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This book is dedicated to Clarky. Both my friend and colleague, who’s sideways look at life has helped me through some of life’s challenges.

I would also like a special mention to the staff of the New Lanark Mill hotel for their professionalism and care they showed my wife and I during our numerous visits.
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‘The Office of Special Projects was founded in 1906 after a memo from the then Prime Minister, Henry Campbell-Bannerman, was circulated in the Home Office, urging the formation of an Intelligence Section that was under the control of the Government. It was to be an elite group, so secret, that only the PM and the Home Secretary knew of its existence. Under the command of colonel John Forrester, it operated out of Egypt during the Great War (1914 – 18) with many successes, most of which attributed to other agencies.

Operatives were recruited from the armed services and although their military training went along way, to each one gaining the coveted ‘K’ letter and number, other specialist training was given, still covered under the official secrets act.

One of the successes was the stopping of ‘Operation Phoenix,’ a privately funded attempt to raise a Bedouin army to fight against the Allies. It was later found out that French Industrialist, Alexandre Falcone, was behind ‘Phoenix.’ Three years after the end of the war, Falcone was tracked down to his private island and eliminated by a joint OSP and American Secret Intelligence Service  operation, sanctioned by both governments at the highest levels.

One of the OSP operatives, Jonathan Fallon, was later awarded the George Cross, at an unofficial ceremony in Buckingham Palace and officially retired from active service. colonel Forrester continued as head of OSP secretively watching the world change from his office somewhere in the capital. SIS disappeared being replaced by the OSS (Office of Strategic Services) by President Roosevelt, and Churchill, at the beginning of the Second World War, founded the Special Operations Executive, or SOE. Both these institutions would go on to operate with great success during the conflict while the OSP, who would quietly wait in the wings, as it were, to be called upon again.

Once hostilities had ended in 1945, a new threat appeared on the horizon in the form of the Soviet Union, a one-time ally and now emerging superpower. New agencies evolved from the conflict, CIA, MI6, and MI5, to deal with the new red menace while, in the shadows, OSP sat back and watched. Training continued. Intelligence was gathered.

Forrester also decided to use a media company as a cover for his government work and the ‘Swinton Newspaper Group’ allowing his operatives to travel the globe under the umbrella of being journalists without raising suspicion. Relationships cultivated.

In late 1950, Forrester passed away of a heart attack peacefully at his London home. A column in the Times obituaries mentioned his military service but, under a red  notice from the Government, omitted his work at the OSP.

The control of OSP was taken over, firstly, by a minister from the Home Office and then it was considered necessary to put it under military control because of the worsening situation with the Russians.

Even with much consternation from ministers, the Office of Special Projects went under the command of the Joint Chiefs of Staff, who used ‘K-Section’ for some off the book’s operations, or black ops, to use the more modern coin of phrase, some very dubious indeed.

Because of these nefarious missions, the OSP became known as ‘The Dirty Tricks’ squad. It was tarnished with this moniker until the late nineties when a new commander was appointed and the OSP broke free of the Joint Chiefs shackles. The OSP’s saviour was colonel James Scott.

An experienced career officer with extensive covert training with the Special Air Service and a short spell with the American Special Forces in Vietnam. During the next decade, Scott came in hard with a broom, throwing out some of the antiquated practices, giving operatives free reign on equipment choice and more flexible conditions.

		
	
		 
 

1 – Heart Not in It


            
[image: image]



Eagleton golf club and resort was built in the late Nineties by a tech billionaire who had since faded into obscurity. Designed by the former golf professional Douglas Swinton, who had found brief fame on the America US PGA Tour, winning a few of the minor titles. It was your typical eighteen-hole course with a mixture of sand traps, trees, and vegetation hazards to add to the golfer’s excitement. An average round would take the average person around three hours to complete.

The Eagleton club house doubled as both a locker room and hotel, costing around twelve hundred pounds annually for membership. For that, a member would get exclusive access to the leisure facilities of the hotel which included a spa, massage, gym, and swimming pool.

Entering the reception area was like heading back in time to an age of opulence. No expense had been spared in creating this showcase mixture of finance and comfort. Leather sofas were dotted around the room, tables sat in between them, their position slightly off centre to add a sense of intrigue. A piano sat at the back of the room, the instrument silently begging someone to pluck up the courage and sit down to tinkle its ivories.

 
Robert Jenkins appeared from the locker room; his golf bag slung across his shoulders. He paused at the bottom of the steps that shot upwards to the road above. He was getting too old for this and rolled his eyes. Take up a past time they said. You will enjoy it, they said. Something to do in your retirement, they said. He cursed under his breath before inhaling deeply. His mind made up, he started to scale the slope in front of him like an experienced climber trying the side of a mountain.

The spikes on the soles of his shoes clicked with each step, making him sound like an amateur tap dancer in need of some much-needed practice, did little to aid in gripping the already wet concrete that the steps were constructed from.

The steps, allowed for very little ‘wiggle’ room never mind a man in the latter part of his life carrying a heavy bag containing his weapons of choice across his back. He now knew how a pack mule felt transporting goods up those jungle paths he had seen in a recent television documentary about the last war in Burma.

Eventually, his tired and withered frame peaked over the crest of the stairs. Breathless, he hauled himself the finally few steps before unstrapping his bag, propping it up against the wrought iron fence that ran along the front of the entrance to the clubhouse. He bent over, placing his hands upon his thighs, sweat cascading down his face like a river of exertion.

The sound of a car’s engine made him look up, just in time to see a black Mercedes saloon stop across from him. There was the faint sound of humming, like a  contented honeybee, as the window nearest to him went down. A man’s face appeared. The sight of it made Jenkins’ blood run cold. He recognised the man as Otto Werner, a former associate of his from an earlier life. A life that he had long since forgotten, relegating it to his past. Werner flicked his fingers, summoning him.

Like an obedient lamb, Jenkins went slowly across and stood beside the car. Werner leaned over the back of his chair, rummaged for a moment and then brought out a bottle of water. He handed the bottle to Jenkins. There was nothing striking about the contents, simply a sample of H2O. It was the label that stuck out. It was a cartoon depiction of a robin redbreast with the name ‘Petirrojo Water Company’ in bold letter underneath.

“Are you still playing with Eric Fuller?” Snarled Werner.

Jenkins nodded sheepishly.

“Good. Your instructions are to give him this halfway round….” Werner’s expression changed as a contented smile appeared. “…. the effects will be interesting, shall we say.”

Jenkins’ face changed to one of shock as he realised to what Werner was implying. “Why am I doing this to him?”

“My superiors are telling me he’s getting too close.”

Jenkins reluctantly nodded his compliance.

“Let’s just say his heart won’t be in it.” Werner hissed, making him sound like a tyre with a leak. “Failure to comply will result in dire consequences for you, Herr Jenkins.” Werner warned menacingly as the window went slowly back up. The engine gunned and then the  saloon sped off leaving Jenkins alone with the bottle of water and his thoughts.

At 1530 precisely, Eric Fuller appeared on the first tee, a par four. Jenkins was a few minutes behind. They nodded and shook hands. They spoke for a moment, deciding who would tee-off first, therefore, beginning their contest, like two gladiators of olden times. They decided that Fuller would have the honour. He went across to his bag, unzipped a pocket in the side of it, took out a plastic tee and a white dimpled ball with a black tick prominent on it.

He strode up to the marker, put his ball on top of the tee, placing them between his first two fingers, he bent at the waist and pushed the tee into the soft earth. He returned to his bag, pulled out his large headed driver, then returned to the tee, taking up position on the left-hand side of the tee / ball combination.

He took up his stance, feet hip width apart, his body a club length away from the target. He moved his head from side to side until his neck clicked. Wiggled his hips a little and he was ready. He took a step back and did a couple of practice swings before stepping back in to address the ball once more. His arms tensed.

His head turned, his grey blue eyes looking down the fairway, his mind picturing his ball soaring off into the sky before landing onto the greener than green lush fairway and scuttling along before coming to rest a few hundred yards from where it had been launched.

 
Like Jenkins, Fuller’s age limited his range of movement, but he had adapted his game accordingly. Sure, his swing would make a golfing coach cringe or turnover in his grave, but he did not care. It worked for him. The club went backwards, stopped just below his shoulders before he used his arms, hips, and the rest of his body to drive the weapon forward. The head making a satisfying pinging sound as it collided at speed with ball, firing it forwards at great velocity.

Fuller’s follow-through finished just below his shoulders. His head turning in unison with the stroke, pausing at the top of the follow-through to watch the projectile power away. A smile appearing on his battle-hardened features. Jenkins was carbon copy of Fuller, thumping the ball skywards as hard as he could. They collected their bags, instantly regretting not hiring either a buggy or trolleys. They set off after their balls making small talk as golfers do. Bouncing from one subject to another, like their balls along the fairway.

They found Jenkins’ ball first. Down went the bag onto the ground. Jenkins swore under his breath as he reached down to pull it upright, fishing out an iron and then turning his attention to the ball. He had found a decent lie and approached it like a predator stalking his prey. He did not mess about, like he did with his initial drive, he glance towards his target, the flag on the green fluttering away in the wind and took his shot. A large divot of grass launched into the air plopping to the ground a few feet in front of him.

 
The ball arced and bounced three times before rolling to a standstill a few inches from the safety of the green. Fuller walked up and found his ball in some light rough. He decided to use an angled wedge and hacked at it with all his strength. The ball shot from the club head heading towards the green, but he had given it too much power, and it overshot, coming to rest a few feet off the surface teetering on the edge of a sand trap, or bunker as they call it in Britain.

Both men took three more strokes to hole out but were satisfied with the result. And this how it continued until they reached the turn, or homeward holes. Number ten was a simple par three. Both managed to reach the green in one but had varied success. Fuller was fifteen feet away from the hole whilst Jenkins was six from the comfort of the cup. They both holed out for a welcome birdie.

Fuller picked his ball out of the hole and walked over to his bag, reached down to one of the side pockets, searched inside for a moment and then stood up, his hands on his hips, clearly aggravated about something.

“Is everything okay, Eric?” Inquired Jenkins.

“No, damn it!” Replied Fuller. “My throat is drier than the Sahara, and I’ve forgotten to bring some bloody water!” He threw his arms up in frustration. The outburst stunned Jenkins. He had not seen his friend this annoyed before. He was usual calm and collected. Then, Jenkins’ mind wandered back to what Werner had tasked him with, and he pondered for a moment, wondering whether he should execute his instructions.

 
Werner’s menacing warning crept into the front of his thoughts. Dire consequences if he failed to carry it out. He shuddered as if someone had opened a door allowing a draft that clawed at his warm skin. He sighed and walked over to his bag, pulled down the zip and brought out the bottle of water handed to him by Werner. His arm stretched out as he offered Fuller the bottle. His friend eyed the gift suspiciously. He did not recognise the brand.

“Take it. It’s perfectly safe.” Lied Jenkins, sensing his friend’s trepidation. “It’s a new brand that they’re flogging at the club. It has an acquired taste but it’s seemingly quite refreshing.”

Fuller’s hand reached out, paused for a moment as if he was trying to convince himself to take the offer, then his hand shot forward, snatching it from Jenkins. He twisted off the cap and guzzled down the cool liquid. With the bottle empty, he looked around for a bin, but Jenkins solved that problem by holding his hand out once more. “I’ll dispose of it for you.” He offered.

Fuller handed over the bottle and Jenkins stowed it away in his bag. Hiding the evidence. Fuller thanked him and the two continued with their game. It was not until the thirteenth hole that Fuller’s complexion changed from the reddish weather-beaten colour to something closely resembling the pale white colour on Jenkins’ bag.

His movement became stodgy as if he was suddenly walking through treacle. His speech laboured. Fuller  stumbled but managed to remain upright. Jenkins looked across at his playing partner.

“Eric, are you alright?” He asked.

“I…. I….” Stuttered Fuller suddenly grabbing his left arm. He dropped to his knees. A look of impending doom on his face. A crushing weight pushing down on his chest. He was having a heart attack. He lifted an arm towards Jenkins in a vain attempt to ask silently for help but to his surprise, instead of stepping forward, his friend went in the opposite direction, out of arm’s reach. “W…what the….” Fuller blurted out before collapsing to the ground.

The last thing he saw before losing consciousness was the darkened shape of Jenkins standing over him muttering something to himself. Fuller tried to speak but all that came out of his mouth was a sickening croak as his life left his body.

Jenkins stood there for a moment, hovering, before kneeling on one knee, placing his first two fingers at the side of Fuller’s neck as he searched for a carotid pulse. Finding none, he reached into his jacket pocket and pulled out his mobile phone. He dialled one-one-two for the emergency operator.

“Emergency. What service please?” Asked the operator.

 
“Ambulance, please. There’s been a terrible accident.” Said Jenkins coldly.

		 
	
		 
 

2 – The Journey
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The rain was tumbling out of the sky as if there was no tomorrow, coating everything in a watery film. Cars drove by, splashing in the puddles, which had formed in the small depressions in the road. Sometimes, splashing the water up onto the pavement, accidentally soaking any passers-by that were scurrying for cover. It had rained for most of the afternoon and into the early evening, depressing all who looked out on it.

Even the fading light of dusk could not hide the disappointment etched on people’s faces, those that knew they had to head out into that. The streetlights tried their best to illuminate the gloom with varying degrees of success. Even the headlights of the cars struggled to pierce the curtain of water, which was now coming down in sheets, as if some unknown gigantic hand had turned on a tap fully.

He sat on his bed, the only two sources of light coming from a light on his bed side cabinet and from the tablet he was typing his report into. His wife had suggested earlier that he took a break from writing, but the truth had to be told. He knew he had an important meeting in the morning with some government types, yet unnamed, but he needed to save his evidence in a safe place as an  insurance policy to protect himself and his family. He looked over at his bedside cabinet at the clock. Twenty-one forty.

Twelve hours from now, he would be on a bus travelling to the city to meet his contact. If all went well, he would return home that evening. If it went pear shaped, then at least the files he had stashed in a locker at the bus station before starting his journey, would have his back covered.

After tapping away on his tablet for another twenty minutes or so, he laid it down on the cabinet and slipped under the duvet. His head hit the soft pillows and almost immediately, fatigue overtook him, and he fell into a deep sleep. At least his body did. His mind, however, raced, trying to make sense of what he had done and was about to do.

The hours of research, hacking the main frame, being caught by the company’s cyber security but disconnecting just in time. Did they know who he was? Where he stayed and the fact, he had a family? Was the risk worth it? People had to know what he had stumbled on to.

The authorities had to know. Had he done the right thing by contacting his old friend James Fuller? Had he put him in danger too? So many questions. His mind fought to make sense of them as his body tossed and turned. He was on his side one moment, on his back the next. Duvet on. Too hot. Duvet off. Too cold. Duvet back on and so the cycle continued.

The next thing he knew, his phone alarm was going off. He reached over and pulled it towards him, pressing  the off button as he did so. He squinted, trying to focus his tired eyes on the phone screen. Zero-seven-thirty. He swore under his breath and kicked the duvet off. He lay there looking up at his bedroom ceiling.

A small spider scuttled its way across the whitewashed desert. He watched it effortlessly voyage across the ceiling avoiding the lampshade before disappearing behind the curtain rail.

Entertainment finished, he groaned and swung his legs over the side of the bed. His toes frantically searching for the safety and warmth of his slippers. They found one. Then the other. He shivered.

The normally toasty insides were freezing. He had forgotten to stick them under the radiator the night before, a ritual that he stuck to rigidly, except last night, obviously. He got up. The pain in his left shoulder was still there and it sent a piercing burst of pain to his brain to remind him. He winced.

Then reached over with his right hand, pressed his thumb on the area and did a couple of arm circles. Forward then back.

He continued until he heard something click. The pain had eased slightly. His movement was a little better, but he thought he would err on caution and go for a warm shower. He went downstairs cursing as he nearly tripped over a bag one of his daughters had left out, when she had stayed over last. He missed the two of them, but his wife had thought it better for them to go stay with her family until he had gotten his ‘business’ sorted.

 
The house still smelled of them. The layers of different scents tickled his nostrils and the line of shoes under the radiator made him sigh a long-depressed sigh. He opened the bathroom door and went in. It was small but functional. A bath with an electric shower attached to the wall, a hand basin and, of course, a toilet.

He pulled back the shower curtain. Instantly, an electric shock of pain shot down his arm. He cursed again looking up at the light bulb in a vain attempt for relief. Reaching over to the controls, he pressed the button below the thermostat dial, which he had pre-set. A green light came on and a jet of warm water sprayed from the shower nozzle.

Wide spray or concentrated, he asked himself. Wide. He closed the curtain and stepped around it into the bath. The warm water hit his skin causing him to shiver momentarily before he got accustomed to the temperature.

He reached over and grabbed his shower gel, which was conveniently hanging on the small shelf under the shower, squeezed some of the dark blue liquid into his hand and then rubbed it onto his body lathering it up.

The smell was a pleasant ‘clean’ aroma. He washed his face with some of the excess gel before rinsing it off. He stood under the shower letting the warm water embrace him. His thoughts were silenced for a brief moment, and he just stood there enjoying the silence.

He returned to his bedroom to get dressed, picking a loose-fitting top and his favourite grey tracksuit bottom,  with the maker’s name in black writing, down the left leg from his hip down to just above his ankle. White sports socks and bright red trainers finished off the trendy ensemble. He looked at his watch as he picked it up and strapped it to his right wrist. A quarter to eight. Fifteen minutes!

His journey into nirvana had only lasted a quarter of an hour. The usual for him on an ordinary day but today was not ordinary. Not by a long shot. He had packed an overnight bag the previous night and he manhandled this downstairs.

Breakfast consisted of a mug of coffee, a splash of milk and half a tea spoonful of sugar. His wife had forgotten to get his favourite sugar substitute tablets.

A small bowl of cereal drowned in milk was wolfed down. Like the dutiful husband, he washed his dishes in a basin of soapy water, placed them on the drying rack next to the sink to dry, grabbing his jacket and overnight bag, and headed out the door, locking it. The sound of the lock clicking gave him a feeling of finality and this made him uneasy. The walk to the bus station took fifteen minutes.

During which he watched students from the university staggering about in various stages of intoxication. He had forgotten that this weekend was their annual ‘let’s piss off the locals’ event, the official university name for it is ‘Raisin Weekend’ but it only lasted two days, normally the Saturday and Sunday of the second week in October.

 
The university is home to a large number of academic families – a tradition where older students adopt first year students as ‘children’ and help guide them in a system of mentoring. This is, allegedly, a fantastic way for first year students to meet new people, and many of the friendships that begin as part of the academic family tradition continue throughout a student’s time at the university and further.

However, in practice, it consists of the students getting absolutely smashed out of their faces on booze and causing havoc in the city centre and beyond.

There was a documented instance of one student buying a pre-packed sandwich at one famous supermarket chain, then heading a few hundred yards along the same street to ask for a refund on the same sandwich with a competing chain. On another occasion, half a dozen ‘children’ were reprimanded by two police officers for being in the historical and ornate fountain that inhabits the centre of Market Road.

They were told to get out or they would be reported to the university. A sad fact exists in this historic town that if said fountain incident had been perpetrated by a local, other than a student, then the locals would have been arrested. This student version would have been logged as a student prank by the police.

The man had once heard through his contacts, that a student had to be rescued by the lifeboat when they were overcome by hypothermia. They were in the sea wearing very little, intoxicated, and the temperature of the water was between five and fifteen degrees Celsius, in other words, bloody freezing!

 
This mentoring culminates in the aforementioned ‘Raisin Weekend,’ when ‘children’ are entertained by their ‘parents’ and are encouraged to play pranks and silly games. On Raisin Monday, the children dress in embarrassing costumes, are given strange objects with a traditional Latin inscription, and are let loose on lower college lawn for an enormous shaving foam fight. What the students and the university call tradition, even on their web pages, the locals dread it each year and it considered an embarrassment by most.

The man was disgusted by what he saw, so-called adults unable to stand, some of them, making their way in groups along the street cursing and swearing. Even in front of children.

What irked him the most was that, in years to come, these assholes would probably be either leading the country or at the head of some multi-million dollar company leading it into the abyss. He thanked his luck that he was going to be out of town for the culmination of the festivities. He stopped at a bakery and bought himself a sandwich and a bottle of water for the journey.

The bus station was quiet when he eventually got there. A couple of fellow travellers waited patiently in front of their modes of transport. There were three buses, each in its own bay. A couple had drivers already in them, but his bus was driverless. He joined the small queue of a couple of student types, each wearing large rucksacks on their backs.

Another three minutes went by before his driver arrived and went into the vehicle. He opened his little  sanctum, where he was to sit for the next three hours, hung his jacket over the back of the seat, placed his money dispenser into it slot before pressing a button on the console in front of him, which activated the storage bays at the side of the bus.

They opened like giant mechanical bat wings. The two students deposited their sacks into the compartments that hissed shut before getting on. He took their money, as he settled into his chair, pressing a button at the side of the steering wheel, which allowed him to adjust it to a more comfortable position.
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