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  Dust Jacket ‘Blurb’




  Pelops is a Spetnatz-trained commando. This former East German soldier is hired by MI5 in a plot to ‘bury’ a failed military project. He allows no one to stand in his way and tell the tale.




  Marty Rebel is an insurance litigation investigator. Driving ambition and Celtic obstinacy compel him to seek answers to unheeded questions regarding the death of the assassin’s latest victim. A martial arts expert, he cowers in no man’s shadow; but he is pitted against an adversary aware of his every move. Mixed fortunes misdirect bullets meant for him, and then he survives his first one-on-one confrontation with Pelops. But Marty cannot halt his opponent’s rampage, nor determine its objective.




  The attention of Domino, an EEC-funded anti-terrorist group, is attracted. With these experienced, armed allies, Marty wages mortal battle; in pursuit of Pelops, from the Essex coast to the winter mist on the Channel Islands waters. Marty is determined to exact retribution – the assassin is hell-bent on survival…




  Abbreviated ‘Blurb’




  Death is the wild card in the battle for survival waged against MI5’s ruthless assassin by his principal adversary.




  BRIAN VINER
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  Ever since his eventful childhood, part of which was spent between North London and Tyneside, dodging World War Two bombs and doodlebugs, Brian Viner has been drawn to adventure and excitement.




  Wanderlust drove him to sail the world’s oceans soon after he left Tottenham Grammar School in the mid 1950s, then back on terra firma in the early 1960s he worked for the infant Cosworth Engineering, where he rubbed shoulders with the era’s now legendary racing car drivers. After a short but successful career in his own right as a competition car engine specialist, he took up new challenges in the 1970s in the north-west, including some years on the assembly of the British Aerospace 146 ‘whispering jet’ in Woodford, Cheshire.




  Moving to Berkshire in the mid 1990s, his engineering skills were put to good use in a major nuclear weapons disassembly programme for the Atomic Weapons Establishment.




  Retired now, he lives in Gloucestershire with his wife. He devotes much of his time to writing, motivated by a crusader’s passion for egalitarian democracy tempered with a desire to create thrilling, plausible fiction. For relaxation, he is as comfortable at his piano keyboard as when strolling the Cotswolds’ lanes.




  Proem….. It Begins




  The heavy thud of the Colombian vessel’s engines vibrated across the emptiness of the February night, disappearing with the ripples of the ship’s wake as they spread towards the twinkling shore lights. The first mate of the merchant ship Saint Albutt leaned over the taff rail, peering into the murk of the swirling mist that writhed on the surface of the waters of the Thames Estuary. He looked scared witless.




  Another man stood beside the first mate, dwarfing him with his massive frame. The terrified sailor shivered as he stood in the shadow of the man’s malevolent bulk. His dilated nostrils twitched with fear.




  Suddenly from the gloom astern, the hum of much lighter engines announced the arrival of an unlit river-launch. It swung in to the ship’s side. With one of its two powerful engines whining full-astern it manoeuvred alongside the slow moving hulk of the merchant ship. The newcomer held course about a metre clear from a pilot-ladder which hung to just above water level.




  The first mate glanced up towards the navigation bridge, as if awaiting a signal to proceed. The bigger man was already climbing over the bulwark, impatient to be on his way down the ladder to board the launch.




  ‘This stinking wreck is covered in damn filth. Scheiss,’ he cussed, struggling to rub something off his hand onto the rope of the ladder. ‘I want never to see you or damn stinking russ-trap again,’ he snarled at the frightened seaman.




  ‘Don’t worry yourself, Captain Gotthard, we’re not . . aarrgh . .’ The first mate’s words were caught in his throat. With no hint of a warning, his neck had been clamped in the strangling grip of the big man’s left hand. It was the iron grip of an almost lifelike prosthetic limb.




  ‘Pelops. Is Pelops. An’ I worry never, not about anything. I get plenty angry.’ The words were curt, spoken in English, exploding with a strong German inflection.




  The seaman recoiled at the furiousness of the retort that had been delivered in a guttural, bestial growl. But most frightening was the serpentine stare of the big man’s eyes. It was a cruel, psychotic stare which added a razor edge to his words.




  ‘Just not make me angry.’ He tightened his paralysing grip on the officer’s neck. ‘An’ now you know my name, you live a lot longer when you forget you hear it.’ He hurled the purple faced first mate to the deck and continued his descent of the rope ladder.




  The mariner watched Pelops’s departure warily. Still gasping for breath, he struggled to regain some composure and pride. He was not at all sure how he might manage the latter. He gave a silent cheer as the source of his torment jumped onto the shadowing launch. The big man wriggled free of his leather backpack and hugged it to his chest. As he disappeared into the cabin without a backward glance, a rasp of revving engines tore the launch away from the freighter’s side as it faded into the Stygian blackness of the night.




  ‘And don’t think you frighten me, you bastard.’ shouted the first mate. He brandished the middle finger of his right hand, accompanied by a stream of Colombian expletives. As he went back to join in the docking preparations on the foredeck, he prayed fervently never to set eyes on Pelops again. He could not recall ever being so scared over one of his skipper’s shady deals. He was positive no good would come of helping a monster like Pelops. The few days the man had been aboard had proved him to be a dangerously volatile man, more capable of instilling terror in any normal being than a lunatic swinging a Samurai sword.




  Pelops rummaged through the various fitments for his prosthetic arm which made up for most of the contents of his backpack. The precious bag also contained the disassembled parts of his Heckler and Koch submachine-gun.




  There were two other men aboard the launch. One was at the controls, the other conducting a briefing with Pelops. A false passport for the illegal entrant lay on the table. But it was roadmaps in which they were most engrossed. The air in the small cabin reeked of intrigue. Obvious, too, was the tremendous amount of respect, albeit tinged with a degree of fear that the crew had for their passenger.




  ‘You guys wait stand by,’ said Pelops. ‘First business I must do first thing. Then I am ready for finish of problem.’ He waved his passport. ‘This help me move about. Is good. When is something I need, I get in touch.’ He gave his left arm a pat.




  ‘Any problems, you know who to call,’ said the one who had given him the maps. ‘Any trouble, you mustn’t hesitate to ask for help, immediately.’




  Pelops’s head jerked up. He shook it vigorously. ‘Will be never problem, just for one who gets in my way. You understand?’ He paused.




  But the others remained quiet. The man at the table nodded assent.




  At that moment , the pitch of the engines changed. With a throaty protest the boat slowed. They braced themselves as it banked round. It was now heading in the direction of a deserted landing pier. The man at the controls juggled, closing the throttle, spinning the helm. In the quiet of the night the launch slid alongside the jetty.




  Pelops covered his cropped mop of greying hair with a soft, blackcap, threw the backpack on his shoulder and grunted. He pulled his bull-like frame through the doorway and took a huge gulp of the riverside air. He took the time to let his eyes adjust to his surroundings. He swept his gaze over the panoply of lights and buildings that made up London’s Canary Wharf. His thin lips creased to an indeterminable grimace. He muttered something that was inaudible to the world and other two men. A car parked at the head of the jetty had attracted his attention. ‘Ja, das ist gut,’ he mumbled to himself, ‘Das ist sehr gut.’ He stepped onto the jetty, gave the departing launch a salutary wave and made for the Jaguar saloon.




  *




  ‘You know damn well you’re wasting your time here and mine.’ The diminutive, white-haired academic whispered. But his advancing years did not discourage his attitude and vehemence. Here was someone vexed, but desperately trying to refrain from shouting. He stood on the doorstep of the large detached house, his chin stuck out, fists clenched, a dressing gown drawn tightly around himself. ‘So take yourself out of here before I call the police.’




  ‘I really am sorry is you who not understand.’ The coarse tones of Pelops’s voice was obtrusive in the still night air. It ruffled the blanket of quiet that rested on the peaceful, residential neighbourhood.




  Both men stood soundless, tense. The older man was trying hard to maintain his look of belligerence but he could not hide his increasing nervousness.




  Pelops ended the stalemate. He struck with deceptive speed. His left arm thrust accurately to its target. The slightest of whimpers came from the old man’s lips as a needle plunged deep into his carotid artery. He groaned at the surge of pain as the deadly fluid pumped into his neck. Clutching at his throat, then chest, he collapsed. Within seconds, the old man was a pitiful, lifeless heap.




  Not finished, the assassin cracked his victim’s senseless skull against the brickwork, shattering empty milk-bottles around the porch.




  The pandemonium resulted in the house lights being switched on.




  Pelops checked the syringe was safely rehoused in his bionic limb, then prised a wap-phone from the fingers of the dead man. With a huge leap he cleared the steps and made his way back to the car. ‘Das ist gut. Ja, das ist sehr gut,’ he mumbled as he slid into the rear seat of the waiting Jaguar.




  A woman’s terrified scream filled the night air.




  ‘Just get car from here quick. Stupid old fool not want ever listen. Guess he not listen with no one, no more.’ Pelops gripped the driver’s shoulder lightly, then leaned back and closed his eyes. ‘I just get me some sleep, me an’ your boss then can talk some real business.’




  The driver threw a small shrug, then directed his attention back to the road. He had been well briefed about Pelops’s lack of social skills. Then, as if suddenly remembering, ‘Lang-Mainwaring’s deal is our urgent priority, don’t forget,’ he ventured, gingerly.




  Pelops heaved a great sigh, lifted his eyelids. His eyes were boring into the back of the driver’s head. ‘I deal with that one soon as I am ready. Just make sure no snags back there.’ He gestured towards the rear of the speeding car, relaxed again, closed his eyes. There was a pause, then, ‘Mainwaring plays ball, or he wish I kill him like old man,’ he murmured. His eyes stayed closed.




Ch. 1 


The throaty roar of a high-performance car engine and screech of skidding tyres resounded through the underground car park. The attendant jumped to his feet. He rushed out of his snug little cubicle, cursing at being startled while downing his breakfast mug of tea. Instantly he realised, as on so many previous occasions, the identity of the speed freak. He shouted in the direction of the dispersing cloud of acrid smelling burnt rubber, ‘Rebel, that sign out there says Leman Street, not bloody Le Mans!’ He playfully shook his fist, feigning anger at the driver of the sporty coupe who was unfurling himself from the meagre confines of the hard-top. As always, he could not resist returning the young man’s smile, waving cheerfully to him as he disappeared through the entrance to the main building.


Marty Rebel was a young man in a hurry. Not the rubber burning type of hurry, such as when at the wheel of his treasured Lotus. His hurry was to turn his finger hold on the route to the high peaks of the world of finance into a firm foothold. He was a litigation investigator with sudden visions of an executive desk.


His long stride carried him in a purposeful glide across the marbled terrazzo floor of the reception foyer of Lion Investment Holdings plc, a company of excellent standing, an accredited major player in international finance and insurance.


Without fail, the same old Monday morning scene met his eyes as he observed his colleagues shuffling between floors and offices. It was so remarkably reminiscent of a modern masterpiece he’d seen during his teens on one of his mandatory cultural safaris in London. It was so like a thing called The Pond by the artist L.S. Lowry.


‘Mr Rebel.’ The call came from the receptionist.


Marty stopped, his daydream broken. He turned towards the source of the call. ‘Yes? Sorry, Helen, I mean good morning. Quick, I hope it’s important. I’m late and right up to my neck in it. That’s before I start.’ He approached the girl.


‘You’re to report to Mr Harbin’s office on arrival. That’s the message I have. It sounded quite urgent, Mr Rebel.’ She looked concerned for him.


Marty checked his watched, smiled at her and nodded his thanks.


The girl lowered her head again in pretence of arranging something on the desk. It was a futile and conspicuous attempt to disguise the embarrassed fluster she always got herself in when dealing with Marty.


‘I’m on my way. Thanks again.’ He turned, now moving slower, busily constructing a base from which to develop his argument. He ought to have known that the meeting was an inevitability. Bosses, damn Harbin, I could’ve done with another day, he thought.


Meeting Harbin, nicknamed with disaffection Harbinger by most who had been summoned to plead their corner with the man, was not a pleasant experience.


Marty had been to Highgate earlier. He was puzzled at the peculiar accounts regarding the awful demise of Sir Rupert Scott. The incident was inconsistent with the deceased’s lifestyle. Marty knew him from fairly recent meetings with the man by way of company business. Something didn’t ring true. Every one of his visceral instincts screamed foul play.


‘Are you getting in, then?’ The question broke into Marty’s thoughts. The lift was there, doors wide open. An anxious passenger, a threatening finger poised on the button panel, waited impatiently for Marty to come back to reality.


‘Oh yeah, thanks.’ Stepping in, with further apologies, he selected his stop. Thankfully there would be some small respite while dropping the other passengers at their various floors on the way up. But irrevocably, he was on his way. By the time the lift reached the thirtieth floor he must be prepared for a full-blooded session in Harbinger’s hot seat. 


Marty carefully weighed the pros against the cons. It was Monday. All things at Lion Holdings were reborn on Monday mornings. That meant being at your desk for the great unfurling of the new week. He was indisputably late, due to the detour that he had made. But he was certain that the gravity of the conclusions he’d reached as a result of that detour would validate it. More importantly, they should provide him with opportunity for immediate career advancement. If he was right, he would be in line for such options as could only be described as “the stuff of dreams”. All that he needed in order to realise that mouth-watering outcome was the support of the man on the top floor. That man was in the resplendent office at the pinnacle of Lion Towers, there because he had climbed to the top of the UK headquarters’ executive ladder. That man was Ralph Harbin.


Well here goes nothing, thought Marty, stepping out of the lift.


He stopped at the door to Harbin’s office suite. It was a magnificent mahogany masterpiece of a door, designed to defeat fire, sound, and quite probably, battering-rams. He took a deep breath and rapped hard. Marty counted the ceremonial ten-second wait, Harbin’s command “Come” was spot on cue.


‘Sit yourself down, then, Martin. We must have a sort out, what?’


Marty nodded, sat himself in the renowned “hot seat”.


‘You have been turning in such excellent results recently, Martin, and now, as you seem so prone to do, you have fallen off the jolly old horse again-hmmm. What have you got to say for yourself, young man?’ Marty cringed at Harbin’s ostentatious whine. It almost made him puke, nevermore so than when Harbin refused to use the name given at his christening. Instead of which, he protracted the word “M-a-a-rtin” in a patronising manner. It rankled, got up Marty’s nose, just as if the bore had rammed the toecap of one of his dandified patent leather winkle-picker shoes up a nostril. 


Marty pushed his chair away from the mahogany desk. Its expansive surface gleamed conspicuously empty of business paraphernalia, with the exception of the latest in video-phones. Marty thought, pompous, idle bastard - why don’t you fall off your own high-horse and break your scrawny neck? He stretched out his legs in a gesture of defiance.


‘You can get yourself back over here, I’ve got questions.’ He was using all of the “harbinging” tone to the full. ‘We have a situation now, the net result of your activities this morning. You had best furnish me with some credible answers.’


Harbin postured true to form. His image was outlined by the early spring sun filtering through louvred blinds on the window behind him. Below the window, the sprawl of the City of London, with its hosts of money-changers’ houses, swarmed to the banks of the Thames river.


Harbin had paused. He exaggerated the attitude of searching for damning evidence to support his statement, fumbling in a desk drawer. ‘I have been taken to task by no less a person than the Police Commissioner, who, I assure you, does not take kindly to having his men hampered, vis a vis your intrusion this morning. What on earth were you doing, pestering that grief-stricken household without authority?’ He slammed the drawer back, more in a display of frustration than anger. ‘Come on, young man, let’s hear what you think you have achieved other than blemishing the prestigious integrity and reputation of this company.’


Marty had played this game before. He made no attempt to answer, nor any to even look at his inquisitor. He ground his foot into the lush pile of carpet that added to the odour of power and advantage that saturated the atmosphere. Stark memories of his Dublin childhood flooded his mind. Stinking pomp and obscene bloody circumstance, he thought, Jeez, this arrogant fool will piss-off a body one fine day sufficient enough to make them throw him out that damn window.


Harbin said, ‘I am still waiting for your answer.’ He looked on the verge of a seizure of some sort. ‘I don’t like waiting, Mr Rebel. I say “Mr” quite advisedly, for I believe I must be, apparently missing something here and you are now of such station as to be needless of my authority. That being the case, perhaps you would be so kind as to enlighten me what it was that warranted your most valuable, personal attention?’


Marty recognised the sarcastic vein for what it was worth, the man’s sad attempt at directing a straight question to a subordinate. It was the signal to play his hand. There was no point in further delay. He took a deep breath, crossed his fingers and toes, called upon all his friendly gods for luck and plunged in. ‘I am convinced that Rupert Scott was murdered at his home last night.’


The statement had its desired effect; it was a bombshell. That effect hung on the air for longer than Marty would have predicted. He waited for Harbin’s reaction. It seemed an interminable wait, but when it did come, the response was exactly what Marty had anticipated.


‘Absurd! Don’t be so damned absurd.’ Harbin made a supreme effort to regain his practiced mantle of sublimity. ‘And permit me to remind you, it’s Sir Rupert to the like of you, Rebel,’ he spluttered. His struggle for control was in vain, his face had turned to a purplish red hue.


The fact that Harbin was using surnames was clear indication to Marty that his boss was perplexed. His lack of composure left him oblivious to the absurdity of his demand for protocol. It did not, as it never did, occur to him that his posturing might be conceived as comical.


‘Surely you mean “was” Sir Rupert, don’t you, Mr Harbin?’ Rebel by name and by nature, the Irish mischief in Marty would not allow him to miss out on the opportunity for a bit of his own nit-picking.


Harbin ignored the remark. ‘The local constabulary were satisfied with their examination at the scene of the incident, Rebel.’ He dabbed self-consciously at the beads of sweat leaking from his scalp. The absence of hair emphasised his shiny pate. ‘The doctor seems definite as to his conclusions. Sir Rupert collapsed on the bottles. He virtually brained himself, as well as lacerating his throat, causing a massive stroke or coronary. So what is all this murder nonsense?’


Marty knew the window of opportunity was wide open. Being familiar with Harbin and his moods, he saw that it was time to extrapolate. ‘What they all think they saw this morning was the body of a man, lying amidst a mess of broken glass; a man said to have had a heart attack on the doorstep. I don’t know why, but I reckon the police grabbed at the doctor’s opinion that it was triggered when the old boy slipped, putting out a bottle. He’s also supposed to have taken a helluva bang to his head from the fall.’


‘Yes. But I still can’t see.’ Harbin floundered for words.


Marty looked intently at his boss, who had suddenly become withdrawn, filled with a disquieting sense of déjà vu. He took a magazine from his briefcase and slid it across the barren, polished surface of the desk.


Harbin looked down at it, then back to Marty, puzzled. ‘What on earth has “Jane’s Guns Recognition Guide” got to do with last night?’


He threw the magazine back across the desk.


Marty cussed his eagerness as he put his coffee break reading away. He replaced it with the intended one, taking care to open it at the relevant page first.


Harbin glanced at the year-old copy of “Savant “ magazine.


‘It was little more than twelve months ago,’ Marty started. He brimmed with confidence again, he felt in control. ‘My brief at the time was to compose a profile of “Sir” Rupert. It’s our procedure, as you are aware.’ The emphasis on Scott’s title was deliberate. The young Dubliner knew he would gain more support from his boss if he acceded to his dictates. ‘We were in process of underwriting enormous liabilities on the man for the newly formed aerospace outfit, Global Avionics Technologies. Sir Rupert was a prime target for head-hunters the world over in the field of military radar.’ Marty stopped, leaned over the desk to outline various points in an in-depth feature article about the dead engineer, at work and play. In it were intimate details of Scott’s rigid lifestyle, routine and habits. It did suggest grounds for investigating why he was out of his bed after midnight, putting out his own milk bottles.


*


Marty hardly noticed the high-pitched hum of the lift. He was far too excited and absorbed in formulating his strategy. His boss’s reaction to the magazine article had been more favourable than expected. It had swayed the balance of his argument; coupled with the mention of City rumour that the Serious Fraud Squad were looking in the direction of David Lang-Mainwaring, the aerospace company’s entrepreneur founder. Marty had much to do if he was to stand the slightest chance of constructing a case. Conspiracy to defraud was a field in which he was skilled, but to try proving murder was a different challenge.


He reviewed the facts so far. Scott’s life carried massive insurance liability, because of the man’s incredible expertise in the field of radar and electronics. Next, according to the old boy’s sister’s earlier statement, there had been nothing amiss. Up to the tragic moment, she was certain it was like any Sunday night - no visitors, no phone calls.


The chimes of the lift bell pinged, disturbing Marty’s scrambled thoughts.


From behind her desk, the receptionist cast a beaming smile as Marty stepped into view. She gave a sigh as her hero walked across the foyer, each smooth stride he made towards the car park taking him further from her. She was nearly ten years younger than Marty. The fact made no difference. If anything it made her more determined. She’d nursed a soft spot for Marty from the first time she laid eyes on him. For most of her sexually aware life she had been told that older men were more experienced and better lovers. Helen, by no standards a precocious girl, wrestled with all the normal curiosity and restless hormones of a healthy, twenty-year old. Marty was that older man in her eyes, just the man to prove the myth while playing out her greatest fantasy. ‘If I’ve got to - okay, I’ll damn well throw it at him if I get just half a chance,’ she whispered under her breath. She sighed again, still gazing with that secret longing at his broad back. Then he was lost to her sight. ‘Just half a chance,’ she murmured.


Marty was convinced that he was on to something big. He could feel it in his bones. That strange phenomenon called intuition, reinforced with what he had learned in his Crime Science lectures, told him that someone was up to no good. That hunch also told him, if it were so, that it could be something far more dangerous than he had ever had to contend with before. Marty was no man to be deterred easily, though. The hot, Celtic blood that coursed his body led him headstrong into adversity with an air of supreme confidence. With that typical enthusiasm, he hoped he would be allowed enough time to indulge in what he told himself was a mere matter of “some serious kick-ass among the ungodly”. But he had only twenty-four hours in which he must do that. Harbin was not going to sanction a minute more.


*


The earlier heinous happenings in Bloom Walk obviously had not made a tweet of difference to the indigenous bird-life of the area. Some hours had passed since the exit of paramedics, police, and the medley of vehicles deemed necessary to mark any unfortunate’s untimely shuffle from mortality. But none of that had discouraged our feathered friends, who twittered and chirped in chorus with the local milk-float as it trundled on its merry way to dispose of its wares. The crisp, clean air was as heady as a good red wine, which made the birdsong doubly contagious.


Marty watched the milk-float rattle to a halt. As he got out of his car he found himself whistling as heartily as a fool. He stopped whistling, red faced, and he gave himself a mental kick on the backside for so openly displaying his lack of respect for the old boy. 


The milkman nodded congenially at Marty, at the same time grabbing hold of a cluster of bottles in each hand.


It was an action so very simple, yet skilful, that it fascinated Marty. The feat conjured up in his mind the picture of a pathetic character in a film he had seen of a poor creature, cursed with a bunch of scissors and shears instead of hands.


Marty smiled and motioned the milkman to wait, in order to question him. Hopefully the fellow could point him in the direction of a solution to his first puzzle; the home of the discarded milk bottle cap, complete with splendid thumbprint, that he’d found on his visit to the crime scene.


Very quickly, Marty had the information he needed. ‘Thanks a bunch, be lucky,’ he shouted to the back of the float as it resumed its symphony with the birds.


Edging the Lotus further along the kerb, its powerful engine barely ticking over, he stopped opposite the driveway of the ill-fated Sir Rupert’s house. With a little shrug to abandon any misgivings over what he was about to embark on, he got out and crunched across the gravel. Marty paused at the door, knowing that whatever the outcome of the charade he was about to enact, there was no way he could turn back. His finger hit the bell-push.


‘Hello.’ There was no description more befitting than stunning for the young woman who greeted Marty.


For a few seconds, everything apart from the apparition before his eyes was totally unimportant. Right then she may have been the only girl in the world, the only other person in the world. Marty normally indicated his desire for any woman by the audacity of his chat-up lines. There were few flowery metaphors or clichés that he was reluctant to use, and his readiness knew no equal. But she left him speechless.


He certainly was too absorbed to notice the Jaguar saloon slink past the end of the driveway. 


Waiting, he wondered if that sexy velvet song she had made out of a simple greeting was an accident of acoustics, or his imagination. The waiting was no hardship. Her perfume tickled every hungry nerve-end of Marty’s very healthy, very masculine libido.


‘You must forgive me.’ Her voice was such a pleasure on the ears. ‘You have me at a disadvantage. Do you have an appointment with my father?’


‘I’m sorry, Miss. ?’ Marty paused, his mind playing with the delicious prospect of ever having the blue eyed vision at a disadvantage. ‘Sorry to disturb you at such short notice.’ He felt foolish. He knew that he was bumbling. ‘Fosdyke, from Excel Dairies. Running a customer relations survey just a few questions. Won’t take many moments, if you wouldn’t mind?’ He felt uneasy again at the hint of a smile in her eyes.


‘Please, won’t you step in, Mr Fosdyke?’ she said. There, again, was that hint of amusement in her voice as she spoke his name. ‘I’m sure we are satisfied, but if the subject is dairy produce, well that’s more in Annie’s domain, she’s our housekeeper. I am sure she can be of help.’ 


The apparition ushered Marty into the front reception room. With yet another fleeting smile, and sensuous swing of her hips, she made her exit.


Fantasy was replaced within seconds by reality. A middle-aged lady, who Marty knew could only be the redoubtable housekeeper, appeared in the doorway.


‘Morning Annie. Just checking to find out if our deliveries are correct. Satisfactory condition, punctual, that sort of thing?’


Annie seemed a bit flustered. She was not accustomed to interview, especially by a personable young man such as the questioner. Her brow creased as she fumbled for the right words. ‘Well, sir, last thing I want is for Len to get in trouble, but I was saying to Miss Andrea before you called.’ she hesitated, still perturbed.


‘It’s alright Annie. Nobody’s job is on the line here.’ For reassurance he treated her to one of his disarming specials, a dimpled, boyish grin.


‘Well, I was on my day off yesterday I don’t work Sundays. And Miss Andrea, she was with friends in the country, and the Air Marshal, God bless him, he had to stay at his yacht-club in Southampton for some reason.’


Marty smiled, put a hand on hers which were tightly clasped.


She continued, ‘Yesterday I think Len must’ve forgot Cleopatra’s, that’s the cat, he forgot her milk. A gold-top. There was only the others on the step this morning, the usual Monday order. But he should know she drinks the ordinary at a push.’ Annie stopped. She took a long look at Mr “Fosdyke” searching his face for any sign of ill-favour she may have unwittingly directed the milkman’s way.


‘It sounds to me like you’re altogether satisfied with our services, Annie. I’m sure the little hiccup with Cleopatra’s milk is a one-off. Your concern for Len’s efforts is recommendation enough. I reckon he’s doing a great job for us.’


Annie mumbled ‘Thank you, sir, goodbye.’ She could not hide the relief on her face as she realised her ordeal was over.


As Marty pulled himself out of the armchair, the leather creaked its gratitude in that unique way genuine leather does. He closed his organiser and patted her arm. ‘Thank you Annie, you’ve been very helpful.’ He watched her scuttle back into the depths of the house down the hallway.


He was left standing in the vestibule. The collection of military antiques on view was too rare to be ignored. It included various wheel-locks and powder-balls, around a central display of Colts. Among these was a legendary “Frontier” model and an M15 officer’s pistol. Marty’s passion for weapons and militaria enabled him to recognise most of the collection. The display was in a satinwood cabinet which stood on a Kashan carpet. The splendour of it all struck him as a paradox. The sum total of the precious pieces’ reason for existence, as purveyors of death, was so conveniently sanitised in the trappings of wealth and privilege. Marty wondered exactly how many terrified souls’ misery had been terminated for eternity by the devices nestling in the elegance of their setting. Life is one helluva crazy carousel, he thought.


‘I do hope Annie was of help in your enquiries, Mr Fosdyke.’


Marty jumped. Not noticeably, but he was startled sufficiently to catch his breath. The dreamboat Andrea had drifted up behind him. He couldn’t imagine how he had not, at least, detected the scent of her perfume. 


‘Yes, most suitably, Miss…., Damn fool, he thought, why didn’t I ask that milkman her surname? He still felt unusually nonplussed in her presence.


‘Thompson. It’s Andrea Thompson. But really, you should know. After all, as customers of longstanding you should have it on record?’


She was mocking him, and plainly getting amusement from the exercise. Marty could see that. He disliked it intensely. A hasty retreat seemed the most sensible option. ‘Good day to you, Miss Thompson, and thank you. It has been my very great pleasure meeting you.’ He quickly noted the hall telephone number.


‘Likewise, indeed, Mr Fosdyke, I’m sure. By the way, I do love your Lotus. And it’s such a distinctive shade of red, just like the one parked opposite earlier this morning. Wasn’t that such an awful thing to happen?’ Her eyes misted momentarily. Then, with the flicker of a smile and toss of her golden tresses, she closed the door.


Marty had the feeling he had missed something out. There were a million questions he would have liked to ask the girl, but he felt that there was a vital one he had overlooked. He felt that they must meet again, but could not be certain that his reasoning was more from a basic desire than the necessity to further his case. 


The Lotus purred away from the kerb. It moved effortlessly down the avenue of deciduous trees that were already waking from their winter hibernation. In contrast, the gears in Marty’s mind were crunching as he wrestled to recapitulate and correlate what he might of the information he had accumulated so far. He knew that Scott, a man of rigid habit patterns as outlined in “Savant” magazine, ended every day at eleven pm and retired to his bed. His sister, who had watched her favourite television program till nearly midnight, confirmed that the Sunday evening was no exception. She had then woken at the commotion caused when her brother fell. The sister appeared to reluctantly agree to the police surmise that her brother could not sleep so had made himself a nightcap. Then, completely out of character, at past one o’clock in the morning he had decided to unlock the front door to put out an empty bottle. 


Marty was sure the inconsistencies pointed to somebody luring Scott to his death. The motive had to be the vast amount of money for which he was insured by Global Avionics Technologies. It had to be an extreme, but straightforward case of company fraud. The police, in their wisdom, had been content to disregard the foil bottle-cap that Marty had found, despite its grubby thumbprint. The cap, in Marty’s opinion, that the assailant had discarded after purloining the bottle of milk from the doorstep of the house opposite while waiting for the moment to strike. The police, dismissive and unwilling to entertain his contribution to the case, were going to be of no use. Marty knew he would have to use a lot of persuasion to get his connections to disclose to him if the print was of use to identify the probable assailant who had been lurking in the darkness. Knowing that would be a vital factor towards the proof of his theory. 


Marty instructed his voice-activated phone. ‘World News’. Within a few seconds he was through and a woman’s voice answered. Marty said, ‘Can I speak to Neil - Neil Travis? It’s Marty Rebel here.’ 


‘I can give you his cell phone number in Afghanistan. He’s been sent out there to replace, well, you wouldn’t know him, a guy we lost a couple of days ago.’


‘Jeez, I’m sorry to hear that, on both counts.’ Marty was thinking hard for a way to overcome this setback. He had been relying on his friend to help with some of the City information he needed, fast.


‘You must be the guy he refers to as Paddy?’


‘Himself in the flesh,’ replied Marty.


‘He warned me I might be hearing from you, now and then. So what can I do you for?’ She gave a husky little chuckle. ‘Name’s Dixie Montcliffe, by the way.’


Yes! No panic, thought Marty. ‘I can’t explain everything right now, but it’ll help save my life if you can get me the latest on Global Avionics Technologies, what they’re into up to this minute. Anything you can get on contracts, market predictions. Any gossip, whatever no-good shit you can dig up. The old boy that’s just copped it, Rupert Scott, any rumours on his latest projects. I know we’re opening up a new slate, so I’ll owe you one if you can.’


‘Don’t worry none,’ said the reporter. ‘Just make sure you leave that Lotus that I’ve heard about to me in your will.’ She chuckled again. ‘When’s your deadline, then, Marty?’


‘Ten am tomorrow.’ He was fascinated by the girl’s earthy tones. Her husky voice whet his curiosity. He tried to put a face to it as he waited for her reply. 


‘I’ll get what’s available, either on the records or buzzing on the wires about your friends at GAT. In fact I’m on it already, no time to sit talking to you, Marty.’ 


Marty listened to her chuckle again as she rang-off. He smiled to himself. ‘End,’ he said to the car phone. As he negotiated the London traffic, the complexity of his task loomed ever greater. He instructed his phone to get Lion Holdings. ‘Hello, Helen. It’s Marty, Marty Rebel. I wonder, if you could, would you do me a great big favour?’ There was no immediate answer. He continued, ’I need all my hard-copy files on GAT, and unfortunately I won’t be able to get back to the office. Grab them for me, take them home with you. I’ll call in at yours to collect them later, treat you to a nice meal, as a kind of thank you. If you can do that for me I’ll make sure we have a good night.’


‘You know I’d love to do anything for you, Marty, of course I shall.’ She blushed, realising she was probably betraying her eagerness to spend time with the man of her dreams. But she had even more fear that her feelings might not be so readily reciprocated by Marty. She knew very well that if she was ever going to strike up a relationship with him he would have to be encouraged to forget about work and his paperwork when they met.


Marty had not taken much notice of the girl behind the receptionist’s desk; not until that moment, anyway. But her anxious, suggestive attitude had titillated his male appetite, which, within the hour, had been so lusciously teased. His well known liking for “thrills in frills” was working overtime. Suddenly he was looking forward to what could turn out to be an extremely pleasurable evening. 


He told Helen how to access his filing cabinet, and identify the material he needed. She told him the whereabouts of her flat.


‘That’s a date then, Helen. See you at yours round eight-thirty, bye.’ He switched off with a self-satisfied smile. Life was looking good to Marty at that moment. Life always looked good to him when he had the prospect of attractive, female company. 


Behind the Lotus, at sufficient distance to avoid arousing Marty’s suspicion, the ubiquitous Jaguar S Type maintained pursuit. Pelops sat in silence beside the driver, seat rammed as far back as possible, the prosthetic limb resting on his thigh. He watched the intermittent blip from a display on the dashboard. It was the signal from a tracking device that the driver, an MI5 operator, had planted on Marty’s car while the young Irishman performed his amateur theatricals at the Thompson house.


Marty’s interest in the recent events in Bloom Walk had not gone unnoticed in more remote, more sinister circles. His reluctance to accept that Sir Rupert Scott’s death was innocent had become a troublesome obstacle in the greater schemes of the men in grey-flannel suits. He had become an MI5 mark. In the plainest of terms, he had become a nuisance that their assassin Pelops was obligated to remove




Ch. 2


‘So you might tell me, in your own time of course, what is it, exactly, that prompts you to suggest Captain Lars Gotthard may have had some involvement in the tragic incident last night in Highgate?’


Arrogance oozed from the questioner, a middle-aged man, who, in keeping with the customary execution of his day’s work, was exploiting the privileges of his upper class career. ‘In your own time,’ he repeated. Being a confirmed fop, while he spoke he was examining the faultlessly manicured nails on his interlocked fingers.


He stood at an office window. Below, on another planet, the Thames river traffic meandered past, through the cold, murky waters that skirted the even colder, murkier institution that was the MI5 headquarters.


‘Captain Lars Gotthard Pelops whatever he calls himself, well I’ve got information goes so far as to suggest he’s involved in some plan to sabotage the GAT trials in Hertfordshire on Friday. It’s not a clear picture, yet. Best scenario says we’re looking at serious industrial espionage, but no harm in me testing the water about last night’s population adjustment in Highgate.’


There was a pause as the speaker, MI5 Special Field Agent Philip Bayliss, formerly of Police Special Branch, took note of the other man’s reaction. He needed no telling. He had touched a raw nerve with his boss, Desmond Fenton, a very senior civil servant in MI5.


Fenton was still preoccupied with himself. He prodded and preened at his immaculately groomed hair with the fragile looking fingers of a puny hand, as if in fear of one of the greying strands escaping. He finished patting his head and pressed his palms on the desk-top. He lowered himself into a majestic swivel chair. ‘I say again, Agent Bayliss, tell me, in your own time what makes you think so. Have the local plod, or their CID mates found something of which we should be aware, solid evidence of Pelops’ presence?’ Fenton’s nose twitched, giving him the semblance of a ferret. His eyes nervously tried to avoid those of a large woman, dressed in tweed and rather lumpy brogues, in a photo that dominated his desk. ‘Do they have such a thing as a witness?’ He seemed consistently at odds with his mother’s photo. 


‘The Highgate lads haven’t found a sausage. They haven’t really looked, as far as I’m told. There’s nothing to indicate it was any more than a straightforward, full-blown coronary. His head was a bit messy. But you fall on a load of bottles an’ shit happens.’ Bayliss thumbed through his notebook. ‘No, it’s one of my Special Branch guys, DI Jenner, it’s him’s got me to thinking. He’s playing a blinder over there in Hertfordshire, but he reckons Lang-Mainwaring is jumping about like one unhappy bunny back at the ranch. It’s a gut feeling thing. But you know it don’t pay to ignore gut feelings. With the security of that new gear they’re testing at stake, I’ve had them on seven by twenty-four surveillance. This Mainwaring, apparently, is definitely out on one of his own, like he’s dancing on hot bricks all the time, now.’


‘MI6 is monitoring for sabotage on the Hole In The Sky project. You know your brief is purely internal industrial-relations activities. Any other ramifications in this, or any other projects, are strictly need to know. I shall be pleased when you accept that fact, in your own time, of course.’


‘Yes, sir. I do accept the HITS project is categorised at the very highest of international levels. But in our own liaison parameters with Special Branch in respect of issues at GAT, they specifically require we keep the MoD clued-up on all aspects of personnel, in particular the likes of Sir Rupert Scott. We are not certain…..’


Fenton interrupted his agent, tut-tutting. ‘Pelops and you are all best advised, on meeting the man, to use that name is here at the behest of our office. I am instructing you, from the very highest authority.’ Fenton’s eyes widened, he turned his head melodramatically in the general direction of Downing Street. ‘I instruct you to desist from further interest, be it surveillance or whatever. Sir Rupert Scott is history. If he ever was any threat to national security in any fashion or form, that, as we are both aware, is no longer the case. You must ensure our friend Pelops does not come to be hampered by so much as a parking ticket. Our law enforcement has no need to be anywhere near him. Is that understood?’


Bayliss bit his tongue hard, resisting a burning compulsion to shout “I will, in my own bloody time”. He was sick to the back teeth with having to endure one whining lecture upon another, during which he would be bombarded with his boss’s infernal pet phrase. As always, he said nothing.


‘The nation’s tragic loss of last night remains as reported, therefore now widely believed. It was a heart attack. Get that clear, in your own time, if you will.’


‘Can I expect some confirmation on this Pelops from section six, something on hard-copy? In your own time, of course.’ Bayliss could no longer resist the jibe.


‘Saints preserve us just try to lift your thinking above the bollock-brained level of your old colleagues in Special Branch, man.’ Fenton’s eyes bulged. His liverish nose was a purple blotch on his pallid face. ‘Get out, now!’ 


Bayliss had never heard Fenton mouth a crudity, certainly not one of such manly pedigree. But delivered so effetely, with a distinct Eton intonation, the word seemed to lose most of its muscle. Nevertheless, Bayliss knew something was very wrong indeed. His boss’s attitude was indication enough that something totally unsavoury was brewing. He was only too pleased to get out of the room. 


*


Marty strode through the huge, open-plan office, past aisles of regimented desks. Scotland Yard, as ever, was an inane discord of clatter and chatter; an eternal conflict between frantic voices and the frenzied warbling of phones. 


With nods to one or two people among the sea of faces on his way, he reached the door that he wanted. “Det Chief. Superintendent Robbin” was the name on the door. Here was undoubtedly the man with the most suitable means to aid Marty in his quest. He rapped on the door, opened it and poked his head around.


‘He’s inside, Mr Rebel,’ a detective somebody-or-other offered from behind a computer. Then, with a lazy salute, he told Marty to go in.


Once inside, after observing the normal social courtesies, very little time was wasted by either man on small talk. Marty emptied the foil bottle-cap from a plastic bag onto Robbin’s blotter pad. ‘If you can get me a laboratory report on this, Robbo, it will help enormously with my present enquiry.’ Marty used a familiarity he had developed throughout a long association that had led to their close friendship.


‘You mean you’re up to your neck in it, you can’t tell me what it is, but you think this bottle-cap will win you the jackpot. Right, Marty?’


‘Sure enough. Identify the print, I think it’s from a thumb. With a bit more luck, forensics might be able to tell us what the grubby substance is. But it’s knowing who the print was made by, sure that’s the jackpot winner.’ Marty said, hopefully.


‘You know I’ll try to help. But if I can tell you anything, I want your promise you’ll keep me posted. You got serious trouble written all over that cheeky face.’


The officer’s consternation was rooted in pure self-preservation. He’d had to claw his way up from street level, while watching rookie university graduates all around him riding their degrees, like magic carpets, to the elevated ranks. This new favour for Marty was much trickier, and any discovery of it entailed much greater consequences than might usually be liable.


Robbin stretched his stocky frame in his chair, fumbled in a battered pack of cigarettes with his stubby fingers. The nicotine-stained digits coaxed one out, and despite all Marty’s protests, he lit up. He took an exaggerated pull on it. 


‘I swear by all that’s holy, Robbo, you can be sure I’ll never let you down.’ Marty was outrageously broadening the Irish lilt in his accent. It generally worked a treat in lightening matters and breaking down his friend’s reservations. ‘But I must have something to go on by ten am tomorrow. Alright if I ring you on it?’


The Chief Super took another hard pull on his cigarette, then, ‘Your wish is my etc. etc.’ He scribbled a message on a notepad, called in the detective from outside. ‘I want the results of this in my Email for kick-off tomorrow.’ He turned to Marty. ‘What I can get, you can have, gladly. Then you tell me what it’s all about.’
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