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  ANCRE RIVER, THIEPVAL, THE SOMME, FRANCE




  November 1916




  ‘Stand tall and show an imposing front!’




  Private Oliver Barraclough staggered to his feet as a thunderous blast shook the deep earthen walls of the trench towering around him. A shower of dislodged soil and stones pelted down onto his

  helmet and splattered into pools of icy water beneath his boots. His uniform was drenched and plastered with mud, and the sullen gray sky above was weeping thin veils of freezing rain that ran down

  his face. Dozens of soldiers clambered to their feet all around him, pale with exhaustion and cold, hands clenching the stocks of long-barreled Lee-Enfield rifles.




  A screech shattered the air and Oliver hurled himself against the slimy wall of the trench as a mortar shell crashed down nearby. The blast hurled chunks of earth and rock mixed with torn limbs

  and ruined weapons that crashed down in their midst. The shockwave from the blast rattled Oliver’s eyeballs in their sockets, his vision quivering. Oliver blinked and shook his head as his

  ears rang from the infernal noise, droplets of moisture stained crimson now dripping from the rim of his helmet.




  A distant stream of keening, agonized screams echoed up and down the trench as medics struggled to make their way through to the injured men. An officer’s voice rang in Oliver’s

  damaged ears.




  ‘Stay on your feet! Stand your ground!’ he raged, a silvery moustache lining his upper lip like twisted bayonets and his blue eyes piercing the early morning gloom like searchlights

  as he stormed down the trench. ‘Fix bayonets!’




  Oliver scrambled with hands too numb to feel anything and unclipped his bayonet from its sheath on his webbing. He twisted it into place on the end of the rifle’s barrel and pulled hard,

  ensuring the weapon was securely fixed, then turned to where tall ladders were being placed against the twelve-foot-high walls of the trench. The soldiers gathered around the ladders, huddled

  against the cold and fear that permeated their miserable existence.




  Puddles of partially frozen water filled the muddy floor of the trench, the ice crunching beneath their boots. Oliver could feel his feet likewise crunching inside his boots, victim to the

  trench-foot and frostbite that was slowly rotting away the blackened flesh of his toes. He could no longer feel them but it was better without the searing pain haunting his every step. A tiny part

  of his mind had hoped that one day soon he would no longer be able to walk and would simply fall over, to be sent to the rear to convalesce and perhaps never return to this living hell. But he had

  seen others try the same trick only to be shot in their dozens at dawn for cowardice. The Somme was no place for hope.




  Now, there was no time left for his feet to rot further. The troops lined up against the ladders as mortar rounds thundered down across the mud-churned fields above and rained more debris down

  into the trench to mix with the bitter rain. Oliver clutched his rifle more tightly, his knuckles shining white beneath the skin.




  ‘Stand by!’ yelled the officer.




  Oliver’s teeth chattered in his jaw and his body shivered with the cold as amid the chaos a brief image flashed into his mind. Home. He saw in his mind’s eye a tiny hamlet in

  Somerset, remembered the warm summers of his childhood; the school and parish; his parents waving him goodbye with pride in their eyes as he left home for the first time in his life.




  Oliver Barraclough was six days short of his seventeenth birthday.




  From somewhere deep within him came a choked cry as tears spilled from his eyes to mix with the mud-stained rain trickling down his face. His legs quivered, the strength gone from them as he

  felt other soldiers lining up behind him, huddling together for warmth and comfort and blocking his only chance of escape. Suddenly, with all of his heart, he wanted to be home.




  ‘All arms!’ the officer bellowed. ‘Up and at ’em!’




  A ragged cheer soared from the trenches and, before he could think about it, Oliver was clambering awkwardly up the ladder, trying to keep his fingers from being crushed by the boots of the man

  above him. The soldier crawled off the top of the ladder as Oliver popped his head above the trench wall for the very first time.




  The man before him stood up and his tin helmet flew off with a metallic twang as he toppled backwards into the trench, his face a bloodied mess of bone and tissue. As Oliver dragged himself up

  off the ladder, he heard cries of pain as the lifeless body slammed down onto the men below him.




  Time seemed to slow down as he scrambled onto a gloomy wasteland of churned mud and freezing snow. Ranks of men charged into a thick, swirling, yellowish morass of smoke that drifted like

  phantoms up ahead where twisted lines of barbed wire coiled like thorny metal snakes across the desolate expanse of no-man’s-land. Gunshots crackled out and Oliver saw several more men fall

  before they had even cleared the trenches, toppling back on top of their comrades below or collapsing flat onto their faces on the freezing ground.




  Oliver ran forwards, slipping and staggering through potholes and around craters with his rifle cradled in his grasp. Mortar rounds blasted the frigid earth around him and sprayed rocks and

  stones into his face but he kept running because to turn back was to die. Tears streamed from his eyes and he both cried with fear and screamed in outrage as he powered forwards through the hellish

  battlefield, lifting his rifle to aim at whoever came at him from the writhing veils of smoke.




  He saw figures like ghouls stalking toward him through the fog ahead, saw his comrades running ahead of him and firing at the enemy lines, their rifle shots snapping and cracking. And then, as

  though cut down with an invisible scythe, they toppled as one and tumbled into the dirt and the ice.




  Oliver’s brain registered the hellish cackling chatter of the enemy’s machine guns and saw a scattering of bright flickering forks of fire spitting death toward him. Oliver shouted

  something unintelligible as he sprinted faster and took aim at a figure close to the guns. And then his chest shuddered as a salvo of bullets tore through him.




  Oliver was lifted off his feet as the massive bullets shredded his lungs, smashed through his bones and tore chunks of flesh from his body as they passed through. The world spun and he landed

  flat on his back in the mud. Chunks of ice trickled down his neck as his unfired rifle slapped down alongside him.




  Oliver blinked, not entirely sure what had happened. And then he tried to breath. Raw pain seethed through his chest but no air reached him. He tried to cry out in horror but no sound came from

  his throat as he coughed and choked and realized that he was drowning in his own blood. In terror and fear he clawed at his own chest and his hands came away thick with blood. Fresh tears tumbled

  from his eyes and he stared up into the bleak clouds above as the cries of mankind’s hymn of war raged around him. His vision starred and then began to turn black as with the last vestiges of

  air in his lungs he screamed silently for the one person he wished dearly he could lay his eyes upon one last time.




  His mother.


  

  *




  BRIDGWATER, SOMERSET




  November 1916




  Pennie Barraclough sucked in a lungful of air and sat bolt upright in bed as though a bolt of electricity had surged through her chest. Her heart pounded as her eyes adjusted

  to the gloom of a winter’s morning peering through the curtains of her bedroom.




  She looked down beside her and saw her husband still deep in sleep.




  Pennie felt cold seeping through her bones despite the warmth of the sheets, unease lying heavily across her shoulders as she stared across the room. Slowly, she climbed from the bed and walked

  to the bedroom door, unhooking her gown and slipping it over her shoulders as she walked out onto the landing. The stairs beckoned and she walked with unthinking reflex downstairs and into the

  hall, then turned and drifted almost dreamlike toward the front door.




  As she reached out for the handle, she could see through the frosted panes of glass a figure standing on the other side of the door waiting for her. She flipped the latch and turned the handle,

  then opened the door toward her.




  A waft of bitterly cold air swept into the hall, touched with the scent of early morning frost that enveloped her in a freezing embrace and seemed to reach into her very bones as she looked into

  the eyes of her unexpected visitor.




  Oliver, her son, stood before her on the porch of their home. His face was splattered with a gruesome mess of mud, blood and dirt. He was wearing his full battle uniform, the material thickly

  smothered in mud and ice, and, as she stared at him, her stomach plunged in despair as she saw a half-dozen ragged bullet holes torn through his young body. Fresh blood soaked the coarse material

  of his uniform.




  Pennie opened her mouth to speak but no sound came forth. The cold morning air seemed frigid and utterly silent as though time had come to a stop. She stared at her son, his brown eyes looking

  into hers, and Oliver smiled softly as though he were suddenly old and wise beyond his years. He slowly reached out toward her with one muddied hand and then faded from view until he vanished into

  the misty air before her eyes.




  Pennie felt a sudden, wrenching loss as though her own life was being ripped from her and she sank down onto her knees on the porch.




  She knew without a shadow of doubt that her Oliver had died.
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  DEFENSE INTELLIGENCE ANALYSIS CENTER, JOINT BASE ANACOSTIA-BOLLING, WASHINGTON, DC




  Present day




  This would be the last time he would visit this place.




  Douglas Ian Jarvis was flanked by a pair of security guards in an elevator that was making its way with an efficient hum up to the seventh floor of the DIAC building, the headquarters of the

  Defense Intelligence Agency. The producer of military intelligence for the Department of Defense, the DIA employed almost six thousand staff and worked on a budget that was largely shielded from

  congressional scrutiny. The DIA was more clandestine than other celebrated partner agencies such as the FBI or CIA, chiefly because it handled all intelligence that passed through the myriad of

  Pentagon departments via the ultra-secretive National Security Agency.




  Doug Jarvis had seen much of that intelligence. He had begun his career serving with the US Marines in South East Asia and later in both the Gulf Wars, before resigning his commission in order

  to serve his country on home soil. His chagrin at being unable to continue a field posting due to his advancing years had been replaced by a stoic patriotism as his increasing authority and

  experience peeled back layer after layer of military secrecy. In recent years, his work had unveiled a Pandora’s box of extraordinary discoveries, many of which now languished under military

  protection in locations kept secret even from him.




  Jarvis’s last mission within the DIA had been to create a small but efficient department of investigators that were willing to scrutinize cases that other agencies rejected as

  paranormal or the work of fraudsters. He had relinquished the chance to take the DIA director’s chair in favour of starting the new unit, and had hired a former United States Marines

  officer with whom he had served some years before. The fact that the said officer had been a drunken recluse at the time had not endeared him to the Joint Chiefs of Staff or the Pentagon, but the

  results he achieved had. In fact, they had been so spectacular that the CIA had begun taking a great interest in seizing the department’s assets, and had eventually done so with customary

  zeal.




  A congressional investigation into malpractice at the CIA, started eight months before by a Democrat senator in DC, had initiated a brutal manhunt by CIA agents desperate to conceal their own

  abuses of power. In the aftermath of the investigation’s closure, Jarvis had seen his authority and security clearance revoked, the director of the CIA cleared of all charges via a Pentagon

  inquiry that nobody trusted and Jarvis’s two best investigators forced to go underground for fear of assassination attempts. Put simply, everything had gone to hell in a hand-basket and that

  mightily pissed Jarvis off. So much so that he had spent the last six months collating evidence to clear his own name and that of his colleagues, all of it contained in an envelope in his jacket

  pocket that he fingered subconsciously.




  For the last three months of his personal crusade, he had repeatedly been denied an audience with his former boss at the DIA. Hence, he had not expected to be summoned urgently to that very

  office this morning and was still none the wiser as to why. There was a fire under somebody’s ass and Jarvis presumed he was about to be accused of lighting it. He ran a hand through his

  thick white hair and lifted his chin. Confidence was everything. Semper fi, as they used to say in the corps.




  The elevator reached the top of its climb and Jarvis stepped out with his escort onto a carpeted corridor. A secretary looked up at them from behind her desk and pressed a button: Jarvis knew

  that it would illuminate a discreet light on the director’s desk, alerting him to the arrival of his guest. The two guards took up flanking positions either side of the door to the DIA

  director’s office. Jarvis tightened his tie before knocking.




  ‘Enter.’




  Jarvis walked into the office and was struck by the unexpected desire to bow. DIA Director Abraham Mitchell, a three-star general, sat behind a large desk, his burnished-mahogany skin

  glistening. With him were seated the Joint Chiefs of Staff, the senior officers from each of the services forming neat lines of gray hair and polished medals: Army, Navy, Air Force and Marines.

  Alongside them were the JCOS Chairman and Vice-Chairman, and, most remarkably, the Director of the Central Intelligence Agency, General William Steel, the man directly responsible for

  Jarvis’s demise. Between them there was enough brass to fit out an orchestra and enough authority to influence and perhaps even overrule the President himself.




  ‘Good morning, gentlemen,’ Jarvis said, deciding to leave the chip on his shoulder outside the room.




  ‘Jarvis,’ Mitchell rumbled, and gestured to the only remaining empty seat.




  Jarvis sat down and was relieved to find that the chair wasn’t wired to the mains for the amusement of the most powerful men in America. Even with his recently revoked authority, Jarvis

  would have been a small fish swimming in a shark tank.




  ‘Thank you for coming, Doug,’ said Admiral John Griffiths.




  Jarvis felt a rush of gratitude toward the admiral for his unguarded familiarity, born of their working together in the past. The mood in the office changed instantly as the other chiefs took

  note of the admiral’s tone. Only DCIA Steel retained a stony silence.




  ‘No problem,’ Jarvis replied. ‘Why am I here?’




  ‘Where are your people, Doug?’ Mitchell asked.




  ‘By my people, I suppose you mean Ethan Warner and Nicola Lopez?’ Jarvis asked and was rewarded with a nod. ‘I’ve been asking without success for an audience here for

  months. Now you drag me in here at a moment’s notice. What’s the deal?’




  Mitchell turned his gaze to DCIA Steel. The podgy man, his face glowering with supressed rage, looked at Jarvis.




  ‘We think your people are murdering CIA agents as an act of revenge,’ he said. ‘They’re hunting them down one by one.’




  Jarvis’s jaw dropped. He could have anticipated any number of responses, but that was one he would never have seen coming. ‘How many men are down? When did it happen?’




  ‘Where are they?’ Mitchell asked Jarvis, ignoring his questions. ‘I mean, right now?’




  ‘I don’t know.’




  ‘What do you mean you don’t know where they are?’ Admiral Griffiths was looking at Jarvis as though he had gone insane.




  ‘They’re not my assets now,’ Jarvis said defensively. ‘My agents felt that they needed to stay off the grid until they could figure out what the hell was going on. They

  went dark just as I was removed from my post. I haven’t heard from either Warner or Lopez since.’




  ‘You don’t have a contact protocol?’ the chief of the army asked.




  ‘The last I heard from them they were being bombed by the National Guard,’ Jarvis snapped at the chief, ‘your people dropping bombs on American citizens, in case you

  didn’t know. There wasn’t much time to arrange niceties, and, seeing as I was forcibly retired, how the hell would you expect them to contact me?’




  ‘Your relationship with Warner was close,’ Mitchell replied. ‘It is reasonable to assume that he might try to contact you.’




  ‘He hasn’t,’ Jarvis said, and then looked around the room. ‘You all think he’s behind the murders?’




  ‘As you’ve pointed out, he has a motive,’ Mitchell said. ‘Revenge.’




  ‘I take it everybody else in this room knows what happened six months ago in Idaho?’ Jarvis asked.




  Mitchell nodded. ‘I briefed the Chiefs about the unfortunate turn of events.’




  ‘Is that what you’re calling betrayal and treason?’ Jarvis asked.




  ‘What were your people doing in Idaho?’ the chief of the army demanded. ‘There’s nothing there.’




  Jarvis let a brittle smile crack across his face.




  ‘There’s nothing there now,’ he corrected. ‘The CIA had an operation running up there, using National Guard assets to protect it. Warner and Lopez were sent to

  investigate a series of murders and realized that whatever was killing people wasn’t human. It turned out the CIA had been conducting experiments, for want of a better word, under

  the banner of a top-secret program called MK-ULTRA, and something got out.’




  ‘Something?’ the chief of the army echoed.




  ‘A species not quite like us,’ Jarvis said without elaborating. ‘Ultimately, the entire operation was destroyed in an attempt to remove evidence, and that included removing

  Ethan and Lopez.’




  ‘This is ridiculous,’ the chief of the army snapped. ‘I’m aware of no such operation by Guard assets. I’ve served my country for over forty years and I’ve

  never encountered this kind of conspiracy crap.’




  Jarvis glared at DCIA Steel. ‘Will you tell him, or do I have to?’




  Steel kept his beady black eyes focused on the table top as he spoke.




  ‘A paramilitary team from the 24th Special Tactics Squadron was deployed to destroy a CIA facility in Idaho. When the operation failed, the National Guard was deployed to blow the site

  using A-10 Tankbusters. The strike was recorded as a training exercise, and the aftermath as a gas explosion in an abandoned mine. An exclusion zone remains around the site under the guise of

  public safety.’




  The chief of the army stared at Steel in horror. ‘Jesus Christ, what the hell has been going on here?’




  ‘The persecution of patriots,’ Jarvis growled, ‘by elements of the CIA trying to cover up abuses of power going back decades.’




  ‘Warner and Lopez escaped the aerial attack, and now they’re taking their revenge, and killing CIA agents?’ the chief of the Marines presumed.




  ‘They escaped,’ Mitchell confirmed, ‘and have been on the run ever since. The CIA managed to cover up events in Idaho but was looking to tie up a few loose ends.’




  ‘Those loose ends,’ Jarvis said, ‘being my two agents. ‘I’ve conducted a six-month investigation into CIA corruption; corruption that has led to the deaths of

  several US servicemen and civilians.’




  Jarvis produced from his jacket pocket the envelope containing his research. He laid it face down on the table, tantalizingly close to each man and yet just beyond their reach.




  ‘Your investigation is meaningless,’ Steel pointed out, ‘conducted without authority or oversight.’




  ‘People who have served this agency with distinction are now being forced to live in hiding for fear of assassination attempts,’ Jarvis replied, and looked each of the JCOS in the

  eye. ‘Patriots, people whom you would be proud to be associated, hounded by operatives who swore to protect them, and not just my people either. At the same time as the events in Idaho, three

  members of the Government Accountability Office in DC were attacked by CIA assets, two of them fatally.’




  A moment passed as the JCOS exchanged glances.




  ‘What’s the link with Warner and Lopez?’ asked the admiral.




  ‘Ethan Warner’s sister, Natalie, was one of the GAO targets,’ Jarvis said. ‘Natalie Warner moved departments afterward, but the closing of the investigation removed her

  as a threat to the CIA, along with her colleague Ben Consiglio, who was also the victim of an attempted homicide. However, what the CIA doesn’t know is that both of these individuals can

  identify the CIA agents in question, the men responsible for the murders.’




  The JCOS looked at each other again and General Steel glared at Jarvis, but it was Director Mitchell who spoke.




  ‘You’re sure?’ he asked Jarvis. ‘And you’re sure that these individuals can be tied to the murders?’




  ‘One hundred per cent sure,’ Jarvis replied without hesitation. ‘We were even able to obtain genetic material that can be matched to them should they be brought to

  trial.’




  ‘You investigated the site?’ General Steel asked in disgust. ‘You infiltrated a federal crime scene and—’




  ‘I was on the scene when the murders occurred,’ Jarvis snapped. ‘You don’t think I wouldn’t have taken any useful evidence with me?’




  The chief of the army shook his head.




  ‘There would be utter outrage if this got out,’ he murmured. ‘Our capacity for unhindered intelligence-gathering would be blown out of the water by Congress.’




  ‘The ensuing court cases,’ Jarvis confirmed, ‘would result in virtually every major defense initiative in this country being hauled out into the open for congressional

  scrutiny. Our ability to make hard choices to defend our nation would be compromised beyond repair. It would, essentially, be the end of covert intelligence-gathering in the continental United

  States.’




  ‘All the more reason,’ Steel insisted, ‘that this remain a closed affair.’




  The JCOS remained silent for a long moment, before Admiral Griffiths gestured to Jarvis’s envelope.




  ‘What’s in there?’ he asked.




  Jarvis opened the envelope and let a series of pictures fan out onto Mitchell’s desk.




  ‘Copies of CCTV footage in Washington, DC, internal cameras at the GAO and several images shot by Natalie Warner from her vehicle traveling in the Capitol. Each shows one or other of the

  two men responsible for CIA-sanctioned killings of congressional aides and American civilians who were survivors of the original MK-ULTRA program in the 1970s. These images, along with the genetic

  evidence obtained from the crime scenes, are enough to convict beyond all reasonable doubt those responsible.’




  The JCOS leaned forward, examining the pictures, as Jarvis leaned back in his chair and waited. DCIA Steel scowled at him as he gestured to the photographs.




  ‘They’re nothing,’ he said, ‘pictures taken by amateurs that wouldn’t hold up in any court. They could have been working in unrelated projects in DC.’




  ‘True,’ Jarvis replied, finally looking at the DCIA. ‘And the blood sample retrieved from the site of the murder of GAO worker Guy Rikard, that will match the blood of a CIA

  agent and assassin you call Mr. Wilson?’




  Steel glared at Jarvis but said nothing. The JCOS stared at the pictures in silence.




  ‘Warner and Lopez are not behind this,’ Jarvis said. ‘They’re both patriots, always have been. They wouldn’t kill: they’d want to apprehend, to see people

  brought to trial.’ Jarvis glanced at Steel. ‘Especially you.’




  ‘They’re liabilities,’ Steel shot back. ‘Warner is a former Marine officer who was virtually a hobo when Jarvis hired him. Lopez is a former DC detective with known

  loyalty issues. These people are exactly the kind of rogue agents we all fear.’




  Jarvis peered at Steel with interest. ‘You’re getting quite hot under the collar there, William. Wondering if you’re next, are you?’




  ‘This is ridiculous,’ General Steel raged at the JCOS. ‘All of this is true but all of it’s been twisted to fit this man’s fantasies of a conspiracy. The CIA was

  cleared of all wrongdoing by an independent Pentagon investigation.’




  ‘Which was guided by the CIA,’ Jarvis growled back at him. ‘I offered my services in order to expose what had really happened but, surprise-surprise, I was removed from my post

  by your people. That investigation was toothless before it even began.’




  The JCOS all seemed to sit back in their seats as the chief of the Marines cast a glance in Mitchell’s direction.




  ‘How many investigations have Warner and Lopez conducted for the DIA, in total?’




  ‘Four,’ Mitchell replied. ‘All have been spectacularly successful, although major questions have been raised in the past about the exposure of civilians to classified projects

  during the course of those investigations.’




  Admiral Griffiths looked at Jarvis. ‘Warner and Lopez, can you bring them back in? We need them in custody.’




  ‘You need their help,’ Jarvis countered. ‘They’re not killers.’




  ‘It could be anybody,’ the chief of the army pointed out, ‘given that the CIA has ruffled so many feathers over the years. An escaped prisoner from one of their overseas black

  prisons, perhaps? But would they have a trail they could follow?’




  Jarvis shook his head. ‘They’ll be in the black budget. There won’t be a paper trail, so it has to be somebody with inside knowledge.’




  Jarvis knew that the United States Department of Defense concealed within its black budget almost $60 billion of funding, a tremendous sum in addition to the annual defense budget.

  MK-ULTRA’s various experiments and programs were a tiny drop in this vast financial ocean and that was no doubt how the CIA had kept such a perfect veil over its operations: the paper and

  money trail was so well hidden that finding it would have been like trying to track an animal burrowing underground by sight alone, at night, from the air.




  ‘Do Warner and Lopez know anything about MK-ULTRA?’ asked the chief of the Marines.




  ‘No,’ Jarvis replied, ‘at least they didn’t when I last heard from them.’




  ‘Either way,’ Steel said, ‘this isn’t something that can be resolved through the courts or ever reach the public domain.’




  Admiral Griffiths rubbed his temples wearily.




  ‘We don’t have any other means to properly investigate and expose whoever is responsible for targeting these CIA agents without attracting too much attention.’




  Jarvis smiled. ‘Yes, we do. I can task Warner and Lopez to do it.’




  The JCOS eyes flew wide as one as they stared at Jarvis.




  ‘Are you serious?’ Steel uttered.




  Jarvis gathered his thoughts. ‘There is one person who may have sufficient motivation to actively hunt down a specific set of CIA agents.’




  DCIA Steel sat bolt upright in his seat and pointed a fat finger at Jarvis.




  ‘That’s enough,’ he growled. ‘You’re speculating.’




  ‘Am I?’ Jarvis challenged the director. ‘You know damned well who I’m talking about, don’t you?’




  ‘The CIA is perfectly capable of handling it,’ he blustered.




  ‘Doesn’t seem that way,’ Jarvis mused out loud. ‘Several agents down in just a few days, I’m presuming?’ he said to Mitchell. ‘I last requested a

  meeting with DDIA Mitchell about ten days ago, and was turned down flat in the usual manner. Now I’m sitting here. These agents must have been killed in quick succession to have got me here

  at all.’




  The Chairman of the JCOS directed a stern gaze at DCIA Steel. ‘In total, six agents have been killed. Are you aware of who might be responsible for these slayings?’




  Steel slid behind a wall of national security. ‘I am not at liberty to answer that question, sir.’




  The Chairman slapped a hand down on Mitchell’s desk. ‘This is ridiculous. You’ve come here for help and now you’re refusing to supply us with information?’




  DDIA Mitchell spoke softly.




  ‘The individual in question is an American citizen, abducted several years ago,’ he informed them. ‘It would seem likely, given Director Steel’s reticence, that the

  individual’s disappearance was orchestrated and that they may have suffered at the hands of MK-ULTRA operatives or assets in the field. Her name is Joanna Defoe.’




  Jarvis chose his words with care as he spoke.




  ‘She was Ethan Warner’s fiancée, hence the assumed motive. Disappeared from the Gaza Strip four years ago,’ Jarvis confirmed. ‘The abduction was never solved, but

  she represented a high-profile critic of government policy overseas and of the unaccountability of the intelligence community. Silencing Joanna and preventing her from investigating the CIA could

  have both been achieved by abducting her.’




  DCIA Steel squirmed uncomfortably as Jarvis addressed the JCOS.




  ‘What evidence do you have that this individual you refer to could be capable of such acts, or that they’re even on the loose?’ General Steel demanded.




  ‘Footage retrieved from Project Watchman,’ Jarvis explained. ‘Our satellites spotted Joanna during an Israeli incursion into Gaza City. Her abductors were killed but Joanna

  disappeared.’




  ‘I can see why the CIA disagreed with your policies on civilian exposure to military hardware,’ the chief of the army pointed out. ‘Project Watchman is one of our most prized

  resources and classified COSMIC.’




  ‘Ethan’s exposure to Watchman resulted in him being able to thwart a serious attempt to enslave our government to the machinations of a powerful corporation,’ Jarvis explained.

  ‘Believe me, he’s the best man for this job.’




  ‘Which may not be what we want,’ Mitchell rumbled. ‘Ethan Warner has a habit of leaving a trail of destruction behind him. Tenacious does not even begin to describe this

  guy.’




  Jarvis opened his hands in defense.




  ‘It’s all of you that have put him in this position,’ he said reasonably. ‘If you give me the resources I need then I can set him on a course to resolve the problem.

  Right now, all I need is for the CIA to pull their people out and let us get started. Can you do that?’




  The JCOS looked at each other in silence and then turned to look at the CIA’s director. Finally, General Steel spoke.




  ‘I can.’




  ‘Good,’ Jarvis replied. ‘All watch-teams, surveillance both human and electronic and flag references in the intelligence database must be removed. Where was the last CIA

  operative murdered and when?’




  General Steel ground his teeth in his jaw. ‘Two days ago, in New York City. Aaron Lymes, a retired operative who was based near Gaza City at the time of Miss Defoe’s abduction.

  Police and FBI are on hold until our say-so.’




  Jarvis looked at Mitchell. ‘I’ll need my department back up and running along with all previously revoked security clearances and a four-man field team to accompany me to New

  York.’ He glanced at Steel with a smile. ‘Just in case.’




  Mitchell nodded slowly. ‘It will be done.’




  Jarvis stood up and straightened his jacket.




  ‘I’ll find a way to locate Ethan and Lopez and get them assigned to this. It’s in their interests as well as our own for this situation to be resolved, and, if I know Ethan,

  he’ll be following the same trail we are. Now, if you’ll excuse me?’




  Jarvis turned for the door but was held back by General Steel’s voice.




  ‘There is just one more thing, Mr. Jarvis?’




  Jarvis turned and looked down at the DCIA, who was staring at him once again with his cruel little eyes.




  ‘In the interests of national security, I insist that if Joanna Defoe is apprehended by your people, that she be immediately passed to the CIA’s custody.’




  Jarvis shook his head. ‘That’s not part of any deal that I—’




  ‘This isn’t a negotiation,’ Steel snapped. ‘You want to keep Ethan Warner and Nicola Lopez free from prosecution for their exposure to classified material then you hand

  over everything you find to me, or I’ll make sure Joanna Defoe spends the rest of her life rotting in a Supermax facility. Use Warner and Lopez to find her if you must, then make damned sure

  that she ends up at Langley.’




  Jarvis looked at Mitchell for support, but the DDIA shook his head.




  ‘It’s a trade, Doug,’ he said. ‘Joanna Defoe likely knows far too much about MK-ULTRA and its methods and could expose it at any time. This has to stay out of the public

  eye. Find Warner and Lopez and keep this all quiet.’




  Jarvis clenched his fists at his sides, but managed a stiff nod before he turned and stalked from the office.
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  GRAND CENTRAL STATION, EAST 42ND STREET, NEW YORK CITY




  Crowds.




  Thousands of people rushed to and fro in a miasma of coats, hats, legs and commingled voices that rose up into the soaring ceiling of the station amid shafts of sunlight beaming down through the

  iconic windows far above. Countless footfalls hammered out a symphony of mankind on the move on the vast polished flags, all on their own personal journey and yet surrounded.




  Ethan Warner had never in his life felt so alone.




  He leaned against a towering pillar on one side of the central atrium, watching the milling crowds. It was a strange sensation, to be a citizen in one’s home country and yet feeling like

  an imposter no matter where he traveled. Ethan felt as though he were standing in a stranger’s house or in a foreign country without a passport, not inside the main station of one of

  America’s largest cities.




  Staying off the grid, away from any kind of observation or transaction that would allow those in power to locate and apprehend him, was harder than Ethan could ever have imagined. He had once

  read that many thousands of people disappear every year in America, simply vanishing from existence. Although some were probably the victims of crimes such as homicide, the majority just got up and

  left their homes, lives, jobs and families, never to return. To do so wasn’t necessarily the hardest part: staying hidden was what tested even the most determined of absconders. The majority

  of runaways turned up sooner or later; sometimes living in different states or even different countries and having made errors that exposed them: habits and hobbies, loose talk or even just the

  mention of a hometown or friend that placed them elsewhere in the country. Others were spotted as a result of campaigns by concerned relatives. Some just couldn’t stay away and returned of

  their own accord. But a small minority vanished and managed to maintain entirely new lives, never once returning to those they left behind.




  Insider knowledge helped, but common sense was also a valuable weapon and Ethan knew how to hide in plain sight. Wearing a hoodie would attract attention from innocent civilians fearing a

  mugging and suspicious cops sensing the chance of an arrest, so attempting to conceal his face was out of bounds. This would normally expose him to the ever-watching eye of government agencies. His

  eyes flicked up to myriad watching cameras that scanned the crowds, but he knew that any facial-recognition software being run by the NSA or the CIA would be unable to identify him beneath his

  simple but effective disguise.




  Most of the high-tech facial-recognition programs used anchor-points, features on the face like eye and eyebrow position, the shape of the ear, width of the jaw and so on. Ethan had donned

  sunglasses with light-sensitive lenses that obscured his eyes. He had grown his hair longer, letting it cover his ears. He shaved rarely, thick stubble concealing his jawline and chin, and he had

  used a dye to speckle his hair with streaks of gray that aged him by a decade. He wore faded jeans and a T-shirt emblazoned with the name of some rock band he’d never heard of and a jacket

  that was a size too large, concealing his physique.




  In short, he looked like a middle-aged, slightly overweight dropout: anonymous.




  Ethan had accumulated extensive knowledge of what it took to remain hidden in the modern world, not through his own experience but through his search for a woman who quite likely lived as he did

  now: off the grid, anonymous. Joanna Defoe, his fiancée, had vanished from Gaza City, Palestine, four years previously. Ethan had believed her dead, but just a year ago had seen a remarkable

  piece of footage captured by an Israeli drone showing her alive, escaping an attack on Palestinian militants by Israeli forces. That footage, now almost two years old, had started him on a new

  mission to locate her, much to the chagrin of his family and friends. He had been making some progress when everything had gone to hell and he’d found himself on the run with his partner.




  A young man weaved his way toward Ethan through the crowds. He wore a Yankees baseball cap over dark hair, a long winter coat with a high collar and carried a large backpack slung over his

  shoulder that further concealed his shape. He held a cellphone to his ear, shielding his features from the cameras high above as he moved to stand next to Ethan. A faint five-o’clock shadow

  was visible against the dark skin of his jaw as Ethan looked down at him.




  ‘You need a shave, son.’




  A pair of dark, exotic almond eyes peered up at him from beneath the cap, going purposefully boss-eyed as the young man spoke with a remarkably feminine accent into the cellphone.




  ‘We’ll be there.’




  Ethan heard a tinny sounding reply from the cell, and then the young man shut it off and slipped it into a pocket before looking up at him.




  ‘Thanks, Dad,’ Nicola Lopez uttered. ‘Start acting like a good parent and take my bag.’




  Lopez let her backpack fall from her shoulder and thump down onto Ethan’s foot. He smiled as he picked the bag up. ‘Insolent juvenile. I’ll send you to bed with no

  dinner.’




  ‘I’d rather go hungry than eat your cooking. How much longer are we going to keep this crap up? You should have seen the ticket man’s face when he got a good look at me.

  Probably thought I was a lady-boy.’




  ‘It’s enough to fool the cameras,’ Ethan replied evenly. ‘That’s what they’ll be using to search for us, narrowing our location down before moving agents in,

  and the resolution won’t be enough to expose you. We keep this up, we stay off their radar. Once Jarvis gets in touch, we’ll hopefully be able to quit with the disguises.’




  ‘It’s been six months,’ Lopez grumbled, rubbing at the make-up she’d used to mimic stubble. ‘He’s been retired off the DIA, there’s nothing he can do

  for us.’




  ‘He’ll come through,’ Ethan insisted. ‘He always has.’




  ‘With conditions,’ Lopez pointed out. ‘There’ll be something that he wants in return. There always is.’




  Ethan didn’t reply. Fact was, Lopez was right, but, as they stood, almost anything was better than living the way they were now: endless nights spent in run-down motels; eating in

  crumbling diners on the edge of obscure towns; and running with no clear idea of where they needed to go. Maybe living that way worked for crime-fighting loners in novels, but in real life it was

  an impossible existence. After six months of following dead-end leads and struggling to find money and digs as they wandered aimlessly across the United States, finally a solid lead had presented

  itself.




  In rural Wisconsin, a thirty-six-year-old man had been murdered in an apparent robbery gone-wrong. Stripped of his possessions, the man’s unfortunate demise might have remained a footnote

  in the records of county police if not for one major factor: the man was identified as a former employee of the Central Intelligence Agency.




  The murder hit the news state-wide, having gotten out before the CIA could close the lid on what had happened. Before the familiar veil of silence had settled on the case, Ethan and Lopez had

  seen it on the news and thus been alerted to a possible thread that they could follow in what felt like an endless and equally hopeless quest to clear their names.




  ‘You got a rent?’ he asked her.




  ‘It’s a motel across the river in Williamsburg,’ she replied. ‘Not perfect, but we’re not going to get anything we can afford on the Lower East Side or

  Manhattan.’




  Ethan shook his head. ‘Don’t worry about it; right now, the more anonymous our accommodation is, the better.’




  Ethan followed Lopez out of the station and onto the crowded streets of the city. Heavy traffic, swathes of pedestrians and a wall of noise filled the air as Ethan craned his neck back and

  looked up at the buildings soaring up toward the cold sky above.




  Lopez turned to him on the crowded sidewalk. ‘You think we can track her down here in New York?’




  Ethan nodded as an image of his long-vanished fiancée drifted like a ghost haunting the deepest recesses of his mind.




  ‘The trail led here,’ he said. ‘If she’s following the same information that we are, New York’s a great place to disappear and get some work done at the same time.

  Nothing like eight or nine million people to make it easy to hide in plain sight.’




  Fact was, the leads that Ethan was following were tenuous in the extreme.




  Six months previously, he had approached his sister, Natalie, after learning that Joanna Defoe was alive. Asking her if she would be willing to use her influence within the Government

  Accountability Office during a congressional investigation into CIA corruption, Natalie had gone on to uncover evidence of an immense covert operation named MK-ULTRA, used to abuse unwitting

  American citizens both within homeland borders and abroad. Whatever it was, MK-ULTRA was definitely illegal and represented the core issue that had landed Ethan and Lopez in their current mess.




  Joanna Defoe’s name had been connected with the program, as had her long deceased father. Harrison Defoe had worked in the Far East as a translator during the Vietnam War and had suddenly

  gone on the rampage in Singapore, shooting dead several leading opponents to the US intervention in the conflict. Her father had served time in a Singapore jail for his crime and had become a vocal

  opponent and critic of the CIA afterward. He represented the likely source of Joanna’s determination to root out corruption at government level as a journalist.




  That same determination, it now seemed, was what had gotten her abducted. If they could find Joanna, she might possess enough evidence to expose MK-ULTRA and clear all of their names.




  ‘What’s the next move?’ Lopez asked, as they walked.




  Ethan scanned the thousands of faces and the dense city skyline.




  ‘We start digging and hope that we get lucky.’
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  LOWER EAST SIDE, MANHATTAN, NEW YORK CITY




  ‘If it’s going down, it’ll be within the next ten minutes.’




  The car in which Detective Karina Thorne sat was parked by the sidewalk on the corner of Broadway and Pike, looking across the intersection toward a Pay-Go cash-checking store where a trickle of

  customers were filing in and out, many of them with envelopes in their hands.




  Karina kept her hands in her lap, preventing herself from checking her sidearm for the twentieth time. Anxiety twisted her stomach muscles and her gaze flicked back and forth from the store to

  her wing mirrors, catching a glimpse of her long dark hair pinned back in a ponytail. Her features were a little too stern to be called attractive, the line of her mouth thin and her jaw a little

  too wide.




  ‘Relax,’ came a voice from beside her. ‘No need to get twitchy until something happens.’




  Jake Donovan, a twenty-year veteran of the New York Police Department, glanced sideways at her with a wink and a smile. Donovan was in his mid-fifties but could still bench-press two-fifty for

  five and was surrounded by an aura of competence that commanded complete loyalty from his team. Karina let some of her tension out in a long sigh.




  ‘It’s a big deal if it goes down, is all,’ she replied.




  ‘They’re all a big deal,’ Donovan said, ‘especially when we catch them in the act.’




  Karina nodded but did not share her boss’s confidence.




  Over the past two months, several major bank heists had rocked the east coast from Pennsylvania right up to Maine. It was considered almost impossible to hit a major bank successfully these

  days: accounts at all American banks were insured by the Federal Deposit Insurance Corporation, bringing such heists under federal jurisdiction and involving the FBI. Federal Sentencing Guidelines

  mandated long prison terms and there was no parole in the federal prison system. Coupled with biometric markers on bank cases – dye-emitting sensors that rendered stolen cash useless –

  the massive resources of law enforcement and the involvement of the media in pursuing and catching violent gangs ensured that few such criminal enterprises succeeded for long.




  But the gang that had hit four armoured trucks in New Hampshire and Connecticut were a different breed. Wily, patient and yet supremely violent, their genius was a blend of deception and

  simplicity. They wore disguises, but not just clothes. Instead, they wore complex, expensive latex headpieces and gloves most often seen in movies, that completely altered their features and even

  their skin color. Using these skillfully crafted latex masks, no law-enforcement agency yet had been able to identify any of the gang members. All of the men were of similar height and build and

  conducted themselves in a manner that seemed to suggest a military background. But with the United States having been on a war footing for over a decade and with the heists occurring across several

  states, the number of disgruntled former infantrymen who could be suspects ran into the tens of thousands.




  In short, it had been the perfect crime. No evidence. No leads.




  Until now. An informant had tipped Donovan off a week previously that the gang was rumored to have moved even farther south, losing themselves in New York’s population with a plan to hit

  one of the countless cash-checking centers located all over the city. A further tip put the target as the Pay-Go on Broadway. It was a good target, sitting on a broad intersection with multiple

  egress routes across to New Jersey, up into Midtown and Harlem or out across the East River to Queens and Long Island. If the gang hit either the Pay-Go or the armoured truck due to make its daily

  collection and were able to give police the slip, then they would have multiple opportunities to transfer vehicles, split up on foot or just hunker down somewhere and wait for the dust to

  settle.




  A car pulled in ahead of them, a dark blue Prius with three occupants: one woman, one man and a young girl in a child seat. The man got out and kissed both the woman and the child goodbye. The

  Prius pulled away and the man walked to Karina’s car, opened the rear door and climbed in.




  ‘We need more units,’ he said as he closed the door.




  Tom Ross was a young but dedicated service officer who had joined the department in his late teens and was now Karina’s partner. A firearms and forensics officer, he’d made detective

  by his twenty-sixth birthday, an extraordinary achievement by any standards. In the rear seat alongside Tom sat Glen Ryan, Karina’s boyfriend of the past five years. Glen was a former soldier

  who had joined the NYPD two years previously, all buzz-cut hair and square-jawed efficiency. It was like dating the Terminator, minus the sense of humor. Iraq and Afghanistan had drained Glen of

  his zest for life and he viewed most of humanity with a disappointed disdain.




  ‘We haven’t got the resources,’ Donovan replied to Tom, ‘not with the presidential debates going on.’




  The city was host to the incumbent president and his challenger’s first live television debate in the run-up to the elections, and half of the goddamned force was on high alert at the

  Hofstra University on Long Island. The fact that the most wanted gang of thieves on the east coast had possibly chosen today to hit a target in Manhattan, during a period of reduced police activity

  and after a massive reduction in law-enforcement manpower, wasn’t hard to understand.




  ‘And it’s based on a tip-off and a hunch,’ Glen added, ‘not exactly rock-solid grounds for deploying the entire department, Tom.’




  Tom Ross shrugged and checked his firearm. ‘These aren’t Boy Scouts we’re up against. Five cops against four psychopathic thieves isn’t my kind of odds.’




  ‘You should’ve seen Basra,’ Glen began, ‘you’d have—’




  ‘All right, Glen,’ Donovan cut him off, ‘we’ve heard it all before.’ The old man looked across at Karina. ‘Is Neville in position?’




  Karina keyed a microphone concealed low under the dashboard. ‘You ready, Nev?’




  The voice of Neville Jackson, an African-American cop and the team’s fifth member, came back over the radio loud and clear. ‘I’m on Grand. If they run north, I’ll

  pick them up.’




  Karina scanned the Pay-Go one more time, and then Glen tapped her on the shoulder. ‘Here comes the armoured truck.’




  Karina resisted the urge to glance over her shoulder at the traffic flowing down Broadway, instead looking down at her wing mirror to see a brief glimpse of a dark blue Freightliner easing its

  way toward the intersection.




  ‘We got any lookers?’ Karina asked.




  All three men shook their heads. Nobody had been seen acting suspiciously, no lingerers on the intersection watching the Pay-Go. Karina searched for parked vehicles or motorcycles running up as

  the cash truck approached, but nothing untoward was happening.




  ‘Maybe they got wise to us and took off , ’ Tom hazarded.




  It was possible, Karina reflected. A gang as methodical and experienced as the one they sought might have found a way to discreetly observe the Pay-Go and noticed the unremarkable gray sedan

  parked a hundred yards up from the intersection. At the least, they would have monitored the Pay-Go’s daily pickups. Most all armoured cash vehicles these days ran varying routes to avoid

  having regular daily collection times, all of which helped to confuse potential heists, but, with Pay-Go stores, there had to be at least one daily collection to avoid the vaults overfilling. A

  patient gang would wait for the right moment to strike.




  ‘That’s a big truck,’ Tom said.




  The Freightliner pulled into the sidewalk alongside the Pay-Go and one of the armed personnel aboard climbed out, methodically locking the door behind him as the driver waited with the

  vehicle.




  ‘What’s the truck’s position on the round?’ Glen asked.




  ‘Fourteenth pickup,’ Donovan replied without hesitation. ‘Average pickup is worth about a quarter million bucks.’




  ‘Three and a half million,’ Karina said. ‘Well worth hitting, if you’ve got a plan.’




  ‘They’ll have to hurry up,’ Glen said. ‘Courier will be out of the store real quick, and, once he’s back aboard, there’s no way they can reach the

  cash.’




  Armoured trucks were notoriously tough, and the drivers never had access to the money inside. They simply transferred the aluminum bank-cases into the vehicle. The cases were later retrieved at

  a secure depot.




  Karina watched as the door to the Pay-Go opened and the armed man walked back out with a steel-gray cash box handcuffed to his left wrist. He strode into the cold, bright sunshine, toward the

  Freightliner’s side door, as the driver leaned forward to press a button to unlock the external cash-box door.




  Karina knew the drill. The door would unlock. The guard would open it and insert the case into a locking mechanism, half in and half out of the vehicle. Secured, he would then uncuff himself and

  push the steel case fully inside, before shutting the door and climbing aboard.




  There was no access to the cash from the vehicle cab.




  There were no other access doors, no other way to get inside.




  ‘It’s not going down,’ Tom said. ‘He’s already at the door.’




  Karina saw the guard disappear from sight as he reached the armoured truck, but she could see his reflection in the windows of the Pay-Go as he reached out for the door and slid it back to

  reveal a steel cage. He reached down, lifted the case and inserted it into the dock.




  ‘It’s off , ’ Glen agreed. ‘They can’t hit them now.’




  Karina was about to reply when a screaming engine howled past them down Broadway. She turned her head as a huge, battered old Kenworth truck thundered through the traffic and across the

  intersection, black smoke pouring from its exhaust stacks.




  Karina’s jaw dropped in disbelief as she realized what was about to happen.




  ‘They’re not hitting the store!’ she yelled. ‘They’re hitting the truck!’




  ‘Get out of the car!’ Donovan bellowed. ‘It’s on!’




  In a moment of time frozen in Karina’s mind, the Kenworth roared through a red light across the intersection and, with a deafening crash of rending metal and shattering glass, it crashed

  into the parked armoured truck like a missile through an eggshell.
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  Karina grabbed her door handle and leaped from the car as the Freightliner was hurled across the sidewalk amid a shower of splintering plastic and glass that sparkled in the

  bright morning sunshine. The immense mass of the charging Kenworth lifted the Freightliner momentarily off its tires before smashing it aside.




  ‘Cover the left!’ Donovan shouted. ‘I’ll block the right!’


  

  Karina, Glen and Tom all ran down Broadway as vehicles screeched to a halt and pedestrians hurled themselves clear of the two massive vehicles.




  The Freightliner’s tires hit the sidewalk and squealed as it was smashed to the right and spun out of control. It plunged through a fire hydrant and came to rest alongside the intersection

  amid a fountain of high-pressure water that sprayed down across the street. The chassis was twisted beneath the vehicle where the Kenworth had struck it, the axles warped, and the metal body of the

  truck had been ripped open like sharp metal leaves. From the split side of the vehicle spilled a dozen or so aluminum cases, the cage within ripped apart by the tremendous force of the impact.




  The Kenworth plowed onward and smashed into the Pay-Go store, the broad windows shattering as half the vehicle plunged into the building to a crescendo of screams from within. As the Kenworth

  came to rest with white smoke billowing from the cab and the hood buried inside the store, Karina saw the flailing body of the guard spin through the air and land on the hood of a Mercury that

  screeched to a halt outside the Pay-Go. The body slid down the hood and landed with a dull thump on the asphalt below.




  Donovan screamed into his radio as they ran. ‘All units, robbery in progress, corner of Broadway and Pike, request back-up immediately!’




  Karina dropped one hand instinctively to her sidearm as the four officers sprinted toward the Pay-Go. Karina dodged past pedestrians who had stopped to stare at the terrific impact, her pistol

  held low and her thumb fingering the safety catch as she ran.




  ‘Take the store!’ Donovan shouted at her. ‘Glen, Tom, the Kenworth. I’ll cover the cash truck!’




  Karina dashed out across the intersection, the traffic frozen as though immobile as a fountain of white foamy water sprayed up into the air near the cash truck and thick, oily smoke smouldered

  from within the Pay-Go store.




  She switched the safety catch off on her pistol but kept the weapon low as she slowed, the Kenworth’s rear wheels pinned a few inches off the sidewalk and spinning slowly. The smell of

  gasoline and burning rubber tainted the air as she saw figures in the smoke hurrying out of the Pay-Go and covering their faces with their hands.




  ‘Weapon!’




  Karina heard the cry, Tom Ross’s voice, just as the clattering of an automatic rifle crashed out from the far side of the crashed Kenworth. Karina changed direction to see a man in a latex

  mask firing three-round bursts at her colleagues as they dove for cover behind the vehicles crowding the intersection.




  Karina aimed without conscious thought and fired at the man, the bullets puncturing the fractured windows of the Pay-Go as around her she heard the screams of pedestrians dashing for cover into

  shops and behind vehicles.




  The man ducked down, turned and fired back in one smooth motion. Karina hurled herself down onto the asphalt and rolled behind the ruined Kenworth as rounds crunched into the chassis and sprayed

  sparks onto the cold air. The vehicles on the intersection began reversing wildly away from the sudden and unexpected gunfight as panicked civilians struggled to escape the crossfire, their engines

  wailing above the cacophony. Karina covered her head as another salvo of shots battered the Kenworth, rounds zipping past her head toward pedestrians cowering in a nearby service alley. Chunks of

  brickwork sprayed onto the sidewalk as the shots ricocheted away into the distance. Karina rolled back out and aimed again at the gunman, firing double-handed at the largest target she could find,

  his torso.




  The gunman’s rifle spun from his grasp as Karina’s second shot hit the vehicle beside him and he whirled aside in surprise, slamming into the rear of the crashed Kenworth with an

  audible clang of bone against metal. Karina saw him go down, and then ducked as a fresh wave of bullets smashed across the Pay-Go beside her.




  A pale gray Ford F-150 pickup screamed toward her as it skidded in alongside the Freightliner, and a hail of bullets sprayed across the front of the Pay-Go as two men lying in the back of the

  vehicle opened up with assault rifles.




  ‘Jesus Christ!’ Glen yelled from nearby. ‘We need back-up!’




  Karina remained flat on the sidewalk, unwilling to take on two assault weapons with her meager 9mm pistol. She heard shouts and the metallic clang of what she assumed were aluminum cases being

  hurled into the pickup, and then suddenly the vehicle screeched past her in a cloud of burning rubber as it accelerated away down Broadway toward the southeast.




  Karina scrambled out of sight as the two men in the back fired randomly, spraying the intersection with gunfire as the truck swerved between stranded vehicles and accelerated away.




  She scrambled to her feet as the shooting stopped and sprinted instinctively for their car as the sound of approaching sirens howled through the streets. Donovan shouted at them from where he

  stood beside the ruined Freightliner.




  ‘Corner them on the bridge! I’ll direct units in from across the river!’
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