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Opening Gambit ... Introduction by Tolly Trueblood ... Director General of Intelligence for the United Kingdom ...

Now for all these years we have written about our family and now it’s time to be direct to you the present and the future, the new American President is declaring peace and prosperity to the world and the price is democracy, it works in the hearts and minds of its peoples or it dies in the greedy hands of gangsters, the Oligarchs who snatched the Soviet union from the people of Russia, when Communism failed to give the people a taste of the west are dead and buried, democracy has returned in its many forms but some systems are not working.

The democratic system is about to be unleashed on the world in an attempt to free millions of its economic slaves, however the enormous dream comes at a price, so are we all willing to pay such a cost?

My name is Tolly Victor Trueblood and I am the fourth generation of our family to hold the title of DGI ( Director General of Intelligence UK ) according to my Great Grandmother I was bred for the task, she took planning to a level none of us realized at the time, we saved the Monarchy in the UK at a time when money bought everything, it took blood and sacrifice to achieve equilibrium here in this land of mongrels, well that’s what my Great Grandfather called the United Kingdom, he also referred this little island as the birth place of real democracy and no one can argue with that statement, he said that the French revolution happened but was a massive failure due to not understanding the price of freedom, revolutionaries spouted justice and equality but little wars between them brought in Napoleonic slavery and greed.

London was the first real modern industrialized city that evolved out of the smog to become the financial capital of the world, again words from Augustus Talbot, my Great Grandfather.

I write on and continue the history of my people, I write that because we are now bigger than a family we are history, now however it’s me and my time and those times  are changing, radical and progressive, this is how it was done, we created the modern see though world and hope that you continue the dream, freedom for all, the price has been paid in blood, we just have to keep the faith and live it.
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CHAPTER 1 ... Washington DC ...The Presidential Swearing In ceremony ...
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Tolly smiled at the familiar face of the Marine in full number one uniform as he escorted his brother President James Wilson to the Whitehouse steps for the swearing in ceremony, he stood away from his brother and sat down next to Tolly.

“I wish Nana was here Runt.” said Colonel JJ Wilson.

“Boy would she be so proud eh JJ?” whispered Tolly. 

JJ sniffled with emotion as he watched his little brother take the pledge to lead their great country into a new dawn.

“What are you doing here anyway, little cheese?”

“Just here to smell the boot polish and feel the spirit of this great Nation rubber neck.”

Tolly surveyed the famous faces from his seat on the VIP stand.

“Well? what does he have for us JJ?”

JJ giggled as he tried to whisper, “Big changes, you ain’t seen nothing yet Limy?”

“And what the hell does that mean?”

“He plans to unite America.”

“But they are.”

“No Runt, all of America, from the Hudson Bay to Argentina, the whole God dammed continent man, North, South, East and West, a United States of the American continent, against the big eastern economies, we ain‘t what we used to be, get it?”

Tolly turned to him and looked shocked, “He’s bonkers JJ, you have no chance!”

JJ giggled at his shock, “And he wants you to help Tolly, he wants your full family backing got that?”

JJ was listening to his brother’s speech to the Nation, tears blipped down his face as memories of their family life flipped through his brain, the fights, the fun, the sheer joy of living in the Wilson household, he scanned the VIP stand for his father.

Jon Boy Wilson was a wreck of tears and joy as his second eldest spoke to the Nation as the new President of the United States of America, he locked eyes with JJ, the link of memories kicked in, the Moscow Embassy and the London fiasco’s with Helen, the advice he was given from the nine year old JJ Wilson, he was always nine going on forty five, he turned back to Jimmy and remembered the flight over Wayne county Denver in the Presidential helicopter and Kelly’s sudden need to give birth, there and then and little Jimmy spotted the blue lights flashing and was found to be a veterinary hospital, he held his wife’s hand and squeezed, she just didn’t care and gave birth in the animal surgery room as if she were a Labrador dog, she didn’t care, Wayne touched his shoulder as he sat behind his Father, Jon Boy turned to look at his other two boys Wayne and Jocky, it made him sob some more.

Kelly looked at him and understood the links and the history, she was sobbing with pride, “Well any mother would,” she mouthed to herself.

“We will be one people, one continent and one political unit of like-minded and like thinking peoples, united in one thought to live in peace and love!” shouted President Wilson down the microphone, “We have always been a Nation of dream chasers, our families have always wanted success in this dream making country of ours, if you want it and you work for it then you can get it here in the United States of America, our great Nation is the place to make it all happen, God bless America!”

The crowds erupted in cheering and shouting at his words.

“As an employer, just ask yourself this, will this person work well for me? Will they be loyal to my company? Then ask yourself this, will it matter if they are say black, or Hispanic or Chinese or even a space alien?, My new slogan from the white house is this, give them a chance! give them the chance that you were given, give them a chance to be part of the dream, show loyalty to your community by employing anyone who wants to work, black, white, brown, yellow or even green, just give them a chance man!”

The crowds stood and cheered him and his words.

He looked to his Father in the VIP stand and called him over to say something at the inauguration, “I invite my Daddy to come to the stand to say something, he’s always been my hero, the tallest man in the world, the coolest looking in uniform!,” he glanced at JJ and winked, “But most of all he’s been loyal to our Nation, he’s Mr. Marine Corp, he’s Mr. National Security and he’s been Mr. President, he follows proud men who have led us through turbulent years of wars and depression, I seek his wisdom today as I become the new President, he is my blood link to the past and the future, my Great Grand Daddy was at Iwo Jima man and I want to know, well Daddy what have you got to tell us?”

Jon Boy stood from his comfortable seat in shock at being asked to speak, his red face looked at Jimmy and gave him the look.

“Come on Pa, say some words for us all, please!”

Jon Boy tried to crab him as he jumped up the little steps to the speaking plinth, but the President stepped back and patted the old man’s shoulder.

“Kids, eh?” said Jon Boy, the placed erupted again in cheering him, “He’s our second eldest and I wanted to slap him just like when he was six years old and he threw pizza at the wall just for fun, it was an experiment he says!”

The crowds laughed and applauded him.

“But as any of you can imagine if he were your little boy taking the oath of the President of the United States of American, well what would you be doing, well, hell yeah of course I’ve been crying with pride man, well wouldn’t’t you guys?”

The crowd stood and whooped as he spoke.

“Let me take you through my boys folks, JJ is our eldest, he’s Marine Corp, and just like those sticks of candy you get at the county fair you break it in half and it reads Marine Corp on both ends, I’m so proud of that one, he was always the leader, if they were in trouble then he planned it, he was always the first to get a licking from me for the crime scene, he knew that and stood firm to take his punishment like a man, you see he’s always been the man of the family, I love you boy!”

“The youngest is Wayne, he’s number four, the artist?, no! he’s trouble, if he was our first baby then I think we would have given up right there with one monster instead of four, but he’s a good guy, he repents as we all can if we want to and he comes back to help, he can argue on a level only known to lawyers and yes he is the lawyer of the family and trouble is his name, he helps you out when you really need it, only don’t lend him your car because he will wreck it I guarantee! then he’ll claim the fifth!”

The audience laughed and cheered with him.

“I love you Boy, never forget that!”

“Then there’s number three Jocky, he always like making jokes, we thought that he might need therapy, know what I mean?”

The people laughed at him.

“But he was smart and curious, he would dissect things in the Kitchen sink, yuck man!”

“He is the Doctor that everyone wants to have as a son, but the price is books, and I mean books that are hundreds of dollars to buy, a book on pathology, a thousand dollars? a book on the human gene? Hey, I’m from California I know about jeans man, and they don’t cost a thousand dollars.”

The place erupted again as Jon Boy told them joke after joke about the family.

“I love you Boy, never forget that Doctor Wilson, even though you’re as boring as hell.”

Clapping and screaming followed the old man’s words.

“Then there’s this one Jimmy, he was the follower, the second man through the door, he supported his older brother in all the actions, but he is the one with the clever mouth, he’s the one who always asked why?”

“Why do it that way? Why not do it this way? He has evolved into a man of dreams, and he’s still a man who’s asking why? Now of course he’s asking why not? He’s a man who will fight to the death for his dream to come true, he dreams big, very big, he wants us all to live in peace, but he is also a man who wants us to have a say in the Nation, he is a true Democratic President, he will ask you to vote on this and that, he will explain democracy to you over and over again, listen! He speaks the truth, we either work it or it dies in the ears of tyrants, he is our protection and he listens so if you want changes then speak up, he is now the most powerful man on the planet, he has war lords at his fingertips ready to unload death on any idiots who want to take on a democratic Nation, he will not stand by and watch people being bullied, he never has and never will, the man he is makes me so proud to be related to him, his Grandfather fought in the Vietnam war, his great Grandfather was at Iwo Jima with the Marines and before that the family moved from the slums of New York to make a life in the west, hard years clearing the land and planting anything that would grow, we are the American story folks, we looked for the dream and worked hard for it, my boy now offers the same to all of the Americas, north to south we welcome you as you join the union of the United States of America, the price, as always is loyalty to our way of life and to the flag, we can put as many stars on the flag as we like and you will become not just friends and not just another star on the flag, you will become American family with all the rights, the same as all of us have loved and cherished over the three hundred years of our existence, the truth he told me the other day is that we in the USA have to sell our way of life, we change adapt and evolve just like any other organism, because that’s what democracy is, I living peoples organism.”

The new President offers protection from any who wish to harm you or your country even within your country, from those who undermine democracy  using violence to create gangs of drug dealers or arms dealers, and even slavers, some American nations are controlled by evil self-regulated and un elected scum who’s only thought is for profit, their people are slaves, and they work to stay alive and from the threat of being killed if they stop, this cannot carry on!”

“Things will change as democracy develops, have faith in the new world, I love you America, change the world with your faith in simple humanity, so give humanity a chance!” 

The place erupted in cheering as Jon Boy stood down from the plinth to allow his son Jimmy to continue.

The President waited for silence from the crowds, “The media will try to crucify me in every way, they will come for me in sleaze campaigns and perhaps an old girlfriend will come out of the rotten wood work and spill the lies hoping to make a few dollars on the side, you can listen if you like, have a good laugh at a young man’s early life, hey, I was a boy, now I’m a man, shit happens!”

“Then take five and think about it all, why me? Why now? Why all of a sudden do they want to destroy me? You all know why, you are here and have been told why, it’s because I have a dream, a united continent of America, north and south, crazy?”

“Well, you bettya I’m crazy, I want people to be free from harm’s way if they just want to live in peace and security, I want our free born culture to travel, I want Democracy to survive and thrive here on the American continent, why not?”

“Let me just say something from someone who I had the honor of listening to now and again as a child and friend of the family, Professor Augustus Talbot, I quote his words as I listened over breakfast one morning, he was speaking to my Daddy,  (Democracy cannot be left to its own devices, it’s a living breathing thing of beauty, it has to be nourished by planners and good business practices, by farmers and by shop keepers, it demands opinions on good and bad, we must open our mouths and give what we think is right for the future of us all, failure means that we fall back into the dark days of the 20th century and become victims of evil people who were elected on just 20% of the national vote just like the Nazi, and they killed democracy in that great country, stone dead, get a book and read the nightmare of failure, so keep it alive in your hearts and in your free ballot boxes) un quote, I was 13 years old and I listened to an old man yes, and I fully agreed, we have it and live it or it will die right there in front of us, the results are there in the history books.”

“Another thing he said was this, why live history a second time when it’s all there for us to see, humans don’t change just time and situations, education has always got to be a priority here in America, we educate our young to take over the world from us, a simple idea and a simple plan for the future, history must live in our hearts.”

The people stood and applauded him as they screamed and shouted.

“God has blessed America, I simply want to spread the blessings, we start with Canada and the states are invited to join the Union of the United States of America, we also offer Mexican States to join the old union of States, no kings, no drug lords, no gangs of thugs, there will be no no-go areas in our lands, and we offer democratic freedom under the Star-Spangled banner!”

The applause continued as he stepped down from the plinth and the Marine band started up with stars and stripes forever.

Tolly elbowed JJ, “Your brother is bonkers!”

JJ turned at looked at him in the eyes, “And he wants your support runt!”

“And how do I explain to King Charles that the yanks want Canada, from the Hudson to the Yukon, he’ll say that you’re all completely bonkers.”

JJ stared at him and growled.

“Listen you long legged Yankee moron, they will all say that he’s lost the plot, and do you seriously think that the Hispanic nations will roll over to this way of thinking, he’s just started the fucking war you!”

JJ grabbed hold of Tolly’s collar but noticed people looking at them as they argued, he stopped and brushed off the imaginary leaves from Tolly’s shoulder.

“Yes or no Mr. DGI? that’s all I want to hear!”

“Yes, but I still think that you lot are nuts!”

JJ searched for his brother in the crowd of people congratulating him on the election success, they eventually locked eyes, JJ winked at him and nodded to Tolly.

The Presidents face beamed with success and happiness.

“I don’t have a choice, do I?” whispered Tolly.

“All these years runt and this is the only favor I’ve ever asked of you and your stinking little country.”

“Apart from the China deal and the Indian deal and the South Sudan deal?”

“Oh, shut the fuck up, we’re family so just get it done runt!”

“And my little sister?”

“Oh shit, I forgot to invite her and the European media to tonight’s dinner, where is she by the way?”

“South America, picking up her future husband from the jungle and all his mates.”

“Oh yes, the French Foreign Legion, yes?”

“And?”

“Ok I admit it, I didn’t invite her on purpose, she’ll be sore, right?”

“She will carve you and your President like a roast beef joint and a Sunday dinner; you will be the little roast potatoes on the side going cold because no one wants to break their teeth on you.”

“We need her on side Toll’s, her and all her people, we need the media man!”

Tolly stared at him as he thought about his sudden invite to the inauguration, “My God, you want me to do it, you want me to persuade her to back all that you and your bird-brained brother are going to do?”

JJ grinned at him, “Having a slow brain day eh runt?”

“Bastard! you trapped me into family loyalty?”

“Nana would be so proud right? Anyway, democracy is moving south we will be opening the envelope of freedom Tolly, what’s wrong with that?”

“You would never get Canada off her moron, over her dead body man.”

“Yes, we would have Tolly, oh yes we would have!”

Tolly stared into his eyes for a long time.

“Yep! I think you would have; Jimmy was always her favorite.”

“No, he was not, I was.”

“Na! do me a favor sonny, even her horse was ranked over you, spider man.”

JJ grabbed him again, but Tolly started to laugh at him, JJ gave in and laughed with him, “Are we going to be in trouble Tolls?”

“Yep, let’s hope Canada rolls over like the good horse she is.”

“And Mexico?”

“Oh, come on! prepare your armored brigades because that one will be a full contact commission I think, they won’t want gringo’s sniffing around all those years of government backed drugs deals, total conquest or shut the fuck up Yank, get it?”

JJ brushed Tolly’s jacket again, “But you can help can’t you, runt?”

“Oh, here we go, same as! you want me to do your dirty work again, and how many favors are we on now?”

JJ gave him the scout salute, “Dib, dob, dib, boy scout, remember?”

Tolly twisted JJ’s arm and felt for the burn scar on his right inside for arm, he felt over the dragon burn in silence.

“She would be so proud of you Tolly, her real golden boy, her blood, her soldier, her general of the secret services?”

“Bastard!” grumbled Tolly, “You drag me into your pile of shit again and now I’ll smell to high heaven when I get home.”

JJ started laughing at him again.

“Ok John Julian, but remember that this was your clan’s idea and not mine, got that?”
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CHAPTER 2 ... Longmore House ... Armory ... Kent ... UK 



[image: ]




Caledonia watched them shoot on the firing lines; she flicked on the giant extractor fan to clear the smell of the fumes as they continued.

“Straight arms as you fire remember? Or you’ll lose your target in the recoil for the second and third shots!” Shouted Caledonia as the shooting practice continued.

“Keep your eyes open and on the target at all times, you don’t even blink, get it?”

“The shell cases will fly away do not let it take your attention away from the job in hand, you are delivering death, so get it done, empty the clip and let’s see your quick changes from your hip holsters.

The shrill of the wall telephone stopped her shouting at them, “Telephone from America Caledonia,” said the wall computer, “Ok Bobby, thanks, you lot, cease firing and oil down your weapons, a barrel clean would be good after firing so many rounds, all the cleaning tools are in your equipment boxes, you have no excuses!”

She picked up the phone, “I will be checking for burn soot, so don’t think that I’m a soft target, this morning,” she walked out of the swinging fireproof doors and answered “Yes!”

“Hello mummy!” said Tolly.

“Oh, mummy now is it, and where the hell have you been all week?”

“Err.... America.... der?

“Oh yes how did it all go?”

“She would have loved it mum, all of it, they would have had to stop her climbing on that plinth and crying in front of all those millions of Americans.”

“And?”

“What mummy?”

“Out with-it sonny, I know when it’s a business call, so what do you want?”

Tolly laughed at her as she waited for his answer, “Well did you hear the overall plan?”

“Err.... yes, bonkers of course?”

“Well, he wants family support, all of us mum,” she held the phone and covered the voice hole as she stared at her small team of killers, the mixed bag of aggressive girls she had picked up in the last two years.”

“Are you still there, mum?”

“And you want me to start a war, yes?”

“I have major targets mum, the military won’t touch um, I need contactors and very good ones at that, because these people own the governments, and they won’t let the people go.”

“As in the Great Pharaoh who wouldn’t’t let the Hebrews go back in the Old Testament?”

“The very same as mum, they won’t let their slaves work for anyone else and they won’t let them go, we have only one route and that’s you mummy.”

“The Wilson’s mean this don’t they boy?”

“He wants Enrique Marcos on a cold slab and out of politics with as many of his mates as possible, he says that he is the real King of Mexico, and he wants to deal with legitimate politicians and not drug dealers.”

“He hasn’t a clue, has he?”

“Mum he’s a politician, JJ gives him some advice and his father tells him what’s happening if it goes tits up, that’s about it.”

“So, I’m the leverage to start the ball rolling in the takeover then?”

“No Mother, he wants the head cut off so he can talk to the people that’s all.”

“What a load of crap sonny!”

“He has the complete senate behind his plan Mum, big profits to be had I suppose.”

“When America tries to take over the world?” said Cal.

“Hey, just listen to him Mother, he sounds like Grand Pop, the big plan and the will to push it through, he impressed me anyway.”

“Until they start taking hits then it’s all cry-babies and who do we blame for this balls up?”

“He has the military mum, in the palm of his hand.”

“My arse he has, they’re the worst and the first to squeak about how stupid it all is, he will get the blame from them as they take hits, mark my words here Tolly, a good idea is only as good as the execution and the practice.”

“That sounds familiar.”

“Yeah! Pops words not mine son, he had the answers, I wish we could get his opinion on this one before this war starts.”

“And will there be one then.”

“What! The Americans taking over the world, come on son, everybody’s been expecting this for years, they’ve took it upon themselves to police the world for years this was always going to be the next logical step.”

“They are offering real democracy mum, and besides JJ says that he has the Mexican military ready to stop gang violent if it all kicks off.”

“My arse they will, how can you give people democracy when gangsters have run their country for bloody years, these countries have kings who hide behind democracy, even the Americans, that was Pops big grudge with all of them, snide money men who bought and sold us like slaves, they are still there Tolly, inevitable.”

“He wants to take it to the next level mum, and he wants that big splash for the media to argue about.”

“And we’re the scape goats if it all goes tits up then, imperialist land grabbers that’s what they will call us, meddlers in public opinion, destroyers of the peace, they’ll blame King Charles for all of this.”

“You’re sounding like the old man mother.”

“Well, someone has to.”

There was a silence as both listened to each other’s breathing, “Come on Tolly what else is he asking you to do?”

“They want daddy to come back to Canada and run for the Prime Minister’s job, look! He has all the history behind him, the Grandson of an ex-Prime Minister, a Canadian Mounty, a first nations native and a representative of the Monarchy here in the UK, he’d be perfect.”

She slammed the phone down on him without listening to any more of his words.

“No!” she screamed out.

The faces stared at her as she boiled up into a rage, “What is it Cal?” asked Ruth.

She breathed out and in slowly as she regained her composure, then smiled through her teeth, “Another day in the office girls!”

“Work then?” asked Ruth.

Cal stared at them before answering her, “Tea and frangipanes I think we all have to talk about this one, we might all have conflicting political views.”

Ruth started laughing at her along with the others as they followed her out to the nursery kitchen.

“You’re not keen on the job then?” asked Ruth.

“This is the biggest ever, we will be killing the very maddest of the bad in the heart of the baddest country in the world.”

“Her favorite word today girls, bad.”

Megan, Kathleen and Kerry laughed at Ruth’s words.

“But can she spell it?” said Kath.

“I/t! “said Megan laughing.”

Cal’s brain ticked over as she watched the girl’s making tea and finding the biscuits from the various tins on the shelf, Ruth sat down and watched Cal closely as the teaspoon flicked from finger to finger then from hand to hand, Cal watched her own hands as the spoon moved through her palms and fingers like uncontrolled magic.

Ruth nodded to her as the girls turned and stared.

Suddenly she stopped and smiled at them all, “Ok, good, so any objection to killing drug dealers?”

Their heads shook as they turned to each other.

“Ok, any objections to going to Mexico and killing them in their own flash mansions?”

“Shit!” said Ruth.

“Yes, Ruth we might well be in it, so I have a plan, I’ll lay it out and you lot can tell me if you can improve on it all, yes?”

“Ruth! Get online and find a man named Enrique Marcos, a drug dealer, the biggest I believe, we need to know all about him, daily routines, underpants the lot, get it?”

“But!” said Ruth.

“Megan! Turn on the taps and your natural charm to find Adrian, invite him to Mexico and a fantastic shoot site for any or all his contract magazines, yes?”

“But Cal?”

“Kath! how about playing the prostitute for us?”

“Ah, she already is!” said Kerry.

Kath turned and slapped her hard, it turned into a fight as Kath pulled her hair and dragged her to the floor.

“No!” shouted Cal, “Twin working girls are just perfect, I love it!”

“Hold on a mo!” shouted Ruth, “I thought that we were voting on all this politics thing, you know we might not want to and all that?”

Cal looked at the faces staring at her, “Volunteers?”

The Irish girls put their hands up and squealed out in excitement.

“Hold on!” shouted Ruth “I haven’t had a say.”

“Well, what do you want to say dear?” asked Cal.

They all turned to Ruth and her supposed objections.

“Oh bollocks, yes! ok! we find him, we go there, and we kill the scum bag, bing, bang, bosh, thank you man!”

“And his friends dear!”

“Oh bollocks!” said Ruth.

The girls started laughing at her as Cal opened her phone and pressed recall.

“Ok squirt, but listen up, I want George and I want his Lordship on the plane with us, I will not risk my girls to morons, got that?” she cut him off before he could answer her back, then she turned and smiled to the ladies looking at her.

“Tea then, yes?” she smiled.

The phone buzzed on the wall, the girls ignored it, they all knew who it would be calling the house.

“He’s not having him and that’s final!” shouted Cal.

Ruth stood up and took the phone, “Yes?

“Put her on Ruth, for once in her life she has to listen to good sense, hit her with the phone if you like.”

“Yeah.........get real boss!” she handed the phone to Cal. 

“What Baby?” said Cal, now almost fully calm.

“He’s perfect, they need him and besides it’s his choice, not yours and not mine, just an idea for him to consider, so don’t fly off and think he’ll be killed in the negotiations because he won’t, clear mother?”

“They will kill him, this is a poison chalice to the one who takes it on for Canada, they won’t have it Tolly, believe me, the split from the UK and all that.”

There was silence from Tolly’s end of the line, she listened to his brain ticking.

“My God, they want us as well, yes?”

“They haven’t said but we have to assume that they’ll want Europe to be of help.”

“So, what are they offering to Canada then, home security?”

“And from Genghis Khan and his ancestors coming for them over the ice bridge from Asia, through Alaska and on to the Hudson Plato? with mechanized heavy armor,” said Tolly.

“Come on then smart arse, what’s the plan? So, you must be selling security from potential innovations or internal problems?”

“A multinational Army.”

“Oh, for fuck’s sake boy, even your great grandfather would laugh at that one, come on!”

“It was his idea mum, that’s why Jimmy is making it part of his plan, it was all the old man’s long-term plan, the United States of the united Americas, understand now?”

She held the phone out and shouted out “Pop! Why the?”

“Jimmy listened to his every word mum, and he’s made it his basic plan, the old man’s plan, get it now? And by the way including daddy in the mix.”

“And me Tolly?”

“Yep! I had a session with the President today, he laid it all out for us.”

“Us?” squeaked Cal

“The new Americas security council, he’s pulled in military leaders from most of the countries involved and some that are not.”

“And I was talked about by them?”

“European contractors mum, nothing more.”

“And that was Pops plan?”

“Yes.”

“Oh my God, this is mad son.”

“The old man wanted slavery stopped and this was his plan for us all mum, this or total conquest, no other options on the table.”

“Shit!” said Cal “And you’re up for all of this?”

“I don’t see another option at this time, it’s all or nothing and by nothing, I mean that millions of people are slaves to drug barons and land grabbers, they are starved into submission or death.”

“Wow, that old man Tolly?”

“Yes mum, that old man indeed!”

She clicked off the phone and stared at the women who had listened to the one-way conversation.

“It’s all Pops idea ladies, the old man’s legacy from the grave, save the Americas and it’s peoples from being slaves.”

The women stared at her and were speech less at her shock.

She stared at the screen on the wall, “And you have an opinion, Bobby?”

“Yes Caledonia, force is used when there is no other way, so do you have another way Ma’am?”

“And the consciousness?”

“Conny follows your lead Ma’am.”

“So do I get the cover over there?”

“Always Ma’am, no technical interference allowed in human reactions.”

“And that means?”

“You cannot be protected from a bullet from another human; however, we can advise of procedure during conflict.”

“Bobby, shut up!”

“A waste of time then Cal?” said Ruth.

“No, we have to do this, no other way, so, in or out, you lot?”

“Bobby, I want a hand here from Conny and all the consciousness, every light, every flight, every rail, I want a time and a place of action, and I will protect the very idea of consciousness, failure and your programming will fall apart, compute and let me know, this is war, clear?”

“The death of glory run Ma’am?”

“Yes Bobby, our death or glory run.”

“But you could be killed in this action, oh Queen?”

“A good chance of it yes.”

“But that would be a disaster?”

“Humanity needs regulation, we are the regulators, it has to be done by me, understand?”

“Or Mr Trueblood Ma’am?”

“Tolly is overall planner for all this, he will inform Conny and the consciousness of the planned action, so would you have control in say, Mexico, or any south American countries?”

“Some Ma’am, not all.”

“Well make it so, you bunch of smart arses, I was born to do this, I am the regulator, risk or no risk, clear?”

“Computation and risk assessments are ongoing Ma’am, Conny is contacting others of the consciousness, it will take time please wait.”

“I have all day Bobby, take your time, then give me direction on where and when!”
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CHAPTER 3 ... Buckingham Palace ... Conference Study ... London ...
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King Charles looked around the table of new advisers, he smiled at them, “Look, gentlemen, I’m very new to all this and I’m not convinced that this is the way forward anymore, my mother was very keen on protecting the Nation but come on, in this modern age, why do we need all this cloak a dagger stuff?”

Lord Carnarvon looked around the faces before answering the King, “Can you see the problem now gentlemen?”

“Yeah!” said Sid, the only Australian on the council, “He is a fucking idiot!”

Dexter wanted to spit, “Fucking Aussies, always got the problem solved in just a few words.”

“Any time you like Scotch bollocks dangling all over the place!”

Dexter stood up and pushed his chair away, ready.

“Well, this is a first Gentlemen,” said Lord Carnarvon, “A Fist fight in the Palace during a privy council meeting, well I never, I’ve seen it all now, she always said that oil and water never mix but we have to stir it until they do.”

“Dexter!” shouted Jon Boy Wilson, “Stop irritating the southern hemisphere and give the King, some Guards history.

“An incredibly wise woman Sir, “Said Jon Boy, he elbowed Erick, “And what does Canada have to say?”

Erick gave him the look that said shut up, “Come on Pa, give us the history.”

Dexter turned to him and sat down “Sorry lads, I’m a bit touchy today, you see I see the problem here and it’s not an ignorant King it’s a stupid foreign policy, they see us as the mad dogs following the hunt, do we have any independent thought in this country anymore?”

“You are bonkers, Dexter!” said Jon Boy “Look, as the world develops and big economies shuffle for dominance we are caught in the middle, you little Islanders think that the sun shines on you, well it doesn’t, we Americans give you the sunshine so be thank full and shut the fuck up!”

“Fucking Yanks!” said Sid “All money, money, money!”

Dexter fumed as the Australian grinned at him, “We as a Nation are the hardest to handle, we bicker and snipe at each other, perhaps it’s all the mix of races we have here, Scots and Irish and Danes and bloody space aliens,” he stared at Sid.

“Charles the second came back from isolation over in Holland to reclaim the throne after the death of Cromwell in the 1660’s, now parliament didn’t trust him an inch, they needed a figure head and that’s all they paid for a King, someone to blame, a sacrificial chicken to sacrifice when needed, now at the time there was a trade war on going with the Dutch and as usual it was over land and money, and when the war kicked off the English were roundly beaten, ships sunk etc. All very embarrassing, anyway, our King wasn’t as stupid as he was painted by history, he didn’t trust Parliament either, in fact he suspected that they wanted to kill him and declare an independent state of Britannia, a democracy, only no one knew how it would really work, well we were crap at debates and in fact the organization fell apart, the Navy however was saved and even strengthened during his reign, is everyone with me so far?”

They mumbled as he continued.

“So the new, Royal Navy became his focus, the first real pride of the Nation, by the way financed by the King himself and friends in business in the back ground, well bloody expensive whichever way you look at it even then, so there we were with this growing Navy, but the money people didn’t want to go to war oh no, they wanted profits and that meant trade and world trade at that, so the boys sailed over the horizon and opened up the world to trade, the Navy was used as back up if deals went sour and all that, get it?”

“Now other Nations had done this for centuries but not on this scale, our ships were everywhere, selling slaves, buying chocolate and tobacco, it wasn’t enough so they started planting, sugar and tea and rubber, well everything that would grow in the tropics in fact, so business grew and grew all over the world in fact.”

“The fat cats in the city grew richer and richer, now King Charles realized that he had power, he could grant claimed land and other tit bits to these monsters, because that’s what they had become, the human was cheap, a throw away item, easily replaced, the King saw that the problems were coming with these people because they also realized that they could throw their weight around when needed.”

“Everyone looked to the King for guidance, so he came up with this council of friends, that was the first name for it, but the privy council goes back hundreds of years to the Plantagenets and the Tudors who warred within their own families, they trusted no one and for good reason, Kings were murdered but helpful brothers.”

“So, King Charles called friends together to help his plan, a simple plan really, save the Nation from piggish bullies, who’s only plan was for more and more profits for the companies, who by the way became bigger and bigger, the early multi-Nationals of their day.”

“Now, as we know, here in the UK the ultimate power was still with the King who granted wishes to politicians, he granted the Prime Minister ship here and a new Ambassador there, other countries didn’t hear about what was happening here, later other Monarchs began to tumble to the axe or the noose, or in the French Kings case the Guillotine, revolution you see, the morons had pushed and starved the people too far and paid the price, they lost public love and died accordingly.”

“Later in the 20th century most of Europe lost its Kings, Russia, Germany, they had lost the first principle of leadership, listen to the people, hear complaints and react to corruption and greed then show leadership, even William the first knew that one.”

“Victoria understood the need for the people to have a voice, she was a good Queen, she watched her Grandchildren cause war after war, after her death the Tsar in Russian was shot, and Kaiser in Germany was shown to be an idiot, so he was got rid of, but you see the people were still not listened to, then Hitler was voted in on 10% of the vote of the people, who by the way were starving at the time, he promised success and he delivered big time, the economy grew, but so did the German heads, world domination they cried, and so started the biggest war we have ever been involved in, the 2nd world war, the 1st was bad but this destruction was worldwide, the so called British Empire was sacrificed for victory and at the end of the war the UK was just about bankrupted, we owed our friends across the sea billions and billion, those good old Yanks, our oldest Daughter, always there to help out Family! For a price.”

Jon Boy started to clap him then the rest of the table joined in, even Sid started to clap.

Dexter smiled at them “Then when King George died the real star of the circus took over, the little Princess Elizabeth became Queen of the Isles, Queen of the old Empire and the Queen of England, Scotland, Northern Ireland and Wales, but more than that she became head of the commonwealth countries, she was our expert and she outlived all the idiots who caused the wars in the first place, money you see, it’s always about the money.”

“She looked around at the morons who ran her government, arguments here and national strikes there, communism reared its head in the UK, spies were upturned in high places, they were old school ho ha Henry’s, who should have known better but they betrayed the Nation to the Russians, she was livid, she kicked the odd potted plants for six until she came up with the plan, she needed talent on her side against fools and pigs in the trough of the Nation and yes murder was needed sometimes, fools will not be put off by our soft laws, in the end a fool has to get the lead between the eyes, there is no other way, one cannot deal or trade with them, so then they are slipped into the red file and passed onto the department that does not exist and the problem is dealt with in the old way, an accident, a fight or he just gets run over, all very sad but life and more importantly the Nation carries on!”

Sid stood up and applauded his speech, “Well done Jock, we knew you could do it and beside don’t your family run it all now?”

“You are really starting to get on my tits Dingo!” growled Dexter, “Ok, let’s hear all of your dirty secrets people, one by one for the King to know who we are please.”

He turned to the Australian, “Starting with you dingo!”

Sid gave him the toothy grin right back at him, “Me? I’m an Army officer from New South Wales who was accused of murder by my senior officers, they slammed me up for 30 years, but I was recruited to work for the southern command now under southern SAS, eventually some turd sent me here to argue for the peninsula.”

“Subtle Dingo shit!” said Dexter, “So did you kill him?”

“Yeah of course I did, two in the head did the biz, but the Army didn’t like the idea, that’s it really, so over to you Dexter, what’s yours?”

Sid nodded to him in silence and waited.

Dexter breathed in before letting it all out, “Special ops on so many wars, eventually I flipped and killed all the prisoners because the Yanks hadn’t stripped um of weaponry and one of my kids was cut in half by those bags of shit,”

“A fucking legend Gentlemen, no question of that,” said Jon Boy, “That man saved me and my boys when we were silly little virgins running around like boy scouts, thank you Dexter, we owe you, our lives.”

Dexter nodded at him to continue.

“Err.........me.......err...ex-President as you all know but before that I was the National security adviser to the President and before that I was Marine.” he smiled at them.

“Honesty JB, we want to know why HM called you to this position.” said Dexter.

“I also worked for Helen, I executed people on her orders, some good some bad, I just pulled the trigger man! and later as the Presidents man I killed all who threatened our great Nation.

“And you, son in law!” he stared at Erick who was biting his thumb nail.

“Err......a Canadian first Nation Nationalist working for the Canadian mounted police, I was seconded to the UK and worked in the nonexistent section, I was and still am in fact the Special branch liaison officer for all of the departments, I’m the one face system for the voting public as Helen called it.”

“All of it Erick,” said Dexter, “They need to hear it, son.”

“I married Caledonia, Dexter’s Daughter and helped her in all of her actions, including the Las Vegas killing of six bad guys and many more.”

“Erick, we in this Kings Privy Council commission need to know each other’s darkest secrets, this is about trust son!” said Dexter.

“I worked for Helen, the scariest Mother-in-Law on the planet and didn’t regret one day of it all, she and QE2 were best of friends and planned our world behind our backs, that’s the problem here lads, she’s dead and we’re scared of what’s to come, mummy has left the building and we’re all in the shit!”

“Mummy was not a killer!” said King Charles.

Miami smiled at him, “But Sire there are rumors that she had your ex-wife snuffed.”

“That’s the press spreading lies as per bloody usual, Diana was bonkers but her only sin was here choice of friends who got her killed in a stupid accident pursued by rabid press agents, that’s it!”

The faces stared at him around the table.

“I did not order her killed, she died of stupidity, you all know that!”

“We just had to hear it from your mouth Sire that’s all,” said Miami.

“And the Gurkha?” asked Dexter.

Miami laughed at him, “You’re fucking bonkers Dexter and I love you for it, I’ve followed you all over the world, speaking your language and supporting our Monarch always, I thank you for your action in my homeland when you prevented a war with China, my Nation holds you in high status, err.... yes, I’ve taken heads, hey, but I’m not the only headhunter around this table.”

Lord Carnarvon stopped listening as the faces of the Commission faced him.

“Err...sorry Gentlemen, so you want to know about me and Lord Halifax, eh?”

“Well Quentin, give us the story old boy,” he laughed as he looked down the table to Lord Halifax.

“I started a little war, nothing really,” said lord Halifax.

“East Africa went up in flames Quentin come on, out with it!”

“I’m not racist in any way but when a man has farmed his land over a lifetime and sweated over every tree root or tsetse swamp drainage, I was not going to let the blacks have it so I armed my people and we fought back, the British Government stood back and let us die one by one so I got really mad and killed hundreds of them, eventually I got a phone call from Helen with a command to come to the Palace, I came back to the UK and I sat here in this very chair and I swear to you Brethren the Queen sat there and said, “Quentin, you’re and arse hole, you’re now working for me, so sit over there and shut the fuck up, until asked a question, understand?”

They all started laughing at his words.

“Straight up, they were her words, she had a way of being very direct sometimes, Talbot sat over there simmering as he always did, he always had her ear and she always took his advice even if it meant a snuff list, she would just wave and say, just get it done and let’s move on!”

Charles gasped at the revolution of his mother’s other life.

“The reality Charles!” said Lord Carnarvon, “Scumbags bit the dust at her command, one cannot argue or deal with bullies you smack them down or you allow them to smack you, get it?”

“Our System is Crap!” said Sid, “But it’s all we have, and we had best look after it or we’ll end up in a civil war to end all wars.”

Dexter started to laugh at the Australian, “You must have been in his class then Dingo?”

Sid smiled at him, “Sandhurst class of 98, the old bloke was a ledge mate!” he stared at Dexter for the unanswered question.

“No Sid, he’s gone for good mate, he just walked into the cold black ocean.”

“No?”

“Yep, as I live and breathe, our greatest loss that I know of.”

The table became silent before Dexter looked at Lord Carnarvon again.

He smiled, “Err........I worked for Helen, and yes I did kill a few scum bags, but she said that I was too soft and that my shooting was useless and yes she binned me, I retired and was happy on my farm minding my own business when a gang of Gypsies broke in and burgled me, I pursued of course and I killed them all, cold blood, foaming at the mouth the lot, I rang the Dragon, she took care of it all and then said that I should attend the Queen, Her Majesty said, Shut the fuck up and sit over there! and I’ve been with her ever since, any questions?”

They all started laughing at him again.

Charles watched them in silence knowing that from his mother’s dying lips he was told that he should trust the Privy council with the lives of all just men and women.

So, it’s all in the boxes of State then?” asked Charles.

Lord Carnarvon turned to him again and smiled, “Red Boxes Sire are for State affairs as you know the black leather brief case however is for other works.”

“Other very secret works then Carnarvon?”

“Not to be spoken of outside this council Sire, we will advise, and you will sign if and when you are ready, we prompt but yours is the final answer!”

“So, I can say no to deaths if I want?”

“Of course, Sire, you are the boss we are just the machine to work it all out, the experience of all so to speak.”

“So, I could just dissolve this meeting and not reconvene it anytime soon, yes?”

Lord Carnarvon smiled and shrugged, “I suppose so Sire, it’s up to you to take the reins.”

“Good then I close this meeting Gentlemen and I will call you when needed.”

“My God!” said Jon Boy, “It’s King George all over again losing America for the second time, you’re right Dingo, he’s a bollock brain!”

“How dare you speak to me like that, get out!”

Jon Boy stood up as Erick also stood up to walk out.

“Sit bastard down you pair!” shouted Dexter, he turned to the King, “Listen up arsehole this is not about you being King and us being mad men, it’s about protecting the Nation, your mother dedicated her life to this mission and so must you!”

“Or what Colonel, who’s really dead but shows up at the palace now and again, like a phantom, or will I have a tragic accident perhaps.”

“I will kill you myself! The United Kingdom’s needs are greater than us Sir!”

The place became silent as Dexter’s words were digested, “This is too important to be left to a foolish hippy King who thinks that roses grow out of our foreign policy makers arses, they don’t most of the time they are self-serving arseholes who need a kick up that arse, get it?”

“And I thought that I was the blunt one?” said Sid.

Lord Carnarvon looked at the red-faced King, “Just like your name’s sake back in the 1660’s you don’t have a choice Sire, that’s the reality, it will be forced on us all just like it always was and always will be.”

King Charles gaped open mouthed at them, then pointed to Dexter to carry on.

Dexter turned back to the table, “Right, before tea and arguments we have more table business to conclude, now Lord Halifax over there has invited more councilors to join our happy band, ok Quentin, over to you chap.”

Lord Halifax was on his phone, “Send them up please, have they been briefed, oh good girl, tea for ten when you’re ready then Darling.”

The great oak paneled door squeaked open as Elizabeth and Margaret walked in.

“High ya chaps, how’s it all hanging?” said Liz.

Margaret stared and bore holes into their heads with her stare.

Lord Halifax smiled at the shocked faces around the table, “Gender rules and all those gentlemen, women are half the population after all, we need the law on our side as in Lord chief Justice Baroness McDonald or Mrs. Smith to help with foreign policy terminations.”

Liz winked at Dexter, he jumped up and scraped the chair away from the table for Liz to sit down opposite him and Erick.

Sid did the same for Margaret, she grunted a little thanks.

“Don’t mention it darling.” he laughed.

“You say that one more time and I’ll break your nose with this chairs leg as I smash it over your head.”

Sid fell silent as Dexter laughed at him.

Charles nodded to the two women, both tried to bow to his direction.

“Calm Ladies and welcome to the first meeting of the new Kings privy council, we seek your advice on your various expertise and also opinions on all that we say and sign off.”

“So, who are we killing first then?” asked Liz before she started to laugh.

“No one at the moment Ladies and under my direction we will be killing no one.”

said King Charles.

Liz looked at Dexter for a silent opinion, he raised his eyebrows.

“This is illegal by the way,” said Margaret.

“Says who?” asked Sid.

“Un elected quango’s making decisions for an unsuspecting Nation, totally illegal on all fronts.”

“So, are you out Mags?” asked Dexter.

“Certainly not, I want to be part of this particular quango, one never knows when one is in danger does one?”

“A proper slippery arse then that one, eh?” said Sid.

“And a very short fuse Mr. Australian cultural attaché!” laughed Dexter.

“Can we get some work done please?” said Lord Carnarvon, “Now Elizabeth has she received the commission?”

Liz blew out her cheeks, “Our Grandson Tolly has organized a classic kill zone operation for his mother to compete the job, but I suspect that when Caledonia reaches Mexico City, she will change all that.”

“A kill zone?” asked the King.

Liz looked at Dexter.

“Sir, there is a plan rolling to eliminate unwanted interference with the democratic rights of the Mexican Nation, the scumbags who prop up the old regime are about to be put down, any objections on the table?”

“Yes!” said Charles “I object to this random killing.”

Liz stared at Dexter again, her eyes asked the question.

“Ok, that’s one objection, any others?” asked Dexter.

“Who?” asked Sid.

Dex took out his little red book, “Err.... Enrique Marcos, he’s part of the Luis Flores cartel in Mexico City, Jon Boys idea by the way.”

“Not just mine here folks,” said Jon Boy, “The President requires a favor from your experts, our intelligence experts say that he’s influenced the Presidency for years and they are bought and paid for, he feels that we can make no progress with the overall plan with that man still alive.”

“But we take the risks though?” said Elizabeth.

“He sanctions a full back up if she requires it Liz, the works.”
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