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1. The Arrival




    It was a bright October morning with a sharp frosty edge in the air when the 11.35am bus from Glasgow to St.Andrews drew in and stopped at the middle stop on the lower road, sited near the junction with the High Street in Glendoyle. One passenger alighted, a tall lean man, he had a tanned, leathery complexion, no facial hair, ordinary features apart from his eyes which were a grey?blue colour giving an icily penetrating gaze. His clothes were casual, check patterned shirt - open necked, denim jacket, waist length, chino style pants, light tan colour, suede light hiking boots, he wore a baseball style cap, colour dark blue - no insignia or brand name. His hair was a steely grey, cut short, his age could be any age between 50 to 65 years. He was carrying a backpack which appeared to be stuffed full.




    He entered the High Street which was inclined, he walked at a slow pace up the hill, his eyes taking note of everything, in particular shop premises. About 200 yards further along the street, it widened into a large square with a prominent war memorial dominating the centre, the memorial dated from World War 1 and had the names of those killed during that war and other wars since engraved on it. The man stopped at the memorial for a few minutes, apparently studying the names on it




    There were several shops sited on all sides of the square and one small hotel, ‘The Laird’s Arms’ was its title. The man entered the hotel which had 2 public bars, one each side of the entrance. He went into the lounge bar which was empty of customers, a man was behind the bar, “Can I help you, dae ye want a drink?” The man replied in a quiet voice with only a slight trace of a Scottish accent, “I require a room for a few nights, I am not sure how long I will be staying but I will pay in advance, I will pay for 4 nights to start with, do you have any vacancies?” “Aye, I can I fix ye up okay, nae problem, I’ll get the register.”




    The barman returned, he said, “Ma name’s Tam McTavish, I’m the manager here, kin a hae some details for the register.” The man replied, “My name is John Smith.”




    McTavish entered the name and asked Smith to sign which he did. “It is 22 pounds a nicht and includes breakfast which is served frae 7.30am to 10.am. if that’s okay.”




    Smith gave him 88 pounds, taken from a roll of banknotes which he produced from an inside pocket of his jacket.




    ‘I’ll get the key fer the room, number 16, on the first flair and show ye where it is.”




    There was no elevator, Smith followed the manager who unlocked the room door, the room was clean, double bed, 2 pillows, a duvet covering the bed. There was a flat screen TV, a wardrobe with coat hangers and a small safe bolted to the inside of the wardrobe. There was an en-suite bathroom. A window looked out onto the square.




    “I hope ye’ll be comfortable, if ye need anything, jist ask.” He then left Smith, handing him the keys




    Smith locked the door, unpacked his rucksack and hung his 2 spare shirts in the wardrobe, stowed his boxers and socks and then made a call on his mobile. When the phone call was answered Smith uttered, “I’ve arrived, nothing further to report.’ Call was then ended. Smith undressed and lay on top of the bed and fell asleep within 5 minutes.


  




  

    
2. Morag




    He slept for 3 hours, awoke got dressed in the same clothes he arrived in, placed his mobile in his jacket pocket ready to go out. Before leaving the room he placed pieces of very fine black thread in several places, the thread was nigh invisible, a piece was jammed in the wardrobe door, another piece under the dressing table drawer and one other piece was across the door jamb so that if any entry was made into the room the thread would snap. He went downstairs, at the foot of the stairs he was spoken to by an attractive woman, she said, “I’m Morag McTavish, I’m the housekeeper here, if you need anything let me know.” Morag was about 5 ft, 4 inches tall, slim, a brunette, hair shoulder length, she wore a slight trace of lipstick, brown eyes, eyebrows nicely shaped, wearing a pencil slim black skirt which ended above her knees. She had on a white blouse which showed her very shapely breasts and small waist. Her slim legs were stockingless and she wore open toed black high heel shoes. Smith reckoned she would be about 40 years of age, the whole package was very attractive and sexy.




    He said, “Pleased to meet you Mrs. McTavish.” She said, “Call me Morag and it’s Miss McTavish, I’m Tam’s sister.” Smith said, “Apologies, I just assumed that because of the surname you were married to Mr. McTavish.” “I was married once, I’ve been divorced for 5 years now.”




    “My condolences for your marriage breakdown.”




    “It was an escape, my ex was a pig and a brute, I’m happier now.”




    “I’m going out for a stroll round the village, what time do you serve meals here?”




    “We serve meals all day, last orders at 9.pm.”




    “I hope to see you later Morag, I’ll be eating probably about 6pm. Perhaps I can buy you a drink later tonight, that’s if you would like to join me?”




    “It depends on how busy we are, I serve in the bar but if I can I’ll join you for a drink.”




    “I’ll look forward to that, so bye for now.”


  




  

    
3. The Shop




    Smith left the hotel and started his walk. The village, Strathdoyle, had a population of approximately 2000 inhabitants, prewar up to the 1950’s there were a number of industries, an iron foundry, 2 linen factories, a knitwear factory, an oilskin factory, plus other businesses such as a large woodwork premises, a flour mill, a smithy, 2 garage repair shops and several shops. The main shopping area was the Scottish Co-operative Society which had a grocery, butcher, bakery, clothing and a hardware store. The population then was about 2,500. Now there were no industries, only a number of shop premises, even the co-op ceased to exist.




    As Smith strolled through the streets and lanes he noticed that the passers-by stared at him as if he was an alien, no one spoke to him and no one smiled, the looks directed towards him were not hostile but were wary and appeared fearful.




    When he reached the road called ‘The Burnside’ he saw that at the junction with ‘Braeside’ there had been a corner shop which was now a shell having been the centre of a fire. The shop had been a 2 storey structure with living quarters above the shop. The walls were still standing but the roof had collapsed, there had been only one entrance to the building, that was the door to the shop.




    He entered by the opening where the door had been, he noticed that there were stairs leading from the rear of the shop to the upstairs floor, at the bottom of the stairway there had been a door, most of it burned. Rubble covered the floor, he saw a length of chain lying nearby, about 4 feet in length. The outside door to the premises opened inwards but the door at the foot of the stairs opened out because of the stairway. There was still a stench inside the shop of burning, fire, smoke etc. The buildings at either side of the shop were blackened but otherwise undamaged.




    “Whit are ye daeing here?” He heard someone say behind him, Smith turned round and saw a police officer standing at the shop entrance.




    “Afternoon Officer, I was passing by, saw this place and by nature I am a curious man so I decided to have a look around.”




    The officer was a young man in his early 20s’, tall and lanky, he had a fresh complexion and a pleasant countenance.




    “Yive nae business poking aroond, this is private property.”




    “The property is in a bit of a mess, can you tell me what happened?




    “I cannae tell ye.”




    “Why not, I can check the newspapers for details, is there a special reason you cannot tell me the basic facts? For example, what was the cause of the fire, did the occupants manage to escape the blaze?




    “Who are ye mister?”




    “My name is Smith, I am just a traveller, passing through literally, as I said I am just a curious stranger.”




    “I’ll tell ye but dinnae tell naebody I said anything.”




    “Deal, I won’t utter a word.”




    “The shop was owned by a Pakistan or Indian, I dinnae ken which. He had a wife and twa kids, they aw died in the fire, couldnae get oot in time.”




    “How did the fire start?”




    “Naebody kens fer sure, it’s been pit doon as a gas leak or an electrical fault.”




    “Thanks very much officer, much obliged, one last question, was the scene forensically examined?”




    “Naw, ma skipper and the fire chief pit it doon as an accident so nae experts were called in.”


  




  

    
4. The Pub




    Smith left and continued his walk around the village. He noted the curiosity of passers-by, very few people were out and about, he detected an atmosphere in the village, it would appear that few if any persons visited the place. He saw a public house ‘The Findlay Arms’ so decided to have a break from his stroll, he entered the public bar.




    He went up to the bar, one person was behind the bar, a man in his 40’s. “Can I get you something? the barman asked. ‘I’ll have a half of the draught lager.” Smith sat down on a bar stool, had a quick glance round the bar, noted 3 other customers, all men, 2 sitting at a table and one old man sitting alone at a corner table.




    His drink was served and he paid for it. Smith spoke to the barman. “Pretty quiet around here, do you get many visitors coming here?”




    “We used to when we had the yearly music festival but that wis stopped aboot 5 years ago, hardly anybody comes here noo.”




    “So not much happens here?”




    “Naw, no much at aw.”




    “But there was a fire in the village not long ago, a tragic event by all accounts, a family wiped out, a terrible thing to happen.”




    “Aye that wis awful, folks were upset aboot that.”




    “Do you know anything about it?”




    “Naw much, I knew the family, nice folks an aw.”




    “I believe they were Asians, is that right?”




    “Ye mean Pakistanis, aye they were.”




    “Had they been living here long?”




    “Aboot 7 or 8 years I think.”




    “So they were not recent newcomers, did they have the shop for that length of time?”




    “Aye, I think so.”




    “Were they popular with the locals, I mean was there any resentment against them being who they were?”




    “What dae ye mean?”




    “Well they were not Scots, perhaps some racist person objected to them.”




    “Mister I see whit ye’re getting at, naebody I ken had anything against them, ye better be careful whit ye’re saying.”




    “I am merely suggesting that it’s possible that they upset someone and tragically it got out of hand and though their deaths were not intended, that was the end result.”




    “Mister ye’ve said enough, I dinnae want to hear another word.”




    “I apologise I did not intend to upset you.”




    “That’s okay, folks aboot here are a bit touchy aboot the fire.”




    The old man sitting in the corner got up and left, the other 2 customers were quiet having overheard the conversation, by this time it was dusk and getting darker by the minute. Smith checked the time on his wristwatch and said, “I’m off now, see you again,” and left the pub.


  




  

    
5. The Old Man




    When he got outside he saw that the street lighting was on, he paused and had a look around. It was quiet, no traffic about, he was about to set off when he heard a loud whisper, “Mister over here.” He saw a figure in a darkened shop doorway on the other side of the street. Smith crossed over to the doorway, “Come inside, make sure naebody sees ye.”




    Smith entered the doorway which formed an alcove. Difficult to see inside. The figure was the elderly man who had been in the ‘pub’. The man said, “I heard ye in the pub asking questions, it’s nae healthy here asking questions, ye have to be careful, I wanted to warn ye.”




    “Why? Can you tell me anything about this town, everyone seems to be a bit wary?”




    “Son, I’ve lived here on and aff all my life, this used to be a happy, friendly place tae bide but naw noo.”




    “Can you explain why?”




    “Och it changed when the ‘Big man’ came here, bought the castle and became the laird, this was 5 or 6 years ago, since then it’s aw gawn doon hill.”




    “The big man?”




    “Aye, Ian Doyle he calls himself, a man with millions, he’s bocht aff many folk here including the polis and the toon council. Naebody dare say anything, he’s got spies all oer, folk just keep to themselves, even neighbours and friends dinnae talk noo, they’re aw scared stiff.”




    “Is Doyle a Scotsman?”




    “Naw, I heard that he wis a Dutchman, frae Amsterdam, I’m no certain though.”




    ”Have you seen him, can you describe him?”




    “I’ve only seen him a few times, a big man, over 6 feet, muscle gawn tae fat, fair hair a bit short, moustache and small beard. He disnae come oot tae the toon much, he has a gang o’ roughnecks, aboot 10 or 12, nae locals, he sends them oot when he needs something done. They’re aye in twas or threes when they’re in the toon, everybody keeps oot o’ their way.”




    “How old is Doyle?”




    “He looks aboot 50.”




    “Why are people scared about here?”




    “After he bought the castle, he began buying every business in the toon, he owns maist o’ the toon, some folk were against him but things happened tae these folk.”




    “What folk and what happened?”




    “Weel, Alec Hepburn fer wan, he got run doon by something, hit and run, never found the driver. Alec died frae his injuries. He owned the newsagents but widnae sell oot to the ‘big man’. A couple of months later he wis deid.”




    “Who else?




    “Betty Ford, she owned a draper’s shop. sold womens’ clothes, she refused to sell. Aboot 4 months later she was found drooned in the disused quarry pond. It wis said she had fallen from the top of the quarry, hit her heid on the way doon and into the water. She wis a keen hill walker so it wis pit doon as an accident.”




    “Go on?”




    “And there wis auld Jock Russell, he was a widower, had a garage and petrol station, he wis found one morning deid in his hoose, they said it wis frae gas fumes from a heater, he wis another wan that widnae sell up.”




    “What about the Pakistani family?”




    “He widnae sell either.”




    “Did the police investigate any of these so called incidents?”




    “The polis sergeant here is well in wi’ the ’big man’, it’s reckoned he’s on the payroll o’ the ‘big man,’ another thing the Chief o’ the polis visits the ‘big man’. goes to parties at the castle.”




    “So you think the ‘Chief’ is on the take as well?”




    “I’m naw saying that, there’s nae proof but they’re pretty close friends.”




    “Why are you telling me all this, you’re taking a risk, you don’t know me?”




    “Son, I wis a merchant seaman, I’ve been aroond the world a few times, seen many sights and I reckon I’m a good judge of folk. There is something aboot you, I think you’ve come here for a purpose, if I’m wrang then so be it, I’m getting on in years but before I ’kick the bucket’ I wid like to see this toon back how it wis.”




    “Thanks, I assure you no one here will ever learn we had this talk. I cannot say anymore than that.”




    Smith peered out from the doorway, looked in all directions, did not see anyone, he waited a few moments before he left and said, “Wait 5 or 10 minutes before you leave this spot, okay?”




    “Okay.”


  




  

    
6. Morag




    Smith checked the time, 6.45pm. He walked back to the hotel arriving just before 7.pm. As he entered he met Morag, “I’m a bit later than I intended to be, where do I go for dinner?” Morag replied. “We have a small dining room at the back or you can have your meal in one of the bars.”




    “I’ll have it in the dining room if you don’t mind.”




    “I’ll show you where it is, follow me.’




    She took him along a passage and entered a room which contained 6 to 7 tables, some for seating 4 persons, 2 were for seating 2 persons. Smith chose to sit down at one of the small tables.




    “We have an ‘A la carte menu’ and we have a daily special menu. Today’s special is ‘Cockaleekie’ soup or salad as a starter, the main course is venison casserole served with a redcurrant sauce, boiled potatoes and a variety of vegetables. The dessert is either the cheese board or plum pie. The price is 14 pounds, 99 pence.”




    “The special sounds great, I’ll have the soup and the cheese board for afters.”




    Smith had a leisurely meal served by Morag, when she brought him the cheese board, he said, “My compliments to the chef, I really enjoyed the meal, the venison was perfect, would you care to join me for coffee?”




    “I’ll check with Tam first, if he can manage I’ll have coffee with you.”




    She returned after about 5 minutes carrying a tray with a coffee pot, 2 small jugs, 1 containing fresh cream and the other with fresh milk, demerara sugar and white sugar were contained in 2 small pots and 2 cups and saucers




    Morag sat down and poured the coffee into the cups, “Cream or milk?”




    “Cream please.”




    No one else was in the dining room, Smith said, “Do you mind if I ask you some questions?’




    “What kind of questions?”




    “Oh, general ones about the local community and perhaps later I may wish to ask you personal questions with your permission of course.”




    “Alright ask away, if the questions bother me I just won’t answer.”




    “That is fine thanks.”




    Smith started, “Your brother Tam said he was the manager here, who owns the hotel?”




    “The laird, Mr. Doyle.”




    “Who was the previous owner?”




    “Tam owned it, he was offered a price way above its current value so he jumped at it and was kept on to run it. We both get good wages so all in all it was a good deal.”




    “From what I have heard not many tourists or people visit the town, presumably most of your custom is locals?”




    “That’s right, very little profit is made but it’s not run at a loss. Mr. Doyle’s accountant pays regular visits to check the accounts.”




    “His accountant? Does he live locally?”




    “He lives in a cottage on the castle estate, inside the grounds.”




    “Is it true that Doyle owns nearly all the businesses in the town?”




    “It’s true, it’s possible he owns the lot, the town has become dependent on him, he buys the business then keeps the previous owner on and pays them a wage.”




    “Presumably the accountant keeps his eye on all the businesses, what’s his name?”




    “Archie Paton.”




    “Does Paton have a family?”




    “No, he lives alone.”




    “Mr. Smith, I’m curious why all the questions about Mr. Doyle?”




    “Please call me John.”




    “John why are you so interested in the laird.”




    “May I call you Morag?” She nodded and he went on, “Morag, when I visit a place I have this habit of trying to find out how a community ticks over. I understand that Doyle suddenly appeared a number of years ago, seemingly out of nowhere, bought the local castle and the lairdship with it and then takes over the entire community. Why? Is he a power freak, an egomaniac who wishes to control everyone’s lives, I just have an insatiable curiosity. I know that ‘curiosity killed the cat’ but it’s said that cats have a number of lives and I am discreet with my questions.”




    “Alright, it’s my turn, who are you really, you are a mystery, folk here have noticed you, quite easy since very few visitors come here so I am curious too?”




    “I am a semi-retired person just having a leisurely tour round out the way places, I am interested in the history and geography of the areas I visit hence the curious snooping side of me. I’ve been employed in several countries in the world doing various jobs now I thought it was time to take a vacation and relax.”




    “Morag, now I wish to change the subject to more pleasant things, namely yourself. You told me you were divorced, apparently an unpleasant experience. How long have you been single again?”




    “5 years.”




    ”I am getting really personal now, you are an extremely attractive lady, I would have thought that by now you would have been either married, engaged or in some other type of relationship, I hope I am not too nosy.”




    “You are nosy but I’ll give you an answer, there is hardly anyone around here, nobody I have the slightest desire to get involved with, anyway it’s a small town and to be entangled in a relationship here would cause gossip and it would be worse if a relationship broke up in this town, no thanks but I’ll stay single until some knight in shining armour comes along.”




    “A true romantic.”




    “No, I have desires like any normal woman but around here I could not submit to them.”




    “I probably sound chauvinistic but when I see a beautiful woman like yourself I jump to conclusions and think she has got to be in a close relationship with some lucky fellow.”




    Morag’s eyes twinkled and she smiled, “John, are you making a pass at me?”




    “I am a normal heterosexual male but I am only passing through, otherwise I would certainly do my best to attract your interest, you are an intelligent, beautiful woman, a heady combination.”




    “That’s quite a compliment.”




    “Morag, surely there have been men who have tried to get close to you?”




    “Yes, a few of the lairds guards have made crude suggestions to me which I ignored.”




    “Guards?”




    “I think they are some sort of security guards, they patrol the castle grounds and the airfield.”




    “Airfield?”




    “Yes, not long after Doyle bought the castle, quite a large airstrip was built not far from the castle grounds. He has his own plane and also a helicopter, there are always several flights a week, Doyle travels a lot on business so I believe. He also bought up all the surrounding land.”




    “He must be very rich.”




    “It’s reputed he is a multi-millionaire possibly a billionaire.”




    “An interesting man. Have you met him?”




    “A couple of times when he was buying the hotel.”




    “What were your impressions of him?”




    “He exudes confidence and power, a man who is used to getting his own way.”




    “Does he have a family?”




    “He is married to a very beautiful woman, an ex-model I believe, it may be a second or even third marriage, she looks like a trophy wife, I have no idea if he has any children, there is quite an age gap there, I would guess at least a 20 year gap.”




    “Morag, I have really enjoyed talking to you, perhaps we can continue another time, tell me do you lock up the hotel’s outer doors at night, I am not an early night person, I always go out for a good stroll round late at night, for fresh air and a bit exercise, sometimes I do not return until about 1.am if you lock up can you give me a key?”




    “I don’t go to bed early myself, there’s always lots of jobs to do after the bars are closed, so there will be someone about until well after 1.am.”




    “That’s ideal, hope to see you later.”


  




  

    
7. The Telephone Call




    Smith went up to his room, entered and locked the door. He called a number on his mobile phone. When the call was answered Smith spoke, “The information received appears to be accurate, there is something big going on here, I am making progress but a great deal has to be done yet. Check the following.” Smith gave full details of Doyle and then said, “Doyle is not his original name, he either changed his name by deed poll or it is an alias. He is believed to originate from Amsterdam which suggests drugs or diamonds or both. He has a large body of so called guards, not locals, they sound like hired muscle. There have been several deaths here all recorded as accidents, I suspect they were all murders, the local police sergeant is on Doyle’s payroll and the county Chief Constable is supposedly a friend of Doyle’s, he may or not be on the payroll, I do not know at present. Doyle’s accountant lives on his estate, I would really like to examine the finance ledgers that’s if I knew where they were kept, I suspect they will be kept in Doyle’s possession. Tonight I am going to have a look at the castle and estate.” Smith then listened for a few minutes and then said, “I do not require any backup or support now but eventually I will need further manpower, preferably my own team plus the necessary equipment, there will be about 12 guards plus Doyle and maybe a few more to take out or eliminate so my team plus myself should be sufficient.” Smith passed further details regarding the airstrip and aircraft and then terminated the call.


  




  

    
8. The Airfield




    He then selected some items from his backpack, a Swiss pen knife which had multiple tools, a small pencil slim torch, a handkerchief, small binoculars about the size of opera glasses. He left his mobile in the dressing table drawer. He fixed the various threads in place and exited the room, locking it.




    Before he left the hotel’s entrance he stood for a few moments and surveyed the street in all directions, satisfied that there was no one in the vicinity he set off at a medium pace. He kept to the shadows, moving along on the inside of the pavements. He headed out of the town in the direction of the castle, about half a mile from the castle he left the road and set off across country going towards the highest point, a small hillock rising to a height of about 200 feet. At the top he viewed the area using his binoculars. He noted the turrets of the castle rising above the surrounding trees, lights from the castle glimmered through the trees, he saw that the grounds were enclosed by high stone walls, approximately 10 feet high, they looked like they were the original walls but the tops of the walls had been altered to accommodate metal stanchions about 3 feet tall and razor wire - 4 lines of it - had been fixed throughout the entire length of the parts of wall he could see.




    Beyond the castle he could see security lighting in the distance on high posts about 25 yards between each post. Just under the lights was a wire security fence topped with razor wire, he assumed that the fence would be electrified. The fence continued for some considerable distance, within its confines he saw the shape of a large hangar type building, it was apparent that the fence surrounded the airfield. Outside the fence there appeared to be a single lane track, he saw a Land Rover being driven along this lane very slowly, there were 2 occupants in the vehicle who were focused on the fence, checking it, presumably for any damage or possible attempts of illegal entry.




    He could not see any aircraft so he assumed they were undercover or on a flight. He remained in position for 2 hours, noting the frequency of the security patrols, he noticed that the parts of the airfield he could see that there were no trees or shrubs within about 200 yards of the security fence giving anyone within the airfield a clear line of fire. He estimated that the length of the airstrip was at least a mile, probably a bit longer. The entire area was well protected, the airstrip was not lit up so it appeared that no flight departures or arrivals were imminent. He checked the time 12.15am. so decided to return to the hotel.


  




  

    
9. Morag




    Smith took a leisurely walk back arriving at about 12.45am. The bars were in darkness as he entered so he went up to his room. As he unlocked the door, he heard a sound behind him, he spun around quickly and found Morag a yard away, “Hello Morag you give me a bit of a start, I had no idea it was you.”




    “Sorry John, I didn’t mean to startle you, are you alright?”




    “Now that I’ve seen you, everything is perfect.”




    She took a step closer to him, he could smell her perfume which was intoxicating, she was wearing a bathrobe and showing a hint of cleavage. They were now close, she looked up at him, he saw that her eyes were sparkling and she had applied a touch of eye shadow and also lipstick. There was an intense atmosphere, the air seemed to crackle with eroticism, he placed one hand on the small of her back and the other round the back of her head as he drew her in. Their lips met and their mouths opened wide as their tongues met and lashed, their bodies ground tightly, she could feel his hardness against her abdomen, he removed his hand from her back and slipped it inside her robe, cupping a breast, her nipple was rigid. She whispered, “I think we better get inside the room, don’t you think?”




    “That’s the best suggestion I‘ve heard for a long time.”




    Still enveloped in their embrace, they entered the room and closed the door. Morag helped him off with his jacket and began unbuttoning his shirt, pulled it out of his pants and threw it to one side. She then kissed and nibbled his nipples as she unbuckled his belt, she pulled his pants down and he stepped out of them. He was as hard as a rock, he untied her robe and slipped it off, she was naked. He bent and took one of her nipples in his mouth, licking and nibbling, each nipple in turn, Her hand was grasping his cock under his boxers, he slipped them off. Morag was gasping hard, he slipped a hand down to the apex of her legs and slipped a finger inside her, she was wet. “Don’t stop, I love it, it’s been so long.” He then slipped a second finger in her hot spot and moved them in and out. “Yes, yes, harder, harder.”




    They backed up slowly and fell across the bed, she lay on her back with her legs spread wide. Smith started to lick her from her breasts, slowly down kissing and licking her stomach and then to the insides of her thigh tops. “Don’t tease me, lick me there.”




    He licked all round and then inserted his tongue inside her, nibbling her clit. She was pushing up against him and she grasped his head with both her hands forcing it against her. She started convulsing, “Oh yes, oh yes, I’m cumming, don’t stop, don’t stop, ohhhhh!!! Her orgasm went on and on, she was shaking. “John, I want you inside me now, shag the arse off me.” John entered her and started long slow strokes, “Yes, yes, that’s good John, I can feel you, I want you to cum inside me, I want to feel you cum, do whatever you like.” “Morag I feel like I want to stay inside you forever, you are the sexiest creature on this planet, I want to fuck you forever.” “Yes, yes, I want that too, I love your cock inside me.”




    John started riding her faster and faster, he could feel the sensation building up, “Morag I’m going to cum, yes, yes.” He give one mighty push and orgasmed, shooting his sperm deep inside her. “I feel your cum John, don’t come out stay in there.” He lay on top of her with his softening cock still inside her.




    “Morag, you are sensational, I haven’t felt like this for ages.”




    “I know how you feel John, you are a great lover, it’s been so long since I have had sex and such wonderful sex too, I just couldn’t help myself, I wanted you, I hope you don’t think that I am a slut.”




    “You are a sexy, wonderful lady, I wanted to make love to you, it was fantastic.”




    “I can’t stay here all night, the cleaner starts at 6 o’clock so I have to be up and about by then but I can stay a while longer if you want.”




    “Strange lady, of course I want you to stay, go when you have to, okay?”




    “John, I feel a certain thing beginning to stiffen up, what do you think it is?”




    “Why don’t you check on it and have a close examination.”




    “Good idea.”




    Morag rolled off John, as she did so his cock emerged, she stroked it gently and it started growing bigger and harder. “Morag my dear if you keep doing that we won’t be getting any sleep yet?”




    “I know that.” She then crouched over his cock and enveloped it in her mouth, she started sucking and licking it in turn as well as handling it and his testicles in a gentle fashion. “I love that Morag, that feels so wonderful.” “Mmmm’ was the reply.




    “Morag, I want to fuck you again now.”




    Morag rose and got on top of him, she reached down and inserted his cock in her, she started raising herself up and down on him, increasing the speed, “John, I am going to cum again, ohhhhhh, I’m cumming.”Her back stiffened and then she collapsed on top of him. He felt her wetness and stickiness and then he orgasmed shooting his sperm deep inside her again.




    She rolled off and they clutched each other, embracing. “John, I know that you will be moving on eventually but I will be eternally grateful and happy that we had these moments together and no regrets, only that you are moving on.”




    “My dear I have to leave but I intend to return whenever I can to spend time with you, it will be at least 3 times a year, will you be here for me?”




    “Yes, John, I will miss you between times but every time you return will be wonderful just like a honeymoon each time. Our relationship is special, no demands on each other, just come back when you can.”




    They lay together spoon fashion, he pressed against her back until they fell asleep.




    When John woke up at around 7.am he found he was alone. He rose, shaved, showered and got dressed. He went downstairs and entered the dining room. Morag came to the table, “Good morning John, did you sleep well?” she said with a smile and a twinkle in her eyes.




    “I had a wonderful night, I had this amazing dream, I just hope the dream comes back to me tonight, one of the best nights I have ever had.”




    “I am sure you will have the same dream or a similar one all the time you stay here, it’s the fresh air here, it’s invigorating, now what would you like for breakfast?”




    “I’m starving, I could eat a horse, skin and hooves, it must be the air as you say.”




    “There is porridge or a selection of cereals for the first course, then we have kippers with scrambled eggs or a full fry up Scottish breakfast, that is 2 fried eggs, fried bacon, black pudding, sliced sausage, beans, tomatoes and fried bread. There is also toast, butter, marmalade or jam, orange juice and coffee or tea.”




    “Please I’ll have the porridge and the fry up with tea and if you can perhaps you can sit down and have a coffee or tea with me.”




    “I would love to, I‘ll get your breakfast now.”




    After he had eaten and was on his second cup of tea, Morag joined him, “What’s your plans for today John?”




    “I’ll just have a wander about the town, maybe visit the police station here and have a chat to the officer-in-charge.”




    “That would be the sergeant, Donald McLeod, he tends to be a bit gruff, keeps himself aloof from the rest of the community, not what you would call happy-go-lucky.”




    “How long has he been stationed here?”




    “About 5 or 6 years,he was posted here around the same time the laird came.”




    “Ah, the laird, tell me is it coincidence that the laird has the surname of the village, Doyle as in Glendoyle?”




    “No coincidence the village’s original name was Strathburn, Doyle got the name changed.”




    “He certainly sounds like a powerful person, a real magnate.




    Back to the police subject, where is the divisional headquarters located?”




    “At the county town, Stanebridge, about 10 miles from here, it’s on the bus service route - Edinburgh to Perth.”




    “And the county police headquarters, its location is where?”




    “It’s in the countryside, the police took over a large country house in the middle of the county, I think it’s called Caledonia Hall. About 16 miles from here.”




    “Thanks for your help, I ll get out and about now, I’ll see you later for sure, yes?”




    “Sure, we have some business to carry on with.” She give a wide smile full of suggestion.


  




  

    
10. The Encounter




    Smith left the hotel and headed to the main road crossroads, as he ambled along he was aware of 2 men about 70 to 80 yards behind him, One man was well over 6 feet, in his 30’s, well built, shaven head, with a drooping Mexican style moustache, wearing jeans, plaid shirt, short denim jacket and trainers, His companion was much shorter but he had a bulky body with his stomach sticking out over his belted trousers, he was also in his 30’s, had brown hair combed back with a ponytail, clean shaven, wearing jeans, roll neck sweater, donkey jacket and suede boots. Smith paused frequently checking shop windows and crossing streets going round in a twisting route. They kept their distance but were trailing him.




    As he turned a corner in a quiet back street, he stepped back into a doorway and waited. His followers came round the corner and passed him before they realised it.




    Smith stepped out, “Good morning gentlemen, is there something you wish to discuss with me, otherwise why are you shadowing me?” The 2 men were taken aback and seemed at a loss for words then the shorter man spoke, “We’ve heard you’ve been nosing around asking questions about certain matters.”




    “What is your interest in this, is there a law against asking questions in this town?”




    The short man did not reply to the question but said, “You better take care, I think it would be best if you left the town as soon as possible,”




    “I do not know who you are but you are not locals, you do not have a Scottish accent so I presume you are employed by the laird, what you have just said appears to be a threat to me, now the only way I respond to warnings, threats whatever, is by reaction, I suggest you leave my presence and report back to your boss what I have said.”




    The big man said,”Old man, you be careful, a man of your age could fall or trip over and get really hurt.”




    Smith replied in a voice dripping with ice, “Now I consider that a direct threat of bodily harm to me, I may be much older than the both of you but consider this if one of you lays a finger on me in law that is considered an assault and I would bring charges against you in a court of law.”




    They both thought this was funny and laughed, the short man said, “We own the law here, get real, you will not survive if you carry on.”




    Smith was well aware that he was to be a victim of violence at their hands, he knew sooner or later he would be challenged and had been prepared for this encounter.




    “Please allow me to go on my way,” he pleaded, “I am a man of peace, I will stop prying, please let me go.”




    Smith took a step forward towards the big man as if to pass, the man put his arm straight out to put his hand on Smith’s chest, Smith twisted to the side, grabbed the man’s wrist with his right hand and with his left hand grasped the elbow straightening the man’s arm, Smith raised his left leg and brought the man’s arm down with force onto his thigh, there were two distinct cracks, the elbow bone and wrist bone were both snapped. The big man howled in pain, his right arm shattered in 2 places, his arm hanging limply. Smith then kicked the big man with the toe of his boot in the groin area just under the testicles, this made the big man stoop and drop his head, Smith spun round and kneed the big man under the jaw causing the man to bite his tongue, he also had a fractured jaw bone. The man fell back onto the ground with blood pouring out of his mouth, his left hand holding his testicles and his right arm just hanging. The entire action was over in seconds.




    As Smith was dealing with the big man, he was aware of the short guy rushing towards him, Smith fell back onto the ground and as the short guy ran onto him, Smith used his feet and legs to catapult the short man over the top of his body, the short guy’s momentum caused him to strike a wall with his head resulting in him sustaining a fractured nose. Smith sprang to his feet, grabbed the short guy by his ponytail and for good measure smashed his head against the wall once more, the short guy lost consciousness and slowly slid down the wall.




    Smith bent down and grabbed the big guy by the hair on top of his head, he pulled the head back and said, “I did not want this but I dislike threats, go back to your boss and tell him what happened and emphasis no matter how many thugs he sends I will deal with them in ways they have never ever heard of, I prefer peaceful means but if necessary I can be as brutal as the next guy, do you understand? One more thing, if I ever see you two within 200 yards of me I will come and get you and next time you will not get off so lightly, kapishe. I suggest the both of you get treatment before infection sets in.”


  




  

    
11. Sergeant McLeod




    Smith then left the two of them sitting and lying there. He continued his walk and made his way to the main street running South to North, the other main road ran West to East. He saw a teenage lad and asked him where the police station was, having got directions he went there. It was a small sub-station situated next to two typical police houses. The front door was open, inside there was another glass fronted door which he pushed open. There was a small waiting area, the room was divided by the enquiry counter. Behind the counter there were two desks and a number of filing cupboards.




    A young looking officer was sitting at one of the desks, he got up and came to the counter. “Kin I help you?”




    “My name is John Smith, I am visiting the town for a few days and I would like to have a chat with the officer-in-charge here.”




    “Sergeant McLeod is in charge, whit dae ye want tae speak tae him aboot?”




    “Officer that is between the sergeant and myself, please have a word with him and convey my request.”




    “I’ll tell him but am nae sure if he’ll see ye.”




    “I am certain he will wish to see me.”




    “I’ll gang and hae a word wi him.”




    The officer left the front office and went through a door at the rear, Smith could the sound of a conversation, a few moments later the officer returned, “The sergeant will see ye, come wi me.” The officer unbolted a cover hatch adjoining the counter allowing passage into the office, Smith followed the officer into a rear room which was apparently the sergeant’s office. The sergeant was sitting behind a desk. “Take a seat,” he said.




    The sergeant was a tall man with a build going to seed, he had a ruddy complexion and purplish coloured veins in his large nose showed his affinity to alcohol, his hair was a sandy colour, thinning and showing grey streaks. He sat with his jacket off and his tie had been loosened. An empty mug was on the desk.




    Smith was about to speak when the sergeant said, “I know who you are Mr. Smith but I don’t know why you are asking questions in the toon. We’re a close knit community here and we dinnae take kindly to nosy strangers poking aboot oor affairs.”




    “Sergeant I am just a simple traveller passing through who has heard of happenings here which require explaining, if that is being nosy then I plead guilty. I would like to ask some questions but if you are unwilling to answer them then I will seek a higher authority further afield.”




    “Whit dae ye mean?”




    “To begin with I will pay a visit to the police divisional headquarters at Stanbridge, if I am not satisfied there then the next step will be to call at the police headquarters at Caledonia Hall, if I am not satisfied there I will contact the best investigative journalist on the staff of a tabloid newspaper and inform him of my findings and theories, do you get the picture?”




    “Are you threatening me?”




    “Oh dear the word threat or threatening has become so commonly used recently. Listen carefully Sergeant, I do not threaten, I act and do whatever is necessary to get answers so whether you agree or not is immaterial to me.”
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