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Logan glanced at the clock on the top-of-the-range brushed-steel cooker and decided it was time for the evening performance. He got up from his stool at the black marble kitchen island, put his phone in his pocket and walked over to the floor-to-ceiling window overlooking the river. He stood there for a full minute, paying no attention at all to the stunning view. 

‘Here I am,’ he said under his breath, ‘if anyone’s interested.’

Was there someone actually out there, checking to see if this luxurious penthouse flat was occupied? Logan’s heart rate quickened fractionally as he imagined being in the cross hairs of a sniper’s rifle. It was a peculiar feeling, trying to make himself as conspicuous as possible, when for all of his professional life he’d worked hard to be invisible, to go unnoticed: first as a surveillance officer for MI5, and then for Blindeye, the clandestine team of ex-intelligence operatives secretly tasked with doing the dirty jobs the official security services couldn’t.

Still feeling uncomfortable at being so exposed, Logan decided that was enough staring out of the window for one evening. Now it was time to move through the rest of the penthouse, opening and closing blinds, turning lights on and off, putting the integrated sound system through its paces or selecting a movie to play on the giant TV, all to make it clear to the watchers – if there were any – that someone was home. It was a shame that operating the cooker was beyond his competence, all that high-tech wizardry going to waste, but Logan wasn’t going to risk pressing the wrong button and sending it all into meltdown for the sake of a fried-egg sandwich.

The clothes were another thing he didn’t feel comfortable in. If anyone was having a proper look, not just content with clocking a silhouette, he had to look the part, which meant regular visits to the cavernous walk-in closet in the master bedroom, taking off his usual T-shirt, jeans and trainers and dressing up in something more suitable for a hedge-fund billionaire – or whatever the real owner of the penthouse was. It wasn’t lost on Logan that some days that meant putting on another pair of jeans, another T-shirt and another pair of trainers, the only difference being that the new ensemble had cost several grand more than the one he’d just taken off. But maybe there was someone out there on the other end of a high-powered telescope who could spot the difference. As he knew from experience, it was all in the detail. And that was just as true whether you were trying to blend in with the wallpaper or make an exhibition of yourself.

All in all, though, despite the nightly game of charades, it wasn’t a bad gig. The sleek minimalism of the place – no annoying clutter and every surface black, grey or some sort of muted off-white – made it feel more like a private hospital ward than someone’s home, so Logan really never felt like an intruder – more like a nightwatchman in a cutting-edge tech company. Which was good. Logan wasn’t ready to be somewhere that felt like a home yet – his own or anyone else’s. It was more than a year since Sarah and Joseph had died, and the house they’d shared on the edge of the estate with the hills sloping up behind was the only place he ever wanted to think of as home. He’d never really had one as a kid himself, growing up mostly on the streets, and when Sarah and Joseph were taken from him, the idea of home went with them. Playing the part of someone who had a life and a place they called their own was as much as he could manage.

He went back to his stool at the kitchen island and picked up the scrap of paper lying next to his coffee cup, reading the numbers and letters of the licence plate over to himself again, even though he’d long ago memorized them. For the hundredth time, he thought about making the call, and for the hundredth time the same thing stopped him.

If he opened this door, there’d be no shutting it again, no matter what lay on the other side.

Instinctively he looked round, hoping to see Sarah perched on the stool next to him, brushing a strand of blonde hair from her face with a warm smile. Now, more than ever, he needed her to tell him what to do. But the stool remained unoccupied, as he half-knew it would be. The truth was, she hadn’t appeared to him since he’d moved into the penthouse. Could it be something to do with the place itself? Was there something about it – too cold, too clinical? Did she just not like the decor? Was she afraid Joseph would get his muddy feet and sticky fingers all over the pristine surfaces?

He shook his head. 

Don’t be so fucking stupid. She’s dead. She’s not worried about the fucking furniture.

So why hadn’t she appeared to him? For a moment he felt panic start to grip him. Had something happened to her? But what more could happen to dead people? Nothing worse than dying, surely.

‘Oh, for fuck’s sake,’ he said aloud, his voice echoing off the bare walls. 

Well, if Sarah wasn’t going to come to the penthouse, he’d just have to go to her, to the one place he knew her spirit was always present. 

The place where they’d buried her.

He looked at his watch. Not yet ten. He was supposed to stay in the apartment until eleven at least, showing his face at the windows, moving around, using all the facilities: the entertainment system, the gym, the sauna and jacuzzi, turn and turn about, making one-sided phone calls and having video conferences with non-existent people until it was time for bed. Sometimes he’d even put the TV on and sit in the big leather armchair with his eyes closed and noise-cancelling earbuds in for an hour. 

But surely even reclusive billionaires went out sometimes. How much TV could they watch before going even crazier than they started out? And who the fuck was going to know anyway? Well, his employers were probably able to monitor the penthouse’s electrical output, or had a direct connection to the computer that worked all the gizmos, so they could see exactly what he was doing. 

But this was an emergency. He needed to go and see his dead wife. An hour there, less than an hour back at this time of night, and he’d put on an extra late show for the watchers when he got back, so no one could complain. 

Can’t say fairer than that, he thought.

Five minutes later, back in his normal clothes with a windbreaker and a dark baseball cap, he was standing by the front door punching the various security codes into the keypad. He waited for the confirmation beep that told him he hadn’t forgotten anything, opened the door and then shut it behind him with the pneumatic hiss of a giant freezer, feeling like one of the pyramid builders, sealing up the pharaoh’s resting place behind him with a deadly curse upon would-be tomb robbers. Then he was padding down the empty corridor towards the lift that led directly down to the basement car park.

It was 11.05 when Logan drove slowly past the gates of the cemetery, his headlight beams picking out the heavy chain with its oversized padlock. He drove on for another fifty yards, then turned right down a badly lit lane hugging the cemetery wall, until he saw the twisted oak he’d noticed on his last visit. There weren’t many houses here, where the cemetery wall blocked your sunlight and the view from the first-floor bedroom would be rows of depressing tombstones, but he knew there was a cluster of three houses a little further down the lane, hunkering down behind tall, thick hedges. He parked the car near enough to look like it belonged there, before walking back to the tree and standing for a moment to listen. 

A little wind rustling the branches, the distant cry of an owl, a twig breaking on the other side of the wall as a fox or a badger nosed its way round. Nothing to suggest he wasn’t alone. He turned the torch on his phone on for a few seconds to see where the hand and footholds were, then switched it off and put it back in his pocket. No problem. Three feet up, one of the bricks was broken and he wedged his right foot in the gap then braced himself against the trunk of the tree with his left foot and heaved himself up until his hand closed round a branch. Pulling himself upwards he swung a leg over the wall, careful to avoid the shards of broken glass decorating the top, then the other leg, then let go, landing softly on a leaf-covered bank on the other side.

He brushed himself off, making sure he hadn’t snagged any of the glass and looked around, listening again for any sounds that didn’t belong in a cemetery at night. Given how easy it was to scale the wall, he wouldn’t have been surprised to bump into a few teenagers after the thrill of a quickie on top of a tombstone or just looking for somewhere to share a bottle of vodka and a smoke without getting hassled, but everything seemed to be quiet. He made a quick sweep with the phone torch to get his bearings. There was a neat row of marble gravestones in front of him, with a path a few yards to his right, winding between the plots. That, he knew, would take him to the main path that led from the entrance through the middle of the cemetery and from there he’d have his bearings. He turned off the torch and started walking.

Fifteen minutes later, after picking up the main path and then taking a branch off to the right when he came to a statue of a weeping angel leaning over a sarcophagus, he approached the section of newer graves where Sarah and Joseph had been laid to rest. He was ashamed to say that he’d been in no fit state to choose what kind of headstone he wanted for them. In the depths of his alcohol-numbed grief after the crazed knife attack that took them, it had seemed the most stupid, pointless question in the world. But Alex, bless her, had done the right thing, as usual, and the mottled-grey marble with the beloved names and the heart-breaking dates was just right. Here was someone, it seemed to say, who was much loved but didn’t want any fuss, which was Sarah down to a tee. 

He knelt down and brushed the dirt from the stone. The little spray of flowers he’d left on his last visit now looked more like a bunch of dried herbs. He would have liked to bring a fresh one, but he hadn’t had time. He’d never been very good with flowers when she was alive, so he knew she’d understand now. 

The important thing was to talk to her, to ask her what he should do.

He waited, listening to the muffled night sounds. Normally he didn’t have to wait long. Sarah knew when he needed her; sometimes even when he didn’t know it himself. She’d stopped him from topping himself when there seemed no point in going on, telling him he had a job to do, that he had lives to save, that they’d all be together as a family again one day, he just had to be patient. When he’d had blood on his hands, she’d shed tears with him, so he didn’t feel so alone. So he didn’t get swallowed up by the blackness. 

So where was she now? 

He shivered, but he knew it wasn’t the cold. It was the feeling of being alone. Just being at the graveside, even when he couldn’t see her, he’d always felt her presence somewhere nearby, as if she was playing grandmother’s footsteps. But not now.

Minutes passed. With each one the place felt emptier.

He picked up the little bunch of dead flowers and squeezed it in his fist, letting the fragments drift away, then stood up slowly. He knew she wasn’t going to come now, however long he waited. 

And that, he suddenly realized, was her answer to his question.

He stood still, with his hands at his sides, looking into the darkness stretching out ahead of him. 

Right, decision made, then, he thought. He took out his phone and scrolled through his contacts until he found the name he was looking for. 

The call was answered after two rings.

‘Hello?’

‘Ryan, mate, it’s Logan. Sorry to be calling so late.’

‘That’s all right. Is something up? Are we back in business?’ 

Logan was pleased Ryan didn’t use the word ‘Blindeye’. ‘Not as far as I know. This is personal. I need a favour.’

‘Not a problem.’

‘Top man.’ Logan hesitated. ‘Are we . . .?’

‘Snug as a bug in a rug,’ Ryan assured him.

Good, the phone’s secure. Logan took a deep breath. No turning back now. ‘OK, I’ve got a licence plate I need you to run for me.’

It was dawn when Logan returned to the penthouse. Ryan had come back with the address while he was still driving, and he’d pulled into a lay-by to write it down, part of him wanting to drive straight there, and part of him wanting to tear the piece of paper into little pieces, chuck it out the window and forget he’d ever seen it. In the end he just sat there, as if staring dumbly at it would make it give up its secrets. As if he didn’t have to go there and see for himself. 

When he eventually pulled out onto the motorway again, he wasn’t sure where he was going, back to the penthouse to get some rest and plan the thing properly (at the end of the day, he was a professional, and this was just another job) or just say fuck it and go directly to the address without any real idea what he was going to do when he got there. The first option was the smart one, of course. But was it also a cop-out?

In the end he just pointed the nose south and let the car take him wherever it wanted to go, and eventually found himself back in the penthouse’s underground garage, the engine clicking softly as it cooled, like a whale relieved to be back with the rest of its pod after straying into unfamiliar waters.

He’d take his time, then. Think through the possibilities. Decide on a cover, if he needed one. A weapon? Would they be armed? Whoever ‘they’ were. Or would that just make things more dangerous? Perhaps there was an innocent explanation for everything.

‘Don’t be a twat, Logan,’ he muttered to himself as the lift doors closed.

Once he’d successfully reassured the security system that papa was home, made a pot of strong coffee and laid out a single sheet of paper and a row of three sharpened pencils on the black marble worktop, he’d figured out a way to proceed without going round in circles and driving himself nuts. Imagine you’re back in the Service. Just think of it as an op. Something you’ve been tasked to do. You don’t have to understand the whys and wherefores, just do your job.

Bollocks, of course, but worth a try. He picked up a pencil and began to make a list.

Forty minutes later, his concentration started to go. He tried blinking away the fatigue and pressing on, but soon the words he’d already written stopped making sense and he decided there was no point. He thought about making more coffee, then about trying to get some sleep, and in the end settled on going for a run. If in doubt, pound the pavement until your lungs are busting and everything hurts and a good dose of pain wipes the slate clean. Switch the brain off, then on again, and just hope it powers back up. 

He was tying the laces of his worn and still muddy running shoes (not what your average billionaire would be seen dead wearing, but fuck it, maybe he’s an eccentric) when his phone buzzed. He was going to ignore it but a quick glance showed it was Ryan’s number.

Shit. What now?

Reluctantly he took the call. ‘What’s up, mate? You got some more info for me?’

‘No, sorry, that was all she wrote. This is about . . . business.’

‘Ah.’

‘Yeah. Looks like we’re needed back at the office. There’s a meeting at ten.’

Logan let out a breath he didn’t realize he’d been holding. ‘Right. I’ll see you there.’

He ended the call and put the phone down. For a moment he couldn’t think. He closed his eyes as a wave of emotion flooded through him.

He realized, with a stab of shame, that it was relief.
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Logan got to the Clearwater Security building at 9.45. Although technically he, Alex, Ryan and Alan were all employees of the company, with the salaries, tax bills and national insurance contributions to prove it, the fact was that Clearwater Security had no clients and did no work. Since they supposedly dealt with top-end corporate entities who demanded the highest levels of discretion, it wasn’t entirely surprising their balance sheet had plenty of numbers on it but no names. But the real reason was that Clearwater Security was an empty shell and the work they did in its sleek, well-appointed office was so far off the books that if the police, Special Branch or MI5 had had the faintest sniff of it, in a flash they would all have been enjoying a mug of slop in a cell rather than Mrs Allenby’s best Darjeeling served in delicate bone-china cups. 

Logan didn’t give much of a fuck about fancy tea, and had to wrack his brains to remember if he was supposed to put the milk in before or after it had been poured, but Mrs Allenby was still his boss, even though the firm she nominally ran didn’t exist, and he wasn’t going to get on her bad side if he could help it. Which was why he’d turned up for the meeting in good time, and was now sipping politely while they waited for her to get them up to speed.

Mrs Allenby, dressed in a brown tweed skirt and jacket, her cream silk blouse adorned with a small amber brooch, looked more like a headmistress of a posh girls’ school about to hand out end-of-term prizes than the leader of a renegade team of ex-intelligence officers tasked with neutralizing terror threats, but Logan had learned the hard way not to underestimate her. Her last job before her retirement, as PA to the Director General of MI5, had clearly involved more than just taking dictation and looking after his appointments diary, but none of them had yet managed to put the rest of the pieces of her career together. 

Pushing her horn-rimmed spectacles down on her nose, she rested her steely gaze on him for a moment, and instinctively he tried to make his mind a blank. The rational part of his brain told him she couldn’t read his thoughts, but there was no point taking unnecessary risks, was there? If he didn’t know her story, there were things it was better she didn’t know about him, too. 

After a few moments, apparently satisfied with what she’d seen, she readjusted her glasses and looked down at the notepad in front of her. 

‘Well, here we are again.’ She nodded briefly at Ryan, with his baggy black golf shirt, tinted glasses and slicked-back ponytail, seemingly ready for an all-night session in a Vegas casino; then Alan, looking pasty and overweight, as if he hadn’t stirred out of doors since the last op, which Logan thought was entirely possible; and finally Alex, chameleon-like as ever, today presenting as a funky yoga instructor in sweatpants and flip-flops with a yin-yang T-shirt.

What was it Wellington had said while inspecting his troops before Waterloo? I don’t know what the enemy will make of them, but they scare the shit out of me. That was the gist, anyway. 

Mrs Allenby paused. Maybe she’d had the same thought. But last time they’d done all right – more than all right: innocent lives saved; bad guys . . . well, better not to think about what had happened to them. Some nights they formed a grisly queue waiting to take their place in Logan’s nightmares, pale, bloodless corpses, pointing to their exit wounds and muttering unintelligible curses. 

‘Mr Logan, are you with us?’

He gave himself a little shake. ‘Yeah, sure.’

‘All right, then. First let me tell you all the good news. As far as I am aware there is no imminent threat requiring the deployment of Blindeye’s . . . special talents.’ 

Meaning the fact that we operate outside of the law, Logan thought to himself. 

‘But there is something of a loose end still remaining from our previous operation against Paul Martindale and his so-called Tenth Crusade.’

She paused and Logan hoped to God she wasn’t going to say, ‘Namely, where is he?’

Instead, to his relief, she said: ‘DCI John Tenniel. Rather a considerable loose end, in fact. And you know how I can’t abide those. But it’s far more than just a question of neatness.’ 

She paused, frowning, as if she didn’t want to have to say what came next. 

‘It’s within the bounds of possibility that the man now heading up the UK’s National Crime Agency is himself a criminal. At the moment, this is pure conjecture. Possibly even a fantasy. We have no hard evidence and not even a plausible theory that would explain the circumstantial evidence we do have. We’ve joined some of the dots. Now we need to join the rest. The question is: how?’

She looked around the table, as if waiting for someone to put their hand up and say, ‘Please, Miss, I know!’

Which was fair enough, Logan thought. It wasn’t as if they hadn’t all been asking themselves exactly the same question while they’d been away from Blindeye waiting for the dust to settle.

‘Let’s review what we know,’ Ryan said. ‘Or at least what we think we know.’

Christ, Logan thought, shifting in his seat, please don’t start with all that unknown unknowns bollocks. 

‘Tenniel’s on the up. He’s got a reputation as a thief-taker. But he’s ambitious, wants the top job, heading up the NCA. And bringing down a high-profile gangster like Terry Mason is his big test. Plenty of people have tried and they’ve all come up empty-handed. Either Mason’s got in with the Freemasons, or he’s very, very smart. Too smart to get tripped up by a garden variety surveillance operation. So Tenniel knows he’s got to up his game, bring something new to the party. He goes on a joint police-intelligence surveillance course, trying to expand his skillset, and that’s when he has his light-bulb moment. What if he could get some of these spooks along with their hush-hush high-tech gizmos to work for him? He targets three of them that come top of the class, and—’

‘But how?’ Alex interjected. ‘Why would they risk their careers? It couldn’t have been money. We worked with them. We knew them,’ she added with a catch in her voice. ‘Craig and Claire, anyway. They joined Blindeye because they didn’t care about all that shit. They just wanted to make a difference.’

‘Maybe that was how he got to them,’ Ryan said. ‘He saw how dedicated they were. Maybe he laid it on with a trowel about how Mason was untouchable, that without their help he’d just carry on doing what he was doing, ruining lives. Maybe he had evidence, I don’t know, pictures of young girls . . .’

He stopped mid-sentence. Nobody particularly wanted to finish it for him.

Mrs Allenby picked up the story. ‘So, by whatever means, he secretly seconds them to his surveillance operation. Mason is convicted of multiple crimes on the basis of the evidence gathered. Tenniel gets his promotion.’

‘Champagne all round,’ Alex said, sourly.

‘Except that in the following months all three officers die. A road accident, a heart attack, falling under a tube train. In each case, no actual evidence of foul play, but—’

‘A hell of a coincidence,’ Alex said.

‘Too much of one,’ agreed Mrs Allenby. ‘So who killed them and why?’

‘The obvious answer’s the wife,’ Logan said with a shrug.

Alex gave him a look. 

‘No, I mean it. We don’t know how involved she was, but Stephanie Mason was no shrinking violet, that’s for sure. So she decides to take revenge on the people responsible for bringing down her husband’s criminal empire. Why not?’

‘Because,’ Alex countered, ‘she couldn’t have known about the MI5 involvement – let alone the identities of the officers – unless someone tipped her off, and that someone could only have been Tenniel. Why would he do that?’

‘To cover his tracks,’ Logan said. ‘He was using her. He probably told her he was under orders to bring her husband down. But he’d rather make deals than put people in jail. She must have thought with Tenniel on her side she could keep the family firm going. And then he puts a bomb under Stephanie Mason’s car to close the loop.’ He shrugged. ‘He doesn’t like loose ends, either.’

Alex folded her arms. ‘The other hits were made to look like accidents. Why suddenly start blowing people up in broad daylight?’

‘Time,’ Logan said. ‘He had to move quickly before someone else got to her and put the thumb-screws on.’

Mrs Allenby scribbled something on her notepad. ‘Well, in any event, if Stephanie Mason did orchestrate the murders, then the link died with her.’

‘So we have to look at Tenniel,’ Alex said.

Alan, who up to this point had looked half-asleep, suddenly came alive, appearing distinctly alarmed. Logan knew he was thinking through the logistics of putting electronic surveillance on the head of the National Crime Agency.

Mrs Allenby looked at him. ‘Mr Woodburn?’

Alan chewed his lip. ‘His office would be . . . I don’t know . . .’ 

Logan knew Alan never liked to admit he couldn’t think of a technical workaround, however well protected or sensitive the target was. Over the years, while in A5, Logan would be the first to admit he’d ruthlessly exploited Alan’s pride in his technical ingenuity. But this was beyond even Alan’s capabilities. They were just setting him up to fail. 

‘Fucking impossible? Suicide?’ Logan suggested, finishing Alan’s sentence for him. 

Mrs Allenby gave Logan a sharp look, then turned back to Alan.

‘I don’t know the NCA’s protocols, obviously,’ Alan said, carefully. ‘I’d assume regular electronic counter-surveillance sweeps throughout the building. The windows will be blast-proof glass, meaning you can forget a laser, even assuming you could find a location to set it up. That leaves transport. He’ll have a driver, which means a different car every week, and they’ll be regularly checked too.’

‘What about his home?’

‘I’d have to look at the location. But you’d assume his phone’s routed through the system, and he’ll have the same level of surveillance. I mean, with a bit more detail, maybe I could . . .’ 

Mrs Allenby decided to put him out of his misery. She looked at Logan and Alex. ‘What about putting physical surveillance on him? Could the two of you manage that?’

Logan shrugged. ‘We could give it a go. Seeing just how good the Met’s drivers are at spotting a tail might be fun.’

Mrs Allenby narrowed her eyes. ‘I sense a “but”.’

‘What would be the point?’ Logan said. ‘I mean, if there’s one thing we know about him, it’s that he’s good at covering his tracks. He knows he can’t afford any slip-ups. Not in his position. So what’s he going to give us?’

Mrs Allenby didn’t look pleased, but Logan could tell she didn’t disagree. ‘Which leaves us . . .?’

Logan drummed his fingers on the table. ‘The one thing we do know is that the hits were professional. Not just professional: top of the range. How many people would be capable of pulling off three in a row like that? And then having the balls to top their employer. Maybe just one guy. And if we can get to him, then we can find out who was really behind the whole thing.’

Mrs Allenby looked at him sceptically. ‘That’s all very well in theory, Mr Logan, but how would you propose going about it? How do we find this individual? I don’t imagine he’s in the Yellow Pages.’

‘Or her,’ Alex put in.

Mrs Allenby smiled. ‘Indeed. Or her.’

Logan didn’t reply for a moment. He was thinking back to his childhood, if you could call it that, and a moment when it almost came to an abrupt end in a rat-infested shooting gallery. He had a face; he just needed a name. And then, in a flash, it came to him.

‘I think I might know a way,’ he said. 
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‘Bloody hell, Logan, you’ve landed on your feet.’

Alex had her nose pressed to the big window, with the sprawl of London all the way to the horizon below her. She narrowed her eyes.

‘I think I can see my flat. Oh, no, it’s just a bit of bird shit on the glass.’

‘Very funny. Do you want a coffee or something?’

Alex turned. ‘That coffee-maker looks fancy. Reckon you can do me a skinny decaf latte?’

Logan frowned. ‘No. The kettle’s the only thing in this place I can figure out. I got a jar of instant. Milk or sugar. That’s the options.’

‘I’ll have a tea then.’

He grinned. ‘That’s my girl.’

Logan put teabags in a couple of mugs, added boiling water and a splash of milk, and set them down on the kitchen island. 

‘It gets boring after a while,’ he said.

‘What?’

‘The view.’

‘I’ll take your word for it.’ She turned, indicating the interior of the penthouse with a sweep of her hand. ‘So what’s the deal then?’ 

‘You mean what’s a low-class scumbag like me doing living in a place like this?’

She grinned. ‘Exactly.’

He shrugged. ‘Can’t get my head round renting somewhere. Feels too permanent, if that makes any sense. But there’s this agency, unofficial like, run by a bloke I used to know when we were squaddies. If you need someone to house-sit and you want someone who’s ex-Army for extra peace of mind.’ 

She nodded. ‘So you’re getting paid to live a life of luxury? Fucking hell.’

‘Actually I’m on double time. I’m supposed to make it look like the owner’s in residence.’

She considered that for a moment. ‘While he’s off doing something he shouldn’t? I’d like to know what.’

‘Fuck knows what it’s all about. I don’t even know if it’s for real. Got to go through the motions, though.’

Alex came and sat on a stool opposite him. ‘So what’s up? I know you didn’t invite me round to show off your soft furnishings – lovely though they are.’

Logan looked away. He’d asked Alex to come to the flat so he could finally tell her what had happened on the bridge that night. She’d known he was keeping something from her right from the off. She had a nose for things like that. Part of the training or just a female thing? It didn’t matter. The point was, she’d been there for him when he was at his lowest ebb, and he’d paid her back by not being honest with her. She deserved better, even though she probably wouldn’t thank him when he did finally spill the beans, it was all such a fucking mess. But he knew if he shut her out much longer, he’d be in danger of losing her for good. Then he’d have lost all three women in his life: his wife, his best friend, and . . . he wasn’t sure what to call the third one.

He looked up. Alex was watching him carefully. She could tell he had something he needed to get off his chest. If he clammed up now, she’d probably take a swing at him. He felt relieved and terrified at the same time. For a moment he considered telling her about what happened to Martindale instead, throwing her some juicy red meat to put her off the scent, but he knew it wouldn’t be fair to burden her with that. 

‘You remember that time I left the office, went for a walk to clear my head? We were all so fucking knackered. I came back and I had a few bumps and bruises. I’d ripped my jacket. You asked if I’d been in a fight.’

Alex nodded. ‘Yeah. You said something about a couple of kids trying it on.’ She smiled. ‘I thought it was all bollocks.’ 

He smiled grimly. ‘Well, you were right.’

Logan picked up his tea, then put it down again.

‘So? What really happened?’

‘There was . . . this woman. She was on the bridge, about to jump off. I grabbed her just in time.’

Alex cupped her mug in both hands. She nodded slowly. ‘OK. Being a good Samaritan and all that. Why didn’t you tell me?’

Logan hesitated. ‘I . . . gave her my number. I thought, you know, no point in just walking away and hoping she doesn’t do it again. I said if she wanted to talk, I knew something about . . . feeling like that, being in that place.’

‘More good Samaritan stuff. And did she call?’

‘Yeah. Yeah, she did. We met for a coffee, and she told me about herself.’

Alex looked thoughtful. ‘OK, that all sounds good. I don’t see why – oh, wait a minute. She told you about herself, she was baring her soul, and you . . . you told her about—’

‘Fuck’s sake!’ Logan snapped. ‘Course I fucking didn’t.’

Alex held her hands up. ‘OK, OK, I’m just trying to figure out what happened that’s so fucking terrible you couldn’t tell me about it.’

‘Sorry.’

‘It’s OK. So, what then?’

Logan slowly let out a breath. ‘We met up again, in an all-night diner. I . . . liked her.’

Alex’s expression softened. She reached out and put a hand on Logan’s arm.

‘Right. I get it now. Sorry, I was being a bit slow. You saved this woman from killing herself, but of course you couldn’t then just walk away, and so you spent some time with her, and found you . . . had a connection, something more than just the fact that you’d both been in the same situation.’

‘Yeah, something like that.’

‘But of course, you felt guilty, because of Sarah – which is stupid – perfectly natural, but stupid, and so you kept it to yourself, kept your feelings bottled up inside like blokes do, hoping they’d just go away, but now you’ve finally come to your senses.’ She smiled. ‘How am I doing?’

Logan nodded, smiling himself now. ‘Ten out of ten.’

‘OK, then. So tell me about her.’ 

Alex saw a shadow fall across Logan’s features. 

‘What?’

‘What you just said . . . all that . . . yeah, that’s all true. I was feeling . . . well, things I hadn’t felt for a long time. And it was tearing me up inside. I didn’t want Sarah to . . . know. But I knew she would.’ 

He quickly looked up to check Alex was still with him, now that he was talking about communicating with his dead wife, but she was nodding sympathetically. If she thought he was nuts, she was hiding it well.

‘So you still feel guilty?’ she said.

‘No, that’s not it. I mean, yes, I do, but that’s not the problem.’

‘Bloody hell. So what is the problem?’

‘The last time we met, it was just before I went into lockdown with Martindale, at the church. I told her I had to go away. I couldn’t tell her where and I didn’t know when I’d be back. If I’d be back. I couldn’t tell her anything. I felt like shit.’

‘And how did she react?’

Logan felt his voice catch in his throat. ‘I thought that would be it. She’d never want to see me again. I mean, why would she? She’d told me all her secrets and I couldn’t tell her mine. She must have thought I . . . I don’t know what she thought.’

‘So she walked out.’

‘No. No, she didn’t. At least not at first. She took a deep breath and said OK, she’d live with that, seeing as she had no choice, as long as I promised to tell her everything when I came back.’

‘So is that the problem? You don’t want to start a relationship built on lies, but you can’t tell her the truth because that would put her in danger. It would put you in danger.’

Logan laughed sourly. ‘If only. If only that’s all it was.’

Alex’s eyes widened. ‘Jesus, Logan. So what did happen?’

‘Do you want another tea?’

‘No, that one was horrible enough. Don’t get distracted. Tell me what happened.’

‘OK, but first I have to tell you a bit about her. She was married, couple of kids . . .’ 

‘Wait. You haven’t told me her name.’

‘Lucy. Her name’s Lucy. At least . . .’ 

‘What?’

‘Never mind. So they died – her husband and her kids – car smash. She was a teacher. And she’s in the house now, on her own.’

‘Right.’

‘So she calls up, middle of the night, needs to talk. That’s when we went to the diner. And that’s when I told her I had to go away.’

‘OK.’

‘So there’s a few tears, and then she gets up and leaves. Nothing more to say. But instead of sitting there, I get up and follow her. I don’t know why, I just found myself doing it. There’s plenty of people on the street, you know, it’s Soho, so she doesn’t clock me. Then this car pulls up, black Merc, top of the range, with three people in it. Smartly dressed, but not like they’re having a night on the town, more like they were on, I don’t know, official business. Two blokes and a woman. But the blokes, I could tell, they had the look: short hair, blank expressions. And the woman, ice-cold. Lucy gets in the back with her and there’s not a flicker. And that’s the last I saw of her.’

‘You got the reg?’

Logan nodded.

Alex ran her finger round the rim of her mug while she tried to process it all.

‘So she was the one telling lies,’ she said finally.
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After Alex had left, Logan finally went for a run. The penthouse, for all its light and space, had started to feel claustrophobic. Dark thoughts about Lucy made his head ache and his chest grow tight, so he felt he couldn’t breathe. He started off along the canal, then dodged down a narrow alley and let his feet take him where they wanted. 

Soon he was lost among the strange jumble of long-boarded-up two-up-two-downs and shuttered warehouses with broken windows, while the skeletons of half-constructed office buildings crouched over them like the Martians from War of the Worlds. The sinister red helter-skelter on the skyline suggested life and death, new and old, ends and beginnings, all mixed together like a nightmare where up was down and nothing was the way it was supposed to be. 

A good place for ghosts, he thought. As his stride lengthened and his breathing settled into a steady rhythm, his mind started to wander along familiar pathways. Without thinking about it, he found himself checking out every boarded-up building he passed, looking for ways in, ways out, figuring out whether it would already be occupied by squatters or down-and-outs, addicts or just kids seeing if there was anything left to nick or smash up for a laugh, seeing if there were any overlooked corners that might be safe for a night or two. 

Ghosts. 

Suddenly he was a fifteen-year-old kid again himself, hungry, dirty, tired-out, every nerve in his body twitching as he scanned his environment for threats and opportunities. 

‘Where the fuck we going? This place is shit, man. There ain’t even rats round here it’s so shit.’

Jockey just laughed and grabbed his sleeve, pulling him along. ‘Come on, man, I know where I’m going. Have a bit of faith, you know. When I show you this thing you going to thank me, I’m telling you.’

‘You’re so full of shit, man. If it’s just some dead junkie whore you think you can fuck on account of her being dead, I ain’t interested. She’ll probably still tell you to fuck off out of it.’

‘Dead junkie whore,’ Jockey repeated in his sing-song voice. ‘This is better than that, man. Twice as good! Three times!’ He laughed again.

‘It better be a hundred times as good or you’re getting a smack.’

Jockey stopped in his tracks and looked at him seriously. ‘What if it only like ninety-seven times? You going to smack me then?’

‘Just fucking find the place,’ he said, pushing Jockey along, ‘I don’t like moving around, this time of night. It’s all right for you, no one can see you in the dark.’

‘You a fucking racist, man!’ Jockey said.

‘If I’m a racist, how come I’m hanging round with you?’ he said.

‘Cos no one else want to be your friend. They all think you a psycho. Come on, crazy white boy.’

Jockey led him along a cobbled street, then down a set of crumbling concrete steps that led into a narrow courtyard. An acrid smell hit the back of his throat, like someone had been burning something and then the rain had put it out.

Jockey turned to him with a grin. ‘What you think?’

He looked around him. Bare black walls on three sides reaching up into the darkness. His instincts told him it was a bad place to be. A rat trap. 

‘There’s nothing here,’ he said.

Jockey seemed delighted. ‘That what it look like, man. Just a dead-end piece of crap nothing place, right?’

‘Right.’

‘Come on.’ Jockey beckoned him further into the darkness. As they neared the other end of the courtyard he could see there was a pile of junk half-covered with a tarpaulin in the corner. Jockey walked over and pointed. ‘You see?’

He squinted into the darkness. ‘What? It’s just a pile of . . .’ 

Then he saw it. A narrow gap at the angle of the walls. Jockey started pulling a plank of wood from under the tarpaulin. ‘Come on.’ 

He grabbed one end of the tarpaulin and helped clear the junk away from the corner. ‘You fucking joking, man. I ain’t going in there. Not for any dead fucking junkie whore, anyway.’ 

Jockey grabbed him again. ‘You won’t get stuck or nothing. I already done it.’ Jockey squeezed himself into the gap between the walls and started inching his way along. ‘There’s a spike or something sticks out in a little bit. Just watch out for that.’ 

‘Fuck’s sake,’ he said, following. 

After scraping and bumping his way along for a minute or two, he started to feel sick and dizzy. The walls seemed to be getting narrower. He could almost feel them squeezing together like something out of a horror movie. He was already terrified he wouldn’t be able to get back. 

‘Jockey!’ he called out hoarsely, twisting his head round as far as he could without braining himself. But Jockey had gone. He stopped, trying to steady his breathing, trying to work out whether it was better to keep going or try and retrace his footsteps. Where had the little fucker gone? 

He decided to keep going, in case things got easier. Jockey must have gone somewhere. Then he saw it: at first just a change in the darkness in his peripheral vision, then what looked like a doorway, and then suddenly he was stumbling forwards, thrusting his hands out in front of him instinctively to break his fall. He heard the scrape of a match then saw Jockey’s grin in its flickering light. ‘Come on.’ 

Jockey led him up a flight of wooden stairs onto a landing, then beckoned him through a doorway into a wide, empty space with bare walls. ‘You gotta watch the floorboards. A lot of them’s rotten.’ The roof was mostly gone, so there was enough light to see where they were going. Jockey started feeling along the wall to his left, then stopped. ‘Here we go.’ He pulled away a loose brick and started easing a Tesco shopping bag out of the hole. He put a hand inside and pulled out another bag, this time clear plastic.

Jockey turned with a grin. ‘Ta da!’

He walked over. Even in the half-light, he could see it was packed full of white powder.

‘When d’you find this?’

Jockey shrugged. ‘Not long ago.’

‘Have you tried it? I mean, it could be rat poison.’

Jockey clucked at him. ‘Why you gonna hide rat poison so no one can find it, man?’ He grinned. ‘Better than some dead junkie whore, right?’ 

‘I guess. What you planning to do with it?’

‘Not stick it up my nose, that’s for sure. I’m not a fool. I’m gonna sell it. We gonna make a lot of money. Get ourselves off the streets. Buy ourselves one of them penthouse flats they building and then it’s party time, man.’

He shook his head. ‘Off the street and into an early grave, you mean. What are you thinking, you dumb piece of shit? Somebody just left it here and forgot about it? You start trying to sell this stuff, they’re gonna come and stab you in about one second.’

Jockey shook his head. ‘Nah, man, we gonna be smart. I’ve got a plan. Listen . . .’ 

He stopped as they both heard it. Footsteps on the stairs. Two, maybe three. And not bothering to be quiet. 

Suddenly there was a shadow in the doorway.

‘Jockey, you thieving little cunt.’

Two more shadows joined him.

‘I’m putting it back,’ Jockey said, a tremor in his voice. ‘I just found it, you know, just seeing what it was. I wasn’t gonna take it or nothing.’

‘Correction: thieving, lying little cunt,’ the shadow said.

Jockey put the bag down on the floor, his eyes darting round the room, looking for a way out. 

‘You,’ the shadow pointed at Logan, a blade glinting in the half-light. ‘You can fuck off.’ The two other shadows stepped aside, leaving the doorway open. Jockey flashed a glance at him, pleading, eyes wide with fear. The first shadow jerked the blade over his shoulder. ‘Go on. Final offer.’ 

He looked at Jockey quickly, trying to communicate something with his eyes, but Jockey just stared back blankly. He turned and made his way to the doorway.

‘Smart lad,’ said the shadow. 

He started walking down the stairs, feeling for each footstep in the dark, his brain going into overdrive. A weapon. He needed a weapon. There’d be something in that pile of junk, a bit of lead pipe or something, but that would take too long, they’d have carved Jockey up by then. He clattered his way down, making as much noise as possible, so they’d know he’d gone, all the time thinking, thinking. 

He got to the bottom and went down on his hands and knees, searching in the dirt. Nothing. Some wire. A bit of wood, but it crumbled in his hands, rotten. Then the chink of glass and he’d found it. A bottle.

He started walking back up, willing his footsteps to be silent, trying to remember where the gaps between the boards were. He heard a high-pitched grunt, then a laugh and something heavy hitting the floor above with a thud like a sack of cement. He quickened his footsteps, hoping they were no longer paying attention.

When he got to the doorway, the first thing he saw was the flash of Jockey’s white T-shirt as he lay curled up in a ball on the floor. He was making a moaning sound through gritted teeth and there was something dark dripping from his mouth. The shadow was standing over him, humming a tune he couldn’t make out while circling the blade from side to side like a conductor with his baton, while the other two stood on either side, what looked like tyre irons hanging from their fists. 

‘I’d rather not be wasting my time on a useless cunt like you, Jockey, to be honest. But I’m afraid this has got to be done proper, so people get the right message. I’m thinking I might have to cut your head off, what do you reckon? Finish up with that, anyway. You know, big finale.’

He smelled the sour reek of urine as Jockey pissed himself. One of the shadows stepped back smartly. ‘Dirty little fucker.’

He breathed in slowly. His heart was hammering so hard, he was sure they could hear it. He wanted to try and make himself calm but there wasn’t time. He didn’t have a plan: just go in hard and fast and keep going. He was aware he was about to do something he’d never done before. Could he do it? Strangely, yes, he knew he could. 

So what was he waiting for?

‘Right, let’s be having you then,’ said the shadow, switching his grip on the blade so he could stab downwards.

He smashed the bottle against the wall and they all turned as he launched himself forward. He saw an arm raised with a tyre iron, but instead of leaning away, he ducked under it and thrust upward, the jagged end of the bottle sinking in under the chin as the tyre iron swung down past him and clattered to the floor. He yanked the bottle out and pivoted, going low this time with a slash to the stomach that bought him enough time to look up and see the next guy stepping backwards, trying to give himself some room. He heard a shuffle of feet: the big guy trying to get behind him. His body reacted before he could think, going after the other guy, feinting a jab to the face, then switching hands, going low with the now-empty hand and ramming the bottle end into his neck with the left, just as he felt a bright stab of pain in his back – swivelled again, just in time to parry a second blow, took a straight right to his nose, instantly filling his mouth with blood – keep your eyes open! – someone was twisting his wrist – too much pain – he had to drop the bottle – here comes the blade – he was shouting but no words were coming out – Jockey! – the blade sliced into his palm as he tried to grab the hand – jumped back, tripping over something hard. He leaned down and grabbed it – the tyre iron, slick with blood – he swung it blindly, heard a crack as it connected with bone, then a groan as the guy went down on one knee – last chance, nothing more in the tank, can’t see any more, a blind swing and a crunch – most beautiful sound in the world – as he hit the back of the skull, just like cracking an egg – then one more, enough for one more, maybe one more –

He dropped to his knees, heaving for breath, waiting for a stab in the guts, a crashing blow to the back of his head – but there was nothing, just someone jabbering away in a language he didn’t understand, the odd word coming through – until, like magic, it turned into English, and someone was saying his name.

‘Matty! Matty! You killed them, man! You fucking killed them!’
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‘Well, Jockey, I must say you’ve done all right for yourself.’ 

The house was at the end of a narrow lane leading off a quiet B-road on the Sussex–Hampshire border. Logan assumed there were other ways to approach the property, but judging by the ten-foot steel gate with cameras mounted on either side, there would no doubt be security fences around the perimeter, maybe sensors in the surrounding woods, too, to warn of unwanted intruders. 

He walked up to the gate to let the cameras have a good look at him. He might have been able to find a sneaky way in if he’d really put his mind to it, but that wasn’t his intention. He didn’t want to spook Jockey into doing something rash. At least not yet. 

Through the bars of the gate he could see a broad frontage of fresh white stucco, making the house look like a cake that had just been taken out of the oven, topped with red tiles that gave it a Mediterranean feel and startling aquamarine chimney pots like birthday candles. A gravel drive led to the solid oak double doors in front. If there were any vehicles, they were parked somewhere he couldn’t see.

He waited patiently, hands held loosely at his sides, an amiable half-smile on his face, while whoever was looking at him sized him up. He was hoping if he stood there long enough someone would come out for a closer look. He’d give it five minutes, he decided, and if they carried on ignoring him, he’d get their attention some other way. There were no signs of life, no movements at the windows, nothing to suggest the place was occupied, but a slight fluttering in his chest told him there were eyes on him.

‘Come on, don’t make me drop me boxers and do a fucking cartwheel, you cunts,’ he muttered to himself.

When someone finally emerged from the side of the house, he was surprised to see it was a woman. She was thirty-ish wearing a crisp navy suit and a white blouse, with her dark hair scraped back into a tight ponytail. She crunched across the gravel in an impressive pair of heels and stopped a yard from the gate.

‘Can I help you?’ Her voice was friendly but with a twinkle of steel in it. She had a slimline walkie-talkie in her hand.

‘I’ve come to see Jockey.’

‘Who?’ Her bewilderment sounded genuine.

‘Mr Cameron.’

She gave no sign that this name meant anything to her, either. ‘I think you may have come to the wrong house.’

He smiled. ‘I don’t think so, darling.’

The ‘darling’ was to see if she could be riled, but it seemed to be water off a duck’s back. 

‘I can give you directions back to the main road if you’re lost,’ she said without a flicker.

‘Just tell . . . Mr Cameron, that his old pal Matty’s come to see him.’ 

She looked sceptical. Maybe Jockey hadn’t shared stories of his early days with the staff. He reached slowly into his windbreaker and he saw her start to raise the walkie-talkie, to call for assistance, then stop halfway when she saw what was resting in his palm. He reached forward.

‘Give him this.’

For the first time she looked uncertain. She was curious, but there was no way she was going to put her hand through the bars of the gate.

He flicked the coin high in the air, and over the top of the gate. She was caught off guard for a moment, then recovered herself, took a half-step back and caught the coin deftly in her palm.

‘Heads,’ he said.

She looked down, then up, surprised.

‘It’s always heads,’ he said with a grin.

Five minutes later she was back, this time accompanied by a young, heavy black guy in jeans, an oversized polo shirt, expensive-looking trainers and a blank expression. They both stood back while the gates slowly opened, then she gestured towards the house. ‘After you.’

Inside, she ushered him down a broad hallway with chequerboard tiles towards a pair of French doors. Along the walls were photographs in black frames. They seemed to be close-ups of different body-parts or maybe piles of fruit. Logan couldn’t tell. She opened the doors and walked through.

‘Matty,’ she announced, her tone putting the name in heavy quotes.

Logan followed her, the young guy keeping a couple of paces behind. The first things he noticed were the paintings, huge canvases, some of them a couple of metres square, all over the walls, riots of colour that didn’t really look like anything, except possibly the results of a frenzied knife attack. Then he saw another guy, in a dark suit with a collarless burgundy shirt and shiny loafers. He was standing next to a green leather sofa where a dark-skinned man in a black silk dressing gown was sitting with a thoughtful expression on his face. 

‘Thank you, Lisa.’

The woman nodded and neatly turned on the spot. The two guys remained where they were.

Logan smiled. ‘Hello, Jockey. Hell of a squat, mate.’

Jockey had definitely filled out since Logan had last seen him, his face less gaunt, though it was still marked by the scar under his left eye that made it seem to droop slightly. Even sitting down, he seemed to be taller, too, somehow.

‘Derek’s just going to pat you down.’

Logan raised his arms from his sides as the young black guy gave him a quick once-over, then ran some sort of electronic wand over his body. He must have passed the test, as Jockey nodded and Derek left the room.

‘Do I need Tommy, too, do you think?’ he asked, indicating the other guy standing by the sofa.

Logan shrugged. ‘Depends on what he does.’

‘He stops people from trying to kill me,’ Jockey said.

‘If I wanted to do that, I think I’d have planned it a bit better,’ Logan said. 


OEBPS/xhtml/toc.xhtml



			Cover


			Title page


			Contents


			Dedication page


			1


			2


			3


			4


			5


			6


			7


			8


			9


			10


			11


			12


			13


			14


			15


			16


			17


			18


			19


			20


			21


			22


			23


			24


			25


			26


			27


			28


			29


			30


			31


			32


			33


			34


			35


			36


			37


			38


			39


			40


			41


			42


			Acknowledgements


		About the Author


			By Tom Marcus


		Copyright page







Guide



			Cover


			Title page


			Contents








		iii


		v

   
		1


		2


		3


		4


		5


		6


		7


		8


		9


		10


		11


		12


		13


		14


		15


		16


		17


		18


		19


		20


		21


		22


		23


		24


		25


		26


		27


		28


		29


		30


		31


		32


		33


		34


		35


		36


		37


		38


		39


		40


		41


		42


		43


		44


		45


		46


		47


		48


		49


		50


		51


		52


		53


		54


		55


		56


		57


		58


		59


		60


		61


		62


		63


		64


		65


		66


		67


		68


		69


		70


		71


		72


		73


		74


		75


		76


		77


		78


		79


		80


		81


		82


		83


		84


		85


		86


		87


		88


		89


		90


		91


		92


		93


		94


		95


		96


		97


		98


		99


		100


		101


		102


		103


		104


		105


		106


		107


		108


		109


		110


		111


		112


		113


		114


		115


		116


		117


		118


		119


		120


		121


		122


		123


		124


		125


		126


		127


		128


		129


		130


		131


		132


		133


		134


		135


		136


		137


		138


		139


		140


		141


		142


		143


		144


		145


		146


		147


		148


		149


		150


		151


		152


		153


		154


		155


		156


		157


		158


		159


		160


		161


		162


		163


		164


		165


		166


		167


		168


		169


		170


		171


		172


		173


		174


		175


		176


		177


		178


		179


		180


		181


		182


		183


		184


		185


		186


		187


		188


		189


		190


		191


		192


		193


		194


		195


		196


		197


		198


		199


		200


		201


		202


		203


		204


		205


		206


		207


		208


		209


		210


		211


		212


		213


		214


		215


		216


		217


		218


		219


		220


		221


		222


		223


		224


		225


		226


		227


		228


		229


		230


		231


		232


		233


		234


		235


		236


		237


		238


		239


		240


		241


		242


		243


		244


		245


		246


		247


		248


		249


		250


		251


		252


		253


		254


		255


		256


		257


		258


		259


		260


		261


		262


		263


		264


		265


		266


		267


		268


		269


		270


		271


		272


		273


		274


		275


		276


		277


		278


		279


		280


		281


		282


		283


		284


		285


		286


		287


		288


		289


		290


		291


		292


		293


		294


		295


		296


		297


		298


		299


		300


		301


		302


		303


		304


		305


		306


		307


		308


		309


		310


		311


		312


		313


		314


		315


		316


		317


		318


		319


		320


		321


		322


		323


		324


		325


		326


		327


		328


		329


		330


		331


		332


		333


		334


		335


		336


		337


		338


		339


		340


		341


		342


		343


		344


		345


		346


		347


		348


		349


		350


		351


		352


		353


		354


		355


		356


		357


		358


		359


		360


		361


		362


		363


		364


		365


		366


		367


		368


		369


		370


		371


		372


		373


		374


		375


		376


		377


		378


		379


		380


		381


		382


		383


		384


		385


		386


		387


		388


		389


		390


		391


		392


		393


		394


		395


		396


		397


		398


		399


		400


		401


		402


		403


		404


		405


		406


		407


		408


		i


		ii


		iv








OEBPS/images/logo.jpg





OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
‘One of the most \
\successful MI5 officers
of his time’

CRUSH
THE
THREAT

RULES

FORMER OFFICER





