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This book is dedicated to my Mum and Dad


You can’t reach good ends through evil means,

because the means represent the seed

and the end represents the tree.

Martin Luther King Jr, 1967



CHAPTER 1

London

‘Any questions?’

John Bailey was standing behind a podium looking out warily over the packed conference room.

‘Anyone?’

Bailey had been invited to Chatham House to give a speech about Islamic terrorism because his experiences as a former Middle East Correspondent were unique. He had been kidnapped and tortured by extremists in Iraq.

Some of the people in the crowd looked even more relieved than he was that the speech was over. Most were already on their feet, heading for the exit where his editor from The Journal, Gerald Summers, was schmoozing with a woman from British intelligence.

He stepped down from the podium and started weaving his way towards the back of the room. By the time he got there it was clear that something was wrong.

‘What’re you doing? Move!’ A man rammed his shoulder into Bailey’s chest. ‘Don’t go outside, it’s not safe!’

‘Take it easy, fella.’ Bailey patted the guy on the shoulder, trying to calm him down. ‘What’s happened?’

The guy was already gone, pushing his way towards the other side of the room.

Bailey turned his attention towards the commotion at the door. The people who’d left Chatham House were streaming back inside. Panicked, running from something, or someone.

Bailey went against the tide, heading for the big blue door. Old habit.

‘Excuse me. Excuse me, please.’

He made it to the entrance and hugged the doorframe until he spotted a gap, slipping outside into the dim afternoon light. A misty rain was falling, bathing the ground in a shiny slick, reflecting the grey sky above.

‘Get back! Get back!’

A policeman was standing on the edge of the footpath, his hands outstretched, ordering people to move away.

‘Everybody, get back! Get back, now!’

The cop was barking orders at the crowd while keeping one eye on the cause of the commotion on the edge of St James’s Square.

A man dressed in a black hoodie and jeans, a woman kneeling at his feet.

The man was holding her by the hair, yanking it backwards, and waving a large knife at the people who had decided not to run. His audience. Some of them had mobile phones, filming the violent scene unfolding in front of them. Others stood with mouths wide-open, feet frozen to the concrete, their fear sailing through the crowd like a rampant ghost.

‘Please . . . please. No.’

The woman was desperately pleading for her life.

‘Shut up!’ The man screamed at her, before turning his attention back to the crowd. ‘For the bombs, the bullets and the occupation of our lands!’

He had a thick North London accent. Bailey couldn’t quite make out the colour of his skin because of the shadow of the hoodie on his face.

‘Put down the knife.’ The policeman stepped towards him. ‘It doesn’t need to be this way. You don’t want to do anything stupid.’

‘You’re the criminal, not me!’

Bailey recognised the woman on her knees. She had been at the conference, one of the earnest faces that had watched him deliver his speech. She looked like she was aged around forty. Black overcoat, navy suit, scarf torn away, lying on the road beside her.

‘Please, don’t do this. Please! I have children. I have –’

‘Shut up!’

‘Don’t!’ The policeman edged closer. ‘Don’t do it.’

The man raised the knife again, pointing it at the sky. ‘The war is here! Allahu Akbar!’

He plunged the knife into the woman’s throat, sending a spray of blood onto the road, cutting deep, until the blood was rushing down her chest, transforming the colour of her dress from blue to purple. She slumped to the ground, a large pool of blood gathering around her head and shoulders in a dark, contorted halo. Bailey studied her face, her vacant stare, as the dark pool expanded, slowly, on the bitumen – the life flowing out of her – eventually touching the foot of her killer.

The policeman turned back to the crowd of horrified onlookers, his face the colour of ash.

‘Get back, all of you!’

He looked like he was fresh out of the academy. The poor bastard didn’t even carry a gun. Hardly any British police did. His only weapon was the heavy baton that he was clutching, tightly, in his right hand.

He turned back to the man in the hoodie. ‘Put down the knife! This is your last chance. Put down the knife!’

The man in the hoodie pointed at the small gathering of people on the steps at Chatham House. ‘You want to know about terrorism? Look at yourselves!’

A grey BMW four-wheel drive skidded to a stop on the northern corner of St James’s Square. The doors flew open, four men jumped out, dressed in black with helmets, ballistic vests and semi-automatic rifles. Members of the London Metropolitan Police’s Counter Terrorism Command known as SO15. The rapid response team whose sole purpose was stopping terrorists. Bailey knew these guys. He’d seen them take down a cell in London back in 2005. Within seconds, they were fanning out across the street, the butts of their rifles locked on their shoulders, fingers on triggers, muzzles pointed at the man in the hoodie.

‘Put down the weapon!’ one of them yelled.

The bloke with the knife turned his head towards the guns now trained on him, then back at the people on the footpath.

‘You will all see! You will pay for what you do!’

He was waving his knife at the people watching, some of them still filming. Videos that would later be used as cheap, effective propaganda by terrorist recruiters online.

‘For the last time, put down the knife!’

The man lowered the blade, stepping over the woman’s body, moving towards the crowd.

‘You’re all slaves!’

The armed police edged closer, their hundreds of hours of training ensuring that they moved as one.

The man took another step towards the footpath, pulling his hoodie back off his head. Bailey was less than ten metres away. He had a clear view of his face. Young. Anglo. Red hair. Freckles. Barely a man. A crazed look in his bloodshot eyes. Bailey had seen eyes like that before. Militia fighters pumped up on amphetamines. Another place. Another time. The same hateful ideology.

‘Don’t do it, mate,’ the policeman with the baton in his hand said. ‘Just put down the knife.’

‘Don’t do it!’ Bailey heard himself call out.

The young man looked at Bailey, like he knew him, holding his stare. Smiling.

‘Don’t,’ Bailey tried again. ‘It’s not worth it.’

The man turned away, surveying the crowd until he found what he was looking for – a kid holding a smartphone, filming the show. He lifted the knife again, shoulder height, and ran directly towards him.

POP! POP! POP! POP! POP! POP! POP! POP!

The police opened fire, their bullets pounding into his chest, the impact slamming him to the ground. They moved in quickly, one of them kicking away the knife from his hand, sending it scuttling across the road. There was no resistance. He was already dead.

The policeman with the baton ran over to the woman on the ground. She still hadn’t moved. Down on one knee, he touched her neck, desperate for a way to bring her back to life. It was useless. Both carotid arteries had been severed. She was gone.

‘Bailey!’ A hand landed on Bailey’s shoulder and he spun around, startled.

Gerald.

‘What on earth just happened?’

Bailey said nothing, turning back to the two bodies on the road.

The crowd started building again. People were coming back outside from Chatham House, the East India Club, the London Library and the other buildings that surrounded the square. He could hear the sounds of sirens in the distance. Getting louder. Closer.

A policeman was talking to the kid with the smartphone, asking him about the video and if he had broadcast it live. The kid was nodding his head. He had. He didn’t know why.

A teenage punter with a smartphone, the unwitting producer of a terrorist snuff film.

‘Bailey?’ Gerald tried again. ‘Bailey, are you okay?’

‘Another one.’

‘What?’

‘Another lost kid, brainwashed by these bastards.’

‘It’s a bloody –’

‘And that woman.’ Bailey pointed at the body a few metres from where the young man was lying, riddled with bullets, on the road. ‘She was here for the conference. I remember seeing her inside.’

‘Bloody hell,’ Gerald said. ‘You’re kidding.’

‘No. I’m not.’

Poor woman, thought Bailey. One of her last experiences was having to sit through his crappy speech on one of those uncomfortable red chairs.

‘I’ve got this covered, guys.’ Candice Simmons appeared beside them.

Simmons was the young reporter Gerald had sent to London to replace Bailey after his breakdown. He knew her type and he didn’t like her.

‘I’ve already fired off a tweet and spoken to the desk.’

‘Thanks, Candice,’ Gerald said.

‘What’d you see?’ Bailey said.

‘Enough.’

Simmons was ambitious. Bailey didn’t have a problem with that, as long as it didn’t get in the way of the truth. Not everyone was looking for the truth these days.

‘Like I said, I’ve got this,’ she said.

‘You can take the aftermath. The investigation. I’m going to tell people what happened.’

‘Now, hang on!’

Bailey stared at her. ‘Where were you?’

‘Inside.’

‘Then you didn’t see what happened.’

‘No, but videos will be online within seconds.’ She pointed at the crowd of people, many of them with heads bowed, staring into their phones. ‘I’m the correspondent and –’

‘And what?’ Bailey looked at Gerald, waiting for him to intervene.

Gerald Summers was The Journal’s editor. It was his call.

‘What did you see, Bailey?’

Too much.

‘Everything.’

Bailey looked Gerald in the eyes, taking a moment to reassure his old friend that he had this.

‘Candice,’ Gerald turned to Simmons, ‘Bailey does the lead. The blow by blow on the ground. The first-person about the shit show that he saw.’

‘But –’

‘Decision’s made. Get moving.’

Simmons nodded her head and shot Bailey a fuck-you glare. There wasn’t time to argue. A policeman was preparing to say something to a small gathering of reporters who were already yelling questions from the footpath. Candice headed in their direction.

‘You sure you’re okay with this, Bailey?’

‘Why wouldn’t I be?’ Bailey didn’t like what Gerald was suggesting. ‘What do you want? A thousand words?’

‘Whatever you need. Quick as you can.’ Gerald looked at his watch. ‘It’s the middle of the night in Sydney. I’m going to organise another print run for metros.’



CHAPTER 2

John Bailey never missed a deadline. Not when it mattered.

Within an hour, Bailey’s eyewitness account had gone global. Job done.

The bodies of the killer and his victim had already been removed from the road and the crowds were starting to disperse.

It was time to go.

‘The only thing left is the identity of the attacker,’ Candice said. ‘I’ve got a source at the Yard on that front.’

‘Thanks, Candice. Give me a call if you need me.’ Gerald turned to Bailey. ‘Hungry?’

‘I just want to get out of here.’ Bailey stepped closer to Gerald so that Simmons was out of earshot. ‘And a friendly warning: I’m not up for the long debrief, okay?’

Bailey had seen a lot of bad shit over the years as a war reporter bouncing in and out of places like Beirut, Jerusalem, Afghanistan and Iraq, and his post-traumatic stress disorder had a habit of rearing its ugly head. He may have been back doing the job that made him tick, but violence was his trigger. He knew it. Gerald knew it too.

‘Okay, mate,’ Gerald said. ‘Fine by me.’

Bailey had also done enough talking for one day. An hour standing on his own in front of an audience at Chatham House was plenty. He’d been invited to talk to Britain’s security services about the world’s most wanted terrorist, Mustafa al-Baghdadi, the leader of the Islamic Nation group. Gerald had said it’d be good PR for the paper and a good way for Bailey to debrief. Or, so he’d thought.

Bailey was also the only western journalist to have talked face to face with Mustafa al-Baghdadi. It had been almost fifteen years since Bailey had woken up, tied to a chair, somewhere in Northern Iraq. The people sitting on the red chairs at Chatham House hadn’t come to listen to Bailey tell stories about how he’d been bashed and tortured. They were only interested in everything he could tell them about Islamic Nation and its leader.

Mustafa al-Baghdadi’s violent militia was getting hammered by the United States and its allies in Syria and Iraq, where Islamic Nation’s so-called ‘caliphate’ was shrinking by the day. Mustafa had responded by taking his war to the cities and suburbs of the western world, orchestrating dozens of terrorist attacks – suicide bombings, gun massacres, stabbings – killing thousands of innocent people. Authorities everywhere were desperate to stop him.

Bailey had told the audience that Mustafa would never stop. That despite all the killing, he believed that God was on his side. For Mustafa, the world was at the beginning of a centuries-long war. A battle for ideas. And his sickness was spreading.

Gerald followed Bailey into the Piccadilly Circus Underground and onto the long escalator that took them under the city. At the bottom, they veered left into a dust-smeared tunnel and onto the first train that turned up on the Piccadilly Line platform, heading west.

By the time they got off the tube at Hammersmith, Bailey was on edge. He hadn’t had a drink in ninety-two days and a whisky was all he could think about. The warm brown liquid used to calm him. Help him forget. Until he’d lost control.

Bailey had barely spoken to Gerald since they’d left St James’s Square. His mind had been elsewhere, thinking back over what had happened at Chatham House. Something wasn’t right. It wasn’t just that a woman had been murdered, or even that Islamic Nation had already claimed responsibility for the attack. It was the look that the killer had given Bailey before he charged into a hail of police gunfire. Their eyes had met. A moment of familiarity. That smile. The killer had recognised Bailey. But how?

‘You did a good job back there,’ Gerald said. ‘With the speech, I mean. You did well with the speech.’

Bailey turned left towards the river. It would be light for another hour or so, and the streets were bustling with people, many of them in a hurry to order that first pint at one of the pubs along the Thames. Drink away the sadness of another senseless killing on the streets of London. The story would have been plastered all over the internet by now, along with amateur videos of violence to shock and share. It’s all they’d be talking about. Again.

‘Bailey?’

‘Did I, Gerald?’ Bailey said, without breaking his stride. ‘Wouldn’t say it was the most memorable part of the afternoon, though. Would you?’

Bailey was keeping a steady pace, without once looking at Gerald.

‘Okay, Bailey. I give up. Where’re we headed, then?’

‘A pub.’

‘You sure that’s a good idea?’

Gerald had teamed up with Bailey’s partner, Sharon Dexter, to confront him about his drinking. It was mainly Dexter’s idea. Her ultimatum. Whisky had become the third wheel in their relationship. It had to go. Bailey knew that his life was better with Dexter in it, so he hadn’t put up a fight. He had been doing well these past few months. He’d even been to a few Alcoholics Anonymous meetings and got himself a sponsor.

‘Bailey?’

Bailey stopped walking and grabbed Gerald by the coat, pulling him close. ‘Who gives a fuck about my speech!’

‘Bailey, I didn’t mean –’

‘I just saw a woman bleed-out on the street and a brainwashed kid gunned down! You want to talk about a fucking speech?’

‘I’m sorry.’ Gerald stepped back, palms in the air. ‘I was just trying to –’

‘Trying to what? What were you trying to do?’

‘I don’t know, Bailey. Maybe, get you to talk like a normal person? Get inside that closed mind of yours, check that you’re okay?’ Gerald paused, his voice softening. ‘We’ve been here before, mate.’

Bailey let go of Gerald’s coat, patting the creases with his hands. ‘Yeah, well. Consider me checked.’

‘Really?’

Gerald was one of the few people that Bailey listened to. He owed him more.

‘Really, I’m good.’

‘It’s all fine, Bailey.’ Gerald straightened his collar. ‘We don’t need to talk about it. Our flight’s at six o’clock in the morning. Let’s just get something to eat and have an early night.’

‘That’s exactly what I had in mind,’ Bailey said. ‘I know a place.’

[image: Image]

‘Welcome to my favourite watering hole,’ Bailey said when they arrived at an old brick building with a sign out front: ‘The Dove: The home of London’s best bangers and mash.’

He led them down the side of the pub, away from the river, and through the back door.

‘Chester.’ Bailey nodded at the guy with flushed cheeks behind the bar and sat down on one of the three wooden stools that filled the tiny room.

‘John Bailey.’ Chester looked surprised as he reached across the beer taps, shaking Bailey’s hand. ‘Been a while. How the bloody hell are you?’

‘Good, mate.’ Bailey slapped Gerald on the chest with the back of his hand. ‘This is Gerald Summers. The most powerful newspaper editor in Australia.’

Chester laughed and extended his hand to Gerald, who was shaking his head, embarrassed and slightly irritated.

‘So, lads. What’re we having, then?’

‘Lemonade for me. Gerald?’

‘Make that two.’

Chester chortled through his nose and dropped two tumblers on the bar.

‘I was serious about the lemonade, mate,’ Bailey said.

‘Really?’

‘Really.’

‘Off the drink, then?’

‘Nothing gets past you, Chester.’ Bailey said. ‘Meet the new me.’

‘Nice place you’ve got here,’ Gerald said, trying to steer the subject away from Bailey’s old habit.

‘Smallest bar in the world, right, Chester?’

Seeing the bartender had lifted Bailey’s mood.

‘You got it, Bailey.’ Chester was beaming. ‘Or, so says the Guinness Book of Records.’

‘Hemingway drank here too.’

‘Really?’ Gerald couldn’t tell if they were joking.

‘As sure as the sun also rises,’ Chester said.

‘Clever.’ Bailey took a sip of his lemonade. ‘This tastes like shit, thanks Ernest. Back in a minute. Boys’ room.’

Chester’s eyes followed Bailey until he disappeared around the corner.

‘He really off the drink, then?’ Chester said.

‘Yeah.’

‘Probably not a bad idea. The last time Bailey was here, I found him asleep on the floor of the gents when I was cleaning up. Wasn’t pretty.’

‘I’ve been around the block with Bailey a few times,’ Gerald said. ‘He wasn’t lying. He’s off it.’

Two minutes later, Bailey sat back on his stool. ‘Stop talking about me. And Chester? Get us a menu, would you? You know what I’m having, but Gerald might want something fancy.’

Chester slid a menu across the bar for Gerald.

‘Give it a break, Bailey,’ Gerald said.

‘Sorry, mate. Drinking and giving you a hard time have been my two favourite pastimes. You can’t expect me to give both of them away.’ Bailey winked at Chester. ‘Why don’t you pour yourself one of those expensive whiskies you’ve got hidden under the bar. One of us needs to enjoy a drink tonight. Gerald, give Chester your card.’

‘You’re a pain in the arse sometimes, you know that?’

‘So they say.’



CHAPTER 3

Spending too much time at a place like The Dove was dangerous. It reminded Bailey of the bad old days when he would drink his way through the day, from the moment he got up in the morning until he was so wasted that he could almost forget all the shocking things he’d seen. Now he had two more for the pile. The kid with the knife and that poor woman in the blue dress who had died in a pool of her own blood.

Bailey knew that Gerald would want to stay close to him tonight. They’d been through three wars in three decades of friendship. Iraq, Afghanistan and then Iraq again. Gerald had been on assignment with Bailey in Fallujah when he was kidnapped by Mustafa al-Baghdadi’s Islamic fundamentalists back in 2004.

The only other battle they’d experienced together was the one they never talked about. Gerald was the person who’d found Bailey, passed out, drunk and defeated, in London. When Bailey was at rock bottom. When being alive didn’t matter so much anymore.

But right now Bailey needed to get out of The Dove. Get some fresh air. A walk to process the day. Alone. Gerald would forgive him for skipping out. He always did.

‘Hey Chester,’ Bailey said to the bartender when Gerald went to the toilet. ‘Tell Gerald I’ll meet him in the hotel lobby at three-thirty in the morning.’

Chester raised an eyebrow. ‘Three-thirty?’

‘On the six am back to Sydney, mate. I didn’t book it.’

‘All right, then,’ Chester said. ‘And Bailey?’

‘Yeah?’

‘If you don’t mind me saying, it’s good to see you back on your feet.’

‘Never stopped walking, old boy.’ Bailey slipped off his stool. ‘Thanks for the bangers.’

After crossing to the other side of the Thames via Hammersmith Bridge, Bailey hit an old dirt track that he knew ran along the river for miles. Apart from the odd evening jogger, he would have the path all to himself. He could think, collect himself, remember how far the rehabilitation of John Bailey had come and all the things he stood to lose if he gave up.

Top of that list were his 28-year-old daughter, Miranda, and Bailey’s girlfriend, the police detective, Sharon Dexter. The two women that he’d once left behind so that he could chase the adrenalin of war. Bailey and Miranda were in a good place and although things had been a little rocky with Dexter in the past, he wasn’t about to risk going off the rails because of what he’d seen at St James’s Square. Rock bottom was a lonely place and he wasn’t going back there. Not again.

There wasn’t much of a moon and the path was growing darker with every step. Despite the afternoon drizzle, the canopy of trees that lined the path had kept the track relatively dry, and the dirt was crunching, loudly, against the soles of Bailey’s boots.

On the other side of the river, huddles of people were chatting under clouds of cigarette smoke outside the pubs, the hum of their conversations floating across the water. The only other sounds were the occasional splashes from fish, or birds, in the water, and small animals – rats or squirrels, most likely – rustling in the leaves.

Bailey had been walking for almost half an hour when he noticed someone on the track behind him. By the sound of their feet, he guessed they were at least thirty metres back. They didn’t appear to be getting any closer. He didn’t bother turning around. It was probably just someone out enjoying a walk. Barnes Bridge, where he’d planned to cross the river and circle back to Chiswick, was just up ahead.

He climbed the steps onto the bridge and was midway across when he noticed the footsteps following him. Now he wanted to know who was back there. Get a glimpse of their face. Reassure his already rattled mind. He stopped, leaning on the rail, pretending to take in the view up the river.

The shadow at the other end of the bridge paused, before starting again towards him. Bailey could see that it was a man, dressed in an overcoat, wearing a hat that looked like a fedora, carrying a cane. By his steady stride, the cane looked like it was for another purpose.

Bailey felt his heart start racing, a tingle in his spine.

He called out, trying to ease the tension, when the man was within earshot. ‘Nice night for a walk.’

‘Indeed. Good evening.’

The man tapped the brim of his hat and paused, briefly, before continuing along the bridge.

Bailey watched the man disappear into the trees. He stared at the water for another minute so that his heart could return to its standard beat, before resuming his walk. The paranoia had left him feeling stupid.

He made it to the other side of the bridge, stepping carefully down the large rocks that had been positioned as stairs, and headed north-east along the riverbank. In about ten minutes, he’d make a left turn into the underpass at Hogarth Roundabout towards Chiswick High Road, where he’d get a train back to his hotel in Paddington. He could already smell the hops burning at the old Fuller’s brewery on the edge of the A4.

The pathway was more difficult to navigate on this side of the river. More like a dirt track beaten into the riverbank by the random flow of footprints. He was taking it slow, careful not to trip on the uneven ground in the darkness.

A stick cracked on the path behind him.

Bailey stopped, turning around. Another shadow was heading his way. He could tell it was a man by the way that he moved. Athletic, strong build, jogging skilfully along the track.

Bailey’s heart sped up, his skittishness returning, wondering whether it was just another local enjoying an evening jaunt, like the guy in the fedora.

Something didn’t feel right.

There was no way that Bailey could traverse the track as quickly as the bloke behind him, so he stepped to the side to let him pass.

Only, he didn’t pass.

‘Are you John Bailey?’

The words almost caused Bailey to fall over.

‘Are you John Bailey?’ He repeated the question, more forcefully, stepping closer.

‘Yeah.’

‘I have a message for you.’

Bailey couldn’t see the guy’s face clearly in the darkness, but he could tell that he was young. Early twenties, at most, wearing a tracksuit and trainers, dressed for a run.

‘Have you been following me?’ Bailey said, trying to sound composed. ‘Who are you?’

The man was fumbling around in the front pocket of his hoodie. Bailey stepped back, his heart racing so fast he could feel the pounding in his ears.

The guy pulled out a piece of paper and handed it to Bailey.

‘Mustafa wants to speak to you.’

The name caused Bailey to shudder. ‘What?’

‘Mustafa al-Baghdadi would like to speak to you.’

Mustafa al-Baghdadi.

‘What the hell are you talking about?’

The man looked down at his watch. ‘He’ll be on that number for exactly forty-nine hours. Then he’ll be gone.’

‘What does he want?’

He ignored Bailey’s question and turned around, jogging back towards Barnes Bridge.

‘Hey!’ Bailey called after him. ‘What does he want?’

The guy was already gone. Blended into the darkness. The track went quiet and all Bailey could hear was the rapid sound of his own breathing.

It was 7.35 pm. He had forty-nine hours to make the call. Or not.

Any normal person would struggle to come up with one good reason why they’d want to speak to a violent terrorist. The journalist in John Bailey had plenty.



CHAPTER 4

Mosul, 2005

‘Get up!’

Bailey could feel a foot digging into his ribs.

‘Dog! Get up!’

Lying on the cold stone floor, Bailey had finally managed to get some sleep. He had no idea how long he’d been out, or whether it was night or day.

Slap!

He was awake now, thanks to the sweaty palm of his captor.

Slap!

The man hit him again with his open hand. Harder. At least he was done using his fists. Yesterday’s beating was one of the worst. Bailey had no idea what had prompted the violent assault. Not that these guys ever needed a reason.

His hands were tied behind his back, his shoulders were aching, and his lips were lacerated like a well-used breadboard. The swelling pressuring his rib cage was making it difficult to breathe. It was impossible to move without sharp pain.

‘Get up!’

Disorientated by the days and nights of beatings, he opened his eyes. All he could see was black. A blindfold was tightly wrapped around his head. He rolled his body towards the voice, trying to sit up. Trying to avoid another beating by men who seemed to enjoy it.

‘Give me a –’

‘Up!’

A rough hand grabbed him under his armpit, fingers digging into his damaged ribs, pulling him to his feet.

Bailey coughed, trying to clear the dust from his throat. ‘Where are we going?’

He knew enough Arabic to ask basic questions and follow orders.

Bailey had been moved so many times during the past few months that he had no idea where he was anymore, and he’d given up trying to learn. The sounds of Iraq were always the same. Sporadic gunfire. Explosions. Car horns. And the voices of the men who had kidnapped him.

‘Min huna!’

This way.

The man was leading Bailey across the room, dragging him by the shoulder. He counted ten paces before a door creaked open. The man was behind him now, pushing him forward. Bailey tripped, his knee bashing into a hard stone edge. Stairs.

‘Go!’

Struggling back to his feet, Bailey started climbing. Slowly. Even with the blindfold restricting his vision, he could tell that the staircase was narrow. Step by step, spiralling upwards, his shoulders brushing the walls. The man prodded him in the back, keeping him moving. Bailey counted his steps. Thirty-five. Thirty-six. Thirty-seven. After the forty-first step he felt a warm rush of air. Outside.

Engines. Traffic. Birds. A helicopter’s rotor blades spinning in the distance.

‘Hello, my friend.’

That voice. Posh. Educated. English. The sound of a killer.

The guy who had brought Bailey upstairs untied the restraints on his hands and they flopped by his side, easing the pain in his shoulders. The blindfold was yanked down the back of his head until it came loose, falling around his neck. A wash of white light sent a piercing pain into the back of his eyes, momentarily blinding him. He blinked, rapidly, trying to focus.

Mustafa’s head came first. The smiling face of the madman who had orchestrated his kidnapping in Fallujah. The same intense eyes, black robe and beard that Bailey remembered from the first time they’d met.

He looked past Mustafa at the rooftops of the city. It was a place that Bailey knew well.

Mosul.

‘How are you feeling?’

Bailey ignored him. He hadn’t been outside for weeks, and he was revelling in the fresh air, away from the stink of Mustafa’s goons. From where they were standing in Mosul’s right bank, the view was mesmerising. Date palms along the mighty Tigris. A barge packed with produce for the market, drifting slowly on the water. Blocks of white and yellow apartments. Clotheslines pegged with symbols of ordinary life. Fields of sun-kissed grass. And the Grand Mosque, its beautiful golden domes glistening in the sun.

There was a long line of cars on the bridge below, where American humvees were blocking the traffic. Bailey could see marines manning some kind of security checkpoint, stopping and searching vehicles before waving them through.

Up here! Here!

Bailey felt like screaming at the soldiers to come rescue him.

They were too far away.

‘The Americans will give up soon.’ Mustafa had followed Bailey’s eyes to the bridge. ‘As soon as they realise they can’t win. When American mothers grow tired of losing their sons.’

‘What do you know about American mothers?’

‘A mother’s love is the same, wherever you are, John Bailey.’

Mustafa had an annoying habit of addressing Bailey by his full name.

‘What the fuck do you want from me?’

‘Such anger –’

‘Of course I’m fucking angry. What’d you expect? How long’s this going to go on?’

After all the beatings, after being forced to watch one of Mustafa’s men cut the throat of an American marine, Bailey had been spiralling into a depressive state. He wasn’t a journalist anymore. He was someone’s prisoner. A prisoner to his own thoughts. Part of him wanted it all to be over. For his life to end. To make it all stop.

But there was still that little voice inside his head, telling him to hang on. The voice of his daughter, almost a woman now. He barely knew her. He needed to stay alive. He needed to make up for lost time because every child needed a father. Even a hopeless one like Bailey.

‘What do you want from me?’

‘It’s good to see you again.’

‘Can’t say I feel the same. Answer my fucking question.’

‘There’s so much anger in you, John Bailey. Why?’

‘Why don’t you go ask the bloke who ripped out my fingernails?’

Mustafa ignored the question and looked down at his watch.

‘Come. There’s something that I want you to see.’ He put his hand around the back of Bailey’s neck and walked him to the edge of the rooftop, pointing at the US army checkpoint on the bridge. ‘Ask yourself, why are the Americans still here?’

Bailey was confused. ‘I’m an Australian journalist, as I keep telling you. I’m not part of this war.’

‘Nation building, they say.’ Mustafa clearly wasn’t interested in anything that Bailey had to say. ‘We don’t need their nation. Bush, Blair, even your John Howard. They’re all crusaders for a decadent way of life that we don’t want.’

‘What does that have to do with me?’

Mustafa looked at the clock on his wrist again, tightening his grip on the back of Bailey’s neck. ‘Watch.’

Down on the bridge a marine was pointing his rifle at the window of a car, yelling at the driver, his voice carried by the wind. Moments later, the car was surrounded by more Americans with assault rifles.

A light flashed on the bridge.

Boom!

Bailey could feel the explosion vibrate through his feet.

The car was reduced to a burning shell, flames leaping into a cloud of black and grey. As the smoke cleared, Bailey started counting bodies. Seven. Eight. Maybe more. The bodies of marines lying on the blackened road around the car. The dark silhouette of the suicide bomber sitting upright in the front seat, eerily peaceful. Mission complete.

‘A warrior, now seated with God.’

‘You did that?’

‘This is only the beginning.’ Mustafa still had hold of Bailey’s neck, whispering in his ear. ‘I have an army of men and women ready to give their lives.’

Bailey stared at the ruins on the bridge, trying to make sense of Mustafa’s forever war.

The mangled car. The dead. The injured, writhing in agony, their screams bouncing off the stone buildings in a torturous echo.

‘What do you want?’ Bailey tried again.

Mustafa was so close that Bailey could feel each word on his skin. ‘Piece by piece, I want to take back our lands from the infidels. From Mosul to Baghdad, to Damascus. The caliphate is coming.’



CHAPTER 5

Sydney

‘Mate, wake up.’

Bailey felt a tap on the shoulder.

‘We just landed. Time to go.’

Bailey didn’t move.

‘Come on.’

Gerald was shaking him now, trying to get him to open his eyes.

‘All right. All right.’

Bailey sat upright, wiping the drool from his bottom lip with the back of his hand.

‘Give me a bloody minute.’

He had only fallen asleep a few hours out from Sydney. He was also unnerved by the fact that Mustafa al-Baghdadi had returned to his dreams. Maybe it was because of his speech. Maybe it was because of what had happened out the front of Chatham House. Or maybe it was because that sadistic prick had told Bailey to call him.

Bailey wasn’t game to tell Gerald. He didn’t want his friend – and boss – to feel compelled to book him an appointment with another bloody shrink. He’d done his time lying on leather couches, staring at ceilings, spilling his guts to clever doctors with soothing voices.

It had been an unusually long journey home to Sydney. After taking off late from Heathrow, their flight had been delayed for eleven hours in Singapore. Gerald hadn’t managed to get much more sleep than Bailey, and the two men were barely talking to each other by the time they were collecting their bags from the carousel in the arrivals hall.

And there was something else bothering Bailey.

‘This is bullshit.’ Bailey lifted his duffel bag into the back of the taxi. ‘What could be so bloody important that we need to go into work?’

‘Penelope says it’s urgent,’ Gerald said. ‘That’s all I know.’

Penelope. Gerald’s personal assistant.

‘If it’s so urgent why couldn’t she tell you more on the phone?’

‘I don’t know, Bailey! We were trying to get through immigration when she called. Why don’t you damn well ask her when you see her in thirty bloody minutes’ time!’

Bailey knew he was behaving like a child, but he was so exhausted that he didn’t care. They’d only been on the ground in London for around four days and his body clock was all over the shop. He just wanted to get home and fall asleep to the sound of a Rolling Stones record.
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Penelope was standing out the front of The Journal waiting for them when their taxi pulled up on Sussex Street.

‘Okay, out with it.’ Bailey started before he had even one foot out of the car. ‘As much as I love you, Penelope, it’d better be good.’

The look on Penelope’s face made Bailey regret his bluntness.

‘There’s a man inside asking for you. Says he knew you from Baghdad,’ she said. ‘I told him that you were due back last night. He’s been sitting inside ever since. He won’t leave!’

Bailey had spent so much time in Iraq, the man inside could have been anybody. Military. Politician. Kurdish separatist. Journalist. Intelligence agent. Civilian. Security contractor. The list was endless.

‘Give a name?’

‘Omar someone.’

Bailey knew exactly who was waiting.

‘Where is he?’

‘Same place he’s been all night,’ Penelope said, pointing at the big glass doors behind her. ‘Foyer.’

Bailey was already on the move before Penelope had finished answering.

A dishevelled man, unshaven, dressed in old jeans and a linen shirt, was sitting on the edge of a sofa near the front desk. His eyes were closed and he was resting his head in the palm of his right hand, his elbow keeping him propped upright as he slept.

‘Omar.’ Bailey patted him, gently, on the shoulder. ‘Omar, wake up. It’s Bailey.’

Omar shuddered, briefly, and opened his eyes. He stumbled to his feet, shaking Bailey’s hand and leaning in to kiss him on the cheek.

‘It has been a while, my friend,’ Omar said. ‘Too long.’

They’d barely seen each other in twenty years. Omar had lost most of his hair but his dark olive skin had preserved his handsome face. Unlike Bailey, he’d somehow managed to maintain his slim physique. He looked tired and his forehead was creased with worry.

‘It’s good to see you, old buddy. Is everything okay?’

‘No, Bailey.’ Omar’s voice was trembling. ‘Everything’s not okay.’

‘What is it?’

Omar looked over Bailey’s shoulder. There was only Mick, the security guard, sitting at the front desk, out of earshot, and Gerald, who was walking towards them.

‘Omar, is that you?’

‘Hello, Mr Summers.’

They shook hands.

‘Please, it’s Gerald.’

Bailey ignored Gerald and studied Omar’s face, his dark-ringed eyes and the foot that was tapping on the tiles in a nervous staccato. Something was wrong, all right. They needed to move somewhere they could talk. ‘Let’s go upstairs to Gerald’s office.’

Gerald’s assistant was waiting for them at the elevator.

‘Pen,’ Gerald said, ‘can you please organise some tea and breakfast. We’re going to need some privacy with our old friend. And hold my calls.’
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Back in Baghdad, Omar Haneef was the guy who knew how to keep western reporters safe. His official occupation was that of a driver. For John Bailey he was a ‘fixer’, which meant that he did a lot of things. The kind of tasks that didn’t appear in job advertisements. Omar had a good contact book and he knew how to get around Iraq without crossing Saddam’s security forces, or the gangsters who made money out of robbing and kidnapping westerners.

After the first Gulf War, Iraq became a no-go zone for reporters like Bailey. It was too dangerous. Saddam Hussein had lost the war in Kuwait and he was tightening his grip on his country, brutally quashing any sign of dissent. Omar’s connection to western journalists, like Bailey, made him a target for the Republican Guard. Bailey knew they had to get him out. Luckily, the Australian Government agreed. Omar was granted a refugee visa and, after making it to Turkey, he boarded a plane bound for Sydney.

Like most refugees, he was buoyed by the chance at a new life. He got a job as a taxi driver and bought a house in Sydney’s western suburbs, where he met his wife and started a family.

Bailey had caught up with Omar a couple of times during his visits back to Australia. But he couldn’t remember the last time they’d seen each other.

‘Have a seat, Omar.’ Gerald pointed to the sofa in the corner of his office, which overlooked the growing cluster of buildings on the foreshore at Cockle Bay.

‘Are you okay, mate?’ Bailey said, noticing the beads of sweat on Omar’s brow.

‘No.’ Omar slumped forward with his head in his hands. ‘I’m far from okay.’ He was talking into his open hands, shaking his head.

Finally, he sat up. ‘You said to me, many years ago, that if I ever got into trouble, then you would be there for me.’

‘I did. And I meant it.’

They were interrupted by a gentle knock at the door.

Penelope appeared holding a tray with a teapot, jug of milk, three mugs and a plate of croissants. She placed the tray on the coffee table and left.

Omar stared at the door, waiting for it to close again.

‘It’s my son, Tariq.’ Omar took a deep breath. ‘He’s missing.’

Gerald looked across at Bailey, waiting for him to respond.

‘Are you sure?’ Bailey said.

‘Yes. He’s only fifteen years old.’ Omar handed Bailey a postcard-sized picture of a young, handsome boy in a blue school uniform. ‘When he doesn’t come home, I know.’

‘How long’s he been gone?’

‘One week. His friends don’t even know where he is. At least, that’s what they tell me.’

‘Have you gone to the police?’

Omar shook his head. He went to say something, then paused and took a sip of his tea. His hand was shaking and the cup bounced around on the saucer when he put it down.

‘Omar?’ Bailey said. ‘Why haven’t you gone to the police?’

‘Has he done something?’ Gerald joined the conversation, looking for a straight answer. ‘Something that might get him into trouble?’

Omar leaned forward and put his head in his hands again, sobbing, quietly.

‘Take your time, Omar. We’re in no hurry here.’

Gerald placed a box of tissues on the table in front of him.

Bailey didn’t know what to say, what to do. They just sat there, waiting for Omar to calm down and start talking again. Bailey’s eyes drifted from Omar to a crane that was hovering above a building covered in scaffolding at Barangaroo. The high-roller casino complex with the untouchable views. Like Sydney needed another bloody place for people to do their dough.

‘Omar?’ Gerald said.

Omar sat up again, using the tissues to wipe his eyes, blow his nose. His chest was flexing, in and out, with each stuttering breath.

‘Tariq has been talking to people. People we don’t know, people we couldn’t know.’

‘What people?’ Bailey said.

‘After he went missing, my wife found conversations on our family computer, conversations he was having with people on the internet.’

‘What conversations, Omar? For us to help, you need to tell us everything.’

‘People, I don’t know, bad people.’ Omar was stuttering, struggling to get it out. ‘Tariq could be about to do something very stupid.’

Gerald looked across at Bailey, alarmed.

‘Omar,’ Bailey said, ‘do you think Tariq has been talking to Islamic extremists over the internet?’

Omar leaned back on the sofa, covering his eyes with the palms of his hands. He was sobbing loudly now, his body jolting with his tears.

‘Omar?’ Gerald leaned forward, patting him on the knee.

‘We need you to answer the question,’ Bailey said. ‘Has Tariq been communicating with extremists over the internet?’

‘Yes.’

‘You said that he was planning something stupid, something bad. What is it, Omar? We need you to tell us exactly what you know.’

‘I think he’s preparing for something.’ Omar was stuttering again. ‘Helping them to do something, something bad.’

Gerald went to say something, but Bailey cut him off. ‘This next bit’s important, Omar.’ Bailey reached across the table, placing his hand on Omar’s shoulder. ‘I need you to sit up. Sit up and look at me.’

Omar did as he was told, letting out a long, sighing breath, wiping his bloodshot eyes.

‘Who’s he been talking to, Omar? I need a name.’

Bailey already knew the name. He just needed to hear Omar say it.

‘The man’s name . . . his name . . . is Mustafa.’

Bailey felt the bile rising from his stomach, burning the back of his throat. What the hell had he just walked into?



CHAPTER 6

So much for going home.

It was just after seven-thirty in the morning when Bailey climbed out of a taxi in Leichhardt. He opened the white picket gate, pausing to rummage through his bag for his keys, and walked up the steps onto Dexter’s front porch.

The sensor light came on even though the sun had been up for more than an hour. It must have been timed for the winter. A small detail that Bailey found interesting.

The light went off by the time Bailey had gathered his thoughts, contemplating what he’d say to the woman inside. He knew that Dexter was home because he’d spoken to her on the phone a quarter of an hour ago. The conversation had not gone well.

‘Where are you? London?’

‘Got back this morning. I need to see you, we’ve got a bit of a problem here.’

‘We?’

Bailey knew that she was being facetious.

‘Let’s not talk on the phone. Are you at work, or at home?’

‘Home. Better be quick, just got out of the shower.’

‘Sounds like I –’

‘Don’t even go there, Bailey.’ She sounded tired. ‘And I’m busy. If you’re not here in fifteen, I’m gone.’

Dexter hung up without giving Bailey a chance to respond. She was usually off to work before the sun came up. The late start probably meant a late finish the night before, if she’d even been to bed at all. All-nighters had become a feature of Sharon Dexter’s job. The crazy hours were the price of being promoted from her old job in Homicide to be the new head of the Joint Counter Terrorism Team, a sprawling taskforce of state and federal cops that had been thrown together to stop extremists from killing people.

Standing on Dexter’s front porch, Bailey decided against using the key that she’d cut for him. Judging by the tone of their conversation, she might ask for him to give it back.

He knocked instead.

Bailey heard footsteps inside before Dexter opened the door, ruffling her hair with a towel. She barely even looked at him as she turned around and walked back down the hall.

‘Why didn’t you use your key?’ she said with her back to him.

He couldn’t win.

They hadn’t seen each other for a week and Dexter was pissed at him for not telling her about his trip to London until he was boarding the plane at Sydney International. Ordinarily, she wouldn’t have cared. They both had jobs that required unconventional hours and days. The only problem was that when Bailey’s plane was refuelling in Singapore, he was supposed to have been sitting beside Dexter at their favourite restaurant, which happened to be an old gastro pub in Balmain that had once belonged to her parents. A night out together to stop and smell the roses.

‘Sorry, Sharon. Been a rough few days.’

‘So I hear,’ she said, tying her damp brown hair into a ponytail.

Already dressed in a pair of jeans and a jacket, Dexter looked like she was ready to leave.

‘Sharon, I’m sorry.’ Bailey walked over to where she was standing in the kitchen, reaching out for her arm. ‘Gerald sprung the trip on me. I couldn’t say no.’

‘Communication, Bailey. I know you’re in this, I am too. But we need to talk to each other.’

‘I’m sorry. I know I’m not perfect.’

Dexter laughed. ‘No one’s suggesting you’re perfect.’

Remembering that he’d bought her something, Bailey reached into his pocket. ‘A little piece of England.’ He held out a miniature English bobby’s helmet. ‘It’s a pencil sharpener for your desk.’

‘Who uses pencils?’ She took it anyway, trying not to smile. ‘You’re bloody hopeless, you know that?’

Bailey took a chance and wrapped his arms around her. ‘So, you missed me, then?’

‘Maybe, a little bit.’ She pulled back, interrogating the red in his eyes, her hands cupping his cheeks. ‘You don’t look great, if you don’t mind me saying.’

‘Just tired,’ he said. ‘Barely got a wink on the plane.’

‘Are you okay?’

He knew what she was really asking him. She wanted to know if the attack out the front of Chatham House was weighing on him, bringing him down. It was.

‘I’m good,’ he lied.

Talking about that dead woman lying on the road would just make him think about her more. How she died. The knife. The blood. Bailey just wanted to forget. Standing in the kitchen in front of one of the good things he had going in his life was the best fix he knew.

His hand wandered, cheekily, up the side of her back and under her jacket, catching the curve of her breast.

‘Get out of it.’ She pushed his hand away, playfully. ‘No time for that.’

Bailey tried again. ‘I’ll be quick.’

‘That’s not selling it to me.’ She stepped back, picking up a steaming mug of instant coffee from the island bench, taking a sip. ‘I need to get to work.’

Work. Dexter could blame Bailey all she liked for the small problems in their relationship – and she’d mostly be right – but she was also so desperate to prove herself in counter-terrorism that she barely had time for anything else. Including Bailey.

‘Yeah, about work . . .’

Dexter took another long drag of her coffee. ‘What about it?’

Bailey didn’t know how to begin telling her about the fifteen-year-old kid who might be planning a terrorist attack. ‘I need to tell you something.’

She looked at her watch. ‘You’ve got exactly one minute.’

‘I’ll give you the abridged version,’ Bailey said. ‘A kid from Wiley Park’s gone missing. His dad just told me he’s been talking to jihadists over the net. He’s worried his son’s planning some kind of attack.’

She put down her mug on the kitchen table. ‘You’re shitting me.’

‘No,’ Bailey said, ‘I’m not.’

‘Where’d this come from?’

‘The kid’s father is my old fixer from Baghdad. He’s been here for more than twenty-five years. Good man. Good family. Scared shitless for his boy. He’s just a kid.’

‘I’ve seen some kids do some bad shit, Bailey.’

Dexter was right. Terrorist recruiters were targeting kids because they asked fewer questions and were more inclined to believe all that crap about the afterlife. The softest targets for recruiters were the kids from migrant communities because they often felt like outcasts. They needed friends, someone to tell them that they belonged. Most of them didn’t understand what they were getting into until it was too late.

‘What else do you know? And I want to know everything,’ Dexter said, sharply. ‘I mean it, Bailey. Everything.’

‘Not sure I can do that.’

‘Don’t.’ Dexter’s neck lined with tension. ‘You know you can trust me, and this isn’t a game, or a bloody newspaper story. These things can go sideways very fast.’

Bailey didn’t want to betray Omar’s trust, but he knew that he couldn’t find the kid on his own. Tariq had already been missing for a week and, if Dexter was right, he didn’t want to be on the wrong side of this if it went bad.

‘Okay.’ Bailey readied himself for another argument. ‘Here’s the caveat. We’re going to need to share information. If you find out anything, I want to know.’

‘We’ll see about that.’

‘I won’t get in your way. I’m looking for a happy ending here. He’s just a kid.’

‘Just a kid? Just a kid shot dead a police accountant in Parramatta. Stabbed a cop in Melbourne. I’ve lost count of the number of kids fighting in Syria right now. Let’s not underplay this thing before we even know what it is we’re looking at, okay?’

‘All I’m asking for is some intel coming back. He’s fifteen. From what I can gather, this has caught his family by surprise.’

‘Always does.’ Dexter drained the rest of her coffee, placing her mug in the sink. ‘I’ll do what I can, Bailey. But if I find something that leads me to think that an attack might be imminent, all bets are off.’

Bailey didn’t bother arguing with her on that point because she was right. If Tariq had succumbed to the ideology and believed that God wanted him to be a killer, there might be no pulling him back from the brink. So he shared what Omar had told him and Gerald less than an hour ago.

But he didn’t tell her everything.

He didn’t tell her that he had a phone number in his pocket that might belong to Mustafa al-Baghdadi. That the FBI’s Most Wanted Terrorist might be calling the shots on this from wherever he was hiding in Iraq. Or Syria. That information was for later, after Bailey had a better handle on exactly what the hell was going on. Time to find out if he really was a player in all this, and why.

‘What’re you going to do now?’ Dexter said.

Bailey grabbed a banana from the fruit bowl. ‘I’m off to visit a guy I know.’

‘Helpful. Very helpful,’ Dexter said. ‘And Bailey?’

‘Yep?’ He was already moving towards the door.

‘Don’t go getting any stupid ideas.’

‘Yeah, well.’ Bailey opened the door, turning back around. ‘You know what they say about that.’

‘Enlighten me.’

‘There’s no such thing as stupid ideas, only stupid people.’

He closed the door before she had a chance to respond.



CHAPTER 7

Coffee.

If Bailey couldn’t go home to recharge his batteries with the sounds of the Rolling Stones spinning on his turntable, then he needed something to perk him up.

These days, that meant coffee.

The Italian café near the Town Hall on Norton Street would fix him. With coffee thicker than double-whip cream, it packed a punch. The café was just up the hill from Dexter’s house and the walk would be good for him. Help clear his head.

One of the perks with laying off the booze was that Bailey had dropped a few kilograms and his fitness was coming back. The fitness he’d lost way back in the 1980s after he’d quit the gym, packing away his boxing gloves and rugby boots, so that he could chase stories in the seedier suburbs of Sydney. When his obsession with journalism began. It was also about the same time that Bailey had first met Sharon Dexter. He was The Journal’s young gun crime reporter who had been breaking stories about corrupt cops running drugs and prostitutes in Kings Cross, and she was the young police constable tipping him off.

It had been a difficult time to be a woman in uniform, especially someone who looked like Dexter. The few other women in the service had warned her that sexual harassment was just part of the job. Dexter had never accepted it, telling Bailey during one of their secret meetings how she’d broken the finger of a detective for pinching her on the backside.

They were just friends, back then. Kindred spirits with the same drive for justice. They only became romantically involved when Bailey returned to Australia after his first stint in the Middle East. His marriage had long broken down, and after more than a decade as a war reporter, he had too. Dexter had helped him get back on his feet.


OEBPS/teaser_9781925640984/font/EBGaramond-BoldItalic_teaser_9781925640984.ttf


OEBPS/teaser_9781925640984/font/EBGaramond-Italic_teaser_9781925640984.ttf


OEBPS/teaser_9781925640984/font/Lato-BoldItalic_teaser_9781925640984.ttf


OEBPS/images/title.jpg
TIM
AYLIFFE
STATE

SIMON &
SCHUSTER
London - New York - Sydney - Toronto - New Delhi





OEBPS/images/9781925640953.jpg
CATCHING THE WORLD’S MOST WANTED
TERRORIST WAS SUPPOSED TO BE
SOMEONE ELSE'’S JOB...

TIM
AYLIFFE

STATE
OF
FEAR

‘Sharp, incisive and scarily prescient,
| was hooked from the first chapter to the final page’

SARA FOSTER
bestselling author of The Hidden Hours





OEBPS/images/secbreak.jpg





OEBPS/teaser_9781925640984/font/EBGaramond-Bold_teaser_9781925640984.ttf


OEBPS/teaser_9781925640984/font/EBGaramond-Regular_teaser_9781925640984.ttf


OEBPS/teaser_9781925640984/font/Lato-Bold_teaser_9781925640984.ttf







