
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Never Say Di

        

        
        
          Mickey Starts, Volume 1

        

        
        
          Mike Scantlebury

        

        
          Published by Mickey Starts, 2019.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      NEVER SAY DI

    

    
      First edition. May 11, 2019.

      Copyright © 2019 Mike Scantlebury.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1393042679

    

    
    
      Written by Mike Scantlebury.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter One


[image: ]




I can't remember the reason we were given as to why we had to arrest Kurt Hinkle. At the time it didn't seem important. After all, I'm just a soldier. It doesn't matter that for a large part of the year I'm stood down, on stand-by, in Reserve. Whenever I get the call from Captain Gibson, my boss, I respond. That's what I do. That's the kind of man I am.

It didn't seem important at the time that we were in Manchester, England, either. That's where I live. Whenever there's business to be done in the North of the country, why, then, they send for me. Me and the other local boys, those of us who served in the regiment and come from this part of the world, but chose over the years to go back and live there.

Like my old friend Nick.

“What you got, Nick?” I whispered.

We were standing outside the old 1830 goods warehouse by the steam railway. It was quiet, cold, and dark, with merely the sound of some passing cars gliding up Liverpool Road and squelching on the surface after the recent rain. Looking at my watch, I saw it was a few minutes before ten. It was a dank autumn evening. Nearly time to go. All we needed to know was who else was in the building.

“I've got movement on the second floor,” Nick answered.

He had spent the last hour firing sticky darts at windows on all levels of the supposedly deserted warehouse. Now he was reading out the recorded vibrations on his laptop computer, which was sitting precariously on the top of an ancient solid iron bollard. The building was cold and dark too. It was meant to be unoccupied. Not that it didn't have its uses. It was timber framed and built solidly in Victorian bricks. It was one of the oldest surviving buildings in this part of Castlefield, near the river. It was part of the railway station complex, the oldest passenger railway in the world. However, as Deputy Director Caulfield had told us at the Briefing, it was currently closed to the public 'for renovations'. We had managed to lure Hinkle to the place but there should have been no other living person on site. Except us, when we arrived.

“And the third floor,” Nick added quietly.

I looked at him. He nodded, repeating his information, but knowing, like me, that it made no sense. Nick was a good technician, a solid worker, obedient and loyal, but even he couldn't deny the facts. There was more than one guest already arrived for this party.

“Our team haven't gone in yet,” I observed. We were waiting the order. Any time after twenty-two hundred hours, Caulfield had said. We were lurking here, getting cold, in radio silence. The call would come when the Deputy Director was confident the way was clear.

“And the first floor,” Nick said, his voice now nervous and grating.

I wanted to scratch my head. I was starting to sweat under my woollen balaclava helmet. We were in full uniform, ready for action. That meant all black, armed and with kevlar bullet-proof padding to front of chest and back. Completely ullet-proof, Nick assured me, but then he was a tech, not front-line staff. He didn't have to go in, guns blazing. He was strictly 'back-up'. Still, just for today, for some reason, he was in regulation black too, right down to his boots and skinny gloves. I sighed. This was a pretty big operation for merely one man, one target. He had to be some crazy terrorist. Unfortunately, Caulfield wasn't talking. He wouldn't say who the man was, or why our department wanted him.

Speaking of the devil, there was a scuffling noise behind us.

“Progress, Gentlemen?” Caulfield muttered, inappropriate as ever.

I turned. Our esteemed Deputy Director always had to be different, perhaps trying to distance himself from Gibson, our long-serving and long-suffering Director and respected chief. Maybe it was part of the office politics, the shuffling that we all knew Caulfield was planning before stepping into the old man's shoes, maybe over his dead body. Today the greasy busybody had decided that it would be best served by not coming prepared. He was dressed, as usual, in his grey Italian suit, complete with waistcoat and watch chain. Far too Edwardian for a man of his tender years. (He was younger than me.) My God, he must be chilly, I was thinking. The air was still, but there had been a breeze before, and it was icy and biting. Caulfield wore no coat or hat. He would be freezing, I guessed. Still, the man was too vain to admit any such thing or make any attempt to change his chosen ensemble, simply because the weather demanded it.

“Something's not right,” Nick blurted.

He motioned to the screen. We could all see a schematic of the building, layers of rooms, doors and staircases. There were green blips moving slowly around. People. That's what it said. But it shouldn't have. We hadn't been prepared for this.

Caulfield nodded. “Mr Gibson said he might ask the Americans to join us,” Caulfield said confidently. He even attempted a smile. Nick looked at me for support. I nodded, incredulous as him. You don't send two teams of killers into the same space! It's asking for trouble.

“How are we - ” I began, fighting to keep my composure.

“The government is anxious,” Caulfield told us, as if in confidence, “to make this a good example of international co-operation. Don't worry, men. The Americans are under strict instructions to keep out of our way. They know it's going to be our arrest. They're just here in support. They'll watch our backs. I think it's a crack squad. They're very good at their job.”

So are we, I wanted to scream.

Caulfield had the unerring habit of winding us all up and driving the whole team to paroxysms of alternating anger and despair. I looked around. I could see Nick in front of me, and over on the right old Ted was covering one of the side doors. Beyond him, there was a vague shadow, which should be – if the assignments were being followed precisely – a young man called Eric. I hadn't worked with him much, but Ted had, and I trusted the old gaffer to know when someone is trustworthy. There were other members of our detachment placed at all the entrances to the building. When the word was given, we'd enter, clear each floor in turn, and work our way up to the roof. That was our method, based on our skills and experience. Where the hell were the Americans going to hide? If we came across one on the operation, would we recognise them? Would we be able to see that they were 'friend' and didn't need to have their heads blown off? Would they somehow manage to avoid us? I didn't think so.

Besides, which one of those moving blobs was Hinkle? Did anyone know?

Caulfield looked at his watch. “It's time,” he announced calmly. “Mickey, would you like to lead the way?”

I didn't like the sound of that. If Caulfield was behind me, there was always the chance he'd shoot me in the back, he was that careless. Still, if he was wearing civilian clothes, maybe he wouldn't be armed, either. He probably wouldn't have room in his thin-cut suit pockets to fit a weapon without spoiling the line of the drape. I was relying on that.
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