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For my daughter Leena who has always believed me to be the real David Fairfax.







Also, for my two grandsons, Joshua and Oliver, who simply want to see their names in print.


		

	

Contents




[image: image]





Dedication


Preface





Chapter One


Chapter Two


Chapter Three


Chapter Four


Chapter Five


Chapter Six


Chapter Seven


Chapter Eight


Chapter Nine


Chapter Ten


Chapter Eleven


Chapter Twelve


Chapter Thirteen


Chapter Fourteen


Chapter Fifteen


Chapter Sixteen


Chapter Seventeen


Chapter Eighteen


Chapter Nineteen


Chapter Twenty


Chapter Twenty-one


Chapter Twenty-two


Chapter Twenty-three


Chapter Twenty-four


Chapter Twenty-five


Chapter Twenty-six


Chapter Twenty-seven


Chapter Twenty-eight


Chapter Twenty-nine


Chapter Thirty


Chapter Thirty-one


Chapter Thirty-two


Chapter Thirty-three


Chapter Thirty-four


Chapter Thirty-five


Chapter Thirty-six


Chapter Thirty-seven


Chapter Thirty-eight


Chapter Thirty-nine


Chapter Forty


Chapter Forty-one


Chapter Forty-two


Chapter Forty-three


Chapter Forty-four


Chapter Forty-five


Chapter Forty-six


Chapter Forty-seven


Chapter Forty-eight


Chapter Forty-nine


Chapter Fifty


Chapter Fifty-one


Chapter Fifty-two


Chapter Fifty-three


Chapter Fifty-four


Chapter Fifty-five


Chapter Fifty-six


Chapter Fifty-seven


Chapter Fifty-eight


Chapter Fifty-nine


Chapter Sixty


Chapter Sixty-one


Chapter Sixty-two





Epilogue


About the Author


Copyright




	

Preface




[image: image]





As the number of television channels has increased so the quality of most programmes has declined.


And it is the same in the world of books, particularly fiction, where ever increasing numbers of books are published but where, with a few notable exceptions, their content is mediocre at best.


It was while bemoaning this trend to my wife and daughter and suggesting that, perhaps, I could do better, that they issued this challenge. “If you think that you can do better, then do so. Write a novel that is highly original and keeps the reader guessing right up to the last page.”


For someone who, in the past, had written only for a scientific publication and whose only entry into the world of fiction consisted of a collection of short stories, this was quite a challenge. But a challenge I relished and accepted and this novel is the result.


		

	

 


 


 


 


 


 


Each


and every one


of us has secrets, or


one particular secret, that we


would wish to remain undiscovered.


Sometimes, however, fate intervenes and


such a secret is revealed. When this happens


there is no way of knowing just what


the consequences may be;


revenge, retribution


and even


murder.
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“I don’t understand this,” shouted Greg struggling to make himself heard above the roar of the wind and rain, “when you asked me out for a bit of fishing I thought it would be a nice way to spend a night, something to take my mind off my practice. But where on earth did this storm come from? I can’t remember one like this for a long time. And to blow up so suddenly as well.”


“Don’t blame me! I checked with the local weather guys and the harbour master and none of them had any idea we were in for this. They forecast a calm clear night,” replied Chris at the top of his voice, clearly agitated as he struggled to steer the small boat against the combined forces of the wind and waves, “If I’d known this lot was coming I certainly wouldn’t have put to sea. The money’s all very well but I want to live a bit longer. Nothing’s worth taking this sort of risk.”


As he spoke a huge bolt of lightning flashed across the sky and almost instantaneously a deafening crack of thunder exploded right over the boat. Chris fought to retain control and looked towards the cliffs that were approaching at a rapidly increasing pace.


“Did you see that? On top of the cliffs!” Chris bellowed in an attempt to make himself heard above the thunderous roar of the waves.


“See what?” replied Greg at the top of his voice desperately trying to maintain his balance as the boat was swamped by a wave and the wheel house became drenched in foaming water.


“There, on top of the cliffs! We’re approaching Maiden’s Point and I’m sure I saw someone or something up there.”


“Up there! Well if there is anyone up there they’re even more stupid than we are to be out on a night like this. On the other hand they are on dry land, if you can call it that at the moment.”


“Look Greg, I’m sure I saw a couple of figures up there. I know it’s hard to tell from here but it looked as if they were fighting or struggling.”


“Your trouble is you’ve got too vivid an imagination. I bet there’s no one up there at all. It’s just a tree swaying in the wind silhouetted against the sky.”


“Perhaps you’re right. Anyway, I’ve more important things to worry about, like hanging onto the wheel to avoid the rocks as we come round the headland.”


Suddenly there was another terrific flash of lightning. As both men looked towards the cliffs they saw what looked like a body plunging onto the rocks.


“There, I told you.” Shouted Chris almost triumphantly, “Don’t tell me you didn’t see that!”


“Well something’s certainly fallen off that cliff but whether it’s a person, a body or a tree, I couldn’t care less. The sooner we’re on dry land the better.”


“Come on Greg. You are supposed to be a doctor. There might be someone in the water who’s hurt and needs your help.”


“All right then. If you think you can get this old tub closer to the cliffs then I’m willing to take a look. But if this wind and rain don’t die down we’ll have one hell of a job. Even opening the wheelhouse door will be risky enough. I don’t fancy hanging onto the side of the boat peering into the sea for something, or someone, who might not even be there.”


Then after a moment’s reflection Greg added, “Anyone falling on those rocks is a goner for sure.”
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David Fairfax leaned forward towards his driver and snapped, “Can’t you go any faster? I promised the family I’d be home for dinner. That meeting at Stansted Airport took much longer than planned and now all this blasted traffic!”


“Sorry Sir David, but it is market day today. At the best of times Epping High Street can be crowded and now we’re caught up in the rush hour.”


David settled once again into the back seat of the Mercedes and thought about the meeting. It had been tough but as always he had struck a hard bargain and he was happy to have settled some old scores in the process. He looked around and then helped himself to a drink from a small cabinet and gently stroked the leather seats. He was used to luxury but he quickly tired of things. Although the car was less than a year old he was already thinking of changing it for the latest model, “Must have leather seats, though,” he mused to himself.


As the car slowly made its way along the High Street he glanced at the clock on St. John’s Church and checked it against his Rolex, “Damn clock’s never right! Never has been for as long as I can remember,” he fumed to himself. His thoughts then turned to what he would tell his family. Unlike him who had worked his way up in life they had always had it easy. However, like him they were now used to living in luxury and were even more avaricious than him.


As the car negotiated the twin mini-roundabouts by St. John’s Church he reflected on recent events, “Can I really become a minister in the government? And a senior minister at that?” He mused on the past, “I wonder if there are any old acquaintances who will have to be ‘encouraged’ to forget!”


The car left Epping and headed into the outskirts of Epping Forest. “Handy place a forest,” he reflected with a chuckle to himself, “you can lose all sorts of things in there and they won’t be found for years.”


The car sped through the forest down a long winding and very bumpy road towards the village of Theydon Bois, “Hey, steady on Feb! I want to get home in one piece.”


“Sorry sir,” said his driver apologetically.


Suddenly, on the edge of the forest and in a prime location overlooking the historic village green Fairfax’s Folly came into view. That wasn’t its name, it was called Forest Glade, but the house had acquired this nickname from the villagers. Even after six or seven years they still couldn’t understand how planning permission for such a large mansion had been granted in this prime green-belt land. David Fairfax could. He had bribed key members of the council. Not with money but by uncovering unsavoury things from their past that were better kept hidden. He smiled to himself as he thought about those councillors, those upright pillars of the community, who he had dancing for him like puppets on a string. When he clicked his fingers they came running. This was his way of doing business and it always achieved the desired results.


The Mercedes swept onto the drive and crunched the gravel. It approached the portico at the front of the building between two rows of neatly pruned cypress trees that partially obscured the extensive but well-stocked grounds.


The house itself was illuminated by coloured floodlights and looked magnificent. Built in the imposing style of a mock-Tudor mansion its deceptively low two-storey construction concealed the fact that it had 6 bedrooms, 4 bathrooms and 4 reception rooms in addition to an underground games room and swimming pool.


The electronic gates closed sealing the property from the outside world once again. All round the extensive grounds there was a six foot high perimeter wall made of quarried stone. This was topped with barbed wire and there were closed circuit television cameras at every vantage point.


Security was paramount for David Fairfax. He was well aware that in a business career spanning over 30 years he had made more than his fair share of enemies. There were many people who wanted to “get even” with him. Some had tried – and quickly wished they hadn’t. Still, he was taking no chances. In addition to his chauffeur Feb he employed a small number of bodyguards. One or two of these were occasionally billeted in his house and sometimes they travelled with him on his more risky ventures.


Most of the time David Fairfax was content to be accompanied by Feb. John February was an ex-SAS colonel who resembled a body builder, but who was as nimble as an Olympic athlete. He was also highly intelligent with an incisive mind and could quickly react to any situation. He had more than proved himself in the past. There was no questioning his loyalty but to make sure he was paid more than double the going rate. “Insurance” was David Fairfax’s way of putting it.


Feb opened the car door. David Fairfax got out and strode quickly into the house as a female servant pulled apart the heavy double front doors. He entered the drawing room and immediately all the family members stopped talking and looked at him in anticipation.


Why had they been asked, or should that have been summoned, to be here on this fine autumn day? They all regarded him in awe. Although they wouldn’t admit it deep down they were all more than a little scared of him. This was partly due to his stature. At 5 feet 10 inches in height he was not a tall person but he was fairly powerfully built and always had an air of authority about him. It was also partly due to his infamous bad temper or ‘short fuse’ as he preferred to put it.


Straight away David’s daughter Callisto ran up and gave him a big hug. She was a very attractive 23 year-old. As usual she was dressed in the latest designer outfits that enhanced her more than ample figure. She clung to him until he could bear it no longer. “That’s enough,” he said in as tender a way as he could. He then thought to himself, “I do like this show of affection but unlike the boys who are almost transparent I never really know what she’s thinking. One of these days I’m sure she’ll stab me in the back to get her hands on this business. Then woe betide the boys, they won’t stand a chance.”


The twins Tom and Nick were lounging on one of the many settees tormenting the two Persian cats. Like their father and sister they had a good head of blonde hair. It was only David’s wife Lucy who had dark hair. In the early days of their marriage as the children grew up she had often dyed it blonde but for the last few years she had reverted to her natural brunette.


Lucy looked up from her armchair and nodded to Katie, their servant. She promptly left the room and came back almost immediately with a large tray of tea and biscuits.


“Forget that stuff!” said David rather harshly, “Let’s open a bottle of champagne.”


“Champagne?” questioned Lucy.


“Yes, champagne. When you hear my news you’ll want to celebrate in style.”


All the family immediately sat upright and looked towards David. He ignored Nick kicking both cats off the settee and sat down in his favourite armchair. To heighten the tension he deliberately delayed the start of his announcement.


Katie poured the champagne and Sir David waited for her to leave. He then lifted his glass and looked slowly around the room at his assembled family and said very deliberately, “You will soon be looking at the new Minister for Trade and Industry. A Cabinet Minister with full departmental responsibilities.”


There was silence for a few seconds then Lucy stood up and said, “Well done. More than deserved after all the time, effort and money you’ve lavished on that party. It’s about time you got something in return. What exactly will it mean though? Will it involve time away from home? Oh, and what about clashes with your business?”


“Please! One question at a time. The Prime Minister hasn’t formally asked me yet, but he will do so tomorrow – or so I’m reliably informed. Naturally I will appear surprised and humbled by the offer but will, of course, accept. There won’t be any problem with the businesses. They’ll be put into blind trusts. Officially I will have nothing to do with the day-to-day running of them. This will avoid any possible public conflicts of interest. Unofficially, however, I will still keep an eye on them as they will be divided amongst you, my family.


So far as official duties are concerned then I expect it will involve some time away from home. There will even be some foreign trips. These will be very useful, not just for industry and the government, but also for our own future business. This appointment could give me the sort of power I’ve dreamt about for years.”


David sank into his armchair with a broad grin on his face and finished his champagne with a single gulp. The two cats seized the opportunity and jumped onto his lap.


“That’s just great, dad,” said Callisto between sips of champagne, “I can’t wait to see you chauffeured about in one of those ministerial cars. True recognition at last.”


“We’ll need to be very careful about the businesses though,” said Nick, “but what great potential. I have a feeling this ministerial thing is going to make us a lot of money.”


“You bet!” exclaimed Tom, “This could be the chance of a lifetime. We’re just going to have to take full advantage of it.” And the entire family fell into laughter.
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The chauffeur-driven car turned into Downing Street through the now-open heavy security gates past the armed police and came to a halt outside the door of Number 10.


As Sir David got out of the car there was a series of blinding flashes. The assembled press corps unleashed its full fury in an attempt to capture the first photographs of someone they believed would soon be a new minister. There had been comings and goings all through the afternoon and the hacks were anxious to make sense of it all. Who would be getting the sack? And who would be in the next generation of ministerial appointments? Those were the questions on the lips of all those patiently waiting across the road. Here was a Back-Bench Member of Parliament so speculation was high that a new appointment was about to be made.


“Sir David,” a roar went up from the press corps. They shouted in unison to try and get him to talk to them, “Rumour has it you’re destined for trade and industry.” “Have you a few words for our readers?” “Will you be joining the Cabinet?”


David Fairfax ignored them all. But he did turn and smile. “After all,” he thought to himself, “best to keep on friendly terms with them. They may be useful in the future – particularly if things become difficult.”


He strode briskly up to the door and acknowledged the salute from the solitary policeman. He disappeared inside as the door was opened by unseen hands as if by magic.


Sir David stepped into the hall and was met by the Prime Minister’s private secretary. He was ushered upstairs to wait outside the PM’s study. It seemed an eternity while he sat and waited in a rather plush armchair. He amused himself by looking around the room and thinking how dowdy and old-fashioned it all seemed.


“If I was Prime Minister,” he thought to himself, “the first thing I’d do is have the place redecorated and bring in some modern comfortable furniture.”


He would like to have been Prime Minister but Sir David was sufficiently realistic to know that was now out of the question. Besides his age being against him, it was now 2005 and he was 54 years old, there was his past. Yes, his past, “Just what does the Prime Minister know about that?” he wondered.


“You can go in now,” said a rather energetic looking personal assistant. One of many no doubt vying for promotion or some other favour in the eyes of “The Establishment”.


He strode confidently into the room and heard the heavy oak doors close firmly behind him. “Come in David,” said the Prime Minister with a beaming smile, “I think you may have some idea why I’ve called you here today. Take a seat over there. Let’s not be too formal. Much more comfortable and relaxed to sit round the coffee table. Drink?” and the Prime Minister opened a small drinks cabinet. He poured two glasses of whisky, one of which he slid across the table towards David Fairfax.


Sir David remained silent. He wanted the Prime Minister to initiate the conversation in case his informants had been wrong.


“I won’t beat around the bush. I’ve been aware of your talents for some time now. Although you became an MP only two years ago you’ve impressed me with your drive and enthusiasm. You get things done. I like that. Reminds me of myself when I first entered the House. I’ve also been keeping an eye on your outside interests and businesses. Again, what can I say? You seem to breed success; a business empire that spans top fashion shops, international freight, telecommunications, commercial farming and now the manufacture of consumer electronics goods – and right here in the UK as well.


As you are aware the party’s fortunes have taken a dive over the last few months. Amazing how fickle the electorate is. What short memories people have. After only two years in office they’re already saying our policies have become stale. Some are even calling for the opposition to return. We need to reinvigorate our current term, get people and industry moving again. That’s where you come in. I need someone in my Cabinet with the drive and energy to enthuse the country. I also need someone who will present a positive image of the UK abroad and attract inward investment. God knows we need all the outside help we can get if we’re to reverse what is fast becoming a deep recession.


Whilst admiring your drive and business acumen I am more than aware of your colourful past. You’re no stranger to courting publicity. There have been many rumours about unfair business tactics and underhand dealings. However, I have had these checked out by the, how can I put it, appropriate bodies. I am assured there’s nothing in your past that can possibly be described as illegal or reflect badly on the government. I thought it only fair to tell you this.”


Sir David listened intently trying desperately hard not to betray his inner thoughts. His informants had been right after all. He struggled to suppress a smile as he guessed what was to come next.


The Prime Minister continued, “It is with great pleasure, therefore, that I’m offering you the post of Minister for Trade and Industry. As you are aware this post has full Cabinet membership. In this position you will play a key part in the party’s, no, the government’s, policy and decision making.”


David Fairfax sat silently holding the whisky glass in his hand. He slowly spun it around so the liquid inside swirled up and down the sides in a rhythmical pattern. “Better not keep him waiting too long,” he thought to himself, “or he might think I don’t want the job.”


“This is most unexpected and a great honour Prime Minister. I will do my utmost to be worthy of such a position and trust my time in the post will enhance both the country and the party’s fortunes. I will certainly bring all my business and organisational skills to bear on the ministry. I pledge that no stone will remain unturned in my quest to make this country great once again.”


“I knew you would accept the post and I’d like to take this opportunity to welcome you to the government. As this is your first ministerial appointment, and a senior one at that, I will put you in the hands of one of my personal private secretaries. He’ll go over the basic points with you before you actually set foot in the ministry. Glad to have you as part of the team.


Just one other matter, though,” continued the Prime Minister with a concerned look on his face, “You’ve been married three times and it wouldn’t do for a Minister of the Crown to be seen to be playing around. We’ve got our standards to maintain.”


David Fairfax smiled inwardly to himself. He knew all about the Prime Minister’s standards but best not to rock the boat at this early stage.


“You’ve got no worries there,” he quickly replied. “I have been married three times but as you know this was not of my own choosing. My first wife died in a tragic accident and my second wife died by her own hand. It was only through the help and understanding of Lucy that I was able to pull myself through those difficult years. It’s probably not common knowledge but we’ve known each other since our secondary school days. We’ve been married now for nearly 25 years. A very happy marriage I would add with three wonderful children that I think the world of. I certainly have no intention of spoiling my family life with any misconceived affair. You know me, I don’t do anything rashly, everything is well thought out before I make a move.”


“I guessed as much,” smiled the Prime Minister. He got up from his chair, leaned over the coffee table and the two men shook hands warmly. He then contacted Philip Dobbs one of his private secretaries. He came into the room and escorted David Fairfax to a small office where the necessary formalities could be gone through.


“This is it,” David thought to himself wryly, “a new career as a Minister of the Crown. Just think how much this is going to help me and my businesses. No point helping the party, helping the government, helping the country, helping the people even, if one can’t help oneself in the process!”
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“A bit slower Feb,” snapped David Fairfax as the car reached the heart of Canary Wharf and the Fairfax Building came into sight, “I want to appreciate the view. I won’t be seeing it so often now that I’m a Minister of the Crown.”


“Very good, Sir David,” replied Feb with a rather resigned note to his voice, “I shall miss driving you. I hope it doesn’t mean you’ll no longer need me now that you’re getting an official chauffeur.”


“Quite the reverse. In fact I might need you much more in the future. Official cars and chauffeurs are all very well but there are times, and I don’t think I need to spell them out, when I’ll need to have someone I can trust. Someone to take me where, perhaps, I shouldn’t be seen. Someone who can keep their mouth shut. Someone who can take care of themselves – and me too of course!”


As the car turned the futuristic steel and concrete structure that was the Fairfax Building slid into view. On this sunny autumn day it looked simply magnificent as its reflection shimmered in the water of this former dock area. David Fairfax’s car came silently to a halt. Before Feb had an opportunity to open his door a uniformed commissionaire rushed out and opened the rear door for Sir David to alight.


“Thank you Wilson,” he said and strode into the building and made his way towards his personal lift. Already a member of the security staff was opening the door in readiness and David acknowledged him as he always made a point of doing. His view was that you never knew when you might need these people in the future. He then pressed the button for the third floor. This was where the Board Rooms were located and he waited as the lift silently ascended.


In his dark Saville Row pin-striped suit he cut an impressive figure. He slowly and deliberately walked into the Board Room and glanced around the huge glass table. No dark mahogany wood tables for David Fairfax. He had said on more than one occasion to his trusted lieutenants that it does no harm to keep on the good side of the green lobby. You never knew when you might need their support.


Sir David entered the room and everybody went to rise to their feet. With a small gesture of his hand he motioned for them to continue sitting. He waited for a few seconds before starting to speak.


“First of all I’d like to thank each of you for making this meeting at what has been very short notice indeed. Things moved faster than even I had anticipated. I’ve called you all here today because now that I’m a Minister of the Crown I will have to relinquish my business responsibilities in the Fairfax Group. For the period of my Ministerial Office I will have nothing whatsoever to do with the running of these companies. My shares will be put into a blind trust in accordance with established government policy. That is why, in addition to the Managing Directors of my core businesses and my children, I have arranged for our auditors and legal people to be here. The necessary legal niceties and frameworks can be put into place and that way we all know where we stand.


Before letting the auditors and the legal boys have their say I would like to take this opportunity to congratulate you all on what has been a truly outstanding year. We have expanded into new areas and profits have continued to grow at a hitherto unprecedented rate. Needless to say, your hard work in this success will be more than adequately reflected in your end-of-year bonuses. Well done everybody!”


At that point David acknowledged the murmurs of appreciation from around the table and handed over to the auditors and lawyers. They spelled out the legal ramifications of what was to take place and put into being the formal legal procedures. When all the necessary paperwork had been signed the auditors took their leave and David turned to face the Managing Directors of his empire.


“Angela, shut and lock the doors. I don’t want anyone disturbing us so all mobile phones off as well please.”


There was a short period of rustling of papers and phones being taken out of bags and pockets. Becoming impatient David lightly tapped the table with his fingers to signal that he wished to proceed.


“Now, contrary to what has just been said in front of the auditors, I want to make it crystal clear that I have no intention whatsoever of relinquishing control over the DF International Group! And I want you all to remember that! Officially I have severed all my ties with the Group. Unofficially, however, I can’t afford to do that for even the briefest of periods. There is just too much at stake.


Although I won’t be in this building again officially make no mistake I will be popping in and out whenever it suits me. Furthermore I have charged Callisto, Tom and Nick to be my eyes and ears. They will report to me on all matters. Through them I will make sure that you’re left in no doubt as to what my views and wishes are. It will be business as usual – for both you and me! Between them they have a presence on all four boards of the Group and that presence will ensure that I maintain total control.”


He knew this decision would be received in silence so David leant slowly back in his chair. He observed his colleagues as the full weight of his statement sunk in and they began to reflect on the implications.


Immediately to his left sat Alan Box who was the Managing Director of the DesboroDenim Fashion Group. He was in his middle 50s and a slightly-built weasel-faced man. He was not liked by many of his colleagues or staff as he had a reputation for being ruthless when it came to getting things done. He also had a cruel and almost sadistic tendency when it came to exploiting third-world labour to remain competitive. David admired these traits. Because he had been with him for over 20 years Alan Box had his full confidence and support in every decision he took. His personality, however, was bland to the extreme and he would hardly be noticed in a room or a crowd of people. He was also very sensitive about his name and in correspondence he was always referred to as Mr Box or Alan Box, never as A Box! He was nicknamed ‘Cardboard’ by his fellow directors but never to his face.


On Alan Box’s left sat Ken Winter the Managing Director of Fairfax Forwarding, the international freight and delivery arm of the Fairfax Empire. In terms of physical appearance he was the exact opposite of Alan Box. He was in his early 50s but was an imposing thick-set man who exuded authority everywhere he went. He quickly dominated any conversation or meeting and had a more than deserved reputation for being a ruthless businessman. He was also aggressive and had no hesitation in bending all the rules if it meant winning new business or obtaining new contracts. He had also been with David Fairfax for over 20 years. During that time he had been involved in numerous shady middle-eastern deals many of which, with the connivance of local politicians and governments, had given Fairfax Forwarding exclusive rights to the detriment of rival firms. David gave a wry smile as he looked at Ken Winter and thought about the less savoury types of freight that he had been instrumental in smuggling into the UK, illegal immigrants included!


Next to Ken Winter was Rahul Dixit. In contrast to the former two Board Members he was still only in his mid 20s. Although he had been with David Fairfax for just 8 or 9 years he was already the Managing Director of Fairfax Telecoms. Originally he had been in charge of Fairfax Telecoms’ All India Division. He was dynamic, highly qualified, bright and intelligent and, with his very likeable personality, had quickly been promoted to overall Managing Director. The convenient disappearance of the previous Managing Director in a remote part of India about 18 months previously was still the subject of a police investigation.


Rahul Dixit was disliked by many on the Board. He was always snappily dressed but possibly because of his impeccable manners he tended to get on peoples’ nerves. He was also a devout Hindu and made no secret about this. However, he was still deeply involved in the black market and the trafficking of people to the UK from India to work in other parts of the Fairfax Group.


The last of the four Managing Directors was Craig Bentley. He was in his early 40s and had been with David Fairfax for about 10 years and was now the head of Fairfax Farms. He had been in commercial farming for all his life and was an expert agronomist and shrewd businessman. He was most adept at maximising subsidies from the UK Government and the European Union, even when the activities or particular crops did not qualify! He was also in charge of a number of gang-masters and was famed for obtaining labour at absolute minimum cost employing cheap illegal workers whenever possible in preference to local labour.


Next to Craig Bentley sat Callisto who was on the board of the DesboroDenim Fashion Group. As befitted someone of her status she was very fashion conscious and always dressed in the latest designer fashions. Her father had long recognised her as being highly intelligent. Combined with her incisive mind and good business acumen he felt she would be a worthy successor. This was a view shared by Callisto herself even though she was still only 23 years old! She was also very cool and calculating and rarely showed her feelings as she regarded this as a weakness to be avoided. Although she had a number of boyfriends none of them was serious or long-term. She tended to use them and they were around only as long as they served her purposes.


Sitting next to Callisto were the twins Tom and Nick who were a year younger than their big sister. They were not as overtly ambitious as Callisto but both held positions on the boards of Fairfax Telecoms, Fairfax Forwarding and Fairfax Farms. Tom was the older by a few minutes. He was more dynamic and go-ahead than Nick but he had a cruel streak whereas Nick was more easygoing and prepared to take the easy option.


On the twins’ left sat Susan Rumble the Chief Accountant of the Fairfax Group. Although only in her early 30s she was a highly qualified accountant who specialised in company tax law. Her skills had saved the Group many thousands of pounds in the 5 or 6 years she had been employed. She had a reputation for continued study and apparent lack of a social life. Combined with her bespectacled and rather dowdy appearance she was nicknamed ‘the spinster’. But so far as her work was concerned she was acknowledged as being one of the best in the profession.


Finally going round the table and on David’s right was Angela Hamilton his personal assistant. She was in her late 20s and had proved herself to be highly efficient in all aspects of her work and David had come increasingly to rely on her. She was a very beautiful woman who always dressed most professionally. She never wore anything that was too revealing although sometimes there were plenty of hints. David had often been tempted to ‘try it on’ but had always thought better of it. This was partly due to her very strong character and partly because of her value to his business. It was probably more to do with the latter reason as she had been instrumental in clinching some very profitable deals for him, including some ‘shady’ ones. She had a good knowledge of all areas of David Fairfax’s business empire including the illegal ones. In just 2 years of employment Angela Hamilton had become a trusted and valued member of the top team. She was often referred to behind her back as ‘Lady Hamilton’. This amused David who often imagined he saw some of his own character in her.


After a few minutes quiet musings on his fellow board members David Fairfax once again raised his voice.


“Now that we’re on our own the real purpose of this meeting can commence. As I said, forget what I told the auditors. I’ve no intention whatsoever of giving up control of this business or any part of it. I’ve spent too long building it up to turn my back on it even for a moment. Besides, I know you would all miss me,” he said rather cynically with a grin on his face. “Basically things will go on as before but because of my position in the Government I will have to be careful. No, we will all have to be careful, very careful indeed! Officially I have relinquished all control of the business but unofficially I will still retain control through Callisto, Tom and Nick. You will all report to me through them and they will give you my decisions and directions. That way nobody outside of this room will be any the wiser as to what is actually going on. So, Callisto will deal with the DesboroDenim Fashion Group, Nick will deal with Fairfax Telecoms and Tom will deal with both Fairfax Forwarding and Fairfax Farms. Any questions?”


There was a long pause as David Fairfax slowly looked around the table.


“Yes,” said Alan Box reluctantly breaking the silence, “I don’t like it. I don’t like this idea of you being a minister at all. I think it’s going to lay all our activities open to scrutiny. The press is always looking for ways to discredit you and your business activities. I think they will look upon this appointment as a means of delving ever more closely into your background. Why deliberately spoil something that is working so well?”


“I had already thought of that. To the world at large I will be a model minister. Already on my first day of office it’s public knowledge that I have severed all connections with my business empire. And that is a notion we are all going to have to foster. There must be no room for complacency. No room for anyone to point an accusing finger. No prying eyes, particularly from the press.”


“I still think you’re making a mistake.”


“Look, before accepting this appointment, before I first thought of even becoming a Member of Parliament, my primary concern was ‘what’s in this for me? What can I get out of it?’ And I haven’t deviated from that view. Becoming a minister, particularly Trade and Industry, is the best possible thing to come out of being in Parliament. I will be getting lots of inside information on what’s going on with business in this country including our competitors. I shall also be making several official ministerial trips abroad and going on some important trade missions. And guess what? I’m not looking just to benefit the UK! I’m looking to benefit the Fairfax Group. To benefit you, every single one of you sitting around this table today.”


“I’m beginning to like what I’m hearing,” interjected Rahul Dixit, “I think you’ve already got a trade mission going to India in the New Year.”


“That’s correct. I’ve also got similar missions lined up that are going to Africa and South America. These are all areas in which we are actively expanding. Officially I will be promoting trade with the UK. Unofficially, of course, I will really be using these visits to promote our own interests. That’s why, apart from the usual officials and civil servants, I will make sure I’m accompanied by my wife or by some of my children. There is also the possibility that I will just happen to bump into you or a local manager in the course of my travels.”


In the general conversation that followed there was much praise for David Fairfax’s cautious but sensible approach and the many benefits that should accrue to all. It was also agreed that there was to be the utmost secrecy surrounding any contact with him. That way it would be impossible for any outside party to suggest that there was even the slightest hint of any conflict between his official ministerial duties and his private companies.


“Don’t forget the latest technology,” said Rahul Dixit opening his briefcase, “we can also keep in touch with Sir David by email and the internet.”


“Isn’t that rather risky,” suggested Ken Winter, “I’ve heard stories of people being convicted of all sorts of crimes because they couldn’t wipe their computers clean. They erased the files but somehow they could still be read if you had the right software. And the police have that software.”


“Ken is of course perfectly correct. But,” continued Rahul, “it is now possible to erase all traces of those files if you have the right software. And we have that software.”


He handed an impressive looking gold-cased CD ROM to all those seated round the table.


“Install this CD on all the PCs that you use including your laptops. When you logoff after each email or internet session it will automatically clean your hard disc of all emails, internet sites visited, cookies and temporary internet files stored offline. Even if you were in the middle of a compromising message or email the mere fact of switching off the machine would mean that all traces of it would be erased from the hard disc in the PC’s logging off sequence. So you can communicate with Sir David if the need arises and be safe in the knowledge that no traces will remain whatsoever.”


“Thanks Rahul,” said David Fairfax approvingly, “but email communication should only be used as a last resort.”


“There’s a disc for you too Sir David. You might wish to install it on your ministerial PC as an added safeguard.”


“Angela, the champagne!”


Angela Hamilton went over to a large cabinet at the far end of the room and opened the double stainless steel doors. She took out two bottles of expensive champagne and poured a glass for all those present.


“A toast ladies and gentlemen! A toast to our future prosperity!”
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Lucy Fairfax lay back on the chair-shaped lilo as it slowly drifted across the pool. She looked up as the reflections from the coloured lights on the pool bottom danced across the ceiling. She lazily took another sip of her drink.


“What a good idea of mine to have this pool built particularly as David and the boys insisted on having a games room and a snooker table.”


She thought about the rest of her day. Meeting ‘the girls’ as she liked to call them. A group of like-minded middle-aged women who all had far too much time on their hands and, just as importantly, far too much money. A girlies day out was in prospect. They would meet up at Woodford at one o’clock, take the tube to London, spend the afternoon shopping in The King’s Road and Sloane Street, and then round the day off with a meal and a drink. Sometimes they also took in a show but this time they had decided to concentrate purely on the shopping.


“Just time to have a sauna before I get ready,” she thought to herself, “Now what shall I wear?” And she directed the lilo towards the side of the pool and pulled herself up on the steps and out of the water. She paused briefly at the top of the steps to look at herself in the wall of mirrors that lined one side of the pool. “Not bad for your age,” she said out aloud as she walked briskly towards the sauna looking at herself in the mirrors from different angles.


About an hour later she had changed into a rather risqué outfit, at least for a woman in her fifties, and she walked out of the back of the house. There were always several cars parked there. Hers of course, the children’s and sometimes those of visitors. Since David had become a Minister there were often even more cars as Government business frequently intruded into his home life.


Lucy looked at her gleaming red sports car. It was less than six months old and was in immaculate condition. Every weekend she had a couple of lads from the village wash and wax all the family’s cars. They were under strict instructions to be very careful, very careful indeed, with her little number. As she walked towards the car she checked inside her handbag, mobile phone, keys, credit and debit cards and about three hundred pounds in cash, “That should be enough for today,” she thought to herself.


She sat in the driver’s seat and started the engine. With a mighty rev and a screech of gravel she raced towards the electronic gates. They opened barely in time to let her through. Now was the part of the journey she relished the most, the drive through the forest along the winding narrow roads in the midst of the trees. She had a reputation for driving very fast and had lost count of the number of speeding tickets she had picked up in the village. The speed cameras around the village green and the pond posed a particular nuisance for her.


“This is the life,” she thought to herself as the car picked up speed and she left the main road to hurtle along the country lane. This was a slightly longer route than sticking to the main roads but for her it was much more fun. Besides at this time of day there wasn’t much risk of meeting an oncoming vehicle on this narrow single track.


As she reached the brow of a small incline where the road forked into two she was vaguely aware of a large four-wheel-drive vehicle standing on the side of the track. She went to turn into the left-hand fork but without warning the vehicle suddenly pulled out right in front of her. She was forced to swerve violently to the right and take the right-hand fork. Unlike the road she was on this was even more of a country track. Not only was it narrower but it was also more uneven and windy.


Despite Lucy’s best efforts to maintain control the car left the narrow track. She desperately tried to brake without skidding and attempted to steer between the trees that suddenly seemed to be closing in on all sides of her. They were becoming denser by the second as her car raced out of control. All of a sudden a tree loomed up in front of her and she was unable to avoid it. Her car hit the tree head on and buried its bonnet into the trunk. Lucy seldom bothered to wear a seat belt. She was flung forward and her head smashed into the windscreen before bouncing back onto her headrest and finally came to rest on the steering wheel. Her face was covered in blood and she remained motionless slumped over the steering wheel.


Slowly and very quietly the four-wheel-drive vehicle descended along the track and stopped adjacent to the wrecked sports car. After a short while a figure clad all in black from head to toe jumped out athletically and made its way to the sports car.


For a while the masked figure surveyed the scene then very deliberately lifted Lucy Fairfax out of the sports car and laid her on the ground with her hands folded across her chest in the manner of a medieval effigy. Then the contents of Lucy’s handbag were examined and the bag placed beside her prone body after her mobile phone had been removed.


The masked figure dialled 999. In response to the question about which service was required replied in a rather rasping gravely voice “Ambulance. There’s been an accident.” The location of the crashed car was then given and the phone placed by Lucy’s side. The masked figure walked back to the four-wheel-drive vehicle and returned with a small carrier bag which was placed on the passenger seat of the sports car on top of Lucy’s jacket. After returning to the four-wheel-drive vehicle it was reversed back onto the narrow road and then sped off towards Loughton.
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“Sir David. I have the police on the line for you,” his Private Personal Secretary said and transferred the call through to the Minister.


He put the receiver to his ear, “David Fairfax here. What can I do for you?”


“Sir David, it’s the Assistant Chief Constable of Essex. I have some bad news for you. It’s your wife, I’m afraid there’s been an accident.”


“What! An accident! Is she all right?” he blurted out most uncharacteristically.


“There’s no need for you to worry. She’s been involved in a car accident. She’s still unconscious but the doctors tell me she should make a full recovery.”


“Where is she? I must go and see her.”


“She’s in Princess Alexandra Hospital, Harlow. We can send a car for you if that would help.”


“No, thank you. I’ll quickly finish here at the ministry and get my driver to take me there.” Sir David replaced the receiver and quickly finalised a few papers. He then strode into his outer office and handed them to one of his staff.


“I’ve got to leave straight away but I’ve finished with these. My wife’s been involved in an accident. Not sure if I’ll be in tomorrow but I’ll let you know later today or tomorrow morning.” He gestured to his official chauffeur who followed him out of the office and down to the underground car park.


It was a very worried David Fairfax who sat in the back of the limousine for the almost two-hour journey to the hospital.


When he arrived he was met by two uniformed police inspectors and taken inside the hospital by a side entrance so he could avoid a small group of reporters who had gathered outside the main entrance.


“Most sorry about this Sir David. I’ve no idea how they got hold of the story. If indeed there is a story.”


“Never mind. I’m no stranger to the press. Anything to do with me and they seem to think it’s worth having a dig. Any idea what happened?”


“No, not really. We’ve got the forensic boys over there at the moment. It looks like she was driving along one of those narrow roads through the forest and she simply run out of road.”


“Really! She’s usually such a good driver but,” and he hesitated, “she does like to drive fast. Could be mechanical failure I suppose but the car’s less than a year old, six months I think.”


“Well, the forensics will tell us.”


David Fairfax approached the private room and saw Callisto, Nick and Tom waiting in the corridor. At his appearance they all stood up and came to meet him.


“Thank God you’re here,” blurted out Nick, “mum hasn’t come round yet. We’re so worried about her.”


“So am I, Nick. So am I. Do any of you know what happened? I know your mother was going to London so I assume this happened on the way to the station.”


“The police think it was an accident but there’s some mystery about who phoned for the ambulance,” added Callisto, “somebody actually used mum’s mobile phone.”


“Was she on her own or was there somebody else in the car with her?”


“I spoke to Katie and she said mum left on her own. She turned out of the drive straight onto the road to Woodford where she was due to meet the others.”


David was about to reply to Callisto when one of the doctors emerged from the room and said Lucy had regained consciousness.


All the family immediately went into the room and stood around the bed. Lucy appeared to be in a bad way but the doctor explained that it looked worse than it was. She had sustained a severe blow to the head and her nose was broken, she had two black eyes and her lips were cut and swollen but there would be no lasting damage. He then went on to lecture the family about the dangers of not wearing seat belts. This point was picked up by Chief Inspector Westwood of the local CID who had followed them into the private room.


“Lucy! Thank goodness you’re all right. We’re all so worried about you,” said her husband. “How do you feel?”


“I feel bloody rough. My face hurts, my neck hurts and my whole body aches. And to top it all I have the worst headache I can ever remember.”


“Given the circumstances I think you’ve been lucky.”


“Luck’s got nothing to do with it. I was forced off that road!”


“What! What do you mean forced off the road?”


“Exactly what I said. Somebody forced me off the road. I was approaching Robin Hood’s Dell when a large four-wheel-drive Land Rover type thing pulled out right in front of me. I swerved and had to take the other road. The last thing I remember was leaving the road and trying to avoid the trees. I suppose my luck ran out and I hit one. Knowing me a bloody big one!”


“That’s a serious allegation Lady Lucy,” interjected Inspector Westwood. “So far my officers haven’t found any trace of another vehicle. No tyre prints or evidence of anyone else having been at the scene.”


“Then who made the phone call requesting an ambulance?” added Callisto rather cynically, obviously giving her mother the benefit of the doubt.


“You were alone in the car I take it? No passengers?”


“No, none.” said Lucy most emphatically and she stared at the Inspector in sheer disbelief at his remarks.


“Well what motive would there be for someone to deliberately run you off the road? Nothing appears to have been stolen. Your handbag with your credit cards, money and mobile phone were all found by your side,” pondered the Inspector. “Still there are a couple of odd things about this incident.”


“And what are they?” enquired David Fairfax rather sarcastically.


“Somebody, and this may be the person you allege ran you off the road, lifted you out of the car and laid you on the ground and placed your belongings by your side. That person probably made the call summoning the ambulance. The motive, if there was one, was certainly not robbery. All calls to the emergency services are recorded. We’ve played that call back many times but it is difficult to come up with an accent or even if the caller was male or female. The voice seems to have been disguised using a voice modulator or some such thing. Our forensic guys are still working on it.”


“I can assure you Inspector that I did not run out of road. I was forced off it! I know every inch of that road. I could do that journey blindfolded if I had to.”


“We’ll get to the bottom of this don’t worry. By the way your jacket and the carrier bag on the passenger seat also appear to have been untouched.”


My jacket and carrier bag! Yes,” said Lucy thoughtfully, “Yes I did have a jacket in the car but I didn’t have anything else with me, certainly not a carrier bag!”


Inspector Westwood left the room and returned after a couple of minutes with two large polythene bags containing the jacket and the carrier bag.


“Here,” he said, “this is what was found on the passenger seat.”


“My coat, right enough,” acknowledged Lucy, “but the carrier bag’s not mine. Looks like it could be one of ours. It’s from the DesboroDenim Fashion Group but there’s something odd about it. Is there anything in it?”


“Here, give it to me,” said Callisto and snatched it out of the Inspector’s hands.


“It does look like one of ours but it’s obviously a fake. Look at that rather odd logo! The logo looks so old-fashioned! Look at this! There’s some underwear in here. Now,” and she pulled the items out, “we certainly don’t make this sort of stuff. It’s for wrinklies. Just look at it!”


David had remained silent up to this point. But without warning he suddenly stood up and tore the carrier bag from a surprised Callisto’s grasp.


“I don’t understand,” he stammered, “this is a genuine DesboroDenim carrier bag and this is genuine DesboroDenim underwear.” He held them both up so that all present could see them. “But what’s most odd is that all the items are at least 30 years old. These are from the DesboroDenim range of the mid-1970s.”


“Now let me get this straight,” butted-in Inspector Westwood who sensed that all might not be as it seemed. “You are saying Lady Lucy that you did not put this carrier bag and its contents into your car when you left your house earlier today. And you Sir David are saying that these are genuine DesboroDenim items but that they date from the 1970s.”


“That’s correct!” responded both Sir David and Lady Lucy in unison.


“Could it be then that they were deliberately left there by the person you say forced you off the road? The same person who phoned the emergency services? Can you tell me why somebody would want to do such a thing? Why someone would go to so much trouble? Surely, if they had wanted to frighten you, or even kill you, then why this extra touch? Why bother to phone for an ambulance? Have you any enemies Lady Lucy? Can you think of anybody you’ve upset or offended? Someone who would be capable of doing this?”


“No, nobody at all.”


“This DesboroDenim fashion label. You say it’s been a part of your business for a long time?”


“Yes,” answered David, “it was my first real venture into the business world. It’s the oldest part of the Fairfax Group. I retain a great affection for it even to this day. It was what set me on the long and at times difficult road to success.”


“Did you start this particular business on your own or did you have a partner?”


“On my own I suppose.”


“You suppose. Surely you know.”


“Well actually the business was started by my first wife’s parents. They founded it soon after she was born and that’s where the name comes from, a shortening of their surname, Desborough. Sadly both parents died when Dawn was still in her teens and by the time we married the business was in bit of a sorry state. Together we made a go of it and little by little it has grown into the world-wide fashion group of today. It’s not just underwear, nowadays the group produces a whole range of clothes.”


“And what happened to your first wife? Did you divorce her? Is she still alive?”


“No, I regret to say she died about two years after we were married. It was a tragic accident. We were on holiday in Suffolk. She went for a walk on her own along the cliffs on a particularly blustery evening and didn’t return. Apparently she fell into the sea and was drowned. I was devastated but her death only made me more determined to make a success of the business. I’ve even kept the name unchanged in her memory.”


“I’m sorry Sir David. I was just trying to make a connection. The motive for a crime, if that is indeed what took place in the forest, can often be rooted in the past. But as your first wife is dead that rather rules out that possibility.”


“It certainly does. Her body was washed up along the coast a couple of days later. I identified the body myself in the mortuary. Often in my mind I can still see it even to this day. There’s no doubt that she is dead.”


“Well, that’s all for now. I’ll be going. We’ll be making enquiries and will keep you informed of progress. The Chief Constable himself has expressed an interest in what has happened so we have more than sufficient resources. In the meantime, and just to be on the safe side, I’d be careful Lady Lucy if you are going anywhere on your own. For the immediate future at least I’d make sure you’re accompanied.”


“Don’t worry inspector,” said David Fairfax reassuringly, “I’ll make sure one of my security team keeps an eye on her. She’ll be safe enough.”


“We’ll need to keep Lady Lucy in overnight for tests to ensure that there is no concussion but I’m confident she should be able to return home by lunch time tomorrow,” said one of the doctors. “If you wish you can spend the night here with her. There’s an adjoining room that can be made ready for you.”


“Fine!” said Callisto, “I’ll stay with her. But I’m going to remain here in this room.”


“As you wish,” agreed David, “we’ll go home now and check how things are with you in the morning.”


* * * * *


The journey to Theydon Bois took a little over 20 minutes. Feb had arrived and took Sir David home in his Mercedes allowing the official chauffeur to return to London. The two boys followed in Tom’s car.


When they had all arrived back at Forest Glade and had changed and had something to eat there was the sound of a car pulling up on the gravel drive.


“Inspector Westwood for you sir,” announced Katie and ushered the detective into the drawing room where the family were gathered.


“We have a development. The four-wheel-drive vehicle that was involved in this regrettable incident has been found. It was stolen earlier today from Epping High Street and was found in the car park of Loughton Tube Station. The forensic boys are there now but the early indication is that it’s clean. No fingerprints or anything else to shed light on the attacker. We’re not sure if the station has any relevance but we’re working on the theory that the attacker may have gone to London.”


“Thank you inspector. Katie, please show the inspector out.”
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“Come on! Hurry it up!” urged a hooded shape just visible in the darkness.


“I’m almost there. I’ll soon have this door open,” reassured his colleague.


“Look out! There’s a car coming. Might be the police! Let’s get out of here!” and the two shapes quickly melted into the shadows as a dark-coloured car sped almost silently along the dimly-lit street. The driver glanced at the clock on the town hall and noted that it showed just before midnight. The car continued through the deserted town of Witham, past the Police Station closed for the night, and turned into the warren of roads that make up the industrial estate.


The car made its way to the end of a small cul-de-sac and parked between two lorries that were in a particularly dark secluded spot. After a short while a black-clad figure emerged carrying a small holdall and ran silently towards a chicken processing plant. After scaling a small perimeter wall the figure continued to an adjoining large warehouse and approached a small side door. The figure tried a number of keys and eventually gained entry. After about 15 minutes the figure emerged from the building still clutching the holdall and made its way back to the car which then left the industrial estate and took the road to Maldon.


Less than 10 minutes later the car had driven through Maldon High Street and was en-route to the nearby village of Latchingdon. Just before reaching the village the car turned into a deeply rutted track and silently approached a farm that boasted several large outbuildings and silos. The figure waited in the car for a few minutes then got out and approached the outbuildings again carrying a small holdall. After a short while the figure returned to the car and drove off silently into the night.


* * * * *


David Fairfax was awakened from a deep sleep by the sound of his mobile phone. He reached over to answer it and was surprised to see that his bedroom clock was showing five o’clock in the morning.


His natural inclination was to shout at the caller for disturbing his sleep. But now he was a minister of the crown he had to curb such instincts because it might just be some civil servant on government business. Or worse still it might be the Prime Minister or one of his advisers. It wouldn’t do to upset any of them. So far his ministerial position had led to a number of very lucrative deals and he didn’t want to jeopardise any future such opportunities.


“Hello David it’s Alan, Alan Box. Sorry to disturb you but I’ve got some bad news. It’s about the clothing warehouse in Witham. There’s been a fire and almost all the stock has been destroyed.”


“What do you mean almost all the stock destroyed?” he angrily cut in, “What about the sprinklers? How did the fire start anyway?”


“Well, that’s just it. The fire brigade and the police are here now. They think it was started deliberately. They’ve got the place sealed off and aren’t letting anyone in – and that includes me!”


“What about the night watchman? Don’t we have someone there on site to keep an eye on things?”


“Yes, last night it was a guy called Andy Bennett. Good man, been with us for years. But there’s something else you should know. The sprinkler system didn’t go off. It should do so automatically when fire or smoke is detected but the fire brigade says it was turned off at the main switch. They’ve got some of their people looking at it now.”


“Look! Stay there. Find out as much as you can. Get back to me with anything that the police or fire people come up with. I want to get to the bottom of this, do you understand?” David snapped angrily and went to turn off his phone but Alan Box interrupted him.


“There’s something else you should know. On the wall by the sprinkler switch the fire brigade found a small carrier bag, a DesboroDenim carrier bag, but not one of our current ones. They’ve bagged it up and shown it to me and it looks similar to one of our older numbers. Matter of fact it looks very much like the one found in Lucy’s car when she had that accident last month.”


David Fairfax was silent for a while. Then very deliberately and very slowly he hissed into the phone, “I don’t like the sound of this. I’ll get back to you. Maybe we have to do a bit of digging ourselves. Let’s see what the police come up with then we’ll have our own investigation.”


He placed the phone back on the bedside table and as he settled back under the covers looked at Lucy fast asleep beside him. Then, barely ten minutes later as he was drifting back to sleep, the phone rang again.
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