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First a short foreword about
Terra Firma in AD 2057.



There were no more fish in the sea, that is, the fish we usually ate, the only fish now available came from fish farms, a delicacy – for want of a better word – that only the rich could afford.


Earth’s surviving wild animals could be seen in zoos, the only wild birds that survived were the scavengers and a few house sparrows.  


On the good side, the air had become cleaner, due to the fact that Earth’s oil supply had long since dried up.


Thanks to one of man’s earlier innovations, the Strathorne generator, man could provide practically free of charge his own electrical energy to drive his car, and to heat his house in the winter for example. Also, air travel was by Helium-filled airships propelled electrically.


On the down side, the ozone layer was still in a bad way and the world’s rain forests were slowly drying up, no longer protected by the global dimming effect which was, the scientists said, diminishing faster than the thin gaps in the ozone layer were healing, and the sun was still the highest cause of cancer worldwide.


As the world’s population increased so the demand for housing grew, it was not uncommon to see a high-rise apartment block rearing up three hundred and fifty floors, and containing as many as twenty-five sublevels.


Almost everybody owned an electro-car, although local peace keepers found the necessity to use the old-fashioned turbo-hydrogen vehicles, in order to combat the rising crime rate, chasing drug dealers and the like, who drove around in their alcohol-nitro-mix powerful speedsters.


In the large cities the chances of being hit by a stray bullet in a shoot-out were now higher than being run down by a motor vehicle, the local authorities said this was due to the fact that all the major police controlled motorways were now underground, whereas the daily newspapers said it was because of the increase in drug use.


In New York City, New York, once a typical multi-racial city, a Caucasian face was now a rarity except in Blanco town, four square kilometers of fenced-in, concrete apartment blocks, a complex built onto the docks in the twenty-twenties, a totally white community, with their own rules, staying when ever possible, inside the law.


All over the country, the use of synthetic drugs was still on the rise and the death rate caused by drug misuse was higher than ever, and the hunt for one particular notorious drug baron, in New York City, eventually took precedence over everything else…




Chapter One.


Perdition.


New York suburbs, Thursday, January 12th 2057.


Police snipers blew on their hands in the cold, twilight air up on the roof of a three-storey empty apartment building, making final adjustments to their rifles, while the doctors and paramedics inside the two ambulances checked their instruments once more.


The dawn raid on a building, where the synthetic drug “crackpot” was supposedly being produced, had been arranged the evening before; everything was running smoothly, as it was supposed to.


Captain Victor Morgan, heading the investigation, conversed on his two-way radio with his opposite number on the SWAT team, a red-haired giant of a man, Charles Newfell, an ex-marine Master Sergeant, who had seen action while policing in Panama, Korea and Israel. He said, “We’re all set here; go in whenever you’re ready, Chuck.”


A ring of black and green camouflaged men and women in their bulky armor surrounded, from a reasonable distance, a medium-sized wooden bungalow standing in the grounds of a huge garden way out in the New York suburbs. 


Newfell, the father of four obedient children, turned his huge frame to the men with him and raised his hand; he nodded to his second in command who gave the signal over his radio. 


The ring tightened swiftly, fully coordinated, and the aggressors moved towards the building forming into groups of threes as the ring grew smaller. 


Rose Evans, in group four, gripped her assault rifle firmly, reminiscing over last night with her boyfriend. 


Sergeant ‘Bud’ Collins wasn’t thinking about last night or tonight even, what he was looking forward to was wasting some ‘mother-fuckin’ perps’, and together with Newfell, kicked down the front door of the wood and glass building. 


As if by magic, the building and the human ring disappeared in a blinding flash, as if someone had switched to the wrong film spool at the movies. But this wasn’t fiction, it was real, and the deafening blast wall, traveling at supersonic speed, blew the fragile human bodies away over the surrounding area. It spread out as it sent men and women flying backwards like chaff in a hurricane. Glass and wood splinters, large and small, flew through the air, piercing arms and legs, impacting on body armor, shattering the windows of the parked police vehicles and the apartment block. 


Sheets of glass came on silent wings, slicing through limbs like the proverbial hot knife through butter; severing arteries that sprayed the well-cut lawn with blood. One particular sheet of glass scythed across the road and took Victor Morgan’s leg off just below the knee as he turned to gain the protection of his car, causing him to sprawl onto the tarmac. 


What was left of the assault team lay scattered up to two hundred meters away from a ten meter-wide smoking hole in the ground. 


They lay there, surrounding their earlier goal, some of them fatally injured, lying amongst the dead. Others, numb from shock, gazed about them. Rose Evans reached up to her face with none-existing hands, while Rebecca walked around in a daze, stumbling over her own entrails as they slipped through her fingers. 


Others lay dying in the arms of their fellow police officers and paramedics, some of whom had suffered only minor injuries from the blast while waiting by their vehicles. 


Only the snipers, high above the killing ground, were spared.


* * *


Detective Lieutenant Sean Sullivan of NYPD, a man of Chinese descent, aged 48, entered the morgue and his senses reeled as he took in the gory scene, causing him to extract a handkerchief and cover his nose and mouth.


He was accompanied by a young woman with raven hair, Detective Sergeant Jenny Colton, an athletic Latino, who observed the activity with moistened eyes.


Chief Medical Examiner Raymond Dante looked around the room at the seven cadavers lain out on gurneys, and then at the ten body bags lying in the corner, and the tangle of limbs and body parts on three more slabs and shook his head. He was aware of the ventilators, working full blast, extracting the smell of burnt plastic and clothing that was competing with the stench of scorched flesh. He tried to ignore the sounds of retching as one of the newbie’ police officers seated on a bench behind him regurgitated his breakfasts in one of the buckets provided. 


The two detectives walked across the room towards Dante, they passed an ebony-skinned female attendant accompanied by two young Arabian medical students. Sullivan turned his head away in disgust as they sorted through the dozen feet and lower limbs, pairing most of them on several metal tables. As if drawn by a magnet Sullivan turned his gaze back to them and looked quickly away as the female assistant picked up a bloodied skull with burnt hair and skin welded to one side of it.


Jenny looked on in curiosity as the woman cursed inaudibly when what appeared to be a human ear, fell from her hand onto the floor. One of the young men picked it up and they compared it with the skull while the other man offered a blackened earless head for comparison. 


Dante struggled to lift a body off a gurney and onto a slab, his activities ignored purposely by the uniformed police officers. He called out to his assistants with the body half on the table, “When you three have finished playing, find the missing ear, I would appreciate some fucking help over here.” 


Jenny took a pair of latex gloves from her jacket pocket and pulled them on. She hurried to him. “Hold on, Doc’, I’ll give you a hand,” and grabbing the corpse by the trouser legs she helped lift it onto the slab. 


Dante said, “Thank you, officer Colton,” and turned, irritated by the noise of four trainee policemen, moaning and vomiting into the galvanized metal buckets in front of them, adding a new odor to the overcrowded room. 


As his assistants arrived at the slab, he indicated with his head the miserable quartet behind him. One of the medical students walked over to them and said a few words while indicating towards the exit. 


Accompanied by two very grateful senior cops, the group traipsed out in single file, buckets in hand. 


Jenny turned to Sullivan, who still held his handkerchief to his face and said bitterly, “So this is what happens when things go pear-shaped. Well I’m glad I wasn’t there, poor bastards.” Sullivan looked at the slim, olive-skinned woman, her eyes burning with more than tears as she added bitterly, “They were betrayed. This is a fucking disgrace.” 


They turned and watched as another body was lifted carefully onto the slab behind them, the smell of burnt clothing and scorched flesh wafted over to them. She asked Sullivan, “How’s Vic doing, heard he lost a leg?” 


Sullivan’s muffled voice reached her ears, “They say they can save it, sew it back on again.” 


“A waste of a good narcotics officer,” she told him, having been to Vic’s wedding. 


They looked down at the wide-open eyes of a black police officer, lying there as if unconcerned with his surroundings. The armor around his lower body and legs was badly burnt. Jenny looked closer at his features; one side of his face was blistered, eyebrows singed, his neck half-severed just below the jaw. 


Sullivan backed away with a groan as he saw the spinal cord, exposed as Dante lifted the head, enabling one of the male attendants to remove the helmet.


Jenny brushed at a tear running down her cheek as she looked at the young man lying there. She spoke to nobody in particular, “I spoke with his mom the other day, she was so proud of the fact that he had made it to the SWAT team and now look at him, Arnold Brinkman, twenty three years old, cause of death, betrayal.” 


She turned to Sullivan. “Apart from Joker, nobody outside the precinct assault team and the SWAT unit knew we had that place lined up; the briefing was late yesterday evening.” She breathed a sigh and shook her head. “DeCorsky’s behind this, somebody must have tipped him off.”


Sullivan looked away from the corpse. He looked at the floor, as if wishing he were somewhere else and mumbled, “We can’t be sure DeCorsky was tipped off, we don’t even know if it was his place.” 


She knew, like everybody in narcotics, that DeCorsky was the only “crackpot” dealer in the state, all the others having mysteriously passed away. 


He looked at her and said, from beneath the handkerchief, “Let’s get out of here.” 


She clenched her jaw; she couldn’t help thinking as they walked towards the exit. ‘You naïve jerk, no wonder it took you over twenty-five fucking years to make Lieutenant.’ 


Outside in the cool air of the corridor, resisting the temptation to give vent to her feelings, she turned to Sullivan, her voice barely audible, “I want DeCorsky.” 


Sullivan looked at her from under his eyebrows as they slowed down to a stop, and surprised her by saying, “He’s all yours; I’ve already spoken to the chief and the captain.” He smiled, for the first time that morning. “Congratulations, your promotion as has come through, as of tomorrow you are Detective Lieutenant Colton with your own team. So, go get him, the boss wants DeCorsky dead or behind bars, everything else, no matter what, is secondary.”


* * *


A tall grey-haired man left his house by way of the front door, his features pale and drawn. He looked back at his wife standing next to their grown-up son, dressed in his police patrolman’s uniform as they watched him fretfully from the doorway.


He approached the large car waiting for him in the driveway, wondering what he was going to say to the mayor about this morning’s fiasco. He turned and waved before climbing into the rear of the vehicle, the door held open by the police driver.


* * *


Seated behind his desk in his office, Mayor Graham Jenkins, 48 years of age, ex-police captain, looked at the list of casualties, neatly typed out, on his desk. He shook his head as if trying to clear it, paling visibly. He indicated to his aide standing next to him. He walked off and returned with a glass of water from a decanter on the side table.


The prematurely bald-headed man took it silently and emptied the glass. A tear rolled down his cheek. He coughed to clear his throat and he looked up at the group of men before him, Walter Andrews, the District Attorney, Harold Kandinsky, the Chief of Police, and Captain Andrew Gordon of the 14th precinct. He spoke hoarsely, “Twelve dead, five of whom are still missing, fifteen severely injured, four of whom might not make it.” He crossed himself and murmured, “Jesus Christ.” 


He read on for while, his face a mask of horror and disbelief, “Vic Morgan lost a leg, Sergeant Watts lost an eye and five other officers will also have to be pensioned off and five of the bodies haven’t been wholly recovered.” He shook his head and another tear made its way down his face. He stared at the three men; the veins on his forehead standing out as his voice rose steadily, “It was estimated 500 pounds or more of Semtex, topped off by claymore mines caused the explosion. Jesus Christ, Harold, what the hell happened out there?” His eyes came to rest on the six-foot tall grey-haired man who stood there staring at the floor, his head bowed. 


Gordon, a pale Afro-American, spoke up, “Sir, I believe the, the people we were after, were tipped off, and I believe-.” He hesitated. “I believe the information may have come from one of our own, within the police force.” 


The mayor stared at the cop who had served under him when he himself was a lieutenant, as silence pervaded the room. He spoke quietly, his voice void of emotion, “Then tell me what in God’s name are you doing here of all places?” 


Gordon looked at him, his brow creasing. 


The mayor spoke again, this time his voice was near to breaking as he half-rose from his chair, “They couldn’t find Chuck Newfell’s body. Somebody’s entrails were found hanging from a tree like fucking Christmas decorations, and now you tell me the miscreants were tipped off by a law officer? What do we tell his and the other men’s wives and families, Andy? That they died heroes?” He paused for breath, the bellowed, “They didn’t stand a fucking chance.” He fell back onto his chair and said hoarsely, “Four other men are also missing, what do I tell their wives and family?” 


His face reddened; he took a deep breath and screamed, “And why the fuck are you still here?” 


Gordon turned quickly towards the door opened it and left the office, leaving the door slightly ajar; he marched down the corridor past Sullivan, who on seeing Gordon’s expression and after hearing the mayor’s tirade, decided it prudent to remain silent and followed him at a close distance.


Halfway down the hallway they met Detective Sergeant Marcus Sodbury from Internal Affairs, he walked alongside Gordon and said, “Good morning, sir, I thought I would find you here, how’s the old man taking it?”


Gordon looked at the olive-skinned man and told him, “Badly, he just kicked my butt around the room and now he is doing the same to the Chief and the D.A.” He looked Sodbury up and down. “What do you want? You maybe found something important for a change?”


The other man’s eyes gleamed. He grinned. “You fuckin’ bet.”


Gordon glared at him and said, “Do you mind?”


The man stuttered his apology, “S-Sorry sir, I er, just wanted to say we found the leak.”


At the word ‘leak’ the big man stopped and half-turned to him, his brow heavily creased. Sullivan managed to avoid colliding with them as Gordon asked, “So soon?”


Sodbury looked back at him wide-eyed; he lowered his 


voice and his eyes as he spoke, ”Well, er, we, er, we had our suspicions, this er, the er, the event this morning confirmed what we all along suspected, together with certain evidence we had.”


Gordon turned on the man, people using the corridor scattered as he grabbed Sodbury by his jacket and shirt front and virtually threw him against the wall, pinning him there, causing him to call out and grimace in pain. 


An elderly woman, pausing by the mayor’s door, cried out in surprise, dropping the sheaf papers in her hand onto the floor. 


Gordon growled deep in his throat. When he spoke his voice rose to a scream, “You had your suspicions. Your suspicions! Why didn’t you come to me with your suspicions you sniveling jerk? Then we could have avoided that massacre this morning.”


A voice rang out in the hushed hallway, “What the hell’s going on here?”


Sullivan turned and saw the mayor, the chief, and the D.A. standing outside the office doorway looking in their direction, the woman by the door finished talking to him, while pointing in Sullivan’s direction. 


The mayor marched towards the pair, followed by Andrews and the chief, leaving the woman to pick up her fallen sheets of paper by herself. 


Gordon stood quivering with anger, his hands still pinning Sodbury to the wall. The slightly-built man gasped for breath and he looked to Sullivan, the lieutenant looked on helplessly, while pulling on his lower lip with his forefinger. 


Chief Kandinsky came up to them and laid his hand on Gordon’s muscular forearm, speaking softly amidst Gordon’s harsh breathing and Sodbury’s gasps, “Let him go, Andy, you’re hurting him.”


Gordon glared at the frightened man before releasing him. 


Sullivan, as if by way of an excuse said, “Sergeant Sodbury said he had evidence of an inside leak on the raid this morning.”


Sodbury looked from Sullivan to Chief Kandinsky for protection who in turn looked at the frightened man and asked, “What is going on here, Sergeant. What was that about this morning?”


Sodbury moved away from Gordon, rubbing his chest. He looked at Kandinsky and said, “I found the, er, the leak, sir. I er, I’m sorry, sir, but we had to be sure.” Moving away from Kandinsky he edged round towards Andrews and the mayor, standing behind the Chief and carried on, telling him, “I have the evidence here, sir.” He glanced briefly at Kandinsky before continuing, and after taking out an envelope from his jacket pocket, he gave it to the D.A. who passed it on to the mayor. He explained, “The man in the white windcheater, he is conversing with Benny DeCorsky, a known drug dealer, and as you can see from the envelopes contents, he is receiving payment for something and you can guess the rest.”


The mayor took out a number of photos, he stared at them openmouthed. “Oh, my God, how could he, he of all people?”


Walter Andrews looked at one of the photos in the mayor’s hands in disbelief and then said, “What the hell-, oh no!” 


The mayor turned away, shaking his head, he took a few steps and stopped, looking once more at the photos.  


Kandinsky walked up behind him and looked over his shoulder at the image on several of the photos as the mayor examined them intently and his face froze in horror.


* * *


In a darkened room, a flat screen monitor lit up, a pair of hands ran lightly over its keyboard. The picture on the screen changed, the keyboard clicked once more and the heading, ‘NYPD Archives’, appeared. A few more clicks and the words, ‘Access denied’, appeared. The fingers move casually on and again appeared the words, ‘Access denied’. 


The following sounds of busy fingers indicated the user’s insistence and soon patience was rewarded as the words, ‘Access granted’, appear and after a few more clicks up came, ‘NYPD Internal Affairs’.


 And a voice whispered, “Showtime.”





Chapter Two.



Jennifer Colton.


She sat at the breakfast table opposite her husband Jeff, an Afro-American who was reading the morning paper. She looked up from her magazine, took a mouthful of coffee from her mug, and regarded the front and back page of the New York Times. “Jeff, it says here that Jose Berkowich from the 16th, bought it last week,” she said. 


“Yeah, they said his cover got blown, he was found dead in his car with a third eye,” he said casually. ‘Sounds like an execution, Jenny. What was he into, he was narcotics wasn’t he? I bet he was on the take and got greedy, the jerk. He’s probably the leak that Gordy’ was on about.”


“He left a wife and two children.”


He snorted softly. “If you ask me she should have left 


him, years ago, he was always beatin’ up on her, and can we 


talk about something else?” he said and turned to the next page. He called out, “Hey! The Yankees are at home this weekend. What do you say, shall we go, or are you on weekend duty?”


She lowered her magazine and looked at him, knowing how much he loved taking her to the ball park – he was crazy about the game and he was also the 14th precinct’s softball team captain and their best hitter. She pouted her lips as she said to him, “Sorry, Honey, I am and I can’t swap anymore, I’m a Lieutenant now, I will have my own team, not only that, we are a little short-handed.”


He lifted his paper, hiding his face, not wanting to show his disappointment and turned another page. “That’s okay Baby, the season ain’t over yet, you can come and watch me and the guys play softball Saturday, keep the other wives company.”


She turned the page of her magazine and read a while. She exclaimed, “Hey, they’ve changed the surrogate laws again. Listen to this.” 


He looked up as she read aloud, “Officially registered surrogate mothers are now allowed to give birth and keep as their own, any ‘two’ births, as long as they result from official artificial insemination from the government sperm control bank.” She smiled at him as he dropped the paper and said to him, her face aglow, “Aw, isn’t that great, two babies!”


He avoided her gaze, knowing what she was intimating. He folded his paper and laid it on the table; he stretched his arms above his head and took a deep breath, exhaled slowly and leaned on the table. “I heard yesterday that they tore down the orphanage where you were raised.”


She looked up at the ceiling, reminiscing. Her demeanor changed. “Yes, I heard about that. That wasn’t such a bad place after the Church took over. The nuns were strict, but fair and we could all sleep peacefully in our beds at night. 


I was lucky to be adopted at ten years old, and I finished up with a college education too, despite having the Catechism rammed down my throat every day.”  


She picked up her magazine and turned over to the next page and then exclaimed, reading aloud once again, “Hey get this. “After UNESCO’S intervention four years ago and thanks to the promiscuity, fertility and adoption laws, there are no more orphanages, world wide. Wow, how about that?” She looked across her husband’s smiling face, and then her eyes rose to the clock on the wall and she said, “It’s time to go, lover boy.”


They cleared the table and she placed their breakfast things in the dishwasher, switching it on. Their cat, a monster 


Ginger Tom, sprang onto the table and licked at a speck of


honey. Jeff scratched him gently behind the ears and on his neck, he said softly, “See you later, Jonesy, no visitors okay, no wild parties and watch out for those aliens.” 


The feline monster purred in response and rubbed its cheek against his hand, looking up in indignation, pawing the air as he drew it away. 


Jeff pulled on his leather blouson, hitched up his trousers, picked up his sports bag and followed Jenny out the door.


They walked down the steps leading from a red-brick house that had been in the Colton family for generations, a two-storey building with a roomy attic, decorated with white-framed windows. At the front and the side, beds of roses adorned the well-kept lawn. 


She paused to sniff at one of the blood-red blooms, and he whispered, “You smell much better.”


She turned to him smiling and said, “Jeff Colton can’t you think of anything else?”


He wrinkled his forehead and waggled his oversized ears, causing her to giggle like a schoolgirl and said, “To be honest, no!”


As she walked on down the steps, he whistled and said, “Jennifer my Corazon, you have the sweetest ass I have ever seen, those Levis’ really do something for those buns of yours.” 


She smiled quietly to herself and opened the white-painted wooden gate. They proceeded along the sidewalk holding hands and stopped next to a red and black GM Tornado, a relic from the past, still driven by its old-fashioned rape-seed-fed turbo-motor


She opened the driver’s door and slid in behind the wheel. He joined her from the other side. They fastened their seat belts and the car moved off into the sparse, early morning traffic. 


She turned briefly to him. “You become a detective today, Sergeant Colton.”


He grinned, patted her thigh gently and said, “I’m going to catch up with you some day.”


She glanced briefly at him once more; she gave him what she considered the good news. Except for personal problems, police work inside the house or out of working hours was taboo. “I’ve been given the task of finding DeCorsky, dead or alive.” She glanced at him once more and saw the worry lines deepen. She asked, “Are you sure you’re going to be working with Bob Green? He’s after Berkowich’s killer I hear.”


He nodded watching the street, eyes shifting left and right. “That’s what Gordy said; I’ll be on nights starting today, all I have to do is collect my badge, it’ll be good working with Bob again. That lucky bum beat me to Lieutenant just like he said he would.” He added. “If you don’t get the night shift, I’ll get a lift home and take a nap after my workout.”


She sighed. “I hope I start on nights, I see so little of you as it is.”


He said quietly, “It isn’t little.”


She smiled widely, and then she turned to him and she whispered, “I know.” 


* * *


She pulled into the 14th precinct car park; as they climbed out of the car a dark shadow passed over them. They looked up at one of American Airway’s airships on its way to Europe. 


She locked the car with her remote and they walked round to the entrance on the main street. 


The sergeant at the desk called out to her as they entered, “Good morning, Lieutenant, congratulations, Captain wants to see you in his office, says to go straight up”


She smiled at the fat man, said, “Mornin’ Chuck, thanks.” 


They reached the stairs where they stopped. She turned to Jeff, smiling. “I’ll see you later.”


He said, “Bye!” softly and headed for the detectives briefing room.


She climbed the creaky wooden stairs, walked along the upstairs corridor and stopped by a door. She knocked and entered Captain Gordon’s office. She called out. “Good morning, sir.”


Andy Gordon looked up at her; he had half a dozen photos spread out before him on his desk, he said readily, holding out his hand, “Good morning, Lieutenant, and congratulations.”


She smiled and took the hand; a strong grip, which she returned eagerly saying, “Thank you sir.” 


“You saw the result of the debacle at the morgue?”


Jenny nodded, recalling the event in her head. “Yes sir, I did.”


Gordon continued, “Firstly, as Sullivan has already told you, I want you and your team to concentrate fully on finding DeCorsky, shoot to kill if you have to, but I would prefer that he does time. You know him better than anyone here, you grew up in the same neighborhood, why, you even came from the same orphanage.” He paused, looking down at the photos on the desk. Then he looked up at her. “So drop everything else, from now on, as that will be your only purpose in life, DeCorsky. Get him, by fair means or foul, got it?” 


He looked down at the photos once more. “You and your team will undergo special training with the SWAT team with ten or more extra bodies from the other precincts, all volunteers, and you will have the added assistance of your old partner, Sven Taylor.”


Before she could speak, he said, “Now, there is something I must inform you of. I was with the mayor shortly after the failed raid on DeCorsky’s factory. I suppose you have heard that the leak has been discovered?” He indicated the photos on his desk. “Internal Affairs gave the mayor these photos, one of our own on DeCorsky’s payroll.”


He pushed the photos one by one across to Jenny. She looked down at them and paled.




Chapter three.


Departure.


A man fingered his automatic in the dark alleyway while remaining hidden in the shadow of a doorway. He screwed on the long, bulky silencer and pulled up the collar of his black leather windbreaker against the cold night air. He looked at his watch for the tenth time that evening and drew back unnecessarily into the doorway as footsteps approached. He peered out from the doorway, he saw someone approaching, and he recognized his target as the man passed a lit-up doorway. He coughed purposefully and the other man stopped. He stepped out into the ally, raised his weapon, aimed and pulled the trigger, just the once. The slightly dampened noise was drowned by the night traffic on the street and the music coming out of the open doors of an all-night disco. 


At this short range the man was catapulted backwards and landed on his back, sliding in the dirt. 


The gunman walked hurriedly towards him holding his gun before him. He looked down at the man’s face. The eyes stared back at him without recognition, the blood on his shirt front shining blackly in the moonlight. 


Satisfied that his work was done, he removed the dead man’s wallet and his watch, pocketing them. He went quickly through the man’s pockets finding nothing except bits of paper. He then walked casually away into the night, dismantling the heavy weapon’s silencer.


At the same time, Patrolmen Carter and Peques were driving along a main street in the city center; they approached a disco with its colorful neon signs. 


Jamal Carter, the observer, saw a light flash down an alleyway on the opposing side of the street. He turned as they drove past; he saw a figure standing there, silhouetted by a light from half way down the passage. He said, “Did you see that?”


His partner, Ivan Peques, is pissed for having to work nights after day-shift over the weekend turned to his partner. “What?”


Carter sighed inwardly, he said firmly, “Turn the car around, I think I saw a gun-flash - and keep it quiet.” 


Peques waited for a break in the oncoming traffic, turned and deftly eased his vehicle into the sporadic flow. He pulled over to the sidewalk and stopped the car before the alley designated by his black partner. 


They took out their weapons and Carter moved quickly to the other side of the alley entrance. Using their torches they searched the alleyway cautiously. About twenty meters inside, they saw a bundle on the ground. They shone their torches along the walls, inside the nearest doorways, knowing that the danger of being shot was still in the offing. 


Momentarily satisfied, the two policemen entered the alleyway; their weapons raised and approached cautiously the form on the ground. 


Carter neared the bundle and recognized its shape. He looked at Peques who walked on, still searching the alleyway with his torch, his gun at the ready, hoping for the chance to blast some bastard to kingdom-come. Carter took out his radio and called in, ‘Two nine five here, male gunshot victim, location an alleyway opposite Dempsey’s Disco on the Portland road. He’s already diminished. Has one big hole in his chest and heavy bleeding, which has stopped.” He turned the corpse half over and saw the dark stain and thought to himself, ‘And an even bigger hole in his back.’
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