

        

            

                

            

        




	







 


	In Memory of


	Welles and Doyle 






	 


	The Science Buff


	and 


	the Armchair Detective











	 


	Copyright © 2000 Ellen Elizabeth Dudley. 


	The authors and designer assert their moral right under the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act, 1988, to be identified as the authors and designer of this work.


	All Rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, copied, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means (electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise) without the prior written consent of both the copyright holder, and the above publisher and designer of this book, nor be otherwise circulated in any form of binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.






contact: BeccaMina@t-online.de






ISBN: 978-3-96931-306-0


Verlag GD Publishing Ltd. & Co KG, Berlin


E-Book Distribution: XinXii


www.xinxii.com


[image: logo_xinxii]





	 


	 


	About the author


	 


	Rebecca-Angela Suljic-Taylor, author name Ellen Elizabeth Dudley, is a qualified interior decorator and part-time Downes Syndrome child carer and lives with her husband and two small daughters in Germany near the Dutch border. She has nothing published at the moment.


	***




	



 


	For King and Bloody Country.


	 


	AD 2094 London


	My name is Melanie Jones. His name was Jack North, and we believed ourselves to be inseparable, but we were wrong, as we had no control over fate, kismet or what ever you call the phenomenon that decides when we die. 


	We were born in the same neighbourhood. We were still kids when we parted, slum kids that is. He was twelve and I’d just turned eleven. We were forced to move as the flats in which we were living were declared unsafe. His family moved somewhere up north and mine down south, and I thought my world had come to an end. 


	It was at the time that Mum gave birth to Michael. Until our new home was sorted out and dad’s transfer came through I was sent off to Scotland of all places to stay with Granddad, my dad’s dad, a strange old geezer who took me on sleigh rides in sub-zero temperatures.


	When I came back I started at a new school, a step up from the last one, as I had my own desk. The boys there found out I wasn’t to be had, to be groped or insulted. It took a few broken noses and bruised testicles before they left me alone. 


	Most of the girls came to me for protection. I would wreak vengeance on any miscreant who mistreated one of my school friends, in or out of school. I wasn’t big for my age, just more aggressive than normal. 


	I was your regular tomboy, if the school had had boxing team I would have been on it. As it was it left me with swimming or athletics. I became quite adept with the javelin and was top of my class in archery.


	I joined the army when I left school, as the choice of civilian jobs available didn’t suit me. I had tried for the marines, but I had to settle for second best. I was turned down for parachute training and it was only because the boxing instructor, who had a nice body with good staying power in bed who let me spar with the boys. They were mean bastards and I soon learned not to pull my punches. 


	After a while I ran out of sparring partners, so I found another way to burn off my surplus energy by picking fights in the local disco. I was banned after two weeks, so as an alternative I concentrated on my career. I became a marksman, rifle and pistol. 


	While the dumb bitches in our Regiment; King William’s Rifles, were either too busy shagging or boozing or both, I was studying. I even passed my sergeant’s exam and promotion followed promotion.


	*


	It was my weekend off, and a Sunday. No extra duties for me. I decided to spend it swimming followed by a sauna.


	The army didn’t have a sauna, but a newly built swimming baths in a town near to the barracks did and this was a private one, members only, you could swim naked, well you had to, it was for nudists only. 


	It was family’s day, I swam for an hour, mostly underwater to dodge the children and their ogling granddads, then I retired to one of the three hot-air baths, for ladies only. 


	I spread my towel on the middle bench. I took the water bucket and doused the stones with several ladles full, just as somebody entered. “Is that you, Melanie, Melanie Jones?” 


	I didn’t recognise the voice, and I turned and saw a visage that was difficult to place, but then again it was rather dark in the sauna. But, he had mentioned my name. 


	“Don’t you know me?” He asked. “I saw you in the pool; you always were a good swimmer, down by the canal.” 


	My heart stopped beating, I even stopped breathing, I recognised his eyes. It was Jack Thorn, my playmate from the slums.


	Air rushed into my lungs and my heart hammered, I prayed this wasn’t a dream as I stepped towards him and stopped a couple of metres away. It was him alright, the same look, the same cheeky grin. He was carrying several towels, which he dropped onto the bench. I looked him over as his eyes travelled up and down my body, dwelling here and there. 


	I copied him. His body was well-muscled but not huge and beefy. His shoulders were well formed and tapered down over a well formed abdominals. His eyes bored into my soul, dark brown like mine, as he was, like me, of Irish descent. 


	I’d seen him naked before, when I was eleven and he was twelve on our way to losing our innocence in the years ahead, swimming in the local canal, summer and winter - when it wasn’t iced over – which is why I’ve never had a cold in my life, or flu. 


	We weren’t alone there though, there were over a dozen of us all together plus some older kids, teenagers, boys and girls who came in pairs, but only when it was warm and they would spend most of their time in the water. It wasn’t until I was older that I found out why - when Jack and I spied on them underwater. 


	We had fun those days, our pleasures were simple, swinging from a rope slung over a beam on the landing stage of a long-unused cotton warehouse with the other kids, daring one another to climb the twenty-meter-high rope and drop down from the wooden gantry into the murky depths below. 


	I stared a little while longer. He’d grown since then. “You’ve changed, Jack.”


	I ran my hands over my breasts. 


	He said, “I used to imagine you with breasts, what a nice pair you have.”


	The days by the canal flashed through my mind. I suppose if we hadn’t parted then we would have been doing what we were about to do with joyful regularity young as we were as I had started having dreams of him and me alone together. They were dreams that haunted me through my puberty as I lay alone in bed at night, miles and miles away from him.


	His libido responded fully and we literally crashed into each other’s arms, his lips and mine hungry, our tongues fighting for supremacy, as his passion scorched my flesh, burning my soul. 


	I fell in love with him that day, and he with me, as if our love for one another was pre-destined and had only laid dormant all those years. Afterwards we made small talk as we lay face to face on our stomachs on the middle bench, gazing into one another’s eyes, like love-struck teenagers. 


	We called it quits as the heat from the sauna finally overlapped ours and we climbed down off the bench. We headed for the waterfall where we sluiced ourselves until we were half-frozen. I looked at the wall clock; we had been at it almost two hours.


	We met later in the bar; both of us drank several large glasses of freshly-pressed orange juice as we were both T-total, something that surprised us as both our families had been, and still were as far as I knew, heavy drinkers


	We’d hardly spoken after our copulated reunion and we told each other of our childhood adventures. I told him, “I was devastated after you left. I got over you by picking fights with the boys at the new school if they grabbed my girly tits or groped for my fanny. If it had been you it would have been different, I would have given you everything.”


	His features creased and he laughed softly. “You just did and it seems we both made up for it.”


	I shook my head. “No, not quite, but it will do for a start,” I added, “Did you ever dream of doing that when we were kids?”


	His eyes widened. “What! I was only twelve, remember, and we used to laugh and giggle with the others when the older ones were doing it underwater. I was fourteen before I had my first wank from one of the older girls at secondary modern. By the time I was seventeen, I was bonking schoolgirls behind the bike shed at grammar school every chance I got.”


	“I would have had you sooner, boy did I miss you.”


	“I tried talking dad out of it but he said we were moving up north because of his job.”


	“I took to sport to burn off my aggression.”


	 “I didn’t eat for days,” he said, I took up judo on my dad’s recommendations at a boys club. I haven’t had a serious relationship, ever. I kept hearing your voice when I was with a girl. I wanted to write, but our parents didn’t see eye to eye, so…”


	 I told him I was a staff sergeant in the army. He told me he’d made university, how he’d studied economics, got a degree and that he now worked for the treasury. I wasn’t quite sure of the truthfulness of this last statement as not only was it said hurriedly but his eyes dodged involuntarily to the left, a sure sign he was fibbing – my dad was a detective Inspector in the fraud squad, and he told me everything about interviewing suspects. 


	We arranged to meet that afternoon as he had important business at the office.


	*


	I got two calls while I was on the army firing range; I was breaking in my newly purchased double-barrelled Guard .577-.32 twelve-twenty-shot automatic. One was from Jack saying he had to go up North and wouldn’t be back until Monday afternoon when he’d call me again. The other was from some army twit telling me to report to a certain address in Mayfair in civvies on Monday morning at eight sharp.


	I assumed it was the interest I’d shown in the confidential army newsletter about the SAS who were looking for women volunteers for special missions in the Far East. My olive complexion and shoulder length jet black hair were an advantage as were my fluent French and German, an advantage obtained from my Irish-French father and German mother so I applied for an application form and filled it out. That was three months ago. Maybe they were interested…


	Whatever it was it helped get my mind off Jack, until I lay alone in bed that night.


	*


	I turned up for my appointment on Monday morning shortly before eight o’clock. The ex-military commissioner on the door looked at my ID and opened the door for me.


	I went over to the reception desk and informed a woman in WRAF uniform of my appointment. She looked down a list and directed me to an open door at the end of a long corridor. “Knock and enter,” she said.


	I made my way to the doorway and knocked. I entered and found myself facing a row of figures in military and civilian attire.


	A voice said, “Close the door, please and take a seat.”


	I obliged and stepped forward to the only free chair available and sat down facing my inquisitors. I was wearing a new two-piece and a white open-necked blouse. I squeezed my knees together, tucked in my skirt and laid my hands on my thighs. I almost fell off my perch as a familiar voice said, “Good morning, Staff Sergeant Jones.”


	       It was Jack, the bastard was wearing an army major’s uniform. He was one of the nine interviewing officers and he was sitting at the end of a long table, but he wasn’t smiling, in fact I could read the signal ‘You don’t know me’ written in his eyes. I thought about our meeting in the baths, was that a coincidence?


	I replied, “Good morning, gentlemen.”


	An older man in the centre picked up a sheet of paper and looked at me. “We’ve read your application form. You have all the required qualifications, marksman, excellent swimmer and athlete and you speak French and German fluently, you have also taken courses in Russian and Chinese also Arab dialects with favourable results. We find your reason for joining Special Services commendable: ‘For King and Country’ you wrote,” he said and looked round at his companions. He returned his attention to me and said, “Application accepted.”


	His pals nodded and mumbled. I ran my gaze over all of them, finishing with Jack, who was, like the rest of them, smiling. I stood up to attention and said, “Thank you gentlemen.”


	The older man, who was, as I found out later, the head of MI6 said, “See Flight Lieutenant Darling at the front desk, she will provide you with the details. Training starts tomorrow.”


	*


	I waited for him, two doors down. He came out in civvies, he looked up and down the street. I moved into view and he spotted me. He nodded and walked towards me casually, he probably thought he was being watched; he always had a suspicious mind, did my Jack.


	He looked straight ahead as he walked past me. “Follow me,” he whispered.


	I let him walk on for twenty metres and strolled in the same direction. He walked into a small café two blocks farther on. I joined him at a table in the corner. I sat down opposite him, raised an eyebrow and said quietly, “You’re a flaming liar Jack North.”


	He nodded. “It’s my cover.”


	“What are you, a spy?”


	“SAS, actually,” said with a grin. 


	“Oh, a head-banger as well as a liar, Major North, sir.”


	He hadn’t once taken his eyes off me and I could see the hurt there. “I didn’t know you had applied for the job.”


	I could have kicked myself. I gave a half-smile and said, “When were you going to tell me, you silly-Billy?”


	He shrugged lightly and said, “I have told you.”


	Now I was angry again. “Yes, but I mean before I applied.”


	He grinned, but I refused to give in. He said, “Are you angry?”


	I resisted kicking his shins under the table, if I had done it would have been the first time and I settled for, “No, I’m bloody-well outraged.”


	“How about a coffee and my congratulations, it looks like we will be together more often than I thought.”


	I had an idea what was coming but not exactly what. “What is that supposed to mean,” I asked.


	“You and I start training tomorrow. We were both accepted. I added my name to the list after you left.” He looked at me from under his eyebrows. “If they even suspect we have a relationship, one or both of us will be sent home,” and then he grinned


	My anger faded, it was as if we were kids again. I could never be angry with him for long. I stood up and he stared at me. “What’s the matter?”


	I smiled at his expression. “You are silly, Jack North,” I said. “Where are you staying?”


	He got the message. He stood up and waved the waitress away. “Hotel, three streets from here.”


	I rose too and said, “What are we waiting for?”


	 


	Torture.


	I had thought I was fit, but the two human hunting dogs, who must have had Jack Russell blood in their veins, were relentless in their efforts to get us fitter. I won’t bother you with the insults they screamed at us while running beside us, as you learn in the army to listen to orders, read instructions down to the very last detail and ignore everything else. 


	There were ten of us - there were twelve, but two dropped out for personal reasons. Six men, four women, I was billeted with a coloured girl named Jean, her skin colour was amazing, a generous golden brown from head to toe, a full and fully depilated figure and a head of coal-black wavy hair, cut short. She was raised in Africa and could speak fluent Arabic in all the known dialects. 


	For the first week the only contact Jack and me had was during training. Training with full packs, running up and down sand hills, running or should I say splashing through ice-cold streams, swimming naked across sub-zero temperature rivers while towing our equipment in inflatable dinghies.


	Jack was with team X. I was with team Y. We were too tired, all of us for the first two weeks to do anything after our evening meal except collapse into bed and sleep like the dead.  


	After fourteen days of torture our bodies got used to the fifteen-mile runs and crossing rock-filled streams, climbing the occasional rock face and abseiling down again, swimming the same bloody ice-cold rivers, then one evening after a days pause, they rounded us up and announced we were to start all over, this time in the dark.


	As the weeks dragged by, we were trained to crawl towards our enemy, who were other instructors, whose hearing was phenomenal and caught us out every time. Then we were told to try it out on ourselves. We learned by the other’s mistakes, we learned to take one blade of grass at a time. We learned to smell out our victims in the dark, detect their body odours, their farts and the food on their breath from their last meal.


	Weapons training: They took away my .577/.32 automatic and offered me a crossbow in exchange. It was a something in which I excelled. They also provided training with a hunting bow, a Bowmaster Special which we all trained with, but I couldn’t beat Jean and one of the other men, a Brit of Arab extraction.


	My training with a javelin at school proved to be an advantage in knife-throwing as I could even out-throw Jack. I could hit the target at twenty metres, ten throws out of ten. After all that we were told our targets should never be farther away than ten.


	 


	Flight 334.


	It was our first mission, we had the task of finding a wayward scientist who was fleeing to Iran from Germany, we couldn’t let him do that as he knew too much and we couldn’t kill him as he still had stuff locked away in his greedy little mind that we needed. After we had all that he was finished and he knew it, so catching him unawares wouldn’t be easy.


	We found him quickly enough though; he thought he’d lost us in Bern, but Jim managed to “tag” his luggage at the hotel while he was in the sauna with me, ogling me, making promises I knew he wouldn’t keep and why. 


	Jack photographed his contacts and tagged them too. But, the plans of mice and men, as they say, can and do go astray. He must have caught onto us as he figured it was too good to be true, a gorgeous naked blonde (me) making a date with him – fat, bad breath and teeth to match with the promise of intimacy that very night – and he disappeared of his own volition. The problem for him was, he was on the ground in his motor heading for Switzerland and we had a helicopter for most of the way. Oh, how I love high technology, without it we would have ended up like ice lollies.


	After thawing out, we found him in his hotel room and were surprised to find him kissing a male prostitute. We took photos and threatened to expose him to his Moslem family and friends if he didn’t open up and reveal all, which he did. 


	Mission accomplished.


	We thought we deserved a holiday after trailing our prey on foot over the Austrian Alps for sixteen freezing-cold hours, he having the advantage of a snowmobile; but we thought wrong and found ourselves learning Korean. 


	We managed to cross the infertile de-militarized zone and pick up our passengers and bring them home safely without harming a soul. 


	After all that we thought we deserved a holiday, but we thought wrong and found ourselves learning Cantonese, not only verbally but to read and if we had to, write. There were only certain key symbols to learn, all about atomic breeders. Then we were force-learned Mongolian. The text was all about atomic breeders, too, oh dear, here we go again.


	Six months later, I, Jack, Jean and Shahid were asking each other questions on the effects of global warming in Cantonese and answering in Mongolian. 


	Then we were given a month’s leave.


	Jack and I spent it in the south of France on a nudist island and you don’t have to guess what we did most of the time. 


	When we returned, Jack was given orders to fly to Canada. He wasn’t told why and he didn’t ask, we had learned not to. ‘For King and Country’ was our department’s motto, corny I know, but what else was there to kill and die for?


	I accompanied Jack to Saint Vincent’s airport, I was ordered to with two others, as one of our operative’s car was found with a bomb attached to it. She was “dispatched” to another location, her identity was deleted from our files and she was given a new one. 


	So, I was his bodyguard for that day so to speak and I wondered if “they” knew about our love-life. Our apartments were bugged, but for our own safety, a permanent watchdog watched over our places of “rest and relaxation” twenty-four hours a day. 


	So, we rented a place on the quiet, a love nest, right at the top of a block of flats occupied by what was unfairly referred to as the lower classes. We fitted in well, as we had similar roots as the coloureds, the Asians and the “East Europeans”. To be on the safe side we bugged the place ourselves with the latest “illegal” technology.


	At the airport, we behaved as normal people, saying our goodbyes at the entrance to the departure lounge, watched by the couples with their children, crowds of the little beggars, staring and giggling as we kissed our goodbyes. 


	The man and woman ‘accompanying’ us melted into the crowd and Jack walked off and I turned away as if glad to see the back of him.


	I headed for the roof, reserved for passenger’s relatives who could watch and wave as their loved ones or what have you headed into the wide blue yonder. 


	The big birds left with a roar, one very minute, sixteen aircraft later Jack’s machine left the terminal and followed a number of others down the taxiway. After waiting its turn it started towards us. I watched as it grew larger with the engine noise mounting, and the massive Air France machine lifted off from the ground and passed by. 


	Someone called out, “What’s that?” 


	A man pointed to a smoke trail. Something was heading at supersonic speed towards the aircraft. I looked briefly to where it had come from. The smoke trail, now fading, had come from a collection of trees to the right behind and to the side of the main building on which we stood.


	The voices on the roof were mixed- “Can’t the pilot see it?”… “Why doesn’t the tower warn him?”…”Oh my God, it’s going to hit…”


	I watched in horror as the projectile connected with the front of the aircraft, which exploded in a huge fireball. 


	The aircraft flew on, curving to the left, climbing, trailing smoke, the cockpit gone and its engines roaring as if in anger. 


	Then it banked sharply to starboard and descended. I thought it might right itself, and land on its undercarriage, but the tip of the starboard wing touched the grassy area at the side of the runway, and carved a furrow in the earth pulling the massive, metal machine down. 


	As the wing tip connected with the concrete taxi-way, it bit into it, and the machine somersaulted and what was left of the front part of the fuselage rammed the ground and cart-wheeled onto its port wing, which collapsed. The stricken aircraft landed on its tail and it seemed to poise in mid-air for a split-second, its starboard engines lending it support as it pointed skywards until one of the port engines, belching a tail of smoke, rammed into it, cutting it almost in two, after which it continued its deadly journey and crashed to the ground, strewing debris and bodies on to the surrounds.


	The rest of the onlookers stood for a while in shocked silence, before breaking out into screams accompanied by shouts and wails of disbelief. 


	In the distance I heard the emergency services sirens. My head turned to the copse were the projectile had come from. I saw one of the airports black and yellow chequered maintenance vehicles pull away from there and head for the scene. 


	Leaving the roof by way of the fire escape, as the others raced for the roof stairway, I hit the ground and raced off. The maintenance van had stopped not far from the wreckage which was a blazing mass of twisted metal.


	A man climbed out of the vehicle and surveyed the scene; he was growing larger by the second as my feet pounded the tarmac. He took his mobile out and started taking pictures from the cover of his vehicle. 


	My feet made contact with the grass, silencing my approach somewhat, but something made him turn in my direction. He reached inside his jacket as he saw me and pulled out an automatic pistol just before I crashed into him, my arms outstretched. 


	I hit him with the heels of my palms in his chest, the force knocked him backwards and we collided with the side of the van. The vehicle rocked on its suspension as we made contact and I heard an audible snap and hoped I’d cracked one of his ribs. The man let out a loud sigh as the air left his body. His arms fell to his side and he stared through me, eyes unfocused and I saw the look of death there. His head lolled forward and came to a rest with his chin on his chest. 


	His knees buckled and his body slid down to the ground as I released my hold on him and stepped back. He fell onto his side, and his head lolled unnaturally and I realised the impact had broken his neck. Although I was angry, I resisted the urge to stamp on his face and other body parts, as I couldn’t hurt him any more.


	The car door on the other side slammed shut and I realized it was the driver. My weapon was in its holster, but I picked up the automatic anyway as it was ready for firing and ran round the side of the van. The second man was running towards the main building, but he wasn’t built for running and I soon caught up with him. I ran alongside him and said, “Are you going to stop?”


	He jumped to one side and stumbled. After he regained his balance I got a bad idea and I shot him in the left buttock. He ran on for several metres then hit the deck heavily and finished up on his back.


	I stopped by him, his eyelids fluttered. I raised my foot and stamped down hard on his groin. His eyes almost popped out of his head. I wasn’t interested as to why he’d downed the plane, I didn’t care; I just wanted to hurt him so I stamped down once more, crushing his fingers in the process. 


	As he went into shock, I aimed the gun at his genitals. I was just about to pull the trigger when a rugby player took me out with a flying tackle. I rolled with him, nice and relaxed and finished up on top with the gun in his throat. It was a SWAT operative, male, and his colleagues were shining their infra-red lights on me. I drew the gun away, tossed it and held it up by the barrel. Somebody took it and said, “Stand up please.”


	So, I did as I was told, and followed the three men in black to their vehicle as it pulled up to a stop.


	 


	The Time Traveller.


	They allowed me a month’s leave. Not because they felt sorry for me, or because I needed it. My uncle on my father’s side had gone missing somewhere in the Swiss Alps over six months ago, he was presumed dead after perishing in an avalanche in the area he was skiing. At forty-four, he was the youngest of seven children. A funeral in his memory was being held in a chapel near to where he’d lived.


	After travelling by train to Glasgow I boarded a bus to the village where he’d spent most of his adult life. It turned out he was an inventor of sorts, and a self-made millionaire. My dad told me he’d left his estate to me, something that didn’t surprise me in the least, as he’d taken a liking to me at my christening and later took me riding on his dogsled in the snow. I’d inherited his house along with a large bank account and a request for my presence alone at his funeral, whenever that would be. I asked my dad why that was and he just shrugged saying, “He was like that, a pedant, always got his own way.”  


	As funerals go, the whole thing was a quiet affair, despite over two hundred mourners, all from the village where they lived or had moved away from, some from as far as California. 


	Candle smoke scented the air inside the tiny chapel where the service was held, but wasn’t meant for so many. It was, to say the least, overcrowded, with the majority of mourners, most of them young ones, strangers to the place, braving the summer sun in their black clothing. 


	Inside, children murmured and fidgeted as they sat on the polished wooden benches, hushed by their parents as the vicar droned on, most of them unaware of the tragedy that had befallen my uncle, several of them being too young to, as their mothers rocked them in their arms. 


	The service ended eventually followed by a psalm sung in tune with a wheezing organ with a female octogenarian at the keys, after which we all filed out behind the empty coffin, carried precariously on the shoulders of six men of different heights.


	His housekeeper, Mrs Marjory Mirren, a dark-haired woman on the best side of thirty, had met me at the station, something we’d arranged by telephone. She stood by me at the bare graveside. He’d requested no flowers saying in a letter to the vicar that they were a waste of money, so the coffin sank bare into the hole in the ground. But that didn’t stop me from bringing a single rose in a slim glass vase that I placed on the mound of earth next to the hole. 


	The mourners filed past and paid their respects, young and old, entire families it seemed.


	I stayed at his house, as he’d left a letter there for me, and to be opened by me on the day of his funeral. He bade me to live in the old house for a while, which was in good condition, until the will was read. The solicitor, also present at the graveside told me he would call by in a day or two. 


	Mrs Mirren, a widow, was given the right to remain in the house, a place she had worked and lived in for ten years, for as long as she wished, and would receive a monthly allowance for her own use, and all other bills would be paid by the estate’s solicitor, as the house was to be kept in good condition, inhabited or not. As she had no family or home of her own she decided to stay.


	It was a grey stone affair with high windows and a large balcony above the entrance. There was one chimney for the huge fireplace in the main room. Mrs Mirren made a meal for both of us, which we ate in silence. 


	Later on as we stood in his study, a book-lined affair dominated by a huge ornate desk, she told me about my uncle and how he would spend weeks on end working on his experiments in the attic, only coming down for his meals after she had pestered him.


	She took a large envelope out of his desk drawer and handed it to me. “I was to give you this on the day of his passing,” she said and walked past me and out of the room, closing the door behind her.


	I opened it, there were half-dozen sheets of unlined writing paper. Several of them contained diagrams in drawing ink. I looked at the first page.


	Dear Melanie.


	I hope my parting was met with the sorrow I deserved, and that my wishes were fulfilled.


	Do you remember the time we went for a ride on a dog sleigh while your mother was giving birth to your brother Michael. Do you remember seeing the big white bear on the ice flow?


	You are probably aware that polar bears have been extinct since the year 2053 and the ice at both poles has long since disappeared. You were eleven and changing into a woman, I thought to tell you then, but I decided it best to wait a while longer.


	Mrs Mirren, or Marjory as she is named, will have mentioned my long periods of seclusion in the attic. I wish you to go there now. You will find the key in the right-hand drawer of my desk.


	As left the room, key in hand, I recalled our trip to Alaska. My uncle had been like an elder brother to me and being my father’s brother he could be trusted with my welfare. It was true about the fierce rulers of the ice flows of the northern regions, which were today non-existent. Polar bears were extinct when I’d visited him, but I hadn’t been interested in such things at that time and now I wondered where this was leading. 


	I ran up the stairs and along several landings and more stairs until I arrived at the attic doorway. I unlocked it and climbed another, short set of stairs and entered a well-kept room.. I approached a desk and sniffed the air, it smelled faintly of snuff, the sort he always used, and I saw a note lying there. I had expected the room to be musty-smelling and full of cobwebs, but it smelled of him. After taking the note, I read what he had written in his spidery handwriting:


	Please adhere to the instructions in my letter.


	I took the letter out of my pocket and carried on reading.


	Go to the safe, the combination is: L22, R76, L90 R13, L12 and R4. Take out the apparatus; it resembles a remote control device.


	An old safe stood in the corner. I walked over to it and following the instructions, I opened it and found a small object on the top shelf. I read on from the letter.


	Examine it carefully. You will see on the device a series of buttons and a small view screen, the arrowed buttons on each side of it are for the cross hairs on the screen. 


	Button D activates the screen. 


	M is for the atlas and diagrams of locations known to me. 


	You press this at the start. 


	V is for a visual, stationary picture of your destination, this will be displayed behind a ghost image of the map or diagram. 


	The numbered buttons are for dates and map configurations as are the alphabet buttons - abc, def, ghi and so on.


	The arrows are for the cross hairs on the screen. After choosing the destination etc, press A, for activate. 


	A translucent dome will appear before you with a vague image of your destination. 


	Five seconds after you step into the domed area the destination will become active. 


	You can, by pressing the R button, stop the emergence for three seconds, this will repeat the scene. 


	If you wish to survey the scene in motion press the V button, you can stop the scene by pressing the P button, the scene will freeze for five seconds before returning to the start. 


	If the R button should jam (which it has done on several occasions) press the P/R button simultaneously for five seconds which will bring you back the start. 


	You see my dear; you are now in possession of a time machine. 


	WHATEVER YOU DO, ALWAYS RETURN ONE NANO-SECOND AFTER YOU DEPARTED, AND NEVER BEFORE, AS THIS WILL CAUSE AN IRREVERSABLE ANOMALY. 


	If the instructions are not clear, read them through once more. 


	Please ensure that this device does not leave your possession. If such an occasion should arise, do your utmost to destroy the device, preferably by fire. 


	And, remember this, you have no moral right to change the future, for things don’t always turn out the way you plan them. Go visit the future, say hello to yourself, it won’t be a shock to you as you know of it beforehand. 


	Goodbye, 


	Henry Jones. 


	After reading the instructions once more I decided to put this ‘time-machine’ to the test, as curiosity was one of my better traits. It was about the same size as the earlier mobile phones and heavier too. I followed the instructions and picked a spot outside the room after finding the diagram of the house - a funny negative picture - with some sort of plan in mind, my usual method; playing things by ear. I was about to activate when there was a knock at the door. I walked over and opened it and there stood as large as life, none other than myself, Melanie Jones, who copied my open-mouthed stare and uttered ‘Shit!’ and disappeared.


	With my heart beating against my ribcage after I closed the door I pressed the activate button. I stepped into the dome and found myself as planned standing in front of the attic door. I knocked and it opened. There stood my twin, open-mouthed as expected with the remote in her hand and I heard myself say, ‘Shit!’ and pressed the P/R button, which brought me back into the room.


	My hands, they were shaking, they were shaking so much I almost dropped the damned apparatus. It took some time to realise what I had done, I had travelled back in time. 


	As I looked around the room, I tried to picture an old man and his inventions, wondering what else he had invented. 


	When I returned to the safe I noticed a large, shiny pistol thing lying in the shadows on the second shelf next to a booklet. I picked it up and examined it. It resembled an automatic in every way except it didn’t have an opening at the end of its ‘barrel’. It was the same size but weighed less than my automatic and fitted my hand easily. The trigger was a flat, curved piece of metal that would slide into the grip when it was pulled. I stretched out my arm and pointed it at one of the cross beams and pulled on the trigger, there was a spring-like resistance, and then lightning flashed. I thought this was some part of a camera until a saw the smoke rising from a neat hole in the woodwork above. 


	I laid the weapon back on the shelf and flipped through the pages of the booklet. It was full of hand-written instructions and diagrams with electrical symbols and mathematical equations. I flipped some more pages and came a cross a detailed drawing of the gun and another drawing showed its separate parts. It was a two hundred and fifty thousand volt taser gun, range five hundred metres before slow dissipation. 


	*Warning, keep away from large magnets i.e. large loudspeakers.*


	2.5 Kilovolts! Now that would definitely fry someone’s synapses and its range was further than my own gun whose accuracy declined after fifty-to seventy metres depending on air density.


	Deciding to keep this deadly piece of equipment, I searched the drawers inside the safe and found a chest harness for this nasty toy, slipped it on and placed the gun inside. I pocketed the remote and headed back downstairs. I heard voices. Mrs Mirren was talking adamantly with someone. As I descended the stairs, I assessed the figure automatically, due to my training. He had his back to me. It was a man in his forties, light-brown hair, slight build, height around 1.75 about 75 kilos. He half-turned briefly as Mrs Mirren looked up at me. He left without a word and Mrs Mirren closed the door quickly behind him.


	 “Was that your boyfriend?” I asked her as I reached the hallway, and smiled.


	My smile faded as she told me straight-faced, “I don’t have a boyfriend, it was an old acquaintance of your uncle’s and he came to pay his respects.” 


	The next day, after giving Mrs Mirren instructions to treat the house as she would her own, and telling her would call her beforehand if and when I returned, I left for home.


	 


	Decisions.


	I travelled back to London and as I had a few days leave left, I visited the airport and the place where Jack had met his tragic demise. The flight had been booked a week in advance giving any expert hacker time to find his photo in the computer file. We assumed later on that he was the target after checking the passenger list; all of them civilians, families with kids, nobody of importance all non-military with no government connections. Three-quarters of them were Canadians, together with British, German and French. Over eight-hundred and fifty men, women and children, burnt, squashed or torn apart inside a minute.


	The copse from where the terrorist had struck was cordoned off with police tape. I decided however, to pay the place a visit. I had been issued with a car under my assumed name. It was fitted with an electric shock device to deter car thieves and micro-cameras for all-round vision plus a close proximity silent sentry whose signal would be displayed on my mobile.


	After entering through the appropriate security gate I navigated the perimeter road and drove towards the bunch of trees. I parked my car well out of site and found what I assumed would be the firing position. From this point I could see a good part of the airport’s runways. Enough time to sight on any aircraft as they lifted off. 


	I recalled how the terrorists had used a vehicle of the same make as the airfield maintenance vehicles and with the identical black and yellow chess board design. They’d entered by using forged passes, and had been so confident of non-discovery that they stopped to take photos of their attack. The guy I’d captured never opened his mouth once and was now languishing in gaol at the government’s expense and would spend the rest of his time on earth there, his partner’s mobile had revealed nothing.


	Jack’s ghost walked beside me as I returned to my car, telling me not to be sad and that we would meet again soon.


	*


	He didn’t ride back with me, not that I remembered the ride at all. His last words before he faded away were, “Give it time, all wounds heal in time, you’ll see.” 


	After locking my car and setting the alarm I ran up the stairs as usual and after I entered our apartment, our love-nest, I fell down onto my bed and cried like a baby. 


	I hadn’t cried at Jack’s funeral. The coffin they buried 


	was empty like the others, their remains burnt to cinders in the fire. I left without speaking to anyone. None of my family were there nor anyone from the ministry, just some army major who took the salute. I’d stayed at the back all the time and made myself scarce when it was all over.


	As I lay there staring at the ceiling, I saw pictures of me and Jack. I knew I’d need a lot of time to get over losing him, only a short while after finding him. 


	Our favourite song, by the late John Denver floated through my mind, the words enhancing my sadness, ‘Let me drown in your laughter, let me die in your arms.’ Jack didn’t accomplish that, he died alone, as the plane hit the ground, or as it caught fire.


	My thoughts returned to the terrorist I had inadvertently killed and the other who was doing time. Now why did that phrase sound strange? It was the word time. ‘The rest of his time on earth’ I’d said to myself, and now it was I who had all the time I needed, if only to grieve. 


	Time!


	Time!


	I had loads of time, more time than anybody else in the world, I had a time-transporter; I could go back in time and stop those bastards, shoot their balls off, and watch them bleed to death and save my Jack and those other people.


	Pure reasoning told me that I had no authority to alter time, just as my uncle had said, but the idea of getting Jack back wouldn’t go away and the more I thought about it the more convinced I became that I could do just that. 


	I sprang to my feet, as the transporter device was burning a hole in my pocket. I took it out and switched it on. After fiddling and zooming I soon found the spot on the airfield and set the date. I remembered the take-off time and put it back one hour. I pressed the button and watched as the dome appeared at the foot of the bed. 


	I stepped inside and struggled as something held me still, I had transported into the wooded area and now found myself entangled in thick foliage. Well, at least it was working. 


	After disentangling myself I moved through the undergrowth until the perimeter road came in sight. Aircraft noise increased as another metal bird left the ground. From my hiding place I had a clear view of the airfield maintenance entrance; enhanced by my digital binoculars, part of my ‘spy’ equipment. 


	Half an hour later two maintenance vehicles entered and went their separate ways, but not towards me. Then ten minutes later two more entered, one took off to the right and the other one headed my way. The vehicle kept on coming; I recognised the fat guy and saw his taller companion beside him in the passenger seat.


	Having no definite plan in mind, except I was going to shoot dead two terrorists, I had no real idea how I was going to do it. I would prevent them sure enough, so I decided to let them enter the copse and set themselves up, after that they were mine. I heard their vehicle’s doors close and then I imagined hearing the rear doors open, squeaking on their hinges. I looked at the transporter, which showed the original time, they had cut it a bit fine. Jack’s flight would be rolling down the runway picking up speed at this time. 


	This filled me with a sense of urgency and I moved towards the vehicle and found them. I had wondered which one the shooter would be until I saw them both kneeling there with their RPG launchers loaded and in the aiming position. I pulled out both weapons and raised them, I was fifty metres away and closing and the aircraft noise was deafening. I aimed and pressed the Guard .577’s trigger. Fool! I’d left the safety on, and I was holding it left-handed, but my reflexes aimed the taser and I pulled the trigger. There was flash of light and I sighted on my second target and fired once again, all in the space of two seconds. 


	I didn’t know what to expect and returned my electric pistol and switched off the safety on my automatic and ran to them. The two men lay sprawled on the ground, unmoving, open-mouthed and blank eyes staring. I checked their pulses, nothing and they weren’t breathing either. My stomach churned at the sickly odour of burnt flesh, accompanied by smell their burnt clothing.


	On hearing an explosion, I rushed out of the undergrowth and saw in the distance an aircraft heading skywards trailing smoke from its rear end as the huge tail fin was missing. I took out my noc’s. It was Jack’s flight, the unmistakable Air France logo was plain to see. 


	The aircraft was still climbing, albeit slowly and its undercarriage was down. I imagined the pilot was seeking a way to land his stricken craft, and I watched as it disappeared into the low clouds while listening to the receding noise and I cursed myself for not realising there would a back-up team in case the first shooters missed, as they were using ordinary RPG rounds and not heat or radar-seeking missiles. 


	After gathering up the launchers I searched the front of the van, it was void of weapons and the glove compartment was empty. I hid the launchers in the bushes and moved out and stood next to the taxiway, an El Al flight rolled slowly past, its flight cancelled by the tower. I gazed in the direction where I thought the RPG round would have come from, but all I could see were buildings, no airfield vehicles, no dark figures scurrying away. My efforts had brought no change, and I screamed out Jack’s name.


	I looked at the spot where the aircraft had first hit the tarmac, the surface was unmarked. I had prevented the first strike only and had no idea if Jack was still alive. 


	I calmed down after a while and pressed the R/P button. My surroundings wavered, the dome appeared and I stepped inside it. 


	The clouds disappeared. I was back in my apartment once more.  “Bloody fool you are,” I said to myself, “trying to save the world. God knows what you may have caused.”


	I had hoped to save Jack’s life for selfish reasons and had failed. I switched on my laptop to check the past weeks news. I didn’t hold out much hope, but I always was an optimist.


	My heart stopped and then thudded against my ribcage, I started to hyper-ventilate as I stared at the Sky News headlines on the strip at the bottom of the screen, while the background showed flashbacks of scenes of devastation, burning buildings, firemen, police, and paramedics. “Funeral of Royal Family held today.” 


	My head lightened, my vision telescoped. I read on; … an Air France passenger aircraft was hit by a terrorist missile and the tail section was badly damaged. The pilot called out an S.O.S, saying he was looking for a landing place, then radio silence. The damaged aircraft, its rear section in flames, crashed on Kensington Palace where King William and his family and relations were celebrating his son’s birthday. The building in which the celebrations were taking place was completely destroyed. The King, the Royal Family and guests were killed outright. All the passengers and crew were also amongst the dead.


	*


	I closed my laptop, I was numb and deaf, and I gazed at the empty screen in silence as it grew dark. 


	I came round, slowly; I had been sitting there for hours. 


	I rose up and walked unsteadily into the kitchen, half-filled the electric kettle and switched it on. 


	I made myself a cappuccino, extra strong and extra sweet. I sat at the kitchen table feeling alternatively angry and depressed. I had caused the death of my King, someone I was supposed to protect and serve.


	What could I do now? I had to do something, I had to make reparation. Should I go back in time and send myself a message; but what if I didn’t take notice? The best thing I could do was to go back to this morning and work something out and try something different.


	I decided to sleep on it, or so I thought, as the challenge of meeting and confronting myself was not something I was looking forward to.


	 


	Alternatives.


	I didn’t get much sleep at all. I had re-occurring nightmares of Jack and the aircraft. As I called out to him when the plane flew overhead, he jumped from the aircraft’s open doorway and the RPG round hit him and pinned him to the fuselage and then the second one came and the entire aircraft exploded.


	A cold shower and a cappuccino was all I could manage, as I couldn’t eat anything.  I decided I must prevent myself from causing the catastrophe, and programmed the timer for the time I returned on the day of the attack, and pressed the button. I stepped into the dome as usual, and I picked a spot where I wouldn’t be seen when I came in.


	Approaching footsteps sounded on the stairway, and then the key turned in the lock. The door sprung open and closed with a bang. That was strange as I didn’t remember slamming the door.


	I heard myself sobbing, and I couldn’t help myself and joined in, keeping the noise down. As the sobbing ceased I approached the bedroom and waited by the doorway wondering what I would say to her, I decided the best thing was to take her with me back to where I was before I left. 


	Before I could do or say anything I saw myself spring from the bed with the time device in my hand. I found I had mis-timed my actions, as the dome appeared. I had my own transporter ready, and grabbed hold of her jacket collar one-handed as she made to step through. She was halfway inside when her hand struck mine and my device fell from my hand. 


	I tugged hard on her jacket, and she stepped backwards and trod on my transporter device. She must have activated it for as I grabbed her by the waist with both hands, and called out my name, the sound reverberated repeatedly inside my head, and I saw myself holding onto her, and she was holding onto to her self and her self was holding onto another self who was holding… and the figures multiplied and extended in an endless stream into the dome with me on the end. 


	Then somebody grabbed me by the waist and pulled me free, and I reached down and picked up my device and pressed the P/R button. The room shook violently then settled down, leaving me dizzy. 


	“What the hell was that?” A distant voice said.


	I turned at the sound of the voice to face my attacker. I saw Jack’s ghostly visage once more and watched as the room spun around it. Then along came the blessed darkness with him calling me from far away… “Melanie, Melanie, wake up. 


	Melanie, it’s me Jack, wake up”


	Warm water surrounded me as I dreamed I was in a deep pool, and the only thing I could see was a man’s face, shimmering as his mouth opened and closed like a fish. I floated back to the surface, and I saw a vision of Jack. My clothes were dry, I was dreaming again. I asked him, “What happened, am I dead? Serves me bloody right. Where is this place, is this Eden?”


	A familiar voice echoed inside my head, “No you silly bugger, it’s your apartment. Why didn’t you answer my messages?”


	He looked like Jack, sounded like Jack and he smelled and felt like Jack, as he held me in his arms while we sat on the bed. “But you’re dead,” I said, “the plane crash, the terrorists, the Royal Family.”


	“The Royal Family!” He stared at me. “They weren’t on the flight,” he said.


	I recalled the previous events, the double attack and the results, and my attempts to change it all. It didn’t seem possible, but I had somehow prevented the first attack after all. What a relief, my Jack was safe, he was alive. 


	Then he spoke.


	“I heard about the attack,” he said. 


	I stared at him in the following silence, was this a dream or not? “What attack?” I said.


	His brow creased and he told me, “The airport, my flight was attacked by terrorists. One died while resisting arrest and the other was wounded by airport security.”


	It was then the penny dropped. “You weren’t on that plane,” I said.


	His eyes clouded. “No,” he said, “but the passengers, the children with their parents, babies…” 


	“But you’re alive; I thought I’d lost you…”


	My voice broke and he brushed at my tears with his fingers. He held me tight and we stayed like that for a while. 


	He kissed me gently on the lips. “All those poor people on board that plane,” he said, “I think this was revenge for what we did in Lebanon.” He wiped his face and said, “Did you notice the security cameras at the Holiday Inn hotel where Jean and I stayed and one at the entrance to the facility.”


	I’d forgotten all about them. “Yes, and there were others inside the facility.”  


	His head drooped. “It was a definite attempt to kill me. I wish I had taken the flight after all.”


	“Don’t say that,” I said, and placed my arm around his shoulder. “Why didn’t you take that flight?” I asked. 


	His gaze dropped and his features reddened. “I was in the departure lounge when I received a call to go to the MI6 building. They said I had to collect a double-agent and bring her home.”


	“Why didn’t you tell me, I would have gone with you?”


	He shook his head, “They wouldn’t allow it, it was a top secret mission. You know what they’re like, they go ape-shit if you so much as switch your mobile on. It was in Seoul, and I had to get there quickly as she was in danger of dying after an assassination attempt. She needed an operation; a needle gun projectile was lodged in her brain, and she couldn’t be moved. She had vital information concealed inside her, er, body. 


	I was whisked to Brize Norton, suited up and was flown there by jet fighter, refuelling in mid-air on the way. With the help of an obstetrician I collected the information and with the help of a hacker, we decoded and downloaded the info, and then I translated it into English. A hell of a job that was too; I just got back here early this morning and heard the news. Our apartment was empty and I traced your GPS to here.”


	I touched the spot behind my left ear; it was a new idea of White’s, all agents were “chipped”, just like our cars and our mobiles; so much for privacy. I kissed him on the mouth and said, “I love you, I’m so glad you weren’t on that plane.”


	He pulled back slightly. “Just a minute, what were you doing here? I found you calling out your own name while prancing around, pulling at some invisible object as if you were on LSD.”


	I knew I had no alternative as I had never lied to him in all the time I knew him, even if the most part was when we were kids and I wasn’t going to start now. So, I showed him the time-travel device and the letter and explained my actions, telling him what I did at the airport on both occasions. If anybody else had told him he would have had them certified, but instead, he took me in his arms as I explained from the original day that he’d left up my uncle’s funeral and then on to today. I finished with a sob and he pulled me to him.


	“A time-transporter!” he smiled as he said it and raised his brow as I showed it to him. 


	“Just press that button,” I said.


	He looked at the diagram, Trafalgar Square and pressed the button. He gasped as the dome appeared. I removed it from his grasp, and he watched as the image disappeared. “So, no more doubts?”


	“No, I believe you,” he said. “This is fantastic, just think of the things we could…” 


	His voice faded as I undid his shirt buttons, and he pulled me to my feet. We undressed each other slowly. We kissed and touched each other and then he picked me up and laid me on the bed where he loved all the pain, anger and frustration away.


	*


	Afterwards I made coffee and toast with boiled eggs. I asked him as we finished off the beverage, if he had any contact with the boss since he returned, “What did the old bugger say?”


	“He told me of your uncle’s death, and that you’d gone to the funeral. He debriefed me on Mae-lings condition and we discussed the information on the info chip she’d hidden inside her, er, vagina. It seems that the terrorist organisation that went into hiding after Gadaffi’s defeat those years ago have joined up with El Qaeda and they are planning to infiltrate key positions regarding European airports. They intend to repeat the 911 attack, world-wide.”


	“Then they could have been responsible for the destruction of the Air France plane, Jack, and the death of all those people. How did they manage to carry that out? Security is tight at all airports, the staff are heavily vetted.”


	He said, “As they managed to get by security their passes must have been original to pass the electronic checking devices and we can assume they were definitely made at the same airport. They are well-trained and conditioned too, the bastard you caught the first time never spoke a word during interrogation.” 


	“That’s why I shot him dead the second time round.”


	He smiled and said, “There are eight hundred security people at Saint Vincent’s Airport and about the same number at the other four airfields. Then there are the ones in the midlands and up North and in Wales. If our agent’s information is correct then we could be looking at a small army of infiltrators in England and Wales alone.” 


	We stood up together and loaded the dishwasher. “A cell in each city, providing transport and weaponry,” he said. I closed the door and switched the machine on. His brow knitted and he stared at me. “How come you can remember what you did when it never actually happened, because you went back and changed everything didn’t you?”


	I’d never given that a thought, but then again I’d not had the time. “I had to prevent a catastrophe of my own making, Jack, our King and his family. As for remembering, I suppose that because I’m the user my memory can’t be erased.”


	“You realise you went off half-cocked at this. You should have returned further back in time and we could have sorted this out together.”


	“You mean you, me and my other self, don’t you?”


	He was quiet for a moment. “What does it say about two of you existing in the same time and place, won’t one of you cease to exist, the, er, original?”


	I had given it some thought and said, “If that was the case then I would have thought that I, the time traveller, would cease to exist also, and low and behold, Jack, I’m still here, so don’t worry about that.” I added, “My uncle did warn me to return a split second after I left to avoid a time-anomaly, but he didn’t say it would kill me if I didn’t.”


	He let that go through his logic processor then said, 


	“We have check the department where the passes are produced. We’ll start with Saint Vincent’s Airport. Obviously someone is using the system to provide false identities and there will be someone on the outside collecting the falsified passes for distribution.” 


	I held up the device. “What do suggest, now we have this thing?”


	His brow furrowed. “Are you serious?”


	“It won’t harm you,” I said, “we can go back and stop the attack, and prevent those deaths, but this time we’ll go back even further as you suggested, and stop those bastards before they even get to the airport.”


	“Then we will have to find out who they are. Where do you suggest we start?”


	“Where do the airport employees get their passes?”


	“From airport security,” he said.


	“Let’s check them out, we could get lucky and find a lead.”


	I packed my armament. Jack eyed the taser. “Did you really kill those two guys with that thing?” 


	“Dead as doornails, I probably fried their insides.” I picked up the transporter. “But if we do this correctly then that will never happen, not in the same manner I mean, it will be just a memory, so, now we take a trip into the past, before the attack, and pick up whatever we need at HQ. We’ll tell them we’re on surveillance, and we need a disguise for you for a start as I was the main target on that plane.”


	He looked at me as I programmed the transporter and asked, “How far back, we can’t risk meeting ourselves?”


	“The day we went on leave, remember, you picked me up at six in the morning and we left for Dover in your car.” I held his hand and said, “I’m ready, how about you?”


	“But they will know our original selves have left the country.”


	“No, they won’t check if we book in, we’ll tell the clerk you and I are onto something new and we need to be incognito for a number of days to check on one of our informers before we leave.”


	He nodded and I pressed the switch. We stepped into the dome together and we heard footsteps receding in the hallway. Jack seemed apprehensive until I dragged him over to the window and saw our doubles down below through the lace curtains as we approached Jack’s car.


	He ducked down as his other self looked up at the window; not that he could have spotted us. “Wow, this is really weird,” he said. He rose up and smoothed his hand across my blouse, his hand caressing my right breast as he did so. “That’s real enough,” he whispered.


	One thing led to another as we undressed and examined each other’s body to make sure everything was in its ‘right place’, giggling like kids until the humour left us and lust took over. We had over an hour to kill and we put it to good use.


	*


	The first thing we did was remove our GPS chips, as the computer would give out the alarm at having double signals. 


	At HQ, we made for the cloak and dagger department, as it was known. We filled in the usual request forms. Jack got his disguise, false front teeth, cheek padding, a false ‘tummy’, a medium brown wig and a van dyke beard plus tinted glasses. 


	A blond wig took my fancy and so did a pair of expensive ray bans. The passes we had made were for one of our own departments, the ‘European Air Investigation Commission’ or EAIC. Anybody checking on us would be connected to one of our operators who would authenticate our identities. This meant Jack and me could go anywhere in any airport without hindrance. 


	Before we left we checked the airports employee’s files and ran through the avatars. I didn’t recognise any of the male faces, which meant our two ‘suspects’ weren’t registered and didn’t yet have their false passes. We managed to avoid White and left as quick as we could.


	We arrived at the airport just before lunch, and headed for the manager’s office on the top floor. Jack had arranged an appointment for us. His name was Stephen Willis and we found his office easy enough. Whereas all the other offices were glass panelled, his was surrounded by wooden walls on all sides. We knocked and entered. 


	*


	The room was well furnished, photos of the airport plus numerous photos of aircraft displaying their company logos literally covered the three walls, and the windows gave a panoramic view of the rear of the airfield and the dozens of hangars.  Willis was a large, fit-looking, balding, cheerful fellow with a short nose set in a moon-face. He offered us a comfortable sofa to sit on and ordered us coffee over the intercom without asking. He asked us, after we introduced ourselves, despite receiving the required information from Jack, impersonating our firm’s CEO, “Where are you from, basically, Interpol?” 


	We offered him our passes which he glanced at. Jack said, “We ourselves are a small private security firm, we work closely with Europol. We do spot checks on all the airports in Europe, we are here to see how your security matches up to other airports, we offer advice if we see room for improvement and also pass on the results.”


	“And how do we fair, so far?”


	“So far so good, as we haven’t found anything we would like you to change, in fact we’ve never seen such a well-run, security set-up.”


	Coffee arrived and we talked for a while about air-travel safety and air marshals and so on and then left him to run his airport, after which we headed for the security section. 


	We showed our passes at the entrance and made our way inside. Jack stopped a pretty, dark-skinned coloured girl with a frizzy Afro hair-do; she had round prominent buttocks, 


	a wasp waist and a pair of large breasts that were itching to pop out of her lift-up bra and her open blouse. “Scuse me, my dear, can you direct us to the department that deals with personnel passes.”


	Following his gaze, she offered her him her breasts for closer inspection and pointed past me. She said, “Third door on your right, sir.”


	We watched her bump and grind away from us. Jack took out a photo from his wallet. “My mum, remember her?”


	“Yes, she was at your funeral.”


	“Watch, and learn and keep your eyes open.”


	We proceeded down the corridor and stopped at the third door on the right. We entered without knocking and held up our false ID’s. Jack introduced us. “International Airport Investigators Smith and Preston, I’m Inspector Smith.”


	As per instructions, I observed the six people at their desks from behind my shades as he produced the photo and walked between them. He said, “This a photo of a female terrorist suspected of having infiltrated airport security, she was wearing a blond wig at the time and now she has disappeared. Please remain seated and face the front while I take note of your appearances.”


	As he walked past the six women, referring to the photo while pausing to examine their features, Jack said, as he reached the end of the row, and walked back to the doorway. He flashed his teeth and said, “Sorry for the disturbance ladies, false alarm.”


	We left the room and I said, “Nice trick, it was the one at the rear on our left.”


	He nodded. “I thought as much, she was the only one who remained cool, bloody amateur.”


	I told him, “Her features were a little tense, but they relaxed as soon as you mentioned the blond wig. Did you get her name?” It was a silly question really. Jack never missed a trick; he could name every one of those six women as he was near enough to read their security tags. I, on the other hand only had the foremost pair.


	“Emily Griffiths,” he said.


	“What time do they knock off here?”


	“You’re not thinking of following her are you? She’ll probably be on her guard now, if she sees us after she’ll do a runner at the first opportunity.”


	“Let’s nip this in the bud, Jack, stop them dead, with the emphasis on dead,” I said, “I think we should get ourselves a couple of airport maintenance overalls.” His features relaxed and he smiled and said, “Yes, sure, that would work.”


	First, we ran through the list of airport employees in the personnel department and found Griffith’s address. Jack read from the screen, “Emily Griffiths, 32, single, employed here since 1st December 2028.” Parents deceased, no siblings.” 


	I made a note of her address on my mobile and said, 


	“Now we can watch the bitch.”


	*


	Obtaining the uniforms was no problem as the airport had its own laundry service. We walked into the laundry room, and asked for the supervisor. We showed him our passes and told him we required two sets of overalls as we were to search the underground electricity system. 


	While he was carrying out this simple task a well-built man in airport security uniform entered from another door, just one glance told me he could take care of himself in a brawl. I’d never met him, but I knew his name. Hector Brand, head of airport security. I didn’t like his avatar when I first saw it on the screen at HQ and I liked him less in the flesh. He was one of those macho types who think they are God’s gift to women. I wouldn’t have minded, but he was pig-ugly. 


	He said, “That’s an unusual request, and you’re too late anyway, you won’t find anything now the bomb squad have already spent two days down there.”


	So, he’d been listening at the door. His eyes shifted to Jack. I’d already undone the top six buttons on my blouse exposing my bare chest. I pulled at the material, smiled and called out, “You wouldn’t want me to get dirty would you?”


	He tried to catch a glimpse of my breasts as the supervisor handed the packages over to me. I stretched my arm out and turned my body sideways, giving him an eyeful, this way all he would remember from our visit would be my bosom and not Jack’s face.


	 


	 


	 


	Chapter nine.


	 


	Contact.


	We watched Griffiths every time she left the office complex and ventured out amongst the public. Dressed as maintenance workers, we were invisible. We followed her home. Her VW Beetle was easy to follow after we bugged it with a mini-GPS receiver. She received no visitors and we ‘bugged’ her flat for good measure after making sure it was clean. 


	The ‘exchange’ occurred two days into our surveillance, a tall good-looking guy who she ‘bumped into’ as he left the restaurant. He apologised profusely and headed for the exit with me on his tail. I called Jack on my two-way, another small blip under the skin behind my other ear. “Tall guy, grey suit, no baggage, pink tie, white shirt.” He turned right as he left the building. I kept well back giving Jack instructions. Our target headed for the car park and slid behind the wheel of a silver Mercedes


	Jack pulled up next to me and I took the passenger seat. 


	We moved right behind him as he queued at the exit. I stepped out and stuck a magnetised GPS chip under the rear end as I wiped our car’s headlights and windscreen with a rag. We turned in the opposite direction to his to allay any suspicions and u-turned at the next junction. I switched on the navigation display and we pursued our quarry.


	We drove for over an hour and finally our pal stopped, permanently. I opened up the laptop draw and uploaded the coordinates from the navigator into the machine. A Bloodhound satellite picture showed us the earth location and I zoomed in. 


	It was a farm complex consisting of a house, several outbuildings, probably pig-sties and a large barn. According to our files at HQ the owner was a Mr Michael Suffolk, and the building was supposed to contain farm machinery, no livestock. It had rained that week and the ground in front of the barn was churned up, not only that, most of the wheel tracks leaving the complex headed in the airport’s direction.


	We drove through a gateless opening in a tall hedgerow onto a field opposite and parked away from the entrance. We had to know where the other vehicles had headed to and which ones they were. We settled down and waited. We recorded the movements outside the buildings, several people left the barn and entered the house and then returned once more. 


	This went on all day. 


	That evening, we got lucky and used the satellite to follow a black limousine towards the nearest town. It stopped outside a large manor house on the way there, one man and a woman got out and it drove off back to the farm. The owner was again, Mr Michael Suffolk of Mercury holdings, export of machine parts to a distributor on Cyprus. Everything was seemingly above board as he dealt with many minor engineering firms in England and Wales who manufactured machine parts.


	The following night, half-convinced we’d drawn a blank and with my buttocks numb after caressing the same seat on and off for the past twenty-six hours, Jack called out to me as I stood by the car, massaging my arse after taking a pee beside the hedge. “They’re on the move.”


	We watched from the farmer’s field as a large van approached from the complex. It was a black and yellow airfield maintenance vehicle. I plotted it on the spy satellite. We tracked it, staying well behind all the way to the airfield. It entered the eastern security gate and drove around the airfield perimeter without stopping and left by the same gate.


	Staying well behind them as we drove back Jack said, “That will be a dry run, the attack is over three weeks from now.” 


	“I suggest we pay the farm complex a visit,” I said, feeling irritable because of the inaction.


	His brow dropped and he said, “Without back-up?”


	“We can’t call it in, as we don’t exist here, our doubles are out of the country, officially, if anyone checks. And we will get some funny looks and have to answer a ton of questions our doubles turn up while this is still running, not only that we aren’t chipped” I said. 


	“What if they return tomorrow,” he asked.


	His frown deepened so I said, “Don’t be silly, Jack, we didn’t did we, our doubles are in a nudist paradise, shagging themselves silly,” and grinned along with him. 


	Then his brow dropped once more. “They can’t just turn up can they?”


	“No, Jack, we stayed the whole four weeks, so don’t worry, things don’t change do they. We will be alright, stop worrying.”


	“So we are a two-man team.”


	I showed him my new gun. “And we have an advantage, a silent weapon.” 


	He asked as he looked at it, “What’s the range of that thing, your lightning gun?”


	“It’s an electro-pistol, and it’s five hundred yards at the speed of light, the charge hits the target before you can take your finger off the trigger. But it flashes like a lightning bolt when it discharges.”


	He nodded. “That’s okay, they’ll think it really is lightning.”


	 “You bloody hope so you mean, there’s not a cloud in sight,” I said and grinned. 


	“You still have your knife don’t you? I’ve got mine.” 


	I gave him the ‘cherub smile’ and said, “Sure, always, and I’ve been practicing.”  


	He looked at me sideways as he always did when he suspected my motives and said, “So, we go in and secure the weapons and arrest the, er, -.”


	 “Survivors?” I added.


	His right eyebrow rose as he got the message. “There will be survivors?” He asked.


	I couldn’t fool him. “They won’t talk, Jack, they never do,” I said.


	He took a deep breath and let it out slowly, it was his way of agreeing with me. “Okay, but we should take Mr Suffolk, and whoever lives at the manor house,” he said, sounding a trifle hopeful.


	“You mean take them out?”


	He gave a slight eye-roll and said, “No, take them alive.”


	I saw the complications, “And who will be the arresting officer, Jack North, part two?”


	He saw the logic and said, “You’ve got the killing bug haven’t you.”


	“Remember those kids at the airport?”


	His face fell, he remembered alright. “Yes!”


	“Now we’ve got the killing bug, Jack.”


	He tried logic, but that didn’t sway me. “But they won’t die now, not if we pull this off.”


	“I know,” I said and pulled out my Guard automatic, 


	“But this is for just thinking about it.” I added, “And we will pull this off, we have too.”


	We climbed out of the vehicle and he said, “Hey, how come I can remember those kids at the airport, that’s in the future?”


	I replaced my weapons and said, “You’re a user now, that’s why.”


	 


	 


	Chapter ten.


	 


	Night attack.


	We put on our “ninja suits”. There was a dozen in the boot of my car. After Jack stripped down to his underwear and me to my skin - as I didn’t wear underclothes, only on certain days - we slipped into the black stretch-suits then sprayed our weapons with black matt spray-paint. 


	Jack had two Glock .52 fourteen-shot “specials”. We each took a couple of flash grenades and three incendiary ones, and hid them in the pouch at the front. We strapped our throwing knives to our right calves and fastened our shoulder-holsters and attached our mini-torches to our left wrists. We were wearing soft-soled shoes specially made for rock climbing, and after blacking our faces and fingers and pulling on fingerless gloves, we set off at precisely one o’clock under a half moon. 


	We decided to enter by the front gate, as it was open and preferable to climbing over the rickety wire fencing. I went in first with Jack ten seconds behind. 


	The guy on the gate was good, I never saw him or smelled him as I went past and I didn’t hear him until he uttered a grunt and fell onto his face, blood running from his mouth, his teeth clenched on the blade of Jack’s throwing knife. So, he wasn’t that good after all.


	“Thanks,” I said and looked at the guard who had a garrotte in his left hand. His eyes, although in death, were still wild and angry. I squatted down, he wasn’t more than nineteen. His teeth were white and clean and they clamped on Jack’s blade as if he were holding a prize. I flinched at the scrape of metal on enamel as Jack pressed down on the dead man’s head and pulled the knife out.


	We’d watched on the satellite screen and seen a man walk to the gate and walk back again every hour on the hour, daytime and night. They all wore the same clothing, non-descript anoraks and walked the same leisurely pace; we never thought they would have someone posted there.


	Hiding the body was no problem thanks to the surrounding foliage and we carried on towards the house, which was in darkness. We’d counted eight individuals on the satellite pictures and the dead guard could have been number nine and moved my lips close to his ear, “We know there are two in the barn, as they never came out. They could be working or asleep.”


	We’d seen the last ‘guard-change’ less than half-an-hour ago. Jack looked at his watch and said, “They’ll be changing the guard in a while, so we have to get a move on. Let’s deal with the ones in the barn, either by knife or your funny-gun, then we can watch until they change the guard, take him out and deal with the other four, or five when they come looking for number one.”


	I held up a grenade. “We might have to charge the house.”


	“Let’s play it by ear,” he said and we moved off.


	After passing the house and melting into the shadows by the barn, I found a low window and forced the latch, and we climbed through and waited. 


	We heard voices. We were in a small room. Jack found the door and he inched it open. The damned hinges squeaked like a tortured cat and he pulled it to. We played our dimmed torches around the room looking for a lubricant. Jack laid his weapon down and stuffed the other in his shoulder holster. He pulled down the front of his suit, just below the pouch and pulled out his penis. “Play your torch on the hinge at the top.”


	I did as he said and he urinated. He managed to reach the hinge and spray it with what little he had. I saw his face in the torch light as he looked at me and I said, “You have to be joking.” Instead of peeing I gathered saliva in my mouth and worked it back and forth, after just over a minute I had a gob-full of sputum. I bent down let it dribble out over the lower hinge, spreading it liberally over the metal. 


	Jack picked up his Glock and took hold of the door. The top hinge squeaked a little, but it opened wide enough before the noise increased. I squeezed past him with my electro pistol in my left hand and my knife in the other with Jack as back-up.


	The black limo was there but the silver Mercedes was nowhere to be seen. Two airfield maintenance vans occupied the centre of the floor. The one nearest the exit had its rear door open and I saw half-a-dozen green-painted packing cases stacked near to it. Judging by the length they held the RPG rounds. One of the men was working on a launcher with the other looking on. They were wearing normal clothes, denims and leather jackets. As I got closer I recognised the pair, they were the assassins from the airport. 


	I found a twig or a small stick beneath my foot and pressed down. Snap!


	They looked up, mouths agape, and I showed them my taser gun. The fat one grabbed his automatic lying on the bench before him and I aimed and fired. The lightning flashed and tubby collapsed in a heap. 


	The big guy stood there and slowly raised his hands to shoulder height. “I am unarmed,” he called out and backed up to the van. As I thought he would he bumped against it and his right hand flashed inside his jacket. Jack stepped forward and threw his knife just as the big automatic appeared. I took my time and fired once more and the big guy dropped like a stone, avoiding the knife that thudded into the van’s side.


	Jack stood there and then he turned to me, staring at the taser gun. “Bloody hell, what’s in that thing, what did you say the discharge was?” 


	“Two hundred and fifty thousand volts,” I said, grinning.


	He jerked out his knife, and looked at the dead man and his companion. “Well, we won’t get much out of these two then.”


	I held up my hand. “Shush!” I listened, I heard somebody calling loudly outside.


	Jack nodded and we left by the same window and hurried towards the voice. It was the relief guard and he was nearing the gate and calling out to his colleague. The shock of two throwing knives knocked him forward onto his hands and knees before he got there. I reached him first, pulled out my knife and silenced his moans with a deep stab in the throat. 


	Jack retrieved his weapon, and I dragged victim number four off to join his mate.


	We made our way back to the house just as our next victim came out to see what was keeping his colleague. I stabbed him in the neck, and stepped back as the blood spumed forth, and watched him as he hit the gravel face first. We half-carried his body away from the front door and dumped it behind a row of bushes. 


	Jack raised three fingers. I raised four. 


	Two more came out wearing their pyjamas, armed with assault guns, calling names and looking a little concerned. We managed to stab them into silence, but an AK47 round went off as one of them dropped his weapon.


	The other one I took from nerveless fingers and turned to the door as a screaming maniac, as naked as the day he was born, rushed us brandishing a bloody-great scimitar. The Kalashnikov is the best assault rifle in the world, and this proved to be in good conditioned as I sent the wild one to his ancestors with a long burst, lucky for me, there was a round already in the breach.


	We left our victims where they lay.


	Jack whispered, “Still,” and I froze.


	We heard movement from upstairs as one of the windows opened. Someone called out in Arabic, demanding to know who was making a fool of themselves, attracting attention to their presence. 


	Jack let of a series of giggles and we waited.


	A voice of authority reached us, one that remonstrated, telling us we were the sons of donkeys. 


	I gave Jack the AK47, and cleared the body from the doorway, and took out my Guard automatic as I hadn’t had the chance to try it out on a human target. I held it right-handed and waited. I heard footsteps on the stairs. In the gloom I could make out a man in pyjamas and dressing gown, muttering as he descended.


	He reached the hallway, stopped and switched on the light. He walked towards me, shielding his eyes from the 80 watt bulb and he saw me in his last moments. 


	Now some people would say it was a shame, him being unarmed and all that, unfair even, but I wouldn’t, and pulled the trigger the moment our eyes met. 


	His body flew backwards with the one shot, as he didn’t weigh much. He landed on his back and his legs flew up and then flopped down again. I listened for a few seconds daring anybody else to confront me. I moved closer to the little bastard, he was around fifty, bearded and fat, he looked at me blindly as he went into shock. I shot him in the face and the back of his head disintegrated, spreading the best part of his bloody brain over the linoleum.


	We brought all the bodies into the barn, loaded one of the vans with the weapons and explosives. We doused the second van and the walls with petrol and diesel oil. I drove the other van outside and Jack set fire to the place. On the way out we did a quick search of the house and set that on fire too with incendiaries.


	Jack said, after we arrived next to my car, “We were both wrong, there were ten of the buggers.”


	“Yes, and they’re all dead.”


	He looked at me hard for a few seconds, but said nothing.


	Jack was a hard bastard, but he seemed to be sorry for what we had done. Maybe it was because we weren’t trained specifically as assassins, only how to survive in a fire-fight, or hand-to-hand combat. 


	This wasn’t the time for emotions so I said, “What now, do we go for the manor house or call it a day?”


	He surprised me by saying, “Why stop now, we’re on a roll, as the Yanks say,” and grinned. 


	God! That grin was genuine, but his eyes were cold and without expression.


	 “Is that why you were laughing so much back there?” I said.


	He stopped grinning, nodded and shrugged, “It’s a job sweetheart, and somebody has to do it.” He took a deep breath and let it whistle through his teeth on the way out. “I’m feeling better now,” he said and I saw my Jack once more.


	We were letting this get to us. “Let’s go get him,” I said.


	“Mr Suffolk, you mean?”


	“Yes, we drive up in the van and knock on the front door, we go inside and if he resists arrest we kill the effing lot of em’.”


	“You still have the killing bug,” he said and he sounded worried.


	I kept my voice low, “They hurt me, Jack, they hurt your parents and you know something, the hurt is slowly receding.” I wanted to take him in my arms but this wasn’t the time. I wanted revenge, I craved it. “It’s payback time, Jack, and I’m angry inside and I want it out of me and I know only one way.”


	“We need information, Mel; it could be at the manor house. We need live bodies, not dead ones,” he said.


	I told him, “You’re the boss,” and smiled. 


	He smiled back and said, “Is that what you think?”


	We allowed ourselves one delicious kiss, our hands not touching.


	 


	 


	Chapter Eleven.


	 


	Manor House.


	We kept the ninja suits on. I would lead with the van and Jack would follow in the car. I took the opportunity to deceive him, but only in a small way. “I think it would be a good idea if I had a loaded RPG launcher in case we run into trouble, just a loud bang to distract them.”


	He agreed straight away and I picked out a loaded launcher, praying for a chance to use it. I slid behind the wheel and leaned the weapon against the passenger seat and the door, sharp end up, and we set off.


	We heard the emergency services before we saw them. So we doused our lights and pulled over out of sight behind some trees and waited til’ they passed. We looked back the way we came, the horizon was announcing the sunrise, only this time from the North West.


	We arrived at our goal and I drove through the open gateway. We’d only seen the manor house from the air, and, as I thought, there was a guard inside, hiding behind the only clump of bushes there, halfway up the driveway. I was surprised to see a familiar face as he stepped forward casually, fooled by the airport van. 


	I had a good memory for faces, especially this one. This was one of the giants from the reactor building in Lebanon. Shahid had killed his partner with a tae-kwon-do kick to the throat, but this one had survived despite the beating he’d given him. As he approached the van the electric window rolled down with a whine. He stared at me and said in Arabic, “What’s the disguise for?”


	So I pointed the mega-taser at him and said, “Guess who?” Then I pulled the trigger, which, when you think about it was a stupid thing to do, as I couldn’t see a bloody thing afterwards.


	Presently, Jack came along and almost fell over the dead guards legs. He looked at me as I eyed him with difficulty. I heard him snigger and he said, “Don’t tell me. You forgot to close your eyes.”


	Jack was grinning and I was angry with myself, but I couldn’t help seeing the funny side. I suppressed my laughter and said while staring at him through a pink-blue haze, “Very funny, Jack North, I thought I’d blinded myself, permanently.”


	He was about to reply when the windscreen opaqued’ and then shattered as two rounds hit it. One of them fanned my cheek. Now that really upset me. 


	I saw a figure at the partly open doorway holding a weapon.


	My instinct was to fight back and not run. I grabbed the 


	RPG-TV7 and fired through the opening it at the front door, some three hundred metres away. The door disintegrated and I exited the vehicle with the empty launcher in my hand. I reached the rear just after Jack and the vehicle shook as more AK47 rounds splattered it. The front tyres blew and we waited until the firing stopped. 


	We counted to twenty and waited. Nothing! I peeped round the corner. The house, which was in darkness, had two large downstairs windows and four on the top floor, which were wide open. 


	I opened the van’s rear doors. The RPG-7V2 is a re-loadable launcher and we had a choice of rockets, making it not only a deadly weapon but also a versatile one. 


	The rocket-propelled grenade would be launched by a gunpowder booster charge, giving it an initial speed of 115 meters per second while creating a cloud of light grey-blue smoke. The rocket motor ignites after 10 meters and sustains flight at a maximum velocity of 295 meters per second or four and a half seconds flight after which it explodes, sending metal shards in all directions. Our target, a window, was two by three metres and about four hundred metres away and we had a choice of thermobaric or fragmentation, I chose the latter.


	Jack was busy copying me. He looked at me as I stared at him, wondering if he’d known my intentions all along. He said, “Well, this is what you came for, so stop staring at me.”


	Shouldering a launcher I said, “Let’s take the top four windows, the outer ones first, you left, and me right, and then reload.”


	Keeping close to the van, I lined up the sights and pulled the trigger. There was a slight jolt and just over one second later both window sections of the building disintegrated. I slipped another rocket into the tube, aimed at the second window and fired.


	I reloaded with a thermobaric rocket and looked at Jack. “Let’s toast the bastards.”


	The bottom part of the house blossomed with flame as the two rocket charges exploded and we watched, waiting for some sort of reaction. The flames died down some. I dropped the launcher and grabbed an AK’. I raced towards the building, weaving left and right with Jack close behind. He called out, “Live ones, remember.” 


	I took the steps three at a time and entered. The smoke had cleared inside the hallway. Two large doors from the rooms on the left and right lay amongst the rubble. I took a peek inside and saw the hole in the room’s inner wall. Several bodies lay smouldering, one of them female. She was holding an RPG launcher; luckily for us it wasn’t loaded.


	Jack called out, “I doubt if anyone survived all that, let’s get out of here,” and we turned towards the exit.


	 “Where’s the Limo’ and the Merc’, at the back maybe?” I said.


	He nodded his head, and we ran outside staying low, and raced to the rear of the building, there were no cars, nothing. We kept on moving and arrived at the van. I picked up two launchers and Jack took half-a-dozen grenades. I pulled the pin on one of the incendiary grenades, tossed it inside the van, and we made ourselves scarce.


	We reached my car as the grenade detonated. We dumped everything in the boot and headed towards the town. We pulled off the road once more as we saw the approaching flashing blue lights and waited.


	*


	We decided we couldn’t leave things as they were, and we needed support. Nobody paid us any attention when we walked into  HQ, and nobody interrupted us as we sat at my desk and read the reports. Police were still investigating the killings at Downes Farm and the destruction of the ‘Suffolk’ building and the death of the staff there. The body count was twenty-five and no mention of Mr Suffolk. There was nothing about airfield maintenance vans which would be unrecognisable after the fire. As for the plane crash, it had never happened, and I hoped, never would.


	Somebody told White of our presence as he called us on the internal phone, “Davis and Bennet, in my office, if you please.” I was Deborah Davis, Jack was Bill Bennet – BB and DD for short.


	He smiled at us as we entered. “I thought you two were on leave for the next three weeks,” he said.


	We had our cover story ready as we couldn’t risk being spotted, because if someone checked on our whereabouts to make sure, then the shit would hit the fan. “We missed you lot, that’s all,” I said.


	Jack said, “You know me, no action makes Jack a dull boy.”


	He snorted and looked at an official form in front of him. I’d spied it as we came in, “You did well at the language school.” 


	We thought we might need an excuse as we knew there would be some suspicion after finding the van at the mansion house. Jack asked him, “This er, massacre, sir, the one on the news, any clues on it?”


	“It was a bunch of Lebanese, as far as we could make out. We found remnants of the weapons used by terrorists, in the back of a van that had been disguised as an airfield maintenance vehicle. It was probably an internal squabble for some reason; you know what these people are like.”


	“We may have found something,” said Jack and glanced at me.


	I told White, “One of my sources from the Algerian embassy called me and told me a Miss Emily Griffiths was working for the Lebanese Liberation Front. She lives in the city and is employed at Saint Vincent’s Airport.”


	Jack added quickly, “So, you can understand why we came back off leave.”


	White’s eyebrows rose. “What do you have on her, have you bugged her place?”


	We’d checked the digital recordings from her flat before we set off for work for the whole time since we bugged her place. She’d had no visitors and had received no calls on her mobile, but she had made over two dozen unsuccessful ones. “We’ve set up audio and visual in all the rooms. She lives alone and as far as we know she has no contacts.” 


	We didn’t know if the guy in the Merc was amongst our victims and the GPS trace was negative. We’d checked the car’s registration number, it was forged, and the car would be melted down as scrap by now.


	“What’s her connection?” He asked.


	“We believe she’s providing terrorists with false passes; she works in the department from where they are issued,” said Jack.


	 “Can we have a tail on her for this weekend,” I asked, “we have a feeling she’s going to move soon.”


	He looked at his fingernails. “Does she have a home computer, a laptop?”


	“No, just a telly,” said Jack.


	“Does she go out in the evenings?”


	 “No, she’s a lone wolf,” I told him, “probably has to keep a low profile.” We were itching to tell him the truth, but although he was a man of high integrity we believed he would think we were, putting it plainly, ‘taking the piss’ and we would find ourselves in the Moscow office for the rest of our service.


	“Address?”


	“Fifteen, Wellington Gardens, flat four, first floor.”


	“We’ve bugged her car too and we would like to follow her if she travels, which means we need satellite surveillance, video and infra-red night vision.”


	He picked up the phone.


	 


	 


	 


	 


	Chapter twelve.


	 


	Contact.


	We decided it was time we met. She wouldn’t know us without our disguises.


	She set off one Saturday morning and headed for the city as she didn’t work weekends. She made for a local park, parked her car in the car park and Jack and me followed her to a park bench by a large lake. 


	I sat on a bench three hundred metres away after we separated; and watched as Jack smiled at her in passing. Her response was natural, but she followed him with her eyes and showed disappointment when he kept on going and sat down next to me, ‘surprising me’ and giving me a kiss on the mouth. We waited with her discussing what to do next.


	Jack said, “When we are sure she is heading home we can overtake her on the dual-carriageway and get to her place ahead of her. We wait for her inside after checking for bugs, if it’s clean we stay, if not we intercept her in the hallway and pretend to be from the north and we’ll ask what happened at the farm and so on. She is waiting for someone to contact her, maybe she has an idea who this person is or maybe she only knows where she is to meet them.”


	I nodded in agreement and gave him a kiss on the mouth. I told him, “I suspect it is someone at the airport, she couldn’t have been working alone. She was working in a responsible position; she had to be vetted by someone at the airport. Maybe he or she will contact her soon. They are probably watching to see if she is being followed, so I suggest we leave now before she does.”


	She stood up just after we did and we headed for the car park. Our electronics showed our vehicle hadn’t been tagged with a receiver. We waited until she left in her VW and took the road home. We used the dual carriageway and took the usual precautions to check if we had a tail. We parked well away from our suspect’s flat. Jack went in first from one direction and I followed five minutes later from the other.


	Ignoring the buzzer button, I gave our arranged knock. The door opened and I slipped inside. Jack had already run his detector over the place searching for spy cameras or listening devices just in case they had been planted since our last visit. He told me after he closed the door, “We can talk, the place is clean and our own devices are still in place.” 


	The room was tidy; it smelled “air-freshener” clean. There were the usual cheap prints hanging on the wall, the furniture was well-used, either second-hand or it was a furnished flat. The kitchen fridge and cupboards contained ‘western-style” food and beverages. She had a hotplate to cook on and an electric percolator. To all intents and purposes she was an ordinary working girl who didn’t smoke or drink alcohol or eat pork, but then again, neither did I, or Jack for that matter.


	Her wardrobe showed modern western clothes, there were several headscarves of western design, makeup, several Tanga-slips and pyjamas. There were supplies of tampons, and medication for severe menstrual pains. The usual hiding places were empty, no gun, no knives other than ones used for preparing food or eating it. Her outward appearance and her style of living were perfect, way above suspicion, so whoever had visited her to vet her would have been easily fooled. 


	But she was working for the same international terrorist organisation that we intercepted, and the man in the silver Mercedes would be staying well clear of her, unsure of her loyalty that is if we hadn’t killed him at the manor house, as he wasn’t amongst the farm victims. If they’d suspected her of betrayal she would have been be dead by now - a fatal accident at home, the place where most accidents happen. We left leaving everything in place.


	We watched her movements for the next twenty-four hours at work and at home and listened to her phone calls. She didn’t go out neither did she use the telephone. She had a mobile and we suspect she used it when she went to the toilet, which was often. We never bug a toilet or bathroom as running water is a sure way to block audio signals, even a school kid knows that.


	Our next move, the following afternoon was to go to work on her. We entered her place and waited. Jack kept his voice low as we discussed the situation, “There must be someone at the airport who found her this specific job. The problem is we can’t ask her without rousing suspicion. Well organised groups won’t be privy to facts concerning members of another group. There will be one person responsible for them all, somebody in a position of influence.”


	“What about this man Suffolk, he didn’t show up on the police files, or the ones at Somerset House. He only exists on paper and he hasn’t been heard of since, no insurance claims, nothing. I could be-,”


	A Yale key entering the door lock stopped me. We were seated on the sofa by the window when she entered and we both stood up. “As Salaam Aleikum,” said Jack in Farsi.


	She dropped her keys and her jacket with a gasp and replied in kind. “Wa' alaikum as-Salaam,” she whispered. She saw our intentions were non-aggressive and asked, “Who are you.”


	I told her in the same language, “My name is Karim bin Tariq bin Khalid Al-Fulan.”


	We carried on in Farsi and Jack said, “And I am Adel walud Ghalib walud Khalid Al-Khalid. We know you as Miss Emily Griffiths and you work in the security building at Saint Vincent’s airfield.” She stood there staring at us, her eyes moving back and forth. “You have heard about the fires and the bodies? It was in the news,” he added.


	She nodded, not speaking, as if not daring to.


	I asked her, “We are interested as what happened to our brothers at those two locations. Have you been  in any way compromised?”


	Her jaw dropped slightly as Jack said, “We saw you in the park, you were waiting for someone.”


	She looked at me and her features relaxed. “My contact at the airport, he said we should meet there if there was a problem.”


	He asked, “What type of car does he use?”


	“A silver Mercedes.”


	She wasn’t lying then.


	He continued, “Do you know where he lives, we must speak with him.”


	“He has a one bed-roomed flat in the city, I know his address.”


	“You followed him?” I asked, feigning surprise.


	She was about to say something then she stopped and shook her head. I sensed something, this wasn’t your well-trained terrorist cell member - she was just a go-between. I tried a guess. “You are lovers aren’t you?”


	Her jaw dropped and her hands rose to her face.


	Jack raised his voice, “That is a serious breach of security, what if he’d been a suspect and the English followed him here?”


	 “You know emotional involvement is a serious offence,” I said.


	She hid her face with her hands and sobbed. Jack laid a hand on her shoulder. “Don’t be upset, we are not here to execute you. We were given your address in an emergency, to find out how your people came to be assassinated by the English secret police.”


	“It was betrayal,” she said from behind her hands.


	“Or you led the English to suspect you somehow,” I told her.


	Jack pulled her hands down gently, her face was wet. “Have you been questioned by anyone other than the airport security people?”


	“Two officials from the European Air Investigation Commission came to question us about a blond terrorist suspect.”


	“Yes, we’ve heard of them, they are a branch of Europol,” I said.


	Jack asked her, “Your lover’s name, what is it?”


	“Isam Oezelic, he’s Turkish” she answered, without hesitation.


	“Isam!” said Jack, “What a name for a fool who has most certainly jeopardised the whole English mission.”


	I rounded on her. “Did you visit him at his place to make love?”


	She dropped her gaze and nodded.


	I continued, harshly, “Address?”


	She looked up and said, “Number ten Pitch Road, it’s a bed-sitter, his cover name is John Blackley.”


	He’d told her is cover name, what an idiot, a bloody amateur! I told her after I sat down on her sofa, “He doesn’t reside there any more does he?” 


	Silence, her gaze flickered to her left as she looked down at her feet once more and said, “Yes.”


	“You are lying,” said Jack.


	I recognised the signs. “You two are well and truly in love, aren’t you; it’s not just sex is it?”


	Jack startled her, his voice hard and flat, “Is that your reason for lying to us, to protect him?”


	She whimpered and said, “We fell in love at first sight.” It sounded more like an excuse, but she wasn’t lying, as I’d been there myself. Not only that, love makes you blind, makes you do foolish things.


	I asked her, “Where is he hiding out?”


	She stared at the floor.


	Jack insisted, “You have to tell us. Where is he hiding?”


	“When did you last hear from him?” I asked.


	“A week ago,” she said, looking up once more.


	“Do the English have him?” He demanded sternly.


	Her head shook violently.


	“You must take us to him, he is in danger,” I said quietly.


	She stared at us, wide-eyed. “And then you will kill us both.”


	I gave her a warm smile. “That is not our intention, believe me, we are not monsters.”


	Jack asked her, “How many more are there of your group, he must have told you as he seems to be of a much grade higher than you.”


	“He did not tell me.”


	“But he does know?”


	“You promise not to harm him.”


	His lip curled as he said, “We are not stupid, woman. You are too valuable to us. We have been watching you for a while, you have not been followed, and this place is clean of electronic surveillance appliances. We are counter espionage. We spy on the English. We also receive information from our English contact, our mole.” 


	Still playing good cop to Jack’s bad, I told her in a softer tone, “Isam is also valuable to us. You and he provide alternative identities to our brothers, our soldiers in the fight against imperialism.”


	Jack copied me. “We will protect you, to the death if need be.” I was surprised at his statement and wondered if he would.


	I asked her, “Has he contacted you?”


	She shook her head.


	I said, “You have a mobile telephone don’t you?”


	She hesitated, “I, er, I don’t use it. It is for contact purposes only, it is pre-paid, unregistered.”


	She reached into her back pocket and handed over her Nokia, an old model with its usual camera. I looked up the photos; one of them was of our Mercedes driver. I showed it to her. “Is that Isam?” 


	She nodded and started to sob.


	Jack gasped and said, “You took photos of him, are you crazy?”


	Moving closer to her I reached out slowly and laid a hand on her shoulder. “Didn’t they teach you anything?” She sniffed and I asked as I pulled her to me, “Where is he staying now?”


	“Number twelve Gretna Mews, near the docks on the Isle of Dogs. It’s a huge apartment block.”


	Jack picked up her jacket and slipped his hand under the collar. He handed it to her and said, “Go to him, warn him to stay where he is and stay with him and you will be contacted, maybe by us, or others.”


	We left with her, and after she locked her door we went downstairs. After Jack checked the street she came out and got into her car and drove off.


	“You palmed a receiver I assume,” I said.


	He nodded. “Give her a couple of minutes, we don’t want to bump into her at the lights or somewhere where we can’t hide.”


	Jack drove and I booted up the car’s laptop. I logged into our bloodhound satellite and got a clear picture of her. She stopped at all the stop signs and drove according to the Highway Code and to our surprise we found our friend heading for the Isle of Dogs.


	We drove there by another route and forgot the Highway Code.


	She arrived at Gretna Mews and remained by her car. She took out her mobile and connected with someone. We parked on the other side of the huge car park some four hundred metres away.


	After five minutes our friend with the silver Mercedes appeared from the apartment block. He walked directly to her and they embraced. They spoke animatedly for a while, observing their surroundings as they did so. They embraced once more, and that was when the black van pulled up beside them. 


	Four men sprang out and by the way the pair fell they must have been tasered. The van sped off in a cloud of tyre smoke.


	Jack smiled. “This is better than I expected,” he said.


	I could hardly contain myself, my trigger fingers started to twitch and I had to clench my fingers to stop them. “I’m ready.”


	He said, “We need a live one, no, two live ones, play one against the other.”


	I looked at the laptop screen, the signal was still strong. 


	They headed out of the city and into the countryside. We followed them from a safe distance and I watched as they pulled off the road and drove on until they came to a river.


	Jack asked as we turned off after them, “What do you think they are up to?”


	“They could be part of the team we wasted.”


	“They may think Iris betrayed them.”


	“They’ve stopped. They’ve taken them out of the van and to the river’s edge, the bank is lowest there.”


	“Water-boarding?” He asked.


	“Looks like it.”


	“Let’s take them.”


	We drove as near as we dared. We saw the driver still in the van. The other four had hold of Iris and Isam between them. They had Isam by the water’s edge on his knees and he had cable-binders around his wrists. 


	I showed Jack my electro gun and my Guard .577-.32 ten-twenty-shot automatic; he nodded and went round to the van while I moved nearer. I moved out of cover, shot the two holding Iris in the back of the head at point-blank range with the .577, which had enough force to knock them into the river.      


	I switched to the .32 shooting the first one in the forehead, and the second one in the back of his thigh as he spun round and tried to make a run for it. I heard the other fall into the river, joining the first two. I relieved my wounded gunshot victim of his Glock, which was still in its holster. 


	Jack brought the driver down to us; he’d cable-bound the man’s hands behind his back. We freed Iris and Isam and I bound the other man’s thigh.


	We dragged the dead out of the water and loaded them into the back of the van. We told Isam what we’d told Iris and we headed to HQ. 


	Isam said all his contacts outside of Iris were dead. He had no idea who the others were.


	 


	 


	 


	 


	Chapter thirteen.


	 


	Interrogation.


	We arrived back at HQ just as the sun was setting. After White told Iris and Isam they would be given a new identity if they cooperated, we left them in capable hands so we could have a chat with our two prizes. 


	White told us, after he debriefed us, “We are looking for the top man at the airport; if we find him then we should be able to discover who the mole is in the government.”


	“Leave them to us, sir,” said Jack and we left for the basement.


	We found the room, guarded by one of the staff. The driver guy was seated on a bench facing the door. He unlocked the door for us and we stepped inside, leaving the door wide open on purpose. The man I’d shot was seated on a wooden chair; his ankles were secured to the legs of a chair and his arms were taped to the armrests as we had requested.


	I removed my jacket and hung it on the hook by the door, I glanced at the other man in the corridor; he was staring at me, his face white with fear. I took a pair of small pliers out of the pocket and turned towards his pal, pliers snapping, grinning like an idiot.


	Jack shoved an arm out, stopping me. “Wait, we have to let him speak his piece,” he said quietly.


	My potential victim shouted, “You will get nothing from me, torture me if you want.”


	“Oh, don’t worry; we will torture you, that’s what the pliers are for.” I said, and grinned at him. 


	Jack still had his arm stretched out. I said to him, “You heard him, let me at him.”


	Jack insisted, “You heard him too, he won’t talk, not even if you torture him.”


	I gave him my evil grin as I looked at him. “I don’t care; I just want to rip all his nails out. It won’t take long, half-an-hour tops and I’ll clean up afterwards, promise,” and pouted like a spoilt child for affect. 


	Jack sighed and his head drooped, he lowered his arm and said, “Alright, have it your own way, as usual, just wait till’ I leave first.”


	He received a kiss on the cheek and I said, “Thanks, you’re an angel. I knew you’d see it my way.”


	I picked up the duct-tape off the table as he opened the door and pulled off a strip. Jack watched me as I approached my “victim”. “I’ll keep the screams down to a minimum,” I said as I spread the tape over the guy’s mouth.


	Jack closed the door and I pulled up a chair and sat down facing my intended victim. I leaned forward, undid his trouser belt and unzipped his fly. His eyes widened as I pulled his trousers down around his backside. 


	In a loud and cheerful voice I said, “When I rip your nails off you will pass out, they usually do, so we have a trick to wake you up.” I giggled like a demented soul and showed him the wall plug and the cable with its bare ends. “I’ll connect your testicles to the mains and give you a one-second charge. They say the voltage here in England is enough to sterilise an elephant. It will, unfortunately for you, leave you impotent, as all the nerves in the abdominal region will be burned-out. We have tried other methods, but this one works every time, and you know what the Americans say: ‘Never change a running system’.”


	 He glared at me and I giggled. “I can’t wait to get at your friend; he looks as if he’ll scream the place down.”


	As they usually do, he struggled furiously against his bonds, his voice was muffled by the tape, and the cable binders held. I rose up and pulled the chair out of the way. I snapped the pliers and took hold of the little finger on his right hand. I saw his nails had been bitten to the quick, something I’d notices as we bound him. “Oh, dear, no nail ends,” I said as loud as possible, “but, don’t worry, I can cut my way to them with my knife.” I looked down at his shoes. “Looks like I’ll have to start on your toes.” I added, “I hope you’ve washed your feet,” and squatted down and pulled both his shoes and socks off. “Ah, that’s better, they’ll come off nicely.”


	Jack came in without knocking. He stopped just clear of the doorway and beckoned me, his face deadpan. 


	I tried to appear angry and disappointed at the intrusion as I wasn’t sure if Jack had scored. 


	He took me out into the corridor to where the second man sat with his head in his hands and told me. “He’s made a deal. He’s going to lead us to the big man at the airport, Suffolk. He has his mobile number in his head for emergencies.” 


	He grinned. “His name is Zahid and after listening to your one-sided conversation he made the offer, not me. All he wants is to get as far away as possible from these evil men who corrupted his mind. He thought they were into industrial espionage until they captured Isam and Iris.” He grinned and said, “And guess what.”


	I placed my arms around his neck and kissed him. “Surprise me,” I said.


	       “He knows our Mr Suffolk by sight, and so do Isam and Iris.”


	“Then I suggest we take them along to the airport tomorrow,” I said, “Zahid can call his contact and arrange to meet him there.” I looked at Zahid as he watched us; I raised my pliers and grinned. He paled and turned his head away.


	*


	We gave Zahid, Jack’s airfield maintenance overall, and a car from the pool to drive. We gave each of them an EAIC pass. 


	Isam called his contact by pre-paid mobile who arranged to meet him, surprisingly, by a hangar used for private jets, not far from the rear of the main airport building, in one hour.


	Iris and Isam used her car and we drove on ahead with Zahid in our car as he and Iris knew the airport better than we did. We became separated from Iris and Isam at the roundabout due to heavy traffic, which would not be a problem as we had planned to enter separately. 


	We arrived at the rear entrance and followed Zahid’s instructions. We parked at the side of a private hangar, which was empty and told Zahid to wait in the car until we called him. 


	Jack and I entered the rear of the building and we stayed hidden next to the huge open doorway. We had purposely arrived fifteen minutes earlier than arranged and weren’t surprised to see a maintenance van approaching some seconds later. As it drew nearer I recognised the driver, who was alone. It was Hector Brand, the airport security chief, something that surprised me as it didn’t quite add up. What the hell was he doing here?


	As soon as Brand stopped his vehicle and emerged, Zahid climbed out of our vehicle.


	Neither Jack nor I were prepared for what happened next. A large automatic appeared in Brand’s fist and my only reaction was to draw mine and shoot in time with Jack. We had no time to warn him to drop his weapon and tell him to raise his hands. 


	Brand’s weapon discharged but the bullet went wide. We’d both aimed low, hitting him in the right thigh, Jack with his Glock and me with my .32. If I’d used the larger round it would have taken his leg off. 


	His gun clattered onto the concrete and he fell to his knees and toppled forward onto his hands. He sat back on his heels, and I saw his eyes glaze over as we approached him. We were four metres away from him when the right side of his head spewed blood and he fell to one side. All we heard was the ricochet as the high-velocity round bounced off the ground and whirred off and hit the side of the hangar.


	“Sniper!” Jack cried and our reflexes took over as we ducked behind the maintenance van while Zahid, thanks to his terrorist training, ran zig-zag and head-down and joined us. We knew from which the direction the sniper had fired, somewhere near to the main building. 


	Iris’s car came round from the side and braked to a stop. I felt stupid, they’d probably been held up at the gate for some reason and we’d not bothered to check. She wound the window down and looked at Brand’s body. I screamed. “Get out of here,” just as a two engined Cessna, coming into land on the smaller runway, passed overhead. I waved my arm indicating they should drive off.


	She and Isam must have misunderstood and got out of the car. Jack and I screamed at them, “Sniper, get into the hangar.”


	A soldier or a field agent would have reacted immediately, but Isam was a courier and Iris was into espionage, so they looked around to see if they could spot the sniper. 


	They made perfect targets out here in the sunlight. 


	Isam was the first to go as the back of his head exploded. Iris, standing next to him, didn’t even notice and she followed him, spraying scarlet and pieces of skull and brain matter over the ground. 


	The shots, which we didn’t hear, were so close together that the pair of them fell backwards almost simultaneously. The words: ‘Must be an automatic’ ran through my mind.


	In the following silence, almost two dozen large aircraft took off before we decided to move.


	During that time we called emergency services and airport security, we didn’t believe we were potential targets. Whoever it was on the other end of that high-powered rifle had been out to eliminate anyone connected internally with the terrorist ring, but, nevertheless, we still believed that there was safety in numbers.


	Brand’s assistant, a well-built Asian by the name of John Wang was the first to arrive. He introduced himself and asked us for means of identification. We produced our Special 


	Branch warrant cards and explained what had happened. At the mention of the word sniper he ‘ducked’ down; probably a military-trained reflex.


	We kept Zahid and Isam out of the story telling him they were our ‘informants’ and weren’t involved with Brand or the smuggler ring we had been hoping to expose, and Iris was helping us as an airport guide. We had arranged to meet Brand on a matter of security as he believed he had important information, and Iris was to introduce us. He was satisfied with our story, and after we said we wanted to keep a low profile, he met the local coppers as they turned up, complete with their weapons team who were all ready to start the next war.


	Twenty minutes later with the bodies on their way to the mortuary accompanied by the boys in blue, we took stock of what had happened. With Zahid safe inside our bullet-proof car we proceeded to ascertain where the sniper had fired from. We found the spent bullets as the three had connected with the hangar wall after hitting the concrete. We estimated the height of Brand’s head as he knelt. Jack held his hand in place and I lowered my head to the bullet scar, I did a double-take, checking the bullet scar then told him, “I don’t believe it, Jack. The sniper was in the airport main building, somewhere on the roof or the top two floors.”


	Jack didn’t need to check my findings he just stood there, thinking. He said, “Let’s get Zahid inside. We must search the roof, we may find something, you never know.”


	I was hoping we would find the killer, I wanted him or her dead, as two unarmed civilians had been senselessly killed, and it was my fault; I felt like shit too.


	*


	We took Zahid with us, as we didn’t want to lose him too. We found Wang and told him we wanted to inspect the roof as we suspected it was from there that the sniper shot at us. We received visitor’s passes for our stay, took the lift to the top floor, and made our way onto the roof. 


	The roof had a ledge at the right height for a sniper to sit with a clear view of the surrounds. The hangar was almost nine hundred metres away, an easy shot for an experienced sniper with a high-tech, assassin’s rifle. As we thought, we found nothing, which pointed to a highly-trained professional killer.


	*


	We left the roof and made our way down to the top floor. Our sniper had to be employed at the airport, probably in the main building and had duties that allowed him access to the top floors. We intended to question the staff just in case somebody had noticed something unusual. We didn’t expect to hear of some co-worker walking around toting a high-powered rifle with telescopic sights, but you never know, somebody may have noticed somebody carry something other than the normal briefcase.
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