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Author’s Note





    The Helios Protocol is the fourth story from the series, The Inspector Fenchurch Mysteries. It follows immediately on Stradler’s Game (the 3rd) and Black Veil (the 2nd). The series debut is entitled The Blakely Affair.




    Carter Seagrove is the pseudonym of authors Alp Mortal and Chambers Mars. The Inspector Fenchurch Mysteries is the first output of the union following the experimental project Dust Jacket ... and there will be others.




    In The Helios Protocol, reeling from the events in Freiburg, Alfred and Adam are rescued by Yves and Webb; only to be sent to Malta to track down Fulshard and The Daughters of Helios ... they find a lot more than they bargained for and the final showdown with the traitor Fulshard is nothing like Alfred imagined. But only when Alfred and Adam return to Stradler’s family in Italy to visit William and pay their respects, do they find out the whole story of the Helios Protocol.




    We hope that you thoroughly enjoy the story and feedback is always welcome. Please email us or visit the websites to find out what we’re working on next.




    Thank you!




    Carter Seagrove
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Chapter One – Scotch





    Who will remember us when we are dead? I travel along this path and believe that someone will mourn my passing and spend a moment to think kindly on their memories of me. The fact of the matter is, no-one will remember us, our deeds or our sacrifice.




    “Alfred ... say something.”




    “He trained me; took a bullet for me in Marseille ... and I have left him to be picked over like carrion by our enemies ...”




    “Was he dead?”




    “Not dead ... dying ... as good as.”




    “Where are we stopping?”




    I don’t care anymore but that is not our way; if I don’t honour his memory then who will?




    “Just before Mullheim there is a road which goes past the aerodrome and on to Innerberg ... take the road and stop at Innerberg. There is a barn – least there was – we’ll hole up there for a few hours.”




    By the time we reach the barn it is midnight. We have no provisions and only through force of habit do we have our papers in our pockets.




    “Do we cross at Neuenburg?” asks Adam.




    “I’m wondering if we shouldn’t try and board one of the barges bound for Basel and slip in that way ... until we get to the French or Swiss side then we’re fair game.”




    “Drive to Galgenloch and try and board a barge as they slow down for the section through Kapellengrien ...”




    “Yes, okay.”




    “I’m sorry, Alfred ... he was-”




    “The best of men, of brothers and of comrades ...”




    What the hell am I going to say to William?




    “Come and lie with me, Alfred; we can get a few hours’ sleep before making our run for it; the first barge won’t come through before dawn.”




    For the first twenty years, since yesterday, I scarce believ’d, thou could’st be gone away. For forty more, I fed on favours past and forty on hopes, that thou would’st, they might last. Tears drown’d one hundred, and sighs blew out two. A thousand I neither think, not do, or not divide, all being one thought of you; or in a thousand more, forget that too. Yet call not this long life; but think that I am, by being dead, immortal; can ghosts die?[1]




    oOo




    “Let’s go!”




    It’s four o’clock in the morning and we’re slipping out of the barn, estimating it to be an hour to the river where, if we’re lucky, we’ll slip aboard a barge which will take us to Basel and the rendezvous with Yves and Webb. I have the Reichsmarks in my pocket should it be necessary to ‘buy a ticket’.




    We take the road back past the aerodrome and there is a Caproni CA 102 on the airstrip – which was not there when we passed by earlier – and it is painted in Borelli Industries colours.




    “Adam, stop!”




    “Why?”




    “That’s Borelli’s plane ... that cannot be a coincidence ... maybe Yves heard something on the transmitter.”




    “Or it’s a trap ... what do you want me to do?”




    “Pull off of the road there and we’ll risk it.”




    Two things happen simultaneously; three black cars appear over the brow of the hill which is a mile to our west and the aircraft starts up and someone is signalling with a light from the cargo bay door.




    “It’s Yves; C’MON!”




    The cars are advancing and the plane is creeping along the runway but gaining speed. Adam and I have no choice but to scale the fence which runs along the edge of the airstrip, separating it from the road. Adam leaps first, hitting the bottom of the fence like a trampoline to propel himself halfway up and high enough to grab the top edge. He hauls himself up, swinging one leg over to steady himself as he holds out his hand for me. I bounce off of the fence as he did and grab his hand, at which point he swings his other leg over to counter the weight and effectively lifts me so that I can reach the top. I grab the top of the fence with both hands and push off with my feet, moving my body to the side as I come off of the bounce to vault the fence and land the other side, rolling like a parachutist. Adam is already up and in a position to grab me under the arm and drag me into a run, using all of my momentum to propel us forward.




    The three black cars have reached the entrance to the aerodrome but the bar across the entrance has got to be lifted before they can drive in. Adam and I are running at full pelt towards the side of the aircraft, gaining quickly, now within range of Yves’s shouting.




    “Get a bloody move on!”




    The bar is up and the cars are moving around the hangar and lining themselves up with the head of the runway for the chase; so far I have heard no gunfire.




    We’re within fifty yards of the plane but I feel myself slowing down and Adam is having to pull me along.




    “C’MON!” shouts Yves; neither Adam nor I have breath to spare to answer him.




    The first detonation nearly knocks us clean off of our feet. It appears that one of the cars has tripped a landmine. The carcass of the Olympia is cartwheeling towards us; body panels and tyres are flying off in all directions. It ignites and the fireball envelopes the other two cars which swerve to avoid the carnage.




    We’re by the tail of the plane and six more seconds separate us from the cargo bay door. Adam sprints forward and launches himself into the open doorway, immediately swinging round and leaning out to grab my hand which is inches from his.




    “Grab my hand, Alfred!”




    The energy from the second detonation literally hurls me into his arms.




    “GO-GO-GO!” I hear Yves scream as Adam pulls me to safety. Our speed increases and Yves slides the door into place and scrambles up front to join Webb in the cockpit. Adam and I remain sprawled out on the floor of the cargo bay until we are airborne.




    “You need to give up smoking.”




    “I will ... the second after people stop trying to kill me.”




    “Black Veil?”




    “A safe assumption ... I wonder where we’re going.”




    “Malta, gentlemen,” pipes in Yves, “can I offer either of you a drink?”




    “Whiskey and soda?”




    “Single malt?”




    




  

    
Chapter Two – In-flight Service





    “How did you know where to find us, Yves?”




    “Gut instinct ... as soon as the ticker tape started to spew out of the machine in Badenweiler, our operative relayed the facts and I had to decide where to intercept your getaway.”




    “Whose transmission did Badenweiler pick up?”




    “Not the police ... a transmission between the bank in Freiburg and an unidentified receiving station in Basel - almost certainly Black Veil’s - and judging by your reception, it was almost certainly being read by Fulshard at the same time as me.”




    “So you know what happened?”




    “Enough ... and as there are only two of you ...”




    “We had to leave Stradler behind ... he was ...”




    “... bleeding to death.”




    Adam answers for me; I cannot say the word for the ashes which clog my throat.




    “Who?”




    “Pierre and one other ... we shot Pierre and wounded the other operative but he got away.”




    Though it doesn’t come as much of a shock, still Yves sighs very heavily and retreats to the rear of the compartment where there are some seats. He throws himself into one of them and remains inert for the next hour. During which time, Adam joins Webb in the cockpit and I remain seated on the floor, staring out of the cargo bay door window at the Alps beneath us; the tips of which, being ice capped, catch the dawn and send a thousand scintillating darts into the sky. It isn’t mere fancy or sentimentality that I imagine that one of those darts is my best friend being sent on his way.




    As the light improves, I’m agreeably surprised by just how well-appointed this aircraft is; and the engines have an unfamiliar beat, suggesting that they are not production standard Bristol Jupiters.




    “Prototype, supercharged, twelve radial piston engines producing six hundred and fifty horsepower a piece.”




    “Alfa Romeo?”




    “In conjunction with Borelli ... I’m sorry, Alfred.”




    “He was the best friend a man could possibly wish for.”




    “He was the best operative that this service has ever had the honour to claim as its own ... the answers are in Malta, Alfred ... I wish that retaliation could be swifter but as they say-”




    “A dish best served cold?”




    “In my experience ... infinitely better.”




    “I will not rest until the person who ordered the hit is lying dead at my feet.”




    “And if that happens to be Fulshard?”




    “God help him if it was ...”




    oOo




    Our flight aboard this modified CA102 will take six hours; a constant two hundred miles an hour with no re-fuelling stop courtesy of the enlarged tanks. Its predecessor, the CA101, had three engines; one under each wing and one on the nose. The 102 dispenses with the nose mounted engine for improved aerodynamics. The rather slender, slightly over-sized nose cone has earned the aircraft the nickname of Pinocchio.




    Adam appears to be content to remain in the cockpit with Webb. I don’t blame him for I am poor company, aimlessly searching out passages in my faithful Donne which might just alleviate the crushing depression which I am feeling right now. Yves is laying out tarot cards and mumbling to himself, occasionally sipping his whiskey and berating me for lighting up another cigarette.




    “Where are we landing, Yves?”




    Malta remains a British colony and I am expecting him to say Hal Far.




    “A private airstrip near Golden Bay. The Borelli’s have a villa there and the son has agreed to assist us by allowing us to use it as a refuge ... I believe he wants to meet you.”




    “Why?”




    “You were present at his father’s death ... and apparently you alone know where the Bugatti is to be found.”




    I ignore the comment, inwardly smiling at the thought of young Francesco and Marianne making trips into Trento in the mythical beast.




    “What’s the plan, Yves?”




    “Let’s wait until we’re at the villa ... have you ever had your cards read?”




    “My mother reads the cards but she refuses to read ours.”




    “Fascinating subject ...”




    I am trying to avoid giving vent to any impulse on my side to encourage Yves to read the cards; I don’t trust them. However, try as hard as I might to give the impression that they do not interest me, he persists in picking up three cards and turning them over.
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