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Prologue


The gunshot sounded. Then another.


Walker looked up. Alert, not alarmed.


Nine-millimetre. Double-tap. Fired from an elevated position. A couple of blocks east, atop one of the multi-storey buildings. Fired downwards and at close range to the target, minimising the report.


No-one in the New York street seemed to notice. Just another sharp sound in a big city: a car backfiring or machinery clanging or something big and heavy hitting the deck.


But Walker knew. And the man seated in front of him knew. And the guy standing two yards away beside Walker’s ex-wife knew.


‘Somerville,’ Bill McCorkell said from across the table. He shifted in his seat and added, ‘Right on time, I’d say.’


Walker looked up at the rooftop and saw Somerville, five storeys up, a foot on the parapet, holstering her FBI-issued side-arm. He waved. She waved back.


Walker said, ‘She wasn’t shooting at birds, I take it.’


‘Tying up a loose end,’ McCorkell replied.


‘Durant?’


McCorkell nodded.


Walker looked back up to the elevated position. She’d tracked Durant up there; it was a no-brainer what he’d been up to. Walker pictured the ex-CIA man’s body sprawled next to a sniper’s rifle. Walker wondered who would have been lined up in the scope first – him or McCorkell. On the street, a team of heavily armed NYPD uniformed officers appeared on foot from around a corner and entered the building. She’d planned it well. A good job all round.


‘Thank Somerville for me,’ Walker said, his eyes returning to McCorkell.


‘You can thank her yourself,’ the older man countered. He leaned forward on the table. ‘This is the beginning of things, Walker, not the end.’


Walker paused for just a moment. ‘This changes nothing.’


McCorkell sat there, silent, waiting.


‘I’m not working for you,’ Walker said. ‘Just tell Somerville she and I are even.’


‘You two will never be even.’


Walker didn’t answer; instead he turned and walked the four paces to where the FBI man Andrew Hutchinson stood with Walker’s former wife, Eve.


Separated. Then widowed. Grieving for more than a year, never knowing what really happened to her estranged husband who’d been listed dead by the CIA and State Department.


Now this.


The two of them, standing there, facing each other on the Manhattan street.


She was smaller than he remembered. A little older. Sadder. Beautiful.


Hutchinson stepped around Walker to join McCorkell at the cafe table. Walker could hear them talking, animatedly, but he blocked it out.


Eve.


Looking into Eve’s eyes, he felt that it could have been yesterday he’d last seen her. A bunch of yesterdays ran through his mind. Most of them were firsts. Their first meeting, first kiss, first time they’d slept together, first time they’d fought. The last time they’d fought.


Standing before her, Walker was ready for war. For tears and fists. Anger. But if all that was there, it was coming later.


For now, Eve hugged him. Tight. Silent.


He’d always loved that about her: no matter what happened, she knew what to say, and what not to say. They stood together, embracing, until McCorkell tapped Walker on the shoulder.


‘We’ve just had word,’ McCorkell said, moving into Walker’s line of sight over the top of Eve’s head. ‘We know where he is.’


From the tone, the poise, Walker knew what McCorkell meant before he elaborated.


‘We’ve found your father.’
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‘He’s in the UK,’ Special Agent Hutchinson said to his boss, Bill McCorkell. ‘That’s David Walker, right there.’


Walker looked over the photographs.


The four of them – Walker, McCorkell, Hutchinson and Special Agent Fiona Somerville – sat in an office of the FBI’s New York Field Office. Eve sat at a desk outside the glass-walled office, waiting. The Lower Manhattan office building was a shared federal government space, and staffers milled about, looking busy.


Fair enough, thought Walker. They’d almost lost a VP on their turf just a few days back. The same day that Walker had heard from his father.


‘Near Hereford,’ Hutchinson said, showing a map on his iPad. ‘West Midlands, near the Welsh border.’


‘I know the place,’ Walker said. He looked at the long-lens shot of the man who had raised him. The man he hardly knew. ‘I spoke at the SAS once. My father did too, several times.’


‘So he had friends there,’ Somerville said.


‘Probably. None I recall, no names,’ Walker said. He stared blankly, remembering the place. ‘Hell, as a teenager I went with him on one of his trips and we fished the Wye together. How’d we get these photos?’


‘British intel, about two weeks back,’ Hutchinson said. The FBI man used a pencil to itch at his bandaged arm. ‘They’re investigating someone he was seen with.’


‘Why?’


‘We’re not sure yet,’ Hutchinson replied, as he brought up a satellite map on a large screen. ‘The call that your father made to you at the New York Stock Exchange? It came from a location not far from the barracks.’ He zoomed in on a dot on a tiny road at the centre of a cluster of small buildings. ‘It came from a landline phone in this tavern.’


‘That call was made three days ago,’ Walker said. ‘He won’t still be in the area. The trail’s long dead. He’ll be gone. He’s good at disappearing.’


‘I’ve just run his image through TrapWire and Scotland Yard’s CCTV program,’ Somerville said. ‘He’s come up four times over the past six months, all within fifty klicks of that tavern.’


Walker studied the images that Hutchinson had brought up on the screen. A couple were grainy and blurred, taken from ATM cameras. Another showed his father in the background of someone’s Facebook photo. The last was a grab from a CCTV camera in a shop – in this last one the subject was looking directly up at it, as though he knew he’d been caught out.


‘That last one,’ Walker said. ‘Where’s that?’


‘A gas station, just on the outskirts of Hereford on that same road headed to our tavern, soon after he called you,’ Somerville said, checking the surveillance notes. ‘Later that night it was robbed. All on-site stored footage was taken but this had been backed up off-site to the security company.’


‘Does all that sound like the actions of a guy leaving the area?’ McCorkell said to Walker. ‘He’s still there.’


‘Covering his tracks …’ Walker said, seeing his father’s eyes for the first time in a long while. He looked over to Eve, silent, present, but not taking it in, as though the reappearance of yet another dead Walker was one revelation too many. ‘You think he’s been there for the last six months?’


‘At least,’ Hutchinson said.


‘Seems he’s made it something of a home base,’ Somerville said. ‘He could be running Zodiac from there.’


‘We don’t know his involvement in that,’ McCorkell said.


‘Yeah, well he did have contacts there,’ Walker said. ‘He had a hand in the psych training and debriefing of SAS guys, since at least the Falklands.’


‘No-one you remember?’ Hutchinson asked, cradling his bandaged arm. ‘Anyone there particularly close to your father?’


‘Nope,’ Walker said, thinking back. ‘But he had a few friends there, I’m sure. He’d go there every few years. They’d be drinking buddies and the like. Not close.’


‘Close enough to work with,’ Somerville said. ‘Then, and now.’


Walker nodded.


‘You got dates for those trips?’ Somerville asked. ‘I can get British Ministry of Defence personnel records to match, go through them.’


‘Maybe,’ Walker said, nodding. ‘But this is the SAS we’re talking about – whether serving or former, they’re not going to lay out the red carpet for a group of outsiders to look into their people’s whereabouts.’


‘Worth a shot,’ McCorkell said. ‘Let’s see where we can get.’


Somerville nodded.


‘Why haven’t we heard about this sooner?’ Walker said. ‘Why didn’t his presence, plus the fact that MI5 are looking into him too, flag something months ago?’


‘We’re still waiting on answers to that too,’ Hutchinson said. ‘Brits are dragging their feet in cooperating – we don’t know who they’re surveilling, or why.’


‘But we’re working on it,’ McCorkell said, looking to Walker as he spoke.


‘I just can’t imagine him being in a place like that,’ Walker said, ‘a place people might recognise him, when he’s playing the dead man.’


‘He’s hiding in plain sight,’ Somerville said. ‘It worked for you for near-on a year.’


‘Yeah, but I was trying to stop a terrorist attack,’ Walker said, ‘not playing a part in it.’


‘You really think he’s a part of this, don’t you?’ McCorkell said, matter-of-fact.


Walker remained silent.


‘At any rate,’ Somerville said, filling the silence, ‘no-one’s been looking for David Walker until now.’


‘News travels fast, even over the pond,’ Walker said. ‘They’d have known he was supposed to be dead.’


‘So, he’s staying off the grid over there,’ Hutchinson said. ‘Maybe only a local friend or two know of his resurrection.’


Walker shook his head. ‘It’s not like him. He’s too smart, and being over there seems too risky.’


‘He’s there because of something he needs,’ Hutchinson said. ‘Protection. Connections. Something.’


‘Maybe he’s retired there,’ McCorkell said, leaning back and sipping a steaming tea. ‘For the fishing.’


‘Right,’ Walker said, deadpan. ‘You think he faked his death, had a hand in a terrorist attack on US soil, knew of an internal CIA takeover and an attempt on the Vice-President’s life – all from a tavern in rural England?’


McCorkell shrugged.


‘You’re a pro at this, right?’ Walker chided.


McCorkell feigned indifference. Walker looked from him to Hutchinson, then to Somerville. The three of them watched him. Waiting. For an answer. An answer they’d been waiting to hear for three days.


‘Look, Walker, this, with your father. It’s a lead,’ Somerville said. ‘The best lead we’ve got to break into the Zodiac terror network. And we’re going to check it out. With or without you.’


‘So tell us,’ Hutchinson said. ‘Are you in?’


Walker looked from the UN intelligence team to the larger office beyond the glass wall. Eve sat there. She was looking at him. Her eyes showed nothing.


Walker nodded. ‘I’m in.’
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‘Nine years ago,’ Walker said, looking through the car’s windscreen at the English town. ‘That’s when I spoke here, after my first tour of Afghanistan.’


‘For the CIA?’ Somerville asked.


‘No, before that,’ Walker said.


‘When you were Air Force?’ Somerville asked.


Walker nodded.


‘I still don’t get how the Air Force has boots-on-the-ground frontline guys,’ she said. ‘Airplanes, airbases, the Pentagon, sure. But humping around in the mountains with SEALs and Delta?’


‘Someone has to have the brains in those Special Forces teams,’ Walker replied.


McCorkell and Hutchinson rode in the back of the hire car, a Land Rover Discovery. Bill McCorkell was not a field man. Never had been. Just past sixty, he’d spent a lifetime as an intelligence and international-affairs expert, rising to the post of National Security Advisor to presidents from both sides of politics. His current role was driving a specialist UN desk, from which he ran a small team of multinational investigators in the field and reported directly to the Secretary-General. The intelligence outfit was known simply as Room 360, named after its office number in the United Nations building in Vienna, and its members were sequestered from the world’s best intelligence and law-enforcement agencies.


Walker watched the familiar streets slip by. On the flight here, plans had been made. He and Somerville would check out the tavern. McCorkell and Hutchinson would visit SAS headquarters, Hereford, to see if any old-timers had had contact with David Walker, the dead man.


Andrew Hutchinson was lead investigator and, like Somerville, was on loan to the UN from the FBI. Just a few days earlier, in the events leading up to the terrorist attack at the New York Stock Exchange, he’d been badly wounded. Walker glanced back at the guy. He had a lot to be thankful to him for – the lawman had saved Eve’s life, and because of this his face was a mask of green and purple bruising, and his arm was in a sling.


Walker would not forget that.


And he would not forget Eve, who was now in temporary witness protection courtesy of the FBI. In Maine; that’s all Walker knew.


The English town slipped by. The trees were losing the last of their leaves. The sky was one big cloud of grey.


Whatever happened here, there would be tomorrows with Eve. Maybe not like those yesterdays, but at the very least, there would be closure. Answers. Discussions. Decisions made. Progress. For more than a year he’d been thinking about it, about her, never finding the courage to make the first move, allowing her to believe he was dead, always justifying his actions as a form of protecting her while completing his mission.


‘This is us,’ McCorkell said from the back seat.


Somerville took the exit to the old RAF base, drove up to the guardhouse and stopped. The two men in the back got out.


‘Keep in touch,’ McCorkell said as he departed, Hutchinson close behind him.


Somerville nodded. Walker remained silent.


She drove back to town, tapping the sat-nav to take them to the tavern on the B-road.
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The Boar and Thistle was some twenty minutes’ drive west of Hereford.


There were four cars in the gravel car park: two rentals and a couple of locals.


Walker stood by their parked car and looked around. Twelve houses in view, all well-kept stone cottages. Dark stone, white-trimmed windows. Gardens set up with precision and allowed to overgrow just so. The road through was two-lane blacktop; cars, trucks and vans passed at an average rate of one every fifteen seconds or so. It was just after midday. The sky was darkening. A typical Midlands affair, the lot of it.


‘You coming?’ Somerville asked.


‘That’s what she said,’ Walker replied, walking towards the FBI agent who stood waiting by the front door. ‘Trading to thirsty travellers since 1514’ was stencilled inside the entrance. Somerville had a hand on her hip, her jacket open, revealing where her side-arm would have been back in the US. Her bobbed blonde hair was tucked behind her ear against the wind. She dressed well, for a Fed.


Somerville said, ‘What’s what she said?’


‘Joke.’


‘Oh. I didn’t know you had a sense of humour.’


‘I don’t,’ Walker said, opening the door.
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McCorkell looked across the desk at the SAS Squadron Commander, a Brigadier Smith.


‘UN?’ the Brigadier said, looking at McCorkell’s card. ‘Are you guys still around?’


‘Our pay cheques say so,’ Hutchinson replied. He and McCorkell were seated across the 1980s-era laminate desk.


‘We need your help on finding this guy,’ McCorkell said. They would have preferred to meet with the man at the top, a Major-General in charge of the regiment, but he was away. ‘Never mess with the man in the middle’, was one of McCorkell’s mottos, and it had served him well in cutting through bureaucracy. He suspected that they would not get far here.


‘And which guy would that be?’ the Brigidier said.


‘David Walker,’ Hutchinson said, fumbling with his iPad with one hand as he showed the Brigadier the recent picture of David Walker. ‘We checked records. You were here when he was.’


‘Yes, I remember him. Walker. Yank. Intel expert, anti-terror specialist. Academic and policy man from DC.’


‘That’s right,’ Hutchinson said. ‘When did you last see him?’


‘And where?’ McCorkell said.


‘Years ago. Here, on base.’


‘What can you remember?’ Hutchinson asked.


‘Well, let’s see. I was a lieutenant then, just over from the paras. He spoke to us during the first Gulf War, the week before we deployed, about what to expect to extract from prisoners – should we take any.’


‘Right,’ Hutchinson said. ‘And you’re sure you haven’t seen him since?’


‘Yes.’ The Brigidier passed back the iPad. ‘Why the interest?’


‘He’s dead and buried back home, full honours and mourning,’ McCorkell said. ‘But he’s been seen around here over the past few months.’


‘Oh?’ The Brigadier leaned back. ‘You’re sure?’


‘Certain.’ Hutchinson tapped on the iPad screen and brought up an image of the Boar and Thistle, which showed the front of the building and a couple of guys in the background, and passed it back.


The photo stirred something in the Brigadier. He stared at his desk, then said, ‘Come with me. There’s something I’d like to show you.’
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Walker took in his surroundings within seconds.


The publican was a no-nonsense man who had served in the military. The publican saw Walker too and probably figured the same.


Three groups of people sat eating at tables; two were clearly tourists from the rental cars outside, and the other was locals.


Five people sat on stools at the bar, drinking. Three were inconsequential. Two were of interest. Also ex-military. Walker recognised one from the picture of his father taken here.


Walker ordered a pint of dark ale and turned to his colleague. ‘Drink?’


Somerville paused a beat, then said, ‘Cabernet.’


‘And a glass of red,’ Walker said to the publican, who went about the task with a laconic proficiency, placed the drinks on the mahogany bar and said, ‘That all?’


‘And a question,’ Walker said, handing over a twenty and producing the photo of his father. ‘Have you seen this guy in here?’


The publican’s eyes shifted from Walker’s to the pic and lingered a bit, then he said, ‘Nope.’


Walker nodded.


The publican went back to his other patrons at the bar. The two ex-military types.


Walker picked up his drink, looked at Somerville and sipped.


‘He’s lying,’ Somerville said, watching the publican keep busy.


‘Yeah …’ Walker said, placing his half-empty pint on the bar. ‘That’s all right. These boys will help us.’


Somerville looked up at him.


Walker felt a tap on his shoulder. He held Somerville’s eye briefly and then turned. The two men from the bar. Each well on the other side of forty, each shorter than Walker but wiry with lean muscle. Former SAS men, or close to it. A lifetime of keeping fit the hard way, their former occupation’s hazard writ large in their bones and joints and expressions and scars.


‘We heard you’re looking for someone,’ the tapper said to Walker. He was the guy he recognised from the photo.


‘Sure,’ Walker said. He slid the photo of his father from the bar and held it next to his face. He was unsure whether the familial traits would be evident to the two guys. The first man stood two yards from him, the second just a yard behind his comrade’s right shoulder, the bar to their left. Both wore khakis with flannel shirts and light jackets. Unshaven, hair a little unkempt, just as they would have looked back in their SAS regiment days.


‘What’s it to you?’ he said, looking at Walker.


‘I need to find him.’


‘Well then, you got a problem, mate,’ the tapper said to Walker.


‘Oh?’ Walker replied.


‘That wasn’t a question,’ he said to Walker, and took half a pace forward. ‘I said, you got a problem.’


‘How you figure that?’ Walker replied. He relaxed his shoulders, let his arms hang loose by his sides, kept his body weight at the front of his feet.


‘You’re in a tight community here, lad,’ the guy behind the tapper said. He looked ten years older than Walker but showed no obvious sign of diminished skill in unarmed combat. ‘We look after our friends, including that guy you’re after – who, by the way, doesn’t want to be disturbed. So, best you leave then.’


‘On your way, mate.’


‘Yeah,’ Walker said, putting his drink down, his head tilted slightly to the left. ‘About that …’
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‘Some time in the past six months we had a break-in, to our archival armoury,’ the Brigadier explained as they walked across a green grass field, dotted with small hillocks. ‘Though we didn’t know it at the time.’


‘Didn’t know?’ Hutchinson said.


‘It gets audited just twice a year, so there’s a six-month window.’


Hutchinson asked, ‘When was the last audit?’


‘Not four weeks ago. That’s when this was reported as missing.’ They stopped at a metal door where three uniformed soldiers were busily stacking crates inside the earth-covered storage bunker. He handed an inventory to the Brigadier.


McCorkell looked over the list, and Hutchinson read over his shoulder. Twelve Browning Hi Power pistols. Four MP5Ks. Two crates of ammunition totalling a thousand 9-millimetre rounds. And a box of thirty way-out-of-date flash-bang grenades.


‘How do flash-bangs go out of date?’ McCorkell asked.


‘Corrosion,’ the quartermaster replied with a shrug. ‘It’s rubbish, though. They work just fine for at least twenty years; I’ve seen it myself. The company just wants to sell more to the MoD, and we’re not allowed to use the old ones in case one does go wrong.’


‘This is enough firepower to start a war,’ Hutchinson said.


‘It certainly is,’ the Brigadier replied. ‘And there was a crate of C4 too, we think.’


‘You think?’


‘That stuff goes boom all the time; it’s hard to keep track of exactly how much the lads use.’


‘Someone broke in here?’ Hutchinson said, looking around the armoury. Two corporals and a sergeant looked pissed at the two American suits poking around in their den.


‘Not on your life,’ the Brigidier replied. ‘The archival storage is in another above-ground bunker the other side of the base. Reinforced concrete with a hundred tons of earth all around, dating back to the war. One door is made of three inches of hardened steel from when battleships were a thing. A modern combination lock that’s got a whiz-bang security guarantee.’


‘Inside job,’ Hutchinson said.


The Brigadier nodded. ‘It’s happened before. Those pictures you showed me? There’s another guy in one of them. In the background. He used to work here. Real bastard, or SOB as you might call him.’


‘I’ll need everything you know about him,’ Hutchinson said.


‘Right,’ the Brigadier said.


McCorkell watched the three other soldiers keep themselves busy as their boss explained the theft, full of silent professional fury at whoever had committed the crime.


Hutchinson said, ‘You don’t change the locking code?’


‘Not as often as we should have,’ the Brigadier replied. ‘Remedied, by the by.’


‘What’s the relevance for us?’ McCorkell asked. ‘There’s no way our man had that combination.’


‘That’s right,’ the Brigadier said. ‘But if your man is up to no good around these parts, then he’s had a hand in this.’


‘How’d you figure?’ Hutchinson asked.


‘Because,’ the Brigadier said, ‘I know for a fact that the geezer who once stood in my shoes knew that man. And he’s the one in that photo of yours.’
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The previous commander of Hereford’s Sabre Squadron HQ element didn’t live long beyond his current incumbent’s mention. Not because Walker wanted to kill him, but the fact was, when guys like this entered into combat, armed or not, it was for keeps.


He moved at Walker. Fast, for an older guy, but Walker didn’t let him near. He was smaller than Walker, an in-fighter who wanted to move in close and negate Walker’s advantages of size, reach and relative youth.


Stepping aside, Walker let the guy propel towards him but kept him at arm’s distance.


The guy kept on his toes, a well-honed fighting stance, manoeuvrable. He lunged to the right for a grapple hold, which Walker twisted out of, grabbing a wrist. That was the first move of the fight. Time enough for the other man to react, to start moving. But Walker calculated he was a second from joining the fight.


And a second was all he needed.


And a second was all the former SAS man had.


Walker raised his boot and stamped down on the guy’s kneecap. A swift stomping motion, the heel of his boot carrying a few g’s of force. He heard rather than felt the cartilage crunching and bone breaking and ligaments sheering off. That was the first half of the movement, the first half-second.


As the guy reeled, rocking instinctively back and away from the pain as the leg gave out, Walker, with a vice-like grip on the man’s wrist, twisted. Not to break bones in the arm or hand. To break his neck.


In two movements, Walker pivoted his opponent around so that his back was to Walker’s chest, and he wrapped his free hand around the guy’s neck and twisted. Like taking the top off a bottle. The man’s head might not have pulled off, but the life fell from him before his body hit the floor.


Somerville was moving by Walker, a blur of motion.


Walker only had eyes for the threat ahead.


The other man had used those two seconds of mayhem to move a pace towards Walker while drawing a Browning Hi Power. The pistol was still being brought to aim as he flinched past his falling mate.


Somerville was still a blur at the edge of Walker’s peripherals, moving fast to his aid, but he beat her to the action.


Walker’s first movement was to control the gun-hand. Both his hands connected with it and the pistol went off. The Hi Power was chambered for the standard 9-millimetre round, but close up in the confines of the five-hundred-year-old stone tavern, it was loud.


The SAS man had the smarts to improvise and adapt on the fly. Now close in, he attempted to head-butt Walker, but because he was a good six inches shorter than Walker, the move was nullified when Walker rocked up on his toes and the blow landed on his chest rather than his bottom jaw. A hard head meeting dense pectorals. Call it a draw.


Holding the man’s wrists in his large hands, Walker brought them down, pulling them together and raising his knee. On impact with the forearms, one elbow popped out of its joint, the wrist of the other arm snapping in two places. The pistol clattered to the floor. Somerville went for it. Walker let go and elbowed the guy in the face. The man was knocked backwards a step from the kinetic force of the blow reverberating through his body. Walker caught up with him as he charged. Walker went with the force and fell backwards, the guy’s head in the crook of his arm. Walker fell flat on his back, restraining his opponent in a tight embrace. The sound of the top of the guy’s head hitting the flagstone floor was like that of a coconut cracking.


Lights out.


Walker stood.


Somerville held the Browning loose in her hands and shook her head at the barman, who held a cricket bat in his hands.


She said out the corner of her mouth, ‘Is he …’


‘Unconscious,’ Walker said.


The barman tried to say something to Walker but no words came out, just an opening and closing of his mouth as he attempted to process the few seconds of action he’d just witnessed.


‘Let’s go check their car,’ Walker said, taking a set of Land Rover keys and stepping over the bodies.
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‘We’ve got news,’ Hutchinson said, putting his cell phone on speaker for the benefit of McCorkell. ‘Your old man’s been under surveillance by MI5 as it’s in connection with the activities of four former regiment members.’


‘Three,’ Walker corrected. ‘One has left the scene, and another will be in a neck-brace for a few months.’


‘What?’


‘Tell your buddies at MI5 to check out the Boar and Thistle. Tell them there’s no rush, and to bring a hearse big enough to carry a former regiment member, along with an ambulance for a guy with a busted head.’


McCorkell was silent.


‘We’re headed to you now,’ Hutchinson said. ‘Borrowed an MoD vehicle. We’re thirty minutes out.’


Somerville asked, ‘Why has Five been watching them?’


‘Suspected theft of some military hardware, for a start,’ Hutchinson said.


McCorkell added, ‘Small arms.’


‘Why would MI5 investigate something like that?’ Somerville asked. ‘It’s a military police issue, surely.’


‘The MPs got nowhere on it. And, well, it’s Special Forces we’re talking about. It’s like, who watches the Watchmen?’


‘What?’ Somerville said.


‘Comic-book reference,’ Hutchinson said. ‘It’s like saying, who polices Batman? In this case, the MoD probably reached out to MI5 for help.’


Walker said, ‘Did you tell them this might be connected to what went down in New York?’


‘You bet,’ McCorkell replied. ‘That got us our audience.’


‘I’m still unsure about the MI5 connection,’ Somerville said. ‘It’s not right.’


‘They deal with domestic security,’ McCorkell said. ‘They might be looking at these guys as an emerging terrorist outfit. Their Terrorist Act of 2000 gives them a lot of sway. At any rate, we’ll know more soon.’


Somerville asked, ‘Did they give you a location on these guys?’


‘It’s a farmhouse,’ Hutchinson said. ‘Welsh coast.’


‘Burnley Drive,’ Walker said.


After a brief pause, McCorkell asked, ‘One of the guys at the tavern talked?’


‘Field map in their car,’ replied Walker. ‘Along with a piece of mail.’


McCorkell paused. ‘Walker, you can’t operate like this. I can’t protect you, legally, not like this.’


‘They started it,’ Walker said. ‘I was just trying to enjoy a pint.’


‘It’s true,’ Somerville said. ‘Well, the they started it bit. They instigated the violence. One drew a firearm. It was us or them.’


‘Walker, they’re well armed,’ Hutchinson warned. ‘Don’t approach this house alone. We can get a crew in. Liaise with MI5. Be there by nightfall.’


Walker remained silent.


‘But Five aren’t talking to you,’ Somerville said.


‘It’s political,’ McCorkell said. ‘I’m pulling strings. We’ll have answers within the hour.’


Silence fell between the four people in the two cars. Walker thought, We won’t have an hour – let alone nightfall. That publican will contact the farmhouse. If my father’s there, he will be warned – and he’ll be gone, and those other SAS guys will be lying in wait.


‘Whatever it is you find out,’ Walker said, ‘tell them to send another crew to that farmhouse. Tell them to bring a hearse. Biggest one they’ve got.’
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Walker stood in the tree line, watching the farmhouse through the only worthwhile equipment taken from the SAS men’s vehicle: a small set of binoculars, about as far removed from military spec as you could get. The sun was an hour off setting. The farmhouse had whitewashed stone walls, a grey slate roof, gabled windows. The building was elevated, open terrain dotted with sheep wrapping around the house for a good 450 yards, creating a killing field all around; might as well have been a moat around a castle. Neither Walker nor Somerville had weapons besides the Browning loaded with twelve 9-millimetre rounds – good for in-close use only. Walker surveilled the scene, slowly raking his binoculars from side to side. No strong tactical options appeared.


‘You think they’re in there?’ asked Somerville.


‘That’s the place,’ Walker said, staring hard at the house. Had they received word? Was David Walker there? In just under three days, Walker had thought of the man less and less as his father and more and more as an adversary. ‘And someone’s home.’


‘What if your father’s in there?’


‘I hope he is.’


‘What then?’


Walker paused, his hands tight on the binoculars. ‘Then I’ll talk to him.’


Somerville watched him for a moment before speaking. ‘Just like that?’


Walker nodded.


‘You have a plan?’ she asked.


‘You stay here,’ Walker said, passing her the glasses. ‘Observe, and report to McCorkell and Hutch when they get on scene.’


‘And you?’


Walker looked to the south. Another farmhouse stood half a mile away, on an unsealed driveway off Burnley Drive. Smoke rose from the chimney. A time-weary tractor and a 1960s Land Rover short wheelbase were parked near a small iron-roofed barn.


Walker said, ‘I’m going hunting.’
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‘Walker’s reckless,’ Hutchinson said as McCorkell drove. ‘Too gung-ho. He should wait for back-up.’


‘He’s worked with the best operators in the world. Hell, he trained them. He knows what he’s doing.’


‘That was, what, ten years ago?’


‘He wasn’t exactly relaxing on a beach those ten years after the military. He spent them at CIA’s pointy end.’


Hutchinson looked out the window but didn’t notice the scenery. He was aware of the very real prospect of Walker heading into that farmhouse, alone, putting himself in a position where this – their only lead into the Zodiac program – would be lost. ‘Look, Walker’s been on the outer for over a year. He’s not as capable as he – as you – think he is. He’s not a surgical instrument anymore. He’s a wrecking ball. We need these guys alive. Especially his father. We’re talking about twelve major terrorist attacks that can be prevented, but only if we do this right.’


McCorkell thought for a moment, just the sound of the engine and tyre roar. ‘You might be right, about Walker’s capabilities. But these guys have been out a long time too. And this is his father we’re talking about. Walker won’t jeopardise the long-term mission.’


‘You trust him too much.’


McCorkell was silent.
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Walker followed the road at a slow jog. His boots loud on the crushed granite that formed the surface but the strong wind blew the noise away. The land here was green, the sky now a darker shade of grey, the sun all oranges and yellows where it broke through the horizon.


The neighbouring farmhouse was distinguishable for the work it did: sheep, hay, grains. To the west a field of knee-high barley whispered in the wind. A hundred yards out a dog barked. Walker hurdled the stone fence and quickened his step, moving low through the barley at a run. He approached with the sun at his back, not that it served any useful purpose of concealment in this moment. Gulls spooked and squawked as he hit the open ground towards the barn. He could smell the sea.


He stopped dead twenty yards from the barn. The dog was there, some kind of long-eared hound, but that wasn’t what stopped him.


It was the shotgun that gave Walker pause. Double-barrel, over and under. Old but well maintained. Like the hands that held it.


The holder was a woman in her eighties. Short wiry grey hair, a face creased like a griddle pan, her frame maybe a hundred pounds when wet.


‘Ma’am,’ Walker said, standing to his full height and raising his open hands above his shoulders. The gun was steady in her hands, like she’d learned to hold it seventy years ago to take care of foxes and hares, and had not missed a day’s shooting since. ‘I don’t mean to bother you.’


She looked at him, and heard him. The American accent made her waver. His black jeans and dark blue T-shirt. His tan. Not all of it foreign to these parts but the sum of it different enough to give her pause.


‘What are you doing out here?’ she asked. She looked up in the direction of the road, as though expecting to see a car.


‘Looking,’ Walker said, a smile forming to ease the moment. ‘I’m a scout. For a film crew.’


‘Film?’ The gun lowered a little. ‘Hollywood?’


‘That’s right,’ Walker said, lowering his hands and taking a few steps towards the woman. ‘Hollywood. They think this area could be the next Middle Earth. Or Narnia. I’m here to see for myself. I’ll be on my way, though, if you like. No need to point guns and all.’


The woman looked at Walker for a long moment and then pointed the barrels to the ground.


‘I suppose you can come in for a cuppa,’ she said, and turned her stooped frame that had stood against many a gale and ushered Walker inside. ‘I do like the movies.’
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‘He’s gone to a neighbour’s house,’ Somerville said into her phone. ‘Another farm that I can see from here.’


‘What for?’ McCorkell replied over his car’s hands-free speaker system.


‘He said he was hunting.’


There was a murmur that Somerville couldn’t make out, then Hutchinson said aloud, ‘He’s after a weapon. A rifle. And maybe some intelligence on the target building.’


‘How far out are you guys?’ Somerville asked.


McCorkell said, ‘Thirty minutes.’


Somerville said, ‘Better hurry.’


Hutchinson said, ‘You ain’t kidding.’


Somerville lowered the binoculars, knowing the tone. ‘What is it?’


‘MI5,’ McCorkell said. ‘We just heard back, and they’re not taking chances with us crashing their surveillance op. They’re on their way with a team of heavy hitters to apprehend everyone there.’


‘Did they give you any answers?’ Somerville asked.


‘Not yet. But Walker better either hurry or stay out of the way.’


‘You’re on the road, you’ll be ahead of them,’ Somerville said. ‘We can help Walker when you get here.’


‘No,’ McCorkell said. ‘The MI5 crew won’t be taking the road.’
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‘Thanks,’ Walker said, taking the chipped blue enamel mug of steaming tea. He sat in a chair opposite his host.


‘So, you’re American,’ the woman said. Her name was Doris. She had a friendly face, when not sighted down the barrel of a gun. ‘I do like Americans. We had some stationed here during the war. Army Air Corps. Fourteenth Ordnance Battalion. A couple of field hospitals.’


Walker smiled. Sharp mind. Doris wouldn’t miss much.


‘Many neighbours about?’ he asked.


Doris paused, said, ‘No, not for miles.’


‘What about the house to the north?’


Doris looked a little uneasy. ‘Best you leave that place be.’


‘Haunted?’


Doris shook her head.


Walker looked around. Books neatly lined on the shelves. The newspaper open on the table, the crossword completed. By the window facing the farmhouse sat an old pair of field glasses, better than the tiny binoculars he’d used earlier. Old enough to have been passed out to militia during the war to search the skies and fields for Nazis.


‘Bird watching?’ Walker asked, seeing that Doris’s gaze followed his around the room.


Doris didn’t respond.


Walker, a little forward, asked, ‘Who do you see out there?’


She looked at him. ‘Who do you think I see?’


‘Men. Five of them. In the neighbouring house.’


Doris nodded, said, ‘Do you know them?’


‘No. Well, one of them. Do you know them?’


‘No.’ She watched him silently, the only sounds the crackle of the wood stove, the wind in the eaves and window frame. ‘Why don’t you tell me why you’re really here?’


Walker saw the look in Doris’s eyes. Canny. Calculating. Cautious. ‘I don’t look like a movie guy?’


‘No more than I look like Ava Gardner.’


‘Maybe you did, twenty years ago.’


‘Don’t you be cute.’ She looked deliberately to the shotgun leaning next to the front door.


Walker liked the old bird.


‘You were a soldier,’ she said. ‘Just like those men next door. But you’re not with them, are you?’


‘No ma’am,’ Walker said. ‘But I am here because of them.’


Doris was silent, watchful.


‘I think they’re up to no good,’ Walker said. ‘What do you think?’ 

‘I think the same.’


Walker sat forward, said, ‘I came here, to your farm, because I was hoping I might be able to sneak in and borrow an old rifle.’


‘But instead,’ Doris said, pausing to sip her tea, her gaze not leaving his, ‘you found an old bird.’


‘Yep. And I bet I won the jackpot.’
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MI5 had its own paramilitary wing, and they weren’t using the road. Based just next to Heathrow, when they got the call to move, they moved. Fast.


Six men, armed with the latest generation Heckler & Koch UMP submachine guns, aboard a charcoal-coloured AgustaWestland A109 helicopter.


They headed south-west at a cruising speed of 155 miles per hour. Their orders were clear: capture and detain any and all that they found. They knew that the targets were armed and dangerous. Deadly force was authorised.
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Doris turned out to be a goldmine of information.


The house had been empty for a decade, and when the new tenants arrived they came in a couple of Land Rovers, nothing more. No furniture-movers, no truck full of domestic necessities. Four men. Ex-soldiers, like the tough and lean types she’d seen around Hereford, only these four, who had become her neighbours, were all old sergeants or warrant officers who’d retired.


At first she thought the MoD might be setting up a top-secret post, some kind of off-the-books site that traded in specialist training. Or, maybe it was going to be one of those places that trained movie stars how to hold guns and roll around in the mud. But no-one else came. No-one, except, during one gale-force winter afternoon when she was repairing some missing slate tiles, one more man.


This man was different. He was older, not her age but splitting the difference between her and the initial four: call him mid-sixties. He was tall, with an athletic build that had softened over decades of office work. He wore a suit the day he arrived, but never since. He dressed differently from the others. He wore jeans; they wore khakis. He wore plain blue button-down cotton shirts; they wore prints and tartans. He stayed in or near the house, leaving perhaps once a month; they went out daily.


Walker showed Doris the same photo he’d shown at the pub. Doris looked at it, then at Walker, and made the connection.


‘So, what do you want with your father?’ she asked. Her eyes twinkled with cunning – this was the type of lady who’d finish the cryptic crossword while watching a BBC whodunit. ‘Is this about the Army?’


‘No,’ Walker said. ‘Not really. It’s hard to explain.’


‘But it’s important that you go over there. With a rifle.’


‘Vital.’


Doris nodded.
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Hutchinson drove hard, the Army’s Ford Focus bouncing across the country road as they raced towards the farmhouse.


‘Say we do get there before the MI5 crew,’ he said to his boss. ‘Then what?’


‘We take Walker Senior in,’ replied McCorkell.


‘How?’


McCorkell paused as he slowed for a tight corner, said, ‘Put him in the boot, get to a safe place, question him.’


‘Those ex-SAS guys are armed to the teeth.’


‘Walker will have sourced a rifle or gun – you said so.’


‘And, what, he’s going to take out these other two SAS guys and grab his father in the next, oh, twenty minutes?’


‘I doubt it,’ McCorkell said, his voice hard. ‘If Walker’s already on the move, it’ll start and finish well before we get there.’
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Walker moved towards the whitewashed house in a crouched run. For a man measuring six foot three and 230 pounds, he moved fast and quiet. Training. And application. Nothing sharpened the training like application under fire, and Walker had been through plenty enough of it to know to keep his head down, to stay alert, to expect the unexpected.


He paused to listen. All quiet.


He continued on.


The Holland & Holland shotgun in his hands – 20-gauge, under-over, twin triggers – was well used and well maintained for a working gun from a farm. Snapping the breech open had revealed the mechanism to be smooth and oiled. The top shell would eject clear, while the bottom caught a little due to a gouge in the breech. A defect like that was important to know about because the removal of the spent bottom shell and subsequent reload would add a second to any engagement. Walker had twelve shells in his jacket pocket and two in the gun.


Up against two ex-SAS guys with automatic weapons.


Not ideal.


The tall grass from the road provided visual cover during his approach. Ahead, the white house had four windows at the front – two downstairs, two up top – and Walker noted lights on in the right-hand window on each level. The wind was behind him. Soon he would reach the clearing in front of the house, where he would be exposed for the final leg of his approach. He could do nothing about that. The longer he waited, the more chance the occupants would receive word from either their surviving compatriot at the Boar and Thistle or the publican that there was a guy out there asking about them.


The house was 150 yards away. Walker paused at a hundred; barely fifty yards of cover remained ahead. He spotted Somerville’s position concealed behind the pines; she wasn’t visible from the house but Walker could see a glint off the car’s roof from his location, caught by the dull low sun.


He pushed on. Fifty yards. His cover ended. All low-cut grass and gravel drive from here.


The kill zone.


He stopped. Waited. Watched.


Still no movement in the house. The windows to Walker’s right were still lit from inside. The front door looked old but sturdy, solid timber, weathered as grey as Doris’s hair.


Movement – the bottom window, this time on the left. Another light came on. A curtain moved as someone brushed by it. A man. Not his father. One of the ex-SAS guys, moving slowly, no urgency.


Walker looked around a final time as he readied for the dash ahead. The sun was low; he had perhaps twenty minutes before it dipped below the line of pine trees to the west. There was no sound but the wind in the barley. Like a calm surf washing ashore.


Then, a noise. Loud, distinct, sudden. A pistol shot. To the east. The Browning. Somerville.
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Walker ran for the white house.


Again he saw movement behind that downstairs curtain – the ex-SAS guy.


Walker shouldered the shotgun and let off two rounds through the window, maintaining his forward momentum and speed as he broke the breech and ejected the stuck round and reloaded two more.


BRRR BRRR.


Two triple taps from an MP5K rippled through the air by him. The sound of the six 9-millimetre rapid-fire bullets was terrifying to anyone on the other end of it, and Walker was no different. But his best option was to push on with the assault. He hit the front wall of the house, next to the door, and listened.


The submachine-gun fire had come from the upstairs window. Walker looked up just as the gunman leaned out to clock him. The fourth man.


Walker raised the shotgun, fired twice.


By the time the man had hit the ground, Walker had reloaded and tried the front door. Locked.


Walker let off a blast through the door’s handle and lock. He kicked the timber in and rushed the room, shotgun training to the open space on the right. No-one there.


He rushed up the stairs, the shotgun leading, his eye trained down the barrel, a single round in the chamber. At the top of the stairs he came to a landing, a hallway running off in each direction. Four doors, two on each side, all open. He went right.


At the open doorway he waited.


‘Jed?’ a dead man’s voice called. His father. ‘Come on in, Jed.’


Walker hesitated.


He scanned back towards the stairs. No sign of that final man. That was a worry.


‘I’m unarmed, Jed.’ His father’s voice was steady. ‘I knew you’d come sooner or later. So let’s talk.’


Walker broke the breech and turned the corner.
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Walker looked at his father, the bloodied nose, and spoke. ‘I’m not going to ask you again.’


Walker had dragged his father downstairs. Seated him in a chair. And the questioning had started. The bloodied nose came about when the older man had tried to chastise his son. Now, there was buzzing air between them, electric with possibility. Walker didn’t know how far he’d go to get the truth. And David Walker had moved from defiant to stunned.


‘Four. Five, including me,’ David Walker said.


‘How many in the house now?’


‘Two.’


‘Where’s the other guy?’


‘Other guy?’


‘I got one at the upstairs window. There’s no-one else upstairs. And there’s no-one down here. Where would he go?’


‘I – I don’t know. But the other two will be back soon.’


‘No,’ Walker retorted. ‘They won’t be coming back.’


His father met his eyes. All kinds of questions were writ there: What have you done? How did we get here? Where does this end?


‘That’s right,’ Walker said. ‘So, tell me what I need to know. About Zodiac. New York, the Stock Exchange – you had prior knowledge. Do you know all twelve attacks? The triggers? What’s next? Where?’


‘I don’t know.’


‘Bullshit.’


‘They’re cut-out cells. Terrorists, criminals, rogue agents.’


‘But you have a hand in it – you helped in creating it, right? This falls at your feet – this is on your head.’


David Walker dropped his eyes to the floor and let out a sigh. ‘Jed … You don’t want to know.’


‘Who’s running Zodiac?’


‘No-one runs it, Jed. It’s self-perpetuating. Like the sun – it’s going to burn on and on until it’s done.’


Walker paced, looked out the front window. The guy he’d clipped through the upstairs window had crawled halfway down the drive, a smear of blood in his wake, and collapsed. He turned to his father, said, ‘Who started it?’


Silence. Walker waited for an answer. When a minute passed and none came, he said, ‘You did?’


‘No,’ David Walker replied.


‘But?’


‘But it was an idea of mine. It came up in a think-tank, a working group, years ago. One of those Red Cell-type things; a whole range of different people together brainstorming worst-case and out-of-the-box scenarios so that the government and security agencies could form responses.’


‘And, what? Someone there took that idea of linked cells, each activating the other, and ran with it, years later?’


Walker Snr shrugged. Deflated.


‘Right,’ Walker said. ‘And then what? You had to fake your death to – to what? You didn’t try to stop that attack in New York.’


‘What makes you think I faked my death? It was listed as a heart attack at the White House, remember? You think I could have faked that, there?’


‘I think you had your heart attack, went to Walter Reed as reported, and there you were given a chance. A chance to go work for someone, to get Zodiac rolling?’


David Walker shook his head.


‘You were mad at your country, at the system,’ Walker went on. He’d thought about this for days. It felt good to say it. ‘They’d let you down. They’d busted me out of the Agency, but that was chicken feed. You knew all their secrets, all their lies, all the cover-ups and fuck-ups over the last forty years – and you finally snapped.’


‘No.’


‘Tell me otherwise. Set me straight.’


‘You can’t stop this,’ David Walker said. ‘That’s what’s so terrifying about it. Each action initiates the next. There’s no contact or communication between the cells, just the go signal.’


‘The signal being an attack.’


‘Or attempted attack – so long as it’s reported as such. Whenever that signal is received, the next begins. And it all started in New York, last week.’


‘And this was all your idea?’


‘In a sense.’


‘What are you doing here, with these guys?’


Walker Snr dropped his head.


‘Trying to stop it?’


‘Trying to survive,’ David Walker said.


‘I’m not buying.’ Walker waited for his father to meet his gaze, then said, ‘Why? Why you? Why like this?’


‘When I learned that Zodiac was a go, I had to do what I did. They would have killed us all, don’t you see? Me, your mother, you. All dead. I did what I had to do, to save the two of you.’


Walker held his father’s gaze and said, ‘How’d that turn out?’


David Walker was silent.


‘After New York we got intel from the CIA guy. A date and a location. You know what it pointed to?’


David Walker remained silent.


‘A town in Afghanistan. A US Navy SEAL safe house. Yesterday was the date. We got a warning through, but we were too late – it had happened earlier. Two SEALs were found there, killed. Assassinated,’ Walker said. ‘It was a secure compound, no-one knew they were there. And this morning, another SEAL was killed in Germany. Gunshot wound to the head, same as those in ’Stan. He was transferring home, had a couple days’ R&R, found dead in his hotel. At the same time, another was killed in his home in Florida. Exact same MO.’ Walker watched his father. He twitched. ‘SEALs are being killed. All of them from Team Six, the crew that went into Abbottabad. Tell me about it. Tell me what you know.’


David Walker said, ‘Sounds like an inside job to me.’
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Walker said again, ‘Tell me!’


‘Maybe they’re in the way,’ David Walker said. ‘Maybe it’s reprisal. Who knows?’


‘What do you know about these SEALs?’


Nothing.


Walker said, ‘Is it because of what they did in Abbottabad? This a reprisal for bin Laden?’


Still nothing.


‘Help me out.’


‘Let this go. You can’t stop it, Jed. And if you try, they will kill you.’


‘Who’s they?’


‘I don’t know.’


‘Who’s they!?’


‘The same people who took me, unconscious, from Walter Reed and dumped me in an apartment near JFK with nothing but an IV in my arm, a new passport and a wad of cash. Don’t you see? I’m not the puppet-master here, Jed. I’m a cog in the wheel, just like you.’


A minute passed as the two men watched each other in silence.


Then Walker spoke. ‘Someone will get the truth out of you. You know that.’


Silence.


‘The next guys to get here,’ Walker said. ‘MI5. They’ll take you to a black site. You know how this works. It’ll be some shit hole. They’ll work it all out of you. Everything you know about this. They’ll wait you out.’


His father shook his head.


‘What?’ Walker said. ‘Time? Is that it? What’s the timeframe here? When’s the next Zodiac attack coming?’


Nothing.


‘Is it the SEALs? Is this the next terror event in Zodiac? Wiping out the Team Six guys who killed bin Laden?’


Nothing.


‘The rest of that crew are in protection,’ Walker said. ‘They won’t be taken out like the others. Whoever’s hunting them, they won’t get to them.’


‘It’s not me, son.’


There was silence for a beat.


‘Who? Who’s doing this?’


Walker Snr leaned forward. ‘Are you sure they’re all protected?’


Walker saw it in his father’s eyes. An answer. Observed, not explained. He backed away from him, a couple of paces.


‘I think they’re being taken out now because they’ve seen what’s coming,’ Walker said. ‘They’ve seen it, but they don’t know they’ve seen it.’


David Walker stayed silent.


Walker checked his watch. Looked out the windows. No sign of anyone. Yet.


‘There was no reasoning behind the order of it,’ Walker Snr said. ‘Nor what attacks Zodiac chose.’


‘Who’s behind it?’


‘I’m working on it.’


‘Tell me.’


David Walker was silent.


‘Look, Zodiac was a list, that’s it,’ David Walker said. When he spoke, he spoke with his face down. ‘No rationale, no idealism, no maniacal endgame. Just targets, linked via the attacks. Nothing more. Most were ambiguous. We put together dozens of worst-case scenario attacks, each detrimental to the US and devastating in its own way. Each is carried out by a cut-out cell. The idea was that no-one has any idea about which cells have which targets.’ He looked up to his son. ‘That’s the very terror of it, see? That’s why it’s a worst-case, doomsday-type series of attacks, because there’s no way to stop them all.’


‘Someone has an idea of how they’re linked,’ Walker said. ‘Someone sold this. Someone started it.’


Walker Snr shrugged.


‘What are you doing here?’ Walker sat on the edge of a table. Watched his father.


‘Surviving,’ David replied. ‘The CIA guys, Bellamy and all of them, they were in on this – they started it, I’m sure.’


‘They’re out of the picture now.’


‘It’s self-perpetuating, remember?’


‘You worked with them.’


‘Only when they reached out to me. And when I realised what they were doing, in kick-starting Zodiac, I knew what I had to do.’


‘Die.’


‘Yes. Someone gave me a chance – an opportunity to get out. I took it. As you did. Work off the grid, to save lives.’


‘Is that what you’re doing here? Trying to save lives?’


‘I’m looking for answers, like you –’


‘Bullshit. You’re hiding out, surviving. What are you really up to?’


‘It doesn’t matter if you believe me or not. You can’t stop this. Twelve attacks have been set in motion.’


‘I can catch up.’


‘No,’ David Walker said to his son, shaking his head, ‘you really can’t.’
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McCorkell sped south-west as Hutchinson spoke on the phone.


‘Just buy us some time,’ McCorkell said.


‘I can’t,’ Hutchinson replied, ending the call. ‘MI5 are pissed. They’ve heard what happened at the tavern. They’re headed into this farmhouse hot and, well, I get the sense that none of us should get in their way.’


‘The sense?’


‘They’ve stopped taking my calls. Oh, and they said, “Don’t get in the way.”’


‘Tell Somerville,’ McCorkell said. ‘Warn her – warn Walker. Get them out.’


Hutchinson dialled, tapping fingers impatiently against the passenger door as he waited. ‘She’s not answering.’


‘Keep trying,’ McCorkell said, pushing the car faster.
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‘Is all that true?’ a voice said behind Walker.


He tensed and looked behind.


The fourth guy, the one who’d earlier been downstairs. He was small and lean, with edginess in his eyes and an MP5K at the ready. Walker started running through options to get to the guy and subdue him, none of them appealing with the submachine gun in the game.


‘Are you really part of some terrorist scheme?’ he asked David Walker.


‘Terry, it’s not that simple.’


‘I heard everything you said,’ Terry replied. ‘You’ve been feeding me and the boys lies this whole time. You said this was an opportunity. About settling some old scores, against forces that we knew. IRA and all that. Getting paid well to right some old wrongs. Hmm? Lies?’


‘Not lies, Terry, but there’s more to it,’ David said. ‘I needed you guys.’


Terry shook his head, his hands still firmly gripping his weapon. ‘Nope. This is all new. You said we’d be well paid, looked after, working inside the system but apart from it. But what – this is about some genie you let out of a bottle back in the States?’


Walker watched his father and Terry eye each other off in silence. The dangerous end of the MP5K was just a few paces away, but he was seated. Not ideal.


‘All that I told you, Terry, was true. You can see that. We have a mission.’


‘We? This fucker killed Brian – with a fifty-year-old shotgun.’ Terry nodded towards Walker without taking his eyes off the older man. ‘And we’ve not heard from the others.’


‘You won’t,’ Walker said, standing up. He was a head taller than Terry, but he was unarmed and going up against a 9-millimetre killing machine. There was a reason the SAS termed the MP5K the ‘Room Broom’: its high rate of fire meant it was capable of clearing a room in seconds. ‘Why don’t you join us and talk this through?’


‘I’m out,’ Terry said, looking from Walker to his father. ‘You get that? You pay me, and I’m out. I’m going straight to bloody MoD and coming clean and making a deal – and you’re gonna be hauled through the ringer for what you are – a bloody terrorist.’


Walker took a step closer to Terry. The ex-SAS man tensed and focused on him, the MP5K trained at Walker’s chest.


‘You have a choice here, Terry,’ Walker said. ‘You can help me stop a terrorist attack, or you can walk away now and let me do what I need to here.’


‘You sure they’re the only two choices?’ Terry said. ‘Brian was a good friend of mine. He’s owed blood, mate. Get it?’


‘Then I sure hope you’re a better shot than he was,’ Walker said. ‘Because if you’re not, the only blood that’s paid will be yours.’


Terry’s eyes narrowed. Walker moved right. The barrel of the MP5K followed. David Walker shouted, ‘No!’
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