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​ Chapter 1

 


Setting
Out: Saturday July
4th 2015

 


Ideally I’d prefer to make the
exchange a lot closer to home. Possibly as close as Cambridge or
Stowmarket, only that could risk compromising my location, and
that’s a chance I simply can’t afford to take. I know the drive to
Spalding is going to take me at least ninety minutes, which is why
I’m awake well before dawn.

I also know if I arrive at the
rendezvous point late, then the two goons I’ve hired to help me
with my task will probably start to panic, and frankly I don’t
trust either of them enough not to do something stupid. After all,
if I don’t show then they’re going to have a very serious problem
on their hands, and I’m not prepared to risk letting a simple
misdemeanour spiral up into a murder charge just because Brant and
Numan don’t have the balls to sit tight and sweat things out.

I hop out of bed, shower,
select my best black linen shirt from the wardrobe; then slip it on
and tuck it into the waistband of my black jeans. I sweep my long
dark hair back into a ponytail and tie it off with an elastic band.
I know when it’s hanging loose it can make me look like a bit of a
hippy, and I’m not about to take the chance of having some passing
copper give me a pull just because of his own prejudices. I grab my
black leather boots – the ones with the shiny chrome toecaps – and
squeeze my feet into them.

They’re certainly not the most
elegant footwear I own, but if things do suddenly turn ugly and I’m
forced to indulge in a spot of face-stomping, then at least I’ll
know I’m wearing the right bone-crushers to handle the situation.
Of course Brant and Numan are completely in the dark. They have
absolutely no idea what the bigger picture is. I’ve simply hired
them to do a set job for a set price. I more or less arranged the
entire thing over the Internet, with the exception of just one
short face-to-face meeting that took place in some greasy-spoon
workman’s cafe just off the Finchley Road.

Neither Brant nor Numan have a
clue about who I really am, and that’s just the way I like it. I
know everything about them though. I’ve made it my business to find
out, just like I always make it my business to find out about the
people I’m going to be working with.

I know where they both live. I
know what pubs they drink at. I even know where they score their
dope, and all the sordid details of their long police records.
They’re just a couple of small-time bruisers with aspirations to
become major gangsters, but in reality they both lack the necessary
intellectual capacity to evolve.

It’s an all too common paradox,
and one that I became increasingly aware of during my one and only
stint in prison. See, the sad truth is, most criminals are as thick
as two short planks. The reason is simple. It’s because most of
them only admire and respect one thing: Bravado. They all want to
be bad and dangerous men, but more importantly, they want to be
“seen” as bad and dangerous. And as any serious and self-respecting
player knows, you just can’t operate effectively without anonymity.
It’s one of the first rules of the game – a golden axiom in fact –
and it’s the failure to understand this that ultimately separates
the pros from the amateurs.

Only Brant and Numan both lack
the philosophical dexterity to comprehend this, which is exactly
what makes them so perfect for my needs. They’re nothing more than
a couple of dumb utensils. Instruments to be manipulated by the
Master.

I leave the house at exactly
4:20am; then trudge across the gravel towards the white Transit.
It’s an older 1998 twin-wheeled model that I purchased from a local
authority auction specifically for my task. The benefit of using a
van is that I’ll be able to keep an eye on my package while
driving. I know it’s likely to be fragile, and I don’t want to risk
it getting damaged before I’ve even had a chance to make use of
it.

As an added precaution, I’ve
coated the inside of the Transit’s rear windows with black paint,
just to make sure anyone driving behind me can’t see into the back.
I’ve also panelled the interior walls in sheets of 6mm marine ply.
This has afforded the van a little extra soundproofing, but more
importantly, it’s also given me a solid surface upon which to mount
the galvanised steel eyelets I’m going to need to strap my cargo in
place.

I jump into the front seat,
fire up the engine, slip the van into gear, and then head off along
the drive towards my front gates. Compared to the surrounding
properties, I think I must have one of the longest driveways in the
entire district. It’s almost twelve hundred yards. I say
“surrounding properties”, but my nearest neighbour actually lives
well over a mile away. It’s one of the reasons I bought Stonewell
Manor in the first place. The wonderful seclusion it offers.

Over seventy acres, and the
entire estate – because that’s what it is really, a mini estate –
surrounded by a nine-foot high stone wall.

I can recall the agent from
Savills – I’m talking about the one who gave me my very first tour
of the property – referring to the house as Victorian Gothic, and
it had been easy to see why, because it had instantly reminded me
of this creepy old mansion I’d once seen in a Hammer House Of
Horror movie.

It was – still is in fact – the
kind of place that gives people the shivers just looking at it. The
kind of place that screams at you, “Stay away! You don’t even want
to know what goes on behind these walls.” It was, in fact,
everything I’d long been searching for. But the house also has
another quality that attracted me to it. It has what the Japanese
like to call “Wabi-Sabi”, which means a type of imperfect
beauty.

 


* * *

 


The specific rendezvous point
where I’ve arranged to meet Brant and Numan is actually three miles
north east of Spalding. It’s a quiet little spot I accidentally
stumbled on only a few weeks ago. I realised the moment I found it
that it was the perfect place to make the exchange. It’s on a
remote B-road, and is shielded from view by some surrounding
hills.

There’s a narrow lay-by there,
next to which is one of the biggest oak trees I’ve ever seen. It
must be over a hundred feet tall, and it’s got this huge trunk
about nine feet in diameter. It’s also the only tree within view,
which makes it an ideal landmark, and that’s exactly what I need:
Something that Brant and Numan can’t possibly miss.

It’s still dark, but I can just
make out the faintest trace of a pale blue hue beginning to creep
into the murky grey horizon. There was a spectacular red sunset
last night, so I know it’s likely to be another beautiful day.

I wind down my window to let
some fresh air percolate into the van. It smells crisp and clean,
so I take a few deep breaths to savour it. The purity of the air in
this region is actually another point that helped sell me on
purchasing the Manor.

The house is located less than
ten miles from the coast, and when the wind is blowing in the right
direction, you can literally taste the salt in the air. Sometimes I
even see the odd seagull scavenging in my grounds, or hear a few of
them squawking overhead. It’s a sound I always find profoundly
soothing.

Possibly because it reminds me
of some of the wonderful beach holidays my mother took me on as a
child. Long hot sunny weekends spent in Sandown on the Isle of
Wight. Of course, that was back when I was only seven or eight, a
couple of years before both of my parents got killed in the
accident.

I decide to stop and fill up
with petrol at a service station just outside Hinckley. It makes
more sense for me to do it now, rather than risk waiting until I
have my cargo on board. That’s the kind of dumb and shortsighted
move you might expect Brant and Numan to make, but not me.

See, the fact is, I’ve always
been a bit of a planner, and I always try to think at least four or
five moves ahead, a bit like some skilled opponent you might play
in a game of chess. So far it’s a habit – or a philosophy if you
prefer to call it that – that’s served me well. It’s also another
quality I believe to be absolutely essential if you want to take
part in the grand game.

After all, the world’s prisons
are practically bursting at the seams with idiots who lack the
ability to think ahead. Neanderthals who are only capable of acting
on impulse and rarely ever bother to drop the clutch and engage
their brains before they speak or make their move.

As I step out of the van, I can
feel it’s still a little nippy, so I reach under the driver’s seat
and pull out the green sports bag I’d placed there last night. It
contains my long black leather trench coat, as well as a collection
of accessories I know I’m going to need. I slip on my coat, fill up
the tank, and then head into the service station shop to pay.

Whilst in
there, I also buy a cup of black coffee. I check my silver Rolex.
It reads 5:07am; although I know I still have over forty miles to
go. All the same, it won’t be long now, and I can already feel my
adrenaline starting to rise and the blood beginning to surge in my
veins. It’s a sensation I always get right at the start of a new
project. A mixture of excitement, tempered with just the slightest
trace of butterflies in the pit of my stomach. There’s just so much for me to look forward to. The training.
The re-education. That’s always my favourite part. But there’s also
the enormous emotional reward waiting for me at the very end of it
all. That moment of complete and utter satisfaction when I’ll know
my task is finally over. When I’ll know – unequivocally – that I’ve
achieved my objective: The confluence of two minds.


 


 


 


 


​
Chapter 2

 


The
Exchange

 


By the time I get to the
rendezvous point, the sun is already starting to peek on the
horizon, bathing the landscape in a warm orange glow. It really is
an incredibly idyllic spot. At the bottom of the hill, the snaking
tarmac road cuts a path through the middle of two enormous fields
brimming with bright yellow rapeseed. I can see Brant’s black
Mercedes 500 SEC parked in the lay-by under the canopy of the large
oak tree, and he appears to be leaning against it smoking a
cigarette.

Brant isn’t exactly the most
attractive of men. He’s probably no more than five-foot-five tall,
and he’s got this rather round body – portly you might say – that
makes him look like a Weeble. He’s also completely bald, and has
these huge bloodshot eyes that bulge out of his head like a pair of
giant ping-pong balls, which I’m pretty sure must be due to some
kind of thyroid dysfunction.

He’s wearing some brown DM
boots, some blue jeans, and a green combat jacket that looks at
least one size too small. As I make my final approach, he suddenly
steps into the road and flags a hand at me, almost like he thinks I
might not recognise him or pull over.

I steer the Transit into the
lay-by; then reverse it back until my rear doors are less than ten
feet away from the boot of his car. As soon as I climb out, I spot
Numan in the passenger seat of the Mercedes playing with his
Gameboy. This should tell you all you need to know about these two
clowns, because instead of keeping a sharp eye out for the fuzz,
this dip-shit has got his full attention focused on Super Mario
Brothers.

Numan, it has to be said, is
not that much better looking than Brant. He just comes in a
different flavour. He’s tall and skinny, with short spiky blond
hair, and he’s got this set of crooked yellow teeth that look like
somebody once smacked him in the gob with a crowbar. His eyes are
also constantly pinned. Straight away, I can see Brant is relieved
to see me.

“You’re
late,” he snaps, attempting to hide his anxiety.

I look him up and down. He’s
sweating heavily. One of those deep alcohol induced kind of sweats,
and his ruddy face looks even more pockmarked than the first time I
clapped eyes on him.

“There were
road works on the M1,” I explain, “so I had to take a
detour.”

He takes one last pull on his
cigarette; then crushes it beneath his boot.

“You know,
for a moment there I was beginning to think you might bail on
us.”

I throw him a wry smile.

“I bet that
got your arse leaking.”

“No,” he
snaps, looking mortally offended. “If you’d failed to show up, then
we would’ve just had to improvise.”

Improvise how I wonder?
Probably by doing something monumentally stupid. I can see I’ve
arrived not a second too soon.

“So how did
everything go?” I ask. “Did you have any trouble with the
neighbours?”

He grins at me with obvious
pride.

“It went like
clockwork. Nobody saw a thing.”

It’s exactly the news I’ve been
hoping to hear.

“Good. Then
let’s get this over with.”

I step towards his car; only he
suddenly thrusts out his hand like some beggar on The Strand
scrounging for beer money.

“Did you
bring the rest of our dosh?” he asks.

I’ve been wondering exactly how
long it would take him to raise this subject. I reach into my coat
and remove the manila envelope from my inside pocket. I’m talking
about the one I filled with £3000 worth of crisp £50 notes just
yesterday afternoon. He attempts to snatch it out of my hand, only
I quickly pull it away.

“Ah, ah. I’d
like to see my package first,” I tell him.

“Make sure
everything’s intact.”

He lowers his hand and nods at
me compliantly.

“Fair
enough,” he mutters.

I follow him over to the boot
of his vehicle; then watch him pull out a bunch of keys, slip one
into the Mercedes’ rusting silver lock, and pop open the lid.

“There you
go,” he says, grinning at me like a Cheshire cat. “Just what you
ordered.”

I peer down into the open boot
and feel this immediate sense of relief. For not only is my cargo
intact, but she’s clearly still alive and breathing.

I can also tell straight away –
despite the black cloth bag that’s been placed over her head, and
the yellow ropes that are tightly binding her ankles and wrists –
that she’s considerably more attractive than I’d previously
realised. But then I’ve never seen her fully naked like this
before, or even this close up.

I say “naked”, but Brant and
Numan have actually stripped her of everything apart from her red
leather stiletto heels, which I must confess is a rather nice
aesthetic touch. She’s got one of those classically lithe catwalk
model type figures, with long slim pale white legs that stretch all
the way up to her fiery red pubic hair. Her breasts are small and
pert, almost like those of some young schoolgirl, although I know
in reality she’s fast approaching thirty.

Brant reaches into the boot and
prods her with one of his stubby fingers. She groans, flinches, and
then instinctively pulls away from him, a bit like some wild animal
might do if you startled it by making a sudden noise. And it’s only
when she rolls over that I notice the bruises: A small cluster of
yellow, green, and black blotches that are circumnavigating her
collarbone and upper right arm.

“What the
hell are those marks!” I yell at him. “I told you I didn’t want any
damage.”

He glares at me and shuffles
back; his face contorted with surprise like some berated schoolboy.
I suspect he’s worried I might punch him, and I have to confess,
I’m sorely tempted to.

“She became
difficult, so we had to slap her around a bit,” he
explains.

He probably thinks this line of
defence will appease me, only it really doesn’t.

“But don’t
worry,” he adds. “We didn’t soil her. She’s still as pure as alpine
snow, I guarantee it.”

“She’d better
be,” I warn him. “Otherwise it’s going to cost you a hell of a lot
more than just your fee.”

I feel confident he knows I’m
serious, because he suddenly looks extremely uncomfortable, almost
like he’s just dropped a load in his trolleys.

I reach out and tug the black
cloth bag off her head, allowing her long red hair to cascade down
over her breast. It instantly catches the light and shimmers like
strands of burnished copper. Her face is so beautiful that it
practically takes my breath away.

She’s got a near perfect
complexion – barring the obvious blotches, which I assume she
acquired in transportation – and her skin is so smooth and pale
that she looks like she could’ve been fashioned from a solid piece
of alabaster.

She slowly twists her head
around and looks up at me, her piercing emerald eyes racked with
trepidation. She tries to say something, but the red plastic
ball-gag in her mouth makes it impossible for her to speak.

I reach into the boot, grab one
of her ankles, and then lever her onto her side so I can check for
any more signs of damage; only I find none. What I do find, which
comes as a rather pleasant surprise, is a spattering of tiny orange
freckles that pepper both of her shoulder blades and upper back.
It’s one of those charming and quirky little imperfections that
doesn’t detract from her beauty, but rather adds to it.

“Well?” Brant
enquires. “Are you happy?”

I don’t give him an answer.
Instead, I just pass him the envelope with the money inside, which
he quickly checks before tucking it into his back pocket.

“It’s been
nice doing business,” he says, grinning at me. “You two have fun
now, you hear. I just know you will.”

I lean into the boot, grab her
tightly around her skinny little waist – it can’t be more than
twenty-six inches – and then hoist her up and fold her over my
shoulder, a bit like you might do if you had to carry a large sack
of cement. Naturally she starts to struggle and thrash her legs
around, but of course I ignored her.

I carry her over to the
Transit, and with a little fiddling I manage to get both the rear
doors open using just one hand. I dump her onto the van’s steel
floor, and she hits the decking with such a loud thud that I
actually hear the air expel from her lungs; although it’s really
her own fault for struggling so much.

By the time I turn around,
Brant has already climbed into his car, only he’s neglected to shut
his boot properly, so I step forward and slam it for him.

He immediately fires up his
engine. I can see he’s eager to get going – no doubt anxious to
take some of that money I just gave him and embark on yet another
alcohol and drug fuelled binge – so I quickly stroll up to his
window and tap on the glass, which he slowly winds down.

“Just one
last thing,” I remind him. “Don’t forget what I told you at the
cafe. I was never here, and we never met.”

He stares at me for a long
moment, his face blank, as though he’s having some trouble
processing this simple instruction. Then finally he says:

“We’ve
forgotten you already.”

And before I can say another
word, he jams his foot down hard on his throttle, and pulls away so
fast that his rear wheel almost runs over my toes.

I turn, head back to the
Transit; then hop up into the back – and it turns out I do it just
in time, because I find that she’s somehow managed to pry one of
her hands free from her bindings, and she’s already in the process
of freeing the other.

I suppose it’s another example
of Brant’s incompetence: He couldn’t even tie a decent knot.

I quickly grab her by the
forearms and drag her across the floor until I have her pinned
against the sidewall of the van. She tries to scream something at
me, but again her words just come out muffled and
unintelligible.

“Look,” I
tell her. “There are two ways we can do this. The first is the easy
way. It’s comfortable and pain free. The second way is a lot less
pleasant, but I’m giving you a choice.”

I grab the green sports bag,
open it, and then remove the long black nylon straps that I brought
along to secure her with. I carefully thread them through the
galvanised steel eyelets that I’ve spaced out across the wall, and
then use them to secure her wrists, arms, and waist, tightly back
against the wooden panelling until I have her in a sort of
crucified position, only with her hips bent, and her legs resting
flat on the floor.

I’m probably making it sound a
lot easier than it is, because she continues to resist me
throughout, and keeps bucking and kicking her legs like some
psychotic donkey.

I quickly crawl across the
floor and pull the rear doors closed, because I’m concerned that if
some other vehicle should happen to venture past, then the driver
might get a glimpse of what I’m up to. Highly unlikely on a road
like this, I know, but all the same I can’t take the chance.

When I turn to face her again,
she’s kicking so violently that the entire van is now rocking on
its suspension, and I know straight away that I’m going to have to
do something, because I simply can’t afford to have her behave like
this on the journey home.

Fortunately I’ve come prepared.
I grab her chin to stabilise her head, and then stare straight into
her beautiful green eyes.

“Look at me,”
I tell her, mustering my sternest voice. “Look at me. I’m in
control here, not you. D’you understand?”

Her eyes widen a little, so I
can tell she’s reading me loud and clear; only instead of
complying, she just flashes me a defiant look, and then continues
to kick her legs, which is why I’m forced to sit on her knees to
stop her from moving them.

I can tell she’s the feisty
type, and training her is going to be fun, but that’s for later on.
First I have to get her home, and I need to do it without any drama
or incident, so I decide to take a more authoritarian approach and
demonstrate to her exactly who’s the boss. I grab her nose and
pinch her nostrils closed, shutting off her air supply.

I know the ball-gag will make
it virtually impossible for her to breathe through her mouth, and
thus it will only be a matter of seconds before she begins to
suffocate.

Well, naturally, she quickly
begins to panic and thrash her head about in a vain attempt to
break my grip, but I just hold on all the more firmly.

“I’m in
control here,” I repeat. “You’ll do what I say, when I say. D’you
understand me? Am I getting through to you?”

I’m certain I am, because her
eyes rapidly glazed over like she’s suddenly consumed with the
notion of her own death.

“Nod if you
understand me?”

She gives me a frenzied nod,
but I decide to keep going a little longer just to drive my point
home. When I finally do let go, I hear the air rush into her lungs.
She snorts in a few deep breaths in quick succession, and then
suddenly becomes very subdued, which I take as a sign that I’ve
finally managed to get through to her.

“Now listen
to me very carefully,” I tell her. “We’ve got a long drive ahead of
us, and we’re going to be passing through some very busy towns and
small villages, so I’d appreciate it if you didn’t attract any
attention to us.”

I pause for a moment to let the
information sink in.

“Or would you
rather I just move straight to the chloroform?”

I reach into the sports bag,
pull out the small brown glass bottle, and wave it in her face,
just so she knows I’m not bluffing. She frantically shakes her
head, her face etched with obvious concern.

“Good,” I
tell her. “Just so long as we understand each other.”

I remove the black cloth bag
from my pocket and quickly slip it back over her head.

“And
remember, I don’t want to hear another peep out of you until we
reach our final destination, because if I do, then there are going
to be consequences.”

I get up, slip into the
driver’s seat, and fire up the engine; only before I can even put
the van into gear, she begins to wriggle and kick her legs
again.

Well, I have to confess that
this seriously pisses me off. I mean; I expected her to give me a
bit of trouble – they usually do – but the fact is she’s really
beginning to test my patience and press her luck.

I reach into my pocket and
remove the plastic zip-lock pouch containing the small cloth pad.
I’m talking about the one I already pre-soaked with chloroform just
in case things got to this point. I take a deep breath, remove the
pad from the pouch, and then approached her and tug the bag off her
head again.

“What the
hell did I just tell you?” I growl at her.

I jam the pad tightly against
her nose, forcing her to breathe in its obnoxious fumes. Her eyes
widen with fear as she desperately tries to turn her face away;
only her efforts are utterly futile. I smother her until she falls
unconscious.


 


 


 


 


​ Chapter 3

 


Before The
Beginning: June
2nd,
2015

 


Jenny Ashton stood in her plush
executive office and stared vacantly out the window at the hordes
of people milling up and down Oxford Street. It was now 6:47pm and
the last of her staff had finally clocked-off and gone home,
leaving her free to do what she’d been dying to do all day. Log
into her MSN Messenger Account and see if the intriguing stranger
she’d been chatting with over the Internet for the past few months
– the one who called himself Magister – was online once again.

Jenny shifted her focus and
fixed her sparkling green eyes on her own reflection in the glass.
She carefully smoothed the wrinkles out of her grey pencil skirt,
adjusted the collar on her cream silk blouse, and then gently ran
her fingers through her long copper-red hair. There was no doubt
about it, she was an exceptionally beautiful woman, and what’s
more, she knew it.

She sat herself down at her
desk and double-clicked on the Messenger icon on her computer. A
new window instantly opened allowing her to log into her account,
and to her great delight she found that Magister’s icon was also
brightly lit-up, because he too was online, waiting for her. He
started to type before she even had a chance to say “Hello”.

 


MAGISTER: Ah, good. I was hoping you
might log in.

 


She quickly tapped out a
response.

 


JENNY:
Hey. How are you?

MAGISTER: Good. Are you free to
talk?

JENNY:
I am now.

MAGISTER: I can’t stay long. I have
to meet somebody for a drink in less than an hour.

 


She felt an instant pang of
disappointment.

 


JENNY:
Really? Who are you meeting? A woman?

 


Her curiosity pleased him,
because it gave him a lot more information about her current
emotional state than she either realised or intended to give
away.

 


MAGISTER: Just an old friend I was
at school with. But don’t worry; you’re still the only woman in my
life ;)

 


She didn’t buy that. Not even
for a second. But the thought of it made her glow a little inside
all the same.

 


MAGISTER: So are we ever going to
meet? Feels like we’ve been talking forever.

JENNY:
I’m still trying to build up the
nerve.

MAGISTER: What’s to be nervous
about?

JENNY:
Online is one thing. Face-to-face another. Plus I
still don’t know what you look like?

MAGISTER: I told you before. I look
like a young Orson Welles.

JENNY:
LOL … I don’t believe you.

MAGISTER: Then why not meet me for a
coffee tomorrow and find out for yourself? We can make it somewhere
neutral so you feel safe.

JENNY:
Like where?

MAGISTER: Do you know the Starbucks
in Belsize Park, next to the tube station?

JENNY:
I know it.

MAGISTER: I’ll meet you there at
2pm.

 


She hesitated for a moment. It
felt like a huge step. But there was just something about this man.
He seemed so confident and sure of himself, not to mention almost
telepathic at times, like he knew exactly what she was thinking and
feeling.

And then there was the fact
that she’d simply never met anyone before – certainly not online –
that she felt so relaxed and at ease with. It was like he truly
understood her. Like he could read her mind and see into her very
soul. Before she knew it, her fingers were typing a response.

 


JENNY:
How will I recognise you?

MAGISTER: I’ll be carrying a copy of
your favourite book, Jane Eyre.

 


Jane Eyre? How could he
possibly know that was her favourite book? Had she told him that?
If she had, she certainly had no recollection of it, and her memory
was usually pretty good.

 


MAGISTER: Well?

JENNY:
I’m still thinking about it.

MAGISTER: Don’t think. Live a
little. Take a risk.

 


She paused again to consider
his offer, but deep down she knew she was only procrastinating,
because the truth was she’d already made up her mind long before
he’d even posed the question.

 


JENNY:
Okay, let’s do it.

MAGISTER: Good girl. I’ll see you
there tomorrow afternoon.

 


 


 


 


Starbucks, Belsize Park –
June 3rd, 2015

 


Jenny sat at one of the outside
tables and checked her watch for the seventh time. It was an
elegant gold and silver Cartier set with four diamond studs – one
for each quarter hour – that her father had given her as a
graduation present for being such a class-A student; a gift that
had cost him over £16,000.

She knew this because she’d
found the receipt only days before he’d presented it to her while
nosing about in his study. It was also the very last thing he’d
ever given her before he suffered his fatal coronary, and collapsed
face-first into his pea soup at London’s fashionable Ivy
restaurant, finally leaving Jenny all alone in the world, albeit
with a sizeable inheritance.

It was another beautiful day,
and Haverstock Hill was positively buzzing with people making the
most of the sunny weather. Jenny took a sip of her cappuccino and
scanned her eyes over the passing pedestrians searching for her
young Orson Welles.

It was now 2:26pm, and there
was still no sign of him, so she decided to send him a gentle
reminder. She opened her purse, removed her iPhone, logged into her
Gmail, and then tapped out a message – The whole time blissfully
unaware that she was actually being watched and photographed by the
tall dark haired man, seated inside his vintage 1968 silver Jaguar
saloon, which was parked about fifty yards up on the opposite side
of the road directly outside the Town Hall.

 


* * *

 


Inside the Jag, the dark haired
man adjusted the focus on his digital SLR camera and waited for the
couple pushing the baby in the pram to clear his field of view.
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