makesur al | t he | oose ends are tied u

“And wisaxtended ami |y in the United Arab Emira
AKki ra openedTheywdl diblzecalsse af biobetrayal. awe a look back
to Jozef * Do n o He closediie daorebehind m, and made his way along the
pavement, leaving the peaceful beauty of Muscat market behind him. Inhignactions
would be discoverelut as ever there would be nothing to trdemback to his identity.

Olsen showed his boardjnpass to the youngttractive air stewardessvho smiled
radiantlyand directed him to his se&te pas®dsever&other passengers, including a couple
that was in the middle of an argumeandtook his seat in businestass. He felt a nervous
wreck and nothing seemed to lpehim relax. Only Rachehad been able to helpnd he
di dn’ t mitingnhé miaséd her badly nowuBOman was something he had to face
alone.



Before leaving MI6 the previous day, he had picked up his weapon of choice, a silver
and black Beretta 92E&lite Il 9mm pistol. All S.U.C.O. agents had their own personal
weapon of choice. Olsdrad always favoured his Berettad had used it for almost his entire
caeer. With a larger magazine (fifteshots instead of the usualelve) and low recoil it had
always proven far more effectivéhomas Deane had always disagreed but Olsen had always
expected thatde glanced at the flight ticket ihis hand. A rush of fear and panic came over
him as he saw the word Oman in the right hand corner. Once again, neamatienages of
his father threatened to consume Hiot he resisted, shut his eyasd tried to maintain
control.

As the plane began to mowd®wn the runwayhe broughta dogeared Arabic phrase
book out of his hand luggage. Olsen remembered the last itirhad been used on
assignment. Eight years earlier,\has just a boy, a keen bright twensarold working with
Deane for the first time. The duo had played a vital role in the years after the Gulf War,
providing MI6 and the coalition forces crucialfanmation as to where enemy troops had
been hidingplus thelocations of several weapon bases. Olsen remembered the sheer weight
of fear he had endured on a daily basis. It had been his first operation for the sés\icst,
operation with Deanand he first time he had worked in a foreign country undercover. A
smile spread over hiaceas he rememberechis mistakes nd Deane’ s hmr sh w
had hundreds of memories of whBeane had not only saved his life but also shown him the
way. Deane hadaught him how to be &overnmentigent that could make a difference and
live to tell the tale. Olsen opened the phrase book at a particular chapter. As he began to read,
his mind focussed on visiting Mina Street, where his father had died years befatr¢he
same time, he struggled to think of what he would say to Deane when he saw him again.

Burton walked into the Moon and Shine pub, located in the Vauxhall moedar from
MI6 headquartersA haze of cigarette smoke cleared as a breath of frestvept in withhis
entrance He passed several older looking men who were already downing the first of no
doubt many drinks that day. As Burton passed the bar, he glanced at the manager who gave
him a scathing look. At the far endg Baw hiscontact sittingat a corner table with his back
against the wall. He ,Harry. Tleadksfoo meetmg niecon suchm. Y
short notice.’

Harry wasin his midfifties and worea tatty looking black leather jacket. A cigarette
hung out of hismouth and his greyhair lookeddishevelled. ¢ eyed up his friend for a
moment ‘ JHeasluys you | ook | i ke shit.

Burton gaveThanks alfTotteml | gou*the truth that
| * minggomeed your helpo k ?

“ My hel p n the businessootf offering marital suppamate. You can look
el sewhere for that.’ Hree ramd ycigapeites &kffetlie tabdg heh i s mc
started to leave.

Burton placed a hand o Harrd hook; know whatryan.do * Wa i t
ok? | krow the dodgy deals you pull ofind the information you sometimes sell to certain

peopl e.’ Bot h wieanach lothec knel dheneHareyssat back down* Let ' s
understand each other. Thsll be a one offok? Wh a't Il ' m larewethéppen o do
agai n.troubltand f dmown to my | ast option here.’

“Woul d you get to the point? Jesakreyou my Ki
babbling about ?’

Burtontook a deep breath and tried to settlechisn s ci enc e . “You know
The one to Oman?’

‘“Yeah, it’s in all the papers. How could |



“Wel Il , | have t h-daywasd. Aletlklotagonsafe’ | hab enddr st |

all the timesand allocatio s o f al |l secur it yfoldereon theogasye | . ’ H
lookingt a bll te’. s “.a'l | her e

‘“Are you telling me you want to sell t hat
nut s?’ Hvdeayed. sai d

‘No...I"'m de'sper at e

“ Li sHalel know | take the miey out of you most of the timeut what |’ ve &
admired about you is your dedication to your work. | know what you do for a job, | always
have. |l " d hate to see a mat e tyhoruovwk naowa?y’ hi s

Bur t on fl appreciate the caréer advice Harry. Naneyou going to helpne or
not ?’

Harry doused his cigarette in the ashtray
doing this? C" mon, tell me the | atest.’
“1 7 m,brokkle | ' v a0 myoady, tonsoof billand mast of themarered ones.

The haise could be takemay from meand the car. Everything! You know what really gets
to me? My pwtorhity yedrs pvaeticalland whenl * m 1 n, theyrhardyb | e
even move. I © m so nmunecyh ocawsn |h edroén.” dé nwatn th atvoe dtoh ¢
of a choiceanymore and ' m ou't of ti me. |l " ve tried ever
walked a couple of steps the bar to order drinks.

‘What aPBout Kate

Burton returned wititwo whiskeys* Why do you think | " m doi ncg
new shirts for work? My wife kndiwdrinkaidout t h
stared at the empty glagdde feltlike he could drink several mare * | t hink | mi g |
unless | geback on thestraight and narrowvi | | you hel p me?’

‘“Are you sure about t hyowofen worself up to aldsortsaf t hi s
trouble. | can sell the info to the highest bidaer problemb ut t her e may be..cor

At the sound of any trouble, Burio | ooked up sharply. ‘“What s
said thisis aoneff. Youhavetopr ot ect me Harry, Il " m doing th
family."’

‘“LigHaldri d | i ke to hel p vy dryto praecteoulbut someaf ' s t r

themwantnameso t he sour ces . offpeaplg you gay no totok?tAtegout y p e
sure you want to do this?’

Burton paused for a moment and dowrlééd r r y’ s drink i n one. D
screamedt him thathe was about to make a huge mistda#e knewthere was a good chance
the likes of Olsen or Deane could be killed by the decision he was about to make. The reality
of that fact made him feel sick to the cdtere they more important than his familyRages
of his wife at home, and little Oscar loaki up at his Dad from his cot took hold of his
thoughtswh at 6s more i mportant, work or family?

Years ago, Burton knew the answer would have always been work. In recent times things
had change@nd his family was everything nowh@& thowght of being alone gai n wasn
worth thinking about. His glazed eyes looked up at his shifty looking froemog more * Do i t
Harry, get as much cash as you can foronk ? ’ As Har r, Burtom @rbbbesl this a wa y
jacket * Jtoptotegt me.’

“Yeah ok mabest,Letime just pop autsicde and make g o&P? You wait
her e, [ be back i aphane, steppedbutdfitherpariyy walkkelu nd hi
down asecluded alleyay near by. He di al |l edi ta’ snumeb.e rL iasnt
havesomehing that might be of use. You know the Royal visit? Well | can get access to the
schedule for the right pricé " m not talking theltmmesal &f ngu
wor ks. The security | ayout s, | o c aund loriefly , t i me
as he |l istened to the r eesepyhing Sounds'géod wime.y ? Th



Yeah, that s f i ne, j ust awmidr el 'rhd tshoe t morud yt mg hee

private source if you know Iwhdaotn'’'lIt meaannt. tCoa ns
in trouble. Ok, ok, give me my wusual extras
time in the direction of the pub. ‘hdHhas n a me
access to all swire e theanfoney aitlferotoday Tomerrow ak matd?,
Cheers.’

Back in te pub, at the far end, Burton drank another whiskey. Harry slapped his
shouldemnd sat back dnawre., TE@add yngwod news. Y/
Great moneyt o0 o . You want another drink to celebra

Burton put the empty glass back oihmusthe t akt
be the stress or something."’ He mumbl ed. Hi ¢
‘“Hol d on, did you say good news? How much?’

Harry smiled a toothy grin and I|Iit another
and fifty thousand quidVinus my fee, would normally be an even hundred grand but seeing
as it’s you, I "l1l make it up to one fifteen

Burton breathed a sigh of relidf.am out of trouble Uh ..oh that’'s so go
neverthoght | ' d get out of this one. | owe you ¢

“ Wel | Igo, themoeey wilbcome in either end of today or tomorraweouple of
daysat thelatest | * | | be in touch yeah?’ He pl aced a

business with youmate .

Burton stopped his frieni r o m mo v i nid) yowa wamage to pr@ect me? No
namesr i ght ?’

Just for a moment, Harry furrowed his bravn d = wemtsety 'sure what to say. Then,
an air of confidence came over him as he smiled down at the halfBrunkt on. , No na
mateYou’' ' re in thebefheealb’'. | Il t5eegpong to

Burton, who had worked for MI6 for nearly three decades, watched his friend leave and
dropped his head in his hand&hat have | done®Mis mind was moving at an incredible
speedYou 6 ve s avetdh aytod His entmeritodly was oanadrenalie high,but
fedings of guiltthreatened to eat away at him at any moment.

As he closed his eyes to take a moment, a vivid image appeared in his megpéared
to leave tle pub and find himself in Oman, withhotsun beating down on his sweaty face.
In front of him were the likes of Deane, Olsen, and Prince David under attack from a large
group of masked attackers. They were outnumbered. As one adettefébund himself
screaming in anger. He wanteal stop it, join inand do what he had always donegke a
difference. However, it was too late, the damage had beenawhé)ere was no going back.
He was no longer on the same side.

Burtonopened his eyesnd found hirself slumped on the tablin the Moon and Shine
pub, with hiswhole body in a cold sweat. His breathingserratic,and several other people
stared at him from the other tableAs he pulled himself up, h&iped his face with his jacket
sleeveand stumbld out of the pubAs he walked awayhe found a picture in his wallet. It
was of Kate, Oscar and himseif happier times. The image staring back hardly looked like
him but Burton focussd on his wife and son.uit beganto take holdput he forcechimself
to believehe had done the right thing. His family would stay with him forever. They would
never leave. He was free to rebuild liis &nd be with his loved ones.



Chapter 8

Sunday, March 4™ 07:00,
Muscat (Capital City), Oman, Middle East.

Olsen ran a hand through his short dark brown hair and continued to walk through a hectic
Seeb International airpomespite vearing sand coloured trousers, a sky Ishiet anda light

brown jacket, Olsen still felt hot. Withvery step, his stomach whed and his body felt
increasingly uncomfortable. Never had he imagined himself stepping foot in Oman. His mind
was a frenzy of memories concerning his father. The heat took hé offithe ordeal for a
moment, it had hit home the moment he had disemédrkrom the comfortable air
conditioning of theplane

Using a magazine as a fan, Olsen looked around for a taxi.eAexh, several cars
passed hinbut none of the orange and white colour of a taxi. Moments later, one appeared
Although English was sg@n in Muscat, Olsen had already decided to use his Arabic to the
full throughout the operation.

As the car came closer, he looked out for the orange medallion painted on the bonnet and
doors of the vehicle. It would provide information as to its destinatnd home region.

Ol sen called out to raise the taxi. ‘Ajara
informed the driver he would be paying for all four seats, making it a privatetatie di dn’ t
want any unwelcome company

Throughout the cautry of Oman, no rail network had ever existed. Instead, a complex
structure of long distance taxeand Microbuses were in operatidiaking customers to their
destinations, often together rather than alone.

Olsen leanedforward and told the driver he warat to go to the UK Embassy. The driver
seemed confuseds to where it wassohe responded with huwhire str e
n a’' aOisen fluffed his shirt and pulled down the winddwallow some much neededr a
into the cab. Hetudied his surroundinggndwondeed whether Geoff Olsen had ever taken
a taxi along the same road.

Oman had once been known as the hermit of the MiBldktern region. In recent times,
large efforts had been made to build up a tourist infrastructure to show off its narroal coast
plain, together with its beautiful ranges of mountains and hills. Sultan Qaboos bin Said, who
deposed his father in 1970, had made great strides to allow Western influences to penetrate
his country since being appointed by the governing cabinet. Wtbpalation of ovetwo
million people, Oman was now a meenbof the UN, with Matratbecoming one of the
leading ports in the Middle Eastern state.

Olsen picked up a stray newspapem the back seat and began to read the Arabic
printed from right to lefton the front page. The news that temperatures had broken over
thirty degrees Celsius didn’t @ovesnansnagetyi m. I r
working in the heat had always been difficdhd only addedo the woes and stresses of
whateverassignment he was working on.

The taxi slowed down to a hals streams of tratf flowed out of a road ahea@spite it
beinga Saturday, the weekend in Oman had always fallen on Thursday and Friday. Other
days were opportunities for taxi drivers especially, to boost their income.

The car moved onto one of the maarmac roadand followed the stream of traffic into
the Muscat capital. Several smalbcky mountains passed by in the distance, as the cloud
free blue sky continued to look down from every vantage point.

Olsencaught sighbf some of the coastline. A small stretwha beautiful white, sandy
beachwas in the distangdooking untouched in the early morning sunshine. As the taxi came



into Muscat, it slowed to walking pace as it progressed through the tight and winding streets.
Taking in a deep breath, he made aslacion and tol d the driver t«
hina, | aw samaHt!’' Olsen fumbled for some no
to six thousand baiza. The taxi driver smiled a toothy grin, kissed theynaodestuffed it
into his jacket.

Outside the cab, I€en looked at his surroundingad focused on the faces of the pepple
half expecting his father to be among them. He shook histbaagland focusand carried on
walking through the busy street, passing several shops and stalls. arket place was
electrifying in its atmosphere, even ath an early time. Large stabelling ish, fresh fruit
and vegetabke caught his eye, with vibrant colours standing out wherever he looked. Near
the end of the market, several shops were selliacks of gold jewellery, from bangles to
dazzling gold daggers.

One elderlymaneyed him up and down closely. He was sitting next to his stall, which
was stacked high with carefully crafted copper pots and smaller sized pottery. Wearing a
dishdasha, atcai t i onal me n’ s stayed anQlserr vehs lodked dmiaysande vy e s
walked down a pattvhich would lead to Al Khuwair Street.

At the bottom of the side road, Olsen took a long look at the surrounding area. Not far in
the distane, he saw the UK Embag, with its Union Jack flag flying proudlgn the roof of
the building The US Embassy, Oman museand a hotel waalsoin the same street. Olsen
looked to his left and eyed up several cramped looking flats built closely together. A glimmer
of sunlight @aught his attention from the roof of the third flathe block With a deep breath,
he approached it andushed open the front door that was unlocked. At theofofhe
stairwell, he climbed a ladder and stepped onto the roof. @#dris hands shak@) and his
heart waseating rapidly as he saw who was ahead of him.

Near t he r o-twbyearoleeThgrmas Dedne wamyhis kneescanning the
area near the UK Embassy. Deane wasddrandslightly taller than Olsewith a far more
muscular bud. His black hair, with a tinge of grey at the temples, rustled in theegeimt.
His cream coloured shirt showing no sg perspiration. He continued to look through the
binocularsand di dn’t acknowl eddg'el tvhaes awdnedvearlyionogf d h
get here.’

Ol sen wiped the sweat from his brow and si
have to say to me?’

Deane adjustethe binocularb ut di dn’t respond.

Olsenknew his mentors o we |l | . I't was obviouemDdame di dn’
never wanted to talk about anything other than work. He was a driven man, almost obsessed.
‘“l read everything there is to know about Op

Deane finally lowered the binoculars and turned around. His dark blue eyestétshis
partner of eight years carefully. “It must b

Olsen had expected his temper to ddese to breaking poinbut insteadhe just felt
vulnerableand | et down. * Who’' s we?’

“Your mot her adwdithyou showsng ansnteresd in jpirting &16, we felt
it best to tell you our version of the trut
his words.utoworkwithmeiethefytwand 1 f you had known
your fatherwhen hedied you woul d never have |l et that h
mot her over this, it was my suggestion.’

Olsen stepped back and raised his hands, feeling the full brunt of his emotions for the
first ti me. ‘Do y 0 u kehlcareae thah apgrationdile?alo fimth @utthei t f

truth that vay? You should have trusted me!
Deane lowered his gazmit only a momentand hen made eye contact
disagree. | should have told you, but the longer we worked together, the ihd&elzame. |



never wanted you to find out like that. Never. Our relationship has never been like others, we
don’t always need words.’
Olsenraised hiseyestotheskjpae s napped bacokt. miVYwoeur excus
An awkward silence lingered between themdeveral seconds until Deane spoke again.
“Thi s for dothlohus But w still have a job to do. The British Royal party will be
|l eaving the Sultan’s palace soon. Get your sc¢
be within t h eth Weoaccompanyiig 'thertiT h ®ioe’ s al so been
development but we can talk about that onthewayHe gave the binocul ar
climbed down the ladder to the flat below.
Olsen shook his head and realised for the first time how hopetessehior was when it
came to anything personal. As tatchedhis partner climb down the ladder behind him,
Olsen studied the UK Embassy, the nearby market, and the beautiful sky above. He was just
about to look away when he caught sight of a road nartlee distance Ol sen’ s hear
when he saw which one it was. As much as he wanted to look away and focus on the job in
hand, he was unable to do so. Through the binoculars, theistong d s i g-Minar ead
St r dhe totation his father hadied A shver ran through his body and sweat trickled
down his facel have to go therd,have to.
In the house dlow, Deane sat at a desk in bBimall and humid office, with aearby fan
working overtime to cope with the heblis eyes scanned several reportd aeededut any
useful information. He folded some papers fromdask and placed them in his pochksthe
watched his partner climb down from the roof * | hope you scanned t he
the security procedures.’
Olsen heard the question hadonly one thing in his mingyoing to the street where his
father had died all those years ago.
Deane read the report he was holding again antkdvéor an answerTo his surprise,
there wasn’t one and t hen.He gotdukchis dhaitrahde f r or
watched Olsemget intoa taxi whichthendrove away at speed. Deane closesl eyes and
dropped the document. He knewactly where his young charge was heading.

Olsen sat back in the taxi and tried n@ke sense of his thoughismages fromthe
ni ght mare that had occurred bHsSheartevaslkadlingl ef t
for Rachebut she was miles away and he was on his own.

The taxi driverstopped the car atime steep hill of AIMina Street Olsen tossed a couple
ofthousand ai za 1 n t h e and gotouteofthe saHe had espedtethe® street to
give off a scent of danger, possibly even look threatening in some way dinsteaoad was
quiet, peacefulnd positively gleaming under the intense sunlight and blear sky.Olsen
was shaking all over but he walked down the hill and came to the alleyway where his father
had died. Graduallyhe entered the narrow walkway and studied every part of the alley, in an
attempt to picture the scene that had changed hiAlifieirry of emotions overcame hinmd
Olsen could almost feel his father call out to him in some wayere was a sound of
footsteps from behind him and he turned around.

Deane lingered at the entrance to the alleyasag feltguilty and uncomfortable kht
once. He had no idea of what to say or how to say it.

Olsen saw the vulnerable expression on his partners face and for a moment felt like he
had intruded on his private moment. He looked away and continued to study his
surroundings.

Deane thought aboleaving andelt concern for Operation Safegnd and the timetable
of events. In his mindtalking about the current operation would push away his own dark
feelingsof t he past. Despite being posted in Oma



he hadnever returned to the alleywayi nce t hat fatef ul day. “Thi

now is the key here. We should go.’

Olsen ignored him.

Deane continued * Pri nce David wild.l need our hel p
much i s arownspteadla@oss hisfeatfies he reali sed he wasn'’
Deane reluctantly turned to leave without his partner.

Ol sen | ooked back and tried to control t he

with his hands, desperate to know exaethere his father had died.

Deane knew what his partner meant but did
comi ng?’

‘Where di,domt.t hapepamact spOlsenpusteyes | | omel
partner’s. ‘1 need to know. Il have to know.’

Onewod ét hr e e é Bheadaf him, Ddanecould see his younger selésperately
giving CPR to Geoff Olsen and meticulously counting the compressions. He closed his eyes
and held back thetealS.o many miThtealkkes é Deane pointed to
stacked high with boxes.

Ol sen nodded sol emnl y. “l guess | should t
be a threat to anyone el se.’

Deane’ s mowhdnhevehéamddyt he name of Geoff Ol
had been dead for many yeardeki by a C.1.A. operative in Iran just months after Operation
ESPY. The very thought of Moas made Deane feel unsettled, it brought a pain to his heart
and a sick feeling to his stomach.

Olsen continued to stare at the spot his partner had indicated.

The memories were traumatic and hurtful to Deamko was a man thatever allowed

himself to be vulnerable to emotional pain. Tears welledupish ey e s . ‘1 did ev
Without finishing, he turned around and headed back to the Land Rover parketejrest
away.

Olsen watched his partner goou came so close to opening@ipo m, why wonoét 'y

me in?He turned his attention to the area where his fatadrdied, got down on his knees
and said a silent prayer.
Deane sat in the Land Rover and stadbéahkly at the dashboardHe felt a failure in
every sense of the word. Before he could sink any further, he started the amgjitheught
of the operationTo his surprise, the passenger door opened and Olsen got in the car.
Olsen said nothingt first, wound down the windowand then looked at his partnér.O n
that day..’ He paused for a moment before continui
need to hear your account of what happened.’
For several moments, Deanassilent and continued to stare ahead at nothing. Then he
spoke, in a subdued tone. ‘“For years | ’'ve b
searched through buried feelings that felt like they were from another lifetime. Early morning
sunlight spead across hiface, which highlighted several lines on his forehead. Each one

could have represented the | ives he had f ai
that | could for your father. He was my partner. | respected him and trusted drigntiman

any other man.’ Hi s voice al most broke wunde
change what happened, no matter how much | want to. | reasoned with him that we should
have stayed together.’ He | o orlow id hisseyyes.hWWes y o u |
were both to blam&®©s car Moas was already well aware of

Olsen listened intently as the words began to sink in. It was the first timelijeetduad
everreally been discussedhe truth was slowly coming out. Hewdd feel the lump in his
throatand the pain in his heart as he wished his fatbatd still be with him. Nevertheless,
he needed to hear more. “Tom..l know how harc



us but what | need is for you to take me tigio that day, step by steppneed it Tom. | have
toknowmand you’'re the only man who can do that .

Deane was a stubborn man. In his heart andi e knew Olsen was rigland it took a
lot for him to admit that to himself, let alone another human béileyertheless, there was
an operation in progress, lives and world events were under threat at that very moment. His
professionbpri de surged to the surface and resumed
through that day. ’foctssed hisadark lmue Byesswithpatiectiomoa the a n d
younger shauldhave duvie thisyearsagmmd f or that | ' m truly
word, | wi || tell you everything about t hat da
‘“When thi sowereor a¥fawnhawe to trust me.’

Ol sen could hear the mean'iQlg tadme@custimedt i on |
back towards the operation at hand and mana
harbourfirst?

‘Harbour first. D e taneeé thesegine. He wanted to think about how he would go
through that fateful day with Olselout had no idea of how to start. The lives of the British
Royal Party were the priority. He pulled the Land Rover out onto the main street and pushed
the fear and guilt away d caredvhat the circumstances arefeels good to have Sam by
my side again.



Chapter 9

Sunday, March 4™ 11:30,
Oman, Muscat (Capital City), Oman, Middle East.

Deane turned the Land Rover onto a side street and waited for two chiladrestdhe road.
As he waitedhe | ooked down at the radio which was
that wup.’

Ol sen complied. “There’s been a murder.
Deane pulled the car over and listened to the report. A local shop owner had been found
murderedt oget her with his young son. The report

fears, the shop sold antiques. Without thinking about the operation or anythirfiedétseed
the Land Rover from its parked position and

“You don’t think it’s your contact ?’

Deane said nothing for a while and turned
not . Though there aren’t m glanged a thé c¢logkuoa thed e a | e
dashboar d. ‘ Wrurnddthevcar again amd saiv a Pbce car pass them at speed

and Deane knew in his heart he was driving to the scene bfthis emurder.As he pushed
the car past the speed lifite saw the shop in the distance and the three parked Police cars
that were stadned outside.

Ol sen sighed and | ooked at Deane as

t hey
‘Stay with the car.’ Deane got out and r

Y
us
Akira stayed behind the market stall further down the road and watched intently. For a
moment he studied@en e’ s partner but then his eyes sh
knew he was taking a risk being so close t

There was part of him that wanted to see the pain he had caused Thomas Deavedhe

His eyes grew wider when he saw Deane emerge from the shop and stand outside. Deane
looked lost and more importantly, he looked emotionally wounded. The sight fuelled Akira
andhe took greatpleasure from it. For a moment he lingered and took everythengphld
from his achievement but then moved away, knowing he was already late for his meeting
with the Kiprich brothers.

i
C

Ol sen | eft the car and put a hand on his p
do Tom. "’

Deane looked back at his partnertwit annoyanc e. ‘o shoul d hav
very |l east Heemunmng kiosnimgad in shame. I f ai

Both men walked back to the car in silence.
‘'You can’'t save everyone Tom! Saheed knew t

Deane rubbed his foreldta a nd | o o k e dSoraebne Is sending me atmessage.
This is no coincidence.edheedwas my cont act , he dandlneoné wor k
knew of our friendship or the information he

‘Someone on our side?’
o never d i teowrship itk 8Baheedy to angoheddi6. He was never an
of fici Beamaseseheiwed on thbode wellifopthis opefation,sve day e s n ¢
well be compromised. Wen | spoke to himnto daysagth e had not hing to re
‘“How did he seem t hen?’
‘ iIRe.He may have already beeoonpr omi sed b
‘Did you see anything at t

ut I can’t be su
he murder scene?



Deane started the Land Rover and joined th
no forced entry. Saheed had been shot twice, it maylwellv e been someone he

have to see what I can find out. It s the |
traffic, he shook his head frustrationandtried to buryhis feelings of guilt. There was still a
job tlo don’ t' adaraec kwhatre pl anned, Il " m not g «

member of the Royal familge killed in cold bloodWe will not be beateh.
‘ Ho wis itta MatrahHarbouf *  Odsked n
“Notwd alrl make it before the Bridtoinsh Rvayal
using that unl ess Heé ' poiabsed utel Pl senessgun
his jacket’ We protect the Prince at all costs. Wi:
haven’'t changed your @apowk?about your <choice
‘“Let’s not gok®vermthaéeédaigai nhe Beretta an
Deaneignored the comment armmbintedout an area in the distanceThe haonbour i
the South sidé He directed he Land Rovethrough the traffic and passedveaal white
houses that gleamed in the sunshiftee harbour wakehind thenouses, and when the traffic
lights changed they closed in on their target.
Deane slowly brought the car #ostop, turned off the ignitioand looked at his nen

descript silver wat h . “They’ || be here soon. When the
side each. Understood?’ He | ooked over with
Ol sen noted his partner’s stern |l ook. *Got

‘“I't’s my wunderstanding that P r mem,ctake dda v i d
interest in the site and then return to th
i n constant <Toohsmghhhecsant th&itish Royal party approactheir

location

Olsen flicked a switch ohis radio, which was connected from his waist to ki éar
Outside the harbour settingras one of beauty that appeared to be lost on Dedrenever
took his eyes off the approaching vehicles.

The harbour extendeinto the distance, with an ewen lookhg walkway covering most
parts. Orboth sidespebbles covered the surface that led into the nearby sea. Several young
boys of no more than twelve years of age stood bare foot in trenddaokedat Olsen and
Deane inquisitivelyAfter a few secondshey r et ur ned to pulling i n &
boat. Bucketsof fish were on board and the boys started to transfer the contents to the
surface.

Olsenkeptwatch andnapped out thiocal area in his mind. éltook a few steps onto the
harbourdecking and noted the locations and directions of the footpaths. Before leaving
London, he had read up on Matrah harbour. It had now become one of the leading ports in the
Middle East and was adjacent to the capital city of MuscataNingle cloud was in the gk
and he felt he wagraduallyadjusting to the heat of Oman. Despite the high temperature, far
lower than theaverage summer temperature of forty degrees cel#igs humidity was
relatively low. He exchanged a look with Deane as both men waited foroyed Party to
disembark the cars

Deane gave a nod to the leading agent who was part of the British Royal Party security
contingent and | ooked over at Ol sen. *‘Stay a

Olsen gave a discreabd of the head and flanked the pdrtym the left sidewith his
partnerwho coveredhe right. He watched the Prince carefully, saw him interact with some
of the boysthatworked at the harbouand wondered how much of it was an act, rather than
genuine interestOl sen’ s at tway fromahe Prindeitd theeadivityaaround the
harbour Unsurprisingly, large groups of Omanis had gathered in the taréake a closer
look at what was probably the fir8fritish Prince they had ever seen. One by one, Olsen
studied each of the men, womeand children carefullyfully aware a security risk could



come in any shaper form. A small childof around six or seven years of age attempted to
pass him to get closer to the Royal but Olsen placed his large hands in front of him. The child
returnedo its mother straight away.

As the crowd began to move closer, Olsen spoke quietly to the pack of locals, informing
them they would have to stay where they wer ¢
a fellow agen who took his positiorwith the loals and Olsen resumed higositionon the
left-handside of the PrinceAs he looked around his positiome noticedhe looks of joy on
all the faces of the men, womand childrenespecially. At the same time, one man caught
his attention. Somethgnin Ol s en’ s mi n dandvesssenses hecavadert. &lok
individual at the corner of the harbour side walkway seemed familiar to him. Not in dyfriend
way, he did not know the maout his features sent a warning sign to .hinrecognise
hi méf r omHenboked ba2k to see thaifte inspecting a harbour boahd then
returned his gaze to the man who had now mavealybut had retained his unyielding glare
at the British Royal party. Unl i ke the rest
face, only a glare that appeared to be taking in facts and informatfonmation on the
number of agents in the security continggrarhaps?He thought to himself. Os en’ s mi nd
scrutinisedand remembered every detail about him. The target was wedaikgbrown
trousers, together with a grey shirt. His black hair was in a pongtalhis dark green eyes
refuedto leave the Princes posi ti on

Deane walked alongside and made sure his partner was still to the left. He looked back at
Prince David and epped a harbour man from getting too cl@sel then resumedish
position.

Olsent ri ed to remember where he had seen th
Behind him, the Princeontinued to inspect the harbour hoatsen made his decision. His
instinds told him that theéarget was known and dangerous. He touched the arm of the nearest
member of the Royal securitontingent * Cover this posemi nhoabhe. 17 |
Olsen moved away from the party and quickly made his way sipall flight of stairs that
led to the harbour side walkway. He kept hold of his light brown jacket, so not to akrm th
crowd by revealing his weap@md moved through the locals the distance he could see the
target moving awaySeveral families gotn his way,and Olsen quietly excused himself as
they moved. ‘Lo tsimiHun..Lo tsimi Hun.’ He ¢
walkway, there was no sign dafhe target. Olsen scrutinised every individual nedohy
couldn’t see .where he had gone

Deane looked out to the harbour and couldseseraboats approach, all of them visibly
containing perishable stock that would end up on the market before the day was out. Deane
did a double take as he checked the left side and saw no sign of his pgaerganced
around sharply, takingineveryfabeut coul dn’ tWHe madhi SamarWhmyer
foll owing my orders? | can décompinuedhis searandi m unl
becameamore concerned with every passing moment.

Olsen eturned to his post and relieved the other agent. Straight away, a glare from his
partner caught his eye. Over the radio, Dea
Don’ t wander off1l’ @ihdsclkeosdo explaindhés dictidnsa wehkanya t hin
possibility of a threat had passed. He looked ardunmdone last time but there was no sign
of the target in the crowds.

Burton signed the confidential operation drea®d placed it in his Ou t 'on Hisrdeslky
At the office window,another rainy dy had presented itself to London. As thassheld off
another torrentf rain, Burton made a decision to take a long lunch hour and surprise his wife
at home Even though there was money in their current accdwnhad yet to feel like a man
who hadpulled his life backfrom the brink. A sleepless night had not helped matters either.



Burton took his faded trench coat off the hook and closed the door to his office. His assistant
|l ooked up frdom Hheirst| pro@lp.itonstpp aff atthoreDfer & while 1 * m
and come back this afternaokny problems call me on my mobile.

Dawn put down her yoghurt angaveh er boss a Areyod aksi doul oo k.
don’ t seeamalyonrtsefbrget you have that meet i
forgetdi d you?’

Burtonthought for a momentie had forgotten. To his surprise,itd n’ t seem t o

him. Sure no problem, ™ | | be back f ornistukedunch his asbistamasot i c e d
eatingand wondered how she could make it through aataguch smalportions * Don’' t goc
bingeing now, Dawn,l 'slele you i n a bit.’

Dawn smiled and as she watched him go gfanked her lucky stars she had been
assigned to the likeable Burton rather than the more formal senior agents.

In the lift, Burton pres&d the button for the basement and leaagdinst one of the
mirrored walls. For the hundredth time, he tried to erase his act of betrdyaldolleagues
from his memory More than anything he wanted to pay off his debts and prove to his wife
andson that he wasn’t the fail ur bkehadmseldhe had b
schedule of the Royal visiBurton had been thinking of the consequences that would come
very soon. Even thougtehwas still convinced that he hddne the right thindor his family,
the guilt had proven to be unbearahtdimes Was it really the only option, or was | just too
bone idle to find an alternativel®d his car,Burton pulled out of thebasement. As he moved
into second geahis mobile phone began to viliea He flipped it openand usechis other
handto hold onto steering wheellhis is Burtor.

‘1t sBotbakrerdy .any | uxury holidays yet?’

‘With the debts | have to pay off? '  N#te | ik
pulled the car into a nearlggrageo buysome flowers for his wife.

* Nlout smething has come ug. you think that money wagoodthen this will blow

you away. You ready?’

Burton didn’t |l i ke wher e tareeyoutalkingwaleouts at i on
Harry?’

“1t’ s s ilients are very iltgrested in you working for them on a more full time
basis. You know, just I|ittle things here an:
bits of informationrwhen they need.it’

“Jeslasry, don’ t y 0 aid?nt wasa@ammeeff WwWhmt néver do
again, to teldl you the tr ut,bnyway. Ethdnway,ilgog s e c
the moneyl neededbut it came withaprice | " m not going to seld/l
though

Ha r rtuynedsaggressiveery quickly “ Do n’ t, Hy?dhis waseneverigoing to

be a one off. If you really beliede hat t hen you’  re a bigger f ool
‘ Whady ou s ayi m@gsback iB bis car@amgtipped the steering wheel tightly
ashe waitd for a gap in the traffic.

“You don’'t say,Had !'td 'ttHesmkpedpl!l er e al cl ea
t hem agai n, or |11 have no choice but to d
the fallforyoymat e . ’

Burton smashed hisd&re hand on the steeri,Hgr whleel . wor
be bullied by an yndoyatto myjab ans my faniilyf gol Wantyoosell! |
meouit hen go right ahead,yowselu” | Bujuen $mappe¢ad
shut and threw it against the dashboardS hi t ! ’ Hseveatybrop &nd cuifsed sigain.

The fact that Harry was willing to sell him out was no surprise. Burton was furious with
himself, he had misjudged the situation and was now in way over his Headw the speed
he was doing and slammed hard on the brakes when he saw the turning for his road appear in



the heavy rainThe car swerved in the wet conditioasidjustm s sed a nei ghbour
slowly came to his driveway and started to feel thesstspread throughout his body as he
turned the ignition offWas Harry just bluffing or are his clients going to come after me?
Burtonstarted to thinlof the consequencésit stopped himself from doing so. Ket out of
the car and slammed the door shuit forgot about the flowers in his left hand that were now
halfi n t he car and half d&¢let mumbhetlot ogbhd mses &
some life into the flowers as he approached his front door.
Kate sat at the dining room table and driggain to write the letter that her husband
would find when he returned from work that day. She had toyed with the idea of ketfing
face to faceébut genuinely believed she would not be able to carry it thraamgthwould end
up staying with him once afn. She looked at theedding ringon herfingeand st i | | wa:
convinced of her action#\ noise at the door made her look up straight away. To her surprise,
her husband appeared at the doorway holding some flowers that looked worse than she felt.
‘“HalWhat a | ovely surprise, | didn’t expect
‘“Yeah wel |, it was quiet at the wi!Oh,ce so
theseareforygqs orry t hey’ ve’ seen better days
Kate took the flowers and looked at some of thdbs that appeared to have been
severed from t he rHkelt..t HeYyw'ur es hloawM elny ,t rheaavlel y
‘“Look, can we talk for a minute?’ He saw
writing to your sister again?
Kate took the pad and putitawa i n a nedr by odirgdsend herdan t r vy
update on Oscar that’'slabkkly. Shétssgwdioad’mbee

‘Of course not, | just wanted you lems know t

Kate took hehand away from hiandwondeedwhat her husband had donestve the
problem so quickly * Just l' i ke that? One minute we’'re
kicked outotothestreeand now..what ..e¥erything is ok

‘That ' s llyougebdto kned i s t h ang towefine @&l thqhgs will get
better from now on. I promise you | won’'t | €

don’ tKaycw'’

Kate looked at her husbamhd barely recognised the man stzel married years ago.
Whoever satn front of her now was not the same person. A part of her wanted to scream at
him for thinking things could béxed so easilybut then she remembered the letsed felt

newfound confidencas towhas he woul d write. ,H@fi . huggethee | |
her husband for the last tiraed broke awap e f or e he coul d ki ss her.
you but I p r dake hgnefat a Dctimerwalvi dh one of the ot
from ar ound stogped ramiogiow.e rl.s Itth'ast ok ?’

Burton smiledand felt assured things were back on track’ Sur e, [ grab
lunch hereand then head backFor a moment he wondered whether Kate was happy now
that they were out of debt but di smitesosked t h
over his thoughtsand he wondered how he could save his family from any more trouble if
Harry sold him out.



Chapter 10

Sunday, March 4™ 15:00,
Muscat, Oman.

Olsen satvith Deanein the Land Rover as they followed the British Royal pavgyafrom
the harbour. The tension betwe¢he two had risen to breaking point since ithe
disagreement.

Olsen looked across to his partné/e may not agree on everything but | recognised
that manand | took a chande find out moreMy instincttold mene was a danger .’

Deane didn’t take hiasdshogkdis headfinfdisagreement ‘r Sad f i ¢
you decided to leave the Prince vulnerable on one side and follow a hunch? When are you
going to learn that protocol is the keyttus job? You hae to follow the rulesto stand a
chancel!’

‘1l don’t need an o tOsenthadlexperienged the same amumerit onc o | !
protocol many times before.

“1  tyowtlgehrlesy ou st i | | need to |Iisten to mel!’
andcmti nued. “Right now it’s your aYoutuee t
reckl ess!’

Ol sen always found accepting other peopl e
| have mine! | did what | thought was best, no haame to the Princetafe r al | .’

‘“Don’t you remembeu?whBeahet at gptmficcandt he ¢ a
looked over to this partner again * Al ways make sure you know
making your move. | agree that yshould listen to your instindiut you put the Prince in
danger. That wlde trafficneased ywand laebmowedl the Land Rover to
follow the Royal Party of cars into Al Khuwair StreetAs | ' m sure you Kknc
schedule, the Prince goingto dine with Stuart Laing, the KIAmbassador. | want you to
remain in the car and keep watch over thingsouthese t hat under st ood?’

Olsen got out of the vehicend f ol | owed hi s ,yamightneedme * Wai t
inside. At least

Deane interruptednal locked his fieryblue eyes onto his yourgparge! You’ re not w
S.U.C.O. yet.flyou want to be with me you follow my orders. Now do as | say and wait in
the car .’ He flicked a switch on his radio.

Olsen slammed thear door shutand satback in frustration He wound down the
window, shook his head in disagreememtd wondered when his -salled partner would
ever treat him with the respect he felt he deservedT om st i | | thinks | 6m
Olsenfelt the harsh Muscat sun beat downhom as he went over his actions. No matter how
he looked at it he felt he had done the right thing and would do it again if he had the chance.

Two hours later, Olsen ga up watching a group of kids further down the street and
deemedhem no threat. He wgaabout to return his gaze to the other end of the street when a
carturned into the streén the reatview mirror. A run down Toyota truck slowed down and
parkedup not far behind i position Olsen repositioned therearview mirror to gain the
most efective view. To his surprise, the driver of the truck wastéingetfrom the harbour
that he had lost and failed to remembéardly a coincidencethought Olsen. A second man
wasin the truckbutOlsend i d n’ t hine Eletgonghtsalout contactingeBne on his
radio but decided against he di dn’ t amo#hertpatrénising lc@menent from his
partner. Olsen sat bacnd watched carefully.



Jozef moved his ponytail behind him and opened the last remaining button on the collar
of his grey shirt. Wh the window already wound down to the maximum, the heat was
beginning to frustrate him. Tie Hungarianbrothers wereslowly making a name for
themselvess terrorists that were capable of any atrocity. As the years had passed, Jozef had
become involved wt h Akira’s movement. Since acquiri
Oman, he was now hell bent on utilising the information to the full. Nothing less than the
death of the Prince and all the peopiehis partywould do. He was desperate to see the
mighty Europe become less stable wihe death of one of its RogalHis dark green eyes

left that of the UK Embassy building and focussed on hisincdhe nt i cal twin bro
device ready Gyorgy?’
Gyorgy Kiprichlooked worried  ‘, Yoee$. Ae you surdhe Governmentgent at the
harbour didn’t recognise you? We cannot affo
“1t’s highly unlikely. The man couldn’t e\

he does remember me, it will still prove to be too late. He will die alatigeveryone else.
Are you with me?’ J oz ef altgand passiordfor thbitwetut hi s b
recently Gyorgy had made it clear they should both disappear from the limelight for a while
instead of following the Royal party to Oman. Akirad intervened and the Kiprich brothers
had followed orders.

“ Of ¢ o u fjustado fot wannus to take on one operation too maftgr Moscow,
we should havéaid low for a whileand esurfaced at a later time. But Akita

Jozef placed ahandontbsr ot her ' s shoul der and interru,
not. We have little choice but to obeyr for nowat leastWhen this is done, we will return
to Polandand lielooNow yeutr eet he phone is in place wit

Gyor gy @ speakihgiboutAkirk, who seemed to him to bpower personified.
None of them knew any background or history when it came to him and that scared Gyorgy
the most. He knew his place and was well awwhatthe threatfrom Akira was to not only
the Western world but the Kiprich twins as well. He regained his focus and tried to control
his f ear s.myself. Wpen we reath our flabd tlee signal is sent to the phone, it
will cause the explosives in the boot to detondte UK Embassy along with this salled

Prince will be no more. The death of a Royalwilsdé¢ abi | i ze Eur ope.’
Jozef grinned with excitement.
‘“When shall we go?’

Jozef urned the key in the ignition artle engine came to life. Hérove pasthe UK
Embassyand parked the carfaw hundred yards away oulsi the Oman museum

Olsen had watched everything frdms position inthe Land Rover. For the entire time,
he hadtried his besttomath t he face with a name dbhist st il
senses, his instinctall told him the man was a danger to the Royal party and himself. From
across the street, the UK Embassy proudly stood not far from its US equivalent. Further down
the roadstoodthe Oman museum and the Beach Hotel. In between thasduildings,

Olsen saw the parked Toyota truck. kit his eyes on the two men as they left the vehicle
and walk further down the road away from thaliassies. Aside from the car, he noticed the
smug attitude that personified the two men. Both werérggras they crossed the street.

Almost against his will, his mind wandered away from Oman and back to Irag from eight
years earlier. He was just a boy and on hist fassignment, with his mentand friend,
ThomasDeane. Thg had been watching severahdi intdligence officers whadad placed
i nnocent Il ragi’s 1in areas of,the mrogentitead ot or ag
chance. Ol s en’ sD ena naddllirsy veords oh experiended Ter r or i st s
smug and driven people. To commitrder and bel eve t hey won0st be
arrogance. ltés up to you to spot those trai



Olsen came back to the present amoved the reaview mirror butthe two suspects
turned into a side road and faded from sight. Tapping his firgetkhe dashboard, he ran
over the situation in his mind. He pulled out his radio from his waist and thought about
contacting Deanewvho was inside the Embassy where the Prince and the Ambassador were
dining togetherHe wasn’t abl e t o walle tectweehimmwhcagain err  De ar
back his instinct. H®penedthe doorbut then closedt againi n f rustrati on. H
words came into his mind again, this time from only a couple of hours ago as they had both
approached the embassy in the. car Gaysl make sure you know the situation fully before
maki ng y oHeropemod theedo @gain andthis time he stepped oand began to
walk to theparkedcar near the museum and hotel. The potential consequences continued to
circle in his head. Olsen hatteady made up his mind to disobey ord&fsat car is a threat
to the British Royal partyl 6 | | i nspect it and Helokl himsglie ar ¢ h
Beforehereacledthe vehicle, the familiar voice of Deane filtered throogthis radio.

‘ Bavised the Royal party is about to exit the Embassy. Assume your position on the
letthand side. Watch and protect!’

Jozef looked at the schedule he had acquirech flal Burton and then peered through
the binoculars again. The man he recognised fronmahnieour had stopped walking towards
the car and was now just standing in the middle of the quiet road staring dtotyatia truck.

Jozef bit his lipand waited for th&overnrmena gent t o make a move.

be coming out in seconds, heow ’ t even think of going to o
foll ow procedures, they never break them.’
have procedures.’ He moved his extended vi si
had jus opened. Seval men in suits appearednd they flanked the Royal Prince on both

sides.

From the corner of the barren room emerged Akira, who stepped out of the shadows and
into the morning sunlight that streamed in through the windows. He wore a sand coloured
robe,with a hood that covered his head and obscured his face. Despite the rays of sunshine
that lit his presence, his glare seemed to reflect the positive glow darkisyes focussed
entirely on the street ahead and the imminent death he had envisionddwasaall that
Akira cauld seeand all that he wantedHis mind, awash with memoriesd the voice of a
long-dead wife, cleared slightly as the moment came closer. He moved behind the Kiprich
brothers and spoke 1 n a ¢ o mmmondtherstgeettidormme t o
them tomove againsDeane firstma ke sure that i s abundantly c
with so much angeno-one could doubt how he felt.

That didn’t stop Jozef from questiouning t|
goal, our priority.’

“Your goal d o g then Pribce digsther soebs jtmy prierity islThomas
Deane. See to it.’

‘“Exactly why ar Britisiv&gent and notsasPrincegof tleerBritiah Royal

- T

family? This Deane is just anothereonftheirme n . ’ He stared at Akira
agreed to target the Prince, which was the point of this wipmeation ’

Akira took a step closer * Jus't another Agent ... .you rea
talking about. | have no interest in tReince or anyone else for that matter. | simply want to
see Thomas Deane’s dead body I ying down the
bl ood. I crave i1t ..l need anditwasenblghso make dogef we r e
sweat “ U n thappenstydu an¢ed to remind yourself of your importance to me and

acknowledge that it is you that is replaceab



Jozef broke away f r o rmforPokei momentsdid eatzinkk about d e a-
asking another questidhough e was fascinated as to wh British agentwas so important.
He gave a nod to his brothe&rho spokeinto a nearby radio.

Akira leaned forward and waited for the mometis eyes buradwith intensity.

Olsen reluctantly turned away from the car and began to jog towards thetysecuri
contingent,to takehis place on the leftand side of the Royal party. Heoked around his
position and coul dn’ t thhtkad peerblaftti sudh @ bigh prafieai n a-
area.

The next few seconds changed everything.

Olsenducked dowras bullet fire rained onto the area in a torrent of noise. An MI6 agent
in the lead positiorof the partybegan to call out instructions to the rest of the team but
clasped at his chest in paamd fell to the ground The r adi owasfiled@Wihsen’ s
De an e’ whowWat istarted to issue orders tottrynaintain contralOlsen himself felt a
moment of panic but then his training took avEne cold metal of his Beretta 92G Elite Il
pistol in his hand gave him confidence and his first $bok down one of the attackeide
assessed the threat quickly and counted twelve attackers, six on each side of the party. With a
security contingent of eight, they were outnumbered.

Deane’ s voi ce agameuttlostimeitsdundedgin a ddo * St ay wi
Prince at all times. Cover him back to the E
Olsen heard the command but had already made up his mind. He fired several more
shots,but only some of thenfiound their targetsThe shots gave him timand he turned

awayfrom the Royal party ansprintedstraight towards the ota truck.

Deane’ s voice, for the first time full of
you are. Repeat! Do not deviate from your po

Olsen rememberedh¢ image of the smug lookingen walking away from thear, and
he was now convinced the attack was all part of a greater plan. Upon reaching the truck, he
crouched down and used it as covde fired from his Berettaagain andtook down the
remaining attackers on his side. Occasidndlets caused sparks to fly as they hit the truck
but Olsen had given himself time to take a gamble. He ducked instinctively as another shot
came too close for comfort, flipped open his Samsung Galaxy S3 mobile phone and quickly
tapped several keys. Memsareens flashed past &Htning speed on the display. Olsen set
the phonego scrambleany incoming signals anplacediton t he dri ver’' s seat
again, this time choosing to return fire before inspecting the contents of the vehicle. With the
phone in place, Olsen knew it would interferelnainy signals sent to the area if there was an
incendiary device in play.

Jozef turned around to his brother and shouted at full voice as another two of his men
peickhed under fire. Treflisedytodetbnatangdozehrished dverendt r u c k
took the activator. He presd the appropriate buttgrizut the display informed him of an
error. Through the binoculars, he saw the dark hateedernmena gent at t he dr i

and screwed his faceup@am | ook of pure rage. ‘Keep tryi
looked frantic as he checked the detonation device several times, baffled as to why his plan
was failing.

Akira moved to the side of the window and studied the fearsome faces of the Kiprich
twins. As he gazed outwards to the chaotic gun battle below, he focused on Agent Deane and
his young partner whavere now togetherand f i ring from a c¢croucl
detonator?’ He asked quietly.

Jozef tried the device again lmdthing happened

Akira gritted his teeth and adjusted his robe. Once again Deane was proving his worth to
the West and still he would not lidown and die. He could hear Madeline giving him more



encouragement but at t hat mo me nt eveamt. her S
‘Keep trying. Get down there yourself and ki
agreed | o okedattheKiprich bfrethers with disdainDmot be | ate.’ w
Akira made his way to the door and was already on his wtyetdrucial Coast. One day he

would see his wish come true, it would just take more time and more meticulous planning.



Chapter 11

Sunday, March 4™ 18:30,
Muscat, Oman.

Olsen dropped to thgroundand continuedo fire atthe remaining attackers at the far end of
the street. Throughout the havoc, he had only just noticed thlae débcals had fled the scene
and three of the Royal party’s security cont
He carefullylifted the boot of the vehiclehich reveaéda complex display of wires leading
to what was unmistakably a large amount of plastic explosivthat momen©Olsenknew
the only reason he hadn’t Reyalpartywhsdoecausetob pi e c
his gamble and these of higphone. Despite his victory, he knew all too whkHtthe car was
still a massive target. Any reckless gunfire might trigger the detonation mechanism. He shut
the boot andslowly moved round to the side of the trucks he shuted along,the rear
window of the truck blew oufrom more gunfire Two moreagentsfurther down the street
dropped to the grounds Ol sen screamed into his radio.
vehicleatallcostd ' m underDdeyaoly dopye?’

Deare, who was behinthe stone wall of the embassy for cover, changed the magazine
of his Spitfire pistol andeturned fire The Princewas safe for nowhack inside the Embassy,
so Deane knew they had to take out the remaining attackers quickly beforetia{eave
the areaAt the sound of hip a r t voiee oves the radio, Deane ducked down as low as he
could and tried to hear every word. He then looked to his left and saw Olsenhitebeside
atruck.* On my way! J u sfired dgairl ahdhen juhped oes thenveall and
rushed to his partner’s aid, firing backwar
exchangedh look. Anydifferences of opinion were forgotten as the two stood shoulder to
shoulder. United in their attackoth agents fed their weapons and engaged the remaining
attackers One by one the attackers fell until finally the last two started to retreat from the
area. Deanewatched the remaining agents from the Royal party give chadetook a
momentto regain control of hisreathing and his composure.

Twenty metres away from theuck, one of the attackers was on the ground in a pool of
blood, it was unlikelyhe would swive the day. Olsen ran to hiand had no control of his
temper, which came surging to the surface. Hygedthe attacker to the trucklespite his

serious injuriesand lifted him ugnto the air * Wh you?s/Answermé! He scr eamed.
The terr or i she justisniledAs he gave hselast, breath, he murmured
several wordstrudiralciadastoast ...
Olsen dropped the body to the floor and looked from the ttmtke bodies of the lost
agentsHe then looked at Deane with a confused look on hisfat8h at ' s Tr uci al ¢

Deane had seen everythimgd felt concern for his young pagtm * s t emper ame
thought he woul d | oHeeguthihicaricerns asiigand looked dt Blsen.i me é

“Truci al Coast is an old term for United Ar.

eyes | ocked onto his whartrmers. trYck warst stoo i tr
Olsen looked around omaore time, put away his firearand raised the bonnet of the

bootwhichrevealed he compl ex expl osive device. ‘1 dic

Deanecoul dn’t hi de hismbeseuedrOteebhus Bbhenhonsm
“You di dabdutthatkkdevawevwhen the attack carvieu took a thoughtless gamble
and left the Prince vulnerable. He could be dead nowifwasn’ t f orsomewoe ot he
whompaid with their livesimi ght add! "’



“1 di dn’ t Thmloutwoufalways taught nee toust my instinctsFrom what |
saw | knew this truck was a dangemd | had no choice but to leave the party eimeck it
You would have done the same, don’t tell me
Deaneraisedhisands i n protest. “No! The out come
have left the Prince voerable. You took a huge gamblénig truck could have been nothing
and those agents would be dead, their blood would be on your.handsDe ane st eppec
tohis partner. ‘“You're lucky this device wil/
me !’

Jozef swore in Hungarian atried to detonate the explosiviesthe truckone more time.
Despite his efforts, the beautiful explosion he was so desperateto sei d n ' t cC ome.
frustration boiled over insideim and he threw the device at the wall. Breathing hard, he
| ooked at his brother. *‘Get everything toget
Gyorgy looked out the nearby window asaw the two surviving agents frotmeir team
on the run withagents from the Royal party in purstuitWh at about our men dc
can’ t jthem if welare @ goatinue our work we will neéd
Jozef made hiswaytothedoor * For get about them! We don’
is downstairs.’
Gyorgy was stil!]l not c¢onvinced. *‘But AKkira
‘“We | eave this minute. Il will deal with AKk
Both men picked up several bags and equipnagat rushed down the stairs to the
waiting car below. Jozef refused to allow himgatfe to think about thefailure andtried to
focus on their escape route through theted Arab EmiratesThere was no time to waste if
they were going to make it to the border in one piece.

Deanedi dn’t want to hear any wakedawaygfxomthe es fr
truck. In the distance at thend of the streghe sawseveral plice cars mounthe pavement,
disperseandstartto spread outBehind them were severandulancesvhich parked up and
the medics started to fan out with the Polibeane thought about ordeg Olsento take
control of the survivors inside the Embassy so he could deal with the local authbhities.
turned back to make sure Olsen carried out his ordersétagiad of hipartner he only saw
the truck Olsenwasnowhee in sight.

Olsen sprinted as fast as he could, willing himself on to reachrtleaders in time.
Just seconds ago, he had spotted two mere leamall block of flats some distance away
from where the attack had taken platée two leadersthey haveto be! He jumped over
several bodies and spottBde a nLarid Rovermparked up Olsenstarted to run towards it but
he saw the vehicle become surrounded by Police cars and become blod=dhenneared
closer, one Police car pulled over and a gaunt lapkificer got outand spokean fluent
Arabic. Olsen summed up the situation quickly, tossed the officer dus wfay and got into
the car. With the engine still running, he floored #loeelerator and spun 180 degres he
spotted the lead men get irdosehicle not far ahead.

Deanesaw hispagnr i n t he dr olieceear and stasteddoin towafds theh e p
v e hi c | ¥hatdreSaurdding, get out of that car now!

Olsen saw his partneun to the cam the reatview mirror buthe made his dcision and
mounted he pavement to avoid the finablgce car that was in his way. He fiddled with the
carssiren controls and eol d n ’ réss asnil@ag it came to life. Thearwas pushed to its
limits as heswerved the car aund a tight corner to k@ up the chase.

JozefKiprich was in the car with his brother Gyorgy aledked backwhen he heard
sirens coming from behindlo his amazement, dentedpolice car was in pursuitlozef
screamed at his brother to push the ageing white Merd¢eddsr as & loaded his pistol in



preparation to fire. He wound down the window and firedsoffshots from his Heckler and
Koch 9nm pistol.

Olsen adjusted his vision so not to look at the bullet holes in the windscreen and floored
the accelerator. The twldre ergine cried otias he urged the vehicle and caughtip with
the white Mercedes. In the small amouwftspare time Olsen had for hobbies hael become
an expert on carsle knew for certain #tanklike build of the 196 ° s Mecaraleadde s
would cut through théPolice car he was drivinlike tin foil. | have to force it off the road!
Olsen loosely fired offseveral shotgrom his Beretta andaw the back window of the
Mercedes releninder fire and smashto tiny pieces.

Jozef raised his hands his face as thelags sprayethe front seatsHe lookedaround
in time to see thdriver of the police catake aim with a silver pistol.

Olsen pulled the trigger twice but only one buflegd from the chamber and that missed
his target. He swore tbimself anddropped the Beretta tthe floor & hemanoeuvred the
police car to one side. Once in posititie smashed the car intlee white Mercedes and did
his best to force them off the road.

Jozefheld onto whahe could as the Mercedstuggled tostay on the roadHe looked
across at the Police car arehlisedthatinstead of an Omani Police officer, it wise MI6
agenthe had seefrom the harbouthat was giving chasén opening appeared aheadd
Jozef screamed at his brothemakethe turn

Gyorgy turned the car violenthyandthe Merceés smashed its way through thieryic
area just off Al Qurm Heights Road. Several bodies flashed over the car lamghttere
werescream®f panicfrom the innocent Omasiwho were in the wrong place atetlvrong
time.

Olsenslowed down and followed the terrorists thghuthe Picnic area. Smoke was
billowing from thePolice car s engi ne but Ol sen changed in
wouldn’t give way.

Jozef looked back a@nscreamed in frustratiomhenhe sw the plice car still in pursuit.

He grabbed the Heckler and Koch MP5 rifle from the backseatvithdut hesitation, fired

off thirty shotsandsprayedthem | i ce car’'s windscreen with a f
Olsen ducked down behind the steering wlawldashboardnd prayed for some luck.

The noise was deafening. Bullets blasted the windscreen repeatedlyhiMibst dashboard

or ripped intothe front seats. When the attack ceased, he raised his head and found it

impossible to see through the damaged glass. As he forcezhithee accelerate one more

time, he smashed his fist into the remains of the window and forced endiutgawayso he

could setup for one more collision

Burtonslowed dowrand pulled into the drivewagyf his houseAnother day at MI6 was
over.When opened the front door he called tuhis wie, loud enough for her to hehut
not enough for his ?SYonAltlo tbhee wao kgehnt sup .n ‘tHKaet
paused and waited hear someoise from upstairs.

Silence.

Burton flicked the light switch ahsaw a letter that was stuckth® kitchen door. He felt
puzzled initiallya n d d i d wHattit cduld beatout ‘Maybe Kate’s gone
sister ..’ He mumbl ed. As he ripped open the ¢

chose to reathe letter first. i read the word$ut the informationdi n * t inplekely i n

only patches. H started torepeat the wordsut aloud and felthn umb wi t h s hock.
god... ohogod trust? Better for al/ of us?’ Hi
the wooden floor, was the wedding ring he had so carefully chalbdghose years ago

Burton held itin his handandhis eyes weddup & he realised what he had IoShe word

came into his head straight aw&SCAR!Burton sprinted up the stairs faster thas frame



would appeartoallomnd smashed i nto the youndfiftdemy’ s r c
monthold Oscar was nowhere to be seen. He cried out in pain as he slumped against the cot
and droppedhe letter and ringo the floor His heart was reeling in shock but msand

processed the informatiphis wife and son were gon®urton stared dunto spaceand felt

completely brokerat the loss of his family. He closed his eyes and began t®esp down

he didn’t bl ame Kate but wlhwetkedevlthsgailt,andoaul d h e
lastingurgeto turn the clock back and redeem himself

Olsen followed the Mercedes into Fahud Street and just missed a young Omani family
on pushbikes. By now, the a rsites had long since been silenced by agotifle attack.

The engine continuously criealt for relief but Olsen was relentlessn d wasn’ t goi
give up until the terroristeere eitherdeadoni cust ody. * Coesbhoutednas c o me
another warning light liton the dashboard displajie floored the accelerator again and
smashedhe bonnet into the back of the Mercedes.

Jozef shouted in frustration as he knocked his head on the dashideagdabbed his
rifle and turned around in his seat. The bullets blasted out of the weapon in @ittigu
scream as Jozef triedag to neutralize the attacker.

Olsen saw the attacknd lowered himself down once again, to avoid it. In one last
desperate move, he pushed his right foot down on the accelerator as hard as he could and felt
the car surge forward&ne last try!The rifle attack ceasetut when he looked up again, he
hadnotime to reacasanother rifle attack came but this time it was directed at his tyres.

Jozef smiled tdimself as he continued to fiemd saw the rubber tires blow out

Olsen struggled at the whelelu t coul dn’ t Allche nould loebr waslee c ar .
sound of squealing tires and scraping metal as the car swerved again and smashed into the
side of the nearby Maydan Al Fath Stadium. Olsaw several locals come over to hélpG e t
away fr om Heknew whatmasvtecorhe and locked fiery glareonto the white
Mercedes that had stopped further down the.rbfdcounted in his mind as he struggled to
tried to escape the car

Threeé
Ol sen smashed his right foot i ntoAgaime door
he kicked the door ham@hd couldhear it begin to give way.

Two é

Jozef snapped another magazin®® his rifle, took aimand fired severalh®ts at tle
petrol tank of the police cafhe bullets s@amedout of the chamber as theyrged towards
its target.

Oneé

Olsen heard the unmistallle sound of gunfire and threw himself out of the vehicle as
best he could. The bullets pierced the petrol tank of the wree&kck carand the resultant
sparks caused the explosion that eruptedguigw feetfrom him. Olsen smashed into the
pavemeniand several other OmaniAmid the frightened screams and burning wreckage, he
looked up and saw the damaged Mercetia®e away at speed



Chapter 12

Sunday, March 4™ 21:15,
Muscat, Oman.

Deane unlocked the door to his flat and heard footsteps from the floor above. He walked
upstairsand knewwho it would be ‘o t hought vyou would be 1I|o
silence lingered between the two men as the evening shadows streamed acrosspihe cra

room.

Ol sen picked up his hand |l uggage and pl ace
next flight out ofhere.l * | | be accompanying the Royal par
want to | eave without sayi ng shwroolifbaydowlgr hav
made 1its way down OIhe wandesedvhethar Deane wduld brealkhismo me n

promise because of his actions during his pursuit of the terrorists.

Deane sat down in the nearest chair and pushed aside what geingato sg about the
car chaseFor the first time in over a decade, he allowedrhindto drift back to that fateful
day in Omarbut his heart resisted somewhas, he knewvh at an or deal it ow
down S a m)|l telkyoudvhat Happened’

Olsen did asie was toldandwaited patiently.

Deane fiddled with a scar on his right hand as he tridib¢gn The memories bubbled
away in his mind. Old feelings resurfaced, together with the pain of losing his partner and
ment or . Hi s voi ce youkrow, GSeoff kng | veete herel for Opévat © A s
ESPY. Ithad been a long running issliet it wasone we thought whad controb f ...’

June 26th Thirteen years ago, Muscat, Oman.

Calm sea breezes blew through Déaise f i n e adhe auméd a lecanerranajoined
the pavement in central Muscat.
On first impressionhe appeared to be a quiet aethxed visitor to the country who
wore a white disdasha. Other Omanis passed hipnwitiiout so much as a second look. The
reality was somewhat different. Havingeen an MI6 agent for many years, he had
experienced more at 30 yearsagfe than most would in a lifene. His official file at MI6
headquarters read A hi ghly skill ed and capabl e agent
hand to hand combat, surveillaneen d r e ¢ o n frath = dcddn@eane &ought of
himself as an expert in every field. In his mind, aside from his partner Geoff Olsen, he had no
equal.
Deane was acutely aware of his surroundings. His memory was sharp and despite
walking along the datively quiet AFBahri Road with his head down most of the time, he
could inform a stranger of any parked cars nearby, together with useful descriptions of the
nearest people. His walking pace quickened atsigkt of a run-down carin a side street
ahea. As he turned a corner, aall child called out in Arabievhilst grinning innocety.
Deane was fluent in Arab&nd understood the question, ks focussed on the job in hand
and continued towards the vehicle. As he reached the passenger doorg@®esaeeveep of
the area with his cold and emotionless ey@spakesure nothing was out of place. Feeling at
ease, he got in arekchanged a look with his partner
Geoff Ol sen read the expression on his par
the ignition key and the ageing Toyota roared
Deane shifted in his seat as he wound down the window. A faint smile spread across his
feat ur es . ,ourbagyets are stk at the MdahdaHot el . Ar e we al | s e



Geoff turned the car onto the main rcaad pased several Omanis on pushbikes. The
older agent was dressed more traditionally, iogkmore like a genuine visitavith his light
blue shirt and sand coloured trousers. Geoff hadydvibeen happy to leave the undercover

work to his partner of 10 years. ‘Did you se
‘' They e naotettogetdeafterriging la private taxi. They must be making the drop
someti me today."’ He said sternly.

Operation ESPY had been a lgmiyjawnout process. Tracking intelligence leaks was
never easy. The experienced partnership of Olsen and Deane had once again proved their
worth. After locating a formergency ally in Stratford, Londoas the initial suspect, the two
men had tracked down the buyef the intelligence data to Muscat, Oman. It was likely the
two men would sell the data to another faction for a large sum of money.

Geoff Olsen slotted the car into third gear and focussed his mind on the events that
would soon be upon him. At 45 yeantsl, he had seethe world, served his countaynd more
importantly, lived through it. Despite his love of the job, Geoff felt confident that his partner
was more than capable of taking on the role of OMAL, the MI6 codename for their agent
stationed in Oran. He ran his hand through his thigkeying hair and felt thadrenaline
rush reach every corner of his bolydb m goi ng t o, heitold EmselfBtill,de f ee |l i
was well awar¢hathis wife and teenage son back home in London needed his preserece
than Deane or MI6 did. That alone assured him that it was time to move on.

The cardrove through the quiet streets and moved onto the slightly busier Mutrah
Corniche. Several Omangalkedalong theroad hat was set sedge. e t o t
evening sunsime streamed across the walkeaed the beautiful Portugues#luenced
whitewashed houses. Decorative balconies and facades could not be missed. The sight of the
bare, rugged hills in the background made the housesatand

Geoff steeed thecar through the stunning sight as the hazy evening sunshine flowed
through the windscreen. The beauti ful surro
focus on the journey and his mindset. He glanced over to his pavtreelookedblankly out
ofthe wi ndow. The si | ewholad awaysmpeégyed Dearte lasethie quieg o f f
moody type. Several times, he had trusted the young man with his life and would do so again
without hesitation.

The car weaved in and out the taxis parked at the starahdpasgda small souvenir
shop before&eoming to a halin a side street, not far from the-Niahda Hotel.

Geoff switched off the i gni tatebisicuteoffifdom!| o o k e

theresti tapsr f ect | ocati on fadile antréadaihabbut ®sear Moasa ¢ h e d
the Syrian national who woultb doubtsell theacquired intelligence reports.
‘Here we go.’' ahdeatedbevarche qui et |l vy,

The rundown hotel sat alone on the corner of the street, several hundred ypanddé
busier areas. Two men appeared at the entrance, both holding a package.

Geoff watched carefully from behind the wh
be his partner. Did we get a rundown on hi m?

Deane fumbled through some papard aeadt hr ough t h evitabdetaile. fbgp | | c e’
looked up and watched the two targets talk to each other, taking note of the body language
bet ween the pair. “You can tell Moas 1s the
looked over sharply to his gaer, the senior agent.

Geoff ran a hand through his hair and thoi
They could both have some of the data we nee
“You take the accomplice. Il "1l take Moas.'’

Deane lookd at the targets that were wiog off in opposite directionand then back to
his partner. ‘“Moas is the key. We get him an



Geoff took the car keysut oft he 1 gniti on and opened the
S

Protocol dictates that we splipi f i t’ necess alimegintoodieetagaiaw hi s
and spokevi t h a more forceful tone of voice. ‘Do
one hour .’ Wit bfterO$car Moas.Geof f set off

Deanewatched him go and looked away in disagreement. Slowly, he gave a sweeping
look at his surroundings and set off in the direction of the accomplice. Sever&spagsed
as he kephim in his sightsDeane stopped and saw his &rgalk down a crowded layway
which lad to the fish market. He followednd kepta respectable distanes he watchedhe
target merge wi the crowds. The strong smel all types of fish swept over him as the
hustle and bustle of the market came into view. For an instanbeDest sight of his target.

He slowed down and took his time to locate him agHis steely looking eyes locked onto
the suspecagainwho stoodby the side of a fish stall at tHar end. Relief came over him
though it quickly changed to dread as thgéha stepped out from the stall and looked ghtai
at hi m. D e a naadhealheld ancadual $tdreifar a $ecdreforehe lookedaway.
When his gaze returned to the locatiba,sawthe targejog down the road to a waiting car.
Deane cursed himdan Arabic for not spotting the vehicle befoand set offin pursuit in
full sprint. He tried desperately to make his way through the busydsran time but watched
in vain as the car sped offdis eyes lookedaround frantically for a taxibut the steet
appeared to quieten down almost immediately. Deane closed his eygsyih himself at
the failurethen focussed his mind on his partnBid they want to split us upWithout
wasting another secondhe turned on his heels and began to sprint bawglards the Al
Nahda Hotel, convinced his partner was in serious danger.

Geoff Olsen watched Oscar Moas linger on the corner efMiAb Street from his
position outside the Mina Hotdl.f t hi s guyb6s on his way to a
He gave he surrounding area another check befwaet off in the same direction. On the
corner of AFMina Street, heaught sight of his target move off down an alleyway. Wayni
signals went off in his mind as he send#éolas was now aware of his presence. Desihie
alarm, he still felt in controhs hewalked slowly down the steep road before coming to the
corner of the alleyway. He studied every part of the quiet street before paermgl the
edge of the wall. The alleyway was narrow and desemeldserved as the back entranoé
the souvenir shops and Post Offit withesseshe thought to himself. Geoff summed up
the risks andhought about waiting for Deane, thedecided to make his movwale need this
intelligence da tCanfidentin hesaleciSian, he set off dawmthegnarrow
side street and quickly caught up Oscar Medso now appeared to be deliberately walking
at a slower pace. Geoff felt for the Fairbarn Sykes knife, his lucky charm, which was strapped
to his back. Attracting &ntion was the last thing he needd#tk recovery of the intelligence
data was all that mattered.

On Al-Mina Street, behind Geoff Olsem t a x i coasted to a st
accomplice got out and silently closed the door. Two other men did the same from the other
side. The accomplice gave a nod to his colleagues and led them down the alleyway, closing in
on the threat they had been waiting for.

Minutes passed as Deane rushiedugh the crowdand foundhimself back at the Al
Nahda Hotel. The sun felt hotter to him thahad doneasbeads of sweat began to form on
his foreheadDeane tried to recover from his sprint and felt his heart miss avbeathe saw
hisp ar t engty Tayota car He gritted his teetland felt even more on edges he
wondered where his target wA§asting no time, he rushed down the street and continued to
look in all directions, desperate to see a sign or a clue. Experience totd heturn to tle
hotel and waibut something inside made him walk on further. The Mina Hotel passed him
by, looking as deserted as it had done befdeane looked around agaand wagust about
to give up hope and turn back thepedacdWathoatar whe



waiting to see whahad happeneche sprintedn the direction of the noiséAhead of hin,
other Omanis were gathering around the cause of the didhemse did the same dualmost
fell to the groundn shockwhen he saw what it wa3here ahead of him wasis partner
Geoff Olsen, lying motionless in a pool of blood. On first sightoked like Geoff had been
stabbed in the neck and lower abdomen.

Deane lost all coloum his face. His mouth was opeand his eyeswere wide with
diskelief. The scee ahead of him was unthinkapleever had he imagined his partner and
best friend as fallible. A young Omani woman was sitting beside the body of Geoff Olsen,
screaming out for help in Arabic. Still Deane stood on the-lsigs. His body shddered
under the weight of the emotions that were rushing through his systehould have
i nsi bshauld davemadeGeoffr eal i se we s h o uS$uddenytDeatea ve s
pushed his way violently through the crowd and rushed over to his paiaeéid his best to
put his personal feelings aside and assess the patient. Within seconds, he sgiviaigout
Geoff Olsen Cardiopulmonary Resuscitation (CPR). Gently, he tilted ¢bd back and
checked the airwayAs he svitched into autopilot he desperaty tried not to look into his
friend’ s |ifeless eyes, pinched the nose <cl c
circulation, he locked his hands together in the correct formation and placed the heel of his
right hand over ihb s. p‘a@Gnevetrws..tlhower.’” r Dean
compressionsbut lost control andears ran down his face. After the first two breaths of
mouthto-mouth ventilation, his friend gave no response. The Omani womiaoninof him
mumbled in Arabidout Deanavas na giving up. He brushed higars away and tried again,
refusing to listen to the voice in his head that tedls;ng himi t was hi s faul t ..

Silence was all there was betweEnomas Deane and Sam Olséfinutes passety
and nothing was said.

Deane spoké i r st . ‘“Let me give you a ride to thi
emotion.
Ol sen didn't respond i mmediately. To hear

yearshad beera traumatic experience. But at the same time, thereawabnness inside his

heart. As if the nightmare and desperate feeling of wanting the tagHinally startingto

subside He spoke squietly,i t coul d al most DbNe, cll’alsls egletasa at
rose to his feet and picked up his luggage.

Deane stood at the door and raised his ri
finished here. |l > ve spent t hehthe aushoritieh.¥aur or
stoleapl i ce car and al most wrecked the town for

Olsensaidnothig. Hedi dn” t regret his actions.

Deane watched his headstrong partner and was at a loss as to where the reckless streak in
him came fromCertainly not from Geoff Olsen. | * v e  oooragert atthe JAEnO
doubts he’ | | be on the | oHek osuitg hfeodr atnhdo sseh onoekn h i
he di dn’ t wa nrationdogethertwasitaend oa & disagee@nathad so much
tosayand struggled to start. ‘“Look ..ulyaubaat si de
me? | stil d on’ tth yogr meteoddwti youwere right to go for that trugkyour
i nstinwdltunedt e Deane want ed sudj eouclof omi shyo
viol ent temper but forced himself not t o.
wanted to say how mudte loved himbutjusd i dn’ t knsitak. wher e t o

Olsenlooked at hisnentor. This was their last operation together

Deane knew the pamenship was in its final momengnd was willing to do anything to
prevent it. He swallowed and ran a hand over hge.fahe time he had spent with Olsen in
Oman had been traumatic but at the same time worthwhile. The Prince was still alive, an



attack had been thwarted, and despite the end drawing near, at least the air had been cleared
bet ween t hmeesunethis § fwlyatwuw’you want .’
Olsen was still trying to come to terms with what he had been told about his father. But
that was all in the past now. There was no denying that he regarded Deane as higdather f
and mentor in the preseand that he loved him withll his heartbut he needed to prove
himself and standlone. That burning desire never faded.
The silence gave Deane his answer. His eyes failed to focus on his young partner, who
he would always refer to as hisveomnhe' Bromis
His voice was soft and touched with sadness.
Olsen could feel the emotion welling up in his throat and wondered whether he had

picked up a hint of failure in his friend’
occasions, had trainednh to be an effectiveGovernmentagentand more than anything,
instilled in him the cause to fTiogrhtt on behal

Deane remained in the doorwayhut contirued t o | ook away. N
careful ... Sam..’

Olsen gave hisong-time partner an emotion filled hug and quickly walked down the
stairs to the street below he stayed a moment motes knew he would change his mind.



Chapter 13

Thursday, March 8™ 08:00 (4 days later),
Moscow, Russia.

Icy winds passed righthrough Akiradespite thdayers of thick clothing he had oBeneath

them,a silver locket bounded around his neck and at times touched the chest that housed his
black heart. The locket, with its delicate markings and polished silver, was a solitary link to a
man long gone, to a heart that was no longer capable of anything b#rersavage
destruction.

Moscow in Februarywas always well below freezinQut the weather was just a
distraction. His quest for global change was now moving into its final stages of preparation.
The failure h Oman had bothered him greallyt compared tthe changes he was hell bent
on making, it was small in comparison. Lowykattacks served their purposet for real
change, he knew all too well that he would need a super pmwhris side A country that
when merged with his allies, could not only stagual with the West but be strong enough
to topple it.

Akira had waied in the wings for many yearsnglly, just as Madeline had told him, the
opportunity had arisen. THeussian elections were around fenonths awaynd now was
the time to begin makg moves for change.

Several MiddleEastern countries we@readyunder his controlywhich hadcaused the
deat hs of hundr eds, i ncl uatg MI§, Fremam wermard, t he
Canadian, C.I.Aor even F.B.l. agents. In his mirahd his hearthe could hardly contain
himself. His plan to have hisngtime friend and ally, Mikhail Salenko, elected as the next
President of Russia made him realise that he had come so far but there was still much to be
doneRussia’s nucl ear prard fpr yearsnaed ithwauld talkeetiena to d o
reactivate and rebuild, but Akira knew that the experience was thetieme, agents would
come from the West, in their droves possibly, in an attempt to dissolve #z #md have
Salenko terminatedikira would do everythindie couldto stop them, even if it meant giving
his own life to the cause. There was simply no one that could challenge him. All of it was for
Madeline, to ensure once and for all that the corrupted West would cease its constant policies
andbe dissolvedMa d el i ne candét have died for nothing.

Akira saw heavy snow fafrom the skyand noted the impressive sight Tinity Gate
Tower ahead of hifra huge structure that was the entrance to the Moscow Kreltnditood
tall, with its blood likecolour and impressive featuretandout so clearly in the dismal
weather. He wonded when the day would come whiee would have thauclearpower of
Russia at his fingertips. The atal influence infected him as dithe stronghold of power
that emanatd from the impressive sight the Kremlin gave.

Underneath the Trinity Gate Tower, floods of tourists and locals passed hidoroy of
themgave him a second loaks he wagslressed in &eavy black jacket, black bootsd a
thick hat to keep out the colét the far corneiof the structurehe spotted is trusted ally.

The two men gave each other a warm hegghrecognisingthe importance of their first

meeting for months. Akira had beenea di n at i nefpcti@®adnmpaigk tomghe East

but knew it vas time he should be in Moscow in person. He spoke with a faint anulédt

supremely confident that the manfront of him would help change the destiny of tlerld
forever . Mi&haeltingdis is the start of our | o

Sam OlsenS.U.CO. team leadercleared some files from his chair and sat down at the
nearestdrminal in Operations CommanHe scanned the key areas of an operation report



sheet and found that MI 6’ s agent i nfthEhe Uni
Kiprich brothers. Tk Royal party had returned honaad terrorism had dominated all
newspaper and TV reports on a daily basis. He putrépert down and thought about
contacting Deane, who was stil |hehadéft@mann. OI s
and felt unhappy about how they had parted. With the operation now behind him, he was
slowly starting todeal wth all the emotion and hoped that in the days to come he would be
able to look forward.

Despite his relationship with Deane in an ab$t position, he knew it would improve. A
new voice had joined his thoughts, one that constantly reminded him thatadtetppened
in Oman all thee years ago had been a tragadg that he had been very lucky to have had
Deane guithg him ever since. ISen wasstarting to acceghe truth.

A copy of The Timeghit his shoulder and landed on the desk. Olsen looked sgetone
of his S.U.C.O. agentBan Carter, ta&off his dark blue jacket nearby.

‘“No sl eepi,Bgmoh Chet ¢ olbasd d ppre dhias | farrigend’ s
gl ad yloght.lheearad what happened in Oman, you do
Ol sen |l ed his friend to t,Denthoelatheesweresi de

moments where | thought my time wasupn mor e ways than one,”’

Carter | ooked around and asked quietly. ‘o
have been emotional hell '
‘1t was. At the same time though, to hear

Dad has taken a massiedge off it all. Sounds crazlyut after all this time it feels like the
healing process hdmally started. Knowing what actually happened was so painful but | had

to know. That whole operation has given me a greater understanding that what happened was
a tragedy butytdhawe @ombmthenme owerothe lyaars. K feel bad about how

we parted, but it feels too early to talk to
Carter rummaged around for a spoon. “Af t e

week, a little distance might help. Your relationshipwit obabl y be stronger
Ol sen thought about it and hoped |jDan.woul d

We may not be working together anymore but |

‘o heard a rumour that tgh Bim @ wew @artgser. Bhat b e ¢
would helpr i ght ?°

‘“Absol utel y. I f Tom gives the guy a chance
have to get in touch with him soon.’

‘Sounds like you bothhad a good talkas crazy as it sounds after all these year A
warm smile came to him. ‘“Come to think of it
exactly chatty.’

‘We really did talk. Maybe it was the cour
being in Oman was harthough, the sights, the smelksyerything that Dad described was
t her e. I even went to the street where..well,

Carter | i sThatmend tc lhaswvel yb.ee'n easy.’

“l could al most f eel him there you know? T
happened more than ever befe . 't s notitbeuts yl 't stlad vkl ya bgeuttt
around what happened, even if it was years ago. Just being in Oman has made me face
aspects of it that I never wanted to before.
thatreay matters | guess.’

“Tom wil |l always be there for you I ’'m sur
|l ooked to change the subject. ‘“So Rach is ok

A warm smil e s praeeatthe raentioroas Rachél. Irshés méard he knew
instanty e woul dn’t have gotten through the Oman
for him at the very end. ‘“Yeah, we're | ooki



August ti me.’ He <coul dn’t repress a $omile a
think about the best man mind you..
Carter took the mug and sipped it sl owly.

‘“There wasn’t any mil k..

Before Carter could answer, the broad shoulders of Alex Jordan pushed through.
Coming throsugah!guwhahtavdeoet o do to get a drin
the S.U.C.O. deputy team leader, gave a confident grin to his two colleagues and put his mug

on the table. |t read ‘World’ s Greatest Sec
wording . “ Lhiukhe? iWhat <can | s afory-twio-yearsldigate®Olseme r i g
a nudge with his elbow. ‘1 hear you al most g
not a fan of the monarchybyp u’ r e taking it a l|little far do
Olsen smiled but ignored the comment about the operation. He had never rgabiyt ’
Jordan’s senArytofi mg mobappen whilst | was awa
“Nothing of i nterest. You worry too much.
todaymindyoul f or one wouldn’t mind, my trigger f

Olsen raised his eyebrows in mock interest and moved away. He had known Jordan for
three years, and would describe him as a trusted colleague, one that was dedicated to the
cause. ltwas just the level of dedication that had always bothered him. At times, it had
appeared that Jordan enjoyed his work a little too much on occasion. Despite his concerns,

Ol sen respected Jordan’s impressive M 6 rec
doubting his sHKavéevwuahedaedpesomenbeng 'l haven’

Jordan sat down in Olsen’s seat and put hi
just heard that the powers at be are out to find those Kiprich brothers you ran intoutNo d
t hey’ I | be asking us to sort it.’ A smug gr
concern yourselves, you can stand aside, | could handle those two with one hand tied behind
my back.’

Olsen exchanged a quick look with Carter as he founthan seat. A slight commotion
caught his attention aheadndaRichard Elliott, Chief of MI6 and back from Europe,
appearedAll threeagents t ood up and greeted the Chief.

Elliott, a living legend not only amongst staff at MI6, MI%ida The Houses of
Parliament, had become an iconic figure with the public due to the several decdwes he
been in the public eye. Dressed in a stylish black suit, wearing a white shirt, black bow tie,
and a perfectly formed white handkerchief in his cipesket, Elliott stood slightly hunched
ove and looked every inch of his seveittyo-yearsof age Several strands of silver hair
were all that were visible on his head, and his bushy silver eyebrowsosat @ fiery pair of
blue eyes.

As he paused atr@earby terminal, Elliott gave a scowling look around the nerve centre
of MI6. He always gaveff an air that nothing was good enough, and everything could be
better, the | egend focussed his attention o
manydevel opment s.’ He spoke in his usual gr uf i

Jordan passed Olsen diamkhed a smile See?

Olsen walked into briefing room one and noted all nine S.U.C.O. agents from teams
Alpha and Bravo, including Carter andrdan, were in attendance. The other teams of the
elite force, Charlie, Delta, and Echo had been assigned to the Middle East for months and
were now on their way home.

In the far corner, sittingwayfrom the two squads were Burton and Rams$egMI6
depuy-chief. Olsen took his seat next to Carter.

Elliott glanced at every face in the room befbee started the briefingHe slowly rose
from his chair and looked out at his elite team, all of which he respected, and secretly cared



for like a soft Granddadnlhis advancing years, he had lost count of just how many briefings
he had given, and sadly how many protectors, or rather knights as he called them, had been
lost in the line of duty. Though his appearance was becomuorg frail with each passing
year, his steely blue eyes that had seen so much, had lost ndmeirdérocity.

Elliott had joined MI6 at the age ¢fventy-two, and had worked his way upravelling
the world and survivingo many operations. With each one completed, his ability as a leader
shone through, not to mention his dogged determination and sheer refusal to be beaten. At
forty-two, some twenty years later, Elliott became the youngest Chief of MI6 and took
control. Experts at the time felt he led not only the agency but the West titseligh the
Cold War single handed. Work took its toll and in 1993, at the agextfthree Elliott
suffered his first headttack and much to his disgust, was forced out of office from his
beloved MI6 and was cared for by his high school sweethaad,longsuffering wife,
Corina. As much as he hated being away from World events, he was looked on as a sad and
beaten figure by the public, with sympathy none the less, but consigned to the past.

When MI6 became leaderless once more, Elliotgiey-five, and in his mind fighting
fit despite his doctor’s reservations, t ook
were cautious, others victorious, but for Elliott himself, more determined than ever to carry
on where he had left off and be usefuhiag

Elliott scowled at his agents and gave himself a mental pat on the back for getting
through another day that according to most in the medical field, ghmil have been
possible

His voice was its usual gruff seland he projected it with authoritwhich made
everyonet ake notice and | i,sah attack toakrpldce in‘Oman oy ou kK
Saturday. Thank the heavens, t he Royal part
stepped forward and twisted his face in defiance as if it would hedpme way to prevent

the atrocity from happening again. “This is
attacked not only one of our Embassies but our monarchy as well. Myself and senior

personnel spent all of yesterday with Kegvernmenoffic i al s .’ Elliott paus
silver eyebrows as he finished. ‘" And now..we

The Chief of MI6 moved away from the big screen and gave a nod to the technician who
sat at the back of the briefing room. The screen flickered to life andayksp two
photographs.

ElI'l i ott continued. ‘“The Kiprich brothers.
the two, far more dominant in proceedings. Our intelligence from GCEQvgrnment
Communications HQ, Cheltenham) has indicated they havedséttlPoland for the time
being. After Oman, they moved through The United Arab Emirates and th€natow

Pol and.’ He handed fol der s to Jordan and
“ CONFI DENTI AL’ written across t heTimeKiprichheavy
brothers have crossed a |ine and they must b
For the first time that day a warm smile came over him and sengadef took hold  * |
should tell you that the C.I.A. wanted to take control o§ thib u t it’s with gr
teams Al pha and Bravo of S. uU. C. O. have the
senior agent s, Ol sen and Jordan. ‘Begin pre
has a fix on thie locationand willactasyou cont act point for this
every individual carefully and knew in his |
won't | et me down.'’

I n the front row, Ol sen saw the pride in |

S.U.CO. into battle and lead such a talented and powerful group of agents. At the same time
though, it was tne to do what he hated the mdstl Rachel he was going away. In the past it



had always been difficult, and Olsen had come away time and againgfeelguilty. Rachel
deserved better and each time he did it, the wwesseemed to feel

As the agents dispersed from the briefing room, Olsen reached for his phone and called
Rac h el ' ghongandhopedshe would be available for lunch.

A cold wind swirled through the lightlondehair of POL1, otherwise known as Agent
Martin Bedford. He adjusted the scarf around his neck and pulled down on his dark brown
baseball cap as he stepped onto a number 208 bus at Balice airport, seven miles west of the
city of Cracow. Bedford paid his fare and gave a sweeping glance to all the passearigers o
bus. His eyes locked onto the now bearded face of ¥opath, but only for an instant, as
he took a seat not far away. As the scenery passed by his windowmeenlbered his
briefing from his superior in Warsaw, t he n
mind. Keep a respectable distance and report daily on the movements of the Kiprich
brothers. Bedford found his newspaper from his jacket pocket andarbdg scan the
headlines.

At the back of the bus, a cold set of blue eyes continustiittyBedford, andook note
of every movementlosely. They belonged to Zoltan Ferec who was a trusted ally of close
friend Jozef. Ferec was suspicious of everyoneherbtis but is instincts had focussed onto
that particular individual who was slowly being marked a threat in his mind. Since their
arrival in Poland, he was convinced he had seen the man several times before. Ferec was
experienced and in astonishing plegsishape for his age considering he was now just a few
years away from forty. He was 6ft tall with daslondehair. His piercing blue eyes studied
the target carefully. Two wordsontinued to circle in his heaGovernmentagent. Ferec
remembered his friend’s | ast operation, t he
Oman. He wondered whether the agent was from MI6 and rédaieprevious contact with
that agency Ferec had encountered MI6 agents several times before, and thaa he
seriously challenged, though he had never encountered a S.U.C.O. agent. The others were
well trained, but they had never posed a serious threat to him, and had been easy to dispose of
in the past.

The bus came to a halt outside the City hall towethe main market square, the largest
in Europe. Bedford disembarked the bus and kept Jozef in his sights.

The sights ofCracow s ma r k sutroursleduhenillee market square was seething
with life. Many café tables filled most of the area, with &thof shops, antique deader
restaurants, bars, and clubs

Bedford had been in the square many times before and kept his vision locked on his
target. He wandered over to a small shop and picked up a piece of jewellery from a nearby
stand.He held tle attactive looking bronze piece to the light, whilst his eyes kept watch on
Jozef, who began to move away from the departing bus, and merge with the crowds. Bedford
replaced the piece of jewellery straight away and set off in pursuit.

Ferec had been watchingdabegan to walk behind a young ptej whilst he kept the
Governmengagent in his sights just ahead. There was no doubt in his mind now that the target
following his close friend was some form of threat. Ferec continued to make his way through
the busy meket square and was suddenly presented with a camera thrust in his face. A
nearby couple asked in perfect English to take a photograph of them. Ferec pushed the
camera away and shoved the tourist who almost fell to the ground. He began to jog slightly as
his target disappeared from view, but then relawden he found him agaimhe small
church of St Wojciech, which appeared lost compared to all the other more impressive
buildings,passed him by anae followed the targento the Church of StMary.



Themposing structure of aSdrge phedf the main mdrketr c h  d «
sqguar e. It had stood for centuries as, a sym
the beautiful design caught the attention of every passing tourist and local.

The historic church made no impact on the assassin Ferec who walked through the main
entrance and passed the large-fteat tall wooden doors. His eyeswept around his
surroundingsandtook noteof a few people who were all focussed on the impressiveestai
glass windowsFerec took out his pistol from his jacket, concealed it in his pocket, and
approached the target tHatgeredat a nearby staircase. Slinking into the shadows, he slowly
passed one pillar at a time and drew nearer to his target tivee¢dimo sign of detecting his
presence. The instincts of a preddtmk over his body and mind, aadfeeling of complete
control swept through him. He moved the pistol behind his back and cocked the weapon
slowly, whilst passing another two pillars. Feracruthless killer, struggled to stop himself
from breaking out with a large smile as he stopped only a handful of steps away.

Bedford continued to watchiozef inspect the stained glass window. As yet, the MI6
agent had yet to decide exactly what the mvass doing.Waiting for someone perhapste
thought to himself. Bedford furrowed his brow and casually turned his head slightly. The
reflection of his face in a nearby silver ornament caught his attention and sent a quick shiver
down his spine. It was nadté twisted and disjointed representatidrhis facethat made him
feel so startled but the sign of someone moving towards his position very slowly. Bedford
didn’t waste a moment and began to walk up t
be offices and storage rooms above. His senses became heighiesieelquickly registered
other footsteps on the staircase. Bedford reached thef tihye stairs and hioked around
for an exit.If | can just get to the outside, | could lose them in the céowd

Ferec gave a nod to Jozef asalv his friend follow him up the stairs. At the top a door
closedat the far end of the corridor. Thdondehaired Ferec gave a smile to his friehd,
knewt here was no escape from th@Wai rolbbewre.! Thi s

Upon entrance into the room which was a small office, Bedford glanced quickly around
every corner but realised with dread that there was no hope of eSbepmound ofdotsteps
came to the door as Bedfopdished open the nearest window aodked outside. A thin
ledge ran across the red brickwoflhere was a chance he would fall but what choice did he
have?Bedford took a deep breath, stepped out back first and gripped onto whatever presented
itself. The window snapped shiiut he held onHe edged along as quickly as he could and
slowly gripped the window of the next room with his fingernails. It flipped opadnearly
knocked him off balance, buBedfordmanaged to climinto the storage room and slumped
on the floor. He took a few sea to controhis mindand pulled out his Browning 9mm
semtautomatic pistolAt the door, he edged it open slowlnough for him to see Jozef
standing outside the office he had just | eft

Ferecremained in his aggressive stance, with his pistol out in front of him at all times, as
he scanned every corner of the room. A nearby wardrobe, big enough for a man to hide,
shuddered under several bullets as they exploded out of the chamber of hex silistal.

Ferec slowly opened the doors, expecting to find a body but instead found several robes filled

with holes.Confusionsweptover him as he approached the window and began to survey the

view of the market place. His head suddenly whirled arouritbeasound of a commotion

coming from outside the door. His athletic frame leapt over the nearby desk and opened the
doorwhichreveabkdJ o zef | ying motionless on the carpet
attempted to calculate whether otlé&rvernmat agents were now in the church. He slowly

moved out of the doorframe bsawno sign of anyoneA door slammed shut behind him.

Ferec spuraround and immediately sprint toward the door at the far end of the coHiidor.

mind scanned the church layout had memorised and knethe roof was the only



destination from thatoom He burst into the room and quickly began to climb the first
ladder, still confident he could finisinyresistance quickly.

Bedford watched for a moment from his position and theppstd out from the large
wooden beam in the corner of the room and aimed his Browning pistol at thxotale
terrori st on the | adder. Hi s thunderous voli
moves! Drop your weapon sexnwere ready éor any sudden. ’ B
devel opments as he stood with his knees bent

Ferec cursetb himself. For the first time in years, he realised he had underestimated his
opponent, as he dropped his pistol to therfldespite his predicament, the arrogance of a
near impenetrable man still boiled away inside of Ferec.

Bedford watched his target slowly step down the ladoleestepat a t i me. ‘' Kee
hands where | can see t hem!taredfarchadHini, withhihh e mar
hands in the air. He noticed almost an insulted look on his face. Bedford ignoasdi it,
alignedhimself with the doorway. His eyes quiglshifted towards the corridand back to
his target. Jozekas stilllying motionlessat si de t he office not far
k n e ®OWN! Now, who the hellarey@u | want a name!’

Ferecbowed his head and said nothing. He knew an opportunity to turn the tide would
sooncome.He heardotherguestionscome at him buheignored hem. As he tried to stay
calm, his eyescaught sight ohis pistolin the far corner of the room. Ferec began to think of
how to reach it.

Bedfordknew he had to make his escape and report back to Midked to his right
to check on Jozedgainandgot a shockat what he sawNo b ody wadast ug, mave e .
yoursel f!l” He grabbed his hostage and pushe
now pressed up har d yawfdaendhauth ?7hi Beldd ad.d ‘c\Whmdr 6
around in all diretions, in an attempt toseewhere Jozef had disappearéal He felt
hopelessly outhumberetdhen out of nowhere came laughtklis hostage suddenly began to
l augh uncontroll ably. Bedford pushed the ba
“ Y o un of =& bitch How many of you are ther@&®ow!’

Ferec continued to laugandf ed of f Hearo f c avhtadr 'wsas t 0o con
yourself little one, it will soon be over.’

Bedfordstarted to lose control of himind. He pushed his hostage out of the doorframe
and slowlybegan to walk down the corridoAn ambush would surely comi,was just a
matter of when



Chapter 14

Thursday, March 8t 12:45,
Vauxhall, London.

Rachel fiddled with her dark brown hand stepped off the numb#nirty-six bus, narrowly
avoiding a group of school kids who were waiting with their teacher. A cold wind had come
in and what had been a predominant blue sky had now turned heavily ovBhestore a
long-sleeved light blue @ black jeans and a long grey jack&s she walked briskly along
the streetshe triedto find the umbrella in her badt was underneath her foldedur s e’ s
uniformand had it open just in time as the first droplets began to falltliemlismatiooking
sky. Justthe sight of her uniforrmade her recall the last eight hours. It had been another
difficult shift at Guys Hospital. But then again, working in the Casualty unit of any hospital
as a nursevas never routine. Of late thougéhe had struggled toetat the constant flow of
patients withoutbecomingemotionally involved in each case, and that constant drain of
energy had left her feeling very tired.

Just the other day she had been talking with another nurse as to why she had been
reacting this way. Bchel had been a nurse for eight years now, and at twerdyearsold
she couldn’t remember the | ast time it had a
been unable to put her finger on what was the cause and thgbAa Bad come intdhe
Casualty unit and for the scariest moment she could have sworn it was her fiancée, Sam
Ol sen, and that had terrified her. She’ d f el
shake the image of her future husband lying helpless on a trolley. Aftgrsalhow hard had
she tried over the years to make him see the risks? Had she done enough? Did he know just
how much she wanted him to leadw6?

That wasthe problemand she knew why. Only a few days befatee had found some
paper wor k awhichOhbdslaifred what hdd aappened on his previous operation.
Not that the paperwork gavauchaway, it was so formal and it could be read in so many
ways, but it was obvious the jargon and general innuendo was hiding something dangerous
Inf or mati on they didn’t want people to know.
pushing paper around, he worked for hevernmenion the most dangerous form of work
there was.

Truth be told, she didannd tehxahetpt Nolytthatkhe o w wh
could tell her, the Official Secrets Act put paid to that. He w@aernmentagent, which
was bad enough, but what exactly did he do? Protect people? Work in the background or on
the front line? Every time or had things changed?

They had talked about it, but each time he had visibly clammed up and though she had
found outsomedetails important to her, it had never been enamglshe had learnt tpush
it away Until now. Maybe it was the passing of time, it was hard to say, butrséve @&ne
thing, living with the knowledge that her husband may never return time and time again
would be too much for her in the long run. Despite being besotted with Olsen, it was getting
harder and harder. With every goodbye at the airport, the painfahemtowhen he
disappeared seemed to hurt her more each &intkall she longed for was a normal life. Not
necessarily nine to five, but knonmnshalgvedat | e ¢
years before their time.

As she came around the corrglte saw Sam waiting dutifully outside Café Uno
Restaurant. Even from a distance it lodok&e he was guarding the buildimgther than
waiting for herMy Sam, lvays the protector.



Rachel saw her man visually brighten as she came into. Vieey huggedeach other
and then kissed softly. She searched his dark brown eyes and his features. He was happy to
see her, that was obvious, but straight away she knew he had bad news, she had seen it many
times before and en though she tried not to lodkwas allhelpless. It could only mean one

thing.
He was going away again.
Rachel’'s heart fluttered as they went i nsi

already preparing herself for that heart wrenching goodbye where they would both kid
themselves itvas going to be ok, when in reality it was all outhadir control and for Rachel,
there was nothing worse.

Burton leant forward and placed his elbows on the desk in his office. A radiant smile
spread across hiade and his eyes suddenly filled wittidiat the sight of his wife and child
walking towards him. All thgpain and darknedse had experiencddded away as he got up
and walked towards the love of his life. Before he could hold her, a noise emanated from
behind, one t hat owtoadtodlismiss it and took anatlyer step forward
but something pulled him back. To his dismay, the image of his family diss@wedhe
awoke with a grunt and the sight of his assistant shaking him, setlh&ck in his chair fast
asleep.

“Sir,upwakd ease! !’

Burton rubbed his temples and leant forward. His head was spinning, and his whole body
felt like atent on wei ght . “ Ok ..ok, |l " m here! Uugh .. H
assistah, whi ch wdas nf wlolt oafs poiatdy .as* I [ ook ok ?’

The young assistant raised her eyes to the ceiling and walked out of the room, silently
talking to helfryqusdy6d. as she went. °

Burton opened his bloodshot eyes and waited for the room to stop spiHeingok a
deep breatland struggled out of thehair. Only in the last few hours had the realisation that
his family had left him sunk in. Sleep had been impossidé¢ing had been out of the
guestion. Burton was convinced that if he could just talKdate one more timethey could
patd things up.Finding herhad proven to be the problem. During the early hours of the

morning, Burton had driven to his wife’'s si
family were nowhere to be seen. A lahdtheré hi s
appearedto be notral. wondét give up, | 61 | find them ey
again.

The view fromhis office window held his concentration as a single boat passed under
Vauxhall Bridge along the River Thames. Once again, his mind bedéoataway as the
hypnotic waves took him away to a place where his family was with him again. He gave a
shake of the head and opened the large filling cabinet, removed a folder, but winced hard as
the words on the pages failed to come into focus. Heelbakp slowly to the powerful
florescent lights above him and glanced away immediately. Seconds lasézpped outside
to see his assistant paum ng away o0 nDawmraan yolehgvenaiatenahceorhe
up and check the lights in my office?

The yowng assistant swivelled around in her chair and turned her head to oras side
the request madenosense* The | i ghts? But yours are the
they sir?’ Her eyes focussed on hyeufeel@peri o
alright today?’

Burton sighed and waved his hatodpush her away ‘ akhkutlsem to take a look would
you? The | ook on his assistant’s face went f
coul d pl e as eBurbawaiked bdckhténeafikng cabinet and turned off the lights
along the wayln the cabinet he caught sights®veral important satellite images and silently



cursed to himself. Beforkee pushed the cabinet closé® caught sight of a bottle and glass
hidden at the farrel. A memory came to him from months before wherhad placedt

there. His mouth suddenly felt dry and within seconds, he reached for the whiskey and
poured himself a double.

Bedford’s head snapped up sharpl yAsshe hi s
slowly movedalong the corridor, his prisoner shefflalong in front of himAt the officehe
had originally entered several minutes before, he pushed the pistol of his weapon firmly
against the head of his prisoner and looked around. The dogoushsd back to the wall,
and there was none in the room. Bedford quicktlid a 18Gdegree sweep. The corridor was
empty, andthere was no sign of themanhe had knocked unconscioas the ground level
where several tourists still lingered. His hostaggabeto shake his head. Bedford was
growing tiredaotethéYmangsef asbegtboangi tb’ sHg

Arrogance boiled up inside of Ferec, knowing it would not be long before he would have
theGovernmenagent ' s | i fe ispokesi hamads.allih voice.
friend. This will al/l end in your death eith

Bedford composed himself and drew on the years of experience he had gained in the
field, mostly based in Poland as POL1. Throughout that time, he had nesaréered
anyone as arrogant or startling as the man at the end of his pistol. He put on his most
confident tone. ‘“Don’t bet on it, t he Henl y
felt a sense of accomplishment as his hostage fell silentitiuh moments, the laughter had
returned. His feelings merged with the adrenalin that flowed around his body and he slammed
down the butt of his Browning pistol with all his might. The laughter stopped instantly as the
body fell limp. Bedford caught holdf him and dragged him along the corridor to the
staircase. Several of the overhead lights d n ’ tand the dak shadows overcame them.
Bedford pulled the prisoner to his feet and gave another sweeping glance to the silent corners
of the church.

Jozefmoved for the first time in almost half
the shelf. The door of the wardrobe in the office, opened as Jozef stepped out and reached the
doorframe. His senses had registered that the attacker and his frigmaiskad the room and
were no doubt heading to the church e&#. he looked oythe saw the agent dr&gerecto
his feet.For a moment he felt concern for Ferec but he ignored isar@ved on the silencer
attachmento his pistol The longer this goes dahe greater chance he has of escapiHg
eyes lit up as he stepped out and pumped his legs as hard as héogaulde corridor His
right hand held his pistol as he took aim

Bedford pulled the hostage to his feet againstaded down the stairStraight away his
whole body jumped as a noise came from behind. A silent alarm went off in his head as he
instinctively threw away his hostage and swivelled as fast as he could in the opposite
direction. There, the darkness fell away at the sight of a Ppestting towards him. The
faceof the Priesforced his eyes to grow ever wider at the realisation that it was in fact the
second attacker. Bedford lifted his weapon to fire but his logical brain knew it was too late.
Searing paircame fromhis right shalder asthe cold steel of thbullet impaced his body.

The force of thet pushed him off balance and the floor ahdceiling switched placesintil
finally, everything turedblack.

Jozef came to a halt and rushed down the stairs to the small craththgathered
around the fallen agenwVith the pistol concealed beneath his robe, Jozef was thankful he
was wearing the robes of a priest as the crowd instantly made way for hinag@hewas
bleeding whichworried the gathering locals but Jozef cos&he was still breathingln an
attempt todefuse the crowd hglaced his hands wide in the air and reassured.thés robes
fooled everyone dr ovoenadl r‘eadyrath awnmeEr. v,



Jozef picked up the legs of the fallen agent as Fevko looked woozy, appeared and
grabbed the head. Seveoélthe crowd spoke of their concernnabving him but the two men
quickly moved towards the exit and caught sight of the waiting grey Mercedes car on the
edge of the market squaféhere were shosatof alarm, but Jozef ignored them as they left the
church at a rapid pace adddbpped the bodgn the back seat of the car. The crowd of people
that had gathered were confused@what had actually happened.

The car sped through the surrounding roaatd dozef told the driver to pull over on a
nearby grass verge. He looked back from the front seat and saw his close friend ,and ally
Ferec, pointapistdt t he head of their hostage. “Now
and where are you stayingtinhi s god f orsaken country?’

Again, Bedfordsaid nothing The shoulder wound he had sustajnledd now been
stabilised butthe pain was still written across his face.

Jozef took pleasure in recognisingtlands mi | e d . “You’re outnumbe
means of escape and you have no backop could however, help yourselhd answer my
guestions.’

Bedfordweighed up his options arldoked around the car from the backseat. Including
the driver and the two men from the chyrcl was outnumbered threedbe b ut t hat di d
mean there was no way to escabé training and experience had taught him one thing,
never give up.

I n one swift motion he slammed his right e
with his feet.It was enough to give him éftseconds he neededhesopened the car door.

Ferec tried tgrab hold of his prey but it was too late.

Bedfordwas free but for how longemained to be seeRrom the car he slipped down a
grass bank but got himself to his feet and ducked behind ani@tgdiox on the side of the
road. With no weapon there was way he could fight back but Bedford knewred to try
to senda message back to Mlble allowed himself one look back to the terrorists and saw
the car doors opemss they started to search fom.

‘“We need him alivel’ Jozef | oaded his weay
had alreadytarted the search

Bedford coul dn’t stay where he was and mc
leaving the terrorists at the top of the slip redmbve As he ran, a green Ford drolvg and
he tried to get the attention of the driver.

From the top of thelip road Ferec saw the movememid set off in pursuit.

To Bedford’s r el i eddownptahdethe guvindow lowerlednrtite s |
dri wde: sHe stopped andIlneedgoourdhelp, aamglai nst t he

Ferec wasnetresaway and dropped to his knees and fired.

There were several shotsut Bedford only remembered the one that blew out his right
knee and some of the car dodhe forceof the blastflipped him over On the ground, he
tried toreach for the cabut the diver screamed in panic and acceleraeay.

Ferec was onto his prey in seconds and aimed his weapte aoman driving the
green Ford

Jozef restrailnene hdiosn’ftr ineenedd. a‘'nNNo mor e atter

Their car pulled up and Jozef opened the door.

Bedford tried to crawl away but didn’t hav

Ferec grabbed hold of his prey and shoved him onto the backseat.

Bedfordcried out in pain as btm poured out from where his right knee once.Wae
determination he had felt to escape had gone.

Jozef got i nto the <car and | obkemdaburnakd VY
cannot escape uslow tell me your namé!

Ferecs mashed the butt of his weapon into the

ow
do



His reserves of mental strength had gdreere was nothing moigedfordcould dq but
try to find other means of survivabnd that meant ceoperating with terrorists
‘Bedford.namat.)’s my

Jozef smiled at Fered.his is where the fun begime thought to himself. 1 . Nosve
Bedfoord who do you work for, and where do you |
‘1l live in..in the flats near the Czartorys

Jozef gave directions to tldeiver, and the car begeto move. He then looked baakthe
host ag @oyouwshfor? Your other knee will be theexttargei f you don’ t a
me '’

Bedford swallowed, tried again to block out the pain, but submitted to it once more. He
looked at the attacker in the ftogeat but found no mercy in heyes The man next to him
slowly movedthe gun across to his other knd&@edford closed his eyes and tried to fimdat
little resistance remained

Olsen tasted the first mouthful of his Lasagne and grimaced slightlg aeat.

Amidst the calm setting withil€afé Uno, waiters buzzed arour@ther couples and
business men and women, add teecrairs @®iduedttchlat the ay ' s
windows, at times catching a few gasps of surprise from the nearest customers.

For Rachel the rain was just background noise. All she could think about was where Sam
was going, why, and whether she had the strength to go through it again. She questioned
herself constantly but knew that as ever, she wouldthedstrengtrand come ttough She
lovedOlsenwith all her heart, but did he really know how she felt?

‘“How was your shift?’

Rachel picked atme Sal mon f i sh |c alkoens .t ‘kNootw, groefatl.at

tough going, |l haven’t been coping well .’

‘o Kknow. | ihgvaboutlyau elsit the kevelnokwork? Or maybe we just need a
break? Maybe we should sit down and glan

Rachel couldn’”t take a moment mor e. ‘“Wher e
need to know.'’

Olsen put down his fork and raised his eyebrows inr pr i s e . ‘“What makes
going anywhere? Rach, | can understand

‘o know you..l know us. Whenever | see that
sit there and say you've got to go away agse
foreead and | ooked away. ‘1 just hate the fact

| have been meaning to talk to you about t
| hate this sidef it. | feel so guilty, and truth be tol

Rachel reached out and took hold of his ha
you, and | can’t | ose you, Il just can’t .’

A warm smile came to Olsen’s face. *‘But yo

‘1l can’t deny i tramadsrine yearbneve and tkoogvetmipleart| f o
can’t |ive without you, but the thought of
know | am going to |l ose you before | was mea

Olsen stroked her hands softly. Just hearing the words madés&inawful. He was
causing this pain, but still he would hold onto his career, purely because he wanted to make a
di fference and could feel the fire burning w
“When you proposed i nedRhatahmgsevouldichageiandy®u | | u
would start to think of changing direction in your work but now that you have this promotion
and your own team, whatever it is they do, that seems even further away. Do you know how
it feels to see you go at the airpaut, kiss you goodbye at home knowing there is a big
chance you won’t come back to me?’



Ol sen stared at his | asagnoec.c upNoe.d lofg uleastse
been seeing a lot of things. What happened in Oman has affected me momre thanll i sed .’

Rachel remembered the talks they’  d had ove
opened up about not only issues with his fa:
that, and | want to help you throughti@d n’ t e v e r t heré forrydu, ot I'love youo

any | ess, |l just want you to | ook at other |
A mass of questions circled in his mind. Could he do something else? Did he have to be
at MI6? What about the Police or something entirely diff&telraining perhaps? A huge
wave of awareness came over him and he realised just how selfish he had become. He
reached again for her hands and spoke with
person to be with and sodopd) kjustinévereondderedrtherd oi n g
were other options. But the last thing | want is for the job to become between us, or heaven
forbid take you away from me."’ He | eant ove
right hand. tlhappéencah’tl | statbhato | ook at
wi Il ."
Rachel almost started to cry, but held off, not wanting to attract any more attention than

they already had. ‘“Real l y? | don’t want y 0L
toget her .’
S I never resent you for anything. I  wan
‘“l just don’t want to change you, but you

don’t think any woman c¢ oul dterdiretoh to elp{pdoplel t . I
and make a difference is one of the reasons | love you so much, but you know, you could do

Sso much, you' ' re so talented!”’ Her voice sou
obvious but she di dnhertomake suee,Sam knewwma@avshedelt.er yt hi
‘“Well then 1711l start to |l ook at the other

Rachel smiled back at hiand hopedhe change would happen. Whatever happesiesl
had to trust the man she loved. Though she felt stresf$edbringing up such a delicate
issue she certain there was someptimism that things would change and those painful
goodbyes would m®mea thing of the past.

Olsen went back to his lasagne and felt a surge of guilt consume him. How had he
become so wrappedun the job? How could he hurt Rachel this way? More than anything
he wanted to make a decision there and then to break the cycle and leave the service, but
something held him back and he so desperately wanted to know what that was.

Burton emerged from &tography Analysis clutching several satellite images of
Cracow Poland. Theshot of whiskyhe had downed some minutes befoag helped to calm
him as he took a quick look at the fuzzy images that had been downloaded from a C.I.A.
satellite. His usual efficiaay and interest in his work was disappeayiag his mind struggled
to think of anything other than Kate and Oscar, his wife and son. Topptrld leaders or
protecting National Securityow came a distant second if that. Burtgqened the&loorwhich
revealed the Chief of MI&lliott, waiting by the desk.

‘“Preparations f @&@r aGpkeerdatti lhen QRreipafi sal t he
bet er than he did, mu dm 6t o t Bu st @heythoumivie s g usett .
h i ms eds &ir, | havé'the satellite imagesGfcow All looks good. Team S.U.C.O. are
just finishing up their preparation and will be reassembling soon. Has’POL1r eport co
over yet?’

‘Not yet .’ He replied sharply. ‘“By the end
scheduled time. Our profiles suggest the Kiprich brothers will linkup with a Libyan group in
the next coupl e of odfargnee.call withuhe PNl and The Defence s h e d
Mi nister. The termination order has been gi"



the teams are dispatched quickly. I want yol
l ingered near rtehde hdiomgr,. RaGseymoeported some
been having of | ate or something of that ilKk
Burton replied quickly. “Oh that. Yes sir
fine."’
Elliott smiled faintly and thought of hiwife Corinafort he t ent h thatise t hat
good, you can’'t put a price on your family.
Burton could feel himself wellingup, bbepus hed it away. “Just fi

he watched his boss leave, an air of pressvas left in the office. Burton rubbed his head
and sunk in his chair, trying to focus and think straight. From the other side of the office, the
Whiskey bottlecalledto him again.

Bedford felt the tears run down his face as his captors opened théodusrflat and
dropped him by the far corner in the living room. Throughout the car jolmaénad failed to
control the pain and with His duty to his country. His mind continued to spin out of control
as themen approached hirivVhat choice do | have.

Jozef walked into the main living room alabked aroundIt consisted of a large open
spaced room, with an esuite bathroom, bedroom, and kitchen. It was small and cold, with

light streaming in from a solitary window. Jozef knelt down to face his laog e . “Now t |
we'  ve established you work for MI 6, Il think
his | eft hand and pointed to Bedford’s | apto
eyes | ocked onto the mall eHepsat@ecitora d&adl

Bedford tried tlohacdhbeensome time sirce he hadl felt anything in
hislegs He spoke faintly to his captors. ‘“For w
Jozef screwed his face in a fit of rage and lashed out, kickingstivenmentagent
violently on the |l eft knee. ‘“That 1is my bus
grabbed the laptop and dragged it down onto the floor. Displayed on the screen was the
locked screensaver, which required three character codes andigitedentity code. Jozef
knew all too well, they could manipulate MI6 with the data he so desperately wahtzd.

was no time for more resistance * Do you think this was all a
to have thisencounteand 1t ' s dutkas we gwalandg?d am no fool. For the past
week, we’'ve been well aware of your presence
Bedford raised his head slowly. *“What are
Jozefconti nued his attempt to bl uff. “Your f
t hem. They wil |l die tonight 1 f a phone call
features. ‘Your destiny may be sealed my fri

Bedford closed his eyes for a moment in an attempt to draw strength from somewhere.
He opened them to see both men c¢close to him,

believe you.’' He said weakly.

‘“Are you willing to Bsakdéd thatastcrkramoeaev? wlotul «
your l'ife for your <country is one thing, b L
expression change on the face ofithmeyand | eaned in cl oser. ‘o

Whatever else | may be, if you give iypeur clearance codes, | swear to you your family will
not be harmed."’

Bedford tried to swallow but t begantpfedl n wo u|
heavier by the second, well aware of the serious injuries he had sustained. His thoughts
reached outo his family in Londonl candét take a chance on my f
any of thisé

Jozef flipped open his mobile phone and exchanged a look with Ferec who was sitting at
the desk. ‘*The codes. Give them to me.’



Bedford stayed silent and closkis$ eyes, desperate for something, someone to give him
a chance to get away. What never went away were the thoughts of his family, suffering,
because of who he was.
Ferec stepped forward once more and stamp
swore epeatedly in the face of such defiance. Again, and again, Ferec lashed out until finally
he lifted his hostage from the ground and threw him across the wall.
Bedford crasled to the floor and felt every bone in his body ache. The pain was on a
totally different level to what he had ever felt before but it seemed secondary to the welfare
of his loved ones. His body was broken, but his mind was still active and consumed with the
choices ahead of him. Yes, he could die here and hope that his family wouldréx spa
take the only chance he had available and trust the word of a madman. Anything to save those
he held so dear. But what of his other familig MI6 family, was he not devoted to them
too? A dizzying wave came over himstime ranout. As much as hieated himself, he would
have to break his oath to MI6.
Ferec whipped out his gun and closed in.
Jozef spoke slowly as his comrade came <cl o
Bedford sent out a silent prayer of forgiveness to Richard Elliott and slowlyedphis

mouth. *“P... O..L..126..722..3411."
Jozef listened to the magic he had obtained aodlglbegan to smile back at his
hostageAki ra wi | | be most pleased when | i nf orm

as a nobody for much longee looked to tke table where Ferec had entered the data and
was now staring at the official MI6 linkup screens.

Near by, he heard the hostage mumbl e some
shoulder and spoke calmly, despite struggling to contain himself with thevawt@at they
had managed with the c¢cl earance codes. “Our
bedroom for a sleep will you?’

Ferec dragged his praynt o t he bedr oom. He tapped the
spoke in a flippafft Aoseéeck' L@yt spegadst hrou
next kill was going to come very soon. The cold stedtisfpistol was pressed against the
head of his hostage as a tHesavourgdthggmomentandr e a d
smiled uncontrolibly as the bullets put Bedford out of his misery.



Chapter 15

Thursday, March 8t 18:15,
Moscow, Russia.

Akira, with Salenko in tow, left the Kremlin area and passed the towering structure of
Borovitskaya Gatalower. As they crossed over Moscow River, anothde @garce wind
came inwith its chilling bite and thick snow for good measure. Akira, far more used to the
humid weather of the Middle East raised his scarf closer to his face and pulled out several
keysfrom his coat pocket.

Just on the edges of the riverbank were old, dilapidated buildings that were falling away
with the passing of time. All of them were two storeys hight most had boardegp
windows andotting brickwork.

Akira stopped at the doorwaof the third building along and lookdzhckto make sure
they had not been followed or had any unwelcome visitors. His eyes immediately locked onto
a figure on the other side of the Moscow River. Akira turned to obtain a betteblaotne
individual had disappeared. He committed what little he had seen to memory and led Salenko
upstairs to a small meeting room.

Salenko had been there many times before
finish the plan for the run up to the Poll

Akira checked the view from the window before he spoke‘ Re a d thdséh r o u
documents. He said nonchalantl y. “This wi |l | b
After that you will be the next Presindlent of
he thought of theKiprich brothers. Akira had just moments before approved the plan the
brothers had put in motionf they make any dents in MI6, it will all be a bonus. Let them
have their petty feud, the upcoming war is the key.

Salenko glanced atéhdoaiments butooked surprised “ T hi s lilkeli ftjussao und s
formality Akira.’

Akira surveyed the vig from the window one last time, bstill ¢ o u | Idcaté the
individual he had seen. Speculation circled in his mind as to who it could be. A localsitho
happened to be in the wrong place wakde a def
rememberedViartin Braga who had been the MI6 agent assigned to Russia for the last
decade. One of the first things he had done when he came to Russ@huas that man
down and ensure he would never be a threaha@aiuld it be his replacement?

Akira turned araund to face his ally. 14 tone was one of frustration as if being
guestioned on the election resualtitwas’ an ins

Salenko couldn’t help but s hndeéaminfpkwer, a’ s a
| have your word now, we wilteactivate the nuclear programme amdve against the
West ?’

AKki ra’ s ex pchanged asde spake with that same passiosle t o n e . “ Wi
everything we have.’

s ?
gh
e

Agent Patrice Marraud, a highly respected and experienced member of the French Secret
Service, continued his journey away from the Moscow River and back towards the safe
haven of his small flat a few streets away frdme GUM Department store. The dismal
weat her , together with Marraud’s constant st
what he had just seen had confirmed what he had always suspected. Salenko was not the
powerful force he had been made out toirbéhe press and political circles. Over several
months, Salenko had been presented as an iron man, the saviour of Russia, and the only one



who could lead them back to power. Marraud had always been sceptical, and after what he
had st observed, was evamore so now.

Someone else was involved.

Marraud adjusted his black woolly hat and fluffed his tHibénde hair as he walked
through Alexandrovsky Gardens. Looking younger than his forty years the senior French
agent, who had been posted to Russiagtitaafter his work withThomasDeaneand Sam
Olsenin London, wondered just how deep the mystery man was invoeuld it just be
Salenkobs personal assistant? Or his potent.i

Marraud wasaware of his location and knew of evenglividual around him as he sat on
a nearby bench andused off snowfrom his boots The picture ahead of him could easily
have been taken straight out of a Christmas, ¢thedbeauty was so striking. The green lawns
were completely covered in a careful dustifighick white snow

The constant silence eased any fears he had as the legendary French agent sat alone in
the gardensand remembeed the briefing he had received just days before. His memory
recalled standing in a plush office in Paris, as the Head of the French Secret Service had
ordered Marraud to Moscow in the belief that the growing uncertainty to the future of Russia
couldproved have devastating consequences to the
was soaring, as he based his campaign solely around reviving the patriotism of Russia and its
power in the world.

Marraud distinctly recal | edacetas ¢heywadrboth ed |
spoken about the continuous aggressive nature of not only Salenko, but his followers as well.

He remembered his orders clearly in his middr ovi de us with first r
Salenko and his movements, we must know nfievlati is happening thex@

Marraud hadn’t been in Russia |long but hac
sure the man hiead seemnvith Salenko wagey. As he walkedhrough the first public garden
of Moscow he glanced over to notice the changirighe guard, and found himself several
feet away from the State History Museum. More sif@ihas he passed the GUM Department
Store Marraud split his attention between a group of men lingering in Red Square and
wondeedjust how Russian people could swe/such winters on a yearly basis.

As he steppednto Ulita Ilyinka Street, the power and imposing structures of the
Moscow Kremlin began to fade. As he came to the end of a side street, he was now some
distance away from Red Square. Marrape&ned the abr to his buildingand rushed ughe
stairs.

Over theyears, he had seen many colleagues come and go. Some had left the service by
their own accord, ot hers had met grisly dea
probably still alive and being tortenl for information in some geirsaken hole. Throughout
it all, he had learned to play the garBe. overly cautious on the smallest of details, and trust
no one. The latter had become harder and harder with each passing year, and the tragic
ending of hisrelationship with his beloved Martine had started to make him more aware of
his life and his lack of trust in the people who cared for him.

Emotions took hold of him but Marraud pushed them away. As he entered his flat, he
went through his usual routineoF an i nst ant he recognised he
be and cursed himself for growing complacent. He made sure his senses were keenly alert to
any movement or sound as he stepped in and inspectetlidie fiat. Satisfied that all was
well for now, he booted up his laptop and connected the digital camera to the device via a
cable. Severacreens flashed by and a set of photos began to dowMaachud studied the
ten images closely buursed himselfwheh e r eal i sed he haaceart beer
shot ofSa |l e n k 0. Despdir turnedrtalhope as he zoomed in on another that showed



Salenko sitting down in the grotty flatith friend standing over him, clearly leading the
conversation. Marraud questioned whether he was reading too mac¢harimage, but rated
himself an expert in body languad¢e was becoming more and more convinced the mystery
man would prove to be the key to ending the threat from Russia. As he sent his findings back
to Paris for closer inspection, Marraud studiedviieev from the windowAs heplanned out

his next movehe knewit would be safer at night to find out more.

Burton stood in the kitchen and poured hath@nother black coffee. The two shots of
whiskey had taken their toland it would soon be time forirh to deliver theoperation
briefing. Despite all his hopes that the drinking would numb the pain,ithad hel ped at
Burtontook outhis black diaryfrom his jacket pocket and looked for another family member
or friend who could help hinbocate hisfamily. With every passing name, his frustration
began to growl work for theGovernmentyouwouldthink | would have found them by now!
He put the diary away at the sound of someone approaching. His assistant appeared in the
doorway. Burton rolled hisyee s t o t he areeyod follomgng me abbarivioy
must have something else to do!
The young assistant gave a scything look to her boss and turned aroleal/do

‘“Thought you might |ike to know Mra.i tEIII ihetatr .

Burton raised his hands in apologgdfollowed Dawn back to his office | " | | buy
some Quality Street at lunchtime or something Davi, m sorry. "’ Bagf or e
anything else he saw the Chief of MI6 appear in the doorway.

Elliott heldoutar ed f ol der . ‘“"POL1" s report. Mak es f
add. Operation Reprisal is to go ahead as planned.. Read it and make your way to briefing
room one in Operations Command. S. uU. C. O. Wi
turned to walk away but paused at the déor. the first time he noticed the dishevelled look
ofBurtonand spoke in a hardened tone. ‘' Get it do

Olsen logged off his termal butstill ¢ o u | fdcas. Ever since the lunch with Rachel

h e h a dhiriself anidgeihgtback tovork had felt like a betrayal. He felt so torn between

the two things he | oved most, Rachel who he
where hehad the opportunity to make difference. What if he oul d n’ t | eave th
di dmélti eve that was true, but he couldn’t im

Inside briefing room one, Olsen read througbme printouts regarding Cracow in
Poland From his training with Deane, he had made it a tradition before eversgtiopehe
had ever faced to research as much as possible. Whereas others would rather work on specific
skills, he felt more at ease to learn every conceivable detail of tiiérg@and town he would
be travellingto. In addition, Olsen had delved througlesvounce of data MI6 and other
security agencies had on the Kiprich broth€&s. the table in front of him, was a stack of
photos and intelligence profiles, albout the terrorists

Around the large rectangular table, sat all member oftwlreS.U.C.O. teamsOlsen
noted Jordan, the S.U.C.O. deputy team leadeiatvtie far end of the room making a cup of

teg and approached him. ‘“Alex, have you been
Jordanrstirredhis drink andurnedaround * Sur e | hawvwe.i $§ kKooWwnaWw
Ol sen handed him several phot os. ‘Her e ar
handy. | ' m distributing them to the team.’
“ What the hell is this one Sam? The invis

which had very little infemation on it. The picturevasan outline of a standard facevared
with a balaclava, and the bare minimum of details.

Ol sen recognised it straight away. 1t s
profiles of the Kiprich brothers and most of hissted allies but this one is a mystery to us



and the other agencies. We don’t hwekmw a pi c
he exists.’
Jordan screwed up the piece of paper and threw it in the direction of the nearest bin.

“You’'re imaygtnyog'lilt. beN telling me he has |
wel | .~

“Fine. Just don’t be surprised whendwe rul
took his seat next to Carter. As muchheas Ol s
time.

That standard face, and known Killer, followed his close friend Jozef down the stairs and
out ontostreetlevel in Cracow, PolandSincehe had senthe report to MI6, Ferec had
noticed how happy his friend had become. also felt encouraged buknew it was never

wise to underestimatetee nemy . ‘ You' re certain this will

Jozef turned round with an irritated | ook
approved this plan personally.’

At the mention of their much feared allyrFrec | ooked up. ‘“Then w
hi msel f ?°

Jozef spoke with his wusual di sdain whenev
di stance between us and said he had somet hi
sure we will find outin due course.f he needs our help he wil/ k

‘“Where are you off to now?’

Sl owi | r e t and inform the othére Yobtay heyecand keep watch on this
flat. There may be other agents based in Cracow. | want you to deal with them if they arrive
ist hat understood?’

“1 will Jozef. Do not worry. Give my best
leave and tur into a nearby alleyway. Fererossed the quiet street and entered a small
walkway surrounded by trees. He found a secluded spotanvgbrfect v w o f Bedf or d
block of flats and planned to stay local to the home of the now dead agent. His eyes scanned
the area as heok several steps back and disappeared intdaheess.

Burton walkedinto briefing room one and noted all the teamambers had arrived. He
carriedseveral papers and oi®/D, which he handed to the technician who sat at the back
of the room.The S.U.C.O. commander made his way to the fobihe roomandpas®d the
large conferenceable. In the past ten minutes, In@d drunk two more strong black coffees,
and had attempted to read POL1’'s report. Bur
as he tried his best to fihdtsamepppbkeasei ot
out a copy o that Ra® Just tose in. @©pevation Reprisal is a After my
briefing, you’ I | be on vy dosthis facasyat teecsiglatf any at t e
unwelcome visitor at the back of the room.

Kevin Ramsey lingered at the door and took a seat at trenthof the conference table.

He exchanged a look with Burton and then tried to give a friendly nod in his direction.

“Ok ..if you read POL1’'s report, you canh see
in the areaWe $hould have some imagésr that ° Burton | ooked at the
and waited for it to come alive. Seconds passed but still nothing changed. An irritated Burton
| ooked for the technician at the bd&ckThoegd t h

screen slowly flicked oanddisplayeda det ai |l ed satellite i mage.
of the Cracow area. These two markers indica
what he says, the Kiprich brothers have a |

highi ght ed the area i n the whctisaboulTtoemaad ahhalr wi t
mi |l es over to the South.’ This time the tar



we're going to teAlphaianduBeavotteamswisSeU.CoObsénhl want
you to take your Alpha team and tackle the storage &vea’ r e e yop ® @ricountey
considerable resistance A word to you, we want the stor e
got in there, get rid of it. Understood? The word has come dbatnthere will be a 100%
body count for this operati onchslooldzkdarly s t ea
routineg most of the key men will be asleep. As ever, reconnaissance will come first. Make
sure of your surroundings before going in. Thiesages are only about half an hour old. The
more detailed I mages..’ The di duihgrgatersdetaile en br
‘ T h ahe 'orse. This shows founen at the house andeaght at the storage bay. Any
guestions?’

Ramsey kept an eye oruBon whoappeared to beweating. Throughout the briefing, he
hadtried to understand/hy Burton looked so palend so uncomfortable.

Burton continued. “ Ok, in terms ofawyour t
airport under dark, anftom there a lkbopper will drop you off on the outskirts of Silesia,
which is the c¢closest town to Cracow. An arm
miles to the target atream’| Sdaddron Wiotolkk eldi st

timeisjustakr0200 hours GMT. That wunderstood?’ No
decided to wrap up his briefingnd feltp r oud of hi ms el fGetyoarseimesk e i t

to the armoury and I’ 11 see you all when you
Ramsey gave encmging words to Olsen and Jordan, the team leaders, leaving himself

and Burton the only people |l eft in the brief

OQur mutual boss tells me your problems are a

Burton switched off the disl ay and pi c k @ldsoriegpnovinsir.SThagkee per s .
for asking.’

‘“Are yoalrighfe¥obnoglook a |little tired."’
‘“Nothing that a g o o,&sir. Anywgah, it nesd tosgeteback to my n 't
office and then down to Operations Comma@dir mut ual boss i s expe

managed &int smile.

Ramsey wasn’t ¢ onHKeiwaschaidg santethingt HeB usr teoxnpect i n
too. See you there in ten minutes?’

“Sounds jusitr flindetlhumei ed o wunbtherdearasthife br i e
Burton slumped against the wall and let out a deep breath. As the lift smoothly descended,
Burton tried his wife’'s mobile phone for th
and ease his pain.

Elliott sat back in his blacleather chair and authorised an operation with a C, in green
ink, as his signature.

It was a time honoured tradition, keeping in line with the first Chief of MI6, Captain Sir
Mansfield Smith Cumming RN, who always went by the name of C and signed ewvgiiyithin
green ink. To this day, all his predecessors do the same to honour the great man.

Elliot placed the document on top of the nearest pile and turned his attention to a list of
figures Ramsey had given hirdle was nowin his second spell as Chief, hadeben his
position for seven years and that time, had never seen things look so bleak. Years before,
the number of agents at his disposal had been at its highest level. Elliott regarded all of his
trusted agents as highly trainadd supremely talentesith skills in so many aas the loss
of one was a huge blow not only to the agency and servicddmitb the national security of
his beloved United Kingdom and Europe.

In the last year alone, ovéorty-five agents, most of which Elliott daknown ad in
somerarecasesven trained, had been |l ost in the |
of deat h’ col umn. Some had per i sahfecdc iidne nwisdt,



but what deeply worried him wake large numberthat had been assainated. n some
reports, the evidence appeared to suggest that they had been hunted down an8ykilled.
whom,and why these agents? Or was it the locations they occupled@oked agairat the
report desperate to see something that could suggestearphtit found nothing

Ramseyentered the room and saw the worried look* The number s don’t
with a second lookinry ou can take my word on that one.’

Ell i ottt grunted 1 n r es p-five Kevin, dontydive ofhnoyo kK  hi s
knights! The names..have you seen them?’ He r
and s o mbAgent MadimBragéilted in his flat at 11:15pmSeptember last year in
Moscow I knew hi m, had doeeaoufnanin Russar allthatd e c a d €

time and was one of o0urothe deskand rubbtd hiseges.8he hi s
strain and weariness of the plight of MI6 and the West in gemezighed on his shoulders
‘“Braga was one of the mostcowltditead meonpl é
The thick black rings around his eyes seemed to turn a darker shade as he bowed his head and

mumbl ed ‘*He can’t have died for nothing."’
* Athé agentsn that report were good peoi, they all put themselves on the line. |
wish | had better news.’
ElI'liott knew his deputy well and noted t he

megKevin?’

Ramsey placed another piece of paper on the.desk MI 5 r e wentytgendssn ot her
have been killed this yeat.took the libertyof contacting the C.I.LA. who have lost a
staggeing seventyagents in the past yed?akistanand France repodimilar totals, with a
pattern across the board for our other Weste

To Elliott the fact that agentsal been lost was not a surpribeit the numbers were.

Over the last three years, the number of agent fatalities had been bisinge had never

expected it to reach levels that were now causing extreme concern and worry for the West
and its valued protect oo we haveAForpngy townepeage.oi o w m
mind,]l need a number .’

Ramsey found another repor threehundidagentsa r r e nt
available to ussir. Unfortunately, the number of those that are graded highly skilled and
expeienced has dropped by @her twenty percerit. He f ound anot her shee
folder. ‘' Seven y eiahusdrech anod fiftyagentshazaiabley with rMI5
reporting very similar figures.’

Elliott rose from his seat with a grimace and stumbled over to the wintloe office
was quietand with its low lighting and peaceful ticking of the grandfather clock, he felt
completely at ease. Outside, the streets of London looked as normal and as undisturbed as
they ever did. His thoughts turned to the innocent public agatehed the cars speed by in
the distance, most of which were probably occupied by family men and women rushing home

to be with their |l oved ones. ‘“Someti mes | W
Someti mes | wonder ..’

Ranseywalked overto joinls superior. * Sir?’

“ My hkeeawitn, Il " m thinking with /. myHile arltue r

gave a sl ight s ptasrighttockeep ihftbm théromtrour itaation & grim: |
It will get worse toowe must prepare. A war is loongnbuti t n cst one that we
faced before.’

Rams ey’ s ameatosveredwwer the frafive foot eightinchesof Elliott, his fiery
eyes conveyedeverything tlat MI6 and the West representetteedom, defiance,
professionalisnand sheer determitiao n . ‘“We’ ve Isosdi ra, |lobwoorf’ ta gd
we can come through t hi s, ifteddis positiortfea amdmenv | o n ¢



and considered his next move. ‘“Perhaps it’s
we can sir. Those that have retiredr | ef t f or whatever reason.’
‘“Ra&ctivation?’ A Bbikbeod fuffoletas betconsidened tleeloption.
A long silence lingered between two of the most powerful men in the United Kingdom
before Elliott spoke again. I  wi | | give it some thougéat. I n
thekey.t s a path we may have t o Kevih devartheless| have
with the | osses we’  ve all suffered, | feel w



Chapter 16

Friday, March 9™ 01:00,
Cracow, Poland,
Operation Reprisal.

Jordan pulled upnthe handbrake and the van came to a halt on the thick grassy verge of a
smallwooded area. He orderédo of the agents to cover the vao it wauld merge with the
undergrowth.Jordanwatched for a moment and théegan to assemble his urban assault
combat gear.

It consistedof a waist length tactical vesind a Kevlar helmet. Both were capable of
stopping high power pistol rounds. Each unit mema&d been armed with their cen
pistols, a Colt M16A2 rifleand several flash bang capsules. These would prove useful when
storming the closely guarded areas. The cartridge would provide seconds worth of blinding
light, which could be the difference lbegen life and death.

Olsen tightened his level 11l tactical vestdalmaded his Colt M16A2 rifleAt that very
moment he thought of Rachel anchmediatelyfelt guilty, knowingwhather reactiorwould
beif she eversaw him dressed in such a way, holdarifle. He gave his head a quick shake
andled his team into the woodis single file.

The darkness covered every corner of their vision, with no lights of any kind visible in
the distance. A scything cold wiradit through themThe team came out of tldense woods
and into an area with more open grass.

Olsen noted the signal from Jordan at the front of the groupushed aheatb join his

colleague. With his back to a large tree|daked ove. * Pr ob |l em?’ He whi spe
‘* Wevgot some company. Seven’ ¢l oc k .’ Jordan gave a po
direction.

Ol sen foll owed hi s s pfaslign’'man inghs fifeewhm was c au g
walking through the open area and heading to the dense forest. Olsen flicked a switch on his
Kevlar-plated felmet and studied the target in more detail through the green display of his

nnght vision.ustlta sl oacanle.gati ve, |
Jordan looked againasdh ook hi s heatlat ‘ Nwy ias chhmeacef K
| can feel 41t. |l " m moving to
Olsen grabbe his deputy by the neck and pulled m b ac k. “1 7 myoun coOmr
either do what | say or you stay in the van!
Jordan shruggedimoffand got to his feet. ‘Crystal.’
As team S.U.C.O. separated into two units, Olsen made & g@bimaking firm eye
contact with Jordan. *‘Let’s fini sWihiCdarters and

and the other agents behind hifmeyset off towards the storage area that was two and a half
miles away.

Jordan watched them go and exchanged a look with Gibbs, his deputy. Frustration boiled
away inside of him. Jordan was the senior ageitt) fourteenyears of experience over
Olsen. For the first time in too long, he had bgeren the chance to lead a neaand he
wanted to make it count more than ever. He gave a signaletdotlhr agents under his
commandand led them through the undergrowth, passing a redundant water tower as the
house appeared in sight. Taking cover behind the trees, Jordan flickettta awhis vest
and was instantly in communication between not only histeamt Ol sen’ s as wel
be aware, we have now reached our target res



Two and a half miles away, Olsen heard Jordan vanod saw the outlinesf the
Ki prich brother’”s storage facility ahead. |t
was on the edge of the surrounding woods. A side road was not far from their position. Olsen
noted two men standing guard. He felt mildly sisgpd ash e be#n expecting more outside
resistance. The switch on the fropTeamoAf hi s
Have reached ourtargetn e my presence has been identified
Almost three miles awaylordan did not receive the messablee house aheaddked
empty on first impressiorNo guardsverearound the perimetgthe area was in darkness and
appeared desertedre they asleep? Or, are the Kiprich brothers more worried about the
storage facility?He gave a hand signal and led tdam towards the target. As they closed in,
there was still no sign of life.

Ferec stood completely still next to the Kiprich brothers in the dark, dense undergrowth
that was opposite the house. Since sending the report to MI6, all three men, togither wi
several armed guards, had been waiting in the forest for over three hours. Ferec looked over
at Jozef, the more domi namtz edfr?dt HHeer .wh'i Bwearr yetc
Jozef watched the MI6 strike team sprint towards the house through hisvisigint
goggles. He felt like laughing uncontrollably at the ease at which he had lured the enemy.
Even Akira coul dnTohte yacwoonmptl i ksthow hwisat hit t
there as well ’

Ferec |l ooked round to face his friend. * Ho
“Oh ..just some | ocal s | happened to see in
pur pos é syesintesifieel s he continued to watch the MI6 team. He looked hehind
to the rest of the group. ‘Load your weapons

Jordan positined a small chaggon the front door, moved baakd gave a sharp nod of
the headio detonateas the door blew clean off its hinges. His deputy threw a Flashbang
cartridge into the first room and stormed in with another team membéan¥ashednto the
living room, but saw no igin of the Kiprich brothers or the rest of the group. He kept his rifle
out in front ofhim at all times as he lookedtatwo of hi s agent s. ‘“Check
it As the two men moved ohekitchenJweapdna atthand h
ready. They lowered them slightly at the sign of another empty room. Jordan studied his
surroundings and could see no sign of recent use, the kitchen tap looked frozen over from
either the weather or lack of use.

Another team mmber cameinl ooki ng puzzl ed.nthe Nedroosniogn o f

the other o0 0o ;i s . |l s it possible they are all at t
Jordan | ooked away for a moment. AL of t
storing something lethalath at pl ace .’
"SI R

Jordan swivelled around at the sound of the shout and rushed into the back room. His
yes turned wide at the sight ahead of hi m.
el | 21 27

Gibbs could speak Polisland removed the gagsom the mouths of two of the five
adults.

Before anyone could tallkeé living room window exploded in a mass of flying glass
large gas pellet flew in and dropped onto the wooden floor.

Jordan shut the door and rushed into the living r@enhefrantically searckd in his
backpackior hismask ‘' MASKS ON!/HeN@W!laced t he mam&k over
of his teamstruggle to breathashe grasped hithroat in a struggle for air. Jordan threw
himself on the decland frantically tried to call for backup on his radi@as his remaining

e
h



agents tried to locate the attackers and return Aideenalin was surginthoughhis body at
speedand with itthe loss of controlimi s mi nd. 1 TS A TRAP!’

At the storage facility, Olsen and his team had tdeéh the guards outside. As they
waited at the door, neither of them could hear any sound emanating from the facility. Olsen
decided to take the safe option.
‘“Carctigrc,l e this box house, check for other
As they moved ff, Olsen placed a small charge on the day. The device did the
trick. He rushedin and was presented with twcsksis of storage racks, with an office at the
far end. Olsen sprinted down the laifslewith his Beretta 92G pistol out in fronf him atall
timesas heheacakd for the backroom. He heard a colleague give the all clear on hissside,
continued. As he closed in, he flicked a switch on his communications device and sent a
signal to Team A.

Silence.

‘Teamome i n.’ S e ¢ d modeply qaraes Qlsem kicked the offi¢e iddor
clean off its hinges and swept the area with the sights of his pistol, only to find a storage bay
full of r edunda rcdncera tpruTegmnieew strongé€hhdshe felt tise need
to finish his task qigkly. He laid the charge set the timer to two minutesd rushed out of
the storage bay.

Jordan cursed loudly as he ducked down behind the nearest wall. Snipendshed
into the living room and kept him pinned dowrhe situation took &rn for tre worse when
helooked back and sathattwo of his agents had been killed becatissr tactical vest had
been penetratdaly the sniper fireA surge of dread filled every part of him as he realised the
attackers were using the latest armpi@rcing bulets. It was a struggle tbe heard as the
gunfirecontinued ‘' REPEAT, NEED URGENT ASSI STANCE, WI
FI RE! OLSEN, CARTER, RESPOND! "’ Jordan waiteoc
“SHI T!” He c oak lodis aeputy five feet ey, thepneise level of the attack
was sogreat. The question of whether hisit was damaged or if the attackers had found a
way to block their transmissions came into his thought&e c an 6t stay here |
Jordan moved alongsidecolleague to obia a betterviewpoint Through his gas mask, all
he could see was the dense, heavy undergrowth ahead of the house. He wondered just how
long the attackers would wait until they would entee building Even the most positive
guess did not make him feelyabetter. Jordan felt his stomach tubut he stuck with his
deci sion. “FOLLOW MY LEAD! WE' RE GETTI NG OUT

Atfirst, Gi bbs and the other surviving agent di c
impossible to communicate. Gibbs reloaded hls ahd fired several rounds in the direction
of the undergrowth ahead. D W IFSMECONTBCTS TAY A
THE OTHERS MAYBE WE COULD-’

No time for thisJordan told himself, as he grabbed Gibbs, pulled him back from the line
offretand shoved him in the direction of the ba
Go!"”’ Jordan watched the | ast surviving memb
momenti n an attempt to draw the attacker’s gun

Gibbs followed his colleague througihe bak of the house but watched his body jerk
unnaturally as bullets rained in from all sides. Gibbs fell back into the living radrh@saw
to his rightthe kitchen back dodreing smashed down.

The attackers were moving in for the kill.



He cocked I3 rifle, turnedand emptied a whole cartridge, spreading bullets in every
possible direction. Fear took hold of him as he jumped over several bodies and made his way
back to Jordanin the hope that the more experienced leader would have an escape pla
Before he could speak a grenade blast shook the houdse L OST CARSTON! Wi
NOW?!

Jozef heard the gunfire stop outside the kitchen door and looked up slowly. As he moved
towards the house he saw his brotherside himget up and then drop to his knedszef
turned his back on the house with no thought for another attack, just concern over his only
family. ‘ Gyadlrighty! ARoehysushock, he saw his bl
blood was beginning to seep down his combat suit.

Jordan caght sight of the hostages in the corner of his vision and looked at his deputy.
“WE DON' T HAVE A CHOI CE!" He hel d hing- weapo
automatic pistol in one har@nd hi s Col t r i’fLlLe HAWW Et hT@ oTltRhYe r
MAKE IT BACK TO THE VAN AND HOPE THE OTHERS ARE STILL ALIVE.
READY? ON MY MARK!"’

Gibbs turned his back on the scene behind him where he had lost another colleague
Suddenly, hegrabbed his leadesr am. ‘THE HOWEAGRAN' T JUST LEA
THEM HERE'

Jordan looked agaiat the room where the hostages were. He made an effort to crawl
towards them but several more bullets flew in from the main winaloavforced hinback.

As hard as it was to make the decision, he just wanted to make it back to the van in one piece.
‘' WE’'IREAVI NG NOW!"’

Gibbs looked to his leaddghen back to the roonte immediately had his mind made up
for him as the living room door was blasted off its hinges. He forced the images of the
hostages from his mind and followed Jordan out of the front dedroth men made a
desperate run for the cover of the undergrowth not far away.

Jozef dragged his brother into the kitchen and continued to scream at his only family to
stay with him. He gave an order to Ferec to cease fire on the house and then graldbed him

his shirt coll ar. Hi s voice was fuménamdr venc
blow them alltohell He found some towels in theéskitch
chest who was looking weaker by the second. One of his |lgyadrds loomed in the
doorway. Jozef’'s green eyes |l ocked onto him.
or you’'l Il rbevidm thhen.f IMbow e! "’

From the next roomJozef heard noises that made himuestigate There, in perfect
health were tte five Polish locals he had rounded up for the operatiorolt®ob surprise shot
through himas he realised the MI6 team had left them behind. Jozef looked around the room
and saw a Colt M16A2 rifle lying next to one of the fallen members of the Ml d&d&m.
He calmly placed a pair of gloves on his hargisked up the weapon, took aimd without
even a moment’'s hesitation, fired every poss
boil over with fury..

Carter returned to the armoured van doaked back sharply at the exploding storage
area. As everything died down, Olses  vatiractea his attention from behireb he saw
the group returSham? Whnaytt'hsi ntgh?ee scor e
Ol sen shook his head qui ¢kl yoeconternedewitto a d e d
Jordanhaveegmuy heard anything from them in t
Carter shook his head. ‘“No response.’



Olsen signalled to two of the agentsY o u’ r e Dvaint hy ome !l | |l eave in
the othersiive ’ r e n oetn bnaicnku tiens !t’

Carter watched them go but caughthsiy o f somet hi ng’ vaechegdt
company!’

Bullet fire hit the ground and the surrounding tre@tsen and his team took cover

behind the vanHe grabbechold of Car t er . ‘ Get t o engiheeMoveain and
Dan!’ He watched his cl ose f rtotherdargstset’ Aonfdf a
keep your head down!’ Ol s e n nte,uve pravide coverfoan ot h e

anysu vi vor s!’
Carter pulled out his Heckler and KoPf@M8 pistol as he wated Olsen return fire. The
dark-skinned agent saw his chanceawled round the side of the vand tookcover behind
the front seats. He flicked a switch on his radio and screamed into his helmet, which would
rel ay bacKkEAtDoY! Ol sAéhre.ad', Rt he attackers coul d
make the final push. Carter took a Level Il tactical vest from the racks arebptaover his
existingarmoun s he made a move to the driver’'s sea
As the engine roared to lif€arterturned the van arounth the reatview mirror he saw
Jordan and Gibbs emerge from the undergrowth.
Jordan made it to the van and was out of breati Get t hi s t hi ng movin

Carter revvedhe engineagabut wasn’t going to | eave witt

‘ @& us tothe rendezvous poinb a n ? ' OAssrkwehd climbedonboard ‘* | ' ve sen
signal to the recovery team, not sure if it reached thieene isinterference all around us. All
beingwellt he chopper should be waiting.’

Carter’s left shNMalsdiegn was ®Ohemdfaobl owi ng
turned sharply onto the main road and sped towards the checkpoint. It looked like they were

going to make it after all/l

Ferec emerged from the shadows and discontinued his pointless fire. The MI6 team had
escaped. He picked up his radio and attempted to contact Jozef.

‘“How 1 smGybrggnd?’

Jozef leant back against several kitchen units and heard the radio message almost from a
long distance away. For the past few minutes, he had watched a doctqot attesave the
life of his beloved brotherHe picked the radioup and raisedt to his mouth,but for a
moment he didn’t Throwowh atr fiFerecs@yagrgly hablhbeem n o w

critically injured.’ Hi s henMl & htamgm?’ t o one
Ferec paused for a momemtn d di dnot giwaet hi s friend mor e
sorryJozef . They eluded us this ti me. I will s

Jozef dropped the radio and watched the doctor continue hisseforta moment, the
thoughtsof MI6 simply faded awayas his childhood and every waking memofyhis twin
brother consumelim.



Chapter 17

Friday, March 9™ 03:30,
Moscow, Russia.

The night shadows covered every corner of Moscowatsice Marraud slowly crouched

down in Alexandrovsky Gardens and looked through his compact set of night vision
binoculars. Sure enough, Salenko and his mystery companion appeared and then got into a
nearby black saloon. Marraud wasted no time and quickly made his way to his car, a rundown
crean coloured Lada. Every time he saw it, he rememberedttralard jokes about Lada
carsbut the car did one thingreallywel di dn’t attract any attent

Marraud watched the car pass his posjtemd a smile came to his lips. Salenkas
driving the car. The image showed himh o was i n charge. Marr aud
activity as twenty questions all flashed by in a matter of secMitiere could they be going
at this time? Why is Salenko driving? What about secufibhglatter mde Marraud wary of
the mystery man’ ifes.0akiogtle patentiaext Paesident af IRussout
for a drive in the early hours of the mornwith no security was some moaed demanded
respect. Whoever the individual was, he had to beesogly confident of his abilities and
clearly felt able to protect Salenko from any threat.

Marraud kept the Lada at a respectable distance and slowed afoWwecrossedthe
Vodootvodny CanalFor a moment he saw a light in the re@w mirror but when &
checkedagailhe saw nothing. Was there someone beh
chance he had to find out more and pressedba.car ahead turned off the main road, and
he did the samand turned intoakimanka Bol Street, which was completdserted. Panic
set in slightly as he coastduketcar down the quistreeta s it woul dn’t be har
with no other activity around. Marraud sdight ahead, in a threstorey house in Zemsky
per Street just a few hundred feet away. Takinganah he pulled over and parked tter,
desperate t@void detectionWith his binocularshe watched carefullyTo his delight he
saw the saloomar park alongside the house some distance aaag,thetwo passengers
stepred out. Marraud kept his atteah locked oo the mystery man and took note of his
thorough inspection of the house and its surroundings. For a good thirty sedvenmdade
sure of everything with meticulous checksis is no pesonal assistantr chief of staff.

Several minutes pasd before Marraud left his car and made his way to the back of the
house. sk taking was part of the ganimi t t hat di dn’, tevergpnboaenin he | i
Marraud’s body knew what the consequences w.
around the hage and came to a window where he Heaices. Doing everything possible to
make no sound whatsoevétarraudsquinted through a crack in the frame and Salenko
and a senior Russian politician in the room. ihme escaped hibut Marraud had seen him
before. His blue eyes scanned for the mystery man and he almost jwhpetie realised
the individual was right next to the windpwith his back turned. All the hairs on his neck
stood on end as he realised how cohversagon he wa
continued, Marraud translated every wordhis head and kept very, vesitill.

A street away,a Russian FSB agertformerly KGB), crept low in the bushes and
watchedMarraud through his own pair afght vision binoculars. Denyer had beeridaling
the man for the last few hours atwbk in as manydetails as he possibly couldressed all in
black, his grey haiwas covered by a black hood and éygs nevestrayed from his target

Moments passed, then he moved his yoagge frame and trudged back to his parked
car. Within minutes, he was on the phone to his source at the FSB to match a name to the face
and then he would double back and tell Akira



Elliott looked to have aged a decade as he watched in horror at sevemhs that
di splayed the details of Operation Reprisal
agents from the operation. The Chief of MI6 looked away from the displays and tried to clear
his mind from the mess of thoughts thatussedon S U.CO. ' s first fail ed
very long time.

Throughout both his reigns, the service had maintained a high level of performance and
kept attention to a minimum. Two years ago, a new Prime Minister had been elected and had
shown on more than one occasi, disapproval of how Elliott was choosing to run MI6.

From what he could tell, the PM simply wanted to remove him because of eldray
stubbormess. Since then, he had besxtra prudent in his decisianaking and operation
authorisation

A technicianhanded him a report. Elliot quickly scanned the wofdge survivors were
on their way back to the UK and scheduled to arrive within the hour. Elliott read the casualty
list for the third ti methrbeuagents from Aeam M’ were missiag) g e d
presumed dead arsgveral agents from Teamvigere injured Ramsey, hisleputy,appeared

beside him. *1 have,Kseewienr.al urgent tasks for
Ramsey raised his eyebrows as he studied the tired expression on his 'sufsareor
‘“How much tisme ?2do | have
‘“Send a signal to POL1 and h avers, lialsingmwithc h e ¢ k
the Polishpl i ce. Any word from his superior in Wa
Ramsey | ooked worried. “Uh ..no. We | ost C
S.U.C.O. was arriving in Pahd. All attempts to raise our man have failed. | think we may
have to assume the warsti r .’ He shifted his weight as h
next comment . ‘Do you t hGQGracdw? This graup seemst@ bet o Kk €
covering allofour peopl e. Shouldn’t we move him out s

Elliott remembered the rising number of dead agantsd di dn’t want to a
“ A wo retriskward iorle | will supporGet him out of the country and back in the UK as
fast as ynle hadaot receive8 any ¢ommunication from Downing Stredieut
was certain it would come in the next few hours. Elliott had assured the Prime Minister and
the Defence Minister that the operation would run smoothly with his best team involved. At
no pant had he suspected the operation to take the turn it had. He struggled to maintain his
focus, knowing all too well he would be lucky to still have his job by the end of the day. Over
by the double doors at the entrance to Operations CommBandn caughhis eye. Workers
moved out of his way as he approached the S.U.C.O. team commander.

‘“Where the hell EhAvet yosnbhppet. He had no
agent’s perfor manc edtotheipmblemat e arri val only a

Burton had largedark i ngs wunder his eyes. “Sorry sir.
details and profilegogether Has something happened?

Elliott controlled his tempetogether with the urgeto fire Bartn o n tSWeC.G pot . |
has been hit, with three dead. Thp er at i on was a f ai lourrmanin We’ v e
Warsawand as far as we knpw he Ki pri ch brothers are i n pe
Elliot was handed a message before he could continue.

Burton watched his superior phyaily deflate as hishoulders sak and a look of dread
spread oV erMoteind neivesigt’ u rHes .as‘'k ed , knowing all
likely a summons to Downing Street.

‘“My presence has been r equMlisidtee et poyrself he P M
togethey you will accompany meRamsey take charge hére. EI | i ott noted ¢t he
onBurton s &nd tumed around to signal to his aide as thak imade their way to the
exit.



Denyer, dresseth a casual jacket and trousevgh his premature grey hair waving in
the wind, parked his car near the bungalow on Zemsky per Street and walked towards the
house ahead of him. He was certeiench Special agent Marraud was nearby. Not that it
mattered ow. A wave of confidence spreddrough hisbody. His source at the FSB had
matched the photos and details he had gexviand had sent him a file dme legendary
French aget. What a history this man haalcareer littered with achievements and accolades.
He was diving legend. For anoment, Denyer almost wanted to rush into the surrounding
gardens and seek him out himself but instead he casyglpachedhe front door and went
inside.

The house had a musty smell aboutaitd the sound of Russian music came from the
living room. Dark red striged wallpaperwas on the wallsas he knocked on the door and
entered. ‘Excuse me. I need to speakosati t h vy«
alone in the corner of the roombserving Salenko attempt to convince his fellow politician
on his policies.

“Carry on.’ Ak i r a naaddreplackedisshood aver his beadt Bye d o o
doing so, the shadowsllacr oss his face and made him even

Denyer di dn’ t flinch or move awalightlyb ut h i
di mi niYsuwerd right: 8meoneishetand he’ s been foll owing
his detail s.’

‘' Good. Whoever It s  wil |l need to be deal

Salenko and the Presidency.

“ Ygess r .yeropfemred éile to remove some paperwoikuta photograph slipped out
and spua to the flow. Angry with himself, he knelt down immediatelput a foot moved
close to him and he froze.

‘Isthishinf° As k ed qudigivoicea, i n a

“Yessi r . ' triBdeto see the reaction through the shadows but could make out
nothing for sure. He waited for more but nothing came. Instead, his leader merely stood there,
motionl ess. He cont i Rarieedlarraud,yagedoyty-one’ He icasne n a me

into thecountry soméime ago. | have several histofiles, all of which detail his career with
the French Secret Service.’

Akira had only heard two words. In fadghe photo had been quite enough to stir a
reaction within him. The name hdeen like a physicablow, it was definitely familiarbut
the memoriesesisedhim. There could be no doubt about it, he remembered Patrice Marraud
but from where? Denyers  wlawed l@m back to the present.

‘“1sédrch t he s uheyoongmahwasgayiagrdgeatly.” T

Akira took a step forward andildedWwithhimi s ¢ hze
myselfwhen | am ready. Fornow,gmdwai t i n the car .’

Denyer was stunneldy theresponse. Something had definitely changed since he had
disclosed his fidings. Was Akira afraid of this Frenchman? Or displeased with his work?
Whatever the problem was, it was apparently none of his business. He bowed his head and
made his way back to the car.

Akira watched the door close and remained athllway. Salenkos  vandi the &int
Russian musicontinuedfrom the adjoining room but he ignored it and tried to call on
Madel i ne. His thoughts were racing and he ¢
faint voice in the background of his mind. The memoriesle desper ately want
come to him either. All he knew was that Marraud \aahregtanda powerful one at that.

Olsen slowly walked ttough the airport arrivals arend sawthe MI6 secuty team
ahead. Jordaand several others were alongside hapart fromCarter who had sustained a



mi nor bul |l et wound and was being treated at
flurry of activity throughout the flightHow had they been ambush@dAn aching pain

refused to budge from his chiesThree agents had been killashd his first operation as

S.U.C.O. team leader had been a miserable failure. He caught up with, Jondawalked

alone some distance ahead.

‘' Give mpeka? blr edaokn’t neeédadk eas loec tywrue 'f rJoom dtahe
AL I want to know is what happened at
remember ?’ Ol sen stood in front of Jordan an
“ My a dam it gas my tearand apart from Gibbs and me, they all disdd o n " t

give me that crap! It wassetup, there was nothing | could dbknew them a lot longer than
you did!”’ J o indrastratiop ansl ot idto tpheaasbly vehicle that wodltake
him back to eadquarters
Olsen looked at Agent Gibbs, not eamced he was being told the full story | 6d gi ve
anything to know what those guys are hidiHg.caught the attention of a waiting agent who
was part of the security team. Nothing was said of the failed operation. As one of his bags
was thrown into the kot , Ol sen noticed someone | aying
nearby standsThe sight of the main headline @me of the papers made him stop in his
tracks.

‘BUNGLED UK ATTACK ON HUNGARIAN TERRORISTS BY MI6!
POLAND OUTRAGED. EXCLUSIVE DETAILS INSIDE!’

Olsen started to move towards the stand with the intention of buying a copy but several
members of the security team stepped in fr@inhim and urged him to get into the car.
Reluctaly, he complied,but he wondered just how the media had gotten haldth
informatior? Olsen knew every operation was always treated with Level 1 security. Only the
Prime Minister, Defence Minister, team members, Burton, Elliott, Ramsey and on this
occasion POL1 knew about the dp.the car, lhe scenery flew by as Olseazgd out of the
window and prepared himself for the tough questions that would undoubtedly be coming his
way.

Elliott was led into the confeence room at teBowning Streetwith his aide and Burton
behind him. The room was dimly lit, with a lgngide, brown oak conference table in the
middle, a large display screen on one wall and priceless looking artwork on the other. Elliott
noticed the look of ddain etched on the Prime Ministerfaceas he sat dowrifhe PM was
sated at the head of the tablght he Def ence Mi ni siseReteBrake t o E|
was also in attendandeis predecessor at M6 andamg-time favourite of the PM.

“What we,Richard? | oenadl you telling me that this operation would pose no
problem for your el it € toseqgvasaode. of disgust.iDnessedNhiani st ¢
smart black suit, white shidnd burgundy tie, he sat up straight in his chair and looked
stressed. His thinning black halooked dishevelled and his normally fresh looking face had
turned a worried shade of red.

Jacobs had sanctioned the operatlmrt he had beewary of repercussions and it had
been the support for the operation from his Defeklogister that hadreassurechim. He
threw the early editions oTheytalhcarriecha headlineg’ s p
relatingto the events ilCracow

Elliott peered at the papers tme large table. Mvasthe first time he had seen any of the
headlines and could not hide his shock at the realisation that all of them were related to the
failed operation.



The Prime Minister was perceptive and notiteelshocledl ook on EI I'iYotu’ s
di dn’t e v e nlea’k My god, Ri¢hardwlmai sertof circus areyou running over
there? My Polish equivalent has been on the phone to me for the lastdaaling the riot
act . I don’t blame him either. Theéoaathirer at i ot
of the team is deadnd the targets amowhere to be found? To make matters wotise
media have now gaqtetndn thoolEd | dlfioitstt ast tré hmgehit@a nc.a u' ¢

be agent Burton, head of team S. U.C. O."’ He
your take on this?’

‘ tlseems clear to mgir,t h at someone had insideHsnfor m:
voice grew quieter as he made his point.

The Prime Minister | ooked back at EIlIliott.
evidence to prove this?’

Eliotstoodf rm and shot a | ook at BrimeMiaisterl ‘' That
have our man ilfCracownow, we are awaiting the report. It would certainly fit the events. It
coul d well be |linked to whoever | eaked the s

The Prime Minister geback in his chaiand gave the two men scathing looksr years
he had trid to remove Elliott from officsimply because, in his opiniphe was an old, worn
out man not capable of handling the stress and strain anymore. Was he an icon? Absolutely,
but the man was well past sevengnd the time had come for change. Jacobs had been
waiting for his chance and wamt going to waste it. He leanddrward and placed both
hands on the desk. ‘1 ,@&Rm crhatr dcrmo mnotninpfesed @t , o fl "y
your lack of control at MI6. You should be running a far tighter ship to avoid these bungled
operati ons . dthlertsh emroet aawveers tydtl too many wunan
looked at the papers strewn out over the table and thoughtovei s next words ¢

want your |l etter of resignation on the Def
Burton, I wi || not be giving a glowing repor
El'l i ott di dn’attherDefenee Mmistenoriadlyohis érahgest supporter

This time however, a look of pity stared back at him as the former Chief of MI6 realised he
would receive ndhel p t hi s t i me shauted, withda wedk Whce, torle’thath
sounded a far cryrdm his deep baritonef yestey e a r . “l’ve beeno in th
thirty years, you cann@nd will not remove me from officé!

Jeobs wouékdn' ¥ob rdgyeasseldRiahardy ou’ ve had your

suggest you retire to a quieter | ife and ta
icons workingtoo hardnowe an we ?°’
‘How dare you patronise mel!’ ElI'liott forc

r es p o n d eigdloomihgihisvisano time for change. My agency and the very heart of the
West are under threat!’

Jacobs was now gesturing for his staff to &and had barely heard the rémm the
senile man ahead of hih. j ust hope t hat’' Mygeasomi$final. Gag pen t
dayRi chard. "’

Elliott watched the room emptground him His careemappeared to be ovewnhat was
left for him now? Retirement? The very word made him cringe. He shook his head violently,
furious with his aging body and miridr letting him down so badly. To his left, Burtomas
slumped in a chair with his head in his hands.

The Prime Minister came out of the confere
a favour to ask of you.’ He | endandeshor memwn
want you to take over at MI6. We have to contain this situation. | need someone there that |
can trust.’



Drake had missed the prestige an
smil e. S&srderltlaihnalvye devercynhhirmdg by t h

The Prime Ministermaintainedeye contact with Drake as he conti e d .
changingtimeand | f eel we need to reorganise
with the Defence Minister about this and we éagreed that MI5 needs to adapt as well.
Now, obviously the service has a mandate andtg wuprotect national securityut more
than anything, | want you to reduce the profile of MI6 and keep the risk taking to an absolut
minimum. | want a secondtereand | wi | | not allow today’ s e
clear ?’

‘1 agr esgr. Yewncan relyoh nge to create the MI6 you require. Isthag allr ? °

Prime MinisterJaobs nodded, sdndleftkhe®onrake’' s hand

Drake was by no meansis pr i sed. The PM s request for
meeting could have only meantonethikg. | i ot 6s reckl ess reign as
ended.Drake made his way to the front door to organise a car to fakesthaight to MI6
headquarterand back to the jobe had always regretted leaving.

d
e

With his legs crossed on the floor and his hands apart, Akira sat alone in his quarters at
Salenko’”s home. The r oo nmouthhard wab moebed, justaan arear e d |
on the floor that ws his makeshift sleeping ared.h e r e  w afarniture, or amyy
photographs. There wamthing that could cete a emotional response. Nothing that could
weaken him.

The meeting had gone well and the politician in question was now an ally and was
alrealy gathering speed with his recruitment of others to vote for their cause. All was well.
Or so it would seem. For Akira, there was still the matter of Marraud.

With his eyes closed, Akira tried to make sense of his thoughts and the fragments of
memories tht had returned to him. There was nothing substapigtlimagessnapshots of
another time and what felt like a different life. Agaue tried to slow them down in his mind
One came and then disappeared agawak of a younger looking Marraudpply smiling
away. At him @ someone elseRs he triedharder tofocus, another image flashed byt this
time it was of himselfand helooked so different. Younger, fresr, happier even? No, he
looked disillusioned. Things were so different back thea,way that

He has to die.

Madeline. Her voice was unmistakable. She came to him so ckeadiyterruped his
thoughts.

Patrice is here to kill us. He will stop at nothing until both you and Salenko are dead.

Akira kept his eyes closed and spoke in a calm but slighttyagi | e tone.
determined| know he always has been but I can’t
What was’

It doesndédt matter my | ove. A lhé drearh wetbbtla t | s

envisioned. Do not think of what has gone. Focus on the here and now.
‘“But he coRdtdr ibece saoweldd join us?’

Never. Patrice Marraud is loyal tthe West, he is too far garmrrupted over the years.
We could never convince himjoin our cause. He would destroy us.



‘“But avhat i f

He must die my love. There can be no change of heart. Nm#ynMarraud is like the
resst hey cannot be convinced. None of them see

A knock on the doointerrupted everything and Madeline faded away. Akira opened his

eyes sharply and turned towards the opening door in a fit of rage. What was Madeline going

to say? His voice carried every trace of his
Denyer cautiousl stepped inside. Hbalf expectd to see two people, having heard

Akira talking to someone moments before. He

leaderin the room and nobodg | s e . “Sior oL apol ogise but Mi

downstairs.l¢ r ecei ved a phone call and | ooks in n
Akira clenched his fistand starecait DenyerHe d i d rhis ¢yestoffthe &ussian

until finally, he responded. Te |l | I hwiml..l be down very soon and

He spat théast word outwith contempt.

Denyer closed the door and went to find Salenko. He had seearAkira look so angry
and didn’ t wa n tiontwas justified thoughwhélwashe talking fo2 s

Akira took a deep breath and desperatabdtto contol his rage and clear his mind to
hear the voice of hiwife once more. Minutes passdalt it was no use, no matter what he
tried his mind was racing agaiAll that was there now were the fragments of memories
again. Nothing but a tangled mess of whadtl lyone before-e left his room and started to
walk down the stairs. Out of the blue, something came to Inimpieces at first but then so
clearly, it stopped him in his tracks.

Martine Marraud.

And there it was. That was why he was unsure about how to act on Marraud. The truth
still seemed lost within his mind but he knew one thing for sure. Martine Marraud had died a
tragic death, just like his beloved Madeliite tried to remember the detailsher death but
it was lost to him. His frustration faded away, but it was replaced by ddatin the world
could he kill Patrice when he was probably the only man who could understand@ditee
the same surely?

Ramseyquickly readthrough the repotbut his eyes went back to several lines at the top
of the document. His heart missed a lvelaén he saw that POL1, Agent Martin Bedford, had
been killed Yet another skilled agent is dead. How many more are we going toRasesey
had first met Bedforé decadebefore and had trained him initially. It was a heavy kasd
Operation Reprisal had caused the death of five agsittsgvery chance the number could
increasef urt her . He caught the attention of an a
Bedf ord’ s wife and daughter are | ooked after
them. Put this near the top of the priority,listl e as e . ’

A commotion at the large double doors of Operations Command caught his eye. Ramsey
did a double take and saam unwelcome visitor stride confidently into the aldaope he is
just a visitorthat guyis the last thing we need.

PeterDrake walked into Operations Command at MI6 and scanned the command centre.
It had been a long time since he hadrbkackin theHQ. Drake wadate fifties five foot ten
inches tall with shaven black hair on the side of his head and bald on top. He had been in
chargeof MI6 for just over two yearbefore leavinghe service seven years agm become a
top security advisor to theefence Minister. Drake thought back to the meeting at Downing
Streetand the look he had received from Richard Elli&iott only had himself to blame
becauséhe was too cockyCaution and prudence were the key factors in doing the job well,



hereming d hi msel f . There was no place for reck
the operations staff stared him as he walked by. The relatively snaibke approached a

tal, darckand power f ul | ooking figure th&oodstood
eveningKevin, 1it’s not surprising to see you st
Ramsey igoredthec o mme nt and f ei g rhatings you here Wiseee. * Pe't
is Mr. Elliott?’
Drake sniffed and raised his head, al most
thankfully. The PM has placed me back in command for the foreseeable future, long may it
stay thatwayi n my opinion.’ Drake visibly straigh
suitably draktie. Blackr i mmed gl asses protrudead frreprorhi?s

Ramsey s heart sank when he realised that Dr a
hel p but feel hu rt t ,tbat the dverwhéinairgy ieeling wlaseoeenof ¢ o n s
di sappointment tha he wouldn’t be working \
over his new boss. Hewoked down at Drakeand enj oy e dundbrstandgir. s o . ‘
S.U.C.O. s heading back Ine as we speakhree agents are down.eN-ve | osahd HQPOL
moments ago Was toldwe lost POLlas well He was a good man sirwas involved in his
trainingyearsago |I't' s been a total hit on all sides
Drake moved to a monitor andwarepergieeatbed t he
d

Ramseyandt ook hol d of the enRamepg?’ ‘' HE paou on
and read the inforntai on sl owmi ght * Deesemet hi ng here.. H
slightly as he r eherdreddthist her . * Oh my god..

Ramsey took the report and read sever al
member s..what’'s this? Three Polish women and
room of the house. Al l bodi es r iHedobkeddup wi t h
andsaw Drake’s gl are

‘ Wh rfles were the S.U.C.O. teamsing orthis Operatiofd ’ Drake’ s eyes ¢
same question through the thick lenses of his glasses.

AL t e a nverenassigned rCelt M16A2 rifles i r . It s possible
planted’

‘* [gare me your theorieRamsey. When S.U.C.O. arrives, | want them taken to briefing
room one straightaway. Make sure they don’t
Before the younger of the two cauhnswer, one of the technicgacame to his side.

‘*The S.U.C.O. agents Wavéedjystu bArkeved to

‘“Nthat ' s fine. [ b r i mngselt Medeft Drakpe ant madd r i e f i
his way to the exit dooraVi t h every step, he couétdmoft sha

PeterDrake was the biggest mistake the Prime Minister ctwelde madeln Rams ey’ s
opinion, Richard Elliott had been the finesadler the agency had ever knoavid with a war
looming, the last thing needed was a cautious approach.

Olsenstepped out of the car and followed the other agents to the nearest lift, under the
murky lighting of the MI6 headquartersar park.He saw Ramsey ahead and noted his grim
expression. Don’' t t el | me, we' ' re gaigrhg ?to be throw

‘* SonmgtkathatOl sen .’ R a m sFeom the lidt,ihded tve tgain ymabers
into briefing room ongwhere Drake sat at the head of the table.

Olsenstoppedat the doorway at the sight of Drake, who he had alwegthéd with a
passion. Wher e’ ise ft hcef CNil 6 ?°

Drake smiled for a moment and then gestured for them to sit dowh.a ke , a s e a’
gent | emen. Il > m afraid Mr. EI'liott’s reign h
suggest you all adapt .’ Drake’s | ast commen:
sure you’'re all/l awar e, t oni ghtredicta@pteatyaud i on



are all to be isolated to produce your repo
explain anything you feel the need to. | suggest you take advantage of my rare display of
generosity. Well ?’

Olsen listened to every word tfelt like he had missed something. He Hagt met
Drake when he was 20 yeasl. He remembered t andi ng i n Drake’s of f|
a severe slating on rulesich procedures. In all the years Olsen had known Dia&éad
never thought him suitéd to be theChief of MI6. Seeing him again madem think of a
careerchanger at the very | east, a c¢haamgremisedd assi
from the start. The storage area my team stormed had nothing in it dheseseemed to be
one ste@head of us with every stép.

Drake laned forwardand r ead sever al segments from
believe the five bodies are that of Polish locals. Cause of death was from a Colt M16A2 rifle
between 0100 and 0200. Now, would anyone likextpd ai n t hi s anomal y?’

Olsen glanced at Ramsey and wasned at tis developmentHis eyes were wide with
shock. ‘Hostages? There were no hostages.’

Drake took off his glasses and tossed th
see..does anyaonnye ceolnsmee nhta?v e

Olsen locked his eyes onto Jordanh o s at moti onless in his ¢
tell me what this is about? Al ex?’

Drake interrupted. ‘o think thatu’'arbeoual Iwr
suspendedS.U.C.O. isnow deactivatd . You' | | be escorted to s
where | want you all to record your events of tonight. An internal inquiry will be organised as
soon as possible.” The Chief of-opbtatdasmucis e f r c

as you can.
Tean S.U.C.O.departed, except for its leader, who stayed in his seat. His fiery brown
eyes |l ocked onto Drake. “This is out o f I i n
knew we were coming! My team is innocent, whatever happened in that’house
Drake, who had always despised Olsen for his reckless behaviour and headstrong

attitude, snapped back. o di sagree! I f ther
al |l responsible for the deaths of thdse inn
Drake’s voice broke as he |l ost control

Several security guards dragged Olsen out of the briefing esmtascortechim to one
of several secure interview rooms one floor down. Inside, he was presented with a small, drab
looking room with one table artvo chairs. A tape recorder was in the middle of the table,
where a man waalready seated.

The interviewer | ooked up from his noteboc
folded his arms. ‘' Now..whwrdomwnt wyoo u st, e lwlh arhe
‘“Can | at | east have a dfink before we sta
The interviewer ignored the request and flicked through several pieces ofqraties
tabl e. * TCnaeowpleese,mottshiinng el se. Be specific.’

Drake sat back down in briefing rooome and wiped his forehead with a faded looking
hanky. * Ol sen hasn’t changed | see. I don’t
|l ong. "’

Ramsey sat down opposite his superior. He had already decided that ¢hasdiumd he
wasn’' t gpdangfgr the mdeashe had dondefore. Lives were at stalkand if that
meant falling out with Drake hen so be it. *“Olsen is one of
understand



Drake interrupted. “Ol sen i s r prac&duresofk . He
this agency. Il > m on orders from ything heRey i me N
reduceourprofland take a back seat to world events.

Ramsey s mi n dback to s dabt distussion withEliodk nd t he | ooming w
no, | must disagree. The last time | spoke with Mr. Elliott, we were in agreement that with the
|l oss of agents we’ve suffer ed owwvienberstwithe | as '
reactivatomnd f |l ush out our attackers.’

‘“We have | ost tmo mMmaaty’ sgeme ci Kelvy why we
and all ow other agencies to take the [ ead.
probl ems.’

Ramsey’'s voice became more wurgent as he |
could. A war ¢, sirccomifn you can’'t see how much w
you-’

Drake overpowered his deputy and | ooked t
war . We're in over our heads and i1it’s goin
internalingui 'y . Make it happen.’

Ramsey could see clearly ngust how difficult things were going to be in the future. He
was fully aware that with Drake’s attitude,
his denial. His mind was racing wWittheories on how talepose himbut he turned his
t houghts back to the problem at hand. Wi |
agents defence is the right thing to do.’

Drake shook his head vehementl!l y. “Out of t
defence. The nquiry will cover what happened. That'

Ramsey didn’t move. ‘1t a laml ofiagentsytavappedr bn b e s
theommi ttee that wildl chair the inquiry?’ He
select himself.

“Odourse | will .~ Drake replied tersely. ‘
selected agents and myself. We’l get to thi
amount of red tape.’

Ramsey’s heart sank at t hwehateslp’ommsab o utSitro.
don’'t believe you should be in any way, i nvc
moments ago proves that .’ He waited for a re

“That || be all Ramsey. Di s mi s steomentandDr a k e

then «it briefing room onel will r estore the pride of this agenand this country will be in

better hands for itA technicianknocked on the docand handed the Chief of MI6 another

report. Drake waited for him to leave and scanned tlogrnrdtion. His eyes grew ever wider

as he read the Pathologist’™s report on the ¢
of Death’ section. Drake rummaged through s
report Bedford had sent mk@d with thetime of 17:15UK time. He dropped the page and
looked back to clarify the time of deathn Be df or d’ s Pakinghbadk atdnipn r
was the statement ‘BETWEEN 16 and 16: 45
meant straight away. Someone else had sent that report!

Drake chewed on one end of his glasses and mulled things over. Despite the shocking
revelation,the Pi me Mi ni ster’s words repeated in his
a decision and placed the report in his inside podkeeed to make sure this inquiry is
straight forward so | can force some change hereoNe needs to see this repdie left he
meeting room anceturned to the hustle and bustle of Operations Command.

e I

p o
UK

Salenko ran a hand through his hair and looked increasingly worried. Over the last two
hours, they had received threats from the current Presidéritistband of campaigners.



As much as he tried, he had never quite gained the mental invulnerability that seemed to
come to Akira so easily. He | ooked at his st
resources are far bigger than ours. Perhaps we should’try to

Akira gotupto leave and cut offthe woulde Pr esi dent of Russi a i
nothing to discuss. | control the Press and the,RBch is more than enough to silence
them. Denyer here will make sure of that. We will return their threat with oner @vauas
well as some action.’ He oveusteppmghistmark. Denesgder . °
toapply some pressure.’

‘What did you have .in mind?’ Asked Denyer

‘Whatever pleases you. Just ensure the Pr
onto someone else. | have no patience to deal with this. If we hear anything from him again, |
wi || be |l ooking at you.’

Denyer watched him go and started to wonder about how he would deal with the current
President’s threat. Ad t atr fail $, dihep owvaasl ,s ump@to
needed.

Akira left the room and made his way back to hisqusrter The t hreats di dn
it was just the currerbovernmerit s way of trying to create soOI
had already lost the raemd were resorting to desperate tactics.

In his mindhek new he wasn’ t,Maraud bad mgde fure ofuhats dod
that he’ d seen hi m, he | us do. Nomnally tthere’ coulddd op t |
no one to stand between hend his vsion but Marraud was different. They had both lost
their loved ones because of the paths they had taken in life. Neither had asked or deserved
what had happened.

Akira sighed loudly. ¢ was not used to bouts of emotion and he was struggling to deal
with it. It saddened hingreatly to go against Madelineut on this occasion he simply
couldn’”t help himself. Why hhee hda duntheterhadmboen e d
to be a reasonWas it fate that had linked them together so he would be #e$tete shown
why Marraudwas on the wrong side?

Akira was at a losbut he had to confront him, takenhihostage if needs b only to
give himself some time to convince him. Marraud was still a thneaie the lesdut he had
to be given a chancthey wee the samewvhether he saw it or not.



Chapter 18

Friday, March 16" 10:00 (1 week later),
MI6 Headquarters, London,
Internal Inquiry - Operation Reprisal.

Drake passed his assistant and walked into his office. Waiting in the room was a man and a
woman who were already seatedls Drake sadown behind the large mahogany desk, he
di dn’ atthémostraight away but insteeldose to rummage through several fil€sen

afterafewminuteqye i nitiated eye contact. rdow,jomnk yol
are both to sit on the Inquiry Committee fo
leanedf or war d and gl ared at them both. ‘We’ ve
both of you owe me favours. Juwisgoday.tl lmmvebmy c | e a
own agendand my own dsired outcome from this inquirpeither of you will interfere with
that . Il s that understood?’

The woman sat wup straight and nervously s
you are |l ooking for Peter?’

“1t’s very simple. Il want S. U.C. O. deact i v

likes of Olsen and Jordan taught a lesson and demoted to menial duties, in the hope that they
willl eave t he s e vewetwened taMiN, anmy reignhwall tbe tbuble fee and the
gui etest time in its history. My desired out
The man spoke for the first ti me. “Are we
What exactly do you want from us?’
“ Ob v i o u sybwto ak questiamdut nothing that will cause any problems or show

the accused in a positive | ight.”’ Drake gl an
to be as fair as possible, so both of you need to think hard about what you will agkeand

you wi || ask it. Clear ?’ He watched them bot
back me up on any matters | choose to conce
and sat back in his chair .bothiflriefihng roem threeirb e al |
one hour for the start of the inquiry. Re mi
Drake watched thra both nod in agreement and ledke office.

The man | ingered for a moment adlywhathase t ed f
Ol sen and Jordan done to deserve you in this
The Chief of MI6 showed no sign of annoyance at the tone of voice or line of
guestioning. ‘o have a mandate for this age

His dark blue eyes gave a steel ywaghedahint e t o
leave andremembered his orders from the Prime Ministde knew exactly what he was
going to do and with an effective inquiry he would be half way to achievingeitleaned
forward and spoke into the intercom on his desk.

“Yessir ? Ho wpokedhe assistaht énlthp rext roem.

‘o Wial Burton in my dfice in five minutes. Find hinand get him up here o w .
Drake terminated the link and found Burtos rsgnd file in his drawer.

French Speal agent Marraud tried his bebtu t coul dn’t repress t
spreading across hface. His gamble had paid offhfiough the binocular$ie saw Salenko
and his evepresent companion exit the blackasm and enter a small bungalolecated on
the outskirts of Moscow, backing onto Gorky Park.
In the past week, Marraud had weddard on many things. Staying aliveasvalways
his priority but at the same time, he was an effective researcher and planned kit wor



perfection. Once agaiie had proven his talerg n d d lbeen waiting for Salenko to arrive
for close to four hours. Situated just a street away, Marraud adiehind some heavy
fencing and saw the men enter the bungalow. So far, he had lednae&alenko was visiting
all the peple from his college backgrounidat were now in the minefield of Russian politics.
In other words, calling in as mafgvours as possiblend from what he had seen, not always
in diplomatic fashion. The mysterymanhad vi ci ous temper and didn’
The possibility of a biased e,he badihafroeen n RuU :
expecting itbut with every passing day he wondered why no other agents from Europe had
been dispatched to his lomat. The Russian threat was either not being taken seriously or
perhaps the French Secret Service had been kept out of the loop.

As he joggeddown the street, Marraud found himself at the back of the bungalow and
used all of his stealth to creep in undetdcAs he kneltbeside the dining roonwindow,
Marraud heard theoice of Salenko and one other but as ewer,wondered where the
mystery visitor wasAs he moved centimetrés his left to catch a glimpse of the inside, his
heart skipped a beat wherete was no sign d a | e n k epfesent eomganion. Moving
back to the safbaven of his knelt position, Marraud speculated in his mind as to why he
wa s n’ tThis is higelection, his campaigrhe would want to know exactly what was
being saidl 06 tvaeked five other visitand not once did he leave the rooinsense of dread
spread through hinHave | been detectedda r r aud di dn’ t wéndoutt o har
somoved away from the bungaloand tookthe back route that lelolack to the carOn his
approach, he attempted to calm himself and as ever, went through his safety checks upon
reaching the vehicle. Despite his best effor
the checks. His eyes scanned the vehitdetyres, the boot andonnetand quickly looked
around him before checking underneath the car for any incendiary devices. He casually
checked the back seat and t hefrottand tumed'the ¢ o mp
ignition key, sudden anxiety flashed through his badyhe jumped up and realised his
mistake.

THE BLANKETON THEBACKSEAT | T6 S NORMALLY I N THE BOO-

Marraud spua round just intime as the mystery man, maskaad shrouded in a black
robe,leapl i ke a cat from the back seat ..

Burton felt the sweat run do his back as he came out of the lift and made his way
along the corridor to Drake’s office. Hi s
deserve a summonRelax Hal just take it one step at a timBrake probably just wants to
introduce himself. Fous!Burton shook his head as he slowly came to the first door. His hand
trembled as he swiped his identification card through the reader and watched the green light
appear. The door openedgéily and Burton saw the Drakesi st ant
expet¢ i ng fhe. Il > m

The young assistant lookegh from her computer screen.H a | B know. Yoo can
go straightins i r .’

Burton shut the door and stumbled over to the nearest ¢haistretched over the desk
and offered his handir; Il Il donHal tBunkoweg’ 8eUn
a pleasure to meetsmiebuutDrakedBumt ¢ n moa e dgsatd ma hi s
back down and waited. It had been some time shecdad last been in the offiead he
instantly recognised how webDrake went wih the decor. The faded pingted suitDrake
worewas i n stark contrast to Ramsey’'s designer

Drake placed his arms on the large mahogany desk and managed his first smile of the
day. ‘“Thank ,Fomut droor MNowigneguofr et eamcBau. C. O.



Burton swallowed hard as he waitedbe sacked ‘,¥ies. That'’' s correct.
‘1l see. These are changing times for MIG6
You’'ve come to a crossrobdckWaudsah either g

Burton felt his heart sind.knew it.I 6 m d o‘Well, | ivauld like b go forward sir.

Thoughl " m not entirel M os bree hwidnariedtiy |doserBnisacallar
as he continued to sweat.

Drake opened a folderonhiséles “ 1 ' ve been | ooki ntgakéeshr ough
for interesting reading. Youyarmetawaue’' today
‘1" m due to give,yeewsi,dence at some stage

“Yels know. It s your evi denscgeinglto pnaove mathert o t a
crucial you see and | want to make sure you say tletrig t hi ng . ’ He watched
nod in agreement. ‘' Good. The briefing you g
the key. Espaally in terms of any hostagdisey might have encountered. What did you say
on that? At your briefing?’

Burton blinked and tried to remember that far batk.had lost count as to the number
of evenings that had been | ost at the botton
accurldoba. t ‘ belaineyvtehiIngs aibd ut hostages at t he
somet hing we were expecting.’

‘“Yes, |l " ve read your report. Things are go
for the greater g¢go cdandbegartakalk arguad the offidiefore f  hi s
he pausedbehind Burtonwho was still seated. He placed both hands on the shoulders of the
S.U. C. O. commandem.t HeAsc lyaiur rilanrbefard thht staitss | n q u
have an order for you.want you to say on record that you gave direct orders to your team to

rescue any hostages. |l s that wunderstood?’
Burton felt the swéYoawanttmeiotegkl e?down hi s f ac
1t s ot a Ilie if 1ts st arshbaldhdhvepemiadece dur e

n

the S.U.C.O. agents about this policy at the

Burton didn’t know what to say for a momer

Chief of MIG6. *‘Yes sir, | can see your point

Drake removed his hangs ‘flromawvBaroodéss shr
Minister himselfto changeMI6, so you should console yourself that your actions are

supported by the very top. Carry out my orde

‘“Yes sir, of course | wi |l .~ Burton | ower ¢€
anyworse.
“Good. "’ Drake began to walk around his off

[ make sure you have a seat on the new S
11 a. m. Dismissed.’
Burton got up from the chamnd could feel higrousers and shirt stick to him as he
shuffled out the door. He took out his hanky and wiped lois fa
Outside the office lte young assistant took a sip of her drink sag/BurtonemergeTo
her, he looked like someone who had just come out of a tatamberOr forced to run 10

miles instead" Ar e youwi oR’ T he vy owitmler mootmaide opers, k e d
genuinely shocked at what was standing in front of her.

Burton | oosened his tie and beganhetaio wal k
coditioningi n  Dr a k el'thenk. 4 meéd scoer t i ng . ’ The soon to b

commander stumbled out into the corridor and saw salvation ahead of him as he made his
wayto a water cooler several metraway.

Olsen waited in a localaté that was fewmi n ut e §om Mibddadquartersis he
sat bythe windw, he watched people race pastl for a moment wondered where each one



was heading. He looked backtte counteand sawhis fiancéeRache] buy twocups oftea.
Several days ago, ovemaier, he had felt uncomfortable at the news that she had insisted on
accompanying him to the gates of MI6. Now, he felt happy the girl he was going to marry
was a stubborn one. Olsen felt uneasy a®t the day was going to pan dait was certain
of onething for sureDrak e wondét st opheadts jouustt fao rc abulta oodn!
The day before, Olsen had received a phone call from Ramsey, informing him that the
inquiry was to be chaired by Drake and that it was to be a closed hdaratger wads, no
defenceand lambs to the slaughtde sawRachelapproach the tahle * Mi ne’ s, a str
right?’
Rachel gave him the drinknd sat down whilsshe tried to adjust hdigure hugging

dark blue jacket. * St o p pShdaflickec helongrdgri’ bromE h e a's
ponytailand studied her fiancéeho had a blank look on hisface * Hey ... She put |
around his waist and moSam.cEvea if tbisDrake guydbes dos g o i
what you say he will, etl b msbobtl thbeenhdgefhe
woul d be enough. Since their lunch at Caf é
agai n. Rachel coul dn’t deny she felt horr
decommissioned and her husband to be wouldiced to take a normal job.

Ol sen smiled back at her. ‘o know Rach, tf
away with this.”™ He held her hand and felt a

Rachel watched Olsen closednd felt more and more convincduat the loss of I8
career would be the bombshell to their relationship she feared it would be. In all the years she
had known himnot once hadhe seen him lookrightened but he did now. @arly he
couldn’t do without his job optespi te his effo
Ol sen pushed his drink away. ‘Do you mind
right now.’
They quickly gathered their things together and leave the café. As they walked at pace,

Rachel tightened her grip and tried all she could to brightenr ma n . “l1’ve neve

to be anything other than@overnmenta g e n t Sam. |t d o e stoday mat t

you’'l Il always be my knight in shining armour
Olsen led her across the road and gawnmistakable sight of MlIégadquarters not far

away. ‘1l ve said it before but it wasn’t wha

worked with Deane for years.me t Tom when | wa saldodyhDad about

brought him round to our place one Sunday.’
Rachel listened intently * Dy dgetheon? Your Dad and Deane?
Olsen felt a shudder move through him as he recalled theophis recent operation in

Omanand decided he would tell Rachel all abBeane and his father. One daystj not yet.

‘“They di d. My Dad atead, thE geny beste Tom usad td be notund sut i ¢

place whenever he was in the country. | was always interested in his stories, some of the most

amazing stuff you’ I/l ever hear. Not as amaz

later, Tom stepped in droffered me the chance to join the service. | remember at the time,

thinking over whether it was for me. | could never readlg myself as &overnmenagentin

the world of espionage and terrorism. But theemember my Dad telling me when | was a

kdhow i mportant it was to make a difference
Olsen looked back at Rachel and put his arm around her as they both approached the

gates of MI 6. “ So | twehty, dhadleft Univeisity paoly,andel allyM | 6 . I

didn’t have a clue as to what I was getting

a decade before. ‘1 joined MI6 foyoukngw?Dad. \

Despite all the pain and strddsad seen my Dad endure, thevere so many moments where

he had helped other people on levels you can only imagine. Belomm it, | was in Iraq

with Tomand therewewere i ght i n the thick of things.’



Rachel closed her eyesd remembered when she had said goodbye to Olsdw at t
airport all those years ago. It had been the first time she had felt that raypapdiit had

gotten worse from then on in. o still remer
to come back. | was so scared. It felt so fi

A warm smile ameoverOlsert s .f a‘cle don’t think I ever re
happened sofastdN\t t hat | ' ve beuvert htealed «Tl adnm tdhoildaty el c
backifitwam ' t f ors hhaork "hiHse h e @ dasione hell of a telaeel ri .e’'f . * H

Rachel had never heard Sam talk alloeéne muctand knewt hey hadn’ t al wa\)
alongbut she could see the respect in his eyes.

Olsen lowered his heddramomentand f el t regret .lwas@ngen | w;
to get in touch but it’s just been a bit aw
say to him about this inquiry. It s al most |

“1" m sur e tAskad Rachelwho waskéen to &Enow morePrevously Olsen
had only evespokenaboutDeanefrom aGovernmenaage nt s p o i natlifelangd vi e w,
friend or father figure.

Olsen pushed away the nightmare that had tormented him just months before and
remembered just what Deane had done for him,

kid, right through the years to now. sehn man)
heldRachel close and sighed to himself * I s houl d,RRawe.  call ed him
‘1’ m sure hengduicgomea ft chet lkinsew about iit. Why
‘“Well, Tom knows evletr yhe'i sn galarne/avihy ,dnégnaor dl oaul
h e’ swaiting fot me to call him. First hance | get , I owi I Look
her a | ong ki,Rasch. Wi sh me | uck
Rac hel oftodehgolut eveatually released hieold and smiled back * Cal | me
as soon aAslli tbe arsee!l &e sald sofilyn Rachel pushed away the

hope he would be forced to leave and be set free from the world of MI6 that seemed
impossible to leave by choice.

Olsen showed his passthe checkpointrad approached the doors to Mléadquarters.
With every step hisraiety grew strongerbut he tried to settle himself as he came to the
entranceHe felt powerless but what could he do?

Marraud floored the accelerator of the Lada and heard the vehicle cry out under the strain
of the suddenncrease inspeed His life flashed before his eyes for the hundredth time as
images of his beloved Martine lingered, the stunning young woman who had captured his
heart so many years ago. In the heat of the moment, Marraud remembered the tragedy of her
death and felthe raw pain spear his heart once more. Eight yearsehdferhad let her get
too closeand she had been killed purely because of who he was and the job that he did. Ever
since, a day hadn’t passed without the guilt

A sense of urgency oz over him, more powerful than any he had ever experienced.

There was no time for grighiis own light was in danger of being extinguished forever.

Akira was detrmined to take Marraud hostag¢e wasmore convinced than ever to
reveal himself and givene Frenchman a real chance to be saved. He put one arm around
Marraud’s neck and tried to move him.

To hell with driving, | 6 Mdrraud strkggledttolcentaid e v i |
the strength of hi s att acklng inta the adjacent frodtn * t p
seat.He focussed all his ergy on the fight and lashed out. With the speed of his attack he
caughtthe mystery man by surprise and madieect contact with hisace. Theattackerfell
backagainst the passenger d@od Marraid took hischancede ¢l i mbed out of
seat,grappled with himand tried to force him out the door.



Akira held on desperately arfdit the wind lashing against him.u8denly the car
shuddered and came to a crashing stop.

Marraudh a d n’ t albobt avhegethey were going, only his own mortality. As he
looked up he saw the car had hit a phone box on the side of the Wadting no time,
Marraudtook his chance. With every ounce of strength, he smashedadsrite that of the
attacker andicked him ouf the car.

Akira landedon the snow covered grass and tried to catch his breath. He told himself
repeatedl he wasn’t alhutemipe i agulton’fti gdendstilli t ev
be a strugeggdle. * Wait!'’ h

Marraudfroze Heh a d expedted to hear a European accéethad been convinced he
was fightingppne of Sal enksesodranFBBRiageiti an heavi e

Akira slowly rose to his feet. His left hand appeareduggpsrt him but it moved the ten

inch knife that was strappgdo hi s back into position, just
no interest in fighting you.’
Marraudcould* t bel i eve what he wast'’heairmngour Y
to fight. .’
“You’'re wrong. I am gui di gvorld dHere miksbbet o br
change to save it. You know that just as muc
Marraud started to move away from the car
right thing and stand down from thigoaléctio
“They wilhdve fardséden dll af thiSalenko will be the next President and there
wi || be massive change.’ Akira stepped forwa

“Join me.’

The words mad&larraud feelsick to his stomaghand it took him several moments to
believe what had just happened. As he stared in disbelief at the attacker every bone in his
body immediately said no. There was never any chance he would align himself with the
enemy. Turn his ba c feprotecting?Betray Martirie dfterseyer/thing hi s
that had happened?

“You knowPhtmiceghtvou’'re nothing more thar
with no clue of the consequencd3o you think they care about you? Are thankful of
everything you haveahe? Never. The West is finished, it cannot be fixed Aki ra hel d
his hand andiesperately wantetb seea sign to show that his effortad beerworthwhile.

Hi s voice was tinged with emotion as he exte

Marraudwas seething now. The attacker knew his name and seemed convinced there
was a chance of changing his allegiance. Why? Justrhaoh did he know? His mind
moved at a frantic paceith options and each of them was an act of defiance. There was
simply no doult, he would rather die than join them. Martine vggme andwould never
return the inhumane animal ahead of him and all his type were responsible.

“You know | "m right.’ Akira ,dekndw itangsai n . £
pointless The look of fatred ontheFenc hman’ s f ace was unmistaka
‘ have no idea what thisisabdutut know t hi s, Il m here to
join your cause. Quite simply, | woul d rathe

‘“Like Martine?’ Akira asked mandtwdkhod.of Hi s |
the large blade.

‘Who areMgpbpu@&ud took several steps forward
Akira ignored the movand held the blade out in front of him. His voice changed to one
of pure evil. ‘' So be ibut Madelirtewashrighd, Padriceasdoo a | | h e

fargonei t was not his fault but he couldn’t ©be
Marraud dodged away from the first attack tlmtadedfor his chest and ducked
instinctively from the secondAs he movedaway, he suggled to focus on what was



happening and could barely control the rage inside of him at the attacker for takingeMasin

name i n vain. HeNhsoc raeraemeyd.u ?
Akira di dn’ tewaslastrin cancentation and rdoved in for the kill once
agan.

The blade slashed repeatedly around Marraudstill he dodged deatland weawed
around the attacks. Using his own brand of the Israeli Krav Maga fighting style he did
enough to give himself and find the stance he was hapfar. Still the attacks canmit with
his reactions primed andshown kicks and defensive repeseorking well, he slowly started
to invade his opponent’s space.

Akira continued to attackvith the blade and moved deeper into one of the several
fighting styles he was a master of, each tlreecamecloser and closeas he swung the blade
faster and faster.

Marraud flinched and just got out of the waymfe attackwhich dashedhis jacket.

Risk taking was not his usual style u t he was well aware he wou
frantic battle. His own weapon was still in his car and that was a long way away. Throughout

it all though, he was certain he had faced this man hefbee style, the movements, all of it

seemed familiar.

Akirahadanal ysed Ma,ramdat wak clear heas slowlydnsaing more and
more of his space launch an attackAkira had deliberately kept his style and pace on an
even keel to fool hisgponent that it wasorking.

With one swift change, it happened.

Akira switched from Taekwondo to the very different Wing Chun form of heafthnd
combat and straight away it reaped dends. His swings became shorterd the rapid
movemenbf the bhdein a horizontaform proved more effective

Marraud struggled with the changed felt his footing give way. The blade came dose
to hischestand withalastgasie f f ort he evaded it and grabbe

The two grappled for the bladklarraud had a desperate look on his face but slowly he
started to overpower Akira. Or was he? His focus was on the blade and nothing more, it was
all he could do. With every passing moment he was blinded by the fear that he may not see
tomorrow and it cashim dealy.

Akira’'s feet moved away and which gawehimhthe st e d
initiative and body weight. Straight away, the Frenchman faltened the blade was free.

Akira spun away from him in one turmélashed behind him with knifend madeontact.

Marraud felt the cold metal in his side and shuddeviél pain. It had penetrated his
stomachandhedared not look down. He felt the weapon snap out of his side and grabbed it
with his left hand.

The pain was intensdlarraud knew immaiately what the odds were of his survival.
Despite it all, a powerful determination rageinside of him that screamed it would prove to
be his day. His own stubbornnemsd sheer refusal to die fuelled the power that took hold of
him. Images of Martineame to the forefront of himind as he smashed theife against his
side and watched it drop into the snolhis man and all of his type were responsible for
Mar t i neds deat m. I wi || NOT gi ve

Akira stumbled back and feftain in his wrist The sudderattackfrom Marraud had
surprised him

Despite the warm feeling of blood on his shirt, Marraud moved tsnvakira and
unleashed a battering of blows, all of them focussed with pure skill in his Krav Maga for
The 1 mage of ahdahe sound diersaugkhat gbne forevehat lossforced
him to defy the painanchove hi msel f with an agility that



Akira d i d n’ the dnsawversto the attackand surrendered undéne barrage until
finally a roundhouse kick smashed into his left temple and he flew backwards and landed in a
heap in the snow.
Marraud stumbledback to the Lada and for the first time, his blue eyes now with tints of
grey, glanced downward atm@ saw his shit covered in blood. Immediatelthe sight sapped
the strength from him and his hands clutched the dashin his side.
With the engine still running, he floored the accelerator and guided the car down the hill.
The pain from his stomach washgarabé. As his vision began to fade away to darkness he
tried to summorup one last effort for Martinand for all the agents who would perish if the
Russian election went the mystery man’s way.



Chapter 19

Friday, March 16™ 11:00,
Moscow, Russia.

Akira sat alone and cleared his thoughts as best he could. Images of Patrice Marraud flashed
by in his mind and with them fragments of the memory he had lost long ago.

Marraudis badly wounded my love, he is weakening as we speak. Push away the feelings
you have for him. He must be kill ed. What wi
to be saved and will destroy us all?

‘o hebadgypu’ | n t he dgaankigamongsi tthe shaidows, Alera s t
mumbl ed the nickname for his former | ove ant
time he had ever saithat wordhad beerso long ago in a darkenedospital. For some
reason, hdelt the need to say that wbalmost as if it reconnected him to his dead wife
despite failing her in recent eventse klt the bruises all over his bodin particular the
heavy bruising around his left temple.

Several feet away he heard Salenko give his speech at the secdicdl pally he had
organised. The loyal followersyhich hadincreagd with each rally, were now at their
feverish best as they scr eameAtleastthisisgoingthh or us
plan.

Akira looked away and thought again los confronation with Marraud. It had been
some time sice he had been beaten in comdrad despite his wounded prjdee still felt all
powerful andthatthe emotional tiesvith Marraudhad prevented his victory. Everything had
changed now. Gone were the feelingsswgipathy and the bond he had felt with Marraud.

All that remainedwas an anxious need to make sure it was over and Marraud, like all the
others who had stood against himpuhd perish The clock was ticking and with it so was
Akira’s dr eanme mdde dyd eontatt withuDemeyer and mowser to his
posi ti onesnappae | | ?° h

Denyer al most stood to attention and took
has sever al addresses. | * ve dichhoee istthermmst gh my
l'i kely. It was the best | could do in the ti

‘“Where he now? Where?

i s
Denyer passed him a piece of paper. - [
Akira pushed thyiherewh @ bk .Sa‘l omk 0S lesahsadasi t al
pl anned. "’ He strode past and rushed down sol
behind him seemed to heal his wounds as Akira felt the hatred and determination from the
crowd. The potential that Russia had once it was under hisotefectrified him it would
win the warand crush the West. At the same time, he was certain it could all be threatened if
the legendary Marraud had his way. Legend or not, he would have to be stopped, with no
chance of a reprieve.

Ramsey looked behindrh and noticed the S.U.C.O. members fihrough the door and
take their seats. The MI6 number two lingered for a moment but made his mind up and
approached the bench of the courtroom stgiup that had been installedl to give Drake
his moment of giry. He moved to Drake and caught his attention.

‘“Not now Ramsey. The inquiry is about to s
the day.’



Ramsey put a hand on the desk. | Thes bwe hl
through the recordand coul dn’t find the Pathologist’'s
contact the office of

Drake moved forward and spoke quietly. ‘L
Now..take your seat .’

Ramsey saw the fire iD r a keges and decided to lemathe matter for another timie.6 | |
get that r begobdrimself.h oughé

The Chief of MI6 vatched thédriefing roomassembleand waited for silence befotee
rose from his chair and addressed everyone.ddkeld out at five rows of seatéd two
guardspost ed at the door s. ‘Before we begin th
with great regret that this had take place Team S.U.C.O. which stands for Special
Undercover Covert Operations has served our country magnificently well overymarsy
Unfortunately..in these changing ti mes, we n
operations. It is the hope of this inquiry committee that we fiedutiderlying cause of the
recent failureoODper ati on Reprisal. My tochis left amchrightaa s her
the two other committee membetshave deci ded to waive their
start with one of the most principal withessegg e nt Samuel Ol sen.’

Olsen got upgrom his seatand walked over to the main table, in fronttbé inquiry
committee.

Drake ignored Ol sen’s glare and read from
rise and raise your right hand. Do you solemnly swear that the testimony you are about to
give to this committe is the truth, the whole truthnd nothing but the truthso help you

god?’ His tone was | acklustre throughout.
Olsenl ooked at each member ,girthe committee i
Drake continued. “ Mr . Ol sen, you may cons,|
For the record, pleaseast e your name and occupation.’
‘My name is Samuel Patrick Olsaond | ° ve wor ked for MI 6 for
assignment i s Head of team S. U.C. O."’
Drake’s tone | ifted slightly at his next ¢
“1 7 m curresnitrl.y’ i nacti ve

‘L ed start at the beginning pleag@peration Reprisal came about because of what
happenean another operation, codena®&feguard?
Ol sen found severBhatpayp lewedtor@manttoijos updwnatts k . ‘
OMAL on Operation Safeguard. Wieerethere to offeradditional security for the Royal visit.
During that visit, an attack took place where we losess agentsand narrowly averted a
car bomb explosion that would have been fatal. Our intelligence showed itozet and
Gyorgy Kiprichh - The Oman police investigation al so
Drake thought over hi s next guestion. A
survivors of the Royal security teams, your behaviour and decision making was reckless and
caused the death of severalagentsEx p| ai n. "’

“Wel |, t hat / sB. | [efthmyipositionm fronntheosecurity team around the
Prince and went to a nearby <car t hatto I was
investigatehen everyone there would be desd r .’

Drake raised hiv¥w 0i ce 1 n an attempt to add drama t

positonwhi ch made the Prince vulnerable to enem
Olsen squirmed in his chaand knewh e was being bac&modasi nt o
clear cut as it soundkknew that car was
‘“Answer t,AhgequeO©tsen. A simple yes or no w
‘“Yes. | rinde guinérable forean iRstabut my instincts proved right about



“And the resultant car c h Olsem ffom reBporalikge r a i ¢

s raight away. “You stol e a Rathroughethedcomwmof and ¢
Muscat. Ei ght Omani |l ocals were killed i1 n t|
was in charge of the operation, authorise th

‘Well, thefe was no ti me

‘“Cne again, a simple yes or no will do."’

“ N @eir but-’

Drake cut I n. ‘“Thank you. Now, l et’” s move
happened when you were informed of this oper

Olsen locked eyes with Drake, but eventually looked down and laidewetral official
reports on the desk, to be used at€B0@ omr efere

the 12" Februaryl was in Operations Command with some of my colleagues. At that point,
Richard Elliott, who was then Chief of MI6, came in arssembled both S.U.C.O. teams in
briefing room one. He informed us that Operation Reprisal was a gatigpeand that
G.C.H.Q. had provided us with intelligence on the Kiprich brothers, Gyorgy and Jozef, that
showed they were now i@racow Pdand. Elliot told us that POLKlready had a fix on
them. He also informed us that our S.U.C.O. Commander, Hal Burton, would be giving us
our operation briefing some time later thvat day From then on, each team member began to
prep themselves for the upcoming apéri on . ’

Drake fiddled with his glasses as he |ist
Burton’'s briefing.’

‘1 t onwtlressame day, at about 3@:.when Burton gave his debrief. He handed each
team member a copy of POLL1's report and took us througérias of satellite images
concerning the operation. This covered the storage bay area that the Kipridrswetne
usingand the house they were stayat@s cover. Burtomformed us that we would spliip,
with my team tackling the storage area akgknt Jordan's team handlitige house. He also
covered travel and that the strike time would b®02ours. From there we made our way to
the armoury and | eft the building, on route

“1 think in the i nt enradasis sf winaf we keeectp knongwei nf or
should move on to when you and the other agents arrivéchcoy Po |l and .’

Olsen took a sip of wateand ontinued CAt around 01: 20 both
armoured van and wem routeto the target coordinates. Age arrived, | heard over our
shortrange radios that Team A had arrived at the target hbukenreplied that my team
had arrived at the storage bay and were about to eniggaye a signal to Agent Carter

The male member of the committee spoketfdre f i r st ti me. * Hol d o1
keeping up here. Agent Carter?’ The individu
was his role?’

‘“Agent Dani el Cart er ,siu&s usdadimeenfracke sgtape on his n my
Colt M16A2 rifle to identify that there were two guards outside the storage bay. | ordered
Agent Carter to stay with the rest of the team as | tackled the two guards. Once that was done,
| ordered Carter to take the other agents and circle the storage Ibal for otrer exits and
terrorist backup.’

‘l entered the storage bay but found it to

The female committee member ifter nked her hands and asked
the contents of that storage bay?’

“Wel |, t h aing notteng was io it &t wust old files, old shells that were
redundantseveral boxes of redundantle and nothing else of interest. It was at thasnt
that lattemptedo contact Team A

Drakepped up. ?'Attempted



‘“Yes sir, m pickingaug their signalso | ordered Carteottry to contact
them buthe hadthe same result. Nothing. It was atstigioint that | laid the chargesd set
the timers to two minutes. We then made our way back to the armoured van. Before we could
really mmmunicate or danything else such as attempt to raise Team A, we were under
heavy fire.’
“From whom?’
“The Ki p,sir. coldergdiCartergo get to the van and start the eagitdadhe
rest of the group provide cover so we were able to mowetie woods and engage the
attackers. We took cover behind the largeststesilable and attempted to force them back.
From what | could see, we were outnumbered six to one and were mainly pinned behind the
trees, unable to be very effective in our retwf fire. It was at ttg time that two men ran past
usand recognised them as Agents Jordan and Gi
‘“How did you recemgni sgow hamP Wearing vyour
Agent Ol sen?’ Asked the female committee men
‘ Yes rhat eaenrteam member was weariggcolouredarmbandas part of their
uniform that identifies them to everyone else. | saw it was Gibbs and Jordan. | then gave an
order to turn back.’
‘“There must havgegulredry ?0t Merk eaagftbivamnshis as h e
chair.

None. I used my night vision to scan the
Team A members comingoway,on| v mor e attackers. We had no
Drake smiled in disbelief * 1 fi nd that hard to believe.’
Olsentoldhi msel f t o stay cal m an,dir lovasntiprepanece . * T
to lose any more agents in a futile situation. You have to remember the odds were six to one
in the terrorists favour. | dioktna it . 'have any

Exactly where did the Kiprich brothers ob
so hard for you?’
‘“l don’t know. You'd have to ask the Kipri
Drake said nothing for a moment. *‘Carry on
‘“We got &andCatteh droveusdbak to the pickup point. From there, we were
airlifted to Warsaw airport and then back to Heathrow before arriving at MI6 HQ. That
completes Operation Reprisali r . ’
“Anything else to report?’ Asked the other
“Only that wdoueway baak toWMwhist abHeathrowAirport, | noticed
a headline omne of the days papers. Itelatedto our operation irCracowand at the time, |
wondered how thisould havehappened. I'm convinced that one on my team had leaked

anythingtot he press. This is crwucial to this inqu
Just a few feet awarake felt a rush chdrenalinghrough his body. Leaking the news
to the press wanot something he was proudlbut he didn’t regret it.

he would do the same agaim an instant. The moment Operation Safeguard had run into

trouble, he had seen his chance and acted quickly to makalstrads led to MI6 and his

reinstatement. Keeping a stonycé he raised his hand and owded themale committee

member next to . “l't’s another matter the committe

At this point we wil/| adjourn for lunch and
Olsenrushed out of the building and loosened hisAteead of him, the slender figure of

Rachel Fadden caughis eye. Olsen rushed over and hugged her tight. He heard the question

and replied softlRah.* 1 t’s not | ooking good



Chapter 20

Friday, March 16™ 14:00,
Moscow, Russia.

Marraud winced with pain agestitched his stomactshut sealinga fourinch wound that had
had been slowly killing him. How he had managednake it back tdhis flat had been a
mystery With the frequent blackouts, he was shocked to have made it back at all. So many
guestions remaineakgarding the mystery attackand Salek o> s f ai t hf ul follo
could he be? It was a question that would surely remain unanswered for the time being.

In all his life, he lad never felt so weak and tirede wanted to rest more than anything
buthis drive and determination remainedspiée his weakened condition

As he forcechimself up he staggered over to the laptop the small bedside cabinet.
Time seemed to slow down as he waited impatiently for the device to boot up and show the
standard login seen. Marraud checked his wataidafelt some reliefvhen the login screen
appeared. He knewt woul dn’' it ®&l| d k@’ sund o nHsdimeron f ou
moved quickly across the keyboard, dhe laptop complied and began loading the operating
system. Marraud knew if heentall his reports and details of the past week back to Paris, it
would turn thetide on Salenko and his partner, ensumeimpforcements would arrive from
France and other countries. Without his information, Saleafkd ceconspiratorswould
remain a mysteryOne that would prove to be deadlnd untouchable wheBalenko was
electedthe next President of Russia. If possible, Marraud planned to send the information and
do all he could to return to Paris or find somewhere else in Europe to lie low.

Finally, the Igtop loaded and Marraud moved quickly to collate all his information and
attach it to an esrypted emailHe noted it was configured to connect to MI6 but there was
no time to change the settings. As he connetitecEthernetcable that connected to the
nearby router, he waited for the connectsymbolto appear on the screen in front of him.
His right hand tenderly touched the wound on his left aglbae watched the report begin to
send. When the status reached thirty percent progeedoze with dreadvhenhe saw the
connection lights on the router go otie dhecledthe cables straight awandtried again.
The seconds ticked by on the screen until his worst fears were realised. A red error message
appeared.

ERROR CODE 16. NO CONNECTION FOUND. PLEASE CHECK THE
CABLES AND SETTINGS AND TRY AGAIN.

Marraud stared at the screeot able to think straight. Theuterhadbeen working fine
that very dayand he had ' ekperienced any problems in the past. @lbernative came into
his mind but he had to be sure. Quickly, Marraud took the wire and plugged it into the
telephone on the lounge table. He lifted teceiverand waited for a digbne.

Nothing.

It too was dead. Sweat paard o wn Ma r r a u the kaewtiisgpasition hadbeen
compromisedand someone ha cut the nearby phone lineat the nearby table, Marraud
quickly grableda memory stickandset about copying all the data he had. A display popped
up and showed the pyoess of the data copy. Whérwas finished he putthe device in his
jacket pocketand planned to leave Russia any way he could.

At the front door, he stepped out onto the landmg stopped in his tracks at the sight of
someone coming up the stairs.



Marraud stepped back and lockied door He took hold of his black Heckle& Koch
pistol and stepped out thedroom windowonto the metal fire escapdust as he began to
climb, he heard the front door to his flat smagenand the sound of footsteps rush towards
his window. Marraud locked his left hdwaround the metal ladder and aimed his pistol at the
window.

Akira appeared and smiled to himself, pleased with Denyer for finding his prey.
Excitement flowed through him, knowing he would emerge victorious within the Naur.
more chances, | will not flaMadeline again.He watched Marraud carefully and ducked
down to avoid the incoming gunfire.

As he turnedo climb the ladder, the pain was unbearable and his stomach cried out
under the strain. Marraud locked down the safety pin omimsand tried toput it into his
trouse pocketbut with his strength failing him, the gun flipped out and fell to the ground
below.Marraud watched it fall in desperation.

As he caksperately ted to stop himself from blacking out, he reached the top and
slumped onto theoof. His blue eyes glanced down and saw the sight of blood on his clean
shirt. All the movemeninust havecaused his stitches to burst and the wound-pen. He
felt the memory stick in his pockend rustled up thoughts of Martine once more. Marraud
was adamant in his heart and mine, \would not relinquish his lifehere simply had to be a
way to escape and delivéine information. He slowly stumbled over to the other side of the
roof and looked out. The nearest building was some distance away bauMatill thought
abouttrying to jumpthe distance to escape. Before he could even considbe isoundof
someone on the fire escape ladder made him spin around.

Akira stepped off the laddeand stood tall as he looked at the weakened Marraud.
Madeline was rightThis ends now. No more pity, no more chances.

Marraud summed up the situation and knew immediately if he were to escape, it would
have to be throughAkira. In the space of a few secondsjtalhe oper ati ons he’ d
in flashed byand with it came the belief that had beenhwitm from the very beginning, he
was a Fench Special Agent, and all he had ever wanted to do was help others and make a
difference somehow. Ahead of him stood his greatest challenge. Not for the first time, a
golden image of Martine, his only true love, camehe surface. Her dazzling smiénd
beautiful face captivated his heart and gave him stre@gte.moretimgor Mar t i ne é

Drake rushed along the corridor to briefing room three. He fumbldd st ppersand
saw his deputin the distance * Pr,Raormsany ?’

The MI6 number two waited at the door to the briefiagm and sized up his superior
whilsthe thoughb v er Dr ak e’ s aHetcould nadse the deathis of sundredsiotl .
our agents, notat mention his intentions for S.U.C.O. | have to stop Ramsey spoke in a

calm tone. ‘1 want to talk about this inquir
“Which wil/ r e s ubDrage sighed anch fblded fsnarmb.o @d o n " t hav
time for meaningl es®excub# scussi ons, now if you
Ramsey took a step closer and i mposed his
t he t i meare what tdeoPM’has satd toyduhi s team i s the best
won’'t stand by and | et you crucify them.’
“1f you’'vethomeemel i tgeamiryg you’ | | know t hat
we were |l ead to believe.’
‘“They’  ve put their Iives on the |ine ten t
‘“That’' s irrelevant Kevin and you know it.

may | sugyest you take over in Operations Comuhan find yourself other matters to attend
to?’



Ramsey watched him closelyWh at 0 s h &noviing dhe rsgriGusness of the
situation, Ramsey decided to back down and do all he could to remove Drake from MI6. He
moved towards the dooand madehi s excuses. “Fine, [ fince
with. Just don’t tear S.U.C.O. in half, that
Drake ignored Ramsey and confidently walked ifdoefing room three and took his
position at the front ofhte room.Several reports were laid oah the main tablefrom each
member of the S.U.C.O. team. Drakeghn to read each one carefudlyd took note of any
irregularities that could be used to his advantage.

Olsen paid for the two fruit juices and satxheéo Rachel in the afé near MI6

headquarters. He | ooked into her bl uRacheyes a
this isn’t going well at al | . It s a shame
to the cleaners, | can seehiseyemow much he wants it."’

Rachel raised her eyebrows in surprise. “

isn’t he?’

‘Drake is the Chief avhen MIiwas that posthe dirst tinmei m y e a
around. He wants the service to bevlprofile and norhostile in other words, full of
intelligene analysts and nothing mole. pr omi se you he’s going to
have us thrown out .’

‘“Was there no way you <could get around t
i nqgqui r asked. FuSttatmngrew inside hey she wanted torlow more about the world
of MI6 and what her husband got up to.

‘“Not a arhrayn cRa c IS l'ttoisuwwhof emyhhagdbas b
grateful youdoe’ her egatibnggu ithrooyugh t hi s one o1

Rachel thought over her next question She st i | | felt hopef ul f
serviceand was ashamed of those feelings. More than anything, she was worried for the
future. *Sam..what if this does go against yo

Ol sen watched her c¢closely and could see th
blameyou if you secretly hoped Iwoulceb f or ced outrealylwaulud.der st an
Rachel shifted in her seathn d t wi ddl ed a strand of her de
wants youto be set free from that placeko we can be togetéreyes at | e
and felt the pain. ‘1 just can’t |l ose you.'’

Olsen smiled: 1eel the same’

“At first itwaslexitlny . weAsnewe’' ve gotteni toldebbeam:
bothering me more and more. Ever werserbgtke you ¢
day. Youknowthahnd t hough JI" vceanr etalpluys ht rtiheids away. '’

Ol sen took hold of her hand and held i1t t
with his words at first but t henryingaoahined up.
how | got started in all this and how | got
me D follow this pathand then there was Tom as well. | just went with the flow s uppos e
Ol sen’s deep voi ce c¢ han grstdmetinomorghs heespolleefrom t o n e

t he heart. ‘eRlane this.jbb faneight ydalaitvall that matters to me is being

with you. | don’t want the rest of our || ives
Rachel ki ssed hi nlhatd ssnallled raasdki.ant |l y. ‘
Olsen finished his fruit juice and toueld her hand agamibemareal | ° m s

insensi ti ve g umygoisgdoneave thisplace, | need to break out of the training

| > ve had ov e know Bhew nothiagr sayothingard f e e | not hing?’
betterand for the first time his mind opened up to the possibility of doing something else but

the other side of him, the side that craved the action and the chance to make a difference



bubbled away inside him and almasfused to let goHow am | going to get past thid®e
|l ooked at RacheRachYou staying here
S I sti ckawhilktanddt henel floFk meet you out si
you won’t | ose yowrout ekmmpem.? |1t won’t helop
Olsen noddeédndembraed her. He waved as he left the caind walkedowards MI6
headquarterds this going to be my last day assavernmenagent? What else can | be?

Jozef dropped some money into the drinks dispenser and waited for his drinleéale
He slumped against the machine in a trance as nurses and other hospital personnel walked
past him. For the past several days,ftre/-oneyearold had been staying in a private clinic
in Slovakia. After the attack on the MI6 teams, Jozef had been eager ia §taland but
knew the dangers of repercussions. By contacting several allies of his, he had managed to
have his brother admitted the nearest facility. Jozedok his drink and slowly walked down
the corridor. Waiting there was Hang-time friend, Zdtan Ferec.

“Any c¢hangfe?’

Jozef stroked his growi ngZoltare Accatdingato the c | os e
doctor here, Gyorgy suffereersous chest wounds. The next twefdyr hours will prove
critical .’ For t he fding kid only familg hit hame.eHis wvace s i b i |
sounded weak and fragile as he spoke again.

Ferec didn’t k naiyjust eomafrom theside mgm whder é@ hi s fr
brother was being treated. Ferec had seanynterminal patients in his time and knew that

Gyorgy was not going to survive. Despite th
‘Do not t hJozefkHe will guesivetahdahen all three of us will continue our war
with the West. Youm st bel i eve me.’
Jozefdoubted hat bel i ef. 1 Iwillll sgeorovaatan:sti t wi t h
‘“Tomo,doawf .’ F e r e c¢’s ahdaasdpslevdy bégansto walk dogvm tde
corridor.

Jozefapproached the side room and looked through the window. He forced himself to
enter and sat down next to his brother. His eyes eduitie machineand the several tubes
t hat kept his only f @yorgyl yyoualnmuvset. s'tSatyaywiwiht
dropped his head do his brother s ahdgpmyed.

The lights of briefing room three felt warmer than the beating sun of the Middle East as
Jordan continued to move around in his seat. The sweat was now dripping off him.

Drake sat motionlessinhischai ‘ Let’ s move on to when you
which was supposedly being used by the Kipri

‘“Well, we searched every par tHowdveriwenddt pl ac
find five locals tied up in the back room. They appdaret o be Pol i sh.’

‘What were they doing there?’

‘1 do n,5sit At that poimf a gas canister smashed through the front window of the
house. | issued an order to my team to put on their gas masks but unforfloraefymy
menwvasn’t quick enough.’

Apause came and then another question. *“1°
under your command.’

Jordan looked away to what seemed like another place only he could see but then came
back to the present.

‘“Then what happenediteemeibk.ed t he mal e comm

“Wel |, my s e | fireeagents camb endeo dttéicke from the woods ahead. We
continued to return fire for some time whilst | tried to contact Team B to request support. |



don’ t know wh at buttl mever pould dpet themm omwetlradio. They were
jamming us for sure.’

“You have ,poondé&dndf Abkhed Drake.

‘“Ysisnobody answered!’

Drake nodded solemnly. Cont i nue. "’

Jordan gritted his teethnd knew how bad thingesokedf or hi m. ‘o t hough
situation and orded myagents to leave the house via the back door. | stayed at the living
room window to draw their fire. My deputy then returned on his own advising me we had lost
two morecolleagus as hostiles had come in through the back door. | could hear the gunfire
so we had no choice but to leave the house and try to return to the armoured van where the
rest of S.U.C.O. walecated

Drake’ s eyebrows shot wup with his next que

Jordan st ayseidr .ccal m. ‘“Yes

* \WNat of the hostages? Ydeft themt oo ?’

‘ nl the heat of the momertir. | did try to save them btit

The Chief of MI6 frowned as he had to repe
or no will suffice fortherecorp | ease .’

‘“lt's not as’ simple as a yes or

“Answeue gthieom! ’

Jordan snapped and shouted at the committ
wouldn't be here nowWhat do you want me to saydidn't know they were going to Kill
t hem! Il think about them all the timel’

Drake picked up a report from his deakd donned his blaeimmed glasses. The
florescent lights reflected off theamd showed h e t hi ¢ k n e sAscordirfg totthee | e n:
Police report, the bodies of the Polish locals were riddled with bullets from a Colt M16A2
rifle. That is the rifle thiaall team members were issued wthor r e c t ?°’

Jordan'smoit opened wi de Ekcose messir,asrthe sommitges aiccusirig
me of murdering those hostages?’

‘We're not accusing anyone of anything. We are merely attempting to learntthe tru
Answe t he question please.’

Jordan got up from his chair and placed both hands on the desk as he looked straight at
the inquiry committee. His voice wastern butcontrolled. ‘No, sir. Kiprich aad his men
killed them. Not wus.’

Drake looked at the agent aheddin. ‘ You have proof of this? You see Agent Jordan,
all I have here is proof that their bodies were riddled with bullets from the weapons you and

team S.U.C. O. were issued with.’
‘Will that be all sir? I've worked for this service for just oveventy years. I'm not a
mur derer . | derm'utsaddmomea amo s etviiehateed. @ r i p p

The Chief of MI6 looked at the large clock at the far end of the room and exchanged
glances with the other me mb er s far foday. iles ¢ o mmi
inquiry is adjourned, unt il tomorrow. '’

Several floors belonRamsey stood tall ithe recordsdepartmentgfter finding what he
had beenooking for. He had spent the last hour searching through every record that had been
stored for Operain Reprsal. After his chat with Drakend watching scenes from the
inquiry, he had decided to check out every record on the operation, just to be sure. Ramsey
continued to work the computencseveral displays flashed by tme screen. The profile of
POL1: Agent Bedford, appeared with a red display, indicathrg the file had been locked.
Seven options were displayed in the corner of the screen:






HIGHLY CLASSIFIED

Agent Name: Martin Bedford (DECEASED)
Clearance-Code: POL — 126 — 722 — 3411
Please select an option from the following:

1) Past operations, reports and classified data
2) History of experience

3) Skill set

4) Education and training background

5) Personal

6) Aliases

7) Pathologists Report (LOCKED — SECURITY CODE CLEARANCE REQUIRED)

HIGHLY CLASSIFIED

Ramsey tried again to access the seveptionbut was deniedWhy would Drake lock
that file and nothing elsePle looked around theffice, saw it was emptyand dialled a
number in the Securityan? platr'tsnekeviom. hli sn anmod
big one. | need access to one file. Troubl e



Chapter 21

Friday, March 16™ 18:00,
Moscow, Russia.

Akira crouched low into an attackirsgance and slipped into San Shaugeadly Chinese
style of haneto-hand combat. Decades befohe hadlearntthis rae form from one of its
foundersand with the passing of time he had mastered it to perfe¢fisreyes locked onto
Patrice Marraugnd he told himself to focus only on his vision of the future rather than his
opponent and any memories from the past.

A cold wind circled around himnal Akira moved in for the kill. He pulled out the same
blade he had used just hours before and swiglgntly as he edged ever closer.

Marraud winced for a moment but still felt he had somethingsarue. The first attack
came and he moved his head tme side with considerable eased sidesteppd away.
Another swish of the knife came perilously claséhis chest but Marraud jerked his body to
avoid it and rolled onto the floor. With eachove, the stinging pain from his stomach
threatened to take over but somehow, he defied the odds.

Akira saw his opponent on the floand seized his chance. He leapto the air and

plunged the knife downwards. Li ke a fl ash,

chest. Akira flew backwas, lost the grip on his knifand knocked into the stack of air
conditioning units that serviced the flats bel@ds. hejumped uphe saw tb Frenchman rush
towards himbut Akira steadied himselaind felt the hatred flow through him. With all his
formidable power, he lashed out repeatedly at Marraud, who only managed to deflect on
two blows. Time after timée snashedh s p al ms i sfaceandihersfocessed omy ’
Ma r r astordacharound

Marraud felt the first attack on his stomach and almost collapsed there and then. His
strength evaporated in seconds and he cried out in pain as one attack after another plunged
into his stomach. The last one caused his vision to spin out of control as he shuddered and

dropped to his knees.

Beneath the black mask, Akira smiled in victory aspu¢ his hands together and
smashed down on Marrawdho flippedbackwards and ended in adp atthe side of the
roof. Akira walked over to his fallen opponentho was making a vain attempt to get to his
feet. A wellplaced upper cut causedarraudto topple over theside of theroof. Akira
reached out and caught him by the jacket collar.

Marraud’ s vision was failing, his body was

his jacket pockebut realised that too had been broken and was in piédese could hope
for was that some of his report had been received by Mtlifeless blue eyegist managed

to glance up to the masked man above. His beloved Martine filled his thoughts and Marraud
took comfort in the fact that he would soon see her again. At the same time, all the other

agents who would perish because he had failed to send danfoiathation back to Europe

made him feel so guilty. Despite all his achievements, his last operation would prove to be a

failure. Marraud \antedno pity and started to break the gop his jackehimself. He would

\Y

(

rather die with dignity than be beatepbt he ani mal above hi m. “You

you are..

Akiradi dn’t want to hear andyelinquishedhismgofsée f r om

watched his prey fall to the ground below, he expetdddel something. Anything. But there
was nothingnothing at all.



His mindoverflowedwith Madeliné s v whictc geew louder and louder all the time.
He stepped onto the adjacent edge, jumped tre roof of the next buildingnd merged
with the early morning light. The dream was still intact.

Ramseycould barely control himself. Just minutes earlier, he had gained access to the
Pat hol ogist report on Bedf omhithtodis doieThefachlsnd t h e
were bad enouglbut there could be noodbt that Drakevas going to donothing alout it.

Ramsey was certain of one thjnige man had to go, although it seemed like the Chief of MI6

had everyone in power behind him, including the Prime Minister. He padded his jacket
pocket and fi¢ an important document insidene that had been signéy several saor

officials at MI6, in protest t Drake’s appointment and recen
would pave the way for a new dawn at his belov#@. He got into the nearest lift and heard

the floors chi me by asHisimind turmed o RithardanEllibtoandD r a k e
wondered how things had gotten so bad in such a short space of time.

Drake heard the baer of his intercom and sighed he was disturbed from his reading.

He wasn’'t expecting anyormse. ‘Yes? | ordered
The quiet voice of the assistanitsirrOayne ove

Mr . Ramsey is here, he says it’s wurgent.’
The balding Chief of MI6 ground his teeth togethrdwondeedwhat was so important

this ti me. Fine. Send him in.
Ramsey gave the steglated door a firm push and datently walked into the officeHe

stoppedonly a foot away from the large mahogany desk. Sunlight broke through the early

morning shadows and streamed across the nobioh madehis entrance seem evemore

i mpressi ve. Ramsey di dn’ thenmpndrankofhinfj. ust | ocked
Drake’s tone was icy cold as he tried to m
Ramsey lingered for a second and then spoke with real passion. His fifrdimgthe

Pat hologists report had made his stomach tut

tt

the best team we’ve ever had crucified in
planned fortodayP et er , you can change it."’

Drake got udrom his chair, outraged. Wh o t he hel-l do you think

Ramsey’'s voice went deadly cal m. “You're
chose not to be specific, betting his superior would keractlywhat he was talking about.

Drake replied straighea wa vy . ‘“l see you've been |l goking
Kevin.’

Ramsey struggled to control hi msel f. o w
thisinquiryr i ght now. '’

“I'm wor ki ng un tdesPrimetMnsterandédee r s o f t

Ramseycu hi s right hand through the air as he
happening here he wouldn’t agreel’

Drake craned his neck upwards to maintain eye level with his degmdylooked

increasingly flustered. ‘He trusts me and wo
‘“Thiisn’t a question of trust! It s a ques
piece of paper onto the desk. “That’s just o

Draké s f ace | ost ashemstediedHs colleague and trienl torwork out if
he wa bluffing. He slowly opened the piece of paper aad; to his horrorthatit was a
copy of the Pathologist report on Beé f or d . ‘“Where did you get
myself
Ramsey repeatedly told himself not to throw the weasel of a man uptabaingll. His
voice powered through every corner of the r«



have you seen the time on that report? Have you? Bedford was dead before it even got to us.
In other words, the Kiprich brothers got to him. Theolehoperation was a satp ! ’

Drake brushed past. o don’'t <care. This h
wants radical changes here, and the Defence Minister agrees with him! Your personal crusade
is useless.’ He movedf drehantdohder dles&kmaadt r:
you been her&K e vi n ?’

‘“What ?

Drake ma swer ed f or h i -five yeard\d ynomy ¢ sveinmgt e .’ He
contact and spoke wi tdwontheladmirenyeur tenacitgut this For w
real Ityh e stni’me .’ He | eant over his desk and p
be chall enged.”’

Ramsey c¢closed in. “l won’t back down, this
your foolish | eadership is costing |ives.’

Drake handed his deputyletter that had been stamped with the insignia of the Prime
Minister’s office. *“You’'d better read this.’

Ramsey’ s eyes bur ned leterthabhhad thersgal oh the Priree t o o k
Mi ni ster’ s ofimesewraltitks caught kis eyeaafiehict referredto the
mandate Drake had been given. As he looked up, he noticed for the first time that three
security guards had entertéte room and had surrounded hiReamsey pulled out the letter
he had wantetb present but was immediately restrained by the three men.

Drake stepped in. ‘1 had anticipated this
to a more for mal tone. “You’'re in breach of
charging youwvith treason and yowill be held in anmterview room until this inquiry is over.
After that we wil!/| review your future.’ He |

Ramsey struggled to break free but knew when he was beaten. He was dragged out of the
room towards the nearest lift. As he heard the door shut behind him, he wondered how he
would be able to save his belovgdb with such a bleak future ahead of him.

The next day, Olsen glanced at his watch and noted it was five to eleven in the morning.
Outside the gates to MI6, he held the harfidhis fiancée tight as they came to a stop. Olsen
saw herook of concern antie put his arms aroundhérYou don’t have to wc

not | i k etoprisomh ogoitrwgnty years.'’ He said gent| )
‘“Butdiydusay Drake has it in for you and th
he has planned.’ Rachel’s blue eyes grew ev

away from her. She wanted him to leave MIi&re was no point in denyingdut havirg him
imprisoned would be almost as bad as losing him completely.

Olsen led her awaffom the checkpoint * It wi | | be ok."’ He sai
|l " m feeling right now, [ most probably
tobe&k,you hear me?’ He s aw Ideleaned iom dnd gently kissedt i a |

heras he held her in his arms. As they parted, Olsen smiled back at her and for a moment
watched her leave. From the other direction, he saw Gassrthrouglthe checkoint.

‘“How’ s she ,l5am®l i Mg kietd &lalrt er whoser dar k
than usual

“Not tHat upgrte&te,ep tell iynogu hkerow?’'” s goi ng t
Carter | ooked taken abac lkliberdtely baingcruafiedk i ddi n
and it’'s all on Drake’'s say so, whether we'yv
‘“l't’s all politics now Dan, our records do
Carter nodded in agreement . “Don’ t | know

to your ability and theurrourding team.
‘Does it matter ?’



“Of course it matters
Olsen entered the Perspex tube, swipedisard through the readéwgether with his
security codeand walked into the main lobby with Cartertho had done the same from an

adjacent tuexact ITyhawhat nlotmeant Dan. | " ve be
|l ast few days and |’ ve been aski,ngamygelf do
Carter frowned in confusion. “lt’s what we
‘ Ri.dguttwith Drake backk nd hi s i ntentions abundantly
we'  re going to be given the chance to do any
‘“Look, don’'t ,dbemeyahengl wWagsyopportunitie
‘“And what about Rachel ?’
‘“ Whadutabher ?°
‘“We’ re going tlo Igeevwe may rwerdbu,Dalh twam’ets nd g n ya
be the samanymoreand | can’t Kkeep treating her this
next. Things are definitely..chiaswithhighest The

friend saddened him deeply.
Carter shook his head slowlgut reluctantly agreg His mind started to race and his
own future suddenly seemed worse with Ol sen

you' ' re saying,aw ygouue slse.avli nnge vtehri ss pl ace. Wha:
“l1”ve no idea. | f Rachel i's with me thoug
‘“Trust me.’ He | o o%needhimaell that was thelcalsietithie etlter sidedo ¢ o n

of him, the sidethat el i shed the danger and awasWithof t he
every step, Olsen never felt at ease and wondered how he would cope without the life of a
Governmena g e nt . 't just didn’t seem possible.

Drake took a seat befd the largedeskin the briefing roomand looked out ahe people
in front of him. He fluffed his faded beige shandstill felt the heat fromhis discussion with
Ramsey. He stood up and waited for silence.
next witnesss Ha | Burton, S.U.C.O. Commander .’

Burton got up from his seat in the front row amalked acros$o the @ntre seat. He had
been at MI6 kadquarters since seven that morrasde still searched fows wife and child.
His hopes were fading by the day.rBun had used every legal method he could in finding
them butthere wasstill no sign.T o mo r r o w on niydohtacksnt other tountries. | have
to find them soonHis concentration returned to tipeesentas hetried to listen to what the
Chief of MI6 was saying

Drake cont i nued andhothimgbutwhe tutlse help you gotd?

‘I ,sdo .’

‘Agent Burton, you may consider yoursel f
pl ease state your name and occupation.’

‘1’ m Hal J ansde plh® vBeu rbtecenn wi th MI 6 since tin
himself but quicklypicked up on the silence ‘ Sig Ir 'r een here for almost thirfyears
and for the | ast sever al | v e theepemtiorisjgee S. U. (

theordersand bri efi ngs.
Drake eyed up Burton and wondered how his predecessor had not fired him years ago.
Every ime Drakesawhim, he felt surprised that it was the same man he had firsoveet
seven years ago. Back then he was fit, slim, preserdattlextremely dependabl@. far cry
from the | oser |I'dnhebsefingkyourggve ta the SitbGrQ. teams that is at
the heart of this inquiryAgent Burton. Tell us exactly what happened when you gave the
briefingpl ease.’
‘Yes sir. H e edup acdffee stained slee of paper andbokedat the time stamp in
the right hand cor2teirn t WMo nafatyerFredooru.ar Vhat'’



briefing. We covered all the operation pointers, including the locations of the storage bay and
the house. | informed the team exgcivhat each one would be doimagd basically covered
al |l the details they needed to know.'’

Drake worked hard not to let his annoyance shdad the man forgotten everything we
had talked about? Det ai |l s areWe'mpeorheatd herem Agent
deputy that hostages were found in the house. Did you cover that possibility in your
briefing?’

Burton answer ed sltrdaiidg.h't away. ‘Yes sir

‘“That’' s a gaemed dondarfd mett he sback o&eyplhe r oo
talking about ButonY ou’ r e going to crucify wus!’ Jor dai
was held back by seversécurityguards.

Dr a k e There will be o further outbursts from the floor! Otherwise you will be
removed.’ H dan betakec baekdch J ®r seat . “Continue Age
remind you that you are under oath.’

Burton shot a look at Jordan and tried to settle him'selile la$l saidsir. | covered the
hostage possibility in my briefing. It could crop up in any opena | have it here in my
notes and | guote ‘any hostages should be v
covereds i r . ' felBheglaresfrom the S.U.C.O. agents and shifted in his seat.

“ T h a n,lAgegt 8urton. A very enlightening t@sony. What is your opinion on why
the teams failed to recover those hostages?’

Burton shrugged his shoul ders. T hle doanmet f
know sir, this has never happened beforel wa gshouigh 6t beteregll'y coul ¢
Drake made some notes and gave a slight no
standdowpBurt on. The committee recalls Agent San
Ol sen shared a | ook with Carter. *Wait for

Drake watckd Olse come forwardand knew the inquiry had reached its crucial
moment. For the first time, his mind switched to the bigger picture, the threat to the UK that
was present with each new day. He recalled the mandate and conversation with the Prime

Minister as he justified hiact i ons . * MaAgentOlsenehatyou ate syllaunder
oat h. Be seated. Now, foll owing on from Age
you wish to say?’

Ol sen | ocked his hands together and 'pllaced

speak my mind. | remember the briefing clearly. It was only a week ago. At no time was the
possibility of hostages or any scendliitked with that factorever mentioned. It was never
touched upon.’

“Are you sBuwritngn Ajgeatt lasked dthe fematk enember aftthe ? °
committee.

‘“Yes ma’am, that’'s exactly what | ' m saying
|l ook authentic but they are incorrect.’

Drake scribbled down some notes and spoke quickly to the agent he despised with a
passio . ‘S o Agenb @lserd However, those reports from Agent Burton have been
submitted and verified, which begs my next question. Why did you and your team not go
back and rescue those hostages?’

What 6s t h eOlspnothought tothimsel Peoul dn’t hel p hi msel
best to salvage his career thoughS e v e r a,lsir. [Firstlg, sve® wese outnumbered six to
one and secondl vy, I didn’”t know of the exi st
radios were unable to communieat wi t h Br avo Team. I coul dn’t
of .~



‘“We have no evi daunradoos rmatfuncponesDisen The hpeevious
testimony from your S.U.C.O. commander states that log e s wer e a pri or it
forward andried to psh Olsen further. Does it bother you, the | o0s
Ol sen felt his blood boil. <1 cannot worry
Drake overpowered hinand read from thed oc ument s I n front o]
Waldoch, thirty-sevenyearsold, leavesbhi nd a wi fe and two chil
sheet. ‘ Aventytheeey@aesald, was engaged to marry his girlfriend in April of
this year .’ He sl ammed the paper down on hi
and Agent Jordan aexcounable for the deaths of these innoceéiitse blood is orthehands
ofyouand your fellow team | eader .’ Hi s | ifeles
him. *‘*Have you anything to say at this point
Olsen merely stared at the walid knewhe was mnocent 6the atrocitieshe was being
charged with. Part of him wadreadyt hi nki ng of sihi shéusarYe.ucaNml

f
d

seem to know all the answers.’ Hi s voice was
A long silence lingered until Drake rose from his seatamdln ounced to the o
Committee will now take a short recess to c
two members out of the briefing room and into the nearest side office. He caught sight of the
female committee menmgbwho looked uncondrtable * Don’' t wyouw ydoy’ tdela
to do anything, you may as well get yourself

already made up my mind on what to say.'’
Olsen sat back down next to Carter and caught the glare coming his waydrdam
who in the row in front of themDespite his new life waiting for him away from MI6, he
couldn’”t hide a sendeimpefidngleadf hiscaretkepitmondtn t me n t
Sam, you were good atthisjcb.You s houl d h dhose hastagkgdex. fteeir ab o u't
blood is on your hands ot me snapped. h
Jordan merely shrugg
probably moneymen of t

ed hi s shoul der s. 1t
he Kiprich bhaetther s t
"

stick togetheSam, ot her wi se we |- be up the creek w
Ol sen shook his head in disgust. ‘“You're o
crucified all of wusl!’
Jodanturned around and reached forOlsertCoc ky | i ttl e shit!”’
Carter steppedinandrestmid Jor dan. ‘' Get a hold of your

The commotion instantly died down as the Chief of MI6 walked back into the room and
saw the ending ofpl eaassec.uf fHee .s 8'i Ble¢ Fsod athead A gt e
recess, the Inquiry Committee for Opeon Reprisal has now reached our final
recommendations. All of us have been shocked at the lack of discipline showed by several of
our most experienced agents when on assignment. At times, we have felt that they are
legalised criminals, instead of thetelstrike teams they should be. With these changing
times, it is the recommendation of this committee #iatS.U.C.O.teamsbe deactivated
immediately. All agents will be reassigned pending another review, with the exception of
Agent Jordan and Agent €in.As team | eader s, it i's this
responsibility rests solely with these agents. Both areet suspended for three mon#mi
then reassigned. All committee members feel this is a reasonable recommendation as it still

offers thee agents the chance to redeem themsetvése future ’ Drake said the
didn’”t mean t hem. He | anddaw thhat ©lsen hadigot up dnctwas t u n r
walkingtotheexitdoor * That concludes the inquiry. Tha

Drakeexchanged look with the other committee members and left the room. At the lift
lobby he pressed the button and saito himself with satisfaction.

Olsen watched from the shadows at the corner of the corridor. The thought of Rachel
waiting for im soothed one hibf his bodybut the other half, the man of skill that had



dodged death and been trained to perfection, refused to letlitgad s al | b.een a
‘Happy with yourself?’

Drake jumped slightly n surprise and turned arourid.Ol .s’enHe | ooked i rri
turned around to check where the lift wab.o n ' t thimanky @orse foryourself. The
decision of the inquiry is findl.

The demons swirled around insi@l s emmnd as he stepped forwartDo you have
any idea wheatt oydoauy?v eYoduonr e going to need the
have any capability to carry out operations

Drake laughed out aloud.Ef f ect i vel y! Removing the 1|1 kes
priority. You're renkhbesntapdopkbeaase déeatha

you
you

‘“l had no knowledge of those hostages,

“This conversation is over. Make sure
beforeyouleavé he bui |l ding for the Il ast ti'maé.lilAe sr
|l d quite happily put in a word with the Pol
you're not ligemdew®mruk. f or i ntel

‘“l1’”ve been doing that work for eight years

‘“Exactly rightrre thaw’ sutwhgf ywor k. I only
ti me ago. I hear you're going to be getting
count myself luckyl got away with the murder of innocents and have a quiet life away from
her e. ' 'mil&dragak and koked very pleased with himself.

Ol sen coul dn’ t steppek & cleser yrdtedoDrake.off fidra the floor

and up againstthewall. Ther e wi | | come a day ywhiéen | yagu’aldl
getdown onyourkneesahdg.l j ust hope | ' m there to see i/
Drake struggled but couldn’t free himself.
Ol sen’s voice became a deadly whisper. *1f
you that would be the |l ast thing you'd say.’
A powerlul deep voice piercecd he mo ment . * S pausebefolelthe voee wa s
spoke again. ‘“Let him go. He’ s not the enemy

Olsenglanced behind hilmnd sawrhomasDeane. Olsen had to blink twice to be certain
as he had assumed his formertper was still in OmanSure enough, the tall, powerful
frame of his formepartner and mentor stood these ar i n g bDRogdu kreow whati m. ‘
he’'s done?’ Ol s ehut' itsvasuingedcwdth sadmess aa i lgerkiyew he was
making things worsbuthej ust coul dn’t help himself.

Deane took a step forwamhd putahandohhe man he regarded as
everyword. But we can’t contr ol everything, not ev
difference. Drake has his own ageraatl youh ave your s. '’

‘“Don’t defend him.’

‘“Never. Deane’ s eyes burneidsm’rti gqhai rmag thee
anythingyou know that. Let hi mTo@®mankemwdntedto sag b ac k
but he forced himself not to.

My <car emwholemyt tiesas man has gone out of hi s

Ol sen’s eyes | ooked | ost.

A faint smile came to his |ips. ‘Ui ke me
You’ve built a |ife away from t heakeawgpwddbe y. Th
to throw that away now. Don’t | et someone | i
to do.’

Drake glared at Deane ahead of him. He had never felt so helpless.
Deane placed a hand on Ol sen’s armelend spo
waiting for you. | can take you to her. Come



Olsenslowly nodded in agreement and dropped Drake to the flood Hed n ' t | ook b
and fdlowed Deane down the corridor.

Drake pushed himself up off the floor and wanted to say something, anything, to re
establish his authority but by the time he had recovered he was all alone in the lift lobby. He
dusted down his suit jacket and felt thankful that he had got his way and.S.Was no
more.At least that will cement my position here and | can shape MI6 further.

As Olsen walked along the corrida touch of sympathy welled up inside of him as he
caught sight ofAlex Jordanwho satall alone in briefing room threayith his head in his
hands.There is no fiancée waiting for hi®@Isen thought about saying something but he still
hadn’t forgiven Jordan for what had happened

Deane studied Olsen as they made their wayoddMI6 headquarters. He struggled to
decide what to say, withsmany wor ds t o c hiting$ e drésticoneasure. S a m.

There will al ways be a place for you in Om
checkpoint, he saw a young womah i imeyohse Wi s
want .’ He placed his huge r i ghseeyoathrowit@alh Ol s e
awayand don’t want to | ose you.’

Despitet he results of the inqui rhye caoudl dOnl’ste nr e
a smile. Ahead of him &as Rachel, whetood by the checkpoint, with the Thames neaixy
a beautiful blue sky above her. Streaming golden rays of sunlight gave Rachel an almost
angelic look about her. Gda was worried about his futyhere was no doubt about it. The
lost atsea feeling he had beerpecting had yet to come thougind why would it? With
Rachel beside him and Deane, as ever, always there, things could have been so much worse.

He turned to face his mentor. “You k'nwev som

| earned more about each other than we have

chance you’'ll | ose me, Il always be here,
Deane closed his eyes briefly and graspésknby t he scruf f of the n

youdhange your mind."’ He coul dn’ t hiongknowing t , t h

that Olsen was leavinigllé and there was no chance of another operation togededielt a

wave of failureinsidleof hi m and hewayoul dn’t push it

Olsengave Deane aug and walked towards the love of his life. Hadtfbetter than he
had expectethut an uneasy feelingfill lingered in the background. He used every ounce of
energy insidef him to push it away as he tried to adapt to the future that awaited him.

Jozefheard his boots sgloh underneath the sodden grasshestood near his brother
Gyorgy s ciwothefbleak looking graveyard. The thick drizzle continued to pour down as
dark, deadly looking clouds loomed overhead. Jozef stood next to Ferec. His eamk gr
lifeless eyes focussed on the coffin in front of ramd hefelt in a trance as the loss of his
twin brother refused to sink in. The words on the plaque dlof@nged to a different name
not Gyorgy. He bowed hi s dowendith, the sethsedinsidem’ t f e e
felt deadened with every pasgimoment. He grabbdéere¢ s and dragged him away
from the bleak scene. Jozef spoke in an emotionless tone, one that was totally fixed on every
word. ‘1 don’t «car erwlmabwe hdvetodp, | wilt avenge knglwoth&ro | t an
| promise you that.’

Ferec watched his friend walk back to the coffin and wondered what excitement was
coming his way. For a moment he caught the glance of another mourner whose glare was so
intense, even Ferd@ad to look away.

Akira had heard every wordhis eyes hadever strayed from Ferec, who turned and
walked away

Everyone in the cemetery could feel Akira’
spoke to him. The continuous rainfall sodkes darkenedobe to the cordut the scene to



him seemed somewhat appropriate. The loss of Gyorgy Kiprich, a devoted follower to the
cause, had beefelt by the entire network u t emotional revenge had
thoughts. He had considered intenvenin thevow he had overheatult had decided against

it. Jozef, with Ferec at his sideould prove to be a formidable partnership, one that could

well do some damage to their Western enemies.

Akira lowered his head and trudged away from the scéfig. vision ha been
threatenedbut Patrice Marraud was gonedwer.His bid for Mikhail Salenko to be the next
President of Russia was on course and the protectors of the West were diminishing in
numbers by the day.et Jozef have his revenge. My plans for the Wiestakh that matters.

The future will be so differeét

i



EPILOGUE

Sam Olserstared vacantly at the water below him as he stood on Vauxhall Bridge in
London. A couple passed him by and OGdnaen’ s g
threat. No that they werasthey walked on and discussed their lunch plans.

Olsen looked again at the water below and feltdasso many level©nly a day had
passed since he had resigned from MI6, and only two days since the verdict from the inquiry.
Naturallyeverything feltrawb ut Ol sen hadn’t explocsomahyt o f ece
years he had defined himself as a government agent and now he felt like his identity had been
ripped from him.

At home, Rachel hableen supportve ut on some | evel he felt s
enough job to hide the fact she was glad he had left MI6. Despite all her efédnt lfelt
trappedand had to get away. A lie about meetidan Carter for luncthad been enoughot
thathe hadanyplars.

Olsen looked again at the couple who were now pointing at the London Eye in the
distance and he felt jealous. Not that he knew a thing about them, they just seemed settled
and happyfeelingsthat evaded him the most.

A red number eighty seven bus rahpast and Olsen starteziwalk to the end of the
bridge. To his left was MI6 headquarters, standing tall in cream and seagi@ens As he
came off Vauxhall Bridgehe saw the bus station to his right and the busy crossroads of
traffic ahead of him.

Ol sen knew he was tort urtiAsigpekdpiwakingdlef but he
stopped outside the entrartoethe MI16 building, one he had passed through so many.times
It saddened him to think he no longer had access to the building. Carter ahdbdlprget
him a guest pasbut why return as a guésthere was no way to make a difference as a
guest.

At the top of the building stood two arrays of satellite dishes. Qisetied them, and
thought of operations command located below ground levehlhtite data that was being
fed into the hub of the building.

An armed Policeman came out from behind the metal sea green security gate and Olsen
started walking again. The void inside of him threatened to take oveleapde all his
traininghehadnodea how to deal with it. Rachel was
how could she? Even Thomas Deane couldn’t he
had no ideadw to live a normal life.

With every step he felt a sense of panic. Would hatthe to adapt to a normal life?

What job could he do? Ol Isadalreadyhodghtaboutgangt t o a
to work with Deane again, even in an unofficial capacity. Anything to escape the void.

Rachel had said to him more than otz tme would heal his wound®Isen felt like
he had no choice but to belielrer and wait. He thought of Alex Jordan who was facing the
void alone and not for the first time he felt lucky to have Rachel. His mind cleared a little and
Olsen started walking taavds the nearest tube station so he could head for home and focus
on the future rather than the past.

Thomas Deane tried again to focus on the latest security report that was displayed on the
computer screen ahead of him. Though it had taken a few asteémeptad read through the
update on the Middi&ast and had startéo scan the sections dime escalating crisis in
Russia.

For the fourth time, he gave up and looked away. No matter how hard hééried
couldn't stop thinking about Sam Olsen. It didg’em real, let alone right, treimeone of
his talents had been forced out\i6.



As he sat back in his chabeandooked out on the office floor ahead and noticed for
the first time just how many empty desks there were. Withr Betke in charge #re was
no denying that MI6 was changing and not for the better.

An image of Olsemhreatening Drake in the corridoame to his thoughtss did the
angerhe felttowards Peter Drake. Unlike Olsen, he wasn't about to let a man like that get to
him but in he future there would come a time when Drake would need his help and he
planned on making the most of that moment.

Olsen's future was uncaim but Deane hoped there waaway back for his former
partner. He had been waiting to see Kevin Ramseayart tlat conversatiorut his personal
assistant didn't appear to be clear on his whereabouts.

'Excuse mesir?"'

Deane looked uptsee one of the team leaders frilid communication analysis team.
'Edwards. Something wrong?'

'I'm not suresir. We've received partial communication packet from Russia. The Head
of MI6 is at ten Downing Street at present and with Mr. Ramsey no longer here | wanted to
escalate it as soon as possible.’

Deane nodded in agreement but then looked up in surpklbat do you mean Rasay
no longer here?"

‘Sorry sir | thought you knewPhere was an internal communication released earlier
Kevin Ramsey has left MI6. The announcensmnprised everyone considering how long
he's worked here.’

Deane took a moment to absorb yet another ahadRgmsey had left MI6Did Peter
Drake have any idea as to how much experience he was losengad-building his own
empire there was no doubt about that. Deane suddenly felt uncastait his own future
with somany of his friends being pushed out.

'Sir?’

'Sorry Edwards, | wasn't expecting to hear that Ramsey had left. | thought there had been
enough change today.' He smiled faintly and gestured at what Edwards held in his hand. "You
mentioned a report?’

'l did. It's not from one of our assets but frarfrrench Special agent named Patrice
Marraud. | was told by a colleague that you've worked with him before?"

Deane leant forward in his chair. 'l know Patrice. What do you have?'

Edwards gave Deanesaaledbrown file. 'lt's not a complete report I'm affand | don't
know why he sent this to us and not his French colleagues. It looks like his connection cut out
whilst he was sending the data.'

Deane opened the file and scanned the report summary. 'You've flagged this with the
French authorities?'

'Yes sr, they've not been able to raise him as yet. If you think there is anything of use in
this partial report let me know and I'll-crdinate with our teams and our French colleagues.’

Deane nodded and watched Edwards walk away. He started to flick thheugadges
and hoped his old friend hadn't bitten off more than he could chew. There had been enough
change and more than enough loss.

The reporfocussed on Russia atfteimpending election with Russian puppet Michail
Salenko the front runner. There wagpafter page of data where Marraud had clearly
catalogied Salenko's movements and peoplehe had met with. At the end of the filere
several surveillancghots and t he i mages I mmedi &mebfy gr abl
the images were incompleteut they wereenough to show a hooded figlagSalenko s
constant companioand judging by the body language the Russian Predmighed to be
taking orders from him.



Deane studied each picture and then read through the notes that Maclaaent
through. The notes wereincompletend r ef erred t o pi cthutites t hat
was cleaMarraudbelieved Salenko was the puppet of the hooded figure and the threat
needed further investigatiomhere was enough evidence that would authorise such an
operation.

Despite all the change at MI6 and the loss of so much experience Deane felt a surge of
energythat his old friend Marraud had turned the tide. The report contained crucial
information thattould prevent another war, possibly on a global scale. He jumped to his feet
and set off to find Edwards and then Peter Drake to convince him to authorise an operation to
prevent any uprising in Russia.

Thomas Deane felt hope once more.



Look out forthe next novel in the series

UNDERGROUND MURMURS
(Akira and Deane Thriller Series Book 2)

The path to revenge is not an easy one. Akira has been stopped once but his hunger and
desire for global change grows stronger every day. With the help ofitegdgbuppet he
starts down a dangerous path to bring a former super power back from the dead to aid his
strike at the heart of the West.

With Russia in turmojlThomas Deane is dispatched witls new partner to prevent a
political uprising unaware thdse is walking into a trap. With his health failing him he has to
draw on all of his experience to survive, but standing in his way is Akira who will stop at
nothing to gain his revenge.

With MI6 dest abi |l i sed by an -adivata 8.U.COi Spedgal f or c e
Undercover Covert Operations) who together must prevent an attack on home soil.
Masterminded by two of Akira’s cl whatdiees al | i
will S.U.C.O. have to cross to stop them? Sam Olsen leads his tearheéntefths of the
London Underground network and its many abandoned stations. Deep beneath ground level
in tunnels not touched for decades are the clues they need to stop another attack.

Available now in print and eBook format on Amazon
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