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NOTE FROM THE AUTHOR

I’ve noticed that Cyber Sleuths, the Quentin James companion adventure, is not that popular, so I have added to this novel, as a Prologue, the linking chapter between Global Wars and The Arctic Adventure.
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PROLOGUE
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SALLY, BECKY, PETE, and Colin sat at the conference table. Opposite them were The Mule and Bobby. 

Mr Fisher, Mr Nesson, and Mr Harper were sitting further up the table, and Mrs Evens sat closer to the end. 

There was a man and a woman, both dressed in uniform, they didn’t recognise, also at the table.

The two strangers stood at attention when General Winters strode into the room.

Please sit, Major, Major, he said with a smile. ‘Welcome to the United States.’

The man and the woman both sat.

‘Congratulations, Major, on your recent promotion.’

‘Thank you, Sir,’ the man in uniform replied.

‘Mr London, if you please,’ the General said.

Bob London stood up and strode to the head of the table.

‘The mission was a success. We uncovered the last piece of the code.’ He paused and nodded towards Sally and Colin. ‘Using the key, we have decoded the entire message.’

Everyone leaned forward, their attention well and truly caught.

‘It was extensive and revealed some very interesting facts. Not least that Jenny James is actively working for I.O.N but as far as we can see, Mark James has been working in the belief he is an uncover agent, still loyal to the crown.’

General Winters cleared his throat.

‘To be clear, Mr London, you are saying Jenny James is a traitor to Britain?’

‘Yes, Sir. I’m afraid I am.’

Both the Majors looked at each other, obviously unhappy with his news.

‘Please continue, Mr London,’ said the General.

‘I mentioned before a rogue organisation called I.O.N trying to establish itself in several countries around the global. We now know this was a rouse, a red herring to draw our attention away from their actual operations.’

The Majors exchanged looks of growing concern.

‘You mean I.O.N was a dummy organisation? We seized one hundred million in cash and enough weapons to outfit a small army. All just to distract us?’ said the Major Unwin Macpherson.

Mr London nodded. ‘Yes, Major Macpherson. It seems so, yes. He even called it Operation Red Herring.’

‘He? He who?’ asked the Major Mel Macpherson.

Mr London looked at his notes. ‘Mr Cole.’

Both Majors sat back in their seats.

‘Who is this, Mr Cole? He seems to be instrumental in all of this,’ said the Major Unwin Macpherson.

‘Indeed, he is. It is his plan as far as we can tell. He created Operation Red Herring and was the principal agent in its execution.’

‘Do we know what they were distracting us from?’ asked General Winters.

‘Yes, Sir.’ 

Bob London pressed a button, and the screens came to life showing an aerial shot.

‘We got these photos from our satellites over Antarctica and the Arctic.’

The screen changed, displaying photo after photo, each showing a building in the middle of the snow and ice.

‘What are they doing out there?’ asked the General.

‘We don’t know, General. We need to send someone in to investigate,’ admitted Bobby.

‘Sounds like a job for your team, Majors,’ said the General, turning to the man and woman in uniform.

The male Major nodded and turned to Bob London. ‘Bobby, do we know who is behind all this, behind this Mr Cole.?’

‘A group called the Council of Thirteen, of which we believe Mr Cole is one, and a reference to Trinity. From the phrasing and the context, we believe The Council of Thirteen is behind it all and has established this Trinity organisation the same way they did I.O.N. Only this time, it’s not a diversion. Trinity is the real danger.’

‘The Five are not ready yet, Sir,’ said Major Mel Macpherson. ‘But we will escalate their training. In the meantime, we have the Shadow Squad.’

‘Do we bring in the American Agencies or the Chinese?’ asked Cris Bucharest.

The General sat back considering the question.

‘That’s a good question, Ms Bucharest. Let me think about it. An international task force to tackle this group sounds like a good idea.’

Pete, Colin, Sally, and Becky were looking at each other, wondering whether they would have a part to play.

‘What about us?’ asked Colin, voicing all their thoughts.

The General considered the four of them sitting there. ‘You, my young friends, are our computer game infiltrators. Umm, no, that’s no good. We need to come up with a good name for your team and what you do.’ 

He looked around the room. 

‘Any thoughts?’ he invited.

Everyone considered it for a moment, but each shook his or her head. 

‘Okay, not to worry. We’ll give it some thought.’ 

Turning back to the children. 

‘We may need you to go into more games. Something tells me this is not the first time they have used this method, nor will it be the last. It is imperative they do not hear we have worked out how they are communicating. Talking of which, Mr Stag, have you taken care of our little problem?’

‘Yes, Sir. I verified that Mr Edinburgh was the “tall man” the Reynolds met while under surveillance during the account number swap last December. The lock down prevented him from phoning anyone or leaving the base. I caught him trying to talk his way past a guard in the middle of the night. We had him detained and held in a secure location.’

‘Good work,’ said the General. ‘Your plans?’

‘I am heading for Edgewater with the Majors for the start of the new term, as a teacher of self defence.’

The General nodded.

‘I feel this mission has come to a very successful conclusion, but it’s just the first, I suspect, of many such missions over the coming months as we seek to discover more about this organisation called Trinity and uncover the identity of the Council of Thirteen and ultimately, what it is they are after.’

‘You are all dismissed, with my thanks.’
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QUENTIN RELAXED AS the heat from the fire soothed the tension from his shoulders. He settled back in the armchair, together with his friends Clive, Bluey, and Yi-Pa. The big slab of chocolate cake by his side added to his sense of well-being.

‘So why did you call us to come back to school two days before we had to?’ Clive asked before taking a big mouthful of cake.

Bluey and Yi-Pa took the other armchairs, glad all the Fourth Years had gone home that Christmas, allowing them the freedom of their shared common room.

‘Well,’ Quentin said. ‘I’m not sure where to start, but I think my parents are traitors.’

‘WHAT!’ exclaimed Clive, spilling his tea as he sat up. Bluey choked on her cake, and Yi-Pa sprayed her tea over the fire, causing it to hiss.

Quentin smiled. All that was missing were some boos, and he would be the pantomime villain he felt right now.

‘Well, let’s go back a bit. My parents are spies, bloody good ones, by all accounts. They discovered a rogue organisation trying to set up a base in Scotland and left a warning within a coded message with the Russians. The Russians sent Tim undercover to Edgewater to see whether there was information in my parents’ school records to break that code. 

Unwin and Maggie moved me to Edgewater after hearing the rogue agency was after me. Though the move would have happened once I completed the Escape from Colditz game anyway, just like you guys, which we now know is a test set by MI9 to recruit kids like us. 

Quentin paused and looked around at his friends and with a grin added, ‘That bit I’m happy about, as I got to meet you guys.’

‘Feel the same way, mate,’ said Clive.

‘Do you boys need a moment?’ said Bluey, smiling.

‘Yes, would you like us to leave you alone?’ added Yi-Pa.

Quentin laughed. 

‘Girls, you know I could never pull off being gay. I said I was gay last year in Japan, if you remember, and the girls never bought it.’

‘Had no trouble believing I was gay, though,’ grumbled Clive.

Quentin and the girls laughing did nothing to soothe Clive’s ire.

‘Now, now, let’s not rake that whole misunderstanding up again. I am sure one day you will laugh about it, too,’ said Bluey.

Clive realised his mood was darkening and gave a laugh to shake it off. ‘True enough, my brother said the same thing and that girls like gay men, so if I have some of those qualities naturally, then the girls are sure to love me.’

Bluey rolled her eyes. 

‘Trust you. We have to get you a girlfriend this term, if only to save the rest of the girl population.’

Clive laughed. 

‘I agree, and if you’re volunteering...’

Bluey laughed. 

‘I would, but I am already taken.’

She reached over and took Yi-Pa’s hand, knowing she could sometimes be a little sensitive to her flirtations with Clive.

‘Anyway,’ said Quentin, drawing their attention back to the matter in hand, ‘after we discovered Tim was the undercover agent and decoded the message. We went up to the Loch of Arthur.’

‘I don’t see where this is going,’ asked Clive. ‘We know all this. We were there, remember?’

‘I will get there, and Yi-Pa was not with us for those first two adventures, so I want to make sure she is up to speed,’ Quentin explained.

‘Bluey told me all about them, but go on. I think it will help if we have the full picture in our minds when you tell us your latest news,’ said Yi Pa.

‘Where was I?’ Quentin paused for a breath and then continued, ‘Up in Scotland we uncovered the secret I.O.N base and the involvement of Victor Van Hagen in Berlin. But, I also remembered Unwin talking about the previous summer when a group had been up at the Loch and used the word “unruly”. At the time I didn’t connect that with my parents, but we know they were there too.’

‘Okay, but that doesn’t mean they’re traitors. It was part of their cover, surely?’ said Yi-Pa.

‘Agreed. On its own, it’s not enough to suggest anything other than that,’ said Quentin, ‘but let me continue.’

He paused long enough to fork another piece of cake into his mouth and munch happily, his eyes sparkling with pleasure. He was happiest here at Edgewater, with his friends, then anywhere else. Well, perhaps at Unwin’s with Mel and Maggie, too. He always felt safe and happy there.

Taking a sip of his tea to moisten his mouth, he continued.

‘Then, in Japan, I found my parents locked up with the other defecting mums and Dads, together with all their children. Why? If they were undercover, why were they in prison? Was their cover blown? Alternatively, were they locked up with the others, so if rescued, they could come back into the agency, trusted and respected, exonerated of all charges? A perfect cover for a couple of moles.’

Clive, Bluey, and Yi-Pa gave each other troubled looks. 

‘Sounds a bit farfetched, mate,’ said Clive. ‘That would make them, what, triple agents?’

Quentin nodded in all seriousness. ‘It’s a clever plan.’

‘Do you have anything more to go on?’ Bluey asked shrewdly.

Quentin nodded, his mouth full of chocolate cake.

They all waited patiently for him to swallow, taking a bite of their own cake and drinking some tea.

Bluey screwed up her face. 

‘Warm tea, yuk. We need to get more tea,’ she declared.

‘In a moment,’ said Clive. ‘Let Quentin finish his story, then we can consider it whilst we stock up on refreshments and then discuss it once we are back here. No talking in the halls.’

Everyone nodded their agreement.

Quentin was ready.

‘Well, as you know, I spent my Christmas with my parents.’

They all smiled 

‘I remember how excited you were before the end of last term. If you mentioned it once, you must have mentioned it a thousand times,’ said Bluey.

‘Well, it was okay, I guess. They don’t play games or sing carols or anything, but it was just nice being with my mum and dad. But they seemed distracted all the time, like they had somewhere else to be, something better to do.’

Quentin’s voice broke just a little at the end, emotions threatening to overwhelm him.

Bluey reached out and took his hand. 

‘Come on; let’s get more tea and cake.’

Quentin squeezed her hand.

‘Let me just say I heard my mum talking to I.O.N and mention Mr Cole.’
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‘WHAT?!’ EXCLAIMED CLIVE, Bluey, and Yi-Pa all at the same time.

Quentin grinned at that, despite his misery.

‘Jinx,’ he said.

‘Come on, I want more cake. This is cake-eating news,’ said Bluey.

‘Hey, I said jinx. That means no talking!’ Quentin complained.

Bluey just stuck her tongue out and got up from her armchair.

Clive and Yi-Pa followed and, with Quentin grumbling about the loss of traditional childhood games, they ran down to the dining hall and helped themselves to more tea and cake. Bluey and Quentin opted for the lemon drizzle cake as a change, but Clive and Yi-Pa said they loved the chocolate, so each took another slice of that one.

Back in the common room, they took their seats again and waited for Quentin to settle, take a bite of his cake, a sip of his tea, and continue.

‘Okay, well, it was Christmas Eve, and you know how I like to put my presents under the tree.’

Bluey and Clive smiled, remembering their Christmas last year at Unwin’s house, where they had found the lost wealth of the Macpherson family and the Jacobite Gold of legend. Quentin had sneaked downstairs to place his presents under the tree and found the ghost of Cluny in the living room.

‘Well, I snuck down, all quiet-like, and placed the presents under the tree when I heard my mum talking. I hid underneath the tree just as she walked in and listened.’

Bluey gasped and held her hands over her mouth.

‘What did she say?’ she whispered.

‘Well, I could only hear her side of the conversation, but she said, “Yes, yes, that’s right, yes, no, you tell Mr Cole I assured you they have no clue, yes, yes and goodbye.” I committed it to memory,’ Quentin said.

‘Wow, okay, well the key bit has to be the third “yes,” that’s what I think,’ said Clive, with a wink at Quentin, which Quentin returned after mastering the art of the wink over the previous term.

The girls took the bait. ‘What! Are you mad? We can get nothing from any of the “yes’s”,’ Yi-Pa exploded.

‘That’s right,’ said Bluey. ‘It’s the “you tell Mr Cole I assured you they have no clue”. That’s the important part.’

Clive just shrugged. ‘Okay, have it your way.’ His eyes twinkled with merriment.

Bluey narrowed her eyes before realising he was pulling her leg. ‘Youuuuuu! Uurrrggg,’ and threw a cushion at him.

‘Heyyy, watch the cake,’ Clive said, laughing.

Quentin looked around at the others.

‘So what do you think? Traitors right?’

This stopped everyone from laughing as they considered the implications of what they were thinking.

‘Fraid so, mate,’ said Clive. ‘If she is talking about the same Mr Cole, that is. What if she’s talking about another Mr Cole?’

Bluey’s face lit up. 

‘Yes, that must be it. It’s another Mr Cole.’

Yi-Pa just sat silently.

Quentin shook his head. 

‘I thought of that too, but that would be too much of a coincidence, don’t you think?’

Clive’s forehead furrowed as he tried to think of another reason. ‘Maybe she is still undercover for us?’

Quentin shook his head again. 

‘Thought about that, too. If she were still undercover, why lock her up?’

Clive looked at Quentin helplessly.

‘Sorry, mate, that’s all I’ve got.’

‘Maybe she is a quadruple agent. Working for us, spying on them, whilst making them think she is only pretending to spy on them whilst really spying on us but all the time only pretending to spy on us,’ said Bluey, stopping to think, running through the sequence before nodding to herself.

‘Yes,’ she said, satisfied she had it right. ‘I think,’ she added, just in case. 

Quentin tipped his head to one side as he considered her suggestion, working through the permutations of a quadruple agent.

Clive and Yi-Pa both just shook their heads.

‘Sounds unlikely, however much we want it to be true,’ said Yi-Pa.

Quentin nodded. He didn’t think they would come up with anything he hadn’t thought of to explain why his mum was talking to someone who knew Mr Cole, but he had hoped all the same. Tears threaten again, but swallowed hard. He was fourteen now, and young men do not cry.

Bluey moved to sit on the arm of his chair; she ruffled his hair and gave him a kiss.

Quentin looked out from under his long hair at Clive and grinned as he saw him shaking his head, jealous that he always got the kisses.

‘So what did you do?’ asked Yi-Pa.

‘What do you mean?’ asked Quentin.

‘Once you heard your mum, Did you talk to your dad? Have you told Unwin yet?’

Quentin shook his head. ‘No, neither. I wanted to talk to you guys first. Was I wrong?’

Clive and Bluey both shook their heads. ‘No, mate, I think you did right. We don’t know whether your dad is a traitor, too. And it was worth exploring other possibilities with us before telling Unwin, as we don’t know what he will do with the information,’ said Clive.

Bluey nodded. 

‘I agree with Clive.’

‘Let’s hope Mel sees it the same way,’ said Yi-Pa, with a straight face, but her eyes were twinkling.

Quentin blanched. 

‘I hadn’t thought of that.’

Bluey gave a laugh. 

‘Yi-Pa, you’re so wicked.’

Clive laughed too, and so did Quentin, though the idea Mel might be unhappy with him lingered.

‘We should go tell Unwin now,’ he said, getting up.

‘Can’t, mate, they’re not here. They went up to Scotland for the holidays,’ said Clive.

Quentin brightened. 

‘So it’s not my fault. I came to Edgewater to tell them, and they weren’t here.’

Bluey and Yi-Pa smiled wickedly, enjoying his concern over Mel and her slipper. With good reason, as Mel was feared throughout the school as the Disciplinarian, though no one could argue with the results. Grades were up across the board, incidents of bad behaviour were virtually unheard of and even the pranks the students liked to pull were rare.

‘Let’s be on the safe side and text them. At least that way we can say we told them as soon as we heard,’ said Clive, pointing to himself, Bluey and Yi-Pa.

Quentin looked mortally wounded. ‘I thought we were a team.’

‘We are, mate, but no point taking us all down with you,’ said Clive, patting him on the back as he stood up to get his phone. He was taking no chances, no chances at all.

Within seconds of sending their text, they got a reply.

Stay at the school. Talk to no one else. We are on our way.

Tell Quentin to pack. We will leave the moment we arrive.
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WE’RE A TEAM
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THE CAR SKIDDED TO a halt, spitting gravel as Unwin pulled up outside the school.

Turning to Mel, he growled, ‘Those bloody kids, this is not a game.’

There on the step stood not just Quentin, but Clive, Bluey, and Yi-Pa, all packed and ready to go.

Unwin leapt from the car and strode over.

‘We don’t have time for this. Quentin, get in the car. The rest of you go back inside.’

Unwin grabbed Quentin’s bags and walked back to the car, opening the boot remotely and slinging the bags in. 

Clive, Bluey, and Yi-Pa’s bags flew past him.

Growling under his breath, he threw them out, but just as quickly, the kids threw them back in.

Unwin rounded on them, forcing them to take one step back. Then they stood firm, determination written across their faces.

‘We’re a team. If Quentin’s going, then so are we,’ said Clive.

He opened his mouth to speak, but it was Mel’s voice they heard.

‘You’d better get in then.’

Clive looked at Mel and then scrambled into the back of the car. Bluey and Yi-Pa followed suit, leaving Quentin standing there looking at Unwin.

‘Do you think I’m in danger?’

Unwin looked at Quentin, trying to calm his anger. He imagined steam must be coming out of his ears. He was very frustrated.

Considering various responses, he decided it's time these kids had it straight.

‘Yes, son, I think there is great danger, for all of us and bringing, those, those....’ Lost for words, Unwin’s mouth snapped shut so hard his teeth clicked together.

‘Friends,’ Quentin prompted.

‘Yes, friends, just puts them in danger, too.’ 

There, Unwin had made his point. An unassailable, indisputable, unarguable point. He looked at each of the kids, daring them to find fault with his argument.
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