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About the series of books 
 
 
K2 is a series of 6 books. If you have picked up book two, three, four or 
more - without reading book one - then please put it back down; the 
story will not make much sense without reading the books in series. 
They all follow-on closely and previous plots are not re-capped. Later 
books build on earlier events/characters. 
 
This is a work of fiction, but based on real, current and historic 
scenarios. All characters are fictitious. 
 
No garden moles were harmed during the writing/research of these 
books. The author does not advocate firearms as a suitable control of 
garden pests! 
 
There are many ‘facts’ deliberately hidden in the book, made light of.  
‘Many a true word spoken in jest.’ 
 
 
 
 
Author’s note 
 
‘It’s largely based in fact. It is written as action-fantasy-fiction, since 
real life spying is way too boring for a novel.’ 
 
 
 
 
 
The K2 series available, available from www.k2novels.com 
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Glossary of abbreviations 
 
P-26/P-27 - Swiss secret sleeper armies 
UNA - Swiss Military Intelligence 
MI6 - British Intelligence, aka, SIS - Secret Intelligence Service, for 
overseas operations (non-domestic), aka, ‘Circus’. 
MI5 - British Intelligence (domestic) 
CIA - Central Intelligence Agency, USA, overseas intelligence service 
SAS - Special Air Service, British Special Forces (similar to US Green 
Berets/Delta Force) 
SBS - Special Boat Squadron, British, similar to US Navy Seals 
DOD - Department of Defense - USA 
MOD - Ministry of Defence - UK 
NSA - National Security Agency, USA, aka ‘No such agency’.                
Reported to intercept ‘all’ the world’s text messages and emails. 
SOE - Special Operations Executive, British WWII covert operations 
OSS - USA, like SOE, WWII, overseas 
DGSE - French Secret Service/counter terrorism - domestic and foreign 
IRA - Irish Republican Army, terrorist movement 
ETA - Spanish/Basque separatist/terrorist movement 
Red Brigade - Italian communist/terrorist/crime gang 
KGB - Soviet Intelligence, prior to 1990s. 
NAAFI - Navy Army Air Force Institute - shops on British military 
bases. 
SIB - British Military Police 
BKA - Federal German Police, similar to FBI 
FSB - Russian Intelligence, formerly KGB 
Special Branch - British Police - anti-terrorism/organized crime 
Wehrmacht - general term, German armed services WWII 
COBRA - Cabinet Office Briefing Room ‘A’, used by British Prime 
Minister for meetings with security staff. 
FARC – Columbian guerrillas/communist 
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British military slang  
 
 
Oppo - opposite number/close working buddy 
Pongo -  soldier - derisive 
Ponce/poncey - upper class/educated/effeminate - derisive 
Regiment - he was ‘Regiment’- he was SAS 
Rock Apes - RAF Regiment - defensive unit of airfields 
Rupert - officer/upper-class - derisive 
Beast - punish soldier 
Stripy - Air Force Officer, derisive term for ranking stripes 
Billets - accommodation/food 
Civvy - civilian 
Badged - qualified entry to SAS, receipt of cap badge 
Best bib and tucker - best suit/outfit/military dinner suit 
QT - on the QT, on the quiet 
Stag – on guard duty 
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Austria, 1943. 
 
 
‘The water has risen!’ a young Wehrmacht soldier shouted 
though the dark to his unseen comrades. ‘We are trapped.’ 
 He ran back down a set of ancient stone steps, his lamp 
held ahead of him. The sound of his boots on the old carved 
stone echoed around the chamber above him, a supervising 
priest now just as terrified as the rest of the onlookers. 
Prison labourers risked whispered comments, the guards 
preoccupied with the thoughts of their own mortality. 
Ignoring their supervision of the prisoners, the two 
remaining guards hurried to the steps, a need to see for 
themselves. 
 ‘We’re trapped,’ echoed up the stairwell. A splash 
signified a vane attempt to swim through the access tunnel, 
now flooded with black icy water.  
 The prisoners edged closer, daring to see for themselves 
and bringing their lamps closer. Another splash echoed up, 
another desperate and futile attempt to swim free. The priest 
soon realised he was surrounded by prisoners, their gaunt 
faces ghost-like in the yellow light from their lamps. 
 He could think of nothing else do. ‘Guard!’ 
 The remaining guard knew that he was not a strong 
swimmer and bolted back up in time to see the priest hit 
over the head with a rock and fall. He fired upwards from 
the hip whilst holding awkwardly onto his lamp. A loud, 
clanking re-load echoed up the stairwell, a second shot 
without aim, a second prisoner down. In the state that they 
were in, emaciated and exhausted, any wound would be 
quickly fatal for the men. 
 The remaining three prisoners ran into the adjoining 
chamber, knowing only too well there was nowhere for 
them to go; they had searched this cave at length for days, 
their purpose in being here. The guard exited the stairwell 
and checked the priest, finding no pulse. He ran inside. 
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Halting in the middle of the chamber and breathing heavily 
he slowly re-loaded and fired from the hip; three shots, three 
sharp echoes, three prisoners dead, the last prisoner stood 
definitely staring back. 
 After an hour of pacing, cursing and then praying the 
young soldier dragged the priest to a small anti-chamber and 
lay him down. He straightened the priest’s legs then, after a 
moment’s consideration, crossed the body’s arms. After 
several minutes of calm reflection knelt over the priest he 
scribbled a message on the wall above the cleric’s body.  
 Sat with his back to a damp rock face, his knees held 
tight up to his chest, he watched the reassuring flicker of his 
lamp’s yellow flame. Thirty minutes later he began to 
shiver, and not just from the cold. He stood. Back in the 
main chamber he bent over, his rifle’s muzzle now in his 
mouth. ‘Forgive us for what we have done here,’ he 
muttered. 
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England, 2007. The Hunt. 
 
 
Guards stood and watched as the final cable was attached to 
the house mains. Spread across the wet lawn stood dozens 
of metal stakes set into the ground in pairs. Each pair rested 
six feet apart, cables snaking across the grass to a junction 
box, a large cable then leading inside Broadlands. They 
glanced at each other expectantly before standing on the 
wooden boxes they had already laid out. 
 ‘Alles clar?’ came a voice, repeated over the radios. 
Guards glanced around at each other, confirming that all 
were insulted from the ground, stood now on the wooden 
boxes. 
 The senior house guard lifted his radio. ‘Alles gute!’ 
 The switch was thrown, but nothing happened. They 
watched and waited. After a few seconds a man pointed. 
Then they could all see steam and smoke, the odd spark of 
light and a feint crackling sound. 
 The senior guard lifted his radio. ‘Ende!’ 
 They waited a full minute before stepping down, 
cautiously stepping onto the wet grass, testing it with boot 
toes. The crocodile-clips attaching cables to the metal stakes 
were cautiously knocked-off with wooden sticks held in 
rubber gloves. 
  
Two days later the house guards were sad. They sat facing a 
lawn that was now devoid of molehills. Their dogs looked 
on, sensing the downbeat mood in their handlers. All the 
moles were dead, no new mounds were sprouting up. 
 ‘Intruder!’ a guard whispered, pointing. ‘Get the sniper 
rifles.’ Guards focused on the intruder, many lying down. 
 A minute later a telescopic site focused on the blatant 
invasion of K2 territory, the intruder fixed in the crosshairs. 
A single shot rang out, the intruder sliced in half, its body 
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parts sent flying through the air. That was one grey squirrel 
that would not bother K2 again. 
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Same music, different dance 
 

1 
 
4am passed and Johno could not sleep. He had wandered 
through the command centre, the castle, and now stood at 
the drawbridge having a cigarette with the ready squad, four 
ex-SAS troopers with two new members. 
 ‘What was it like when the Apaches attacked this place?’ 
one of the new troopers idly asked. 
 Johno cracked a tired smile as the mist cooled his 
forehead. ‘I think the sound of them was enough to scare the 
Texan into surrendering. Eight of them in a line, coming in 
over the lake.’ He pointed, but the fog and darkness 
permitted only the closest trees to be visible. 
  ‘We worked with ’em all the time in Afghanistan and 
Iraq,’ the trooper idly commented. ‘But not on the frigging 
receiving end.’ 
 ‘I was,’ another man put in. 
 ‘You what?’ Johno queried after a moment. 
 The man explained, ‘We were hunkered down in cave 
near the Pakistan border. Yanks got their intel’ wrong and 
they attacked our position. Smelly Dave lost three fingers, 
back living with his mum in London a few weeks later, 
looking for a new fucking career.’ 
 Johno took a drag and peered through the fog, memories 
of his own injuries surfacing. ‘Tough break. What’s he 
doing now?’ 
 ‘Dunno,’ the man replied. ‘He didn’t want to stay in 
touch after that. Fucked up his pride.’ 
 ‘Find out,’ Johno firmly told the trooper. ‘Track him 
down.’ 
 ‘For your funny farm?’ the trooper cynically 
commented. 
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 Johno focused on the man, a quick flash of anger 
evident. ‘Some day … arsehole … you could find yourself 
there. Minus a limb or two!’ 
 The man glanced at his colleague before turning away. 
‘Twenty seven grand.’ 
 ‘What?’ Johno curtly queried. 
 ‘That’s the going rate for a British soldier losing a hand 
these days.’ 
 Johno considered it. ‘Not much. Won’t last long.’ His 
phone chirped softly. ‘Yeah?’ 
 ‘Herr Johno, we have a message from the Russian, 
Vladimir. He says that tonight Luchenkov broke out of 
prison and has fled Russia.’ 
 ‘FULL ALARM! FULL RECALL! CONDOR!’ 
 Startled, the troopers cocked their weapons. A moment 
later a siren sounded, red lights starting to flash. 
 Johno ran inside as guards ran out. From the command 
centre walkway he shouted, ‘Wake up Beesely and send a 
car for Otto – heavy escort!’ He entered Beesely’s office 
and collected an MP5, slapping in a magazine and cocking 
the weapon ready. He quickly checked his pistol and then 
jabbed at Beesely’s desk phone. ‘Warn all our people in the 
UK, send agents to Susan’s house and to Dame Helen’s. Get 
me the duty officer at the SAS barracks.’ He waited. 
 ‘Duty officer,’ came from the phone a few seconds later. 
 ‘This is Johno, calling from K2 in Switzerland.’ 
 ‘Johno!’ the officer loudly enthused. ‘How the devil are 
you?’ 
 ‘Shut-up and listen. That Russian wanker, Luchenkov, 
he’s broken out of prison and skipped Russia.’ 
 ‘We expecting trouble?’ the man asked in a concerned 
tone. 
 ‘How fucking optimistic you feeling?’ 
 ‘Not very.’ 
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 ‘Then get on the case. Last time he hit troopers just 
before dawn. Tell Milward. Johno out.’ He stabbed at the 
button. ‘Get me Blaum at home. Wake him.’ 
 Guards ran along the companion way as he waited. 
 ‘Johno?’ came a sleepy voice. 
 ‘Max, we got a problem. Luchenkov escaped prison - 
he’s fled Russia. I need every Swiss police officer on duty in 
an hour, you get yourself some protection.’ 
 ‘You think he will come for us?’ Blaum whispered. 
 ‘We tried to kill him in prison - he probably knows that. 
Plus what he did last time…’ 
 ‘I will be in my office in thirty minutes, I’ll call you 
from there,’ came a resolute voice. The line went dead. 
 Beesely appeared in the doorway, walking slowly and 
calmly in flanked by four guards. He sat and pressed his 
desk phone. ‘Coffee and tea, please.’ 
 Johno glanced at the makeshift curtains covering one 
end of Beesely’s room. ‘How long till that is ready 
anyway?’ 
 ‘Another week or so, I believe,’ Beesely calmly stated. 
‘What’s the alert for?’ 
 Johno eased up off Beesely’s desk. ‘Luchenkov skipped 
prison, no doubt with a bit of help. He’s fled Russia.’ 
 Beesely stared at his desk for a moment. ‘So, he could be 
anywhere. Pocket full of money and some scores to settle.’ 
 ‘He probably knows that it was us who tried to kill him 
in prison.’ 
 Beesely stared ahead. ‘And we wrecked his empire, what 
we could find.’ He slowly turned his head faced Johno. 
‘Yes, a problem.’ 
 ‘I’ve alerted the SAS duty officer and Blaum,’ Johno 
stated. ‘Sent teams to Susan’s and Helen’s houses.’ 
 ‘Good.’ Beesely ran a hand over his bald scalp, taking a 
moment to think before looking up. ‘Who would shelter 
him?’ 
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 Johno shrugged. ‘Iranians, Syrians. Nowhere in Europe 
would be safe for him, unless he’s going to ground, 
changing his appearance. Chinese won’t be interested.’ 
 Beesely considered Johno’s words then pressed a button. 
‘Get me the duty officer, Mossad, Tel Aviv.’ 
 ‘Middle East it is then,’ Johno muttered as drinks were 
brought in by a catering lady. ‘Ah, you’re a star,’ he said, 
grabbing his mug. 
 ‘Hello?’ came an unhappy voice. ‘Who is this?’ 
 ‘This is Sir Morris Beesely, K2, Switzerland. Do you 
know who I am?’ 
 ‘Yes, of course,’ the voice responded, now a little 
calmer. ‘How can I help?’ 
 ‘Boris Luchenkov has escaped jail in Russia and fled the 
country. We think he may be headed for Iran or Syria – just 
thought I’d mention it to you in passing.’ 
 ‘I will inform the relevant people.’ 
 ‘Thank you.’ Beesely hung up then pressed CALL. 
‘Duty officer, CIA, Langley, please.’ 
 They waited, Beesely sipping his tea. 
 ‘CIA operations, Duty Officer Marino speaking. How 
may I direct your call?’ 
 ‘This is Sir Morris Beesely, K2, Switzerland.’ 
 Marino paused. ‘Oh. Uh … how can I direct your call?’ 
 ‘It was you I wanted to speak to.’ 
 Another pause was evident. ‘It was?’ 
 ‘Yes. I just thought I would mention in passing that a 
certain Boris Luchenkov has escaped prison in Russian and 
is probably heading for Iran or Syria. Could you be so kind 
as to let your director, George, know. Thank you.’ He hung 
up. 
 ‘Should we wake-up Dame Helen?’ Johno asked. 
 ‘What’s the time in the UK?’ 
 Johno checked his watch, lifting his eyebrows. ‘3am.’ 
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 Beesely copied Johno actions, lifting his own eyebrows 
in emphasis. ‘Then no,’ he firmly suggested. He pressed a 
button. ‘Get me the duty officer, MI5.’ 
 ‘Five?’ Johno mouthed. 
 Beesely made a face. ‘UK security is their responsibility, 
so let’s use the proper channels … for a change,’ he said 
without looking up.  
 Thomas walked in, his shoulder holster on, and grabbed 
Johno’s tea, taking a mouthful. He sat and promptly closed 
his eyes, observed with a cheeky grin by his sponsor. 
 ‘Duty officer,’ came a pleasant and detached female 
voice. 
 ‘This is Sir Morris Beesely, Switzerland.’ 
 ‘Really? A pleasure, sir. I’ve heard lots about you.’ 
 Johno smiled as Beesely gave the desk phone a 
disapproving stare. 
 Beesely began, ‘We have a situation. Our good friend 
Boris Luchenkov escaped prison and has fled Russia.’ 
 ‘Luchenkov is on the loose? I’m waking Rawlins.’ She 
hung up. 
 Beesely eased back into his chair. ‘You know, I often 
think there should be more women in the intelligence 
services,’ he lightly commented. ‘OK, when Otto gets here, 
managers meeting.’ He turned his head, focusing on 
Thomas. ‘And move the little snoring monster, would you.’  
  Johno tipped back Thomas’s chair and delicately 
dragged it off to one side without the boy waking. 
 
Fifteen minutes later Otto arrived looking fresh and 
perfectly tailored, the night manager’s following him in and 
arranging chairs, a handful of day-shift managers already 
back on duty. Most were carrying notepads and coffees. 
Everyone sat and settled, none looking flustered; this was 
now a well-oiled machine. 
 Beesely waited till everyone settled and the room fell 
silent. ‘OK. We’re here – and at full alert – because our 
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good friend Boris is out of prison and probably heading 
towards one of those countries that may look after him, such 
as Iran or Syria. Opinions, ladies and gentlemen.’ He 
gestured towards Johno. 
 ‘He’ll spend his last dollar to fuck us up.’ 
 Beesely nodded, moving his hand towards Otto. 
 ‘I am afraid I agree with Johno, though not his choice of 
phrase. I do not think this man will sit on a beach and grow 
old gracefully, as you say.’ 
 Beesely invited the managers to comment with a 
sweeping arm gesture. Their looks clearly indicated they 
agreed, several nodding. ‘OK. Let’s work on the worst-case 
scenario. What can we expect?’ 
 ‘He’ll try and hit the soft targets,’ Johno suggested. 
 Otto faced him with a concerned look. ‘Family and 
friends?’ 
 Johno reluctantly nodded. ‘It’s now about revenge, not 
empire building.’ 
 ‘Sir!’ burst from the phone, an anguished voice. 
 ‘Yes?’ 
 ‘Car bomb has gone off outside the BKA headquarters in 
Wiesbaden.’ 
 ‘OK.’ Beesely faced Otto with a questioning look. 
 ‘German FBI,’ Otto explained. 
 ‘Makes some sense,’ Beesely said with a sigh. ‘They got 
the credit for stopping the first car with the radioactive ball 
bearings.’ He faced his desk. ‘So … it begins.’ He pressed 
CALL. ‘Alert all Swiss police and military facilities, tell 
them to expect car bombs. Inform Minister Blaum, thank 
you.’ 
 ‘Yes, sir.’ 
 ‘Get me the Duty Officer at MI5 again, please.’ 
 They waited. 
 ‘Sir Morris, I’m beginning to think I’m popular,’ came 
the same woman’s voice, being playfully familiar with him. 



19 

 ‘Let’s hope not, not today. Car bomb attacks imminent - 
MI5, MI6, MOD buildings. Germans have already been hit.’ 
 ‘Christ. We’re on the case, sir, appreciate any intel’ you 
get.’ 
 ‘When we know, you’ll know. TTFN.’ He hung up. 
 ‘TTFN?’ Otto repeated. 
 ‘Ta ta for now,’ Johno explained. ‘But I would not adopt 
that phrase!’ 
 Beesely looked up just as ‘Sir?’ burst from his phone. 
 ‘Yes?’ he answered, glancing at the managers. 
 ‘Call for you, Sir, from an unknown source. They say 
they are ex-SAS.’ 
 Beesely made eye contact with Johno as he ordered, ‘Put 
them through.’ He checked his watch with a puzzled frown. 
 ‘Sir Morris Beesely?’ came a distorted voice. 
 ‘Yes. And who might you be?’ 
 ‘Is there a fat ugly guy with a dodgy moustache there?’ 
 Johno breathed in, tightening his stomach muscles. 
 Beesely hid a smile. ‘There certainly is. Would you like 
to talk to him?’ 
 ‘Not really. Didn’t like talking with the smelly arsed git 
before, so why start now. Is he any better looking?’ 
 ‘No,’ Beesely firmly answered, still fixed on Johno. 
 ‘Listen, we just killed six idiots who tried to recruit us to 
do a job.’ 
 ‘What was the job?’ Beesely quietly enquired. 
 ‘You were.’ 
 Beesely blinked, then glanced at Otto. ‘Oh. I see. Kind 
of you to think of me.’ 
 ‘Pete sends his best.’ 
 ‘Pete?’ Beesely repeated. 
 ‘Guy who don’t like getting shot the fuck-up by an 
Apache!’ the caller clarified. 
 Beesely again faced Otto, the two of them smiling. 
‘Seems to be working.’ He faced the phone. ‘Your name, 
kind sir?’ 
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 ‘Bilbo –’ 
 ‘Bilbo, you wanker!’ Johno shouted, a large smile spread 
across his face. 
 ‘Hey, ugly fuck,’ came from the phone. 
 ‘You can kiss each other later,’ Beesely suggested. 
‘Right now we are in the middle of a small war. I will need 
the details of the people trying to hire you - ’ 
 ‘Bulgarian, sir.’ 
 ‘Where are you, exactly?’ Beesely enquired. 
 ‘Bulgaria,’ came a teasing voice. 
 Beesely rolled his eyes as Otto lent towards the phone. 
‘Are you near Sofia?’ Otto asked. 
 ‘Yep.’ 
 ‘Give me your address and we will send a team for the 
bodies and forensics in ten minutes.’ Bilbo gave the address. 
‘Leave the bodies and their IDs,’ Otto suggested. ‘You can 
leave.’ 
 ‘Present yourselves in Switzerland, gentlemen,’ Beesely 
firmly encouraged. ‘Go to the town of Zug, we’ll spot you 
first. There’ll be a reward waiting for you here. We’ll send a 
helicopter if you like.’ 
 ‘Sounds good, but do we have to put-up with Johno?’ 
 Everyone except Johno laughed.  
 ‘Not if you don’t want to,’ Beesely offered, a glance at 
his offspring. ‘See you later.’ He hung up and faced Otto. 
‘Top speed on those forensics, it’s our best lead.’ 
 A manager took a call. ‘No Apaches,’ he informed the 
room. ‘Heavy fog.’ 
 Otto responded, ‘It will clear in the morning, maybe 
eight o’clock.’ 
 Johno faced the managers. ‘Do we have that new 
software running, the thing to warn all staff at the same 
time?’ 
 ‘Yes,’ a manager responded. 
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 Johno said, ‘Then warn everyone to expect attacks at 
home, especially car bombs. Zug is a prime target.’ The 
manager trotted out. 
 ‘Don’t like the sound of that,’ Beesely admitted, running 
a hand over his bald scalp. 
 ‘He must know where our staff live,’ Johno quietly 
insisted. Managers glanced at each other, concerned. ‘And 
the bank locations.’ 
 Beesely faced Otto. ‘Assume car bomb attacks for the 
banks imminent.’ 
 Otto sharply called the names of two managers and they 
bolted out. 
 ‘Sir?’ buzzed from the phone. 
 ‘Yes.’ 
 ‘Car bomb found in London, near the Guards barracks.’ 
 ‘OK.’ He eased back. ‘Hell and damnation,’ he 
whispered. 
 Otto sat on the cabinet, looking glum. Johno paced and 
the managers quietly took calls and gave orders. 
 
‘OK, let’s wake up the gang,’ Beesely reluctantly stated five 
minutes later. He pressed CALL. ‘Dame Helen at home, 
please.’ 
 ‘I’ll do Susan,’ Johno offered, lifting his phone and 
stepping out. 
 Beesely waited. 
 ‘Hello?’ came a faint and dry voice. 
 ‘Helen, it’s Beesely, get up and get dressed. Same for 
your family.’ 
 ‘What … what is it?’ 
 ‘Luchenkov is on the loose, car bombs going off all 
over-’ A burst of machine-gun fire could be heard in the 
background, Beesely jumping up. ‘Helen!’ he screamed 
before the line went dead, Otto closing in on the phone as if 
he might actually reach down the phone line and help her. 
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2 
 
Dame Helen jumped out of bed but stayed low. Mike now 
sat up, so she grabbed an arm and dragged him off the bed, 
Mike landing on the floor with a thud. ‘Get Tabitha,’ she 
forcefully whispered, pushing him towards the door. 
 Mike crawled out of their bedroom on all fours as Dame 
Helen went to the window, peering through a crack in the 
curtains. A car had stopped at an odd angle at the end of her 
semi-rural street, in the bend of the road. Its doors hung 
open and she could just make out someone lying on the 
floor. Two men came into view from the right, firing long 
continuous bursts at the car. A burst came back from the car 
before more firing from the men. Another two men appeared 
in the road, this time from the left, running across and firing 
at the car. As Dame Helen watched, bedroom lights were 
coming on in the nearby houses. Dogs started barking.  

The four men in dark clothes closed in on the car, firing 
short bursts. Stood little more than a few feet from the car 
they emptied their magazines into it and then re-loaded. She 
could hear them talking; not English. Then they turned and 
ran straight towards her house.  

She reached the landing in a second, grabbing her 
nightgown and pushing Mike towards the stairs, desperately 
encouraging them to move faster. They all slid down the 
stairs on their bums in one big heap before rushing for the 
back door. She winced in agony, her leg not fully recovered 
from being fractured and still clamped with a plastic cast. 
 A bang on the back door was followed by, ‘Dame 
Helen? K2!’ 
 She pushed past Mike and unlocked it, tearing at it to get 
it open. 
 ‘Say inside,’ the man said, a slightly accented voice that 
was very welcoming and familiar. Another man appeared 
and they pushed inside. 
 ‘There are four men in the street!’ she whispered. 
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 ‘Yah, it’s us,’ the man calmly informed her as he pushed 
past and went for the front door, unlocking it and opening it, 
the four men who had fired on the car now running in. 
‘Wipe your feet!’ 
 ‘Any chance of a cuppa, love?’ the first man asked. 
 ‘You’re British!’ she whispered. 
 ‘Ex-SAS, love. Saw you over at the castle. So, how 
about that bleeding cuppa?’ He was stunned to find himself 
being hugged and kissed on the cheek, watched by his 
bemused colleagues. 
 

* * * 
 
Johno had been on the phone to an annoyed Susan when 
Beesely had screamed Helen’s name. 
 ‘What is it?’ Susan bellowed. ‘Is Helen OK?’ 
 ‘She’s under attack! Get your family to a neighbour’s 
house. Now!’ He hung up and stepped around to Beesely, a 
terrified look. 
 ‘Get her back!’ Beesely shouted at the phone. 
 His office fell deathly silent. The managers were on their 
feet, all watching the inanimate phone. Ringing could be 
heard. 
 ‘Yes?’ came a dry whisper. 
 ‘Helen?’ Beesely called. 
 ‘Yes, calm down.’ 
 ‘What happened?’ Beesely asked, calmer now. 
 ‘Your boys are here, six of them.’ Managers smiled and 
straightened. ‘They just woke up half of Kent dispatching a 
car-full of … well, who are they anyway?’ 
 ‘Sent by our good friend Boris to finish the job he 
started, I’m afraid,’ Beesely stated as he sat. ‘Car bombs 
going off all over – Germany, London.’ 
 ‘Well, if you’ll get off the line I have some work to do. 
And Beesely … thanks. Again.’ The line went dead. 
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 Beesely took a very long and very big breath, rubbing 
his face. He shook-off the shock and pressed a button. 
‘Oliver Stanton.’ Everyone sat, many sighing. 
 ‘Susan’s on her way to a neighbours,’ Johno informed 
him, Beesely nodding his understanding and showing his 
relief. 
 ‘Beesely, you woke me … again,’ came the authoritative 
and cultured voice of Oliver Stanton, Chairman of The 
Lodge. ‘Just put my head down!’ 
 ‘You won’t be sleeping any this night.’ 
 ‘Christ, what now?’ Stanton sighed. 
 ‘Boris Lucheknov has escaped jail in Russia and has 
skipped the country.’ 
 ‘He what?’ Oliver shouted. ‘How the hell did they let 
that happen?’ 
 ‘He probably had some help!’ Johno shouted. 
 ‘Hey, Johno,’ Oliver sullenly called. ‘You mean he 
bribed some damned official.’ 
 Johno stepped closer. ‘Not only that, he’s been planning 
this for a week or two. Car bombs have gone off in 
Germany, they found one in London and someone just tried 
to kill Dame Helen.’ 
 ‘Is she OK?’ Oliver asked, concern in his voice. 
 ‘We got there first,’ Beesely pointedly answered. 
‘Listen, I want Boris to be the planet’s most wanted an hour 
from now and over every airwave. We think he’s heading 
south.’ 
 ‘South?’ Oliver repeated. ‘Middle East?’ 
 Beesely gave a slow, ‘Yep.’ Then added, ‘We know he 
has friends there. Oh, we already told the CIA duty officer 
and Mossad, save you the cost of the call.’ 
 ‘OK, I’m on the case, coffee for one,’ Stanton grumbled. 
‘Talk in an hour.’ He hung up. 
 ‘Sir?’ came from the phone immediately. 
 Beesely responded with an irate, ‘Yes.’ 
 ‘Car bomb in Paris, sir, outside the DGSE headquarters.’ 
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 Beesely faced Otto, both puzzled. ‘Rather wide of the 
mark there. Bloody French should not be on his list, they 
helped with the attack on us.’ 
 Otto pointed at a manager. ‘Send a convoy for my 
fiancé.’ The manager stepped quickly out. 
 Johno stepped closer. ‘Is that … wise?’ he asked as he 
glanced at Beesely, who now stood and directed Johno and 
Otto to the end of his office. They huddled around the 
sleeping Thomas. Johno and Beesely waited, expectant 
looks at Otto. 
 Otto glanced at the faces then shrugged. ‘It is time this is 
dealt with,’ he whispered. 
 Johno glanced at Beesely, then back to Otto. ‘Dealt … 
with?’ 
 Otto took a reflective breath, running a hand down his 
tie. ‘Regardless of how this got started, we are a couple … 
she is four month’s pregnant. And … things … are more 
dangerous than before.’ 
 Johno raised his eyebrows in theatrical concern. ‘Lot 
more fucking dangerous,’ he whispered. 
 ‘Well,’ Beesely began. ‘How you do plan to … you 
know… handle this?’ 
 ‘I thought you might do the talking,’ Otto told Beesely. 
‘You are better … with people, than I am.’ 
 ‘Oh.’ Beesely straightened and glanced at Johno. Otto 
could not tell who was more surprised. Beesely said, ‘Of 
course, I’ll … er … do what I can, have a chat to her. Do 
you think she will … defect to our side?’ 
 ‘I bloody well hope so!’ Otto said in a forced whisper. 
‘We are half way through decorating a new apartment. And 
we have bought all the things for the baby!’ 
 Beesely offered him two flat hands, glancing at Johno. 
‘We’ll sort it. Have faith.’  

They turned and walked back, Johno muttering, ‘All we 
need is a lull in the fighting.’  

Thomas turned over, passed wind and started snoring. 
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 ‘He’s his father’s boy,’ Beesely commented, scowling at 
Johno. 
 ‘Hang on?’ Johno said with a studious look. Everyone 
focused on him. ‘What day is it?’ 
 ‘Saturday –’ Beesely began.  
 ‘Not any more,’ Otto cut in. ‘Now it is Sunday.’ 
 ‘Sunday morning?’ Johno queried. ‘Who the fuck would 
start a car bomb campaign on a Sunday morning – with no 
one about to get hurt?’ 
 Beesely eased back, looking perplexed, as did the rest. 
‘You’re right. The streets will be empty in London, no 
casualties. How very odd.’ 
 ‘Not really,’ Johno suggested with a wistful sigh. ‘They 
attacked in daylight last time.’ 
 ‘A distraction!’ Otto loudly proclaimed. 
 ‘Yes. But from what?’ Beesely reflected. 
 Johno inched closer to the desk. ‘From something that is 
probably a heck of a lot nastier than a dirty bomb!’ 
 Manager’s stood.  

Beesely followed suit. ‘A nuke?’ 
‘A small Russian nuke,’ Johno began. ‘Stolen to order 

with the complicity of the Russian Military.’ 
‘What?’ Otto gasped. 
‘Think about it,’ Johno encouraged. ‘They get to do to us 

what they’ve always wanted, but with no retaliation. They 
blame him, Luchenkov.’ 

Otto shook his head. ‘I still do not think that the 
Russians desire a conflict, they have too much invested in 
the West.’ 

‘Let’s hope you’re right,’ Beesely quietly let out. ‘But 
whatever he has planned, I’d bet the farm that it’s not a few 
lame car bombs.’  

He sat and faced Johno, waving down the managers 
‘OK, face fungus, you came up with the idea. What do you 
reckon he has planned?’ 
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Johno faced the managers. ‘All of you, get to your desks, 
get on the internet and find out if there are any large crowd 
events in London today. And then for Switzerland and 
Germany.’ 

They glanced at Beesely, who waved them out. The 
managers walked briskly out as Otto fired up the desk 
computer and started Google. With Beesely watching he 
entered ‘LONDON EVENTS 22 AUGUST’ and clicked on 
the SEARCH button. 

Five minutes later a manager came back in. ‘Sir, there is 
a concert in Hyde Park – estimated fifty thousand. And a 
boat race at 3pm on the river Thames.’ 

Otto studied his screen. ‘Yes, these are the biggest 
events.’ 

‘Hyde Park,’ Johno suggested from where he now sat. 
‘The boat race will have people spread out, not 
concentrated.’ 

Managers started to file back in as Beesely pressed 
CALL. ‘Metropolitan Police Chief, at home please.’ As he 
waited, managers settled again. 

‘Hello?’ came a croaky, half-asleep voice. 
‘Mr Tennent?’ 
‘Yes? Who’s this?’ 
‘My name is Sir Morris Beesely –’ 
‘Beesely? From Switzerland?’ 
‘Yes, Commissioner. Are you fully awake?’ 
‘Why are you waking me up? Is this un-official or 

something?’ 
‘No, quite official. Your boys have already found a car-

bomb in London, more to be expected today plus a large 
scale attack on the Hyde Park concert, possibly chemical or 
biological. And we haven’t ruled out the use of a small 
nuke.’ 

‘What?’ came back in a strained whisper.  
‘I’m afraid our good friend Boris Luchenkov has 

escaped prison and fled Russian. He’s setting off bombs all 
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over Europe and about to spoil your day off, 
Commissioner.’ 

‘My God.’ 
‘Here’s a suggestion for you. Close London today - all 

of it!’ 
‘What? Are you crazy?’ 

 ‘We don’t think Luchenkov has secured a nuclear 
device, but we’re still looking into that.’ 
 ‘Nuclear?’ 
 ‘Why don’t you get to your office and see what’s 
happening. Call me later, yes?’ He hung up. 
 ‘You enjoyed that,’ Johno suggested. ‘Frightening the 
poor copper.’ 
 ‘Sir?’ came from the desk phone. 
 ‘Yes.’ 
 ‘We have the IDs from the dead men in Bulgaria.’ 
 ‘Bring them in.’ He faced Otto. ‘It’s our best lead, so all 
resources on it.’ 

 
3 

 
Marco was not official K2, he was a civilian with a shop in 
Zug. But like many on the payroll he got a text message 
when the alert went out. Now he stood perched on the 
balcony of his apartment with a night-sight and a pair of 
binoculars. He noticed his neighbour and waved, the man 
also K2. 
 A car turned the corner and drove down their road 
towards the shops at the end. It slowed before speeding up, 
finally halting outside a block of flats. Two men jumped out 
and ran off, leaving the car doors wide open.  

Marco bolted down the stairs a second later, phone in 
hand. ‘Car bomb! Apartment building, end of Bahnhoff 
Strasser! Two men ran off, car open. They are running to the 
east.’ He ran as fast as he could towards the car, a seventy-
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five yard sprint, and towards the open driver’s door. He 
could hear distant, indistinct shouts as he climbed in.  
 The keys were in the ignition. With the door still open he 
started the car, fumbling with manual gears before speeding 
off with a screech loud enough to wake everyone for several 
streets. He drove straight ahead, fumbling to get second gear 
and picking up speed. As the bend in the road neared he 
made his choice. Through a wooden cattle-fence he crashed 
at speed, bumping across the hard dry grass and across the 
field. 
 
The explosion was so loud that it was not only heard by the 
compound guards, it was felt. Zug was now awake, 
thoroughly awake. 

 
* * * 

 
‘Car bomb! Car bomb!’ burst form the desk phone. 
‘Perimeter attack!’ Managers jumped up and ran out. 
 Beesely pressed a button. ‘I want Zug closed off, all 
roads, and a five mile exclusion zone.’  

He and Johno stood simultaneously, stepping to Otto. 
 ‘Where’s your woman’s convoy coming in?’ Johno 
delicately broached. 
 Otto lifted his phone and enquired, directing the convoy 
the long way around and to the rear of the camp. 
 A manager stepped back in. ‘Sir.’ Heytook a forced 
breath. ‘One of our people in Zug, he saw the car abandoned 
and jumped into it, drove it into a field before….’ The 
manager lowered his head. 
 ‘Fuck!’ Johno slowly let out, turning away. He kicked a 
cabinet. 
 ‘His name was … Marco,’ the manager informed them, 
his head still lowered as he turned and stepped out. 
  

* * * 
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Marco lifted his head and groaned before setting about 
pulling grass, dirt and blood from his aching nose. 
Fumbling, he eased up onto he knees and then stood, his 
ankle not wanting to take the weight. 
 Turning around he faced the burning car from where he 
had landed after jumping clear. He stood breathing heavily, 
his ears ringing. Distorted footsteps came from behind him, 
boots of men running along the road, his neighbour calling 
his name as four K2 guards ran to him. It sounded like he 
was underwater. 
 They stopped dead in front of him, looking him over 
before glancing at the wreckage of smouldering car, which 
was now twenty yards across the field and in a ditch. A 
burst of machine gun fire caught their attention, all now 
turning to face the town. One raised his phone and shouted 
for an update as Marco stumbled forwards. 
 

* * * 
 
‘Machine gun fire in Zug!’ burst from the desk phone. 
 Beesely and Otto sat, calling up the sensor grid. 
 ‘Sir?’ came from the phone. 
 ‘Yes?’ 
 ‘The man who moved the car bomb in Zug … he is 
alive.’ 
 ‘Alive?’ Beesely repeated. ‘Seriously injured?’ 
 ‘No, sir. He jumped clear.’ 
 Beesely glanced at Otto then turned to make eye contact 
with Johno.  

Johno tipped his head and smiled. ‘Good man,’ he 
loudly approved. 
 Beesely faced the phone. ‘Bring him to me.’ 
 ‘Yes, sir.’ 
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The spy who came in from the kitchen 
  

1 
 
Twenty minutes later Otto’s fiancé was escorted into 
Beesely’s office. Johno greeted her in French and then both 
shook and kissed her hand, adding in English: ‘You’re every 
bit as beautiful as Otto described.’ She blushed. ‘And you 
don’t give him any hassle. Do you have a sister?’ 
 Otto stepped closer. ‘If she did, I would protect the poor 
girl from you.’ 
 Johno grinned as Otto presented Marie to Beesely. ‘Herr 
Beesely, may I present my fiancé, Marie.’ 
 Beesely had stood as she had entered and now closed the 
distance, shaking her hand and considerately gesturing her 
towards a seat. ‘Would you like anything?’ 
 ‘I am OK for the moment,’ she answered, a soft French 
accent and near perfect English. She glanced twice at 
Thomas sat sleeping in the corner. Beesely and Otto sat, 
Johno tucking his MP5 out of sight. 
 ‘Apologies, my dear, for the circumstances of our first 
meeting,’ Beesely offered. 
 ‘What is happening?’ she asked, seemingly nervous for a 
DGSE spy. Or maybe that was part of the act, Johno 
considered as he studied her. 
 Beesely explained, ‘The Russian who attacked our bank 
before, Boris Luchenkov, has escaped prison in Russia and 
fled the country – now seemingly intent on revenge against 
us.’ 
 ‘Revenge?’ she queried. 
 Beesely glanced at Otto. ‘There is a great deal you don’t 
know about what we do, and we understand that Otto does 
not … inform you of day-to-day operations.’ She glanced 
from face to face and waited. Beesely eased back in his 
chair and took a breath. ‘We have some things to discuss, 
young lady, about your future with Otto.’ 
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 She focused on Otto, who now sat facing her like a K2 
employer, and not her fiancé. ‘My future?’ she repeated, one 
hand cradling her stomach bulge. 
 ‘First,’ Beesely began, ‘I would like to assure you that 
you are in no danger –’ 
 ‘Two agents shot!’ burst from the phone. ‘On the road to 
Zurich. We stopped another car bomb, sir.’ 
 ‘Thank you,’ Beesely said towards the phone, before 
focusing again on Marie. ‘Well, when I say no danger, I 
mean no danger from us, K2, no matter what happens today 
… or what you choose to do with your future.’ 
 ‘I don’t understand, sir. What choices about my future? 
When I went to bed last night I had a fiancé and a baby on 
the way!’ 
 Beesely glanced at Johno, who lowered his gaze. ‘We 
know who you really are.’ He waited. 
 She reddened around the cheeks a little, glancing briefly 
at Otto, who sat looking at his shoes. ‘Who I am, sir?’ 
 ‘French Secret Service,’ Johno calmly stated. 
 She stared directly at Beesely, looking terrified. 
 ‘You have nothing to fear, young lady. Any time you 
request it you can be transported to Paris, or back to your 
apartment in Zurich. You will not be harmed.’ 
 ‘Did you find out today?’ she asked, now somewhat 
more composed. 
 ‘No,’ Beesely answered. ‘Otto has always known.’ 
 She faced him, surprised. ‘You did?’ 
 Otto nodded, seeming a little embarrassed. 
 ‘Why go along with it?’ she asked Otto directly, clearly 
puzzled. 
 Otto swallowed. ‘At first … Gunter wanted me to keep 
an eye on you,’ Otto delicately explained. ‘But after … after 
I liked you and wanted to stay with you. Gunter did not 
object because he believed I was giving you false 
information about us, which pleased him.’ 
 ‘And were you?’ she asked. 
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 ‘At the beginning,’ Otto admitted. ‘After some months I 
was just careful in what I said. And careful in what I took 
home.’ 
 ‘Oh,’ she let out, glancing from one face to the next. 
‘And what will happen to me now?’ 
 ‘Now you decide,’ Johno told her. 
 ‘Decide what?’ she puzzled. 
 Johno answered, ‘Decide if you want to stay with Otto, 
knowing that we know. And that you know … we know … 
about you.’ 
 Otto glared at Johno as Marie faced Beesely.  

Beesely offered her a large gallic shrug. ‘Otto has known 
for three years, so another three won’t bother him. Or us. 
Otto wishes to marry you and raise the child, so I dare say 
he is quite fond of you. What matters, is what you wish to 
do, given that this is now out in the open.’ 

She frowned slightly. ‘You are not concerned … that I 
work for the French Government?’ 

‘Not especially, my dear,’ Beesely admitted in a 
resigned tone. ‘We have … bigger problems.’ 

As if by divine timing his desk phone burst to life. ‘Sir, 
car bomb intercepted in Bern.’ 

‘Thank you.’ Beesely eased back and waited, Marie 
staring at the phone.  

‘Otto would like, very much, for you to stay,’ Johno 
informed her. ‘All relationships have their secrets and 
problems, yours is no different to most.’ Everyone focused 
on him. ‘OK,’ he admitted after taking in their looks. ‘It’s a 
bit odd. But compared to some couples, you being a spy is a 
small problem. I wouldn’t kick you out of bed.’ 
 ‘Johno?’ Otto quietly called, a scolding look. 
 ‘You know what I mean,’ Johno quickly added. ‘There 
are worse problems you could face.’ 

‘Quite,’ Beesely interrupted. 
‘Sir?’ burst from the phone. 
‘Yes?’ Beesely answered. 
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‘Sir, a high-ranking delegation from the French is on its 
way, they will be here in twenty minutes.’ 

‘OK.’ Beesely jabbed a button, lifting his head to Marie. 
‘This visit has nothing to do with you, I am … reasonably 
sure.’ 

Johno eased forwards in his seat and towards Marie. 
‘Are you in regular contact with them, if you don’t mind me 
asking?’ 

She studied him for a moment. ‘No. And I was never 
DGSE. I was recruited for this … task, in university.’ 

Beesely lowered his head and sighed. ‘What hold do 
they have over you?’ he knowingly enquired, suddenly 
saddened. 

She also lowered her head. ‘In university I took some 
drugs … drove my car and killed an old man,’ she softly 
admitted. ‘I should have got six years in prison.’ 

‘Standard recruitment tactics,’ Beesely commented. 
Then he offered, ‘We could make that go away.’ 

She lifted her head. ‘Why?’ she coldly asked. 
‘Because Otto means a lot to us, and you mean a lot to 

him,’ Beesely stated. ‘It’s that simple. You look after him, 
he looks after me.’ 

‘Who looks after me?’ Johno asked. 
Thomas, still asleep in the chair at the end of the office, 

mumbled something and turned over. 
‘He does,’ Beesely said, pointing. 
‘Wanna swap?’ Johno asked. 
‘No,’ Beesely firmly replied. ‘You two are a match made 

in heaven. All the rotten eggs in one basket!’ 
Marie allowed herself a smile. ‘I have heard much of 

you,’ she told Johno. ‘Otto does a very good impression of 
you.’ 

Johno pointed at Otto whilst addressing Marie. ‘He … 
does an impression of me?’ 

She tried to suppress a grin. ‘He has the fake 
moustache… and he does the accent very well.’ 
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Johno focused on Otto. ‘Oh, he does … does he?’ 
‘To business,’ Beesely interrupted. ‘Marie, you do not 

have to make up your mind right now, but we would like 
you to join the family.’ 

‘Family?’ 
‘This’ll be awkward,’ Johno muttered. 
Beesely faced Otto, a slight shrug issued. Otto shrugged 

back. Beesely straightened, running a hand down his tie. 
‘Marie, Otto is my son.’ 

She stared back for several seconds, her brow creasing. 
‘No, he cannot be.’ 

‘I am,’ Otto informed her. ‘And so is the ugly man next 
to you.’ Johno waved and smiled, childlike.  

‘You seem more shocked than when we confronted you 
for being a spy,’ Beesely pointed out. 

‘How can this be?’ she queried. 
Johno explained, ‘In 1963 Gunter sent his new young 

wife to England to try and recruit Beesely, Otto was the 
result. Then Gunter killed Otto’s mother, raising him as his 
own – but cutting him out of the will. Gunter met with an … 
accident and the will disappeared. Now we are here.’ 

She straightened, surprised. ‘This was a British 
Intelligence manoeuvre?’ 

‘Nope,’ Johno teased. ‘This was an Otto manoeuvre. He 
planned the whole thing.’ 

She faced him, shocked. ‘I would not have believed it.’ 
Now Otto straightened, his professional Swiss pride 

obviously stung. ‘Why?’ he firmly demanded. 
‘You are … so quiet. So soft.’ 
‘Soft?’ Otto repeated, clearly not happy with the label. 
Johno laughed. ‘This is more like it, proper family chit-

chat!’ 
‘Marie,’ Beesely interrupted, fearing the start of a family 

row. ‘Do you wish to stay with Otto … if we can make your 
past history disappear?’ 
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‘I’m not raising a child by myself!’ she angrily stated. 
Softer, she added, ‘And he’s a very good cook.’ 

‘Really?’ Johno asked. ‘So how come you two have 
never invited me around for a good meal?’ 

Otto stated, ‘I would not have you in my home.’ 
Johno focused on him. ‘What’s that supposed to mean?’ 
‘I have seen the mess in the dungeon!’ 
‘Dungeon?’ Marie muttered to herself. 
‘That’s not my mess!’ Johno protested. ‘That’s Thomas.’ 
‘Hah!’ Beesely let out. 
Four voices start to speak at the same time, over-lapping. 

 
2 

 
Otto welcomed the French delegation into Beesely’s office, 
Marie off to sleep on a camp bed in a storeroom in the 
command centre, discreetly out of the way. Four men in 
dark blue suits walked in, introduced one at a time; the 
French Ambassador to Switzerland, his Military Attaché, 
plus two men in their forties that had names but, curiously, 
no job titles or descriptions. The group had just driven down 
from Bern. 
 Beesely sat and ordered French coffee, tea and an 
assortment of cakes and biscuits as the delegation all 
glanced in turn at the boy with a holstered pistol sleeping in 
a chair at the end of the room. Johno wandered in with his 
MP5 slung, looking the new arrivals rudely up and own 
before sitting on the cabinet behind Beesely. Otto finally 
closed the door. 
 ‘Gentlemen, welcome to Schloss Diane and K2,’ 
Beesely began. ‘I assume you can all speak English. If not, I 
will speak French.’ 
 ‘We all understand English,’ the Ambassador responded, 
a diplomatic smile and slight head tip. 
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 ‘Good, good. So, to business, gentlemen. May I enquire 
as to your reason for this –’ he checked his watch. ‘- very 
early meeting?’ 
 ‘First, Mister Beesely,’ the Ambassador began. ‘Perhaps 
an explanation from you. We came through ten roadblocks 
to get here, and half of Bern seems to be awake and on the 
move? And your facility here has many hundreds of soldiers 
seemingly on alert.’ 
 ‘Boris Luchenkov,’ Beesely carefully mouthed. 
 The visitors glanced at each other. 
 ‘Luchenkov is in prison,’ the man named as Henri stated. 
He was a fit, tanned and robust looking man in his mid 
forties. 
 ‘Not as of yesterday, he isn’t,’ Beesely informed them. 
‘He escaped prison and has fled Russia – hell bent on 
revenge against us.’ 
 The visitors again glanced at each other.  
 ‘We did not know that,’ Henri admitted. 
 Beesely tipped his head. ‘Perhaps, gentlemen, if we had 
a better working relationship – then we would have 
informed you of it.’ 
 ‘You knew yesterday?’ the man introduced as Pascal 
enquired. 
 ‘We are very well informed,’ Beesely pointed out, 
stretching the truth by a few hours. 
 ‘This man, Luchenkov,’ their Ambassador began, ‘He 
has sent people to attack you, here, like before?’ 
 ‘Yes. But this time, hopefully, not with French 
assistance.’ 
 The four men straightened, their ministries still reeling 
from the political fall-out. 
 ‘We did not … assist this man,’ Henri insisted. 
 ‘You didn’t stop him,’ Beesely quickly countered. 
 ‘Our undercover agents are, as you say, deep cover 
agents. They observe, without interfering,’ Henri explained. 
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 ‘It is also true,’ their Ambassador began, glancing at the 
other men, ‘that we, as a Government, we not so happy with 
Herr Gunter and K2 – in previous years.’ 
 ‘That, I can understand,’ Beesely conceded. ‘But, 
hopefully, now you realise that we are not the same 
organisation.’ 
 ‘Now you are a front for British and American 
Intelligence,’ Pascal suggested. 
 ‘We are a front … for ourselves,’ Beesely corrected him. 
‘If our aims, and our projects, fall in line with those of 
Britain and America, then we co-operate with them. But we 
do not take orders from anyone. And, if there is some small 
project that your government desires assistance with then we 
shall be only too glad to assist.’ 
 ‘That is odd,’ Pascal sarcastically stated. ‘Since we are 
now clearing up the mess from a car-bomb at the DGSE 
headquarters in Paris –’ 
 ‘A bit slack,’ Johno commented. 
 Pascal squinted towards him. ‘You are the one called 
Johno?’ 
 ‘And thankfully,’ Beesely interrupted, ‘there is only one 
like him.’  

Johno grinned at the visitors. 
 ‘A bit slack?’ Pascal repeated, carefully pronouncing the 
words. 
 ‘To let someone drive a car-bomb up to your 
headquarters,’ Johno explained. ‘Were your guards asleep?’ 
 Pascal did not look happy, staring back at Johno. 
 ‘This car,’ Henri explained, ‘had Swiss number plates. 
Registered in Zug … to you.’ 
 ‘Clever move,’ Johno stated. 
 ‘Quite,’ Beesely agreed, facing Otto. ‘Luchenkov 
probably knows we don’t get along with our French 
cousins.’ 
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 Pascal eased forwards. ‘Given the other car bombs going 
off, perhaps someone here saw the opportunity to … even a 
score.’ 
 Otto eased forwards. ‘How many people were killed?’ 
 ‘None,’ Pascal answered. ‘Luckily.’ 
 ‘Then the car bomb was not us,’ Otto coldly suggested. 
‘If we wanted you dead, the whole building would have 
gone – with you in it. And on a busy Monday morning, not 
the middle of a Saturday night.’ 
 The French stopped dead and blinked, their Ambassador 
aghast at Otto’s comments. 
 ‘Sir,’ came from the phone. ‘Gun battle five miles north, 
heavy weapons used.’ 
 ‘Thank you.’ 
 ‘There is danger here?’ their Ambassador asked, now 
concerned. 
 ‘You tell me?’ Johno stated, standing and then resting 
against the cabinet. ‘Any French mercenaries on their way? 
Any staging areas on the French border?’ 
 Beesely hadn’t taken his eyes off the French; he waited 
for a response from the guests. The Ambassador turned to 
his people. And also waited. 
 ‘We have no information of any such attack planned,’ 
Henri insisted, his head half turned to the Ambassador and 
talking out of the side of his mouth. 
 ‘Missile launched! Incoming missile!’ burst from the 
phone, an alarm sounding a second later. 
 Johno eased away from the cabinet, the blast causing 
him to wobble on his feet, the lights flickering on-and-off 
for a second before emergency lighting kicked in. A dull 
rumble reverberated around the room for many seconds, 
ceiling tiles falling down or hanging at odd angles, dust 
drifting down in grey, ghostly swirls in the reduced lighting. 
Then came a deathly silence, its effect enhanced by the dim 
light. 



40 

Johno quickly lifted the Ambassador up from where the 
man dropped down, everyone’s attention now focused on 
the ceiling. They were, after all, underground. 
 ‘That was big,’ Johno got out as he also studied the 
ceiling. He pressed a button on the desk phone. ‘Where did 
the missile hit?’ 
 Coughing could be heard, followed by a rasping voice. 
‘The cliff top, sir.’ 
 The French all now stood, still watching the ceiling as if 
it may suddenly cave in. 
 Otto tried calling up images on the computer, finding 
none. ‘Outside cameras are destroyed.’ He selected a camera 
from the cliff-top and clicked REWIND. When he got 
something other than static he clicked through single frame 
images as Johno and Beesely closed in. 
 ‘There,’ Johno stated. They studied the freeze frame. 
‘That’s a cruise missile.’ 
 ‘Cruise missile?’ Beesely repeated, the French trying to 
get a look. 
 ‘That’s an old Russian cruise missile,’ Henri stated, a 
concerned glance at his colleagues. 
 ‘Sir!’ burst from the phone. 
 ‘Yes?’ 
 ‘Sir, the missile was fired from the back of a lorry. We 
killed the men at the lorry, seven of them, four guards 
wounded.’ 
 ‘Well done.’ 
 ‘My God!’ Pascal stated. ‘They fired that from the back 
of a lorry?’ 
 ‘They were supposed to be air-launched,’ Henri pointed 
out. ‘They must have made a slide-ramp for it.’ 
 ‘Beesely,’ came a strained English voice, one of the ex-
SAS, but not a voice Johno recognised. 
 ‘Yes?’ Beesely answered, sitting back down. 
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 ‘The top of the castle has gone. Everyone in the 
restaurant is dead.’ Beesely slowly eased back up, his mouth 
opening. ‘Eight troopers were in there … with Kev.’ 

Johno barged past the visitors and ran out the door. 
‘Medics!’ he screamed as he ran along the walkway and 
towards the command centre’s heavy metal doors, guards 
following. At the second turn of the stairwell he met a 
trooper dragging an injured man. He stopped for just a 
second. ‘Get him to the great hall!’ 
 He bound up the stairs through the darkness, two a time. 
Another corner and another man being dragged, the smoke 
and dust thickening with each turn of the stairwell. At the 
top of the stairs he could not proceed further, the floor 
covered in dead and dying men. He lifted the first man by 
his harness.  

‘Drag them down!’ he shouted at the guards as they 
bumped into him, blinded by the smoke and lack of 
illumination. Six men were dragged past him, Johno now 
conscious of the sound of unseen flames and the heat of a 
fire. He could also feel blasts of damp night air; the roof had 
gone. He lifted his phone. ‘Fire fighters to the restaurant! 
Night sights and breathing apparatus!’ 
 Straining to breath he had no choice but to retreat, 
feeling his way back down and stumbling over the debris. 
Stopping more guards on the way up he ordered them to 
wait for the fire fighters. 
 In the foyer he grabbed Mr Freiserling. ‘Were any of 
your staff up there?’ he barked. 
 ‘No, sir. With the alert they are down here,’ Mr 
Freizerling informed him. 
 In the great hall medics were now assisting troopers, the 
wounded men laid-out on the huge wooden tables. The first 
three were seriously hurt by falling masonry and stones, one 
lay badly burnt on the face and hands, three more were sat 
upright and being tended for small cuts. Between two tables 
three feet stuck out from under a black plastic sheet. 



42 

 ‘Who are they?’ Johno asked, pointing. 
 ‘Billy, Whisper and Masey,’ a trooper coughed out. 
 Johno took a big breath and lowered his head, closing his 
eyes for a moment. ‘All Kev’s team.’ 
 ‘Take a look outside,’ the same trooper enigmatically 
suggested. 
 Johno stiffened, suddenly concerned, turning and 
running through the courtyard as a dozen guards were 
dragged in. Outside of the drawbridge he grabbed a guard. 
‘What happened to them?’ A long line of guards were now 
either limping, or being carried towards, the castle. 
 ‘They were near the castle when the missile hit. Rocks 
went two hundred yards, raining down on everyone, 
smashing through walls and windows. I think we have fifty, 
sixty wounded – some dead.’ 
 Johno lifted his phone. ‘This is Johno. Get the wounded 
to the tunnels, the castle is on fire. If we get another missile 
the castle will go, burying everyone!’ 
 Two vehicles pulled up and eight instructors from the 
‘funny farm’ jumped down. 
 ‘Where do you need us?’ Big Dave bellowed. 
 ‘Get inside, strip the kit off the dead and wounded and 
get back out here,’ Johno shouted. The ‘old crazies’ ran 
inside. 
 Johno breathed in the cool damp fog, not being able to 
see more than ten yards, the top of the castle obscured. He 
could just make out flickering flames distorted through the 
dense fog. Into his phone he ordered, ‘Send Alpha and 
Bravo squadrons to Zug to protect the families. Send Charlie 
squadron up the mountain and Delta to me. Send me all able 
bodied and remaining SAS troopers, front of the castle. 
Have doctors and nurses brought from Zug.’ 
 ‘Johno?’ came a distorted voice. ‘Cliff top.’ 
 ‘Cliff top, go ahead.’ 
 ‘Johno, we’re all down,’ the voice croaked. 
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 ‘Cliff top, make your way down the hill – we’ll send 
help when we can.’ He re-dialled. ‘Send reserve cliff-top 
troop up the cliff, the existing team is injured. And a medic 
or two if you can spare them.’ 
 ‘Yes, sir.’ 
 He re-dialled. ‘Beesely?’ 
 ‘Yes, we’re here, we’ve been listening in.’ 
 ‘Four or more dead and sixty wounded. So far.’ 
 Beesely paused. ‘Understood.’ 
 ‘I’m going to co-ordinate things from here. Oh, and 
Beesely – another hit like that and we’ll be in serious shit. If 
that missile had hit a castle window instead of the cliff face 
… we’d have sixty dead.’ 
 ‘What can we do against that?’ Beesely asked. 
 ‘Fog is too thick for our Apaches. So start praying. Out.’ 
 ‘Johno?’ came from his phone. 
 ‘Yes?’ 
 ‘Aircraft approaching.’ 
 ‘In this weather?’ he loudly challenged. ‘Can you reach 
it on the radio?’ He peered up into the dark. 
 ‘No response, sir. Our people on the other side of the 
lake say it sounds like a small Cessna.’ 
 ‘Cut all outside lights!’ Johno barked. ‘Surface to air 
missiles to the front of the castle and any spare fifty cal’s. 
The cliff top anti-aircraft is out of commission, not that they 
could hit a lot in this fucking weather!’ 
 The lights went out, just illumination from car headlights 
remaining as the wounded were ferried in. But Johno could 
see an orange glow coming from the castle roof. He grabbed 
a guard. 
 ‘Get those fucking fires put out! It’s like a beacon to any 
attacking aircraft, they’ll use it as a target!’ 
 The ‘old crazies’ re-appeared, now with harnesses and 
weapons. 
 ‘Where d‘ya want us?’ Big Dave asked. 
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 ‘Right behind me,’ Johno told them, giving them a quick 
once over. Two guards rushed out with fifty calibre rifles, 
struggling to carry ammunition boxes. ‘Here!’ Johno said, 
pointing to two Range Rovers. ‘Set them up on the side of 
the vehicles so that you can fire upwards. We won’t see the 
aircraft till it’s right on us.’ 
 Two Range Rovers pulled up and unloaded their 
wounded. They were about to drive away when Johno 
flagged them down. ‘Drive this car to the grass near the 
West Gate and set fire to it.’ 
 ‘What? Are you crazy?’ the driver protested. 
 ‘We need a decoy for the aircraft coming in. Something 
for them to bomb!’ 
 The driver considered it for a moment, finally driving 
off. The second vehicle inched forwards, the driver’s 
window down. He had heard the previous exchange. 
 ‘What about me?’ the driver asked. 
 Johno pointed towards the park that slopped down 
towards the lake. ‘Bottom of the park, set fire to it.’ 
 The vehicle turned onto the grass and headed down 
through the park, navigating around the benches. 
 Johno lifted his phone. ‘Tell the pill boxes we’re setting 
fire to a vehicle at the bottom of the park. In fact, tell the 
pill-box guards to exit with their fifty cal’s and machine 
guns and set-up ready to fire at an aircraft.’ 
 ‘Yes, sir.’ 
 ‘Will that fool an aircraft?’ Big Dave asked, peering up 
into the fog. 
 ‘Fuck knows,’ Johno replied. ‘But that fire on the castle 
is probably visible for three hundred yards. If they’ve got 
night sights, visible for ten fucking miles!’ 
 Big Dave made eye contact. ‘If they’re flying in this 
weather they’ve something other than ‘dead reckoning’. 
They must have fucking shit-hot GPS … or night sights.’ 
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 Johno sighed. ‘For that cruise missile to hit so accurately 
it must have had a modern GPS guidance system hard-wired 
to it.’ 
 ‘Altitude was wrong,’ Big Dave pointed out. ‘They hit 
two hundred feet too high.’ 
 ‘Then let’s hope this fucking plane hits the same spot.’ 
 ‘Suicide pilot?’ Big Dave asked. 
 ‘No. Unmanned, I reckon.’ 
 Big Dave gave Johno a look. ‘With fifty cal’s and night 
sights you’ll be lucky to hit it at four hundred yards.’ Johno 
agreed with a nod as he lit up. ‘Which means its momentum 
will make it smack down right here.’ Dave pointed at the 
floor between them. 
 ‘Fucking optimist,’ Johno sighed. 
 ‘Surface-to-air missiles!’ a guard shouted as six men 
carried three heavy plastic cases out of the castle. 
 ‘Set-up in the park,’ Johno shouted. ‘Just over there.’ 
The guards hobbled as best they could with the awkward 
boxes. 
 ‘Will they lock-on in this weather?’ Big Dave asked, 
watching them go. 
 ‘Front of a Cessna is the warmest part,’ Johno suggested. 
He took a drag. ‘Fingers crossed.’ 
 ‘Johno?’ called Simon, the senior guard. 
 Johno spun around. ‘Simon? When did you get here?’ 
 ‘While ago. Number One Company is formed and 
kitted.’ 
 ‘Excellent. Get them in the tunnels till they’re needed. 
Another missile strike and we’ll lose a lot of people if 
they’re all bunched-up out here.’ Simon nodded and headed 
back inside. ‘Oh, Simon,’ Johno called. ‘Is that East tunnel 
finished?’ 
 ‘Not fully, but we can use it.’ 
 Johno gave Simon a ‘thumbs up’ gesture. 
 ‘How many people you got?’ Big Dave asked. 
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 ‘Here? Front line guards? Three hundred. Sixty of which 
are already down. Our best two squadrons are in the town.’ 
 ‘Is that … wise?’ Big Dave challenged. 
 ‘I’d rather lose people here than families in the town. If 
the town gets hit the moral of this lot goes out the window 
and they all go home looking for loved ones in the rubble.’ 

‘Good point,’ Big Dave conceded. 
‘Aircraft approaching!’ someone shouted. 
‘Get ready!’ Johno shouted to the men around the front 

of the castle. Guards took up station behind the line of 
Range Rovers, weapons trained on the unseen approaching 
aircraft.  

Johno lifted his phone. ‘All stations. Incoming!’ He 
jogged to the middle of the tarmac. ‘Missiles? You ready?’ 

‘Yes,’ came back, the men unseen. ‘We have a lock.’ 
‘Fire one missile!’ Johno shouted. 

 Two seconds later a bright flash and loud ‘whoosh’ 
signalled the launch. Then silence, everyone straining to 
hear. A dull bang registered with the men, echoing off the 
hills several times. 
 ‘Did we get it?’ Big Dave shouted. 
 Johno turned and shrugged, becoming conscious of a 
whistling sound followed by a splash. 
 ‘It’s in the lake,’ a voice shouted out of the darkness, 
coming from the direction of a pillbox. A cheer went up. 
Followed a second later by two thousand pounds of High 
Explosive detonating. 
 A wall of white mist hit Johno, knocking him off his 
feet, along with many of the other men. The Range Rovers 
wobbled, bending with the blast and then bouncing back, 
windows blowing in at the office block fifty yards to the 
west. 
 Stunned and temporarily deafened, Johno struggled to 
ease up, suddenly drenched by a wall of water hitting him 
and knocking him back down. On his stomach now he tried 
to look towards the line of vehicles as sheet after sheet of 
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water rained down. Then a small branch hit him on the head 
as a torrent of mud descended. Fighting to breath air, and 
not water, he struggled to his knees and started forwards, 
crawling between two cars and stopping when his path 
became blocked by Big Dave. 
 ‘Shit!’ Big Dave let out, their faces almost touching. 
  Something heavy hit the bonnet of the nearest vehicle. 
Then they both looked down at a large fish, its tail 
thrashing, its mouth opening and closing as it gasped. 
 Dave helped Johno to his feet, the two men soaking wet 
and covered in mud. ‘Check for wounded,’ Big Dave 
shouted towards the nearest men as Johno wobbled, 
unsteady on his feet. 
 ‘Pill … box … men,’ Johno managed to get out, 
coughing out mud. 
 Big Dave ordered the men forwards, a guard taking 
Johno inside. 

 
3 

 
‘Dear god!’ the Ambassador slowly let out as two guards 
‘dropped’ Johno into a chair. 
 Beesely pointed at a guard. ‘Go down to the dungeon 
and bring some fresh clothes for Johno.’ 
 Pascal turned to Henri, a slight frown. ‘Dungeon?’ 
 Otto assisted Johno remove his clothes; his jacket, his 
shoulder holster placed on the desk, his shoes and trousers 
and then his shirt – all going straight into a large plastic bag. 
 Beesely could not be sure what shook the French the 
most, Johno’s scars or the smell of the lake mud. He pressed 
a button. ‘Vodka Red Bull for Johno. A double!’ 
 Their Ambassador glanced at the phone then raised his 
head. ‘We should make contact with our government and 
the embassy, let them know we are alright.’ 
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 ‘Your mobile phones will work just fine down here,’ 
Beesely pointed out. ‘There are boosters. But I am afraid it 
is not safe for you to leave just yet.’ 
 Stood just in his Simpson’s shorts Johno grabbed a 
lukewarm coffee and downed it in one, observed wide-eyed 
by the French, before slouching down into his seat as Otto 
offered tissues and a towel. Sat semi-naked, Johno wiped his 
face, hair and moustache. With Pascal and Henri using their 
mobiles at the opposite end of the room to the sleeping 
Thomas, Johno slowly recovered. 
 ‘You OK?’ Beesely finally asked. 
 Johno held his nose and blew, clearing his ears. ‘Better. 
Ears still a bit funny. Good job that ordnance went off in the 
lake, or I’d be dead.’ 
 Otto had been disposing of Johno’s clothes, but now 
swung his head around to face Johno as the French 
Ambassador used tissue to clean a cut on Johno’s head. 
 Johno continued, ‘If it had hit the park we would have 
lost thirty … fifty people.’ 
 The Ambassador stopped dead and glanced at Beesely. 
 ‘We were lucky,’ Beesely commented. ‘Using that fog to 
attack us was a good idea of theirs.’ 
 Johno raised a finger. ‘Which gives me an idea.’ He 
faced Otto. ‘Get the weather reports for the past few days 
and the forecast for the next week.’ 
 With a curious frown, Otto stepped out. 
 ‘Something?’ Beesely asked Johno. 
 ‘Been thinking about those car bombs, being placed at 
3am on a fucking Sunday morning. If I didn’t know better 
I’d say they were done now, at this time, for minimum 
casualties.’ 
 ‘Or,’ Beesely considered, ‘they were launched to 
coincide with the attack on us, here, weather permitting.’ 
 ‘Weather permitting?’ the Ambassador repeated.  

His Military Attaché closed in. ‘This weather will suit 
certain types of terrorist action – like assembling a launcher 
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and missile. Doing it at night and in the fog helps them not 
to be detected. And if the missile is pre-programmed they 
need not worry where they are when they launch.’ 
 ‘Precisely,’ Beesely agreed. ‘We might have shot down 
that Cessna with our Apaches had it been a clear night. And 
had a better chance with the weapons we have here.’ 
 ‘Good weather favours the defenders,’ the Attaché 
suggested, ‘not the attackers.’ 
 ‘So they waited,’ Johno commented, still cleaning his 
face. He suddenly sat upright. ‘Last night, when I was 
driving back from the town, the fog – it came down around 
8pm!’ 
 ‘That’s right,’ Beesely agreed. ‘So why wait till 3am?’ 
 ‘Fewer people on the streets?’ the Ambassador ventured. 
 ‘Don’t make sense,’ Johno commented, staring out of 
focus. 
 ‘Why?’ the Ambassador challenged. ‘Less chance of 
being seen by the police.’ 
 ‘And less chance of hurting anyone,’ Johno countered. 
‘What the fuck is the point of setting off a car-bomb, if all 
you do is make a loud noise?’ he stood as a guard handed 
him clothes, starting to dress. 
 ‘It’s a puzzler,’ Beesely commented. 
 Pascal and Henri re-joined the group. 
 ‘Your forces on alert?’ Beesely enquired, glancing at the 
men from under his eyebrows. 
 ‘We have … taken steps,’ Pascal admitted. 
 Johno faced him. ‘Hey, dick head,’ he quietly called, 
stepping closer to the man. ‘We didn’t send that car bomb to 
Paris, and we don’t do stuff like that. Verstehe?’ 
 Pascal simply tipped his head and sat as Johno finished 
dressing. 
 ‘Sir?’ came from the phone. 
 ‘Yes?’ 
 ‘Dame Helen, sir.’ 
 ‘Put her through.’ 
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 ‘Beesely?’ came the dry voice of Dame Helen. 
 ‘Yes, my dear. Are you in your office?’ 
 ‘Just got in. We found another car bomb in London.’ 
 ‘Got some news for you,’ Beesely sombrely stated. 
 ‘What’s happened?’ she asked, now concerned. 
 ‘We got hit by a cruise missile … and a plane packed 
with explosives.’ 
 ‘My God, any wounded?’ 
 Beesely rubbed his forehead. ‘About a dozen dead and a 
hundred wounded.’ 
 ‘Dear … God.’ 
 ‘The top of the castle is gone, and on fire.’ 
 ‘Are you OK? And Johno?’ 
 ‘Johno got blown up, but he’s OK, he’s here.’ 
 ‘Watcha babes?’ Johno shouted. 
 ‘Hello Helen,’ Otto added, leaning towards the desk 
phone. 
 ‘What comes next, Beesely?’ she asked. ‘We’re making 
plans to close central London.’ 
 ‘We have some French visitors, Helen. Their 
Ambassador and some DGSE gentlemen.’ 
 ‘Good luck with those morons.’ 
 Beesely closed his eyes for a moment, rubbing his 
forehead. ‘Helen, when I say with us, I mean … in the 
room.’ 
 ‘Oh. Apologies Ambassador.’ 
 ‘And this is?’ the Ambassador enquired. 
 ‘Dame Helen Eddington-Small, director of MI6, 
London,’ Beesely informed the peeved-looking French. 
 ‘Thanks Beesely,’ Helen sarcastically offered. ‘You 
could have told them I was your aunt.’ 
 ‘An aunt … interested in London car bombs, at 4am?’ 
Beesely toyed. 
 ‘Any more intel’?’ she asked. 
 ‘I’ll call when there is. TTFN.’ He hung up. 
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 ‘You have a close working relationship with the current 
director of MI6,’ the Ambassador observed. 
 ‘She assisted us greatly in dealing with a rouge element 
of the CIA.’ 
 ‘So we have been piecing together,’ Pascal indicated. 
 Beesely focused on the man, offering a stern look. ‘If 
there are any … pieces missing, just ask me,’ he stated, an 
edge to his voice. ‘You’ll find us … quite co-operative.’ 
 The French glanced at each other as ‘Sir!’ burst from the 
phone.  
 Beesely sighed and pressed a button. ‘Yes?’ 
 ‘Car bombs have gone off in England, sir.’ 
 ‘Gone off?’ he queried. ‘Or been found?’ 
 ‘These have exploded, sir.’ The French eased closer to 
the desk. ‘The two bridges over a river called The Severn –’ 
Johno snapped his head around, a horrified look. ‘- and the 
bridges are damaged and closed. Also a train tunnel under 
one of the bridges and another bridge on a road called the 
M50.’ 
 Johno met Beesely’s astonished look, closing in. ‘Both 
bridges, the train tunnel and the M50? They’ve cut Wales 
off from England!’ 
 ‘And the economic fall out will be in the billions,’ 
Beesely stated, barely above a whisper as he stared out of 
focus. 
 ‘They knew exactly where to hit,’ Johno cursed, kicking 
over his chair and frightening the French. 
 ‘I know these bridges,’ Otto suggested, a stunned look. 
‘We flew over them when we went to the funeral. They 
are… massive. They will take years to rebuild!’ 
 Beesely pressed a button. ‘I want accurate damage 
assessments made of those bridges. And fly twenty of our 
administrators and facilitators to England, along with 
protection. Straight away.’ 
 ‘Yes, sir.’ 
 Beesely eased back and rubbed his face. 
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 ‘I am sorry,’ the Ambassador offered. ‘I know these 
bridges as well, and the chaos they will cause on Monday 
morning. It will be like … closing all the bridges across the 
Seine at the same time. Devastating.’ 
 Now fully dressed, Johno lifted his MP5 and slung it. 
‘I’ll be outside.’ 
 
The great hall came as a shock. Johno stepped slowly 
through, listening to the groans of guards and troopers being 
attended by dozens of medics. He followed a stretcher out to 
the road and stood observing as the wounded guard was 
loaded into an ambulance. 
 ‘You OK?’ a wet and muddy Big Dave asked.  

Simon walked past, stopped and looked Johno over 
before walking quickly back inside. 
 ‘I’ll live,’ Johno quietly let out, accepting a cigarette 
from a trooper. ‘Any intruders spotted?’ 
 ‘No,’ the trooper responded. ‘Search teams five miles 
out. So far … nothing. But in this weather they wouldn’t 
find them unless they stood on them.’ 
 Johno took a drag, nodding to himself. 
 ‘The pill box guys are sore and stunned, but OK,’ Big 
Dave reported, his face still muddied. ‘The guy who set fire 
to his car down there isn’t so good, but he’ll live. His fire 
was fucking short lived. Still, the blast put the fires on the 
roof out.’ 
 Johno glanced up at the castle. The fog had cleared a 
little, no sign of anything burning. 
 ‘Johno!’ burst from his phone.  

He lifted it. ‘Yeah?’ 
‘Aircraft approaching.’ 
Johno lowered his phone. ‘Incoming! Aircraft 

approaching!’ Men started to run. He grabbed a guard. 
‘Clear those ambulances out of here, then no more till I say. 
Get everyone deep inside.’ He faced Big Dave. ‘What 
happened to the fifty cals’?’ 
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‘Being cleaned over there! Covered in fucking mud!’  
They ran across the tarmac to two guards and a trooper 

sat cleaning two fifty cal’s.  
‘Get them assembled and ready!’ Johno shouted. ‘What 

about the second missile?’ 
‘Knackered,’ a trooper reported. 
Johno led Dave by the arm, back to the drawbridge. He 

lifted his phone. ‘Cliff-top! Report status!’ 
‘Cliff-top here. We have two fifty cal’s and three 

surface-to-air missiles, plus two heavy machineguns.’ 
‘Get ready, aircraft approaching! As soon as you get a 

lock, you fire. Out.’ He ran into the courtyard. ‘Incoming! 
Get inside!’ 
 The wounded, now in the process of being stretchered 
out, got turned around, their ambulances departing without 
them. Back outside Johno counted four troopers and ten 
guards, an assortment of weapons pointed skywards, plus 
Big Dave’s group of eight ‘old crazies’. 
 ‘Second time lucky?’ Dave asked as Johno tucked in 
behind a Range Rover. 
 ‘Isn’t it third time lucky, second time unlucky?’ Johno 
queried, straining to see and hear the approaching aircraft 
through the gloom. 
 ‘We’ll soon find out.’ 
 ‘Johno?’ came from his phone.  

He lifted it. ‘Yeah?’ 
‘A lorry has crashed through a road-block, five miles 

west, heading towards us.’ 
‘Why didn’t they shoot out the tyres?’ he barked. 
‘They did, but it had no effect.’ 

 ‘Battle wagon!’ Big Dave suggested. 
 ‘Increase our strength on that road,’ Johno ordered. 
‘Issue anti-tank weapons to a mobile unit and get out there.’ 
 ‘Yes, sir.’ 
 ‘What ya got?’ Dave asked. ‘66mm?’ 
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 ‘Loads of them up on the cliff,’ Johno pointedly 
remarked. 
 ‘Great. All we need to do is divert the fucking lorry up 
the cliff.’ 
 Johno lifted his phone. ‘Get me Simon?’ 
 ‘Yes?’ came a voice from behind.  
 They turned to find Simon stood a few feet away, hands 
on hips. 
 Johno stepped closer. ‘Get your men to the west tunnel, 
issue some 66mm.’ He slapped him on the arm. ‘Go!’ 
 Simon turned on a heel and ran inside. 
 ‘So what’s that lorry going to do?’ Dave asked. ‘Ram the 
West Gate?’ 
 ‘There’re ramps,’ Johno informed him, returning to 
scanning the fog. ‘Won’t get through. Ditches on either 
side.’ 
 They could now hear the distant drone of an aircraft. 
 Johno lifted his phone. ‘Cliff top, do you have lock on?’ 
 ‘No yet.’ 
 They waited as the sound grew. 
 ‘It’s the water,’ Dave whispered. 
 ‘What?’ Johno asked, now whispering himself. 
 ‘The sound,’ Dave whispered. ‘Carries across the lake, 
more than on land.’ 
 Johno took a big breath and straightened. ‘Ah, what the 
fuck.’ He lifted his phone. ‘All outside units, continuous 
independent fire – into the air over the lake.’ 
 Orange tracer rounds leapt into the blackness, 
disappearing after a hundred yards. Thousands of rounds 
burst forwards into the night sky, loud bangs from the fifty 
calibres hardly registering in the din created. For thirty 
seconds the firing continued, a deafening crescendo echoing 
around the hills. Then a bang registered, a flash above the 
lake. 
 ‘Cease fire!’ Johno shouted, a second time into the 
phone. 
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 An aircraft out of control could be heard, its engine 
screeching in protest. 
 ‘There!’ Johno shouted, a faint light spiralling … 
directly towards the West Gate. Desperately, he shouted into 
the phone, ‘West Gate, take cover – take cover!’ He 
watched it spiral for two seconds. ‘Get down!’ 
 Everyone at the front of the castle dropped down, just in 
time, the blast washing over them a second later. Still 
stunned by the blast, men scrambled to their feet, peering 
towards the West Gate. Lights could be seen through the 
fog, flickering flames strong enough to penetrate three 
hundred yards of mist and fog. 
 Johno called into his phone, ‘West Gate, report.’ Silence. 
‘West Gate, report,’ he desperately repeated. 
 Again nothing came back, the men glancing at each 
other. 
 ‘Anyone on the west side, report.’ Nothing. Johno turned 
and quietly ordered, ‘Ten men, five vehicles. See if there is 
anyone still alive down there.’ The vehicles set-off along the 
west track. ‘Simon?’ 
 ‘Simon here.’ 
 ‘Take ten men out of the west tunnel, see if there are any 
wounded at the West Cottage.’ 
 ‘OK. Out.’ 
 ‘Beesely, you there?’ 
 ‘We heard.’ 
 ‘We’ve lost the whole of the West Perimeter, and that 
lorry is approaching.’ 
 ‘Can you stop it?’ 
 ‘Simon’s men are in the west tunnel, they should have 
66mm by now. They’ll stop the lorry.’ 
 ‘Casualties on the West Gate?’ Beesely asked. 
 Johno rubbed his face with his sleeve. ‘Could be thirty 
dead, give or take.’ He hung up, slumping against the wheel 
of the remaining vehicle and lighting up, joined by Dave 
and a trooper as others rushed past. 
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 Dave studied the side of Johno’s head. Quietly, he 
suggested, ‘Another plane or missile … and we’re fucked. 
And I’ve only been in the job a week.’ 
 ‘We’re fucked now,’ Johno let out, barely above a 
whisper. ‘This many casualties will be hard to get back 
from. Not to mention the press and the Swiss Government.’ 
He took a drag. ‘Did you hear about the UK?’ 
 ‘No. What?’ 
 ‘They blew up both the bridges over the river Severn, 
and the train tunnel and the M50.’ 
 ‘Jesus,’ Dave slowly let out. ‘Be fucking chaos Monday 
morning, and for the year it’ll take to repair them.’ 
 ‘Severn Tunnel can’t be repaired,’ Johno muttered. ‘Too 
old. If it floods at all, it’s gone.’ 
 ‘Shit. Number of times I used that train tunnel, and those 
bridges. I can remember them being built.’ 
 ‘You were a Bristol boy, yeah?’ Johno asked, 
whispering. 
 ‘Yep.’ 
 They smoked their cigarettes as dark figures ran back 
and forth. 
 ‘Johno?’ crackled Beesely’s voice. 
 Johno lifted his phone with a tired arm. ‘Yeah?’ 
 ‘That lorry is still approaching, only a mile away.’ 
 ‘OK.’ He eased awkwardly up and looked down towards 
the West Gate. Into his phone he called, ‘Anyone at the 
West Gate, report.’ 
 ‘This is Mavo. There’s no one here alive. Gate is gone, 
ramps down.’ 
 ‘Withdraw back to the castle, on the double.’ Johno re-
dialled. ‘All stations, there is a lorry approaching the West 
Gate. It will probably explode when it gets there, an 
explosion bigger than anything seen so far tonight. 
Everyone get inside and get ready.’ 
 He redialled. ‘Operations, what happened to our mobile 
unit with 66mm?’ 
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 ‘We can’t raise them.’ 
 ‘OK.’ Johno lowered the phone and turned to Big Dave. 
‘They may’ve been ambushed outside the West Gate.’ 
 ‘Which means foot soldiers somewhere nearby,’ Big 
Dave pointed out. 
 ‘Third time lucky?’ Johno asked, gesturing men inside to 
the courtyard. He raised his phone. ‘Cliff top, you’re our 
only chance to stop that lorry at the gate. If you get a chance 
then fire at it.’ 
 ‘Johno, this is cliff top. We can see the fires with our 
night sights. If we see the truck we’ll use the fifty calibres.’ 
 The remaining men walked inside, Johno being the last 
one in after a final glance around the muddy tarmac. 
 A guard stepped up to him. ‘We have stopped four car 
bombs in Zug, no casualties amongst our people.’ 
 Johno took a big breath. ‘That’s good news.’ 
 ‘Sir, should we not bring back the squadrons?’ 
 Johno put a hand on the young guards’ shoulder and led 
him inside. ‘They wouldn’t do any good against aircraft. 
Better used in the town to protect the families.’ In the great 
hall, now cramped, they stopped – the noise level making 
conversation difficult. ‘Quiet down!’ Johno shouted, his 
words repeated by a few senior men around the cavernous 
room. Lifting his phone he asked, ‘Report?’ 
 ‘Lorry reported close now, sir, perhaps a hundred yards.’ 
 ‘OK.’ He lowered the phone. ‘All able bodied men form 
into your squads and be ready to move out after the 
explosion.’ 
 Groups started to assemble around their team leaders. 
 ‘Johno?’ crackled from his phone. 
 ‘Yeah?’ 
 ‘This is Condor One, I’m over the lake at five hundred 
feet.’ 
 ‘Can you see a lorry approaching the West Gate on your 
thermal cameras?’ Johno desperately asked. 
 ‘Yes, got it.’ 
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 ‘Then destroy it, for fucks sake!’ 
 ‘Stand by.’ 
 ‘What is it?’ Big Dave asked, all eyes now on Johno. 
 ‘Apaches are here!’ Johno shouted. 
 A deafening cheer went up, echoing and resonating 
around the great hall. Johno put a finger in his ear as he 
listened to his phone. 
 ‘Good hit on the lorry … standby … that looks like 
people jumping out the back.’ 
 ‘How many?’ 
 ‘Hard to tell at this distance. Perhaps twenty or thirty.’ 
 ‘Strafe them!’ 
 ‘Moving in closer. Standby.’ 
 With his phone still to his ear Johno lifted an arm and 
made a circular motion, then pointed towards the doors. 
Squads ran outside, Johno walking beside them. On the 
tarmac he spread out the men and told them to get down as 
he waited, the sound of the hovering Apache resonating 
loudly through the fog. 
 ‘This is Condor One, we are showing a mechanical fault 
and returning to base, over.’ 
 ‘Condor One, report on the ground forces!’ 
 ‘This is Condor One. We fired on movement around the 
lorry, but I believe there are twenty individuals down there, 
more on the lake side.’ 
 ‘Where on the lake side?’ 
 ‘Hundred yards from the fires, towards the east, over and 
out.’ 
 Johno lowered his phone. ‘Shit.’ 
 ‘Johno! Potential intruders, east side, on the hill,’ burst 
from his phone. 
 ‘OK,’ Johno responded. ‘Operations. Are any sensors 
working? Any cameras?’ 
 ‘No, sir. Nothing,’ came back. 
 ‘What is it?’ Big Dave asked. 
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 ‘Ground attack,’ Johno said without taking his gaze of 
the flickering fires coming from the West Gate. He raised 
his phone. ‘All stations – fix bayonets!’ 
 It was the codeword for a ground assault. But not only a 
ground assault, it was the codeword to be used if the camp 
was about to be overrun.  
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Fix bayonets! 
 

1 
 
Beesely opened his desk draw and took out a pistol, 
carefully observed by the French. He checked the magazine 
and loaded it as Otto retrieved an MP5, cocking it. 
 ‘What has happened?’ Pascal asked. 
 ‘We just got the codeword from Johno,’ Beesely 
explained. ‘We’ll soon have some unwelcome visitors.’ 
 ‘This facility will be attacked – like before?’ the 
Ambassador gasped, standing up slowly. 
 Beesely faced Otto, ignoring the Ambassador. ‘Give 
Pascal, Henri and the Military Attaché weapons.’ 
 Otto opened a cabinet and retrieved three MP5s, handing 
them out. 
 Beesely stood. ‘You gentlemen have the right to defend 
yourselves, should attackers penetrate this facility. I 
seriously doubt that they will simply stop and ask you for 
your identities.’ 
 Pascal and Henri checked and cocked their weapons 
with an experienced proficiency, the Attaché a little slow 
and uncertain. 
 The Ambassador reached across and took the ‘double-
Vodka Red bull’ that had arrived for Johno. He sat looking 
deflated. ‘Cheers.’ 
 ‘Look on the bright side, Ambassador. Since I took over 
here we have more than trebled our offensive and defensive 
capabilities. Put your faith into Swiss resolve, and a few 
dozen ex-SAS troopers.’ 

 
* * * 

 
Johno redialled. ‘Simon, deploy – but do not cross the grass 
on the west side.’ 
 ‘Understood,’ came back. 
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 ‘Cliff top, aim all weapons at the trees between the lake 
and the west road, from the cottages to the West Gate. Wait 
my signal.’ 
 ‘Understood.’ 
 Johno lowered his phone and turned around as fifty 
heavily armed guards jogged up from the East camp. 
‘Which unit are you?’ 
 Their leader approached. ‘Reserve unit East-Two, Herr 
Johno.’ 
 ‘Good. Get to the office block, form a line facing the 
lake. On the double, but do it quietly – no shouting.’ 
 The unit filed past, onto the grass and the short distance 
to the office block.  
 ‘All squads!’ Johno called. The men stood up and made 
ready. Johno held out his arm. ‘Form a line.’ The men 
formed up, stretching towards the pillboxes and away from 
the castle. Johno glanced over the assortment of weapons. 
‘All 9mm weapons, two steps backwards.’ A dozen men 
stepped back. ‘You watch our rear, turn and crouch.’ He 
lifted his phone. ‘Simon, report.’ 
 ‘Simon here. We are spread out, from the bunker 
entrance to the graves.’ 
 ‘Advance ten yards and stop.’ Johno waved his line 
forwards ten yards and stopped. He listened through the fog 
then dialled. ‘Lakeside cottages, report,’ he whispered. 
 ‘Johno, we have intruders. We can see them in our night 
sights.’ 
 ‘Where?’ 
 ‘In the tree line, between the west road and the lake. 
Twenty yards from the west pill box.’ Johno’s men were 
just ten yards behind that pillbox. 
 ‘Lakeside cottages, when we open fire, move out along 
the lake and cut them off. Out. West pillbox, ready?’ Johno 
whispered. 
 ‘Ready.’ 
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 ‘East pillbox, do not fire, we’re in the way. Simon, and 
all units, when you here the first 66mm – open fire at the 
trees. Cliff top, hit the trees with a 66mm when you’re 
ready.’ 
 They waited, all eerily quiet in the fog. The first bang 
from the discharge of the 66mm on the cliff arrived at the 
same time as the sound, and mild blast, of the projectile 
hitting the trees. Then a thousand rounds a second cut 
through the fog, orange, red and green tracers disappearing 
into the blackness. 
 Johno could feel, rather than hear, the crack of a round 
pass over his head – someone shooting outwards. After 
twenty seconds he shouted, ‘Cease fire!’ then again into the 
phone. It took a good ten seconds for all the shooting to 
stop. ‘Lakeside, report.’ 
 As they waited another burst of muffled fire could be 
heard through the dark, coming from the lakeshore. 
 ‘Lakeside unit here. No movement. Twenty, maybe 
thirty dead intruders.’ 
 ‘Double-tap every body, don’t take any chances. Simon, 
advance west and secure the West Gate. Reserve Unit, move 
back to the east of the castle. Operations, get the ambulances 
back – regardless of intruders.’  

He took a big breath. ‘All guards and all units deploy to 
the grounds and sweep for intruders in groups of four – 
check your fire. All outside lights on, and vehicle 
headlights, fog is lifting quickly.’ He lowered the phone. 
‘Back to the castle, get the wounded out!’ 
 Big Dave walked alongside him. ‘Third time lucky?’ 
 Johno sighed. ‘Maybe.’ 
 ‘Do you think that’s it?’ 
 ‘It’s enough.’ Johno glanced up as he walked. ‘Fog is 
shifting. Dawn should see the Apaches here.’ 
 ‘I heard that one crashed trying to get here.’ 
 ‘Pilots get out?’ 
 ‘So they said.’ 
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 ‘Good. Small victories.’ 
 

2 
 
‘You OK?’ Beesely asked, standing as Johno entered. 
 ‘I’ll live,’ Johno reported as he sorted through half-drunk 
teas and coffees. He bit into a doughnut and washed it down 
with lukewarm tea before facing the French, now sat in a 
row – three armed. ‘You still here?’ 
 The Ambassador responded, ‘Happier to be in here and 
not out there this tonight.’ 
 Johno faced Beesely. ‘Blaum handling things?’ 
 ‘On his way down here,’ Beesely reported. ‘The Swiss 
police found and made-safe five car bombs.’ 
 ‘If they made-safe these car-bombs … then they were 
half-arsed bombs,’ Johno snorted. 
 ‘When I say the Swiss Police …’ Beesely began. 
 ‘Ah, our bomb disposal boys,’ Johno correctly guessed. 
‘Still, bombs are made to go off, with bobby-traps as 
backups.’ 
 ‘None found,’ Otto reported. 
 ‘A bit slack,’ Johno commented. 
 ‘Or they were put together in a hurry,’ Pascal 
commented. 
 Johno glanced at him then shrugged. ‘Yours went off. So 
why not these?’ 
 ‘Thirty minute timers,’ Otto informed him. ‘Manual 
timers.’ 
 ‘Manual timers?’ Johno repeated, curling a lip. 
 ‘Simple, but effective,’ Beesely suggested. 
 ‘Maybe,’ Johno agreed, forcing down another doughnut. 
 Thomas stirred, walking over and rubbing his eyes – 
curiously observed by the French. ‘What time is it?’ he 
loudly complained. 
 ‘Hey!’ Johno shouted. ‘Wake the fuck up, you little shit 
bag.’ 
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 ‘What?’ Thomas protested.  
 ‘You slept though an attack,’ Johno scolded. 
 ‘I did?’ 
 ‘We got fifty killed, two hundred wounded. Go make 
yourself useful for a change.’ He thumbed towards the door. 
 Stunned, and glancing from face to face, Thomas walked 
out of the office. 
 ‘Who’s … child is he?’ the Ambassador delicately 
asked. 
 ‘Mine,’ Johno reported. 
 ‘And he stays … here? Even when there is … danger?’ 
the Ambassador delicately enquired. 
 ‘We made a pact,’ Johno explained, checking the 
temperature of various cups, ‘when we were trapped in an 
underground Nazi complex together. One in danger, both in 
danger.’ 
 The French glanced at each other. 
 ‘I wouldn’t try to understand,’ Beesely suggested. 
 ‘Sir?’ came from the phone. ‘Oliver Stanton.’ 
 ‘Put him through, please.’ 
 ‘Beesely, seen the news about Britain?’ came Mr 
Stanton’s authoritative voice. The interest of the French was 
piqued by the American accent and they collectively inched 
closer. 
 ‘Yes, unfortunately.’ 
 ‘How’s it your end?’ 
 Beesely rubbed his forehead. ‘Estimated fifty dead, 
hundreds wounded.’ 
 ‘Jesus. What the hell happened?’ Stanton asked. 
 ‘Got hit by a cruise missile, plus two light aircraft 
packed with explosives, then a ground assault.’ 
 ‘Who the hell would be daft enough to attack you?’ 
 ‘Don’t know the details yet, we’ll get that off the 
bodies.’ 
 ‘Has the attack finished?’ 
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 ‘Unknown at the moment. We’re sat here waiting, four 
French guests, including their Ambassador.’ 
 ‘You took the French Ambassador prisoner?’ 
 Beesely closed his eyes, sighing. ‘No, Oliver, they are 
sat opposite me, guests that got trapped when the attack 
began.’ 
 ‘Oh, right.’ Stanton offered a greeting in French. No 
response was forthcoming. ‘Did you give them back their 
paintings? Is that what their visit is about?’ 
 ‘No, but glad you reminded me. Talk soon.’ 
 ‘Listen, we’ve got people swearing they’ve seen 
Luchenkov all over the Middle East.’ 
 ‘So, he’s not there then,’ Beesely commented, making 
eye contact with Johno. 
 ‘Be there somewhere,’ Johno loudly suggested, towards 
the phone. 
 ‘I’ll call you back.’ Beesely ended the call and made eye 
contact with Otto. ‘Paintings.’ Otto stepped out.  
 ‘Paintings?’ Henry repeated. 
 ‘A sign of good will that we were holding for a … better 
occasion.’ He jabbed a finger at the phone. ‘Fresh tea and 
coffee, doughnuts for Johno.’ 
 ‘Yes, sir.’ 
 ‘Any further intruders reported?’ 
 ‘None, sir.’ 
 ‘Thank you.’ He hit a button and raised his head. ‘We 
may have been lucky. I guess they were planning on us 
being knocked out by the air assault, little resistance for the 
ground attack.’ He shrugged. ‘Be dawn soon, and the fog is 
lifting, so little chance of a effective ground assault.’ 
 ‘And you think this attack was organised by 
Luchenkov?’ the Ambassador asked. 
 ‘Would seem that way,’ Beesely said without looking 
up. He jabbed a button. ‘Seven English breakfasts, please.’ 
He faced the French. ‘If you wouldn’t mind, gentlemen, 
let’s lose the hardware for breakfast, shall we?’ 
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 Otto collected the weapons. A minute later the first of 
the shrouded paintings was brought in and rested against a 
cabinet, keenly observed by the French – who now stood 
and observed. Thirty-six pictures later the French were 
confused. 
 ‘What are these?’ Pascal asked. He lifted the shroud off 
the first painting then snapped upright. ‘My God!’ He 
quickly lifted the second and third shrouds as the others 
closed in. 
 Beesely pointed. ‘Those, gentlemen, were stolen by the 
Nazis during the last war. They had been stored by a certain 
Swiss bank, but we liberated them.’ 
 ‘They are priceless!’ Pascal gasped, lifting more 
shrouds. 
 ‘They … are yours, to take with you when you leave.’ 
 The French stopped dead and faced Beesely for a few 
seconds before glancing at each other. 
 ‘You are giving them to us?’ the Ambassador gasped. 
‘They could be worth two hundred and fifty million 
dollars!’ 
 ‘Did we not say,’ Johno began. ‘Breakfast is twenty 
million Euros each.’ 
 The French began smiling as they lifted more shrouds. 
 Beesely pressed a phone button. ‘Arrange for an 
armoured car to take the French paintings to Zurich Airport 
and then a secure flight for them to Paris. Thank you.’ 
 A manager walked in and handed Otto a sheet of paper 
before retreating.  

‘Damage assessment, British car bombs,’ Otto read. 
‘One side of the older bridge is closed, small hole in the 
tarmac. Again one side of the second bridge closed, a large 
hole. Train tunnel was partially flooded before the back-up 
pumps were started. Seems the electrical controls to the 
water pumps were targeted, not the pumps themselves. M50 
bridge has a hole in one carriageway.’ 
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 Beesely pressed a button. ‘I want to know who is the 
usual contractor for repairs for the Severn Bridge in the UK, 
then get me the managing director at home.’ 
 ‘Yes, sir.’ 
 Fresh tea and coffee was brought in, the old cups cleared 
away.  
 Johno swallowed the last doughnut and stood. ‘I’d better 
get back to it. See if we can’t find Kev’s body.’ 
 Otto made eye contact, looking tired and concerned. ‘I 
believe I heard mention that Kev – his body - is in the great 
hall.’ 
 Dejected, Johno nodded as he turned and left. 
 
In the great hall Johno moved through the chaos, noting a 
long line of body bags down the east wall. He grabbed a 
guard manager. ‘Move all the bodies to the tunnels, we may 
need to fight in here and use this area for staging.’ 
 The manager called over a dozen guards and started 
shifting the bodies. 
 Johno found Mavo and his group taking a break, 
slumped against a wall, steaming teas in their hands. ‘You 
lot OK?’ 
 ‘No injuries in my squad,’ Mavo quietly reported. ‘Few 
cuts and burns from searching the West Gate – that’s all.’ 
 ‘Is Kev’s body down here?’ Johno asked. 
 ‘I ain’t dead yet, ya fucker!’ came a weak voice. 
 Mavo’s squad summoned enough strength to smile as 
Johno turned and faced a man being treated, his face and 
hands covered in bandages. ‘Kev?’ 
 ‘Aye, fuck face.’ 
 ‘You’re not dead?’ 
 ‘Tell him the story,’ Mavo encouraged, his voice going. 
 ‘What story?’ Johno asked, grabbing Kev’s hand before 
realising and letting go, Kev giving a short scream. ‘Sorry.’ 
 ‘I went to the bog,’ Kev explained. ‘Was having a wee 
bit a trouble passing a big log. Dropped my phone and got to 
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my knees to get it from the back of the bog – then the lights 
went out. Was there for half an hour, so they say.’ 
 ‘Do you know who’s gone from your squad?’ Johno 
asked. 
 Mavo and his squad lowered their heads, noticed by 
Johno. 
 ‘Aye, lad. All gone, I’m the last one.’ 
 Johno put a hand on Kev’s chest. ‘Get yourself sorted, 
we’ll sort the families.’ 
 ‘Nay, lad. That’s my job, ya’s all hold off for a week or 
so.’ 
 ‘We are ready to move him,’ a doctor said, nudging 
Johno firmly out of the way as a stretcher was brought 
alongside the table. Johno assisted the medics, walking Kev 
outside and into a grey, misty dawn. 
 ‘Sun’s up,’ Kev noted. ‘Survived another night.’ 
 Johno lit up, watching the ambulance go, then turned to 
find a line of injured guards and troopers sat against the 
wall, a trooper throwing a small fish at him. He stepped 
closer, noticing now the castle walls. 
 ‘Going to need a good wash down,’ a trooper suggested. 
‘Mud from the lake all over everything – even down the 
East Gate.’ 
 Johno slowly nodded as he inspected the grey walls. 
 ‘Johno?’  
 Johno turned and stepped towards the guard calling his 
name. As he drew level the man pointed through the grey 
half-light at a convoy of Range Rovers pulling up. 
 ‘Your visitors,’ the guard said. 
 ‘Visitors?’ Johno repeated. 
 Bilbo jumped down, followed by his three associates; 
they had travelled direct from Bulgaria by K2 helicopter, 
Johno remembered. Stocky, five foot eleven and bald, Bilbo 
stood looking up at the castle’s roof, the mud on the walls, 
then down at the injured men. Two stretchers came out as he 
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stood and observed, the wounded loaded into ambulances. 
‘Jesus, Johno.’ 
 Johno stepped closer and they clasped hands. ‘Welcome 
to Schloss Diane, a picturesque castle in ornate grounds – 
with a wonderful view over the tranquil lake.’ 
 An apache flew overhead, not visible through the 
lingering mist. 
 ‘They briefed us on some of what happened here, and we 
heard the radio chatter … but fuck!’ 
 ‘Fucked … we are. Fifty odd dead, two hundred 
wounded, castle wrecked, West Gate destroyed. I’d offer 
you the tour, but the lake exploded and we have fish in the 
trees.’ 
 Bilbo glanced around, stunned. ‘And all this is down to 
the arsehole who tried to hire us?’ 
 ‘Yep. Thanks for that, by the way, you’ll be well 
rewarded. And if you want it there’s a job for you here. We 
lost … well, I dunno, five, maybe eight troopers dead.’ 
 ‘I heard Scottish Kev was working here.’ 
 ‘He was dead, but now alive and found. You just missed 
him, on that ambulance you passed on the way in – burns on 
the hands and face, not serious by the looks of it.’ 
 ‘He was the training sergeant for me and Dave –’ he 
thumbed towards a man stood to his side. ‘- when we first 
joined. 1981.’ 
 Johno slowly nodded. ‘Kev left a year after I was 
badged. C’mon, let’s get you a cuppa,’ he encouraged, 
leading them inside. 
 

2 
 
Beesely stood as Johno introduced Bilbo. ‘Well done in 
Bulgaria.’ 
 Bilbo and his gang glanced at the French, the pictures 
and then stood bewildered in front of Beesely’s desk. 
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 Johno pointed them towards the chairs that the French 
had used. ‘Grab a pew.’ Into the desk phone Johno ordered 
four mugs of tea. 
 Bilbo’s gang pulled the chairs forwards and started on 
some of the biscuits and doughnuts, the French still stood 
inspecting the paintings and busy making arrangements on 
their phones. 
 ‘Sir,’ came from the desk phone. 
 ‘Yes?’ 
 ‘Mr Davies, Managing Director of McAvoy 
Construction, responsible for bridge repairs – as requested.’ 
 ‘Put him through.’ Beesely offered a flat palm to Bilbo’s 
men. 
 ‘Hello?’ 
 ‘Mr Davies?’ 
 ‘Yes, who the hell is that?’ 
 ‘My name is Sir Morris Beesely –’ 
 ‘Never heard of you. Why are you waking me, at home, 
this early on a Sunday?’ Davies growled. 
 ‘Perhaps you should put on Sky News, Mr Davies. Then 
you would notice that car bombs have gone off on both 
bridges over the River Severn.’ 
 ‘What?’ Davies shrieked. ‘Car bombs?’ 
 ‘Yes, Mr Davies. But the damage is not great - we were 
lucky. The Severn Tunnel was also subjected to a terrorist 
attack, as was a bridge that is part of the M50 motorway.’ 
 Bilbo’s gang listened with wide-eye curiosity, the 
French now closing in and listening. 
 ‘My God,’ Mr Davies let out. ‘Was it, you know, al-
Qa’eda or something?’ 
 ‘I can’t discuss the security specifics, since I am … 
involved with British Security.’ 
 ‘Oh … right. That’s why you’re calling me?’ 
 ‘Not quite.’ Beesely paused, taking a breath. ‘I’m going 
to deliver ten million pounds, in cash, to you today.’ 
 ‘You are? Why?’ 
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 ‘For the emergency repairs that you, Mr Davies, are 
going to make to the bridges.’ 
 ‘I am?’ 
 ‘Yes, Mr Davies, you are. And if you do a good job and 
get those bridges open, partially or otherwise on Monday 
morning, there will be a gentleman popping around with a 
million pounds in used twenties for you.’ 
 ‘Wow. Who did you say you were again?’ 
 ‘Never mind, just get those bridges repaired. I want 
every able bodied man you have flat out working today – 
pay them treble-time if you like – and around the clock till 
the repairs are made. Do you understand, Mr Davies?’ 
 ‘Yes, yes. I’ll … er … wake up my team.’ 
 ‘I’ll call you in a few hours, when you’ve made an 
assessment of the damage.’ Beesely hung up as mugs of tea 
were brought in. Stretching his back he said, ‘Thank you, 
once again, gentlemen, for what you did. We will probably 
get some useful intel’ off the people you … offed.’ He faced 
the French. ‘Soon have you out of here. Please, grab some 
chairs.’ Turning back to Bilbo he asked, ‘What, exactly, did 
they want you to do?’ 
 ‘They wanted us to kill some pissy frog Ambassador to 
Switzerland, then make it look like it was your lot.’ 
 Johno laughed, a dirty, sarcastic laugh. 
 ‘What?’ Bilbo asked, glancing from face to face, 
Beesely thumbing towards the French Ambassador. ‘What?’ 
Bilbo repeated, glancing now at the French. 
 ‘Pleased to make your acquaintance,’ the Ambassador 
offered in his distinct French accent. ‘I am the pissy frog 
Ambassador.’ 
 ‘You are?’ Bilbo asked, he and his gang now concerned. 
 Johno laughed again, shaking his head. 
 ‘I am. And who did you say wanted me killed?’ 
 ‘Well, er, Sir, the Bulgarians hiring us didn’t say who 
their paymaster was, just the job and the payout.’ He 
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retrieved a piece of paper, unfolded it and handed it to the 
Ambassador. The French all squinted at it. 
 ‘My schedule for yesterday and today!’ the Ambassador 
gasped. 
 ‘How did they get that?’ Pascal asked, clearly angered. 
 ‘We altered the schedule at the last minute,’ Henry 
explained to the room. 
 ‘Lucky,’ Beesely pointed out. ‘But I don’t think that 
these gentlemen would have accepted such an assignment, 
no matter how well paid.’ 
 Bilbo and his gang offered less-than-sincere headshakes, 
glared at by Beesely. 
 Pascal stood and took out his phone. ‘If you will excuse 
me for a moment, I have a call to make.’ He stepped out 
onto the walkway and out of view. 
 ‘Have a coffee,’ Beesely suggested to the Ambassador. 
‘You look a little … flushed.’ 
 The Ambassador took a loud breath. ‘It has been a very 
strange night. One I would rather forget.’ 
 A manager walked in. ‘Sir, this is the list of possessions 
from the Bulgarians.’ He laid out several sheets. ‘Plus 
provisional phone and credit card use.’ 
 ‘We’d better get back to the war,’ Johno suggested. 
Beesely nodded his reluctant agreement as Otto and Johno 
stood and began studying the lists. ‘What’s a senator?’ 
Johno asked no one in particular. 
 ‘Nautical term,’ Beesely explained. ‘Key fob made out 
of rope thread, it floats when you drop your boat keys in the 
water.’ 
 ‘So what the fuck are these Bulgarian gangsters doing 
with one in Sofia?’ Johno asked. 
 ‘The chap must have been a sailor,’ Beesely suggested. 
 ‘They didn’t look like the yacht type,’ Bilbo put it. 
 Otto made eye contact with the manager. ‘A map of 
Bulgaria.’ The manager rushed out. 
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 ‘There’s a pass listed here,’ Johno stated. ‘For a marina 
of some sort.’ 
 ‘Marinas have boats,’ Beesely reminded Johno. ‘And 
boats can travel from country to country – often undetected.’ 
 Otto nodded as he thought. ‘So, Luchenkov left Russia 
by boat, across the Black Sea to Bulgaria?’ 
 ‘Burgas,’ Johno carefully mouthed to Otto after reading 
from the page. 
 ‘Which is just a short sailing time to the Bosphorous 
Straits through Turkey and on to the Mediterranean,’ 
Beesely unhappily pointed out. ‘That could get him to North 
Africa or through the Suez Canal.’ 
 Otto pressed a button on the desk phone. ‘This is Otto. 
Luchenkov may be on a yacht in Burgas, Bulgaria. Move 
assets from Hungary and Austria immediately, replacing our 
team in Sofia. Send them to Burgas Marina by helicopter 
immediately.’  
 ‘May be lucky,’ Johno said with a sigh. ‘But I reckon 
he’s on a yacht, probably off the coast of Turkey.’ 
 Beesely pressed a button. ‘Get me Oliver Stanton.’ He 
waited. 
 ‘Beesely? You alone now?’ Stanton asked. 
 ‘No, but we’ve given them their paintings,’ he said, 
eyeing the French. ‘Listen, need to borrow the US 
Mediterranean Fleet for a few days.’ 
 The French stared intently. 
 ‘What for?’ Stanton asked. 
 ‘Our good friend Luchenkov is, most likely, sailing a 
yacht – no doubt a very comfortable one – around from 
Bulgaria to … well, somewhere in the Med’, North Africa 
maybe.’ 
 ‘We log every ship going through the Bosphorous 
Straits. Do you know which is his?’ 
 ‘Nope. But it will, most likely, be Russian or Ukraine 
owned, and have men in black polo-neck jumpers with 
machineguns on the decks.’ 
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 ‘I’ll get back to you, try and narrow it down.’ He hung 
up with a click. Beesely swivelled his chair and faced the 
Ambassador. 
 After five seconds the Ambassador asked, ‘Something?’ 
 ‘Yes. I was just wondering if you wanted to … lend a 
hand.’ 
 ‘How … exactly?’ 
 ‘I could do with someone who has good diplomatic links 
and influence with the North African states, contacting those 
states and asking them nicely if they wouldn’t mind refusing 
entry to the man who just tried to kill you.’ 
 Pascal and the Ambassador stood, glancing at each other 
then nodding. ‘I have some calls to make,’ the Ambassador 
informed them as he stepped outside. Pascal lifted his phone 
and stepped to the end of the room. 
 ‘Herr Blaum is here,’ came from the phone. 
 ‘Now comes the hard part,’ Johno quietly suggested. 
Beesely faced him and waited, a puzzled, expectant look. 
‘Fifty dead, two hundred wounded, explosions loud enough 
to be heard in Bern, car bombs all over Switzerland. Guess 
he’s going to give us our marching orders back to the UK.’ 
 Beesely swivelled his chair to Otto, who now lowered 
his head, rubbing his face. 
 ‘Is you woman still here?’ Johno asked Otto. 
 Otto lifted his head and gave a quick nod. 
 ‘Don’t let the frogs leave till we’ve made a deal,’ Johno 
suggested, Beesely watching him over his shoulder. 
 ‘Yes,’ Beesely agreed, sounding tired. ‘One more thing 
on the list.’ 
 Blaum walked in, flanked by two guards. No one stood 
to greet him, but the French Ambassador was well known to 
him and they shook, exchanging a few sentences in French. 
 ‘My God, Beesely,’ Blaum let out with a heavy sigh, 
dragging a chair closer and sitting. 
 ‘Anyone hurt by the car bombs?’ Beesely asked. 
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 ‘No,’ Blaum answered. ‘The police, and your people, 
found and disabled six car bombs. Placed in a hurry, 
according to the bomb disposal people. Still, if they had 
gone off…’ 
 ‘Yes, a problem,’ Beesely quietly admitted. ‘So where 
do we stand, Max? What’s going to be the fall out from all 
this?’ 
 Blaum offered them apologetic look. ‘The publicity will 
be terrible. For us all.’ 
 ‘And the deaths here?’ Johno asked. 
 Blaum turned his head to face Johno. ‘To keep such a 
thing quiet will be impossible.’ 
 ‘Then we blame Luchenkov for taking his revenge,’ 
Beesely suggested. ‘We tell the world he fired a rocket at us 
here, killing fifty and wounding two hundred.’ 
 ‘What will the Swiss public say?’ Johno asked. 
 Blaum shrugged. ‘They would prefer a quiet country, of 
course.’ 
 ‘Recruitment could be hard,’ Johno suggested, staring at 
the floor. 
 ‘Up four thousand percent,’ Otto muttered. 
 ‘What?’ Beesely asked, facing him. 
 ‘Since you came here, recruitment is up four thousand 
percent from before,’ Otto explained, his head still lowered. 
‘For every position we have available we have four hundred 
applications.’ 
 ‘We do?’ Johno asked, amazed. 
 ‘After the last attack we had over one thousand 
applications from police and soldiers here, in Germany and 
Austria. From the town we have fifty people applying for 
each administrative position. And they know the risks.’ 
 ‘Has anyone left?’ Beesely asked. 
 ‘Some women with families moved to other areas. A few 
men moved elsewhere.’ 
 Johno stood and moved to the front of Beesely’s desk, 
sitting on the desk and facing Blaum. ‘What do you say, 
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Max? You think Switzerland would be better off without 
us?’ 
 Blaum considered Johno’s words, taking a measured 
breath and straightening. ‘When I … travel around Europe, 
and deal with Ministers from other countries, I get a great 
deal more respect now than I did before. Before we were 
just ‘small Switzerland’. Now people ask me for help and 
advice as if I was … the President of the United States.  

‘Last week, a Swiss diplomat was kidnapped in Nigeria. 
I called the Nigerian Ambassador and asked if he wanted 
help from K2’s hostage rescue teams. He oddly refused. A 
few hours later our diplomat was suddenly released. I called 
their Ambassador to thank him, but he could not apologise 
enough.’ 
 ‘Our reputation … is proceeding you,’ Beesely pointed 
out. 
 ‘So, Max?’ Johno pressed. ‘If our status was your 
personal choice, what would you do?’ 
 ‘I would keep you here, of course,’ he replied, strong eye 
contact with Johno. ‘I have never met such people as you 
before, you and Beesely, and probably never will again. You 
are worth probably more than a billion pounds, yet here you 
sit, in danger, trying to stop terrorists instead of sitting on a 
beach. I have never met a more … noble group of people.’ 
 Johno walked back to a side seat, head lowered and 
thinking, being closely observed by Bilbo and his men. He 
slumped down. Beesely breathed out loudly as he ran a hand 
over his bald scalp, closely observed by a concerned Otto. 
 Johno lifted his head and made eye contact with Blaum. 
‘If we weren’t here, Max, those fifty bodies upstairs would 
be at home with their wives, along with the rest … those 
who’ve died since we got here. I’ll swap you our billions for 
them if you can arrange it.’ 
 Beesely sat silent. Blaum lowered his head and rested his 
elbows on his knees. 
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 Otto pressed a button on the desk phone. ‘All managers, 
and Grade Three staff and above, are to meet in the 
command centre immediately.’ He stood and walked out of 
the office.  
 Beesely watched him go, then faced Johno, the two men 
exchanging slight frowns. They both slowly stood. 
 Otto waited at the top of the steps as staff assembled, 
directing the guard commanders along the walkway or down 
to the lower level. Five minutes later they were assembled. 
 Otto walked to the middle of the stairs and waited till the 
background chatter fell. ‘K2 staff,’ he called. ‘We have… a 
problem. Not including those who have died in previous 
misadventures in recent months we have, tonight, lost 
perhaps fifty dead and suffered two hundred wounded.’ 
 It did not come as a shock since they already knew most 
of the details. 
 Otto continued, ‘And now we face the possibility that 
the publicity will expose us to the people of Switzerland and 
the wider world. The loss of our people is terrible, not least 
for their family’s sake. The compensation paid will be very 
high, the cost of repairing this facility also very high. But 
these are just facts and figures.’ 
 The French spread out along the walkway, along with 
Bilbo’s group. Beesely and Johno had moved around to the 
top of the walkway steps and now stood keenly listening. 
 ‘The real problem is something else.’ Otto pointed an 
accusing finger at Johno. ‘The problem is Johno,’ he loudly 
stated. 
 People turned and stared, perplexed. Beesely raised his 
eyebrows in surprise, Johno hardly reacting. 
 ‘Johno is afraid,’ Otto added. Now people were giving 
very confused looks towards Johno, and each other. Otto 
continued, ‘He is afraid … that so many of are people have 
been killed … that we will not stand by him, that we will 
wish that he and Beesely had never arrived here.’ 
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 The confusion quickly ebbed away and the faces 
hardened. People straightened. 
 ‘They … did not start this fight!’ a voice shouted. 
 A manager stepped forwards. ‘We did not ask 
Luchenkov to attack London.’ Murmurings of agreement 
shot around the room. ‘He started this, not Johno or Herr 
Beesely!’ 
 Otto slowly turned and took in the faces. ‘Who’s fault 
was the nerve gas attack here?’ He waited. ‘Mine.’ People 
stood shaking their heads. ‘I cut ties with Nazi groups that 
Gunter favoured. My choice.’ He pointed at himself. ‘And a 
choice that cost Herr Beesely his daughter’s life! 
 ‘Who asked the CIA to attack us? No one, we just 
happened to be hosting their illegal experiments in 
Switzerland. But we stopped them and sent back their 
mercenary army.’ Strong murmurings of approval shot 
around the room. ‘And if we had not stopped Luchenkov 
and his dirty bombs, thousands may have died in London, 
the economy of Europe destroyed.’ 
 ‘We did not start this fight!’ a manager shouted. ‘But we 
will finish it!’ A sedate cheer of approval swept around the 
room. The same man loudly stated, ‘We do not give in to 
terrorists! And K2 backs down to no one!’ 
 Another sedate Swiss cheer swept around the command 
centre. 
 ‘No matter how many of our people they kill, we should 
stand and fight!’ another manager shouted. 
 Another chorus of approval swept the large room. 
 Otto raised his hands, the room falling quiet after a few 
seconds. In a normal voice he said, ‘Johno, we are Swiss. 
We have never fought or won a war, and we are a small 
nation – a nation that some joke is just a third of France, a 
third of Germany and third of Italy - not a proper country at 
all, picture postcard little Switzerland. But we are stubborn.’ 
 Many smiles creased into cheeks. 
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 ‘We do not like being pushed around or told what to do.’ 
He took a breath, his chest rising and falling. ‘If you ask us 
to fight, we will fight – no matter the risk or the losses. We 
no longer kill or threaten people for Gunter’s greed, we take 
on the world’s terrorists!’ 
 A loud chorus of approval shot around the room. 
 Otto waited a moment then raised his hands. ‘Who here 
blames Johno for the deaths … of any of our people?’ He 
slowly turned as people glanced around the room, staff 
looking at each other. Finally he came full circle. No one 
had raised a hand or made a comment. ‘Who here is ready to 
stand in harm’s way … if Johno asks it of them?’ 
 Everyone raised their arms, even the young lady 
receptionists in their alcoves around the companionway, all 
eyes focusing on Johno. 
 Otto offered Johno a confident smile. ‘You have your 
answer, Johno.’ 
 Johno glanced at Beesely, his features neutral. 
 ‘Ladies and gentlemen,’ Beesely called. ‘We have a war 
to win!’ 
 Another approving chorus echoed around the room. 
 ‘To your work stations,’ Otto ordered, climbing the 
steps. 
 People started to move, either quickly out of the 
command centre or back to their desks. Unknown to Otto, 
Marie stood watching from the doorway of the photocopy 
room, stunned and wide-eyed. 
 

4 
 
Back in Beesely’s office the French sat, whispering amongst 
themselves. Bilbo’s gang sat back down, offering each other 
confused looks as Johno, Beesely and Otto wandered back 
in. Blaum grabbed a lukewarm coffee and sipped it. 



80 

 Beesely pulled his chair forwards, offering Otto a 
welcoming – and proud - smile. Otto smiled back. Beesely 
began, ‘So, gentlemen, how do we save this situation?’ 
 Blaum suggested, ‘We simply say that a missile was 
fired at you, killing and wounding your staff. The numbers 
can be played down. Since that is mostly true and, I 
understand, you have the launch lorry, we have the evidence 
for the papers and TV of Europe.’ 
 ‘And the car bombs we blame on Luchenkov,’ Otto 
suggested, ‘making some disappear, just two car bombs and 
the one that went off. We don’t want to worry the tourists or 
the Swiss people.’ 
 ‘Yes, good,’ Beesely agreed. ‘Question remains, who the 
British Government are going to blame for their car bombs? 
I seriously doubt they wish to name Luchenkov. Even if the 
British Government doesn’t want to blame the Russians the 
British people will see it that way.’ 
 ‘There is a solution,’ came a French voice. It was Pascal. 
‘If Luchenkov was somehow … connected to al-Qa’eda, it 
would please the British Government, and others, plus 
discredit Luchenkov in the eyes of the world’s media.’ 
 ‘I like you,’ Beesely said. ‘You’re a sneaky little 
bastard.’ 
 Pascal smiled and tipped his head. 
 Beesely faced Blaum. ‘OK, get yourself on the TV 
cameras, Max. Two car bombs, one that went off, a missile 
at us, twenty dead, fifty wounded, a warning sent to you 
from Luchenkov, but the car bombs showing signs of typical 
al-Qa’eda involvement. We’ll provide you with suitable 
material and fingerprints.’ 
 Blaum stood. ‘Fingers crossed. But there is another 
problem.’ He faced the French. And waited. Beesely and 
Otto turned to the French, also waiting. 
 Pascal stood. ‘My Government will be condemning this 
cowardly attack on a Swiss bank, and the attack in Paris - 
which will have all the hallmarks of al-Qa’eda. My 
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government will also be condemning the planned attack on 
our Ambassador to Switzerland by al-Qa’eda, an attack that 
was thwarted by … Swiss Intelligence Services.’ 
 The Ambassador stood and shook Blaum’s hand. ‘Do 
thank your … Intelligence Services for me, I shall be doing 
so in writing – accidentally leaking it.’ 
 Guards entered and pointed towards the paintings, Otto 
waving them in. The paintings filed out. 
 ‘I guess your transport is here,’ Beesely suggested as he 
stood. ‘Please … have a safe journey, I will be in touch later 
today, no doubt.’ He shook their hands in turn as they filed 
out, keenly observed by Bilbo and his gang. Beesely sat 
back down and jabbed at the desk phone. ‘British Prime 
Minister, please.’ 
 Bilbo’s men glanced at each other. 
 ‘What happened to those breakfasts?’ Johno complained. 
 Otto stood and stepped out. 
 ‘Sir Morris?’ came a deep voice from the desk phone. 
 ‘Prime Minister. Are you at chequers yet?’ 
 ‘No, should I be?’ 
 ‘Yes.’ 
 ‘Oh? Do you have any fresh information?’ 
 ‘If we did you would have it before you thought about it. 
No, what I would like to request, Prime Minister, is for you 
to blame these car bombs on al-Qa’eda, and not 
Luchenkov.’ 
 ‘At the moment, Sir Morris, we have no firm leads on 
exactly who is behind it.’  
 ‘Trust me, Prime Minister, it is Luchenkov.’ 
 ‘Why the shift in blame?’ 
 ‘Do you want the British public against Moscow, Prime 
Minister?’ Beesely delicately posed. 
 There was a long pause. ‘That would be an awkward 
situation, as you well know.’ 
 ‘Yes, people would blame the country, not the person.’ 
 ‘What are you suggesting, Sir Morris?’ 
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 ‘That I deal with the matter, once and for all, and that a 
hint is made towards al-Qa’eda, no mention of Luchenkov 
yet, but later some links between him and them. You’ll 
find… international support for that idea, sir.’ 
 ‘Discuss this matter with the Intelligence Chiefs. If they 
present a report I will go with it. Beyond that I cannot be 
having this conversation.’ He hung up. 
 Breakfasts were brought in. The lady said, ‘Sorry, sir, we 
have re-heated them, everything is a bit chaotic.’ 
 ‘No problem at all,’ Beesely offered. 
 The smell caused the men to close in quickly, all except 
Otto, who seemed mildly disgusted with the chosen meal. 
Johno tucked in, along with Bilbo and his gang. 
 Beesely tried some egg and then hit a button. ‘Elle 
Rosen, Mossad.’ 
 ‘Yes, sir.’ He waited. 
 ‘Beesely?’ Elle called a few seconds later. 
 ‘You sound fresh and awake?’ Beesely noted. 
 ‘How do I normally sound?’ Elle asked. ‘Half asleep?’ 
 ‘You normally sound just fine, Elle, it’s just that I 
thought you may be asleep at this hour.’ 
 ‘Tel Aviv woke me an hour ago. All I needed was to 
hear mention of your name and I was wide awake and 
worrying.’ 
 ‘Is someone being facetious?’ Beesely nudged. 
 ‘Does it show?’ 
 ‘A bit, yes. Listen, we’re going to fake a link between 
Luchenkov and al-Qa’eda, instead of blaming him straight.’ 
 ‘Why?’ 
 ‘Various governments do not wish to blame him, fearing 
their populations may blame the Russians as a whole.’ 
 ‘Understood.’ 
 ‘Right, next. Are you sitting down?’ 

‘Yes, and now even more worried.’ 
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‘I want half-a-dozen of your al-Qa’eda prisoners – those 
on death row – killed, frozen, placed in freeze containers 
and flown over to me.’ 
 ‘What in God’s name are you up to, Beesely?’ 
 ‘What do you think I’m up to, smart man like you?’ 
Beesely winked at Johno. 
 ‘You’re going to stick them in a car that got blown up?’ 
 ‘Well done,’ Beesely loudly congratulated him. 
 Johno shouted, ‘If you were here I’d let you have some 
of my crispy bacon.’ 
 ‘Johno?’ Elle loudly called. 
 ‘Yes?’ 
 ‘Fuck off!’ 
 Beesely turned back from Johno, still scowling, to the 
phone. ‘Call me if you cannot deliver the goods.’ 
 ‘I’ll get back to you … after you’ve finished your 
breakfast.’ 
 Thomas wandered in, blood on his clothes. With head 
low he walked around to Johno. ‘I am sorry for sleeping 
before.’ 
 Johno glanced at Beesely from under his eyebrows. ‘And 
I’m sorry for shouting at you. You’re twelve years old, not a 
man yet. We OK, son?’ 
 Bilbo’s men again glanced at each other, now wide-
eyed. 
 Thomas nodded. ‘Yes, Boss,’ he quietly let out. 
 Johno reached across and pinched Beesely cooked-
breakfast, placing it in front of Thomas, who immediately 
tucked in. 
 ‘Johno … you mind?’ Beesely called. 
 Johno took a mouthful. ‘I’ve known you … a long … 
time,’ he said as he chewed. ‘You have never eaten an 
English breakfast.’ 
 ‘That’s not the point - you should have asked. You’re 
setting a bad example for the lad.’ 
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 Johno turned to Thomas. ‘You download that latest 
Alison Star porn video?’ 
 Thomas nodded as he tucked in. Then ‘Steak’ the bear 
bit Bilbo. Bilbo screamed and jumped up, more surprised 
than hurt. Beesely stood and looked over the desk as Steak 
sniffed the newcomers. Otto walked around and grabbed the 
bear by the scruff, sitting down with the bear on his lap. 
 ‘Bad idea,’ Johno muttered as he chewed. ‘Smells like 
Goldilocks’ crutch in here.’ Streak struggled, but Otto held 
him firm. 
 ‘Johno,’ Bilbo called, focused on the bear. ‘I’m starting 
to think this place is just the little bit crazy.’ 
 ‘And you’d be right,’ Beesely informed him, nibbling on 
a bread roll. ‘Anyway –’ He faced Otto. ‘- some money for 
these gentlemen, hundred thousand pounds a piece for 
starters.’ Otto nodded. Beesely continued, ‘Do you 
gentlemen want a job? We could use your help.’ He waited. 
 Bilbo glanced at his men before facing Beesely squarely. 
‘Doing what, exactly?’ 
 ‘For starters, extra security around here,’ Beesely 
explained. ‘Then, snatch or kill missions, recon’. Usual 
stuff, right up your street.’ 
 ‘We discussed it before, when we spoke to Pete,’ Bilbo 
explained, sitting back. ‘Just didn’t know what really went 
on around here.’ 
 Johno said, ‘We need you, even if for just a few 
months.’ 
 ‘Well,’ Bilbo began. ‘A humble Johno Williams. Never 
thought I’d see the day.’ 
 ‘Did you think,’ Beesely began, ‘that you would see him 
adopt a boy with a pet bear, then live in a dungeon?’ 
 ‘Dungeon?’ one of Bilbo’s men repeated, a slight frown 
evident. 
 ‘I live in the castle dungeon,’ Johno mentioned as he ate. 
 ‘It’s a crazy place,’ Bilbo let out, shaking his head. 
 ‘Well?’ Johno asked, straightening. 
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 ‘I’ll give it a go,’ Bilbo answered, turning to the first 
man. That man nodded, so did the next. 
 The final man asked, ‘What’s the pay again?’  
 ‘Fifty grand a year, tax free,’ Johno stated. ‘All billets, 
food and drink thrown in, plus hookers. Extra dosh on 
operations.’ 
 ‘Hookers?’ the man asked, wide eyed. 
 ‘On tap,’ Johno answered. 
 ‘Not in front of Thomas,’ Beesely quietly requested. 
 ‘Who do you think drives him to school?’ Johno posed. 
 ‘Marge,’ Otto put in. 
 Beesely let out a resigned sigh. He faced the last man. 
‘Give it some thought. Now, Johno, take the guests 
downstairs, I need a rest.’ 
 Otto carried the bear out, followed slowly by Bilbo’s 
gang, Johno closing the door. Glancing at the door, Beesely 
started to pick at the leftover crispy bacon, strictly against 
the K2 doctors’ orders, but a minute later a kitchen worker 
collected all of the trays, sent in by Otto. 
 
‘This is where you live?’ Bilbo asked, exiting the cramped 
lift with Steak in his arms. 
 Johno pointed. ‘Office, computer, bar, fridge, gym, 
shooting range, bedroom, sauna, Jacuzzi … sofa. Did I miss 
anything?’ 
 ‘Fuck,’ the second man let out, taking in the room. 
 Thomas got the kettle on, retrieving mugs, opening the 
fridge and placing a box of cream cakes and doughnuts on 
the sofa’s coffee table without a word. 
 ‘Take a seat,’ Johno suggested to his old comrades. He 
lifted his phone as he took off his jacket, placing it to his 
right ear, the left still buzzing. ‘Report.’ He listened for a 
minute. ‘Get me an update in an hour and send someone to 
wake me if there’re any developments. Oh, arrange rooms in 
Zug for four new ex-SAS, team leader is Bilbo – enter them 
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into the computer. Yeah, that guy, they’re now working for 
us, Grade Two, compound. Ta, love.’ 
 ‘Grade Two?’ a man queried. 
 ‘All the troopers start at Grade Two, go through the 
usual bollocks induction – how we work, who’s who, map 
of the bases, local customs, bla bla bla.’ 
 Thomas placed down five mugs of white tea and a sugar 
bowl. 
 ‘Who’s blood?’ Johno asked, pointing towards 
Thomas’s jumper. 
 ‘Mickey Morgan,’ Thomas quietly answered. 
 ‘Mickey Morgan?’ Bilbo repeated. ‘He’s here?’ 
 ‘What’s left of him,’ Johno answered. He faced Thomas. 
‘What are his injuries?’ 
 ‘Left arm gone.’ Thomas made a cutting motion across 
his elbow. ‘They took it off, what was left.’ 
 ‘Shit,’ Bilbo slowly let out. He faced Johno. ‘What’ll 
happen to him now?’ 
 The guests grabbed thier teas and sat. Johno turned to 
Thomas. ‘See if there is a doctor free?’ 
 ‘You hurt?’ Thomas asked. 
 Johno nodded, Thomas in the lift a second later. He 
faced Bilbo. ‘Mickey? He’ll get a couple hundred grand 
compensation, couple a month’s in re-hab’, then a choice.’ 
 ‘Choice?’ Bilbo asked. 
 Johno shrugged. ‘If he wants to stay here we’ll give him 
something to do, or he can teach the newbies. His call.’ 
 ‘Seems pretty good care you take of the boys,’ Bilbo 
noted, sipping his tea. 
 ‘Why not? Know what Beesely’s worth? Personally 
worth?’ They waited. ‘Take what our government spends on 
its entire military in five years.’ The men stared in abject 
surprise. Johno added, ‘He inherited an entire Swiss banking 
group. Since then we’ve just had luck after luck with 
money. The other week we found a billion in gold tucked 
away in a cave above us.’ 
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 ‘You … found … a billion in gold?’ Bilbo gasped. 
 ‘Was there for forty years odd. We went looking for it in 
the Czech’ republic, all the time it was frigging here. What 
most people don’t know is that the previous owner of the 
bank, Gunter – Nazi fucker, stole half the crown jewels of 
Europe in the war … and lots of gold. Most of it’s still here 
under the sofa.’ 
 ‘Like those paintings you gave the Frogs,’ a man stated. 
 Johno nodded, sipping his tea. 
 ‘If they were worth millions, why give them back for 
fuck’s sake?’ Bilbo asked. 
 ‘Politics,’ Johno carefully mouthed. ‘Besides, got more 
money than we know what to do with.’ 
 ‘What do you earn?’ a man asked. 
 Johno laughed. They waited.  
 ‘What so funny?’ Bilbo asked. ‘You Grade Three or 
something?’ 
 Johno laughed even harder. 
 ‘Well?’ Bilbo firmly pressed, thrusting his face 
forwards. 
 ‘If I want a Learjet - Beesely gets me one. He treats me 
like the son he never had, poor guy.’ 
 ‘Cushy,’ a man muttered. 
 ‘We have a rule here, for when I’m in the village. If I 
enter a restaurant then any K2 or bank staff eat or drink for 
free.’ 
 ‘Must make you popular,’ Bilbo suggested. ‘Makes up 
for the ugly mug.’ 
 They laughed, a stern-faced doctor appearing as the lift 
doors opened. 
 Johno faced him, suddenly serious. ‘All the wounded 
out?’ 
 The doctor nodded. ‘Where you hit?’ 
 ‘Left ear is funny, buzzing and clicking since I was 
blown up.’ 
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 ‘That tends to happen,’ the doctor began, looking like he 
was dragged away from something more important, ‘when 
you get blown up. But I would have thought you were used 
to it by now.’ He started to examine the ear. ‘You may have 
punctured the eardrum, maybe some damage to the inner 
ear.’ He grabbed Johno’s head firmly, looking into the ear. 
‘Mein Gott, there is more mud in your ear than the lake.’  

Taking out a few cotton-swabs he cleared the mud, the 
last swab red with blood. ‘Yes, I think the drum is ruptured. 
You must get to a specialist quickly, or you could get an 
infection and affect the hearing in this ear.’ 

‘Could they do it here?’ Johno asked. 
The doctor straightened, giving it some thought. ‘Yes.’ 
‘Get someone from a different canton,’ Johno suggested. 

‘I don’t want anyone local, we need them where they are.’ 
‘I’ll get a team from Bern - specialists. Don’t blow your 

nose, no alcohol. Any other injuries?’ 
‘Just cuts. Thomas can do those.’ 
The doctor stepped into the lift a second later. 
‘The doctors come to you?’ Bilbo noted. ‘Very posh.’ 
Johno sipped his tea. ‘No expense spared around here, 

buddy. But as soon as Beesely sees the report on my ear 
he’ll jump up and down … make sure they fix me up right.’ 

‘Cushy,’ a man repeated. 
‘And could be for you, too!’ Johno emphasised. He 

noticed Thomas stood waiting at his side. ‘Go and sleep if 
you want, I’ll wake you if anything happens.’ 

‘See ya later, guys,’ Thomas said in his best attempt at 
an American accent, making Johno smile. He headed off to 
bed. 

‘He’s your kid?’ Bilbo asked. 
‘Adopted.’ 
Bilbo shook his head. ‘Never thought you were the 

type.’ 
‘Me neither,’ Johno agreed. ‘But things have changed a 

lot in the last few months. We moved here, Beesely’s 
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daughter Jane was killed, Ricky killed, we fought off the 
CIA and a mercenary army, got stuck in a Nazi cave. I 
hardly ever think of my life before, back at the old house.’ 

‘So why aren’t you sat on a beach?’ Bilbo quietly asked, 
slouching lower and relaxing, legs stretched out and crossed. 

‘Be bored pretty quickly - me and Beesely,’ Johno 
replied, staring out of focus towards the coffee table. ‘This 
is where the action is.’ He lifted his gaze. ‘I’d rather do 
something … worthwhile.’ 

‘Johno to the drawbridge!’ burst from his phone. 
Johno slowed eased up. ‘Make yourselves at home, crash 

out, rooms upstairs or in the barracks, please yourselves.’ 
 

5 
 
At the drawbridge Johno found three guards holding a junior 
guard like a prisoner, Simon and a manager stood next to 
them as a small crowd gathered. 
 ‘Explain,’ Johno quietly called as he drew level. 
 Simon faced the ‘prisoner’, the man held in the kneeling 
position. ‘He ran from his post.’ 
 ‘He what?’ Johno shouted. 
 ‘He ran,’ the manager repeated, staring down the 
prisoner. 
 Johno inched closer. ‘What do you have to say for 
yourself?’ he demanded. The man lowered his head, his 
eyes tearful, nothing forthcoming. Johno faced Simon. 
‘What’s the normal punishment?’ 
 ‘He is the first, as far as I know,’ Simon responded, 
shrugging. 
 Johno faced the manager and waited. 
 The manager said, ‘They are warned upon joining that 
they would get the chair for something like this.’ 
 Johno gave it a moment’s thought then drew his pistol. 
The two guards flanking the prisoner let go and stepped 
away. ‘Stand up!’ 
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 The prisoner glanced at the faces, then slowly stood, 
clearly terrified. Quite a crowd had now gathered. 
 ‘I guess you didn’t hear the big speech earlier,’ Johno 
commented. He fired quickly, two shots, both kneecaps, the 
prisoner falling backwards and screaming. 
 Johno holstered his weapon. ‘Fix him up, take him to the 
hospital. He’s out of K2, but I want him kept alive – he’ll be 
a good advert for new recruits and those thinking of 
joining.’ 

Guards dragged the man away as Johno took Simon by 
the arm and led him to a quiet corner. ‘You agree with what 
I just did?’ 
 ‘I would have killed him,’ Simon responded. 
 ‘How will the men see this punishment?’ 
 ‘I doubt this man will live long. He’ll probably move 
away as soon as he can. If the men see him in the town 
they’ll hurt him.’ 
 Johno turned his head as applause began, Marco being 
led into the courtyard. 
 ‘That’s the man called Marco,’ Simon explained. ‘He 
drove the car bomb away.’ 
 ‘One out, one in,’ Johno muttered, walking across. 
‘Symmetry, eh?’ 
 Marco halted, being patted on the back by passing 
guards. ‘You are Johno.’ 
 Johno shook his hand. ‘Well done in the town.’ 
 ‘Thank you,’ Marco said, beaming a large smile. ‘I have 
heard all the stories about you, sir. It’s an honour.’ 
 ‘You looking for a job, Marco?’ Johno asked. 
 Marco seemed stunned. ‘Here?’ 
 ‘Why not, you’ve earned it.’ 
 ‘I failed the medical and application, sir. Three times.’ 
 ‘So did I,’ Johno pointed out, wiggling his eyebrows. 
‘So you just passed.’  
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Johno waved over a manager, the man greeting Marco 
with a warm smile. ‘New employee, compound guard, 
Grade Two, fix it. And a twenty thousand euro bonus.’ 
 Marco stood proudly taller. ‘Thank you, sir,’ he said as 
he was led away. 
 ‘That evens things out a bit,’ Johno muttered. Simon 
nodded, the two of them watching Marco walk inside, the 
new recruit glancing up at the courtyard roof like a tourist. 
 ‘I’m too awake to sleep,’ Johno commented, ‘so let’s get 
things sorted.’ He raised his phone. ‘All Guard Commanders 
and Compound Managers to the drawbridge.’ He and Simon 
walked into the early morning haze, the tarmac busy with 
vehicles, guards walking by or jogging past in groups. 
Guard Commanders started to assemble as Johno took in the 
disaster scene. 

‘OK,’ he began, taking a deep breath. ‘‘A’ Squadron 
stays on alert in the town, ‘B’ comes back and rests till 6pm 
tonight, then they swap. ‘C’ Squadron on standby, front of 
the castle, ‘D’ Squadron recalled and rested till 6pm.  

‘Simon, your best thirty men, cleaned, fed and rested, 
back on at 6pm all night, West Gate. The rest stay on the 
west gate for now. All reserve guards and units to report 
here, plus anyone we can use for clean-up duties. 

‘OK, this … fucking … stinking … pond mud, I want 
washed down straight away, get some hoses and let’s make 
this place habitable, huh?’ 

He pointed to the right of the castle. ‘Right, section off 
an area to the west of the castle, ten yards perimeter from 
the base of the castle walls, then I want a human chain of 
men with gloves up in the restaurant dumping everything 
over the side as fast as possible. Two hours from now I want 
our builders to make an assessment.’ 

He faced the East Camp, the men following his gaze. 
‘For the rest of the compound I want all windows and walls 
fixed as best we can today, remove all the rubble. If we need 
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to move around tonight I don’t want to be falling over bricks 
in the dark. Yeah?’ 

He turned the opposite way. ‘OK. The West Gate I want 
blocked temporarily by a lorry or two – and let’s get 
cleaning that up, again an assessment from the builders. 

He turned fully around. ‘Right, all spare bodies I want 
going around the compound. I want all bushes and branches 
below two metres ripped down - this place is way too easy 
to sneak around in. I want the bushes and branches of the 
trees where we shot the intruders trimmed back … before 
nightfall!’ 

He faced the lake, not visible through the mist. ‘Are the 
pillboxes OK?’ 

‘Yes,’ Simon answered. ‘But both night crews in 
hospital for now.’ 

Johno nodded. ‘OK, cliff top?’ 
‘Eight up there,’ Simon answered. ‘66mm, fifty cals’ and 

missiles, plus we just got the first batch of fifty cal’ 
machineguns.’ 

Johno perked up. ‘Really? When did they arrive?’ 
‘About twenty minutes ago,’ Simon answered, rolling 

his eyes. 
Johno offered him a sympathetic look. ‘Where are they?’ 
‘Two went straight up the cliff with two thousand 

rounds, four more in store.’ 
‘Could they go on that small roof above the 

drawbridge?’ Men glanced up. 
‘One could,’ Simon suggested, glancing up and around. 
‘Stick one up there,’ Johno encouraged. ‘What about the 

pillboxes?’ 
‘Not much room for them,’ Simon suggested. 
‘OK, I want two on the backs of vehicles then. In time… 

some purpose built vehicle, but for now any which way to 
get them mobile.’ Men took notes as Johno lit up. 

‘Johno?’ came from his phone, a man’s voice he did not 
recognise. 



93 

He lifted it. ‘Yeah?’ 
‘Swiss Army is here, sir.’ 
Johno took in the surprised faces. ‘Really? Why? And 

who sent them?’ 
‘Don’t know, sir.’ 
‘You’ve verified who they are?’ 
‘Yes, sir. The commanders are personally known to 

Otto. The Colonel, he’s my old boss in the Army.’ 
‘Let them in then, send their commander to me.’ He 

walked slowly to the East Road and waited with the rest of 
the Guard Commanders, all now curious. 

Eight armoured troop transports, painted a shiny dark 
blue, drove noisily up the east road belching dark smoke, 
followed by two jeeps and two lorries. The jeeps and lorries 
were, however, a suitable pale green colour. The armoured 
transports rumbled past and halted on the grass just beyond 
the drawbridge, the jeeps pulling up next to Johno. As 
several officers clambered out of the jeeps the lorries hissed 
to a stop. Troops began to jump down. 

‘You must be Johno,’ the first officer said, putting out a 
hand. 

‘Welcome to the castle,’ Johno offered, shaking the 
Colonel’s hand. 

The officer smiled at Simon. ‘Hello again, Simon.’ They 
shook, observed by Johno. Other officers made similar 
greetings with Guard Commanders as their troops formed 
up. 

‘Well,’ Johno began, ‘if it’s not a rude question, what are 
you doing here?’ 

‘Minister Blaum and the head of the Army sent us … to 
help in any way we can,’ the Colonel explained. 

‘Nice of them,’ Johno offered, studying the troops 
falling in, in particular their neatly ironed uniforms and 
shined boots. 

‘Where would you like us?’ the same officer asked. 



94 

‘You could be most use on the West Gate, which is just a 
pile of rubble at the moment. If you can use those troop 
carriers to block the road that would be a great help.’ 

The senior Swiss officer, the Colonel, turned his head 
and nodded to a Captain, the man heading off straight away 
for the transports. 

‘What else?’ the Colonel asked. 
‘The remaining men could save us some time,’ Johno 

suggested. He faced Simon. ‘Pull your people from the West 
Compound – leave just a few.’ Turning back to the Colonel 
he said, ‘And if you could deploy your men through those 
trees –’ He pointed. ‘- checking for booby-traps … then 
holding that section, that’d help a lot.’ 

The Colonel shouted orders and his men marched off.  
‘Come on inside,’ Johno said with wave, the Colonel 

and his deputy following, the Guard Commanders getting to 
work. In the foyer staff’s small restroom Johno sat the 
officers down, ordering coffees from Mr Freiserling. 

‘We hear you were hit by a cruise missile?’ the Colonel 
asked, clearly concerned. 

Johno nodded. ‘It was an old Russian cruise missile, 
launched – quite ingeniously – from the back of a lorry. 
Then two remote controlled Cessna’s packed with 
explosives.’ He picked up a staff rota and idly read it. 

‘My God,’ the Colonel let out, glancing at his deputy. 
‘And the people behind this attack?’ 

‘Similar group to last time,’ Johno explained, looking 
up. ‘Luchenkov.’ 

‘May I ask … why all this has come about?’ 
Johno eased back as far as his rigid chair would allow, 

making it squeak. ‘Simple. K2 stopped the dirty bombs 
heading for London.’ The officer’s expressions suggested 
some clarification of that comment was needed. ‘We got a 
tip-off about someone smuggling guns from the Ukraine to 
the West, so we intercepted it – tripping over the dirty 
bombs by accident. That made Luchenkov mad, so he came 
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after us. The Russians locked him up but he escaped, no 
doubt with some inside help. Now he’s on the loose and hell 
bent on harming us any way he can.’ 

The Colonel took a moment to think. ‘There are some - 
in the government - who believe you brought this on 
yourselves, and on Switzerland.’ 

‘We did,’ Johno flatly answered. 
The Colonel blinked, glancing at his deputy. ‘You did?’ 
Johno offered the Colonel a cold stare. ‘We stopped 

London from being destroyed.’ He shrugged. ‘Sorry.’ 
The Colonel eased back and straightened. ‘I did not 

mean it to sound like that -’ 
‘What did you mean?’ Johno nudged. 
The officer adjusted his uniform. ‘There are obviously 

those who consider that … things may have been different, 
under Herr Gunter.’ 

‘They would. London would be in ruins and the 
economy of Western Europe would be in tatters. Martial 
Law, economic collapse, people fighting over the last scrap 
of bread and milk.’ 

The Colonel took a slow breath and nodded to himself. 
‘Personally, I am on you side, but I follow orders.’ 

‘Don’t we all,’ Johno carefully mouthed. He inched his 
face closer to the Colonel. ‘But sometimes, doing the right 
thing comes at a heavy cost. No reward … no medals.’ 

The Colonel studied Johno for several seconds. ‘I had 
heard many stories about you … but they do not seem to 
fit.’ 

‘I just shot a guard who left his post, if that helps?’ 
The officers stared back. ‘That would be more in 

keeping with what the stories say about you.’ 
Johno rubbed his moustache before picking up the staff 

rota gain. ‘So … what do the Swiss, beyond K2 and Zug, 
think about all this? Because we already offered to resign 
once this morning.’ 

‘You offered to … resign?’ 
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‘I offered to leave, if it would help save Swiss lives.’ 
‘And what happened?’ the Colonel puzzled. 
‘They all wanted me to stay. Something about a small 

country not being kicked around by anyone, Swiss 
stubbornness … and you don’t give in to terrorists.’ 

The Colonel again glanced at his deputy as drinks were 
placed down. Facing Johno he said, ‘There is … popular 
support here for … a hard line against crime and terrorists.’ 

‘Obviously, or we wouldn’t exist,’ Johno pointed out. 
‘You’re government knows what we do and supports it. So 
far.’  

He let out an audible breath. ‘Look, guys, I’m sorry if 
we’ve dragged your country into this mess, but we didn’t 
start this - the Russians did. If we hadn’t intercepted those 
dirty bombs then the map of Europe would’ve been re-
drawn, and a right-wing dictator may have been elected in 
Russia – soon followed by a return to the cold war era. We 
also fucked up the CIA’s plans to develop bio-weapons on 
Swiss soil.’ 

‘What?’ the Colonel gasped. 
Johno lifted his eyebrows theatrically and nodded extra 

slowly. ‘Not much of what we do gets known. But you can 
be assured, guys, that every time some idiot surfaces in or 
near Switzerland we’re all over them – without the 
newspapers ever reporting it. We’re not here to make money 
for the bank anymore, we’re here to catch criminals and 
terrorists. And we’re spending our money to do so. But to 
repeat what I said here earlier, if you lot want us gone, we’ll 
go – no argument.’ 

‘It is … not so simple. The horse has bolted, through no 
fault of your own, and is now stamping through our 
gardens.’ 

Johno lit up. ‘We’d best catch the old nag then. And 
quickly. Then we’ll cut its balls off, roast them and feed ‘em 
to it.’ 



97 

Home grown 
 

1 
 
An hour later Johno walked into Beesely’s office as 
managers started to assemble. 
 ‘How’s the ear?’ Beesely knowingly enquired. 
 ‘Sore,’ Johno replied as he slouched down, placing his 
MP5 onto the desk. He quickly grabbed a pad and paper 
from the desk and started to write. 
 Beesely observed him for a moment before addressing 
the group. ‘OK, ladies and gentlemen, we have a lot to go 
through. First, and foremost, we need to find – and deal with 
– Luchenkov.’ 
 ‘Our people are now in Burgas,’ Otto informed the 
room. ‘Searching the marina and boat berthing areas.’ 
 ‘Good. Anything else on the dead Bulgarians?’ 
 A manager lent forwards, ‘Hardened criminals, with 
long records - not mercenaries. They were local to Sofia.’ 
 ‘Anything useful on them?’ Beesely asked. 
 ‘Numerous phone calls to and from their mobiles,’ the 
same manager answered. ‘But all within Bulgaria, some to 
an area near Burgas the day before.’ 
 ‘What about the bodies of the people who attacked us?’ 
Beesely enquired, Johno raising his head. 
 ‘Mostly East European, but a very odd bunch,’ Otto 
explained. ‘Some Bulgarian, some Hungarian, two Russians, 
two from the Ukraine, a Turk … and even an Egyptian.’ 
 ‘Crikey, what a bag load,’ Beesely commented. 
 Otto added, ‘They seem to be criminals rather than 
mercenaries, but some are former soldiers.’ 
 Johno went back to his notes. 
 ‘So,’ Beesely said, rubbing his eyes. ‘Luchenkov is 
scrapping the bottom of the barrel.’ 
 Johno eased upright. ‘Which brings us onto the next 
point.’ Everyone focused on him. ‘These car bombs are 
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amateur time, they’re a distraction from the main event. 
He’s got something planned, something nasty – and that’s 
where we need our resources. Catching him is secondary to 
stopping a big fucking bomb going off.’ 
 Beesely lowered his head, thinking. ‘Yes,’ he finally let 
out. ‘That’s a worry. Question is, where does he hit – the 
UK or here?’ 
 ‘I’ve been thinking about the bomb maker,’ Johno 
announced to the room, still writing. He faced the managers. 
‘Take notes,’ he carefully mouthed. ‘First, I think he’s 
British. He had a good working knowledge of those bridges 
and the tunnel. A foreigner would have stuck a bomb in 
London, this fucker was quite inventive in the targets, if not 
the bombs. He’s an amateur for sure, with limited 
explosives knowledge -’ 
 ‘Why do you say that?’ Beesely challenged. ‘Just 
because they failed to go off?’ 
 ‘No, nothing wrong with a simple mechanism … if it 
goes bang. I’m all in favour of keeping it simple, but he hit 
the middle of the bridges. Anyone know why that’s a bad 
place to hit them?’ He waited, managers glancing at each 
other. He explained, ‘Those bridges bend with the wind, 
they were designed that way.’ 
 ‘Of course!’ Beesely said. ‘They’re flexible in the 
middle.’ 
 Johno nodded. ‘I’d have put the bombs inside one of the 
supports, at the bottom, or somewhere solid. This … 
bomber has no idea about the mechanics of explosions – so 
he didn’t learn his trade in the military.’ 
 ‘These are the devices used in Switzerland,’ a manager 
explained as he handed Johno a black and white A4 photo. 
 Johno studied it, a smile forming. 
 ‘Something?’ Beesely asked. 
 Johno made eye contact with Beesely, a glint in his eye. 
‘This guy is either a genius, having a laugh, or a complete 
twat. I think we know which.’ 
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 ‘Why?’ Beesely asked. 
 ‘It’s a purely mechanical device. No matter what you do 
to this thing, the only way you’re going to get yourself 
killed is if you wait for it to go off. You can turn the timer 
back, turn it off, pull out the batteries, unplug or cut the 
frigging wires or pull the detonators from the plastic 
explosive. Any one of those would do.’ 
 ‘So the bomber was not planning on anyone finding 
them,’ Beesely mused. 
 ‘Either that … or coming back to what I said earlier, a 
complete twat.’ He lifted his phone. ‘Send down Mavo and 
Blinkey.’ 
 ‘Yes, sir.’ 
 They waited as drinks were brought in. The two 
troopers, dressed in their black fatigues and webbing, 
wandered in, moving around to Johno when he waved them 
over.  

Johno held up the photo. ‘What ya reckon to that?’ 
They studied the photo. ‘It’s a training aid,’ Mavo 

suggested. Blinkey agreed. 
‘Training aid?’ Beesely repeated, a crease forming 

across his brow. 
‘What they use in week one at bomb disposal school,’ 

Mavo explained. ‘Start simple, then add layers of difficulty 
to it. They usually stick a detonator in a bag of floor or soot 
and rig it to go off no matter what - scare the new recruits.’ 

‘British?’ Beesely asked. 
Mavo and Blinkey nodded their agreement in unison.  
‘I haven’t seen these used anywhere else,’ Johno 

commented. 
‘So our car bomber – twat or not – is British Army 

trained,’ Beesely considered, sitting back. 
Johno reached across and grabbed the second desk 

phone. ‘This is Johno, get me Dame Helen.’ 
They waited, sipping their drinks. 
‘Hello?’ came Helen’s dry voice. 
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‘Helen, Johno. Got a second?’ 
‘Yes, anything new?’ 
‘Got a paper and pen?’ 
‘Go ahead.’ 
‘I want a list of all UK military personal who have 

attended bomb disposal classes in the last … ten or fifteen 
years, but no-one who completed the courses. Remove the 
SAS and SBS, unless they were kicked out early on … 
remove those still serving, remove those with a good job, 
wife and kids, then cross match to any recent foreign travel.’ 

‘Why is this going to worry me?’ she asked. 
‘Home grown, Helen,’ Beesely put in. 
‘Christ, the papers will love that!’ she commented. 
Beesely eased towards the phone. ‘Make this your top 

priority, Helen, he may have something more than just 
firecrackers up his sleeve.’ 

‘We’ve cancelled London today. Everything. Absolute 
chaos.’ 

‘Get back to me with that list,’ Johno loudly requested, 
cutting her off. He eased back, looking at his notes. 

Mavo tapped his shoulder. ‘Who was that twat that Pete 
clobbered?’ 

Johno stared out of focus, a studious expression taking 
hold. ‘Oh … yeah, I remember his court-martial. Navy 
officer, tried to get into the SBS three times. Complete 
tosser. Pete smacked him out at some naval base.’ He faced 
the floor, thinking hard. 

Otto stood up, pressed the desk phone CALL button and 
said, ‘Put me through to the ex-SAS trooper named Peter 
Wilson.’ 

Everyone focused on Otto. 
‘Hello?’ came an English accent a few seconds. ‘Pete 

here.’ 
‘Peter, it is Otto.’ 
‘Hello Mister Otto.’ 



101 

‘Peter, do you remember any details of a Navy officer 
you apparently punched … the man being court-martialled.’ 

‘Hell, yes. Mountney, Mark Mountney.’ 
‘That’s the twat!’ Johno coughed out. 
‘Hey Johno!’ Pete called. 
‘What else do you know?’ Otto asked. 
‘He lived in Portsmouth, wife and two kids. He’d be … 

about forty-eight now.’ 
‘Thank you.’ Otto cut the line and re-dialled. ‘Dame 

Helen, please.’ He sat back down. 
‘Beesely?’ 
Beesely inched closed to the phone. ‘Helen, check out a 

Mark Mountney, Naval Officer, probably former, 
Portsmouth, wife and two kids. We’ll hold.’ He eased back 
and lifted his tea. 

Thirty seconds later she came back with, ‘He’s wanted, 
assaulted his ex-wife a few months back, got himself 
flagged on a visit to Georgia and Ukraine –’ 

‘He’s our man!’ Beesely shouted. ‘All resources Helen.’ 
He cut the line. 

Otto pointed at two managers, who bolted out. ‘We will 
cross-match every travel database.’ 

Johno pointed at a manager. ‘Let the French know he’s 
the main suspect for the Paris bomb, same with the 
Germans, BKA.’  

The manager lifted his phone and stepped out. 
‘Good work, Johno,’ Beesely commended. 
Johno lifted his head to Mavo. ‘Is your name Johno as 

well now?’ 
‘Good work from you two as well,’ Beesely offered, a 

mildly scolding look for Johno. The two troopers smiled, 
nodded respectfully and went back to their duties. ‘So, some 
progress,’ Beesely noted, addressing no one in particular. 

‘But how did he connect with Luchenkov?’ Otto asked. 
‘I am surprised that Luchenkov would trust a British man, 
especially a former Naval officer.’ 
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‘Mountney’s trip to Georgia,’ Johno suggested, doodling 
on his pad. ‘Must have got involved with some drugs or 
guns when the missus finally kicked him out.’ 

A manager took a call, his expression catching all their 
attention. ‘Sir,’ he began, addressing Beesely. ‘A mix-up at 
the hospital. The morgue reports that one of the attackers, 
from the lorry that launched the missile, is alive.’ 

‘Top priority - torture the bastard! Find out what he 
knows,’ Beesely firmly ordered. 

The manager replied to the caller, several quick 
sentences. 

‘Second lucky break,’ Johno muttered. He lifted his head 
to Beesely. ‘Oh, you know the Swiss Army is here?’ 
Beesely nodded, sipping his tea. ‘Cannon fodder,’ Johno 
quietly added. 

Otto seemed to object to that phrase. ‘They are well 
trained, and well disciplined.’ 

‘Which counts for jack shit,’ Johno suggested, a cold 
stare for Otto. ‘Shiny boots don’t make a good soldier! 
Combat experience … makes a good soldier.’ 

‘They’re here to help –’ Beesely began. 
‘I don’t want them here tonight,’ Johno spat out. ‘They’ll 

get themselves hurt.’ 
‘They are our best soldiers,’ Otto insisted, getting louder. 
‘Who’ve never fired a shot in anger!’ Johno snapped 

back. 
Beesely raised his hands. ‘Gentlemen … they have 

kindly offered to assist –’ 
‘So stick them up the road a mile on the roadblocks,’ 

Johno suggested. ‘We’ve got enough blood on our hands’ 
Beesely offered him a soothing expression and gentle, 

flat palm. He left his gaze on Johno till Johno wet back to 
his doodling. Turning to Otto he said, ‘Let’s not repeat this 
debate. Johno is … rightly concerned for all Swiss lives. But 
our guards are better trained, and they know what they 
signed up for. Most have had more combat experience than 
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those soldiers outside… put together.’ Otto lowered his 
gaze. Beesely faced the managers. ‘Gentlemen, take fifteen 
minutes, please.’ 

The remaining managers filed out. Beesely faced Otto. 
‘Otto, I am glad to see that Johno is more interested, these 
days, in saving lives – than taking them. He’s always been a 
bit blood thirsty, so it must be old age. Either that, or you… 
are having a good effect on him.’ 

Otto could not help but smile. 
‘Or maybe,’ Johno began, still doodling, ‘I’m having a 

bad effect on him, and he’s getting blood thirsty.’ 
‘Let’s hope not,’ Beesely suggested, finishing his tea. 
Simon, the senior guard walked in. He stopped, took a 

big breath and let it out slowly, getting their attention; three 
quizzical looks. He said, ‘The missile that hit the cliff 
caused a crack –’ 

Beesely jumped up. ‘Christ! There’s no danger of a cave 
in, is there?’ 

Simon shook his head. ‘No, sir, I don’t think so. This 
crack is in the tank room, on the far right at the back.’ 

‘How big?’ Otto asked. 
Simon smiled. ‘Big enough to shine a torch in a see that 

it’s a large cavern with equipment in.’ 
Johno jumped up. ‘Shit …’ he quietly let out. 
‘Another room?’ Beesely asked no one in particular. 
‘Do we have any cave experts?’ Simon asked with a coy 

smile. 
‘No!’ Beesely and Otto said at the same time, glancing at 

Johno. 
Johno smiled to himself and walked out, pushing Simon 

before him. 
‘If he gets stuck …’ Beesely began. 
‘I’ll hold him, you shoot him,’ Otto sullenly suggested. 
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Johno lifted a torch and peered inside the large crack. 
‘Simon, Geiger counter, please,’ he quietly requested. 
 Suddenly mortified, Simon sent a guard running to the 
command centre; down the access ramp, out and around the 
castle and drawbridge and then inside. It took a long five 
minutes, Johno pacing up and down and smoking, carefully 
observed by an anxious group of guards. 
 Finally the man arrived back, panting strongly. Simon 
turned on the Geiger counter and swung it around the 
cavernous tank room. All clear. He thrust it through the 
hole, causing a high-pitched squeal. 
 ‘Everyone out!’ Simon shouted, shepherding the guards 
down the ramp. 
 Johno ambled down, finishing his cigarette. In the cool 
air he lifted his phone and dialled the numeric combination 
that put him through to everyone. ‘Emergency! All non-
essential personal to evacuate. I repeat, all non-essential 
personal to evacuate, radiation protocols.’ 
 Guards started running in several directions, Johno 
picking up the pace and escorting Simon back around the 
castle and into the courtyard, an alarm sounding. At the 
command centre entrance he met Otto and Beesely, Otto 
now swinging around a Geiger counter – as were a dozen 
other staff. 
 ‘What’s in there?’ Beesely asked, a concerned look. 
 ‘Remember those nukes that Dame Helen thought 
Gunter pinched?’ 
 ‘Their not?’ Beesely gasped, exchanging a stunned look 
with Otto. 
 ‘Let’s just hope shaking them up didn’t start any 
countdown,’ Johno muttered. 
 Beesely led them back to his desk. He jabbed a button as 
he sat. ‘Oliver Stanton, please.’ 
 ‘Beesely?’ came a sleepy whisper some ten seconds 
later. 
 ‘Olly, you awake?’ 
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 ‘I just this bloody minute put my head back down,’ 
Stanton croaked. ‘It’s 3am here. What’s happened now?’ 
 ‘Remember that pair of nukes that Dame Helen warned 
us about?’ 
 ‘Yes …?’ 
 ‘There here, about twenty yards from where I normally 
plonk my backside down.’ 
 ‘Jesus…’ 
 ‘Could we borrow Mr Grey and that team?’ 
 ‘He’s on holiday … er … Malta of all places. Scuba 
diving off some island –’ 
 ‘Gozo,’ Johno put in, remembering his last conversation 
with Mr Grey. 
 ‘Yeah, that’s it. Which, strangely enough, is only about 
thirty miles from where those nukes were supposed to have 
been fished up from.’ 

‘Symmetry, eh?’ Johno muttered. 
‘Make the call, Olly, then off to bed,’ Beesely firmly 

nudged. 
‘You’re gunna be popular.’ They could hear a sigh. 

‘Give me ten.’ The line went dead. 
Beesely rubbed his face, causing Johno to sit up.  
‘You look rough,’ Johno commented, a concerned tone. 

 ‘Feel it,’ Beesely muttered. 
 ‘You want the doctor?’ Otto asked, closing in. 
 ‘No,’ Beesely sighed. ‘It’s all the excitement, that’s all.’ 
 ‘This place would tax a man a quarter of your age,’ 
Johno suggested. ‘So take it easy.’ 
 ‘You’re supposed to say … a man half my age.’ 
 ‘I know what I meant,’ Johno said with a cheeky grin. 
‘Now, you take it easy, old fucker, we can handle this.’ 
 Otto faced Johno, straightening. ‘I can honestly say we 
are experienced … in such matters, caves with radiation.’ 
 Without looking up Beesely said, ‘See if there’s a 
private jet that can get Mr Grey, or send ours.’ He faced 
Johno, his head still low. ‘Malta? Flight time in a Learjet?’ 
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 ‘Fuck all. Hour.’ 
 The alarm stopped.  
 Beesely pressed a button on the desk phone. ‘Any 
radiation reported?’ 
 ‘No, sir, just the ‘tank’ room.’ 
 ‘Thank you.’ He eased back. ‘So, I guess that the cavern 
is now officially called the ‘tank’ room.’ He took a slow, 
audible breath. ‘Blast radius of the nukes?’ 
 ‘Don’t worry, after all this time they won’t work,’ Johno 
confidently suggested. 
 Beesely made eye contact. ‘Sure?’ 
 ‘Sure,’ Johno offered with a warm smile. ‘Relax. And if 
they did go ‘pop’ the town would be fine. We’d … be toast, 
but the town would be OK.’ 
 ‘Johno, your bedside manner needs work.’ 
 

* * * 
 
Mr Grey glanced at his dive computer, a grey Mares 
computer attached to his wrist. This was a shallow dive, no 
risk of nitrogen narcosis, but drills were drills and he 
checked his computer and air gauge every five minutes. At 
sixteen metres depth, just off the north coast of Comino 
Island, he noted 47minutes dive time, 100bar tank pressure 
remaining. 
 Ahead he could see a dark shadow from where from the 
sun fell behind the cliff above them, the mouth of the semi-
enclosed cave his group had dived in earlier now visible. 
His ‘dive buddy’ swam a few metres ahead, pointing at a sea 
snake as it headed towards the surface for a gulp of air. 
 Grey suddenly became aware of another shadow with a 
professional interest. Easing his head up he could see a dark 
shadow over the water. A helicopter.  

A burst of white water and bubbles signalled the entry of 
a rescue diver wearing an orange wetsuit. The diver, holding 
his mask, righted himself, surfaced, took a breath through 
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his snorkel and then duck-dived down, taking several 
graceful swim-strokes before kicking with his fins, his arms 
now by his side. Holding his nose and clearing his ears he 
swam quickly down to ten metres and levelled off, 
signalling the dive group to surface. 
 Figuring that this was probably more about him – than 
the British and Belgium amateur divers - Grey finned 
quickly towards the man, extending his yellow emergency 
regulator towards the diver. The gap closed quickly, the 
diver accepting the regulator, blowing out water and then 
breathing in as they both started to slowly ascend, gripping 
each other’s forearms. 
 The rescuer diver drew a name in the water. G … R … E 
… Y. Mr Grey pointed towards himself and then gave the 
‘OK’ dive signal. They accelerated their ascent, Mr Grey’s 
wrist computer bleeping its complaint as a safe ascent rate 
was exceeded. 
 At the surface the rescuer diver held up his thumb for the 
winch-man to see all was well. Grey checked below and 
then dropped his weight-belt, using the ‘quick-release’ 
buckles on his jacket to detach himself from the tank. 
 A few seconds later he sat on the side of the American 
made Maltese rescue helicopter, pulling off his fins and 
discarding them, letting them fall into the ocean as the 
helicopter sped low over the water, his mask similarly 
discarded, the door finally closed. 
 The winch-man placed his mouth next to Grey’s ear. 
‘You must go to Switzerland, urgent!’ he shouted over the 
aircraft noise. 
 Grey nodded, none too phased, sitting on a bench and 
accepting a towel. 
 The olive-skinned Maltese diver pointed out the window 
and smiled, Grey following his gaze. ‘American. Pop-eye 
village. They made the film here!’ 
 Grey forced a quick smile and nodded, a glimpse at the 
wooden village made for the film, nestled into the base of a 
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small cliff. He had dived from the nearby concrete jetty just 
the day before. 
 

* * * 
 
Thirty minutes later Johno walked back into Beesely’s 
office with Thomas, the boy holding a large box of 
doughnuts. They both slumped into chairs. Beesely opened 
his eyes and eased forwards, Otto entering a second later 
with a fresh tea for Beesely. 
 Johno informed them, ‘Grey’s on a plane, private jet of 
some sort, apparently faster than our Learjet. Be here in no 
time.’ 
 ‘Good, good,’ Beesely offered, sipping his tea. 
 A manager walked in as Otto sat. ‘Sir, some news from 
the prisoner.’ 
 ‘Prisoner?’ Beesely repeated, squinting up at the man. 
 ‘Russian man, captured at the lorry with the missile 
launcher.’ 
 ‘Ah, yes. Did he talk?’ 
 ‘Yes, sir, some words. Luchenkov on a yacht –’ 
 ‘We know that,’ Johno scoffed, a mouth full of 
doughnut. 
 The manager added, ‘And something about a boat on a 
river full of explosives.’ 
 ‘Fuck!’ Johno said as he jumped up, spraying his 
doughnut. He jabbed at the phone as he tried to chew and 
swallow. ‘Get Dame Helen!’ he shouted. 
 Beesely faced the manager. ‘Which river?’ 
 ‘Unknown, sir.’ 
 ‘There’s only one – the Thames,’ Johno insisted. ‘Large 
boats can’t get near Paris or Berlin … or here.’ 
 ‘Yes,’ Beesely agreed with an urgent nod. 
 ‘Hello? Beesely?’ came Helen’s voice. 
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 Johno closed in. ‘Helen! Condition Black! Boat on the 
river packed with explosives. Look out the window, what’s 
the tide?’ They waited. 
 ‘It’ll be high tide in half an hour,’ she shouted. 
 ‘Get on it, Helen,’ Johno shouted. ‘Target is probably 
Parliament!’ 
 She cut the line, a deathly silence of anticipation 
capturing the room. 
 Otto slowly stood, looking terrified. ‘What if we are too 
late?’ 
 Beesely rubbed his chest, the movement unnoticed. 

‘Boats can go up the Thames before high tide,’ Johno 
pointed out, slumping back down and glancing at a 
concerned Thomas. 

They sipped their teas for several silent, tortured 
minutes. 
 ‘Sir!’ burst from the phone. ‘Reports of a huge explosion 
in England, thousands hurt…’ 
 
 



110 

End of an era 
 

1 
 
‘Johno?’ Beesely quietly called, his words unheard as Otto 
ran out. 

Johno stood kicking a cabinet and screaming. Thomas 
stood now also, confused and terrified – and feeling useless. 
 ‘Johno?’ Beesely called again, no energy in his voice. 
 Thomas noticed. ‘Johno, Beesely wants you!’ 
 Johno turned around. ‘What?’ he loudly snapped. 
 ‘I can’t … feel … my left arm.’ 
 Johno took big strides and closed the distance quickly, 
shoving Thomas towards the door. ‘Doctor.’ As Thomas ran 
out Johno opened a cabinet, pulling out a large green first 
aid kit, his private assemblage. Opening it onto the desk he 
grabbed a packet of powdered Anadin concentrate and 
poured it into Otto’s unfinished orange juice, quickly 
stirring it with a finger. ‘All of it,’ he firmly whispered, 
holding the glass to Beesely’s mouth and tipping his head 
back.  
 Beesely finished it all, coughing. Johno retrieved a water 
bottle from the fridge and forced Beesely to take numerous 
swigs, Otto rushing in with the doctor. 
 ‘Heart attack,’ Johno calmly informed the doctor. He 
stepped back as the medic closed in, opening a yellow 
plastic pack and immediately attaching a defribulator to 
Beesely’s chest. Johno tapped the desk phone and asked for 
an ambulance as the machine started to audibly signal 
Beesely’s weak heartbeat. 
 As they watched, Beesely involuntarily exhaled, closed 
his eyes and slumped backwards, the machine’s electronic 
replica of his heartbeat the only sign that he remained alive. 
Johno put the Anadin pack wrapper down the inside of 
Beesely’s shirt, alerting the hospital doctors as to what he 
had given him. 
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 ‘He is stable for the moment,’ the doctor calmly 
announced. ‘But there may be damage.’ 
 Otto pressed the desk phone. ‘Beesely is down. I repeat, 
Beesely is down. Observe protocols.’ 
 Johno glanced at the phone, no clue as to what that 
meant, placing a hand on Thomas’s shoulder as a stretcher 
wheeled in. The medics carefully eased Beesely over, the 
reassuring bleeps echoing from the defribulator. Fortunately, 
the courtyard had still been full of ambulances and their 
crews. With Beesely strapped in they carefully wheeled him 
out, everyone in the command centre stopping and looking 
up. 
 In the great hall Johno stopped Otto, a hand on his arm. 
‘You need to stay here, let Thomas go.’ 
 Otto seemed stunned by the suggestion, pulling his arm 
free and walking on, Johno catching up a second later. ‘I 
must go with him.’ 
 ‘If there’s another attack … we need you here!’ 
 ‘He need’s me,’ Otto insisted, quickening his pace. 
 ‘We need you here!’ Johno insisted, getting louder and 
catching the attention of many people. 
 Otto stopped. In a strong whisper he growled, ‘To hell 
with … here! Beesely needs me!’ He rushed after the 
stretcher. 
 Johno stopped dead, Thomas looking up – not knowing 
what to do; tearful, concerned and now confused. ‘Go with 
grandpa,’ Johno finally whispered, the boy sprinting after 
Otto as the ambulance manoeuvred. He turned and walked 
back inside. 
 

* * * 
 
Stanton cursed his mobile then opened the text message. 
‘BEESELY IS DOWN.’ He lowered the phone and glanced at 
his wife as she made him coffee in their kitchen, both now 
stood in dressing gowns. 
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 ‘What is it?’ she asked, noticing his look. 
 He sighed. ‘Beesely is down.’ He glanced at a calendar 
stuck to his fridge door. ‘The end of an era.’ 
 They stared at each other. 
 

* * * 
 
Dame Helen ignored her mobile phone as she screamed 
down her landline at the Police Commissioner. Willis lifted 
it, opening the text message. He closed the phone and placed 
it down as reports of the explosion began on Sky News. She 
slammed the phone down and approached the TV screens, a 
hand over her mouth. 
 Willis stepped up to her, Helen noticing his look. 
‘Beesely is down,’ he quietly informed her. ‘Guess that 
means he’s dead.’ 
 She closed her eyes. 
 

* * * 
 
Susan was busy, all London officers recalled, her office 
buzzing. She felt the vibration in her pocket, then eased the 
phone out – awkwardly past her bullet-proof vest – and read 
the message, slumping into a chair. 
 

* * * 
 
Elle Rosen lowered his phone and turned back to the TV 
screen, shaking his head. 

 
2 

 
Johno stood just inside Beesely’s empty office, staring at 
Beesely’s chair. The office suddenly felt a lot bigger. From 
the fridge he fixed himself a ‘Vodka Red Bull’, slumping 
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down heavily into his usual seat. With his eyes closed he 
gently massaged the bridge of his nose. 
 Someone sat next to him, letting out a loud sigh. Johno 
opened one eye for just a fraction of a second: Simon, the 
senior guard commander. 
 ‘Hard day at the office?’ Johno asked in a whisper, 
taking a large swig with his eyes still closed. 
 ‘The day is only just starting,’ Simon quietly pointed 
out, easing back and stretching out his legs. 
 ‘How you coping?’  
 Simon turned his head. ‘How are you … coping, Boss?’ 
 ‘Same as ever, hurts all over.’ 
 Simon nodded, unseen by Johno. ‘Will Herr Beesely 
survive?’ 
 ‘Doubt it,’ Johno whispered. ‘At that age … tricky.’ 
 Again Simon nodded. ‘What are you drinking?’ 
 ‘Vodka Red Bull,’ Johno answered, barely above a 
whisper. ‘Vodka takes the edge off, Red Bull keeps me 
going.’ 
 ‘How long since you slept?’ 
 ‘Dunno, it’s all a bit foggy.’ He took another swig. 
 Claus, the senior manager walked in with a file. ‘Johno? 
Are you OK?’ 
 Johno let out a long, loud breath and lifted his head. 
‘Sure. What do you need?’ 
 ‘Your attention for a few minutes,’ Claus answered. He 
opened his file then stiffened. ‘By the power invested in me 
by the owners and directors of the International Bank of 
Zurich –’ Johno shot him a quizzical look. ‘- I hereby 
activate Herr Beesely’s Incapacity Will, 9.30am, 
Wednesday the 22nd of August.’  
 Johno exchanged a look with Simon, who now appeared 
just as confused. 
 Claus continued, ‘In accordance with that will, 
ownership of the banking group now passes to you in its 
entirety –’ 
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 ‘Whooa there, tiger,’ Johno said, raising a hand towards 
Claus and sitting up. ‘You what?’ 
 ‘When Herr Beesely became incapacitated you inherited 
the bank … as his son and nominated heir.’ 
 ‘Son?’ Simon asked. ‘That explains a lot.’ 
 ‘What … what about Otto?’ Johno asked. 
 ‘Within the Incapacity Will there are several provisions, 
including the fact that Otto stays on as Deputy Group 
Director until such time as the new owner - that’s you - 
appoints or changes the positions of the staff, which will 
then be legally recorded and witnessed. 
 ‘There are also other provisions in the will. First, you 
cannot sell the bank for ten years from this date, you cannot 
draw down from the bank more than 25% of your personal 
worth and the main activities of the banking group cannot be 
changed within ten years. There are twenty-two other 
provisions of a minor nature.’ 
 ‘Jesus,’ Johno let out, a stunned look for Simon, but not 
at the numerous sub-provisions. 
 ‘You’re the boss now,’ Simon stated. 
 Johno stood. ‘Simon, leave us, please.’ 
 Simon eased up and walked out, closing the door. 
 ‘What about Otto?’ Johno asked in a whisper, closing in 
on Claus. 
 Claus glanced over his shoulder towards the door. ‘Otto 
… is not … Herr Beesely’s son. Nor can he ever be known 
to be.’ 
 Johno slowly nodded to himself before noticing Claus 
gesturing towards Beesely’s chair. 
 ‘Yours now,’ Claus informed him. 
 Johno studied ‘the chair’, taking a big mouthful of his 
drink. ‘What happens if Beesely recovers?’ 
 ‘You still retain ownership. What you do with it is up to 
you. If you wish you can appoint Herr Beesely as Group 
Director when he is well enough … if he is well enough, of 
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course.’ Claus straightened, clasping his hands behind his 
back. ‘The group awaits you instructions, Herr Director.’ 
 Johno’s eyes narrowed, focusing on Claus. ‘Then here’s 
my first fucking instruction – don’t call me frigging Herr 
Director. Johno will do.’ 
 ‘As you see fit, sir.’ 
 Staring out of focus Johno took a deep breath and 
finished his drink. ‘Best try and win this war then, before 
the old man gets back all grumpy.’ He gently lowered 
himself into Beesely’s chair. ‘All managers, deputies and 
guard commanders. Please.’ 
 Claus picked up his file, turning on a heel and leaving  

Johno sat in the big chair, rubbing his hands across the 
desk. ‘Hope I don’t let you down, old fucker,’ he whispered. 
 Five minutes later the managers and deputies sat 
assembled, guard commanders arriving last – Johno sat 
silently watching them arrive. Most smiled welcomingly at 
him as they entered. 
 ‘Leave the door open,’ Johno said as the last guard 
commander arrived. Scanning the assembled group he took 
in their faces. ‘As most of you already know, Beesely has 
had a heart attack … and is on his way to hospital. He may 
survive, he may not. His … condition has activated 
something called an Incapacity Will, which transfers power 
to me … until Beesely sees what I’m doing with the place 
and comes running back.’ Everyone smiled, reserved and 
politely. ‘Let’s try and have this place sorted for him when 
he gets back, eh? 
 He touched his throbbing ear. ‘OK, first, dead and 
wounded figures?’ 
 Claus eased forwards. ‘Thirty-eight confirmed dead, 
eight missing, five critical, forty-five seriously wounded, 
thirty-seven wounded. We are not counting staff who are 
injured but remain at work.’ 
 Johno rubbed his forehead. ‘Who many Brit’s did we 
lose?’ 
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 ‘Six confirmed dead, sir,’ Claus answered, one critical, 
three injured. 
 Johno considered the losses, glancing at the guard 
commanders. ‘How many ex-SAS applicants on the waiting 
list?’ 
 ‘Twenty-two,’ a manager answered. ‘Plus eight SBS, 
twenty five Marines and thirty from your Parachute 
Regiment.’ 
 Johno tapped the desk idly with a finger. ‘How many 
have been vetted?’ 
 ‘Most, sir,’ the same manager answered. ‘But not yet the 
gentlemen with Herr Bilbo, sir.’ 
 ‘I’ll vouch for them,’ Johno said. ‘Besides, they’re 
already frigging here. Someplace.’ He rubbed his nose, sore 
from where he had landed on it earlier. ‘OK, transfer them 
all to Switzerland – to the training base, usual checks, 
medicals, briefings. I want twenty of the best ready for the 
weekend.’ 
 Managers took notes. 
 ‘Right, has everything been done to assist the wounded?’ 
Managers nodded. ‘The families of the deceased?’ 
 ‘The local police are helping, plus people we have 
brought in from other areas,’ Claus explained. ‘One male 
and one female officer go out with one of our staff to visit 
the family. Several had no families.’ 
 Johno consider that fact for a moment. ‘Castle roof?’ 
 A manager stated, ‘They are throwing the debris over the 
side as you requested, already good progress.’ 
 ‘All fires out?’ Johno asked the man. 
 ‘Yes, sir.’ 
 ‘Estimates for repair time?’ 
 ‘Could be a month, at least –’ a manager reported. 
 Johno exploded. ‘Like fuck! If it takes a month I’ll shoot 
the lot of you myself! I want round the clock builders, the 
best money can buy, hundreds of them. You will … fix that 
restaurant back to as good as it was, and quickly.’  
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 Managers nervously made notes. 
 Johno took in their faces for several seconds before 
easing back into his chair, letting out a big breath. ‘OK, 
radiation?’ he asked in a softer voice. 
 ‘Just the tank room,’ Simon reported. ‘Nothing seeping 
out, and we’ve blocked up the hole. Staff have returned.’ 
 ‘Good,’ Johno said with an approving nod. 
 ‘Mr Grey will be here soon,’ Simon added. 
 ‘US Army here in one hour, sir,’ Claus stated. 
 Johno rubbed his face, picking off dried mud and blood. 
‘Latest from the UK?’ 
 Claus reluctantly reported, a pained expression, 
‘Estimated one thousand dead, ten thousand wounded, sir.’ 
 ‘Which part of London got hit?’ Johno quietly asked. 
 ‘Not London, sir. Portsmouth.’ 
 ‘Portsmouth!’ Johno repeated, straightening. ‘Not 
London?’ 
 ‘No, sir. The Naval base at Portsmouth. A ship sailed up 
the Solent river and alongside a British ship … name Ark-’ 
 ‘Ark Royal?’ Johno gasped. 
 ‘Yes, sir. It was destroyed, everyone killed.’ 
 ‘Ark Royal sunk?’ Johno asked in a strained whisper. 
 Claus offered a sympathetic nod. 
 Johno stared down at the desk, breathing hard. He closed 
his eyes. ‘What else?’ 
 ‘The blast broke windows up to three miles away, sir,’ 
Claus unhappily reported. ‘That is why so many casualties.’ 
 ‘Herr Johno?’ a lady manager called. ‘We have the 
medics in a place named Swindon …?’ 
 Johno considered the woman’s idea, taking in their 
expectant looks. ‘Ladies and gentlemen, I know we’re all 
hurting here … and K2 has suffered greatly, but ten 
thousand wounded outnumbers what pain we’re going 
through – by a long fucking way. I propose to assist the 
people of Portsmouth, diverting time, money and resources 
from here. Does anyone have any objections?’ 
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 He waited as managers glanced at each other. 
 Finally Simon said, ‘We have everything here under 
control, Johno.’ 
 Johno jabbed at the desk phone. ‘Get me the head of our 
rescue force in the UK, urgent.’ 
 ‘Yes, sir.’ 
 They waited. 
 ‘Colonel Vaughan,’ came a voice that Johno recognised. 
 ‘Vaughan? Regiment Vaughan?’ 
 ‘Yes, that you Johno?’ 
 ‘Yeah, what you doing there?’ 
 ‘Quit the Army a few months back, heard about this. 
With my background they hired me on the spot … been flat-
out ever since, here ten days now. Got a dozen troopers here 
as well, some Regiment officers mucking in.’ 
 ‘Listen! How many medics could you raise in five 
minutes?’ 
 ‘There’s two hundred and fifty warm bodies here. Why?’ 
 ‘Why? Haven’t you heard about Portsmouth?’ 
 ‘Portsmouth? No, been busy. What’s up?’ 
 ‘You sitting down?’ 
 ‘Not any more. What’s up?’ 
 ‘Some fucker sailed a boat into Portsmouth Naval base, 
couple a tonnes of high explosive –’ 
 ‘What?’ Vaughan shrieked. 
 ‘Ten thousand casualties.’ 
 There was a long silence, voices in the background. ‘Get 
the fucking news on!’ could be heard. They waited. ‘Johno, 
I can see the pictures on the tele’ … Jesus!’ 
 ‘Vaughan, I’m now the head of K2, Beesely is … ill. I’m 
your employer, so listen the fuck up, and listen good. I want 
you to hire, steal or borrow every helicopter you can… and 
get every medic we have straight to Portsmouth.’ Johno 
pointed at a manager. ‘We’ll be sending you all K2 
helicopters in the UK –’ The manager sent his deputy out. ‘- 
plus every chopper we can hire.’ 
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 ‘We got two Chinooks sat right here,’ Vaughan 
explained. ‘RAF.’ 
 ‘Grab them, at gun point if necessary … I don’t care.’ 
 ‘There’s also a Hercules loading up with fifty para’s!’ 
 ‘Paras? You mean our medic civvy para’ unit?’ 
 ‘Yes. Today was to be the first practice drop, onto the 
sand near Studland Bay in Dorest.’ 
 ‘Divert them, they’ll be dropping on Portsmouth. 
Explain it nicely to the pilots, any which way, I don’t 
fucking care – just do it.’ 
 ‘I’m on the case. I’ll make some calls, rope in as many 
old boys as I can find. Jesus, there’s pictures on the tele’ of 
Ark Royal on her side, burning.’ 
 ‘I want thirty minute updates to Operations here. Johno 
out.’ He cut the line. Facing the managers he said, ‘I want 
every chopper we can hire – anywhere in the UK – to be 
sent to them, or to Portsmouth to help out.’ He pressed a 
button. ‘Get me Blaum!’ 
 A few seconds later came the deep and welcoming voice 
of Max Blaum. ‘Johno?’ 
 ‘Max, listen up. Beesely is in hospital, I’m holding the 
fort. I want every Swiss Red Cross medic kitted out and 
ready to go in an hour, money is no object.’ 
 ‘What for?’ 
 ‘I want to send them to the UK, to Portsmouth.’ 
 ‘I have just been watching the news. Terrible.’ 
 ‘How many can you mobilise, Max?’ 
 ‘Six hundred, plus military reserves.’ 
 ‘Six hundred?’ Johno repeated. ‘Way to go! We’ll 
organise the planes, you get the bodies. Oh, and land at 
Southampton airport, fuck the permission. Any comeback 
and we’ll sort it.’ 
 ‘I’ll get things moving and call you back.’ Blaum hung-
up with a click, managers now dispatching several deputies. 
 Johno rubbed the bridge of his nose again, his eyes 
closed. ‘That arsehole, Mountney, was from Portsmouth.’ 
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He lifted his head. Quietly, he added, ‘I guess he had some 
scores to settle with the in-laws and the local bookies.’ He 
pressed a button. ‘French Ambassador.’ 
 A minute later came, ‘Hello? Mister … Johno?’ 
 ‘Yes. You seen the news?’ 
 ‘I have. This is outrageous –’ 
 ‘Shut up and listen. We gave you the paintings, now 
comes payback time. I want a plane load of French rescuers 
with dogs and thermal cameras, plus a plane load or two of 
medics – and I want them on their way to Southampton 
Airport within the hour, or I’m going to get annoyed.’ 
 ‘Mister Johno, just where - exactly - did you learn your 
diplomatic skills?’ 
 ‘British SAS.’ 
 ‘I can believe it. My government … will help in any way 
it can – without bribes or threats.’ 
 ‘Get a move on then.’ Johno cut the line and eased back 
as a mug of tea was placed down for him by Simon; Johno 
did not even remember him leaving the room. 
 ‘Ta.’ Johno took a sip. ‘Right, the hospitals around 
Portsmouth are going to get swamped. They can’t handle a 
fucking flu outbreak, let alone something like this. They’ve 
probably got ten spare beds between them. How many spare 
hospital beds are there here, Austria and Germany … in 
private clinics?’ 
 ‘Thousands,’ Claus suggested. ‘But could we not 
transport them to other parts of England? Many will not 
wish to be away from their families when they are injured.’ 
 ‘Good point. Let’s hire a hundred coaches from around 
the south of England, send them to Portsmouth, then use 
them to ferry people around the UK.’ 
 Managers took notes. 
 ‘Let’s use the helicopters for the seriously wounded, fly 
them to the nearest hospital with spare beds. But how many 
seriously burnt people could we get into private clinics 
here?’ 
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 ‘Five hundred, maybe,’ Claus suggested. 
 ‘Make plans to fly them here when stable, free up beds 
in the UK. Re-hab’ for burns victims takes months, that’ll 
tie up lots of beds over there. Besides, the UK has fuck-all 
burns units anyway. Oh!’ He dialled. ‘Get me the director of 
BUPA in the UK.’ The tea was finished quickly. He faced 
Simon. ‘Fridge, Vodka Red Bull.’ Simon made the drink. 
 ‘Hello?’ came an American accent. 
 ‘Who’s that?’ Johno asked, a slight puzzlement at the 
American accent. 
 ‘This is Charles Dexter, the head of BUPA UK.’ 
 ‘Oh, right. I’m the Director of the International Bank of 
Zurich, Switzerland.’ 
 ‘How can I help?’ came the pleasant voice. 
 ‘Have you seen what’s happened in Portsmouth?’ 
 ‘Yes, shocking, everyone talking about it … not much 
work getting done, everyone glued to the radio.’ 
 ‘What they doing in on a Sunday?’ Johno puzzled. 
 ‘Er … hospitals don’t close on weekends,’ Dexter 
explained, trying not to sound too patronising. 

Johno rolled his eyes. ‘OK, listen up. I am personally 
worth more than BUPA UK is worth … and I am going to 
offer to pay for some of the seriously injured from 
Portsmouth to be treated in your hospitals. Is that OK with 
you?’ 
 ‘Er … I’m not quite sure how we might organise such a 
thing.’ 
 ‘OK, let’s keep this simple. I’ll go slow. My bank is 
going to electronically transfer one hundred million pounds 
in the next hour–’ 
 ‘Did you say … a hundred million pounds?’ 
 ‘I did, check it when it’s there. What I want you to do… 
is to use that money treating as many people as you can 
from Portsmouth, spreading them all over the UK at your 
nice shiny – MRSA free - hospitals. When that money runs 
out, pick up the blower and we’ll sort some more. Got it?’ 
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 ‘Er … I’ll have to chat to the board.’ 
 ‘Do so quickly, and no mention of where the money 
came from. You’ll see it in your account soon, then go to 
work.’ He hung up. 
 ‘MRSA?’ Simon queried. 
 ‘Most UK hospitals make you sicker coming out than 
when you went in,’ Johno commented, sipping his drink. 
‘What else can we do?’ 
 ‘The old people will suffer,’ a woman suggested. 
‘Windows broken, gas and electric off … everyone too busy 
to call on them.’ 
 ‘Sally Army!’ Johno said, pointing at the woman. 
 ‘Who?’ the manager asked. 
 ‘British Salvation Army. Bunch of anoraks and do-
gooders, soup-kitchens.’ 
  ‘Ah, I see,’ the woman acknowledged, taking notes.  

‘Hire buses … transport them from other areas, as many 
as can be mobilised. And talking of windows, I want every 
glass-repair company for a hundred miles sent a small 
amount of money and then sent to Portsmouth.’ 
 ‘Tonight will be a problem,’ Claus suggested. 
 ‘Here?’ Johno asked. 
 ‘No, in England. No gas or electric for many houses.’ 
 ‘Soup kitchens! See who we can hire … concert catering 
companies. If they can feed the Glastonbury Festival, they 
can feed Portsmouth. And those fuckers doing the catering 
at Hyde Park are out of a job, so try them.  

‘OK, guard commanders remain, rest to work – back 
here in one hour.’ Quietly, he added, ‘Someone remind me 
when it’s time.’ 
 ‘Sir?’ came from the phone. 
 ‘Yes?’ Johno answered as the managers filed out. 
 ‘Mister Grey just landed at the airfield. Naked, sir.’ 
 Johno blinked at the phone. ‘Naked?’ 
 ‘He was apparently winched from the sea, in scuba gear, 
and flown directly here.’ 
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 Johno smirked towards Simon. ‘Best sort him some 
clothes for when he gets here. Ta, love.’ 
 ‘Naked?’ Simon repeated. 
 Johno shrugged. ‘He’s gunna be pissed with us. Didn’t 
just cut his holiday in half, we fished him up as well ... mid 
scuba-dive by the sounds of it.’ 

 
* * * 

 
Pepi waited for three men ranged in front of him to vent 
their anger, his head lowered respectfully. Finally they were 
done, storming out of this Strasbourg Freemason’s Lodge. 
He faced his assistant, slowly unwrapping a fresh cigar. 
‘Exactly what happened at Zug?’ 
 ‘The cruise missile hit the mountain, not the castle, but 
still with a great deal of damage and dead. Both planes were 
shot down, one landing inside the compound and killing 
many.’ 
 Pepi cut the end of his cigar. ‘Tally?’ 
 ‘Fifty reported dead, at least one hundred wounded. But 
reported to the Swiss Government – a quarter of that!’ 
 Pepi lit up, stepping to the large Masonic emblem fixed 
to the wall. ‘The car combs?’ he enquired, without looking 
around. 
 ‘One one went off in Switzerland, the rest dealt with by 
K2 staff, apparently all English bomb disposal experts.’ 
 Pepi glanced over his shoulder at that, before turning 
back to the wall. 
 ‘The bombs in England detonated, but caused little 
damage, no loss of life, sir.’ 
 ‘Except the ship,’ Pepi muttered 
 The assistant sighed. ‘In addition to the explosives 
loaded in France, and unknown to us, Luchenkov packed in 
thirty tonnes of fertilizer, petrol, oil…’ 
 ‘And now everyone in Europe will be against those 
responsible,’ Pepi noted. ‘Because of the loss of life … not 
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just the planned damage to a naval ship - which should have 
been empty of most of its crew on a Sunday morning.’ 
 ‘And the British Government may act…’ 
 ‘The trail ends with Luchenkov,’ Pepi confidently 
suggested, although he had his doubts, kept from his 
assistant. 
 

3 
 
The Hampshire Police helicopter hovered at five hundred 
feet, trying in vain to help co-ordinate the rescue attempts 
with ground units that could not get anywhere near the naval 
base. At best, the crew aboard their German made BO105 
helicopter could just relay what they saw. 
 What they now saw from their position above Whale 
Island, Portsmouth Harbour, was a flotilla of fire-boats 
pumping water onto the Ark Royal, a plume of smoke 
drifting across the water in today’s gentle breeze. From 
within the naval base a larger fire burnt, a thick black pawl 
of smoke reaching up several thousand feet already, a stark 
reminder of what had happened on this otherwise pleasant 
and sunny August day. 
 The observer glanced left out of his window. With a 
casual professionalism he reported. ‘Traffic, nine o’clock 
low. Police helicopter.’ 
 The pilot scanned the western horizon, across the 
harbour. A small fire burnt in his two o’clock position, 
flashing blue lights nearby. 
 ‘What’s that?’ the observed called. ‘Dead ahead?’ 
 The pilot focused ahead through his sun visor. ‘Looks 
like … a Hercules. Jesus, he’s low.’ 
 ‘Coming right towards us,’ the observed noted. 
‘Maybe… two hundred feet higher.’ 
 ‘What the hell they doing on that course?’ the pilot 
asked, as much of himself as his observer. 
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 ‘His flaps are down,’ the observer noted, a heavy frown 
and a glance at the pilot. 
 ‘There’re no airfields for miles … so what the hell is he 
on approach to?’ he pilot asked. 
 ‘What the fuck …?’ the observed began, but could not 
finish, as paratroopers emerged from either side of the 
Hercules. ‘Paras!’ 
 They observed the scene as parachutes opened over 
Southsea Common, large white parachutes with red crosses 
patterned into the middle. They glanced at each other. The 
Hercules banked hard to the west, turning in a tight circle 
little more than six hundred yards from the police helicopter. 
Two ‘sticks’ of eight white parachutes drifted down and out 
of sight. 
 ‘Mike Romeo two-six to base,’ the pilot transmitted. 
 ‘Mike Romeo two-six, go ahead,’ came back, a 
professional and detached female voice. 
 ‘Mike Romeo two-six, there’s a Royal Air Force 
Hercules transport dropping paratroopers … on Southsea 
Common, over.’ 
 The response was not immediate. ‘Mike Romeo two-six, 
say again.’ 
 ‘Mike Romeo two-six. There are paratroopers landing on 
Southsea Common, white parachutes with large red crosses 
on them!’ 
 ‘There,’ the observer pointed. ‘Two o’clock. Chinooks.’
 As they observed, two Chinooks flew low across the 
harbour and landed promptly on the parade ground of the 
Naval College. With their rotors still turning dozens of 
people in white uniforms exited the rear of the helicopters 
and spread out. ‘They must be military,’ the observed 
puzzled. 
 ‘Why they in white?’ 
 The Chinooks were airborne a minute later, heading 
north over the harbour. 
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 ‘Shit!’ the observer let out. ‘Eight o’clock low! Where 
the hell did they come from?’ 
 The pilot manipulated the left pedal and swung the 
helicopter around, now viewing nine civilian helicopters 
approaching in a line. The line of helicopters banked west 
and out over the harbour at little more than two hundred 
feet, swung around and then landed in a line on the parade 
ground. 
 
WPC Stokes held her mobile phone a few inches from her 
face, looking up in awe as sixteen white parachutes drifted 
down right in front of her. The woman she had been helping 
became momentarily distracted from the injuries she had 
sustained after being blown off her feet. 
 Together, they keenly observed the first parachutist land 
softly in the flowerbeds just a few yards away. Two men, 
stood on the grass with their tops off, rushed forwards and 
grabbed the parachute as the parachutist got upright and 
released shoulder clips, the parachute falling at the feet of 
the two helpers. With her helmet off the medic shook her 
hair and jogged towards the policewoman, rapidly 
unclipping her reserve shoot, clipped across her chest, 
finally detaching her medical kit. 
 ‘I’m a doctor,’ she informed the policewoman, pushing 
her away from the injured woman. ‘Go and do something 
more useful.’ 
 The doctor quickly checked the injured woman. ‘You’re 
fine, nothing serious.’ Then louder, ‘Listen! You’re fine, 
don’t go to hospital or tie-up and medics, you hear me. 
There are thousands of casualties here … and most are 
serious. You’ll be fine.’ She turned and ran towards the sea-
front castle and beyond to the centre of the explosion, her 
colleagues following. 
 With the policewoman watching, the ‘patient’ limped off 
towards her home. 
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* * * 
 
Dame Helen sat glued to the TV news, little more she could 
do. MI6 was not a real-time operation; their jobs were 
stealthy intelligence gathering over time, and from outside 
of the UK. Now, there remained little they could do other 
than assist in the hunt for Mountney around Europe and the 
world. 
 Willis pointed at the screen. ‘Who they hell are they?’ 
 Dame Helen eased up, stepping closer to the screens as 
images of the Hercules releasing its paratroops filled every 
news service they were now monitoring. When the chutes 
opened she said, ‘Beesely.’ 
 ‘Beesely?’ Willis queried, facing her. ‘Oh! The rescue 
force in Swindon.’ He faced the screen. ‘He’s dropping 
them right on the front at Southsea!’ 
 ‘He’s not,’ Helen quietly stated. Willis faced her, a 
questioning look.  She added, as she sat back down, ‘He had 
a heart attack a few hours ago. Otto must have arranged it.’ 
 ‘Christ!’ Willis let out in a whisper. ‘You think … 
maybe… the shock of all this, coming right after his place 
was attacked?’ 
 Without taking her eyes off the screen she quietly said, 
‘He’s eighty. And they lost fifty people overnight, two 
hundred wounded.’ She closed her eased for a moment, her 
head in her hand. 
 ‘You OK? You want a water?’ 
 ‘I won’t survive this,’ she whispered. 
 Willis frowned, unseen, then stared wide-eyed. Turning 
back to the TV screens he said, ‘You think the PM will call 
for your resignation?’ 
 ‘Without a doubt.’ 
  

4 
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‘Johno?’ a guard called, his words echoing across the tank 
room. 
 Johno stubbed out his cigarette and walked towards the 
enlarged crack in the tank room wall. 
 In his orange protective suit Mr Grey eased his head out. 
Distorted by the suit he said, ‘You fucking knob head!’ 
 Johno glanced at Simon. ‘What?’ 
 ‘The nukes aren’t here, jerk-off!’ 
 ‘They’re not?’ Johno questioned. ‘What about the 
radiation?’ 
 Grey eased out and straightened, helped by a guard. ‘It’s 
just the casings, not the bombs!’ 
 ‘They radioactive?’ Johno asked. 
 ‘Hell, yes. But nothing inside.’ 
 ‘What about the rest of the cave?’ Simon asked. 
 ‘Fucking massive, goes back a mile!’ Grey reported 
through his suit. 
 ‘Is there a radiation trail?’ Johno asked, helping Grey 
ease his suit off. 
 ‘No,’ Grey answered, his head now free. ‘There’s part of 
a crumbling wall after the casings, then a very long tunnel. 
Old. Old chiselled tunnel.’ 
 ‘Old … like the Czech cave?’ Johno nudged. 
 ‘Much older. Maybe turn of the century or before … old 
lamps.’ 
 As Grey eased out of his suit Johno pointed at the crack. 
‘How do we … you know, deal with the casings?’ 
 Breathing loudly in the cooler air Grey said, ‘Push them 
to the side then concrete them. There’s a hole they could be 
shoved into. Lead line it, then concrete the casings, then 
concrete all over. Twelve inches of concrete will do it.’ 
 ‘Get yourself some food and drink, rest if you need it,’ 
Johno suggested. ‘Then we got a cave for you to explore 
when the team gets here.’ 
 ‘Team?’ Grey carefully mouthed. 
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 ‘US decon’ team from Germany,’ Johno said. ‘Probably 
the same Captain.’ 
 Grey offered Johno an unfriendly stare. ‘Was he … on 
holiday?’ 
 Johno offered Grey two sympathetic flat hands. ‘You’ll 
be compensated -’ 
 ‘I’m not allowed to be compensated, arsehole!’ Grey 
barked, handing Johno an old set of keys. 
 ‘Really? Well that’s not fair.’ Johno faced Simon, idling 
with the rusty old keys. ‘Is it?’ 
 ‘Not fair at all,’ Simon sarcastically offered, he and 
Johno shaking their heads in less-than-sincere movements. 
 Grey pushed past. ‘I’ll start on the cave when the guys 
get here.’ His voice trailed off as he left them. 
 Johno lifted the keys and inspected them. He yelped, 
throwing them down. ‘They’re fucking radioactive!’ 
 ‘No they’re not,’ came Grey’s voice from a distance, 
followed a laugh. 
 Simon scanned the keys with his Geiger counter. They 
were clean. He lifted them and examined them as Claus 
approached. 
 Johno accepted the keys back, rubbing his thumb against 
the rusty fob, Claus now at his shoulder. ‘J … C … S.’ 
 ‘Let me see!’ Claus snapped, grabbing the keys. 
Observed by Johno and Simon, their interest piqued, Claus 
rubbed the key fob hard with his thumb. ‘JCS,’ he repeated, 
a horrified look. He faced Johno, a questioning look. 
‘These… were inside? With the bombs?’ 
 ‘No bombs in there,’ Johno explained. ‘Relax.’ 
 ‘Not in there?’ Claus questioned. 
 ‘Just the empty cases,’ Simon said. ‘You know these 
initials, sir?’ 
 Claus made strong eye contact with Simon. ‘JCS - Johan 
Shue.’ 
 Simon had been stood with his arms folded. Now he let 
his arms fall, a concerned look. 
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 ‘What?’ Johno asked. 
 Simon faced Johno. ‘Shue. He was a friend of Gunter’s, 
a collector of what you call memorabilia.’ 
 Johno glanced from face to face. ‘Well … if this fucker’s 
keys were next to the nukes, maybe he knows where they 
are?’ 
 ‘Maybe he has them,’ Simon suggested, clearly 
concerned. 
 Johno faced Claus. ‘This guy still alive?’ 
 ‘I believe so, perhaps eighty three now.’ He took a long 
breath, carefully observed by Johno. ‘This could be 
problem.’ 
 ‘Why?’ Johno queried. 
 ‘He is a very rich man, who runs an organisation not 
unlike K2, but smaller.’ 
 ‘Like K2?’ Johno snapped. ‘Here, in Switzerland?’ 
 ‘In Austria, sir.’ 
 ‘How many men?’ Johno asked. 
 ‘Perhaps twenty, thirty men,’ Claus explained. 
 Johno put a cigarette on his lip. ‘And what do they do?’ 
 ‘Herr Shue uses his … people in finding and dealing 
with art treasures … as well as rare items for collectors, 
many outlawed or dangerous. In fact I am sure that his 
footsteps were left in the dust in a certain Czech complex.’ 
 Johno lit up. ‘What the fuck’s he doing risking 
everything by pissing about with our nukes?’ 
 Claus straightened. ‘If he has them, or knows of their 
whereabouts, then … then I am surprised that he would, as 
you say, take the risk. Anyone connected with such bombs 
would attract the interest of the Americans.’ Claus raised his 
eyebrows in emphasis. ‘And a strong interest.’ 
 ‘I want all we have on this guy on my - Beesely’s - desk 
today. Manager’s meeting in fifteen minutes.’ Johno faced 
Simon. ‘Get me Grey. Quickly.’ 
  

* * * 
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Johno met Grey at the drawbridge, the American now 
wearing black guard clothing. ‘Walk with me.’ 
 Grey followed, Johno stopping on the grass and lighting 
up. ‘Problem?’ Grey asked. 
 ‘Big problem,’ Johno said facing the lake, six guards 
with M-16s keeping a discrete distance. He took a drag then 
faced Grey. ‘This is off the record, way off the fucking 
record. What would it take to get those old nukes working?’ 
 ‘Working?’ Grey repeated. 
 ‘To get the old nukes ready to go bang?’ Johno carefully 
mouthed. 
 Grey’s eyes narrowed. ‘I hope you’re not going 
anywhere with this?’ 
 ‘What would you need?’ Johno pressed. ‘And, could an 
amateur make it go bang?’ 
 Grey gave it some thought, noting two ribs on the lake. 
He shrugged. ‘With a shopping list and a hell of a credit 
card limit, I could make them go bang.’ Johno stared, but 
said nothing. Grey finally added, ‘The hard bit, for any 
amateur nuke builder, would be the plutonium and the inner 
casing. After that, not so hard. You need a good explosive, 
like C4 or its predecessors, and a decent timing mechanism 
to set-off the shaped charges at the exact same instant.’ 
 Johno took in the lake, taking a long, slow drag. ‘Do me 
a favour. Draw up a shopping list of what would be needed, 
then let my people know where to get it from.’ 
 ‘Excuse me?’ 
 Johno could not help but grin. ‘Don’t worry, we don’t 
have them … and we ain’t planning on putting some 
together. But if some other fuckhead has been trying to put 
them together then he’s been buying bits - and not from 
Radio Shack or Tandy.’ 
 ‘You want to try and trace such a … person,’ Grey 
stated. 
 ‘Already got a suspect, and he fits the bill.’ 
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 ‘And if he’s been shopping?’ 
 Johno made strong eye contact. ‘Ask your boss to give 
me a call. Get the troops ready.’ 
 ‘This … suspect. Which country?’ 
 ‘About … ninety miles from here. Austria.’ 
 ‘Austria?’ Grey queried. 
 Johno put his hand on Grey’s arm. ‘I want that shopping 
list in ten minutes. Forget the cave for now.’ 
 Grey offered the side of Johno’s head a look, issuing a 
sigh. ‘And Radioshack and Tandy went out of business 
twenty years ago, old man.’ Grey headed inside at a brisk 
pace. 
 ‘They did?’ Johno muttered. ‘No one ever tells me 
anything!’ 
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Under new management 
 

1 
 
Johno accepted an unsolicited tea from Simon in Beesely’s 
office. ‘You’re getting good at this.’ Johno sipped, 
observing Simon as the big man hovered. ‘Something on 
your mind?’ 
 Simon glanced at the door and then sat. ‘The men are 
concerned. With Herr Beesely sick, maybe dying, and the 
loses we are taking there are some … lowered heads around 
here.’ 
 Johno eased back, staring back at Simon. ‘I guess the 
men don’t see me being as good an organiser as Beesely. 
And they’d be right, I’m crap at office stuff.’ 
  Simon’s look suggested he agreed. 
 Johno asked, ‘Will they follow me?’ 
 ‘Most have great faith in you when it comes to … 
battles. Less faith when it comes to … running a large 
organisation. The men have seen Herr Beesely pick-up the 
phone and get Apaches and the British SAS landing, people 
like the Israelis visiting … the Swiss Government and the 
bank Society respecting him.’ 
 ‘I could wear my medals,’ Johno lightly offered, Simon 
mustering a tired smile. Johno became serious, sipping his 
tea and staring into it. ‘I have no intention of running this 
place,’ he said without looking up. ‘Once we get Luchenkov 
–’ He rolled his eyes. ‘- and the nukes, I’ll hand K2 back to 
Otto and piss off.’ 
 Simon straightened in his seat. ‘You’ll go?’ 
 Johno cradled his mug of tea as he thought. Without 
looking up he began, ‘Simon, I like being here, like it a lot. 
But I’m not Beesely, and I don’t know if I can hold this 
place together with the kind of crisis we seem to get - every 
fucking week. When Otto gets back I’ll have a chat, then 
see.’  
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He stretched his neck muscles. ‘That speech from Otto 
yesterday, or this morning, was all well and good, but I 
don’t like losing people. I’ve a better understanding now of 
what Beesely went through in his life; training people, 
sending them off and then burying them. It’s not a pleasant 
feeling in your gut.’ 
 Simon gave a tired nod. ‘I know,’ he sympathised. ‘I 
knew all of the guards we lost. One was my cousin.’ 
 Johno stared into his tea. ‘It takes someone, someone 
like Beesely, with his pedigree, to deal with that stuff. Never 
really appreciated that before now because I was the fucker 
being sent out!’ 
 ‘I won’t be telling the men this. And I hope you stay. 
Maybe between you and Otto, and the managers …’ 
 ‘Maybe, maybe, maybe. Story of my fucking life.’ 
 The managers started to file in, Simon jumping up and 
standing off to one side. Two large screens were wheeled in. 
 ‘What are those?’ Johno asked, squinting through tired 
eyes. 
 ‘They were ordered a few days ago by Herr Beesely, 
sir,’ a manager explained. ‘They are secure video 
conferencing links.’ 
 ‘Ah, good idea,’ Johno acknowledged. ‘Better than 
shouting down the fucking desk phone.’ 
 The screens were plugged in, a light blue ‘test’ message 
displayed, some satellite information and a digital clock 
displaying the time – of somewhere; it certainly wasn’t 
Swiss time. 
 ‘Sir?’ came from the desk phone.  
 ‘Yeah?’ 
 ‘Herr Stanton, sir.’ 
 ‘Put him through,’ Johno said towards the phone, then 
became startled by a four-foot high image of Oliver Stanton 
on the screen, suited and sat behind a large desk, some other 
men visible behind him. ‘Christ, that was quick.’ 
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 ‘We got the details of your secure line half an hour ago,’ 
Oliver explained. 
 Johno then noticed a small black and white image of 
himself and the desk in the bottom left corner of the screen. 
He waved. 
 ‘You see me OK?’ Stanton asked. 
 ‘Yep, larger than life. Any word on Luchenkov?’ 
 ‘First things first, Johno. Got a tie?’ 
 Johno eyes widened as he stared at the image of Mr 
Stanton. ‘Tie?’ 
 ‘You’ll be getting a video conference call from The 
Secretary of State for Defense shortly,’ Stanton explained. 
 ‘I will?’ Johno asked as a manager approached. The man 
lifted Johno’s shirt collars, a readymade tie placed over his 
head a second later and adjusted by Johno. 
 ‘That better?’ Johno asked. ‘Do I need a breath mint?’ 
 ‘That’s better,’ Stanton approved, a smile creasing one 
cheek. ‘The Secretary will want to chat about Luchenkov, 
since NATO is now at Def Con Three.’ 
 ‘They are?’ 
 ‘We just lost a large part of the British surface fleet, a 
serious dent in NATO’s northern flank. The question is one 
of a Russian threat.’ 
 ‘Is there one?’ Johno asked, adjusting his tie. 
 ‘No,’ Stanton firmly answered. ‘Their military was 
seriously set back after the fall of communism and has been 
left to rot. Current economic successes in Russia have not 
boosted their military much. So no, in a word.’ 
 ‘Why the call from whatshisface?’ 
 ‘Secretary Hoskins, his name is. He’s covering all the 
bases, just in case.’ 
 ‘Being a politician then?’ Johno asked, easing back. 
 Stanton smiled. ‘You’re learning. On that other matter, 
we’ve investigated the shopping list Mr Grey and our people 
came up with.’ 
 ‘And?’ Johno sipped his tea. 
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 ‘Numerous items purchased quietly over the past ten 
years, but a great many items ordered the day you and 
Beesely set foot in K2.’ 
 Johno sat forwards, hands on the desk. ‘Well we didn’t 
buy the bloody stuff.’ 
 ‘No, but you being there prompted someone else to get a 
move on and get them ready.’ 
 ‘Johan Shue in Austria?’ Johno stated, staring out of 
focus. 
 ‘Yes.’ 
 Johno took a moment. ‘Claus, what was this guy’s link 
to Gunter?’ 
 Claus leant forwards. ‘They knew each other from the 
Wehrmacht and co-operated in their dealings with stolen art 
works.’ 
 ‘Did Otto break ties with this guy?’ Johno asked. 
 ‘No, sir. Herr Gunter fell-out, as you English say, some 
ten years ago.’ 
 ‘Just when the purchases started,’ came Stanton’s voice. 
 Johno stretched his back. ‘So Gunter, quite wisely, was 
against their assembly, this twat Shue wasn’t.’ 
 ‘It would seem so,’ Stanton agreed. ‘But we’ve checked 
out this guy thoroughly. Nothing in his profile would 
suggest such a move, he’s always been ultra stealthy, 
collecting and dealing in art. Not so much as a parking 
ticket.’ 
 Johno faced Claus. ‘You knew him best, so any clues? 
What’s this guy want with two old nukes?’ 
 ‘It baffles me, sir. I would have bet my life that this man 
would not be so foolish. The same for Gunter.’ 
 ‘And yet the nuke casings are buried here,’ Johno 
pointedly remarked, Claus offering an exasperated shrug. 
Johno faced the screen. ‘You guys got any clues?’ 
 ‘None,’ Stanton confirmed. ‘No links to terrorist, plenty 
of links to criminal gangs, but none that might want a nuke.’ 
 ‘Is this guy rich?’ Johno asked Claus. 
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 ‘Very rich,’ Claus responded. 
 ‘So, no need to sell them,’ Johno mused as Claus opened 
a file and handed over an A4 colour photo. 
 ‘That is his castle,’ Claus explained. 
 ‘I’ve seen this before,’ Johno muttered.  
 ‘It is very famous,’ Claus explained. ‘It is a top hotel, 
very expensive, perhaps twenty palatial rooms.’ 
 Johno studied the picture of the castle. Beautifully ornate 
white stone, it seemed to grow seamlessly upwards from a 
white cliff-face and some eight stories, crowned with towers 
and spires competing for space. ‘Looks pretty fucking 
impregnable,’ he commented, making eye contact with 
Claus. 
 ‘It is,’ Claus reluctantly admitted. ‘Only one access road, 
a single track winding around a mountain for seven 
kilometres, access to that road made through a valley gorge 
with a smaller castle manned by guards and with a strong 
drawbridge. The sides of the mountain it sits on are sheer, 
five hundred metres down to a fast flowing river. There is 
also the problem of the caves.’ 
 ‘Caves?’ Johno repeated. 
 ‘Caves were made into the mountain it sits on, all the 
way down to the river and into the next mountain. 
 Johno studied the photograph, holding it close to his 
face. The castle’s drawbridge could only be accessed by a 
narrow span of stone bridge, perhaps twenty yards long, 
then the road cut into another cliff. The pinnacle that the 
castle perched was isolated, a sheer drop under the access 
bridge. ‘That road may have been big enough to carry the 
nukes inside, but no way they lugged them down into a 
cave,’ Johno suggested. 
 ‘There is a lift,’ Claus informed the room. ‘Big enough 
for ten people.’ 
 ‘That still ain’t big enough for the nukes,’ Johno 
insisted. ‘So they got in from someplace else.’ Johno faced 
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the screen. ‘Didn’t you say that they’d be leaky as hell by 
now?’ 
 ‘Yes.’ 
 ‘So they ain’t in the castle, toasting the visitors, they’re 
in a cave down below.’ 
 ‘We think so,’ Stanton affirmed. 
 Johno put down the photograph and faced the screen, 
easing back. ‘Who’s deal is this?’ 
 Stanton took a moment, glancing at people out of shot. 
‘They’re our nukes.’ 
 ‘And?’ 
 ‘Johno, if you did not know about us … how would you 
handle this?’ 
 ‘Given that Gunter had a hand in fetching up them nukes 
I’d want it to be dealt with very quietly.’ 
 ‘Would that be your only reason for getting involved?’ 
Stanton enigmatically enquired. 
 Johno puzzled that question as he stared at the screen. 
‘No. If K2 came across someone around here with a nuke 
we’d jump all over them of course. Why’d you ask?’ 
 Stanton ignored the question. ‘Johno, if you had our 
support, what would be your course of action?’ 
 Johno made a face, giving it some thought. ‘I’d go and 
have a chat with this guy, having first stacked the deck. If he 
didn’t want to give up the nukes I’d arrange a sneak attack 
on the castle whilst our apaches took the top of the castle 
off. Naturally, the Austrians would be a bit pissed at that, so 
I’d rope them in first, having you guys stood ready with 
some B2 bombers to level the mountain if things got out of 
hand. 
 ‘Surrounding the castle and asking him nicely would 
give him time to move the nukes outdoors and set them off.’ 
He faced Claus. ‘Nearest big town?’ 
 ‘Nothing for twenty kilometres.’ 
 ‘Really? What about villages?’ 
 ‘Seven kilometres, the other side of the mountain.’ 
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 Johno puzzled it. ‘So even if the nukes did go off, no 
fucker would be hurt.’ 
 Claus nodded as Johno turned back to the screen. Johno 
said, ‘We could make a nice big bang without anyone 
noticing. First step would be to surround the place discretely 
with K2 agents, then get the Swiss, Czechs and Germans on 
their borders just in case.’ 
 ‘Sounds like a plan, Johno,’ Stanton approved. ‘And 
very similar to our guy’s evaluation.’ 
 ‘Fucking egg heads, what do they know!’ 
 Stanton smiled, but cautioned, ‘When the Secretary 
calls, I’d appreciate it if you wouldn’t … you know … be 
yourself.’ 
 Johno smiled widely. ‘I’ll pretend I’m Beesely.’ 
 ‘That may not work either. I remember him punching a 
former Secretary, back in the seventies.’ 
 ‘So you know where I get it from!’ 
 ‘We’ll be listening in to the conference,’ Stanton 
suggested. 
 Johno offered a look of mock concern. ‘What, you’ll be 
spying on your own government? Tut tut tut.’ 
 ‘No mention of us to the Secretary, even though he’s one 
of ours.’ 
 ‘Should I go through proper channels and ask him nicely 
for some B2s?’ 
 ‘Yes. Give him the full story. He’s aware of most of the 
detail of K2.’ 
 ‘So, he knows, we know, we both know that we know, 
but we don’t mention it. Just like being married and 
cheating.’ 
 Smiling, Stanton cut the line, Johno sipping his tea. 
 ‘OK,’ Johno began. ‘Ready the Apaches for a strike on 
Shue’s castle in the next few days. Move agents to within 
ten kilometres of the castle, observation for now, very 
discrete. I want everything we know about this guy on this 
desk today.  
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‘I want ten of our best climbers ready to go, but first let’s 
see if they think they can get into this place. I want those 
thermal images that the yanks got us for the complex in the 
Czech Republic, this time for Shue’s castle - I want to know 
where those caves exit. Ready ‘A’ Squadron for an attack up 
the road, ‘B’ Squadron for an attack through the caves.’ 
 ‘What about further attacks here?’ Claus asked, clearly 
concerned at the planned deployments. 
 ‘I think Luchenkov’s fired his shot. No other aircraft or 
missiles will get close, not now.’ Claus did not look 
convinced, so Johno offered him a gentle, flat palm. 
 ‘And what of our search for Luchenkov?’ a manager 
asked. 
 Johno rubbed his face, clearly tired. ‘We continue with 
searching Bulgaria and looking for that boat. But gentlemen, 
and lady, if Luchenkov escaping is the price we pay for 
getting the nukes, then so be it. They … are the priority.’ 
 The managers filed out. 
 Simon remained. ‘Herr Beesely is stable in hospital,’ he 
informed Johno. 
 Johno stared out of the open door for a moment. ‘Good. 
Let’s try and get the war won before he gets back. Leave 
him a clear desk.’ 
 ‘Earlier you were thinking of leaving,’ Simon delicately 
broached. 
 Johno shrugged, still staring towards the open door. ‘Got 
to fix the nukes first.’ 
 Simon nodded, unseen, and stepped to the door. A shot 
bent him double, but he forced himself up quickly. Johno 
jumped up, reaching for his pistol, a guard visible the other 
side of Simon. Simon snatched in vane for the man’s pistol, 
blocking Johno’s shot. 
 A second shot registered, followed closely by a flurry of 
echoing shots, an alarm sounding. Simon dropped to the 
floor, the guard crumpling against the doorpost, trying to 
right himself and aim at Johno.  
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 Johno put six rounds into the man, knocking him 
backwards and against the walkway railings. He leapt 
forwards, jumping over Simon and kicking away the man’s 
weapon as other guards arrived. ‘Medic!’ 
 ‘That’s Rom!’ a guard gasped. ‘You killed Rom!’ 
 ‘He shot Simon,’ Johno stated, kneeling now and turning 
to Simon as he lay groaning, one shot to his stomach, 
another in the upper arm. ‘Medic!’ Johno repeated, laying 
Simon down. ‘Get a stretcher!’ He held the side of Simon’s 
head. ‘Take it easy, buddy.’ 
 ‘He was coming … for you,’ Simon managed to get out. 
 Johno glanced at Rom’s lifeless form. ‘Get him out of 
here, full background check!’ 
 ‘He’s been with us … six years,’ Simon forced out, his 
eyes firmly closed in pain. 
 Again Johno glanced at the man, seeing if he recognised 
him. 
 More guards appeared, indistinct shouting in the distance 
as a doctor jumped down next to Johno, opening his bag. 
Two white dressings were shoved right into the stomach 
wound, front and back, causing Simon to gasp, padded 
down on top by two more. A tourniquet was fitted to 
Simon’s arm, despite the fact that he still had his padded 
jacket on. Johno held the arm wound with both hands, 
applying pressure. 
 With Simon stretchered out, Johno stood and stared 
down at the blood on the magnolia carpet, now surrounded 
by a curtain of guards. He leant over the balcony, finding 
Claus amongst the shocked crowd. ‘That bastard came after 
me! I want his file checked. Now!’ 
 ‘He has been with us for many years, sir,’ Claus stated 
from below. 
 ‘Then why the fuck did he shoot Simon, trying to get to 
me?’ Johno barked. No one answered. ‘Could Shue have got 
to him?’ Johno asked. ‘Before, when he was friendly with 
Gunter?’ 
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 ‘We will have to check his contacts, sir,’ Claus offered, 
dispatching several managers. 
 Johno took a long breath, calming himself. ‘Who else 
fired?’ The manager called Alex walked forwards, raising a 
hand. ‘What did you see?’ Johno asked, a few degrees 
calmer. 
 ‘I saw this guard approach your office and draw his 
weapon. He looked suspicious, so I drew my weapon. After 
he shot Simon I shot him three times, sir.’ 
 Johno stared down for several seconds. ‘Well done, you 
may’ve saved my life. Simon was stood in the way, so I 
didn’t have a clear shot. Fucker’s so big he blocked the 
bloody door.’ Johno wiped the blood on his hands down his 
jacket as Thomas came running. 
 ‘You are hurt?’ Thomas asked as he closed, looking 
horrified. 
 ‘No, I’m fine. But Simon was shot.’ 
 ‘Big Simon?’ 
 Johno nodded. ‘C’mon, help me clean up.’ He led the 
boy out, flanked by guards. 
 

* * * 
 
In a buoyant voice Pepi informed the assembled group that 
K2 had discovered the nuclear bomb casings. 
 ‘You sound … pleased?’ a man challenged. 
 ‘I am. I have no doubt that this ‘hot-head’ Johno will go 
after Herr Shue, saving us the trouble and closing that 
chapter. Not only that, I believe they will go to great pains 
to keep it quiet, Shue’s bombs and his foolish treasure 
quest.’ 
 ‘Maybe K2 are not so stupid,’ a man put in. Everyone 
focused on him. He continued, ‘They have been very clever 
up to now, and we haven’t made any progress in this … 
expensive endeavour.’ Many of the assembled men agreed 
with that sentiment. He added, ‘Maybe there is some credit 
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to Shue’s search of these caves, something of interest in 
there.’ 
 ‘Gentlemen, I know exactly what is in those caves. 
Which is why we have left Shue alone to quietly pursue his 
obsession. What is in those caves is of concern to our 
Vatican friends, but not to us.’ 
 
At the end of the meeting, concluded with a less than 
harmonious summary, Pepi stepped into his study and found 
the Cardinal waiting. 
 ‘Cardinal Ramon, a pleasure as always. Drink?’ 
 Ramon stood. ‘No, thank you. You have heard?’ 
 ‘Of course.’ 
 ‘We cannot let the English into Shue’s caves,’ the 
Cardinal adamantly stated. 
 ‘There is nothing of interest inside –’ 
 ‘There is … potential damage … to us!’ 
 ‘Then you must act as you see fit, Eminence,’ Pepi 
offered, a neutral expression for his guest. 
 Cardinal Ramon walked briskly out. 
 

2 
 
Beesely opened his eyes, finding the top of Otto’s head, his 
offspring sitting to the side of the bed with his eyes closed. 
‘Otto?’ Beesely called in a weak voice. 
 Otto lifted up, fighting the fatigue and forcing a smile. 
‘How are you?’ 
 ‘Alive, so it would seem,’ Beesely whispered. 
 ‘You had a stroke,’ Otto informed him. ‘Not a heart 
attack, despite your fondness for Bavarian Napoleon.’ 
 ‘You’re not supposed to know about that,’ Beesely 
croaked. 
 Otto smiled. ‘I am Swiss. I know what that cake should 
taste like, with out without sugar.’ 
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 Beesely noted the tubes into his arms, the machine to his 
right relaying his vitals. ‘What’s going to happen to me?’ 

‘Can you move your left arm or leg?’ Otto asked, 
suddenly serious. 
 Beesely tried for several seconds, causing just slight 
movements. He shook his head. 
 Otto pinched the skin on Beesely’s exposed arm. ‘You 
feel that?’ 
 ‘Not really.’ 
 Otto repeated the test on Beesely’s left leg, and on the 
side of his face. 
 ‘I can feel the face a bit. Feels like I’ve been to the 
dentist.’ 
 Otto took a long breath. ‘You have lost the use of your 
left side. It is not reversible, the damage is in your brain. But 
the Anadin concentrate Johno gave you may have saved a 
heart attack.’ 
 Beesely glanced at the ceiling for a moment, finally 
turning back to Otto. ‘Don’t worry for me, Otto.’ 
 Otto stared back for several seconds. Softly he said, ‘I 
have only just found you. I am not ready to lose you.’ 
 Beesely took a moment to think. ‘Otto, I am proud of 
you, proud of the man you have grown into, despite being 
raised by Gunter. And if I had known about you earlier, I 
would have come for you.’ He coughed, Otto providing a 
drink. ‘Don’t put your life on hold for me,’ he forced out. 
 Otto lowered his head. ‘I left Johno at the castle this 
morning … and I have not spoken to him since. I left him to 
cope. I was here, with you.’ 
 ‘What’s been happening?’ Beesely asked in a weak 
voice. 
 Otto lifted his head. ‘They are repairing the castle, no 
further attacks. You know about the bomb in England, in 
Portsmouth –’ 
 ‘Portsmouth?’ 
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 Otto nodded. ‘The boat on the river with explosives we 
were warned about. Not London, but Portsmouth. The ship, 
Ark Royal, was sunk, and two more of your navy ships 
damaged.’ 
 Beesely lay back. ‘Oh no,’ he whispered. 
 Otto continued, ‘We found the casings to the American 
nuclear bombs in the tank room, Mr Grey is here. But the 
bombs are in Austria, being made ready to explode by an 
old friend of Gunter.’ Beesely turned his head, making 
strong eye contact. ‘We don’t know why yet. Johno is 
preparing an assault.’ 
 ‘How is he coping?’ 
 ‘Very well,’ Otto admitted. ‘The more pressure, the 
better he becomes. Not like me.’ Beesely studied him, Otto 
adding, ‘He sent your rescue force from Swindon to 
Portsmouth. It has been on every TV screen in the world. 
Our people parachuted in to help.’ 
 ‘Oh … excellent,’ Beesely forced out. 
 ‘And Johno sent hundreds of millions of pounds to 
private hospitals in England to care for the wounded. The 
people who are burnt are being offered treatment in Europe. 
Johno’s idea.’ 
 Beesely couldn’t help crying, Otto wiping his eyes. He 
struggled with, ‘Johno did all this, by himself?’ 
 Otto nodded. ‘Yes, all his idea.’ His phone chirped. 
Excusing himself he stood and walked away, taking the call. 
Returning he hesitated, noticed by Beesely. 
 ‘What is it?’ Beesely croaked. 
 ‘One of our guards, a long serving guard, just tried to kill 
Johno. He shot Simon, the Guard Commander.’ 
 Beesely shot Otto a puzzled look. ‘As far as I know, he’s 
not touched anyone’s wife yet!’ Otto couldn’t help laughing. 
Beesely forced out, ‘It sounds like he could do with your 
help. I’d hate to lose any more of my children.’ 
 ‘My place is here,’ Otto suggested. 
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 Whispering, Beesely began, ‘Go and help your brother, 
Otto. Or I will worry, and get that heart attack I missed 
earlier.’ 
 Otto regarded his father for several seconds. ‘I will 
return in the morning.’ 
 ‘If I’m not here, check the local nightclubs!’ 
 

* * * 
 
Helen sat on the floor of her lounge, two crumpled, hand-
written notes lying next to her. The house looked a mess. 
Items had been grabbed and packed up quickly, many items 
of clothing left lying on the floor, the stairs and the landing. 
 Sobbing almost silently Helen held her daughter’s 
sweatshirt over her face, slowly crumpling into heap on the 
carpet.  
  

4 
 
Suited now, Johno walked briskly along the companionway, 
Mavo and Blinkey in tow. He walked into his office, the two 
ex-troopers taking up station outside, noted by all the 
managers. He jabbed the phone. ‘Have those yanks been 
trying to call?’ 
 ‘Yes, sir. Ready when you are.’ 
 ‘Get me a coffee, send in Claus, put the yanks on.’ 
 Claus entered as the screen flickered and came to life. 
Hoskins was centre screen, several heads visible to either 
side of a long table, mostly generals in green Army, or blue 
Air Force, uniforms. 
 ‘Can you hear us?’ Hoskins asked. 
 ‘Yeah,’ Johno replied. ‘Are you up early, or late getting 
to bed?’ 
 Several men smiled. 
 ‘It’s 9am here,’ Hoskins responded. ‘And my screen 
says… what five in the evening there?’ 
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 ‘Been a bit hectic today. Kinda lost track of time.’ 
 ‘I can imagine. We’re just about up to speed on what 
happened your end, but do you want to bring us up to date.’ 
 Johno took a breath. ‘We got news yesterday that 
Luchenkov skipped prison … and we got hit by a cruise 
missile shortly after.’ 
 ‘Did you say … a cruise missile?’ 
 ‘Old Russian cruise missile, launched off the back of a 
lorry. We’ve got the lorry. Then we were on the receiving 
end of two Cessna light aircraft packed with explosives on 
remote control, some sort of GPS navigation system.’ 
 ‘How badly damaged is your facility?’ 
 ‘Fortunately, we’re underground. We have an old castle 
we use as guest quarters - top of it was blown off. Fifty dead 
and two hundred wounded.’ 
 ‘Jesus! So many?’ 
 ‘Cessna we shot down corkscrewed right onto a guarded 
gate, thirty men on duty got the full blast. Unlucky hit. But 
lucky in some ways.’ 
 ‘How so?’ 
 ‘The cruise missile opened up a crack in an underground 
tunnel, so we poked our heads in. Inside are the radioactive 
old casings from two of your old nukes.’ 
 Johno could see men glancing at each other and 
whispering. 
 ‘And the location of these … old nukes?’ 
 ‘Spitting distance from here, just across the border into 
Austria. Being made ready to go pop as we speak, sir.’ 
 Many of the Generals shifted in their seats, clearly 
concerned. 
 ‘Can you be sure of that?’ Hoskins pressed. 
 ‘Yes. We tracked back what would be needed to make 
one of these things go off, drew up a list and then checked 
who had bought the kit. That directed us right back to who 
we thought had them.’ 
 ‘And what first led you to this … person?’ 
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 ‘Not something to discuss on this line, just in case.’ 
 ‘It’s a secure line –’ 
 ‘I don’t care. You want to know that, you fly over and 
buy me a bagel, then we’ll chat.’ 
 ‘Very well. Let’s come back to that matter later. First, 
we are at Def Con Three because of the serious nature of the 
attack on England. You have been at the centre of 
Luchenkov’s attention, so the question is – is this sanctioned 
from the Russian President down?’ 
 ‘I guess you’d be better qualified at answering that one. 
But our intel’ says that our friend Borris acted alone, and out 
of vengeance. The Russians locked him up, took his assets, 
discredited him. No way he could have realised his political 
ambitions after that. So no, I don’t think so. If you are 
asking … is the Russian President happy the UK got hit, 
then probably. But that doesn’t mean he leant a hand.  

‘The Russians sell their oil and gas to Europe, so the last 
thing they want is for the European economy to be screwed, 
which is probably the way it’s headed after today’s fun and 
games.’ 
 Hoskins sat nodding. ‘That’s our assessment also, but we 
have to cover the bases.’ 
 ‘Yeah, well right now those two old nukes are more of a 
problem.’ 
 ‘How so?’ 
 ‘Coming on top of everything else, what do you thing 
would happen to the World’s stock markets if they go bang 
in sunny Euro-Disney?’ 
 ‘Yes, a problem.’ 
 ‘A very big problem, sir. Which is why I’m going after 
them.’ 
 ‘You’re … going after them?’ 
 ‘Yes, the plan’s already in place.’ 
 ‘And just how do you expect to deal with this problem? 
They are not on Swiss soil and –’ 
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 ‘We have a squadron of Apaches with the Swiss Air 
Force, plus a couple a hundred commandos here ready to go. 
They all know the country and are excellent mountain 
climbers. Besides, I know a way in to where they’re held. 
Might just get away without too many shots fired.’ 
 ‘This is our problem –’ 
 ‘And what would you … learned Gentlemen do, 
exactly?’ 
 Hoskins hesitated. ‘We’ll be in contact with the relevant 
governments soon and –’ 
 ‘And you’ll tip off the guys with the nukes, who are well 
connected enough to have infiltrated the Austria 
Government, Police and Military. As soon as you make that 
call the nukes go bang or they get moved. Then Europe’s 
economy takes a nosedive. Are you willing to take that 
chance?’ 
 ‘It’s not my final decision, the President –’ 
 ‘Listen!’ Johno said as he stood, walking around the 
desk and then sitting on the edge, facing the screen. ‘I will 
accept any help you offer, but understand this. Within 
twenty-four hours we move on the people holding the nukes, 
sooner if we see any sign of you contacting the Austrians – 
who we’ve infiltrated at the highest levels. 
 ‘This is my problem and I’m going to deal with it 
quietly. Very fucking quietly! We’ll get the nukes, we’ll kill 
the people holding them and then bury this whole fucking 
saga under a few million tonnes of rock so that it will never 
… see the light of day, and no one in Europe will be any the 
wiser. 
 ‘There’s already enough panic in the UK and Europe 
without this adding to it! If you want to help, then you get 
back to me 9am tomorrow, my time. If not, stay out of my 
sodding way!’ 
 Johno walked back to the desk, hit a button and ordered 
the line cut. With Claus watching, he made himself a Vodka 
Red Bull. 



150 

 ‘The Americans will not be happy,’ Claus commented. 
 ‘That’s their problem, I have other things to consider. 
We got away with the V3 complex, no link to Gunter. But if 
those nukes get into the press…’ 
 ‘We would be finished,’ Claus unhappily pointed out. 
 Otto stepped through the door. 
 Johno observed him carefully as he stepped up to the 
desk. ‘How’s the old fart?’ 
 ‘Alive,’ Otto answered, sitting off to one side. ‘But with 
the loss of use of his left arm and leg.’ 
 ‘A stroke?’ 
 Otto nodded. 
 Johno sipped is drink. ‘I just pissed off the White 
House.’ 
 Otto faced Claus, who’s expression suggested Johno 
could be right. He turned back to Johno, not looking too 
concerned. ‘How so?’ 
 ‘They wanted to tip off the Austrian Government.’ 
 ‘Shue would know straight away.’ 
 ‘I think he does already,’ Johno pointed out. ‘Hence the 
guard trying to kill me.’ 
 Claus put in, ‘We have searched this man’s house and 
checked his calls. No connection to Austria or Shue, some 
odd calls to Italy, to Rome.’ 
 ‘Does Shue have a base there?’ Johno asked. 
 ‘No, he hates Italians, if I recall. In particular, he dislikes 
the Vatican.’ 
 ‘Well I’m reasonably sure we haven’t pissed off the 
Vatican,’ Johno joked. He faced Otto. ‘That incapacity will 
was a surprise.’ 
 ‘It had to be done, for … everyone’s benefit.’ 
 Johno slowly nodded, sipping his drink. ‘When do I, you 
know, transfer it back to you?’ 
 ‘You do not,’ Otto firmly stated. 
 Johno’s eyes narrowed, focusing on him. ‘I don’t?’ 
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 ‘No. In the eyes of the law I could never end up with 
equity in the bank. It would raise … questions.’ 
 ‘I think the people out there got bigger things to worry 
about right now.’ 
 ‘Even so, I must remain an employee.’ 
 Johno stood, gesturing towards his seat. ‘Then start 
working for a living.’ 
 ‘That … is not my chair. It never was, and cannot be. 
And so far, Johno, you have filled it well.’ 
 Johno stared back for several seconds before focusing on 
Claus, a questioning look.  
 ‘I agree,’ Claus offered. 
 ‘Sir?’ buzzed from the phone. 
 ‘Yeah?’ Johno instinctively answered. 
 ‘Oliver Stanton, sir.’ 
 ‘Now I’m in the shit.’ He sat and leant towards the 
phone. ‘OK, put him through.’ Stanton’s image appeared on 
the screen. ‘Shit, I wish you’d stop doing that. I’m still 
shouting into the damn phone.’ 
 Stanton smiled. ‘Get with the technology, Johno.’ 
 ‘You lot pissed at me?’ 
 ‘Not at all, you did exactly what we all wanted.’ 
 ‘I did?’ 
 ‘Yes, you let us Yanks off the hook.’ 
 ‘I did?’ 
 ‘Yes, by insisting that you handle it quietly. Got some 
respect over here too. Now we can justifiably say that we 
tried, but were warned off, leaving the Europeans to sort it 
out amongst themselves. Perfect.’ 
 ‘Does that mean no B2 bombers?’ 
 ‘B2 bombers?’ Otto repeated, a worried look. 
 ‘Who’s that?’ Stanton asked, Otto walking into shot. 
‘Ah, Otto. How’s Beesely?’ 
 ‘A stroke, disabling him down the left side.’ 
 ‘People survive with those for years,’ Stanton pointed 
out. 
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 ‘Let us hope so,’ Otto commented. 
 ‘As for the B2s, I think some people will be up late 
tonight to take your conference call 9am tomorrow. I also 
think that our Delta Force will be on standby in Germany, a 
squadron or two of Apaches, some F15s and, of course, the 
odd B2 circling ready.’ 
 ‘Let us hope they are not needed,’ Otto suggested. 
 ‘Let’s hope so,’ Stanton agreed. ‘Apparently, Johno is 
going to go and knock on this guy’s door and talk nicely to 
him.’ 
 Otto faced Johno with a puzzled, if not concerned, look. 
 ‘I’ll catch you at 8am, Herr Director,’ Stanton signed off 
with. The screen went back to the digital clock. 
 Otto held his gaze on Johno. ‘What are you planning on 
doing?’ 
 ‘I’ve got an idea, but I need to sleep on it. We’ll kick it 
around tomorrow. Anyway, I’m Herr Director.’ He pressed 
the desk phone. ‘Send for Mathius, plus the heads of all 
groups divisions. When they’re here, all managers and 
deputies for a meeting. No, forget that, make it 8am.’ 
 ‘This office will not be big enough for all of those 
people,’ Claus pointed out. 
 ‘We’ll pack ‘em in,’ Johno said with a smile as he stood. 
‘Otto, let’s walk.’ 
 In the Great Hall guards bustled about, an ant-like line of 
builders moving back and forth towards the restaurant. 
Johno walked slowly, observing the scene and chatting to 
many, Mavo and Blinkey close by. In the courtyard Johno 
winked at Mavo, the safety on Mavo’s MP5 discretely 
released. 
 At the drawbridge they met Simon’s deputy. ‘How’s 
Simon? Any news?’ Johno enquired. 
 ‘He should recover, sir. But the arm, it maybe not so 
good after, the bone was shattered.’ 
 Johno nodded, saddened. He sighed, ‘Keep me up to 
date.’ 
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 Stepping out he noticed the Swiss Army Colonel stood 
across the tarmac and next to a jeep. Johno waved, knocked 
down by Blinkey a second later. Two shots hit the 
drawbridge wall and spat back stone ricochet. A long burst 
from Mavo and a guard went down. 
 An alarm sounded as Johno turned his head, finding Otto 
led next to him. ‘What you doing down here at my level?’ 
 Otto lifted up as guards surrounded them. ‘You do not 
seem too concerned.’ He brushed himself down. 
 ‘I was hoping this would happen,’ Johno said with a 
wink, accepting a hand up from Mavo. ‘Now we find a link 
between these two guards. And we’ve eliminated Shue’s 
spies here.’ 
 ‘A dangerous game, Johno,’ Otto pointed out, glancing 
nervously around. 
 ‘Back to normal duties!’ Johno shouted at the guards. He 
lifted his phone. ‘I want all the details of the guard who shot 
Simon cross-linked to the guard just shot at the drawbridge. 
End alarm.’ He hung up. ‘C’mon, let’s stroll.’ 
 Looking horrified at the idea Otto reluctantly followed 
Johno across the tarmac, flanked by Mavo and Blinkey, the 
other guards dismissed. 
 ‘Colonel,’ Johno greeted. 
 The Colonel’s attention remained firmly fixed on the 
dead guard, a horrified stare. 
 ‘You look like you’ve seen a ghost,’ Johno casually 
commented, lighting up. 
 ‘What happened?’ the Colonel gasped, still fixed on the 
dead man. 
 ‘Infiltrator,’ Johno calmly responded. 
 ‘Here? I would not have thought it possible.’  

Johno explained, ‘We know who’s behind it, someone 
who was close friends with Gunter for many years.’ Johno 
observed two large mobile cranes positioned to the west of 
the castle. 
 ‘Still, to infiltrate K2…?’ 
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 ‘We’re playing a … more dangerous game, these days,’ 
Otto suggested. ‘And for much greater stakes.’ 
 ‘It’ll be getting dark soon, Colonel,’ Johno began. ‘We’d 
like those of your men left to be moved up the road. 
Roadblocks. They’ve got no shelter here, so any more 
missiles and they’ll get themselves killed. But before they 
go, could they assemble here for a thank you?’ 
 Still in shock, the Colonel nodded and headed off. 
 ‘Now comes step three,’ Johno muttered. He called over 
two more troopers. ‘OK, guys, listen up. I’ve called over the 
Swiss soldiers, fully expecting at least one of them to be 
working for the opposition, as with the last guard. You’re 
job will be to spot the guy and kill the fucker … before he 
kills me.’ 
 ‘Johno –’ Otto began, silenced with a raised hand. 
 ‘If we have spies here we’re paralysed. We’ve got to get 
them all. Since their aim is to kill me, I’ve got to be the 
bait.’ 
 Looking terrified, but controlled, Otto waited with the 
others as the Swiss marched over. The two extra troopers 
stood off to one side, Mavo and Blinkey keeping themselves 
positioned where they had line of fire. 
 The soldiers assembled, none so far pointing a weapon 
towards Johno; they all carried their neat and clean weapons 
over their shoulders. Finally they were lined up, the troopers 
intently watching the line, as well as guards moving past. 
 ‘Gentlemen,’ Johno called. ‘I would like to thank you all 
for being here today. You did not fire any shots in anger, 
which is good – Switzerland is a peaceful country.’ 
 The tarmac in between them exploded, showering the 
soldiers with stones. Johno hit the floor, grabbing his phone. 
‘Cliff top! There’s a spy in the cliff top!’ 
 Muffled echoes of gunfire could be heard. 
 ‘Johno!’ 
 ‘Yes,’ he answered, still prone. 
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 ‘This is cliff top … one of the men … he fired towards 
you … he’s shot, but alive.’ 
 ‘Make sure he stays alive! Get him to the chair room 
with a doctor, we need answers. Out.’ He scrambled up. 
Swiss Soldiers were groaning with minor shrapnel wounds, 
many lying and being assisted by colleagues. ‘Medics!’ 
 The Colonel accepted help up from Otto as Johno closed 
in.  

‘Apologies, Colonel, but I did warn you - this is a 
dangerous postcode. We’ll fix up your men and compensate 
them, but please try and suppress the news if you can. Make 
it look like an accident.’ Signalling the troopers Johno 
started towards the East Camp. 
 ‘What now?’ Otto asked, aghast at what just happened. 
 Smiling, Johno showed Mavo the hole in is jacked that 
the fifty calibre went through. ‘Now we wander around all 
the new guards to see who wants to shoot me.’ 
 ‘Are you crazy?’ Otto whispered. 
 ‘They’re your men,’ Johno pointedly remarked. ‘Do you 
want to work here knowing that there’re infiltrators in the 
camp?’ He waited, Otto not responding as they walked 
down the camp road. ‘Look’, Johno explained, ‘we have the 
advantage.’ 
 ‘We do?’ Otto asked, wide eyed. 
 ‘Yeah. They’ve been ordered to kill me today, or at least 
as fast as possible. As soon as we opened up the cave with 
the nukes they were activated, sleeper agents here for years, 
put here by Shue ready for when Gunter – no, hang on, that 
don’t make sense. Gunter fished up the nukes. Anyway, they 
got activated as soon as I started taking an interest in Shue.’ 
 He walked on, a slight frown forming. ‘Which begs the 
question, why shoot me? As far as the world thinks, I’m just 
a jumped up fucking bodyguard for Beesely.’ 
 Otto explained, glancing nervously around, ‘When the 
incapacity will was activated this morning, the courts were 
notified.’ 
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 ‘Ah, so Shue saw I was the new owner. Still, why shoot 
me, Beesely ain’t dead … and you’re far more important 
than I am?’ 
 ‘I am hoping that I am not,’ Otto pointedly remarked. 
 ‘Never mind, at least we’ve confirmed who it is, and got 
rid of the fifth column in one go.’ 
 They walked for forty minutes, no one shooting at them. 
 ‘Maybe that’s it,’ Johno said as they entered the 
courtyard, guards on edge and checking each other. On the 
command centre companionway he signalled Claus, then 
asked for the staff files of all three men, Claus walking in 
with the requested items a minute later. He appeared 
concerned. ‘Problem?’ Johno asked. 
 ‘English television is blaming the English intelligence 
services for their failings in today’s attack.’ 
 ‘That’s normal,’ Johno scoffed. ‘Fucking PM’s fault, he 
knew about Luchenkov.’ 
 ‘And Dame Helen is on a flight heading here, sir. She 
has resigned.’ 
 Johno glanced at Otto. ‘She didn’t resign,’ he quietly 
suggested. 
 ‘No?’ Claus puzzled. 
 ‘They would have pushed her out,’ Johno softy added. 
 ‘And Mister Rawlins resigned as well,’ Claus added. 
 Johno slowly nodded to himself, staring towards the 
door as the three staff files were placed down. ‘Otto, if you 
don’t mind, have a look at these, I need a drink and an 
hour’s kip.’ 
 He stood and walked out, flanked by Mavo and Blinkey. 
In the dungeon he stopped dead when he noticed a guard he 
knew sat dutifully watching the place. He approached the 
man, who could have killed him in his sleep dozens of 
times. ‘You won’t be needed tonight. In fact, tell the 
managers - no more guards down here at all, we’re short of 
people … and your skills are best used elsewhere.’ He 
exchanged smiles with the man, who left in the lift. 
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 Facing the troopers he said, ‘From now on, two troopers 
are always here, wide-awake and on the clock. Someone 
comes down that lift or them stairs that ain’t expected, 
assume the worst.’ 
 The troopers plonked down on the sofa as Thomas 
emerged from the snug. 
 ‘Hey buddy,’ Johno called. ‘Beer and two coffees.’ 
 Thomas waved at the troopers, got the kettle on and 
pulled a beer as Johno sat next to Mavo. 
 ‘Security’s gone to fuck,’ Mavo suggested. 
 ‘Maybe,’ Johno let out with a sigh. ‘These sleeper agents 
were here for six years odd, working for a twat that old man 
Gunter was best mates with, so he knew all the ins and outs 
of this place. Be easy enough for them.’ 
 ‘And the guy who punched Mister Grey a few weeks 
back,’ Mavo added. 
 ‘CIA fucker,’ Johno commented. He turned his head, 
‘C’mon now, try and keep up with who’s trying to kill us, 
will you!’ 
 They chuckled as the beer was brought over. Johno took 
a sip as Thomas plonked down. 
 ‘What has happened?’ the boy asked. 
 ‘Did you ever here the name Johan Shue? In Austria?’ 
Thomas shook his head. ‘He was friends with Gunter, 
helped to set-up that cave we went through.’ The boy’s eyes 
widened. ‘He had some of his people working here. They 
tried to kill me today because I’m going after their boss.’ 
 ‘Why are you going after him?’ Thomas asked. 
 ‘He has some nuclear bombs.’ Mavo and Blinkey 
straightened. ‘Yep,’ Johno confirmed to them. ‘Dredged up 
some old 1972 American nukes that sank on a crashed yank 
bomber off Malta, fixed them up. Now he’s planning on 
using them so we’re going all out and attacking in a day or 
so.’ 
 ‘Shit!’ Mavo let out, 
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 The lift lights activated, Johno taking out his pistol, 
Mavo and Blinkey jumping up and positioned themselves to 
either side of the lift. A junior manager appeared, files in 
hand. He stopped dead when he noticed the troopers. 
 ‘Files for you, sir, sent by Claus. These are the service 
records of the three men –’ 
 ‘Check him for weapons!’ Johno barked. 
 The files hit the floor.  
 ‘Espirito Christo –’ the man got out as he reached for his 
pistol, shot four times by Johno. As the man fell forwards 
and hit the floor the troopers opened up, ten rounds a piece. 
 Johno casually lifted his phone. ‘Send down Claus, and a 
body bag. All other K2 staff are banned from the dungeon, 
only Claus, Otto and troopers I nominate.’ He stood over the 
man. ‘What did he say?’ 
 ‘Couldn’t make it out,’ Mavo commented, swapping 
magazines. 
 ‘Sounded like espirito christo,’ Blinkey suggested. 
 ‘What the fuck language is that?’ 
 ‘Austrian?’ Mavo suggested. 
 ‘They … speak German, dope!’ Johno pointed out. 
 ‘It’s Latin,’ Thomas suggested. ‘I know it, it is written 
on the wall in my music teacher’s house. I think it means 
spirit of Christ is here with me.’ 
 ‘Knew you’d kill him,’ Mavo began, ‘so he said his 
prayers.’ 
 Claus and Otto appeared from the lift with a ping, 
immediately stopping and staring down at the body.  

‘He tried to shoot you?’ Claus gasped. 
 ‘Yep,’ Johno said, removing the man’s pistol and 
handing it to Claus. ‘But at least he said his prayers first. 
Claus, pop to the courtyard and grab a body bag, no guards 
come down here.’ Claus hurried into the lift. 
 Otto stood over the man. ‘I interviewed this man. He 
worked at the bank before he came here, an excellent junior 
manager.’ He shook his head in disbelief. 
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 ‘Hope that’s the last of them,’ Johno commented as he 
reclaimed his beer and gulped. 
 Otto sat next to him. ‘This is out of control.’ 
 ‘No, actually we’re doing well,’ Johno countered. ‘They 
all failed to kill me. So next they’ll get desperate, and I’ll set 
some traps.’ He lifted his phone. ‘It’s Johno. Listen, I want 
all the guards who have those fake moustaches that look like 
me to be wearing them till I say to stop. Especially in the 
town, understand?’ 
 ‘Yes, sir.’ 
 ‘We’ve got some,’ Mavo offered with a grin. 
 Johno shot him a look before reluctantly nodded. ‘Fine. 
Every fucker put them on.’ He sipped his beer, taking a 
moment to relax as the dead body gurgled. 
 ‘He is alive?’ Otto asked. 
 ‘No,’ Johno casually commented. ‘Bodies do that.’ 
 Otto grabbed Johno’s beer and took a big mouthful. 
 ‘I’ll get you a drink, Uncle Otto,’ Thomas offered, 
rushing around to the pumps. 
 ‘What happened to that coffee?’ Mavo asked him 
Thomas. 
 ‘Moment, bitte!’ Thomas snapped. 
 Johno laughed as the troopers sat back down. 
 With the body removed, and Otto off checking their 
files, peace reclaimed the dungeon. After a few ‘shorts’ 
Johno was now relaxed, the troopers sat facing the lift, 
coffees in hand, Abba playing in the background – whether 
the guests liked it or not. Thomas fixed several microwave 
cheeseburgers, gratefully received by the men, the empty 
wrappers crunched up and thrown back at him. 
 Johno’s phone vibrated. ‘Yeah?’ 
 ‘It is Claus, sir. It is starting to get dark. Your 
instructions?’ 
 ‘Keep the lights on, builders working as fast as they can, 
but inner areas sealed, especially the command centre. All 
staff searched in and out, and I mean all.’  
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 ‘Yes, sir.’ 
 ‘Any non-essential staff, send them home. And make 
sure there are plenty of visitors for our staff in hospital 
tonight. Go an visit Beesely, ask Mathius to do the same.’ 
 ‘Yes, sir.’ 
 ‘Ask Otto to stay in the castle tonight, if he wouldn’t 
mind. That may be a good idea for you and the others too, 
just in case.’ 
 ‘I understand.’ 
 Johno hung up. 
 ‘More?’ Thomas asked, pointing at Johno’s near-empty 
beer glass. 
 ‘Yeah. And another cheeseburger. Red Bull for the lads.’ 
 Thomas diligently served everyone. 
 Twenty minutes later Johno’s phone buzzed, waking him 
from a light sleep. ‘Yeah?’ 
 ‘Sir, Dame Helen will be here in five minutes.’ 
 ‘Make a room up for her, put some drink in it.’ 
 ‘Yes, sir.’ 
 ‘Then send her down here.’ 
 ‘Yes, sir.’ 
 ‘Thomas, extractors on, air freshener, hide the porn.’ 
 ‘Who’s coming?’ 
 ‘Dame Helen.’ 
 ‘And Tabitha?’ Thomas excitedly enquired. 
 ‘Nope, I think it’s just her. Best … behaviour, OK?’ 
 The boy lowered his head, giving a reluctant, ‘OK.’ 
 Mavo turned his head. ‘With all the shit going on in the 
UK, how’d she get the time to come here?’ 
 ‘They kicked her out.’ 
 ‘They what?’ 
 ‘Yep. Some fucker had to take the blame, she got 
picked.’ 
 ‘Poor sod,’ Mavo commented. 
 ‘Listen, when she gets here, stick two chairs in the lift, 
take it up to the foyer, lock it open and stay there. Rotate 
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with the other troopers when you like, but no K2 guards in 
the lift. I need to chat to Helen, she’s going to be well 
fucked off at the world.’ 
 ‘She don’t blame us for what happened, does she?’ 
Mavo asked. 
 ‘Fucking hope not. But we did start all this.’ 
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A very strange night 
 

1 
 
When Dame Helen stepped from the lift the troopers greeted 
her politely, sitting in the lift with their chairs, curiously 
observed. They elevated out of view. 
 Johno slouched, firmly rooted to the sofa, beer in hand. 
‘Need a drink, love?’ 
 She sat, giving a gentle nod. 
 ‘Thomas, white wine, nice glass.’ 
 ‘I know which one,’ the lad complained. 
 ‘How’s Beesely?’ she softly asked, looking a little 
haggard. 
 ‘Stroke. Left side gone. But he’ll survive a while yet.’ 
 ‘Otto OK?’ 
 ‘A bit shook up today. Four K2 guards tried to kill me.’ 
 She grilled him with her stare. ‘What did you do?’ 
 He smiled widely. ‘Infiltrators. Sleeper agents, been here 
six years, one a junior manager. You just stepped through 
the blood stain.’ 
 She looked over her shoulder.  
 ‘I cleaned it,’ Thomas insisted, handing her a wine. She 
downed it in one and sighed. 
 ‘Shit, someone had a rough day. Thomas, another wine.’ 
 ‘So, who where sleeper agents working for?’ 
 ‘Remember those nukes you warned us about? The guy 
who has them.’ 
 ‘Who?’ 
 ‘Fella called Johan Shue, lives in picturesque Austria.’ 
 ‘How did he get hold of them?’ 
 Thomas handed her another wine, this one sipped. 
 ‘He was best buddies with Gunter back in the day, snuck 
about in a certain Czech mine for a while.’ 
 ‘Christ, he was involved with that?’ 
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 ‘Just as you said. Now he’s got them all ready to go 
pop.’  

‘He’s what?’ she gasped. 
 ‘We attack in a day or so, all out, him or us.’ 
 ‘Christ, I thought I had problems.’ She coughed out a 
laugh, then lowered her had, suddenly saddened. 
 ‘They kick you out, babes?’ 
 ‘They … suggested I might resign. Knew it was 
inevitable when they ordered the COBRA meetings without 
me.’ 
 ‘Their loss.’ 
 ‘Got home to find the house empty.’ 
 ‘Huh?’ 
 Thomas sat next to Johno, studying Helen. 
 She softly explained, her eyelids heavy, ‘Mike took 
Tabitha. Gone.’ 
 ‘Gone where?’ Johno puzzled. 
 ‘Left me. Note from both, don’t want to be in danger. 
Can’t blame them, they deserve better.’ 
 ‘He’s going to divorce you?’ 
 ‘Yes. And Tabitha is old enough to stop me knowing 
where they are.’ She held her head with a hand, starting to 
sob. 

Thomas jumped across and sat next to her. ‘Don’t cry, 
please. We’ll look after you.’ 

She lifted her head, a moist smile for the lad and a hand 
on his shoulder. ‘You’re a good boy. But you can’t fix this 
mess.’ 
 ‘When my mum died I was very sad,’ Thomas 
explained, ‘but then I was sat in my friend’s house and … I 
thought I would go to the home for unwanted boys, Johno 
walked in – the best secret agent in the whole world. He 
rescued me, and he can rescue you. He can do anything.’ 
Helen smiled back at Thomas. He excitedly continued, ‘And 
know he owns the bank and has all the money in the world.’ 
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 Helen made eye contact with Johno. ‘You own the 
bank?’ 
 ‘When Beesely fell ill I took control.’ 
 ‘Not Otto?’ 
 ‘Nope. He’s … not, officially, anyone’s son. I am, 
officially.’ 
 ‘So you now own everything?’ she asked, wide eyed. 
 ‘Yep. Overdraft facility is about a trillion or so. Not that 
I get the time to spend it.’ 
 She studied him carefully for several seconds. ‘Your 
rescue forces in the UK got massive coverage across the 
world. Before I left hundreds of Swiss Red Cross were 
landing at Southampton Airport. Big fuss as to why they’re 
helping and the UK Government isn’t.’ 
 ‘I didn’t do it to fuck any one off,’ Johno pointed out. 
 She studied him. ‘BUPA hit the headlines as well, lots of 
awkward questions.’ 
 ‘That’s tough shit. Save lives first, awkward questions 
later.’ 
 ‘They arrested the Air Force pilots who dropped your 
people –’ 
 ‘For fuck’s sake.’ He raised his phone. ‘Get me Duncan, 
newspaper man.’ He waited.  
 ‘Johno?’ 
 ‘Yeah, listen up. Beesely is in hospital, stroke, I’m in 
charge now. Listen, those RAF pilots they arrested, I want 
massive coverage, praise the pilots, piss-off the MOD. Got 
that?’ 
 ‘Yeah, no problem. Most people think that way anyway.’ 
 ‘Get on it.’ He hung up. ‘Fuckers.’ He stared at her for 
several seconds. ‘You want me to find them?’ 
 ‘Not now,’ she said, lowering her head. 
 ‘Any time you do -’ 
 ‘I know.’ 
 His phone went. ‘Yeah?’ he barked. 
 ‘Susan Hayes, sir.’ 
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 Softly he said, ‘OK, put her through.’ 
 ‘Johno?’ 
 ‘Susan, how goes it?’ 
 ‘I can’t get hold of Helen, tele’ says she’s resigned -’ 
 ‘She’s here, nestled up to Thomas with a nice white 
wine.’ 
 ‘Oh, thank God.’ 
 ‘And she didn’t resign, they forced her out. Fucking 
scapegoat.’ 
 ‘Oh … God. She OK?’ 
 ‘Nope. Mike and Tabitha done a runner. Listen, she’s 
safe – well, she’s here - call tomorrow, yeah?’ He hung up. 
 ‘She’ll be fretting,’ Helen suggested without looking up. 
 ‘So … what’ll you do now?’ 
 Thomas looked up at her, Helen smiling back down as 
best she could muster. 
 ‘I’ve always felt kind of welcome and wanted around 
here, despite everything that has happened. It’s like a 
magical castle … where you just pick up the phone and 
what you desire appears. Quite surreal, really. 
 ‘When I set-off … heading here … I really wanted to 
chat to Beesely, even though I knew he was ill. Think I just 
needed to get away. But also part of me wants to go after 
Luchenkov.’ 
 ‘That’s understandable.’ 
 She coughed out a short laugh. ‘Reached the height of 
my career a week ago. Lost it all in one day – career and 
family, empty house to come home to. Just a goldfish. 
Washed up at forty-five.’ 
 ‘You’re not washed up, not yet,’ Johno confidently 
announced. ‘I’ve got a war on two fronts, Luchenkov and 
Shue, and I need allies. If they’re not stopped then 
thousands more will die. So forgive me for being blunt, but I 
need you, tomorrow, to get up off your sorry arse and help 
me, ‘cause Beesely is out of action and I need someone who 
has the kind of brain power I lack.’ She stared back, wide 
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eyed. ‘Starting tomorrow, young lady, you’re going to start 
earning your keep, twelve hours a day under hostile fire.’ 
 ‘I can’t work for a foreign government, or similar 
agency – that’s treason, and I’d be shot.’ 
 Johno eased forwards. ‘First, they won’t know. Second, 
I’ll fix it. I’ll fix it so that a hundred witnesses have you 
sunning yourself in the Caribbean. And any fucker from the 
UK who enquires … will be dealt with. Firmly! If we don’t 
want them to know, they fucking won’t. Now, if you want 
to hang out here, you help me win this war, or you piss off 
back to morbid misery land!’ 
 ‘Johno!’ Thomas barked. ‘Don’t shout at Helen, she is 
sad.’ 
 Johno took a breath, focusing on Thomas. ‘Remember 
those talks we had, about what happens when the shooting 
starts?’ 
 Thomas nodded. ‘First, win the engagement. Two, 
secure the area. Three, treat wounded and evacuate.’ 
 ‘Good lad. And what stage are we at now?’ he pointedly 
demanded. 
 ‘We are fighting?’ Thomas ventured. 
 ‘Have we won yet?’ 
 Thomas reluctantly shook his head. 
 ‘So everyone fights hard, no one slacks till we’ve won. 
OK?’ 
 Thomas nodded. ‘But please don’t shout at Helen.’ 
 ‘It’s OK,’ she whispered. ‘He’s right. First we need to 
stop the bad men before we worry about other things. 
Although his bedside manner needs work.’ 
 Johno laughed. ‘Thomas, another round if you please. 
One for yourself or you won’t sleep.’ 
 An hour later Thomas had Helen laughing at Johno’s 
antics in the cave complex; Abba glitter balls, his smelly 
arse and the stitches, Steak the bear and having great fun 
blowing things up. 
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 When Helen got drowsy, Johno lifted her up and 
punched the lift button. Mavo and Blinkey appeared, raised 
eyebrows at the sleepy and slightly drunk Dame Helen. 
Tightly squeezed, they headed up to her room, the troopers 
holding the lift. 
 In her room the heating was on, a drinks tray on the 
table, even fresh flowers. Unfortunately, the building work 
as well under way, the vibrations felt. Helen grabbed a 
whisky miniature and downed half of it, flopping on the bed. 
Johno finished it off before attempting to cover here. 
 ‘No, leave it,’ she mumbled. ‘It’s warm.’ 
 Johno headed for the door. 
 ‘No, stay,’ she suggested, face in the pillow, her words 
muffled. 
 ‘Stay?’ he repeated. 
 ‘I don’t want to be alone,’ she said without looking up, 
reaching out a hand. 
 Relaxed, but nowhere near drunk - certainly not by his 
standards - Johno stepped across and lay on the bed. 
 ‘Leave the light on,’ she mumbled. ‘Sergeant Johno 
Williams likes to sleep … with a light on, ‘cause sometimes 
he wakes in the dark and panics.’ 
 ‘You’ve been reading my file again,’ he whispered, 
kicking off his shoes. ‘And I snore.’ 
 ‘I know. In your file.’ She snuggled up to him, her head 
into his shoulder. 
 Johno opened his eyes. ‘My snoring … is in my file? 
 ‘No. I made that up,’ she mumbled into his jacket. 
 Smiling, he closed his eyes and fell promptly asleep. 

 
Ten minutes later Mavo and Blinkey glanced at each other, 
sighed and eased back, feet out, arms folded, trying to get 
comfortable. 
 
Thirty minutes later they again glanced at each other. 
 ‘He’s not?’ Mavo commented. 
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 ‘Must be.’ 
 ‘He can’t.’ 
 ‘She was drunk,’ Blinkey pointed out. 
 ‘Still, Dame Helen … and him?’ 
 ‘Shocking.’ 
 ‘So … he’s in there … you know … and we’re watching 
the door for ‘im.’ 
 ‘Bastard,’ Blinkey softly let out. 
 ‘Cheeky bastard.’ 

 
2 

 
Otto handed Beesely a tea at 6am, Beesely now propped up 
with many pillows. ‘You look better.’ 
 ‘Much better,’ Beesely enthused. ‘Had a long chat to the 
head quack in the night about this stroke stuff. Could be 
released in a day or two.’ 
 Otto seemed horrified at the suggestion. ‘Released?’ 
 ‘Yes. All the bad stuff is over, body settling down. No 
brain damage, at least not the speech centre, just the left side 
playing up – and that is getting a bit better.’ 
 Otto straightened. ‘Better?’ 
 ‘I can feel more than I could,’ Beesely said with smile. 
‘Had a descent breakfast this morning as well.’ 
 ‘No Bavarian Napoleon, I hope!’ 
 Beesely laughed. ‘Scrambled egg, bacon, hash 
browns…’ 
 Otto looked sceptical as Beesely sipped his tea. 
 ‘So, what news?’ 
 ‘No attack last night. Repairs are progressing.’ 
 ‘Good. How’s Johno handling things?’ 
 ‘Very well. Apart from his conference call with the 
American Secretary of Defense.’ 
 Beesely’s eyebrows shot up. ‘What did he want?’ 
 ‘Yesterday NATO went to Def Con Three in response to 
the sinking of the Ark Royal.’ 
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 ‘I can imagine.’ 
 ‘The White House Situation Room organised a video 
conference with Johno.’ 
 Beesely rolled his eyes. ‘Christ, that can’t have been 
good for us.’ 
 ‘Yes … and no. Mr Stanton was hoping that Johno 
would give them a hard time, as you say, so that they have 
an excuse not to get involved with the nuclear bombs in 
Austria. A shift of blame.’ 
 ‘Yes, straight onto our shoulders. Johno walked straight 
into that one. And I’m surprised Olly allowed it.’ 
 ‘He set it up.’ 
 ‘Really?’ Beesely queried, a scowl forming. ‘Well, I’ll 
have a word at some point.’ 
 ‘We are preparing a large scale assault on the castle of 
Johan Shue in Austria.’ 
 ‘Good, need to get those nukes. Europeans have enough 
on their plates at the moment.’ 
 ‘That’s exactly what Johno said,’ Otto flatly pointed out. 
‘He is more like you than you realise.’ 
 ‘No need to be rude, Otto.’ They chuckled. ‘Get me the 
details of the attack plan.’ 
 ‘There is a full meeting of all managers at 8am. But, 
Johno is still asleep. As is … Dame Helen.’ 
 ‘Helen is here?’ 
 Otto saddened quickly. ‘They forced her out.’ 
 ‘They … who?’ 
 ‘She was forced to resign.’ 
 Beesely turned away. ‘Took the blame for the attacks,’ 
he said with venom. ‘Bloody politicians!’  
  ‘There is another … interesting development.’ Beesely 
turned his head back to Otto. ‘She … and Johno … spent the 
night together.’ 
 Beesely’s eyes widened. ‘They what?’ he whispered. 
Otto confirmed with a slight nod, Beesely staring ahead. 
‘Bloody hell.’ 
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 Otto tipped his head, an acknowledgment and agreement 
with that sentiment. ‘She had been drinking, and was very 
upset - not least because her husband and daughter have left 
her.’ 
 ‘Left her?’ 
 ‘According to Thomas they no longer wish to be in 
danger, the daughter old enough to block access by Helen.’ 
 ‘Oh … no,’ Beesely whispered, lying back and breathing 
out loudly, Otto supporting Beesely’s teacup. 
 ‘Thomas explained this to me this morning. And, 
something else. Johno shouted at Helen, told her that if she 
is in the castle … she helps us and fights.’ 
 Beesely focused on Otto, starting to nod his head. ‘He 
did it deliberately’ 
 ‘Did … it?’ 
 ‘He’s helping her. And he knows a lot about grief 
counselling. Despite what he would admit to he’s read 
probably a hundred books on the subject. He could give 
Doc’ Manning a run for his money.’ 
 The door opened and a doctor in a white coat entered, sat 
in a motorised wheelchair. 
 ‘Ah, the new wheels are here,’ Beesely enthused. 
 Otto stood and stared at the motorised wheelchair as the 
doctor went around in circles, backwards and forwards, all 
manoeuvred by a small joystick on the right hand armrest. 
 ‘Right hand drive,’ Beesely pointed out. ‘Top speed, ten 
miles per hour. Available in just the one colour.’ 
 The doctor jumped out and Otto tried the chair. 
 ‘Don’t scratch it, Otto, you’re not on my insurance 
policy.’ 
 

3 
 
The sounds of, and vibrations from, heavy equipment woke 
Johno. The curtains were drawn, but the sun forced its way 
through a crack. Turning his head he found Helen asleep, 
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still fully clothed. Easing up slowly he stood and stretched 
his back, glancing out of the window. 
 ‘Survived another night,’ he muttered. 
 ‘Charming! I am that dangerous?’ she asked, pushing 
herself upright. 
 ‘You look rough.’ He put a cigarette on his lip. 
 ‘Johno, when you wake next to a lady you are supposed 
to say something nice and complimentary. You look rough 
generally doesn’t get you a second date.’ She joined him at 
the window. 
 Johno laughed, lifting the table phone. Croaking and 
with a dry mouth he said, ‘Two teas, breakfast for me, 
European breakfast for Dame Helen. And get Helen an 
assortment of fresh clothes.’ He placed the phone down, 
making himself a warm Vodka Red Bull from the drink’s 
tray as she peered out of the window. 

She ran her hands through her hair, trying to fix it. 
‘Didn’t really see the damage last night when I drove in. 
God, it’s like a builder’s yard down there. Who are the 
soldiers in blue?’ 

‘Swiss Army, lending a hand.’ 
She glanced skyward as an Apache flew slowly by then 

grabbed his drink and downed a mouthful. ‘I going to 
shower.’   

Grabbing her unpacked case she dragged it into the 
bathroom. ‘And no smoking in my room!’ she shouted from 
beyond the bathroom door. 

Johno stuck his head out of the main door, checking both 
ways. In the lift he noticed two troopers, but not Mavo and 
Blinkey, sat on the chairs. They folded their arms and stared 
back. 
 
Johno sat tucking into a stale doughnut as Helen emerged 
from the bathroom, pale grey tracksuit bottoms and a t-shirt, 
wet hair combed straight back. 
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 She sat immediately and grabbed her mint tea. ‘Ah, you 
remembered.’ 
 ‘Mint tea? Yep, I had one in Jerusalem not long ago.’ He 
tried hard not to notice the prominent nipples sticking 
through the t-shirt. 
 ‘When you went to visit Rudenson?’ 
 Johno nodded as he chewed. A knock at the door and he 
wheeled in a breakfast trolley, thanking the lady who had 
brought it. ‘Not quite sure what you like, so help yourself.’ 
He placed down his English breakfast, Helen immediately 
pinching a piece of crispy bacon. ‘Sleep alright?’ 
 ‘Out like a light,’ she responded. ‘Didn’t even hear you 
snoring.’ 
 ‘So how do you know I snore, then?’ 
 ‘You’re snoring is legendary.’ She sipped her tea. 
 ‘That’s not going to get you a second date, young lady. 
As Beesely might say, your bedside manner needs work.’ 

She smiled. ‘The people here, they’re going to gossip.’ 
‘Do you care?’ 
She glanced out the window. ‘Would have done a day 

ago.’  
‘And now?’ he gently probed. 
With her gaze held firmly on the lake she answered, 

‘Now I’m useless … a washed up old bag that no one gives 
a damn about.’ 

‘That’s not true,’ Johno quietly stated. ‘Just ‘cause the 
wankers in the UK don’t appreciate you don’t mean you’re 
no good. People been righting me off for years –’ 

‘And now you’re worth more than everyone in the UK 
combined.’ 

‘See, so there’s always hope,’ he pressed with firm eye 
contact. ‘Something’ll turn up. One door closes, another 
opens.’ 

‘Trick is, not getting smacked in the face when it 
swings.’ 

Johno laughed. ‘It’s caught me a few times.’ 
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A knock at the door and a wheeled clothes stand was 
pushed in and left; ladies suits. 
 ‘Christ,’ she muttered as she examined them. ‘These are 
all top of the range, five … six hundred pounds a piece.’ 

‘The boss man is rich,’ Johno said with a wink. ‘Listen, 
we got a big pow-wow in an hour, or less, and I need a 
strategy. So sit your arse down and put your thinking cap 
on.’ 

‘What’s the meeting about?’ she asked as she sat. 
‘How to deal with the nukes in Austria.’ 
‘OK, what’s your gut feeling?’ She nibbled on a bagel. 
‘This guy likes art, old Nazi stolen art by the sounds of 

it, so he’s more about money than anything else. He’s 
eighty-two years old, so probably a bit crankey in the head.’ 

‘No clues as to what he wants the nukes for?’ 
‘None. My guess is to sell them. If he’s into art, it’s 

about the money, not politics.’ He tucked into his eggs. 
‘You’ve got the Amber Panels,’ she pointed out. 
‘My idea exactly. Don’t have the spear any more, so I 

figured I’d stuff a car full of priceless treasures, drive up and 
have a chat. Tell him I’ve left K2 and nicked the stuff, try 
and sell the panels to him.’ 

‘Then what?’ she asked as she chewed. 
‘It gives me twenty-four hours to poke around and come 

up with something before the yanks carpet bomb the place.’ 
She snapped her head up. ‘They’ll bomb?’ 
‘Hell, yes,’ Johno firmly emphasised. ‘They ain’t going 

to risk those nukes getting out!’ 
She stared, wide eyed. ‘And when they bomb you’ll 

be… where, exactly?’ 
‘Inside,’ he teased, a wicked grin. 
‘And … don’t you see a slight flaw in that plan?’ she 

asked, a scowl forming. 
‘The place is full of caves, so I aim to be in one, 

disarming the nukes when the attack begins.’ 
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‘There’re a lot of variables there. A lot of things that 
could go wrong.’ 

‘Someone has to get inside, see what’s going on and 
open the back door. This guy’s castle is impregnable - only 
way to deal with it is to bomb the hell out of it. One good 
thing in our favour is the isolation. If they go pop, no one 
will get hurt.’ 

‘Except your good self.’ 
‘Price to pay.’ His features hardened. ‘I’m not sending 

anyone else in. I’ve buried enough people lately. 
She silently ate her breakfast. 

 
Thirty minutes later Johno wandered into the corridor, 
Helen picking out a new suit. The troopers did not look 
pleased. 
 ‘Sleep well?’ one asked. 
 ‘Comfortable … bed, was it?’ the second man asked. 
 Johno stopped and stared. ‘Didn’t sit on them 
uncomfortable chairs all night, did you?’ 
 The troopers stood. ‘Just the last four hours, since we 
came on,’ the first trooper complained. 
 His buddy added, ‘Seems someone needed some 
protection, although I’m wondering know just what kind of 
protection was used.’ 
 Johno forced a sadistic smile. ‘Guys, there’s only one 
thing to keep in mind.’ He closed to a confidential distance. 
Whispering he said, ‘I … decide on pay rises and bonuses.’ 
 The troopers glanced at each other. 
 ‘Now push the button,’ Johno said. 
 ‘It ain’t working.’ 
 ‘No?’ Johno queried. 
 ‘They started working on the roof last night, had to 
disable the lift.’ 
 ‘C’mon then. Stairs.’ Johno led the way, protection in 
tow. ‘After all that sitting down, you can exercise the 
haemorrhoids.’ 
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 The foyer carpet had been ripped up, dozens of builders 
moving back and forth. The Great Hall bustled; guards, 
managers, Swiss Army officers and the American 
decontamination team from Germany.  

In the courtyard Johno spotted Mr Grey and the Captain 
walking in, stepping up to them and lighting up. ‘Captain,’ 
he said, shaking the man’s hand. 

‘Heard some of your own guys tried to kill you,’ the 
Captain asked, a concerned look. 
 ‘Infiltrators,’ Johno commented. 
 ‘Hah!’ Grey let out. ‘Probably just pissed them off, or 
fucked their wives.’ 
 Johno grinned. ‘If only.’ 
 Grey pointed up. ‘Something going on?’ 
 ‘On the roof? Building work,’ Johno commented, 
maintaining a straight face. 
 ‘How about two floors below the roof?’ Grey asked. 
‘Anything going on there?’ 
 The Captain was lost, glancing from face to face. 
 ‘What went on, was some silly sod sleeping in a chair all 
night,’ Johno pointedly remarked, leaning forwards. 
‘Anyway, what’s happening in the cave?’ 
 ‘All sorted,’ the Captain suggested. ‘Casings moved 
aside, covered in concrete and then lead. We spray-
concreted the walls around the first fifty yards of tunnel, no 
radiation after that.’ 
 ‘So how far back does it go?’ Johno asked as dozens of 
men filed past. 
 ‘Right through the mountain,’ Grey explained. ‘Splits 
left and right, one lower level, old tin mine – five hundred 
years old. We broke through the far side in two places, 
comes out not far from the road.’ 
 ‘I know the road, that’s three kilometres away!’ 
 ‘Two kilometres straight through,’ the Captain 
suggested. ‘Large cavern in there, natural by the look of it.’ 
 ‘And the lower level?’  
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 ‘Flooded,’ Grey informed him, thumbing over his 
shoulder at the lake. ‘Same level as the lake I reckon.’ 
 Johno took a drag, nodding at troopers as they passed. 
‘Get some divers in there. I don’t want any surprises. Any 
radiation trail?’ 
 ‘None,’ Grey adamantly replied. ‘Nukes came in through 
the front door, sealed up after, at least thirty years.’ 
 ‘Thirty years!’ Johno repeated. 
 ‘They could’ve been taken out before this place was up 
to speed,’ Grey suggested. 
 ‘Gunter moved in here 1965,’ Johno pointed out as he 
thought. 
 ‘Timeline fits,’ Grey admitted. 
 Johno took a drag. ‘Where’d you kip last night?’ 
 That question caused the two Americans to smile. ‘Up in 
the Spa,’ the Captain informed him. ‘All the extras thrown 
in – massages, ladies, room service with a smile!’ 
 ‘Least we can do,’ Johno said. ‘You enjoy yourselves. 
Oh, Grey, you’re a … diver aren’t you?’ 
 ‘Yep. And I love cave diving.’ 
 Johno lifted his eyebrows and leant closer. ‘Go play, 
then.’ 
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A bright new day 
 

1 
 
In the bright light of the drawbridge Johno stopped to survey 
the scene; hundreds of men, dozens of vehicles, two large 
cranes hoisting packs up to the roof, a dozen builders visible 
on the roof in their yellow hard hats. Then he noticed the 
climbers on the cliff face, nestled around the hole made by 
the cruise missile. He raised his phone. ‘Put me through to 
the climbers on the cliff.’ 
 ‘Moment, sir.’ 
 He waited. 
 ‘Hallo?’ came a strained voice 
 ‘This is Johno. Is there any danger of further rock falls?’ 
 ‘Some, sir. We are securing the rocks now with wire 
netting and bolts, some rocks to fall down. It will need a 
large and permanent wire mesh, sir.’ 
 ‘No problem, get it sorted.’ 
 ‘Sir, there is a cave here. We are opening it up now, sir.’ 
 ‘A cave?’ 
 ‘Yes, sir, we can see it through the cracks.’ 
 ‘If it joins up down below, be one hell of a firing 
position.’ 
 ‘Yes, sir. Inside we can see some metal.’ 
 ‘Get the Geiger counters up there now! Pull back!’ 
 ‘Yes, sir.’ 
 Johno pressed red followed by green. ‘Mister Grey to the 
drawbridge, on the double!’ He waited as Grey and the 
Captain jogged out a few seconds later. 
 ‘What’s up?’ Grey asked. 
 Johno pointed. ‘They found a cave, something metal in 
it.’ 
 ‘Up there?’ Grey challenged. ‘That new cave doesn’t go 
up.’ 
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 ‘The tunnel in the kitchen is quite high up,’ Johno 
pointed out with a shrug. 
 ‘That’s another fifty metres higher again,’ the Captain 
noted, a hand over his eyes. 
 ‘Climb up an have a look, will ya?’ Joho requested. 
 ‘Hell no,’ Grey responded. ‘I’ll abseil down. Quicker.’ 
 

* * * 
 
Johno stood in the tank room, now cavernous and echoing 
without the prior memorabilia. Lights had been rigged up 
and they now snaked along the walls, brightly illuminating 
the chamber and its grey concrete surfaces. He lit up again 
and took in the enclosure as bio-suited men came and went 
from the hole. Simon’s assistant approached.  

‘Any word on Simon?’ Johno enquired. 
 ‘He is doing well, sir. The arm should be useable after, 
but they have removed a section of … how you say, colon?’ 
 ‘That’s not a problem. I’ve had two sections removed 
and look at me, handsome as ever.’ 
 The guard tipped his eyebrows, questioning the accuracy 
of statement. 
 ‘Are there guards at the far end of the caves?’ 
 ‘Yes, sir. Outside and inside.’ 
 ‘I want strong metal gates installed inside, at more than 
one point. Those caves open here, and this connects right to 
the top of the fucking command centre.’ 
 ‘New door, sir,’ the guard pointed out. 
 Johno stepped towards it, noticing now the strong metal 
door. 
 ‘Bolted from the inside, sir. Always two guards. Also, 
the small room above your office has a new metal door, 
locked.’ 
 Johno nodded as he led the man towards the new ‘hole-
in-the-wall’, as a hastily hung sign labelled it. ‘Have the 
experts checked the cave? No chance of a cave in?’ 
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 ‘Yesterday, sir. They are coming back today. All seems 
OK.’ 
 ‘I want every inch searched for secret passages, Geiger 
counters on everyone.’ 
 ‘We have found one hollow wall, they are examining it 
now.’ 
 Johno took a slow drag. ‘They just discovered another 
cave in the cliff face where the missile hit.’ 
 The guard’s eyes widened. ‘So high?’ 
 Johno nodded, slowly exhaling. ‘Let’s hope your hollow 
wall goes up.’ 
 

2 
 
After a shower and change of clothes Johno wandered into 
his new office, the two troopers stood guard outside. It was 
7.50am. Claus appeared with a fresh coffee and placed it 
down. 
 ‘Thanks. All the troops here?’ 
 ‘Arriving now, sir.’ 
 ‘Search them all, no guns in here.’ 
 ‘Yes, sir.’ 
 Mathius stepped in, briefcase in hand, Johno standing.  
‘How you doing, mate?’ Johno said with a handshake. 
 ‘Good, sir. I saw Herr Beesely this morning, he is well.’ 
 ‘How’re things at the bank?’  
 ‘Fine, sir.’ 
 Johno sat. ‘What I meant was, how have things here … 
affected people at the bank.’ 
 ‘As with all Swiss, they are outraged at the attack, sir,’ 
Mathius stated as he sat. 
 Johno eased back, thinking for a moment. ‘Do they 
blame K2?’ 
 Mathius puzzled that question. ‘No, sir.’ 

‘Be honest. Do any of the staff desire a … quieter life?’ 
‘The bank, sir, is … isolated from affairs here.’ 
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‘They all know each other, so there must be some 
concern,’ Johno pressed. 

‘Concern, yes, dissent, no.’ Mathius stared back. ‘Was 
there a particular concern you had, sir?’ 

‘No,’ Johno responded, letting out a long breath out. 
‘I’m just concerned that people in the group might be 
affected by everything that has happened here recently.’ 

‘There greatest concern has been the infiltration, sir, by 
Herr Shue.’ 

‘That’ll be dealt with quickly,’ Johno assured him. ‘I 
took a long walk around this morning … and no one tried to 
kill me.’ 

‘An … interesting technique, sir.’ 
 Johno smiled. ‘But effective!’ Mathius tipped his head in 
agreement as managers appeared. Johno stood. ‘Claus, I 
want chairs grouped by division. K2 in front of me, others to 
the right, guard commanders to the left.’ Chairs were 
arranged as requested, more brought in. 
 Otto wandered slowly in, hands clasped behind his back. 
He grabbed a chair and placed it to the rear and left of 
Johno, facing the group. Noticing that movement, Johno 
ordered Claus to put his chair next to Otto’s, but further left 
– so that he remained in line of sight, as well as sitting close 
by. 
 Many of the guard commanders sat on the cabinet, some 
stood as the room filled up. All had their jackets removed 
after being searched.  

Off to the right sat the managers of other divisions; 
investments, client security, security guard division, travel 
and staff welfare division, casino security division; the room 
neared its capacity as several trays of refreshments were 
wheeled in and handed out. Johno fiddled with the air 
conditioning controls till cool air blew, the door left open. 
 Last to arrive was Dame Helen, warmly greeted by Otto 
and Claus. She was asked to sit off to Johno’s right, some 
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odd looks at her presence in this meeting. Finally the room 
fell quiet. 
 ‘OK,’ Johno began, surveying the attendant warm 
bodies, ‘all our enemies need … is one good grenade and 
the whole groups is gone.’ 
 The assembled group laughed politely, people glancing 
around at each other. 
 ‘OK,’ Johno began again. ‘To re-cap where we are … 
Herr Director, Sir Morris Beesely, has had a stroke, but is 
recovering well and will survive a few more years. 
Unfortunately for you lot his condition activated an 
incapacity will, and now you’re stuck with me till he gets 
back.’ 
 The group laughed, sedate and controlled Swiss laughter. 
 ‘Ownership passed to me, because – as most of you 
know – he is my father, something we kept hidden so that 
the bad guys out there would not wish to use me as leverage, 
should I be kidnapped.’ He sighed. ‘Past history. To 
business. First … group business. As owner of the group I 
hereby appoint Otto as Group Managing Director, taking 
over that roll from Beesely.’ 

A quick glance at Otto confirmed his surprise. Johno 
continued, ‘But Beesely will continue to be addressed as 
‘Herr Director’ and all of his requests will be carried out as 
if he was still director, when he returns. 

‘As part of Otto’s new role he will be spending more 
time with the financial divisions and over-viewing the other 
divisions, outside of K2. I would expect Otto to spend little 
more than two or three days a week here, more of his time in 
Zurich, which – with a baby on the way – will probably be 
welcome.’ He made eye contact with Claus. ‘You have that 
staff list I asked for?’ 

Claus handed over the list; managers in sequence by 
rank, all Grade Three at the top, fifteen of them, then Grade 
Two onwards down. The majority of the Grade Three 
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managers worked at K2, the rest of the divisions having one 
each, five in total not including Mathius. 

‘Calculator?’ Johno asked, still studying the list. He 
punched in numbers and scribbled down figures. 

‘Something we can help with?’ Otto offered. 
‘Nope,’ Johno said without looking up, Claus, Mathius 

and Otto exchanging looks. 
Finally he was ready. ‘OK.’ He took in their faces. ‘I 

have always believed that people should have an interest in 
their work, and by that I mean a financial interest in the 
company they work for – like a family firm. 

‘So, as the owner of the bank I will be splitting the share 
capital of the group and issuing some share capital, as of 
today, to the people who run the group. Otto, you will be 
receiving seven percent of the group equity.’ 

Otto blinked. 
‘Mathius, five percent, Claus, three percent, all 

remaining Grade Three managers will be getting one 
percent. Since I understand that dividend payments are 
taxed at a lower rate than normal wages you will all now be 
paid by quarterly dividend.’ 

Stunned faces stared back at him. 
‘You will, however, be required to sign a document that 

signs those shares back over to the bank in cases of … 
breach of trust, treachery and the like. K2 must OK the sale 
of the stock, who it’s sold to, and none of you can sell 
anything for at least five years.’ 

‘Sir,’ Claus called, easing forwards. ‘One percent of the 
bank is worth more than five million pounds?’ 

‘Then you fuckers won’t object to buying me a drink 
once in a while, will you?’ 

They stared back in stunned silence, some glancing at 
each other. 

‘Are you sure, sir?’ Claus pressed. 
‘Positive. Action it today.’ 
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The managers off to the right sat mesmerized. They had 
just received a million pound handout, plus dividends. 

‘That all adds up to thirty two percent?’ Johno asked. 
‘Thirty, sir,’ Claus corrected. 
Johno nodded. ‘Right, group business, point two.’ They 

waited on his every word. ‘This is what I want. I want us to 
buy a small hotel in every major town in Europe, perhaps a 
hundred in total. The hotels should be a reasonable 
investment, but also discretely placed and with easy access 
from several entrances. I then want to buy two or three small 
detective agencies in each town, plus a small taxi firm in the 
same way. I then want the hotels to be used by the public, 
but one floor reserved for just K2 agents, the detectives 
making use of the taxi driver’s local knowledge. 

‘One or two K2 agents are to be housed there all the 
time, the hotel manager someone we recruit and trust. These 
hotels are to be the focal point of intelligence gathering in 
each town, making use obviously of the knowledge of the 
local taxi drivers and detectives. 

‘I want all three groups to be run at a profit, the 
detectives fully employed on commercial work – but used 
by us when they’re needed. 

‘If we had such a place up and running in Burgas, 
Bulgaria, then we could have made use of them much 
quicker.’ He sipped his coffee. 

‘Sir,’ a manager called from the right. ‘We already have 
many detective agencies we use in this way.’ 

‘I know, but I want a blanket spread – right across 
Europe, fill the gaps. Yeah?’ 

‘Yes, sir,’ the man said with a nod. 
‘OK, that’s the group business for now. All non-K2 staff 

can now return to … wherever you guys hang out.’ The 
managers who had been sat to his right stood and filed out, 
still stunned. Johno pointed at the guard commanders, who 
now stood. ‘Grab some seats lads.’ They bustled past the 
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front of the desk and sat. ‘OK. K2 business. First, where are 
we with Luchenkov?’ 

‘No sign in Bulgaria, sir,’ a manager answered. ‘But the 
Americans stopped his boat last night.’ 

Johno’s eyes widened. ‘They have him?’ 
‘No, sir, he was not on the boat.’ 
‘But it belonged to him?’ 
‘Some of his family members were on it, some 

possessions.’ 
‘And where is it now, this boat?’ 
‘They let it go, sir.’ 
‘Let it go! He could have been hidden somewhere on 

board!’ 
‘No, sir. The US Marines spent two hours on board, 

everything was checked.’ 
Johno eased back. ‘So, he used it to get his family out 

and he got on another boat, off that one.’ 
‘Yes, sir. We are still looking at boats passing through 

the Straits –’ 
‘Too late now.’ Johno checked his watch, half an hour to 

the video conference. He jabbed at the desk phone. ‘See if 
Mr Stanton is awake.’ 

‘Yes, sir.’ 
He waited, a fresh coffee brought in. The screen had 

been moved back, but now burst into life. Otto and Claus 
grabbed it, wheeling it around. 

‘You see me, Johno?’ Mr Stanton asked. 
‘Yeah, loud and clear. Listen, that boat you stopped and 

searched–’ 
‘Off the coast of Turkey,’ Stanton cut in. 
‘We want to track it.’ 
‘There’s a hidden satellite tracker on board. It’s heading 

due south, towards the Suez Canal.’ 
‘If it stops for a while, mid ocean, let me know.’ 
‘Why … in particular?’ 
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‘Did your lads search it thoroughly?’ Johno asked, 
staring ahead, not at the screen. 

‘Yes. Why?’ 
‘So, you can be sure he’s not on it then?’ Johno asked, 

still not facing the screen. 
‘What are you getting at, Johno?’ 

 ‘Well, where’s the safest place on the planet for him to 
be right now?’ 

‘A boat that has already been searched?’ 
Now Johno turned to the screen. ‘He’s on another boat, 

so he’ll hop over to that one knowing that you know it’s 
already been searched.’ 

‘Had your coffee this morning, then,’ Stanton remarked 
with a smile. 

‘How are the puppies?’ 
‘Got rid of all but one, growing like an alien. But at least 

this one doesn’t shed its skin or try and eat me - much. You 
got your strategy together?’ 

‘Yep. Make it up as I go along.’ 
‘You’re starting to sound like Beesely!’ 
‘So long as I don’t start looking like him!’ 
‘Is that … Dame Helen with you?’ She leant forwards 

and waved. ‘Hello Helen,’ Mr Stanton offered, his tone 
clearly indicating he was concerned about something. 

‘Something on your mind, Mr Stanton?’ Johno asked. 
‘Helens’ presence in K2 may cause you … problems 

with the UK Government.’ 
‘The UK Government has enough to worry about. She’s 

helping me, because Beesely’s not here … and I’m a bit 
thick.’ 

‘Helen’s presence there will, most definitely, turn the 
UK Government … and the British Intelligence Services… 
against you.’ 

‘That’s there loss,’ Johno firmly pointed out. ‘Since 
we’re far more valuable to them than they are to us. But you 
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just reminded me of something. Otto, please remain, 
everyone else, ten minute break.’ 

Johno waited as they filed out, sipping his coffee. Otto 
moved to the front of the desk, where he could be viewed. 
At the American end it appeared as if Stanton sat alone. 
Finally the office door closed. 

‘What’s on your mind, Johno?’ 
‘I’d like some advice.’ 
‘On what?’ 
‘The British Prime Minister.’ 
‘In what sense?’ 
‘I had a notion to try and remove him, get him a shit load 

of bad publicity. But that’s not something I would do 
without checking with you guys first.’ 

Stanton stared back for several seconds. ‘Why, in 
particular, would you desire him gone?’ 

‘Because this mess is his fault!’ 
‘How so?’ 
‘He knew about Luchenkov weeks ago, after the dirty 

bomb attack, and he did fuck all about it. No pressure on the 
Russians, no attempt to try and kill him in prison, no attempt 
to remove his money and businesses. He allowed himself to 
be pressured by the Europeans, all desperate because of the 
gas pipeline and their fucking energy needs.’ 

‘You saying that if he acted sooner –’ 
‘I’m saying that he put the economics of Europe ahead 

of the security of Britain! He was playing politician with 
people’s lives, and now the economic fall-out of this will be 
far worse than a gas pipeline problem.’ 

Stanton took several seconds. ‘We agree,’ he quietly 
stated, Otto straightening in his chair. 

‘You do?’ Johno asked. 
‘Yes. So, how would you remove him?’ 
‘Let the press know that he knew about the threat.’ 
‘But then the UK population would be against the 

Russians –’ 
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‘I have an idea there as well. That money that BUPA 
got, we can say it was a Russian billionaire who gave the 
money. That way … mixed feelings in the UK, and we’ll 
run some favourable stories on the Russians. Besides, about 
time I tried to stick some Amber Panels up some Russian 
arse.’ 

‘You’ll use them as leverage?’ 
‘Try to.’ 
‘If you’re asking for our blessing, Johno, you have it.’ 

Stanton hit a button and the screen altered, revealing fifty 
men in a room. 
 ‘Shit,’ Johno let out. Then louder, ‘Sorry for keeping 
you up all night guys.’ He waved. Otto stood, as if these 
men had entered the room. 

Stanton addressed the group. ‘All in favour please raise 
your hands.’ The group raised their hands. Johno and Otto 
made eye contact, wondering what was going on. ‘Those 
opposed?’ Stanton called. No one raised a hand. 

‘That the vote on the British Prime Minister?’ Johno 
asked. 

‘No, that was the vote on accepting you into the Lodge.’ 
Johno stood. ‘Me? You mad?’ 
Many of the men laughed. 
‘We’ll talk about it again soon, the clock is ticking and 

some other gentlemen are up late.’ 
‘Hopkins?’ 
‘Hoskins,’ Stanton corrected. ‘We’ll be watching.’ He 

waved then cut the line. 
‘You are now Lodge,’ Otto stated, clearly shocked, and 

sounding a little jealous. 
Johno opened the door, waving managers back in. 

Sitting he said, ‘Yeah, well wait till I fuck up a few things, 
they’ll soon kick me out.’ 

The managers filed back in. 
‘You have only fifteen minutes,’ Otto pointed out.  
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‘Yanks have been up all night, so let them have a coffee 
and wait. Fuck ‘em!’ The group settled. ‘OK, first things 
first. Golf.’ 

‘Golf?’ Claus repeated. 
‘Yeah. Does K2 have its own golf course?’ 
‘No, sir,’ Claus answered, clearly perplexed. 
‘Right, that land opposite the West Gate, those trees. 

Who owns it?’ 
‘The local council,’ Otto informed him. ‘The trees are 

harvested every fifteen years, I believe.’ 
‘Right, I want to buy a section of it immediately. Three 

hundred metres wide along the road, one kilometre long, 
following the road opposite the West Gate.’ 

Managers took notes. 
‘To build a golf course?’ Otto puzzled. 
‘And golf house. A lodge, I believe they’re called. I want 

one of the world’s best designers to make it a proper course. 
Now, anyone want to tell me why that … is a clever idea?’ 

Managers glanced at each other. A lady manager raised 
her pen. ‘If there is a golf course to the west, it will be more 
difficult for attackers to approach unseen.’ 

Johno pointed directly at her. ‘Well done, you win a 
cookie.’ 

The managers collectively sighed, smiled and took notes. 
‘OK, next - the tank room. That room is big enough for a 

two storey guard barracks and offices. So, ladies and 
gentlemen, we’re moving indoors. 

‘I want that space converted – as fast as possible – into 
an underground guard centre, complete with barrack rooms, 
showers, cafeteria and offices for guard commanders.’ 
Notes were taken. Johno faced the guard commanders. 
‘You’ve seen the space. How many men do you reckon 
could sleep in there?’ 

‘Two hundred,’ a man suggested. 
‘More,’ another suggested. 
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Johno faced the managers. ‘When that room is ready, I 
want the buildings vacated in the East Camp to be pulled 
down, grassed over and trees planted on top.  

‘Next, the office block to the west of the castle. I want 
all staff moved out of there by next week, find offices in 
Zug or Zurich. I will not … have admin’ staff working there 
when this place could be bombed. They’re vulnerable, so it 
goes! Noting left but grass. 

‘Right - the caves. The new caves, that is. They go a 
long way back and I want to make use of them. When we’ve 
finished checking them and making safe I want them 
concrete lined, the cavern that’s in there made into an … 
indoor range or something, some guard quarters. If there’s 
stuff stored outside, that we can store in there, then do so, 
please. 

‘OK, here,’ he swivelled and pointed at the roof in the 
corner. ‘Open up a hole there and put in a spiral staircase. 
That little room above us here I want decorated and turned 
into a very comfortable habitation, two beds in there, 
shower area, toilets, etc. Then I want the tunnel that leads up 
and around to be decorated nicely, lights, heaters, usual 
bollocks. Next - trees.’ 

‘Trees?’ Otto repeated. 
Johno nodded. ‘I want to buy a hundred trees, fully 

grown, suitable obviously for Swiss winters, around six 
metres tall, but with no branches below two metres. I want 
them lining the camp roads and next to all gates and 
buildings remaining outside, many next to castle, tallest we 
can find. From the cliff I want hanging baskets –’ 

‘What are they?’ Claus asked. 
‘I want metal baskets with soil in, hung up around the 

cliff face, with small shrubs growing out of them. Anyone 
want to tell me why … all this?’ 

Dame Helen answered, ‘Because from the air this place 
is distinctive.’ 

‘Correct.’ 
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The managers collectively understood and made notes. 
‘You are camouflaging the facility,’ Otto noted. 
Johno offered Otto a serious stare. ‘Any future bombs 

will not cause damage. Certainly not large scale loss of life.’ 
‘It’s time,’ Otto put in, checking his watch. 
‘I’m not ready, they’ll have to wait a bit.’ He faced the 

guard commanders. ‘You’ve seen the photos of this place in 
Austria?’ They acknowledged with quick head tips. ‘Can 
you get in?’ 

‘There is a blind spot we can climb,’ a man suggested. 
‘Directly under the bridge entrance.’ 

‘Have we located the cave exits?’ 
‘Five so far,’ the same man explained. ‘Three new 

locations came from the satellite thermal images. They are 
warm on the images, so there must be heaters inside.’ 

‘Heaters inside?’ Johno repeated, giving it some thought. 
‘So … people working in there?’ The commanders agreed. 
‘How many guards does Shue have?’ 

‘Perhaps thirty,’ Otto answered. ‘But no indication of 
heavy weapons - mostly pistols, some hunting rifles.’ 

Johno pointed at the commander of ‘A’ Squadron. ‘Can 
you assault from the road.’ 

‘If they know we are coming they could pin us down to 
the road approaches. The gatehouse will have to be taken 
first, and silently. If we get to the crest of the ridge opposite 
the castle we can keep them pinned down. 66mm will take 
out the drawbridge and windows, sniper rifles can pin down 
any resistance as we enter.’ 

Johno pointed at the next man, commander of ‘B’ 
Squadron. ‘Caves easy enough?’ 

‘If they are not wired or booby-trapped, they are easy 
access.’ 

Johno eased back. ‘How long to climb up to the castle, 
enter quietly and take the drawbridge?’ 
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‘Two or three hours from the base, at least an hour to 
move from the nearest access road to the base. That access 
road will have to be secured first.’ 

‘Do you have a detailed plan?’ Otto delicately enquired. 
‘Yes. Make it up as I go along,’ Johno said with a smile 

and a wink. 
‘Sir?’ came from the phone. 
‘Yeah?’ 
‘The American Secretary is calling.’ 
‘OK, put them on.’ He swivelled his chair as the blue 

screen flickered into a view of the same situation room. 
  ‘So, up early or staying up late?’ Johno asked, 
 ‘A bit of both, I guess,’ Hoskins responded. ‘I caught a 
few hours earlier.’ 

‘We’ve worked out a plan of attack, detailed and precise, 
as you would expect from the Swiss.’ 

Otto and Claus glanced at each other from under their 
eyebrows. 

‘And can you share … this plan over this secure link?’ 
‘Of course. At least the broad strokes, as you guys say.’ 
‘I think that it’s an old English saying, actually,’ 

Hoskins corrected. 
Johno smiled. ‘OK. Got a pen and paper? Twelve-noon 

day after tomorrow is what ... ‘zero hour’ I guess we can 
call it. If we haven’t secured the nukes by then you level the 
place, then send in any forces you may have on standby to 
mop up. That’s Central European Time, guys - I’d hate you 
to be early.’ A few of the Generals smiled. Johno continued, 
‘Our people will move in by stealth before that, hoping to 
have the situation dealt with. If not, I’d like a fly by at 
11.30am on the dot, a very loud fly-by, to let them know 
what’s about to hit them. At 11am our helicopters are going 
to fly by with a similar effect, adding to my hand in the 
negotiations.’ 

‘Negotiations?’ Hoskins repeated. 
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‘Yep. Tomorrow morning I’ll be driving there to chat to 
the guy, giving myself twenty-four hours to talk him round.’ 

‘You’re going to talk to him?’ Hoskins asked, surprised 
and confused. 

‘We have something he wants. Should get me through 
the door, he might even swap it for the nukes. I’ll make an 
assessment then.’ 

‘You think that’s a possibility?’ Hoskins pressed. 
‘With what I have to offer it’s a distinct possibility. He 

likes shiny trinkets and we got a shit load in the back room 
under the sofa.’ 

‘And if he doesn’t play ball?’ Hoskins asked. 
‘He’ll shoot me.’ 
‘Is it … wise, that you go in there yourself?’ 
‘Don’t know anyone better suited, or as handsome. I 

have all the skills that this jobs needs, in particular the 
charm, charisma … and the balls to knock on his door and 
convince him about something.’ 

‘Something you’re not going to share with us?’ 
‘Absolutely not. It would take all the fun out of our new 

relationship. I don’t do anything till the third date!’ 
The generals laughed. 
‘And if you are still inside at zero-hour?’ Hoskins 

pointedly asked. 
‘You go right ahead and flatten the place, don’t worry 

about me.’ 
‘And what about the Austrian authorities?’ 
‘I’ll be dealing with them first thing in the morning, 

can’t risk tipping them off before then.’ 
‘And will we, tomorrow, be getting formal agreement 

from the Austrians?’ Hoskins asked. 
‘Bloody well hope so. If not, K2 invade Austria and we 

all go to jail!’ 
‘When do you expect the diplomatic process to start?’ 
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‘Exactly this time tomorrow. And I’d appreciate it if you 
would contain this till then. Any sniff of a leak and the 
nukes may go bang, albeit in a remote mountainous valley.’ 

‘The two nukes in question, lost off Sicily,’ Hoskins 
explained, ‘are low yield. If they are the same ones.’ 

‘So we’re lucky in where they are,’ Johno suggested. 
‘Good containment.’ 

‘We’ve had our 747 circling that part of Europe. So far, 
nothing,’ Hoskins reported. 

‘We’ve got a lot going for us,’ Johno suggested. ‘Low 
yield nukes, in a cave, in an isolated area. The Gods are 
smiling down on us. Or as someone said to me yesterday, 
espirito christo, right before he tried to shoot me.’ 

‘Tried to shoot you?’ Hoskins asked. 
‘Some of Herr Shue’s guys infiltrated K2 years ago. Got 

activated and came after me.’ 
‘He knows you’re coming?’ 
‘Yep. But not why, or my ace in the hole. Listen, I’ll let 

you guys get to bed,’ Joho loudly offered. ‘Same time 
tomorrow.’ 

‘We’ll have everything in place by then. Goodnight’ 
‘Good morning!’ Johno said with a wave. 
 

* * * 
 

Mr Stanton turned to his deputy, a horrified look. ‘Send a 
message to Mister Grey. Let Johno know who’s trying to 
kill him.’ 

 
* * * 

 
‘You’re going in there alone?’ Dame Helen asked. 
 He faced her. ‘Nope, Thomas will be with me.’ 
 Her eyes widened. ‘You’re taking Thomas in there?’ she 
barked. 
 ‘Calm down, his rule, not mine. Just like in the cave –’ 
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 ‘One in danger, both in danger,’ Otto stated. 
Helen focused on Otto. ‘What?’ 
Otto explained, ‘Thomas was left alone when his mother 

was killed. He is… determined not to be left alone if Johno 
is killed. He would rather … die.’ 

‘He’s too young to make that choice for himself!’ she 
barked. 

Johno offered her two soothing palms. ‘You take it up 
with the short-arse. If you can persuade him, fine, I’ll go 
alone.’ 

She took a breath and eased back. ‘And you shouldn’t be 
going in there alone either!’ 

‘It’s nice you care. But I have a plan, a very cunning 
plan, if I say so myself. So … trust me, I’ll be back. Or 
irradiated. Or shot. Maybe thrown off the cliff –’ 

The guard commanders laughed, scowled at by Helen. 
‘Sir!’ burst from the phone with some urgency. 
‘Yeah?’ 
‘Sir, Mister Grey says he must talk with you urgently at 

the drawbridge. He is climbing down.’ 
‘Oh hell,’ Johno muttered. Then louder and towards the 

phone, ‘OK!’ He stood. ‘Wait here guys. We found another 
cave, this one half way up the fucking cliff face and Grey’s 
just found something in it.’ He headed towards the door. 

At the drawbridge he met Mr Grey stood in climbing 
gear, immediately motioned towards the grass.  

‘What did you find?’ Johno asked. 
‘What? Oh, the cave, nothing yet, still making the hole 

bigger.’ 
‘What’s the fuss then?’ Johno barked. 
‘Something else,’ Grey suggested eyeing the guards in 

the compound. ‘Mister Stanton knows who’s been trying to 
kill you. Who’s really behind it.’ Johno waited, confused. 
‘Vatican Security.’ 

Johno stared back at Grey. Then blinked. ‘You what?’ 
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‘Mister Stanton believes that the Nazis grabbed some 
church relics during the war –’ 

‘And Gunter got them?’ 
Grey nodded. ‘Along with his good buddy, Mr Shue, 

who loves religious art and relics by all accounts.’ 
‘There was no religious junk in the memorabilia room 

here, was there?’ 
‘The spearhead!’ Grey pointedly reminded Johno. 
Johno took a deep breath and stared out over the lake. 

‘Yeah, could see how that would piss them off. But I 
haven’t heard of them kicking down the door of that 
Austrian museum to get the other one.’ 

Grey suggested, ‘Maybe they know it’s a fake.’ 
‘Shit, yes… and we did give it to the Israelis, so that 

could piss them off.’ 
‘That’s a puzzle. If the spearhead is displayed in 

Jerusalem, Vatican should not be unhappy at all, given what 
else is their for the pilgrims.’ 

‘Something else then,’ Johno suggested. ‘In our frigging 
caves!’ 

‘Or in Shue’s possession.’ 
‘So why shoot at me then, for fuck’s sake?’ 
‘Shue is a recluse, never leaves his castle, select few 

bodyguards.’ 
‘So I’m the easier target. Great.’ He sighed, taking in the 

lake view. ‘But if they infiltrated the managers, like the pen-
pusher I killed, they must know I’m going after Shue!’ 

‘That’s a puzzle. So I reckon whatever the Nazis stole, 
and Gunter got hold off, is in K2 territory.’ 

‘Fucking great.’ He massaged his sore ear, still buzzing. 
‘Why can’t these arseholes just come and ask us for it, we 
gave back the rest of the stuff!’ 

‘Maybe they didn’t like who you gave it back to.’ 
Johno took a big breath. ‘What a fucking mess, got a war 

on three fronts now.’ 
‘And from now on I have to address you as sir.’ 
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Johno smiled. ‘Not around here, mate. People ain’t 
supposed to know about the Lodge. Beside, guards here 
would think you were being a creepy little arse licker.’ 

‘Careful. Sir.’ 
Johno smirked. ‘Open up that bloody cave. Quickly! 

Maybe what the Pope wants is up there.’ He turned and 
walked briskly back in. 
 
Back in his office his scribbled a lengthy note, handing it to 
Otto. Otto read it in silence before handing it to Claus, and 
so on around the senior managers, finally back to Johno, 
who burnt the paper. 

‘Gentlemen,’ Johno began. ‘We’ve had a lot of builders 
in here, and a lot of visitors. Let’s break for an hour, during 
which time I want a fingertip search of the command centre 
and a sweep for bugs. He clapped his hands together. 
‘Helen, early brunch. Grab the sprog.’ 

‘He’s in school,’ she replied as she stood. 
‘Really? Makes a change. You and me then.’ He led her 

out of his office, turned right and advanced just five steps 
and then into the mini-canteen that the ladies used to make 
drinks and food for meetings in his office. ‘Excuse me, 
ladies.’ He sat on the one small table available, room 
opposite for Helen. Just. ‘English breakfast, tea.’ He faced 
Helen. ‘What would you like?’ 

‘Just some toast.’ 
The ladies got to work, nervous of the company. 
‘The extractor fans in here are nice and loud,’ Johno 

mentioned. 
‘Being bugged?’ she whispered. He nodded. ‘Shue?’ 
He shook his head as his tea was placed down, his 

Simpsons mug. 
‘Who?’ she mouthed. 
He leant forwards. ‘God’s warriors.’ 
She eased back, taking a long time to think about it. 

‘Gunter … Nazi relics … church relics? Here?’ He nodded. 
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‘The caves?’ He shrugged. ‘Why kill you? Why not ask for 
them?’ 

‘We gave the spearhead to the Israelis,’ he carefully 
mouthed. 

‘Ah. Still, a bit extreme?’ 
‘Something under the sofa in the back room, something 

they want very badly.’ 
‘They’re supposed to be quite organised and efficient. 

But mostly they outsource to the Italians. I’ve never heard 
of them being this aggressive.’ 

Again he shrugged. ‘What would make them this pissy?’ 
‘Something that might destroy them?’ 
‘They never shot Dan Brown, and he’s fucked them up!’ 

he whispered. 
She shook her head. ‘The believers either ignored his 

book or saw it as proof that Jesus actually existed. If 
anything, it’s got people involved with the debate. As some 
say, to wonder is to open the door to God.’ 

‘You’re a smart bird, Helen.’ 
She lowered her head. ‘Not smart enough.’ 
‘One door closes, another opens. If not, you kick the 

damn door in.’ 
She made eye contact. ‘I got some odd looks in that 

meeting. And you heard what Stanton said.’ 
‘I’m the boss!’ he forcefully whispered with strong eye 

contact. ‘You stay as long as you like.’ He studied her for a 
moment. ‘You want a job?’ 

She took a long time answering. ‘I’m not ready to give 
up. I desperately want to be back at my old desk.’ 

He sipped his tea. ‘I can’t arrange that, but I can give 
you a similar job here. If anything, you’ll have more 
resources and more freedom to do what you like.’ 

‘What would the job be?’ 
‘Head of K2.’ 
She frowned strongly. ‘You’re the boss here now. And 

Beesely may come back.’ 
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‘I’m the owner. I’m also crap at the paperwork. I’m 
better… out there, shooting people. Which is why I’m going 
after Shue myself. If Beesely does come back it’ll be a few 
hours a day when he’s well. You and he would make a great 
team.’ 

‘What would you do?’ 
‘What jobs need doing; agent training, security. Same as 

I did when Beesely was running things.’ 
‘Otto didn’t look too happy earlier.’ 
Johno took a moment to think. ‘He’s got a baby due in 

four months, and I don’t want to be telling his missus he’s 
dead. Besides, he buckles under pressure.’ Johno glanced 
over his shoulder at the catering staff. 

‘So you’ve sent him off?’ 
‘It’s for the best. Still, if he’s not happy I’ll leave him to 

it and piss off myself.’ She stared hard. ‘Otto built K2 - it’s 
his puppy. If he told a manager to shoot me they probably 
would. He recruited most of this lot, trained them up.’ 

‘You seem to get along OK.’ 
‘Chalk and cheese. If Beesely wasn’t here then him and 

me would never have got it together. Too different. What I 
did today he’s wanted to do all along, just needed a nudge. 
He wants to raise his kid, just terrified to admit it to 
anyone.’ 

‘You’re not as daft as you look.’ 
‘And you look rather nice in tracksuit and t-shirt.’ 

 ‘Are you flirting with me?’ 
 ‘Certainly not. You’re way too posh for me. I’m not in 
your league.’ 

‘In … my … league,’ she repeated, her head lowering. 
She coughed out a small laugh before raising a hand to 
mouth, her eyes moistening. 

‘Hey,’ he called in a strong whisper. ‘If the world out 
there don’t appreciate you, me and Thomas will.’ 

Claus popped his head in. ‘Three bugs attached to the 
mobile phone network,’ he admitted, looking peeved. 
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‘I want all English troops and the crazies here now.’ 
Claus withdrew. 
‘Is that good or bad?’ she asked, wiping her eyes. 
‘Good we found them. Problem is, one of the fuckers 

doing the search may just be adding more as he goes.’ 
Otto entered, pulling up a chair in the cramped room as 

Johno’s meal was placed down. ‘I have isolated a 
connection between the guards who tried to kill you,’ he 
quietly stated. ‘They all served in the Swiss Guard at the 
Vatican.’ 

‘Of course!’ Helen let out. 
‘That those ceremonial poofters?’ Johno asked. Otto 

nodded. ‘How many more of –’ 
‘Twelve,’ Otto cut in. 
‘Any here?’ 
‘Two.’ 
‘The rest?’ 
‘Some in casino security, one gives the chair, so I have 

ruled him out.’ 
Johno’s eyebrows shot up. ‘Should bloody well hope so. 

But check anyway.’ 
‘The rest provide low-level security at other locations, 

such as banks.’ 
‘Pick them all up, chair room. Then check their houses 

for -’ He faced Helen. ‘- what? Religious stuff?’ 
She nodded. ‘And calls to Rome.’ 
‘It is in hand,’ Otto stated. 
Johno took a mouthful. ‘The two here, I want them held 

outside for me in twenty minutes. Have they been into any 
critical areas?’ 

Otto shook his head as Helen grabbed some crispy 
bacon. ‘They are Grade One, not allowed in here. Their 
Catholic beliefs prevent their progress.’ 

‘Are we prejudiced?’ Johno teased. 
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Otto lifted an insulted Swiss eyebrow. ‘No. We are 
practical, suspicious of religious people wanting to join a 
group that kills people.’ 

Johno smiled broadly. 
‘So,’ Helen began, ‘when they were in the Swiss Guard 

they were noticed for their convictions, taken into the inner 
sanctum and … impressed with some old relics or 
something, convinced them that they should be agents of 
God.’ 

Johno curled a lip, not that interested, and tucked in. 
‘The Swiss Guard has been around since 1510,’ Helen 

commented. ‘Long time to build up recruitment methods… 
that work well. And they’re all from the German areas of 
northern Switzerland, your recruitment ground. I’m sure the 
Vatican can be persuasive.’ 

‘Yeah. Join us, get your place in heaven,’ Johno 
suggested. ‘Hard to argue against, or prove wrong!’ 

Otto bowed his head toward Helen and left. 
‘What will you do to them?’ she asked. 
‘No way we’ll turn them, they’ve got God on their side. 

But I’ll have a word. What would you do, if you were the 
head of K2?’ 

‘If they couldn’t be turned … make an example of them 
of course.’ 

‘Fine. Your first official act.’ 
‘I’m not shooting anyone!’ she forcefully whispered. 
‘You must have ordered hits in MI6! I know, I carried 

out some of them.’ 
‘Of course. But I didn’t pull the bloody trigger!’ 
‘If you’re going to work effectively here, you’ll need a 

stronger stomach.’ 
 ‘Listen, Rambo, I fight with my brain, not my brawn! I 
think my way through problems, avoiding the conflicts if 
possible. Measured stealth!’ 
 ‘Fine. You think, I’ll shoot.’ 
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2 
 
The two junior guards stood held at the drawbridge, a crowd 
gathering. 
 Johno walked out flanked by four troopers, Big Dave 
and Big Mac approaching. ‘How you guys doing?’ 
 ‘Doc’ released us,’ Big Dave explained. ‘Ears checked 
out. Yours?’ 
 ‘Sore!’ 
 ‘What’s up ‘ere?’ Big Mac asked. 
 ‘Potential spies.’ 
 ‘We heard. Four attempts on you?’ Big Dave asked. 
 ‘Yep.’ 
 They approached the suspected men, a gap forming. 
Johno waved the crowd back, enlarging the arena. He stood 
directly in front of the two suspects and folded his arms as 
he studied their faces. 
 ‘Sir?’ one of the prisoners asked. ‘What is wrong, sir?’ 
 ‘We had some information. Maybe one, or both of you, 
are working for our enemies, trying to kill K2 staff. Not to 
mention trying to kill little old me.’ 
 ‘No, sir,’ the first man spat out, taking in the faces. 
 ‘Not to worry, we believe in due process – as Kojak used 
to say,’ Johno suggested, a hard stare at the men, a few odd 
looks from the crowd. He took out a pistol, a Beretta, 
handing it to the second man. ‘Release the magazine.’ 
 The man did so, the men behind forming a gap. 
 ‘Check it.’ 
 He did as asked. 
 ‘Pull the slide back and check the barrel.’ 
 Again, the man did as asked. 
 ‘Re-load it. Check the hammer.’ 
 The weapon got reloaded, and cocked ready. 
 ‘I didn’t say to cock it.’ 
 The man raised his head, a sadistic smile forming. 
Quickly he raised and fired directly at Johno’s face, half of 
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his own face off a second later, blood spattering across 
guards. The man spun and dropped, screaming. 
 ‘One down,’ Johno commented. 
 ‘Jesus!’ Big Dave let out. ‘You rigged the barrel.’ 
 ‘Yep. Ready made for this very purpose. Got a shelf of 
them in the armoury, so be careful.’  

Johno approached the second man. With a hard stare, 
hands on hips, he said, ‘Finished him off, would you, there’s 
a good suspect.’ 
 The guard didn’t hesitate, stamping down onto the fallen 
man’s neck, standing on the man’s throat with his full 
weight applied. Turning, he offered Johno a hard glare. ‘I 
am not a traitor!’ he growled. 
 ‘Glad to hear it.’ Johno faced the senior guard. ‘Hold 
him till we clear his name. Do not … assume he is a traitor.’ 
 ‘Wait!’ the second suspect guard growled. ‘He is not 
dead.’ 
 Two shots rang out from the side of Johno; Mavo firing. 
 ‘Is now, spring chicken,’ Mavo suggested. 
 Johno headed back inside, followed by many troopers 
and ‘old crazies’. At the command centre walkway he 
shouted, ‘Stow your weapons against the wall, I want a 
finger tip search for bugs. Coffees when you’re ready, you’ll 
be here all frigging day.’ 
 In his office he found Otto, Claus and Mathius, jackets 
off and sleeves rolled up, searching in earnest. Even Helen 
lent a hand searching. 
 ‘Earning your keep, guys?’ 
 ‘Nothing here,’ Otto suggested, a little out of breath. 
 ‘Just found another spy,’ Johno said as he opened the 
fridge. Everyone focused on him. ‘Gave him a rigged 
weapon and he tried to shoot me. Second man seems OK.’ 
He opened a can of beer and eased back. ‘I got the Brit’ 
guys out there searching away. I know I can trust them.’ 
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 ‘I would not have thought it possible,’ Mathius said with 
a sigh, approaching the desk. ‘Especially from … you know 
who.’ 
 ‘I’ll explain it at some point. Let’s just say Gunter pissed 
off some people, who then spied on him.’ 
 ‘I think this room’s clear,’ Helen suggested. ‘It’s pretty 
Spartan, not much in the way of hiding holes.’ 
 ‘Yeah, might be right. Anyway, boys and girls, no 
discussion of you know who in here.’ He gulped his beer and 
stood. ‘Otto, Helen, can we walk and talk?’ He led them out 
and toward the dungeon, beer can in hand as they stepped 
down the stairs, the lift still out of use. Mavo and Blinkey 
stopped in the stairwell and sat. 
 Plonking down on the sofa Johno asked, ‘Stiff drink, 
anyone?’ 
 ‘No, thanks,’ Helen offered, Otto shaking his head. 
 ‘Otto, I’d like Helen to more actively involved in K2. I 
think we can make use of her knowledge and skills.’ 
 Otto faced her. ‘Will the British Government come after 
you?’ 
 ‘If they could prove it, yes. If they suspected, maybe. 
But Beesely was here … sorry, is here. And he broke the 
same contract I signed. I guess that, if K2 is useful to them, 
and they think that I am swaying things the British way … 
then maybe they would be OK with it.’ 
 Johno asked, ‘What if they thought you were out for 
British establishment blood?’ 
 She shrugged. ‘They’d come for me.’ 
 ‘They would not dare,’ Otto snarled. ‘They would not 
get to you, and we would retaliate.’ 
 ‘I have family in the UK,’ she pointed out. ‘If they 
wanted to exert some pressure … they could.’ 
 ‘And risk a massive retaliation from us,’ Otto suggested. 
‘I do not believe they would be so direct. They may ask for 
your removal, and they may try and use leverage against us, 
perhaps.’ 
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 ‘So, Otto, do you think we should make use of Helen?’ 
Johno asked, causing an odd look from Helen. 
 ‘I am surprised you are asking me, Johno, not telling me 
on this… strange day.’ 
 ‘Otto, if you asked me to leave K2 I’d be gone in ten 
minutes.’ 
 That took Otto by surprise. ‘I am not sure why … you 
think it necessary to say such a thing?’ 
 ‘You built K2, not me. I inherited it, thanks to Beesely’s 
stupidity in trusting me in this position. It’s your group, I’m 
just playing a part.’ He sipped his beer. Otto glanced at 
Dame Helen, but made no comment. Johno asked him, ‘Was 
there anything that I did today that you particularly want 
over-turned?’ 
 Otto considered it. ‘No, all of your decisions had logic 
and reason. I don’t always see that logic at first, it takes 
some time to see what you see. You have a strange habit 
of… seeing straight through a complex problem, picking out 
just that which is relevant. You come to conclusions that I 
may get to after a day or two, in a second or two.’ 
 ‘Simple mind, that’s why,’ Johno joked. 
 ‘You’re brighter than most give you credit,’ Helen 
suggested. 
 ‘Now you’re starting to sound like Beesely,’ Johno told 
her. ‘So, Otto, what about Helen?’ 
 ‘What position would you like Helen to take?’ Otto 
delicately asked. 
 ‘Something simple … say, head of K2.’ 
 Otto’s cocked a Swiss eyebrow. ‘You are serious?’ 
 ‘Do you know anyone better suited? Helen has more 
knowledge of what we do than you, me and Beesely 
combined. By all accounts she’s probably just as good as 
you as an administrator. Just think what the two of you 
could do with some paper-clips and a filofax.’ 
 She turned to Otto. ‘He’s not quite with the computer 
age.’ 
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 Otto nodded. Facing Johno he said, ‘Helen would be 
better suited at the office work than you.’ 
 ‘And better looking,’ she added. 
 ‘Much … better looking,’ Otto added. ‘And smells 
nicer.’ 
 ‘Steady, I’m still the owner.’ They laughed. ‘So, Otto, 
do I have your permission?’ 
 ‘I would like to discuss it with Beesely, if I may.’ 
 ‘Of course, pop and see him, keep him up to date. Just 
don’t tell him I’m going on a suicide mission.’ 
 ‘Is it?’ she asked, suddenly serious. ‘A suicide mission.’ 
 ‘No more dangerous than a walk around the courtyard, 
love,’ he offered. ‘If anything, safer!’ 
 Otto admitted, ‘He has a point.’ He stood. ‘If you will 
excuse me, Helen.’ 
 ‘Oh!’ Johno called, ‘Get Blaum here tonight, overnight 
bag.’ 
 ‘I am sure he will be … pleased, at the prospect.’ 
 She stood, watching Otto leave. No sooner had Otto 
disappeared out the door Thomas bound in, school uniform 
and bag. He immediately ran to the sofa and plonked down 
next to Helen. 
 ‘You will be staying here?’ he asked. 
 ‘I may be … working here. It hasn’t been decided yet.’ 
 Thomas faced Johno. ‘You’re the boss, you say it’s OK!’ 
 ‘Otto and Grandpa must talk about it as well.’ 
 ‘I saw Grandpa this morning.’ 
 ‘How is he?’ Helen asked. 
 ‘He’s OK. Just his arm does not work. He was talking 
quick like before, laughing. And I had a go in his 
wheelchair.’ 
 ‘He has a wheelchair?’ Johno puzzled. 
 ‘Yes, electric. Very fast.’ 
 ‘That’s good progress, if he can get into a chair,’ Johno 
said, facing Helen. 
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 ‘Mild stroke, limited effect,’ she said with a shrug. ‘My 
uncle had one. He spent ten, fifteen years in a wheelchair.’ 
 Johno lifted his phone. ‘This is Johno. I want all areas of 
the compound made wheelchair accessible within two days. 
I want an electric ramp in the command centre.’ He hung 
up. 
 ‘Power of the man,’ Helen said, focused on Thomas but 
nodding towards Johno. 
 ‘He can do anything!’ 
 ‘Can’t cook,’ she countered. 
 Thomas shook his head, smiling. ‘I warm up the 
cheeseburgers for him and the troopers.’ 
 ‘Good lad,’ she offered. ‘He needs looking after.’ 
 ‘Can you cook?’ Thomas asked. 
 ‘Oh, yes. I’m a very well trained cook.’ 
 ‘Horo-show,’ Thomas pronounced, Russian for ‘good’. 
 ‘Par Ruski?’ she asked. You speak Russian? 
 ‘Da. Chute-chute.’ 
 She smiled widely. 
 ‘You know what chute-chute means?’ Johno called. 
 Thomas said, ‘A little bit?’ 
 ‘Not quite. Children say it, like itsy-bitsy. I used to say, 
Par Ruski Marlinky.’ 
 Helen cut in with, ‘I speak Russian, small.’ 
 ‘You can teach me?’ Thomas asked. 
 ‘Par-shal-sta,’ Helen carefully mouthed. 
 ‘You’re welcome?’ Thomas asked. 
 ‘Or … pleased to?’ Helen explained. 
 ‘Earning your keep already,’ Johno commented. His 
phone chirped. ‘Yeah?’ 
 ‘Sir, a strange sound in the roof of the lower bunker.’ 
 ‘I know what it is, not to worry.’ He stood. ‘I’ll be back. 
Carry on bonding.’ 
  

3 
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In the lower bunker the staff were concerned at a loud 
tapping sound now centred in the ceiling at the rear. Johno 
stepped in, Mavo and Blinkey in tow, just as a stone 
dropped onto a desk, the lady occupying that position letting 
out a short sharp shriek. 
 ‘Clear that area, move the desks,’ Johno ordered. 
 Claus appeared at his side. ‘What it is?’ 
 ‘Tunnel rats,’ Johno suggested. 
 A large piece of plaster fell away, luckily just hitting the 
floor, followed by a rock. A hand poked through, waving. 
 Johno jumped up onto a desk. ‘That you Grey?’ 
 ‘Who else?’ came back, badly distorted. 
 ‘How wide is it up there?’ 
 ‘Here it’s four foot square. There used to be shaft of 
some sort, concreted over.’ 
 ‘What else is up there?’  
 ‘A tunnel heading towards the rear, long tunnel. 
Probably connects with the others.’ 
 ‘Good work.’ 
 Johno jumped down, waving over Claus. ‘Clear this 
area, move the desks, get some builders in here and open up 
that hole. Tell you what I’m thinking, an emergency exit up 
that way encase the other entrances are blocks.’ 
 ‘Ah, yes. Good.’ 
 ‘And the tunnel above should connect with the new long 
tunnels we found, so staff could escape right across the 
mountain if need be.’ 
 Claus nodded enthusiastically. 
 ‘Johno!’ Grey called, badly distorted. They looked up as 
several gold coins dropped through the hole. 
 ‘Shit. More treasure.’ He and Claus picked them up. 
 ‘Roman!’ Claus stated. ‘Like the others.’ Staff closed in. 
 ‘What else is up there?’ Johno shouted. 
 ‘Just them!’ Grey shouted. 
   

4 
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Otto stopped outside Beesely’s room, an eyebrow raised at 
the two troopers wearing ‘Johno’ moustaches, pausing 
before he entered. ‘Hey, old fucker,’ he flatly announced. 
 Beesely smiled. ‘If you are going to do a Johno 
impression, you’ll need a moustache like the boys outside. 
At first I thought they were taking the piss, then found out it 
was Johno’s orders to help confuse people trying to shoot 
him.’ 
 ‘We seem to have dealt with that.’ 
 ‘Seem?’ 
 Otto took out a piece of paper, crossed his lips with a 
finger and handed Beesely the note. 
 Beesely read it. ‘Dear God.’ 
 Otto took the paper back. ‘We are making good progress 
on our plans to attack Herr Shue. Problem is, he and Gunter 
were close friends, both … interested in stolen Nazi 
treasures, in particular Shue likes religious artefacts.’ 
 ‘Ah.’ 
 ‘So, how are you?’ 
 ‘Better by the hour. Can’t use the toilet properly yet, 
limited control, but improving.’ 
 ‘When you return to the castle there will be several 
nurses for you. And Johno has ordered the castle to be … 
wheelchair friendly.’ 
 ‘Good, good. What else has he been up to?’ 
 ‘He spoke to the Americans. They are … ready to assist. 
But on another matter, he came to me and asked permission 
to give Dame Helen a job.’  
 ‘Helen? A Job doing what?’ 
 Otto paused. ‘Head of K2.’ 
 Beesely’s eyes widened. ‘Head of K2?’ Otto nodded. 
Beesely lay back and considered the implications. ‘Would 
piss off the Prime Minister.’ 
 ‘No longer relevant, since Johno has ordered his 
removal.’ 
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 ‘He what?’ Beesely forced out in a whisper. 
 ‘The Americans were of a similar opinion. In fact, they 
sounded as if they were about to follow that course of 
action.’ 
 ‘Yes, I suppose so,’ Beesely calmly stated. ‘PM didn’t 
follow through on the Luchenkov threat, now all this – 
Britain devastated. I’ve been watching the British news, lots 
of difficult questions. And they arrested some of our rescue 
people. Tabloids giving them hell over it.’ He sighed. ‘What 
else?’ 
 ‘The … golf club, took a vote. Unanimous decision. 
They wish Johno to take up golf.’ 
 ‘What? They mad?’ 
 ‘That’s what Johno asked them.’ 
 ‘He did?’ 
 ‘We now have video conferencing set-up. And I swear 
he will give me a heart attack, the way he talks to some 
people. Still, it seems to be working.’ 
 ‘I’ll call Olly later. I guess they want to reign in K2, 
keep us on board.’ 
 ‘I will take a wild guess here, as you English say, but I 
think Johno will be difficult to … reign in.’ Beesely smiled. 
Otto added, ‘Tomorrow morning is the meeting of persons 
interested in things over the border, after that we move 
against Shue.’ 
 ‘Is the plan of attack well thought out?’ 
 ‘As detailed and precisely planned as the Swiss, as 
Johno told the American Secretary before he had even 
considered a plan.’  
 ‘So, is it?’ 
 ‘Let’s just say, in your present condition – no shocks.’ 
 ‘Oh … gawd.’ 
 ‘What about the matter of Dame Helen?’ Otto pressed. 
 ‘What’s your instinct tell you?’ Beesely posed. 
 Otto glanced at the windows. Turning back he said, 
‘Johno appointed me Group Managing Director, something I 
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have never been till now – not officially, then told the 
assembled managers that I would be spending less time at 
K2.’ 
 ‘He did?’ 
 Otto turned and gave a quick head tip. ‘But later today 
he told me that he may reverse any decisions, implying that 
the final decision would be mine.’ 
 ‘It was nudge,’ Beesely said with a smile. 
 ‘A nudge?’ 
 ‘You got a fiancé, kid on the way. Think about it. Think 
what it’ll be like when the kid is born and your dear lady 
wife is complaining that you are not there with her! He’s 
letting you off the hook, saving face. It would not have 
looked good if you needed to spend more time with your 
family if there was a crisis at K2. 

‘Besides, bringing a life into the world and nurturing it 
may alter your perspective when it comes to taking lives. It 
was a good move - I can see that now. Take his advice. The 
one thing that Helen will do is keep Johno in check. Besides, 
she’s an excellent administrator. Swiss mangers will get on 
well with her.’ 
 ‘You seem to have made a choice?’ 
 ‘I’m making a choice for you … that you can’t yet see 
the wisdom in. Don’t worry, you will. Spend more time in 
Zurich and with your wife. That’s an order.’ 
 ‘Yes … father,’ Otto mocked. 
 

5 
 
In the dungeon Helen sat helping Thomas with his history 
homework, coffee in hand. Johno now slumped down 
opposite, amused by the scene. 
 ‘Problems?’ she softly asked. 
 ‘Quite the opposite, a new secret tunnel!’ 
 ‘Secret tunnel?’ Thomas gasped, wide-eyed. ‘Where?’ 



211 

 ‘You know the small bunker at the back? This new 
tunnel goes up from there to the middle of the cliff face.’ 
 ‘It goes up?’ Helen puzzled. 
 ‘Some sort of old vertical shaft.’ 
 ‘Ah,’ she let out, a slightly puzzled expression. ‘Why is 
that good?’ 
 ‘It also connects to the larger new tunnels we found, 
least we think it does. Gives people in the bunker an extra 
way out if there’s trouble.’ 
 She turned back to Thomas. ‘Why did the Germans 
distrust the Jews in the 1920s and 1930s?’ He looked at his 
notes. Without waiting she added, ‘The Russian 
Revolution?’ Thomas glanced at his notes. Helen explained, 
‘The majority of the first Revolutionary Council were…?’ 
 ‘Jewish?’ he asked. ‘But I thought the Russians did not 
like Jews?’ 
 ‘They don’t, and Stalin killed many. Ironic, you know 
this word.’ 
 ‘Like moronic?’ 

She faced Johno, a squint and a look. Addressing 
Thomas she said, ‘Ironic, because many Jews started the 
Russian Revolution, then the future Russian leaders killed 
many of them.’ 
 Thomas frowned heavily as he thought. ‘Gunter sent his 
wife to spy on grandpa, but she loved him. Ironic?’ 
 Helen and Johno both smiled.  
 ‘Very!’ Helen pointedly suggested. ‘And also a paradox. 
He started this whole thing off … and sealed his own fate.’ 
 As Johno observed, sipping from his can, Helen went 
right through sixty years of history with Thomas, expertly 
relayed – since even he was following. 
 An hour later his phone rang. He gave a quietly satisfied, 
‘Yeah?’ 
 ‘Sir, they have connected the caves, they are asking for 
you.’ 
 ‘On my way,’ he sighed. He eased up and stretched. 
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 ‘Have fun,’ she offered, filling in some of Thomas’ 
homework questionnaire – in German, but with Swiss 
spellings. 
 Through the tank room opening it took five minutes to 
walk the length of the new tunnel, laid out almost in a 
straight line, passing many guards and engineers as he went. 
The tunnel had been roughly chiselled through black rocks, 
some ten feet high in many places, its height varying, as did 
its width. At least it wasn’t wet, he considered. His party 
trundled along the uneven floor using torches and lamps, 
finding Mr Grey at the opening of a new tunnel on the left. 
 ‘Quite a breeze,’ Johno commented, holding out his 
hand and judging the brisk flow. 
 ‘This goes up to the cliff face,’ Grey informed him. ‘But 
there’s a room and some artefacts.’ 
 Johno stopped dead. ‘Religious artefacts?’ Grey nodded. 
‘Best have a butchers then.’ Johno ducked in and began the 
slow climb. 
 ‘That’s London Cockney rhyming slang. Butcher’s hook 
– look?’ Grey queried from behind, his words echoing. 
 After fifty yards the tunnel levelled off and widened into 
a cavern some ten metres around the base, narrowing to 
almost a point at the ceiling. Dotted around the edges were 
numerous carved images; saints, Mary and Child, crude 
crucifixion scenes. And all were either smashed in half or 
chipped. 
 ‘Pope will be pissed,’ Johno suggested. 
 ‘They don’t look valuable,’ Grey commented. ‘Poorly 
carved, no gold enamelling.’ 
 Johno faced a guard, pointing towards the dot of light 
that signified the cliff face exit. ‘Get up there and use your 
radio. I want a religious artefact expert here in a hour. Or 
less!’ 
 The man hurried off as Johno studied the objects with a 
perplexed frown. ‘You’re right, don’t look anything 
special.’ Any other rooms?’ 
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 ‘Not that I can see, but we’ll need to check the walls,’ 
Grey suggested.  

‘If this lot was valuable it would have been in the other 
room, not left up here in the damp and smashed.’ 
 ‘They don’t look smashed,’ Grey pointed out. ‘More like 
just dropped and broken, clean breaks in just one place.’ 
 Johno let out a loud breath. ‘Yeah, whatever. Wait for 
the expert, get the guys working on the walls. If the Ark of 
the fucking Covenant is here … let’s find it.’ 
 ‘Oh, that’s definitely not here,’ Grey confidently 
suggested with a slight grin. ‘That’s in a wooden box in a 
big warehouse in the States, where Indiana Jones left it.’ 
 Johno smiled and headed back down. 

 
* * * 

 
‘Anything?’ Helen asked, Thomas now accessing Wikipedia 
on his computer, his new unpaid tutor sat next to him. 

‘Some old smashed up junk,’ he let out with a shrug. 
‘Mary and baby Jesus stone statues.’ 

‘Still, at least it’s in the right area.’ 
He shrugged again, putting the kettle on. Stepping up 

behind Thomas he put a hand on the boy’s shoulder. 
‘Vatican?’ he read off the screen. ‘Good, active research. I 
read up on Kosovo before I went in.’ 

‘Did any of it sink in?’ she asked with an amused grin. 
‘Some. Like it was all Serb before the Ottoman Muslims 

poured in, now all Albanian. Hence the fighting.’ 
‘They’re the majority now, so they have a claim to 

sovereignty,’ Helen suggested, seemingly neutral in the 
issue. 
 ‘No more that the Muslims in Bradford have over West 
Yorkshire, babes.’ 

‘That’s one way of looking at it.’ 
‘Majority rule is all well and good in some places, love, 

not in others. Majority here are German speaking. If they 
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vote to make all Switzerland German speaking, would that 
be OK?’ 

‘A complex question,’ she admitted. 
He made his tea. ‘Those fuckers in Quebec were in the 

majority. Now they won’t allow signs up for tourists in 
English! And the fucking French Government supports 
them, supposedly at the heart of Europe – one big happy 
family of nations. Bollocks.’ She faced him, quietly 
studying him. He added, ‘I’m with Beesely on that Reversed 
Economic Migration. If you got the money of the skills, go 
work and live where you like. No flag waving, no borders, 
just people being people.’ 

She studied him a moment longer, then resumed helping 
Thomas. 

Johno lifted his phone. ‘We’ll need two fast Agusta 
helicopters for the morning, flown ready to Berlin and 
Vienna, three agents in each. Be there before 7am.’ 

‘Yes, sir. And Minister Blaum is here.’ 
‘Already?’ 
‘Yes, sir.’ 
‘Send him down.’ He hung up. ‘Going to spoil his day.’ 

He stopped and blew out. ‘Thomas, back on the clock. You 
and me going to war in the morning, check your kit, make a 
bag, and check that special Gameboy.’ Thomas jumped up 
and ran to the snug, Johno gesturing Helen to the sofa. He 
slumped, spilling his tea. Paying it no attention he sipped. 
‘Two heads are better than one, so start being useful, babes.’ 

‘Is that a patronising ‘babes’, or because you like me?’ 
‘Because I like you,’ came back without any thought. 
She seemed mildly surprised. ‘Oh.’ 

 Footsteps were followed by indistinct greetings, Blaum 
walking through the door a moment later. Helen jumped up 
and hugged Max, both beaming smiles at each other. 

‘How are you?’ Blaum asked, as if greeting an old 
friend. 

‘Terrible!’ Johno answered for her. 
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Blaum glanced at him, then at Helen, a concerned look. 
She lowered her head and sat. 

‘Whisky, Max?’ Johno pointedly enquired. 
‘At this hour, no, Herr Director,’ Max replied, a glint in 

his eye. 
‘Don’t start with that,’ Johno grumbled. ‘Johno will do. 

What happened to the Swiss Red Cross in Portsmouth?’ 
‘We landed them at Southampton airport,’ Blaum 

explained as he sat and adjusted his suit. ‘They were not so 
happy to see us, the airport authorities, and delayed the 
move to Portsmouth by an hour. But so many landed that 
they just walked around the police. The police complained, 
and even detained a few of our people, but your newspapers 
have … as you say, crucified them. Some police officers and 
airport officials forced to resign.’ Johno glanced at Helen. 
Blaum continued, ‘They were not so well met, with our 
foreign accents.’ 

‘Fucking Brit’s are used to foreign accents! Especially in 
the fucking NHS!’ 

‘Some people did not like being treated by foreigners, 
many asking about the whereabouts of the British 
Government. Your people organised helicopters and buses, 
taking the wounded all over England, flew the important 
injuries – which they are still doing. On the second day the 
Army arrived in force. By then most of the wounded had 
been seen or moved, all the Swiss Medics now home.’ 

Johno lifted his phone. ‘I want every member of the 
Swiss Red Cross to be sent a gift, something nice, and good 
praise for them in the papers of Europe, criticism of the 
British for not making them welcome. Get our newspaper 
guy Duncan to call me.’ He hung up. 

Blaum added, ‘Your people are still there, in 
Portsmouth. Those who are doctors or qualified paramedics 
are still in the hospitals or moving patients. Almost three 
days now. You know about the Air Force pilots?’ 
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‘Yeah, it’s being dealt with - British newspapers hailing 
them as heroes. If they get kicked out I’ll stick a million 
quid in their pockets. Beside, we’re just about to kick out 
the British Prime Minister.’ 

Blaum and Helen straightened. 
‘You will do what?’ Blaum asked. 
‘Us … and other interested parties have decided he 

should go. He knew about Luchenkov, but put economic 
interests first. So he goes.’ 

‘How?’ Helen asked, a horrified look. 
‘Most effective weapon we have - the British tabloid 

press! Most dangerous force on the planet. And we don’t 
even need to lie, just spill the beans.’ 

‘A dangerous game, Johno,’ Blaum cautioned. 
Johno eased forwards, resting his elbows on his knees. 

‘He knew about the threat, did nothing, and now thousands 
are dead, the Navy devastated, the British economy fucked!’ 
He eased back. 

‘Is this the crisis you wished to discuss?’ Blaum asked. 
‘Nope.’ 
Blaum glanced at Helen. 
‘First things first,’ Johno began. ‘In a nutshell, Helen is 

here because she got blamed for the attacks in the UK. She 
was forced to resign.’ 

‘No!’ Blaum let out, offering a sympathetic hand for her. 
‘And when she got home she found an empty house, 

Mike off with Tabitha, neither of whom wish to see her ever 
again.’ 

Blaum seemed stunned. ‘Mike has left you?’ 
Johno answered, ‘They don’t want to be in any danger.’ 
‘My God,’ Blaum quietly let out, Helen sat staring at the 

floor. 
‘So, whisky yet?’ Johno pointedly enquired. 
‘Please.’ 

 Helen stood and fixed two drinks. 
‘Why the overnight bag?’ Blaum asked. 
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 ‘You’re going to need the whisky,’ Johno said with a 
grin. 

‘What is it?’ Blaum puzzled. 
‘Actually, hard to know where to begin.’ He considered 

what to say, finishing his coffee. ‘During the war the Nazis 
took treasure from churches, stuff that the Vatican would 
like back.’ 

‘Of course.’ 
‘Gunter got hold of some of it –’ 
‘Oh hell.’ 
‘And it’s hidden around here someplace. Which is why 

the Vatican recruited spies from your Swiss Guard to spy on 
Gunter.’ Johno waited. ‘You don’t seem shocked?’ 

‘There have been rumours,’ Blaum admitted. ‘Ironic, but 
the Vatican has been using Swiss mercenaries and spies for 
five hundred years.’ 

‘Funny old world, eh?’ Johno joked. ‘Anyway, four tried 
to kill me –’ 

‘They what?’ Blaum exploded. ‘Impossible!’ 
‘Afraid so,’ Helen put in. 
‘And we captured a few more,’ Johno added. ‘All served 

in the Swiss Guard for at least two years, all have been in 
phone contact with the Vatican recently.’ 

Blaum sipped his drink and eased back, staring out of 
focus. ‘This cannot reach the newspapers.’ 

‘It won’t,’ Johno assured him. 
‘The effect would be terrible for our two countries. Five 

hundred years of friendship.’ 
‘Max, what could Gunter have that would make the 

Vatican get this frisky?’ Johno asked. 
Blaum considered his answer carefully, sipping his 

drink. Finally he shook his head, ‘I have no idea. I would 
not have believed that they could be so concerned.’ 

‘Next problem, and the reason for your visit.’ 
‘This … is not the reason for my visit?’ 
‘That’s a minor side issue, we have a bigger problem.’ 
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‘Bigger problem?’ Blaum gasped. 
Helen said, ‘I don’t know who enjoys shocking you the 

most, him or his dad.’ 
Blaum gulped down the last of his whisky. 
‘You know a guy called Johan Shue?’ 
‘Oh no,’ Blaum let out, looking horrified. ‘The art 

collector known to Gunter? He has a fascination with stolen 
religious art.’ He nodded to himself. ‘It’s all starting to 
make some sense now.’ 

‘He has two nuclear bombs,’ Johno softly stated, almost 
whispering. 

Blaum stared, a glance at Helen. She nodded. He could 
not speak. 

Johno added, ‘Back in 1972 Gunter and Shue were 
buddies, so they fetched up a crashed American nuclear 
bomber off the coast of Sicily. For the past ten years Shue 
has been trying to fix them, since he fell out with Gunter 
actually. But when Beesely landed here Shue went into 
overdrive to get them ready.’ 

Blaum stared at the floor. ‘If Shue has nuclear bombs, 
he’d probably use them on the Vatican.’ 

Johno jumped up, making eye contact with Helen. ‘Shue 
was best mates with Gunter, so the fucking Vatican 
probably thinks were helping the fucker!’ 

‘Hence the interest in killing you,’ Helen pointed out. 
Johno lifted his phone. ‘Get me Stanton!’ He waited. 
‘Johno?’ came a voice a few seconds later. 
‘Yeah, listen That 747. Urgent, check the Vatican and 

then routes north towards Austria, if you now what I mean.’ 
‘Jesus. You don’t think –’ 
‘I bloody well do, hence their interest in me. Vatican 

thinks K2 is just about to stick a nuke up their arses. Johno 
out.’ He lowered the phone. 

‘Making more sense now,’ Helen suggested. ‘Extreme 
measures, for an extreme threat.’ 
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 ‘They must have researched Beesely,’ Johno 
complained. ‘How could they think he’d do something so 
frigging stupid?’ 

‘It wasn’t Beesely they came after,’ Helen delicately 
pointed out. 

‘Me?’ Johno queried, wide-eyed. 
‘What does you record say?’ she pointedly nudged. 
He forced a smile. ‘Alcoholic, suicidal, murderous, 

violent and anti-establishment … as well as anti-church.’ 
She lifted her eyebrows, easing her face forwards, her point 
made. ‘OK, so they think I’m a nutter,’ Johno admitted. 
‘Still, they could have come and checked.’ 

‘The guards who tried to kill you,’ Helen began. ‘All 
junior grades who have, no doubt, all heard the stories about 
you.’ 

‘OK, OK. I may have a … bad reputation.’ 
‘May?’ Helen teased. 
‘Anyway, we killed the soldiers of God,’ Johno told 

Blaum. ‘Tomorrow is a big pow-wow, Yanks getting ready 
for air-strikes on Shue’s castle.’  

‘Air-Strikes? In Austria!’ 
‘He has two nuclear bombs,’ Johno carefully mouthed. 

‘The Yanks are not letting him walk away from this one, not 
least because the Americans may get some of the blame. 
Delta Force in Germany, hundred attack helicopters and F15 
Eagles. Shue’s days are numbered. As in, one two – end of 
the calendar.’ 

‘What have the Austrians said?’ Blaum demanded. 
‘They don’t know yet,’ Helen informed him. 
‘What?’ Blaum barked. ‘Why not?’ 
‘We’ll be kidnapping their Interior Minister tomorrow 

morning–’ Johno began. 
‘Kidnapping him?’ Blaum questioned. 
‘Can’t take the risk of Shue finding out. Tell me, do you 

think Shue has people in place in the Austrian 
Government?’ 
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Blaum calmed, giving it some thought. ‘I would guess 
so.’ 

Thomas ran out, into the range, three quick shots before 
hurriedly retraced his steps back into the snug. The look on 
Blaum’s face suggested an explanation was in order. 

‘Always checks his weapon before we go on a mission,’ 
Johno informed them. ‘He won’t let me go without him.’ 

Blaum nodded. ‘I have discussed this at length with the 
boy.’ 

‘Did you talk him round?’ Johno asked with a smirk. 
‘No,’ Blaum unhappily replied. 
‘I’ve tried as well,’ Helen said. ‘Strange. My daughter 

wants nothing to do with me, his lad can’t be separated from 
him.’ 

Blaum offered her a comforting hand again. He finally 
faced Johno. ‘What is the plan?’ he softly asked. 

‘Kidnap the Austrian guy and then Wilhelm and Novak, 
drag them here –’ 

‘Novak is here, in Bern.’ 
Johno sighed in complaint. ‘No one tells me these 

things.’ He lifted his phone. ‘Novak, the Czech Minister, is 
in Bern. Grab him discretely and bring him here, make sure 
he contacts no one.’ 

‘You could just ask him nicely,’ Blaum pointedly 
remarked, a definite hint of sarcasm. 

‘Cant take the risk. If Shue knows the authorities are 
moving against him the nukes may go off.’ 

‘You will storm his castle? You and the Americans?’ 
Blaum asked. 

‘Nope. Me and Thomas will drive through the front door 
and offer him the Amber Panels.’ 

‘Amber Panels?’ Blaum asked, Helen just as puzzled. 
‘We’ve got the Russian Amber Panels.’ 
‘You do?’ Blaum questioned. ‘Otto did not say.’ 
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‘Yep. Worth a few quid to someone like Shue. I’ll offer 
them up for sale. Gives me time to check out the place, kill 
him and his staff, disable the nukes.’ 

Blaum eased forwards. ‘And if you fail?’ 
Helen answered Blaum with, ‘Air-strikes!’ 
Blaum shook his head. ‘You could leave it to the 

Americans.’ 
‘And let the world know about Gunter, this bank getting 

the blame...? Right after the trouble in the Czech Republic.’ 
‘I see the problem,’ Blaum admitted. ‘Let’s hope the 

Russians don’t find out about the panels.’ He sighed and 
rubbed his face. ‘What do you need me to do?’ 

‘Dusk, tomorrow night, I need an … emergency 
exercise, closing the Swiss–Austrian border, last minute to 
test the readiness. But mostly I need you in the morning, 
smooth over the Austrian Guy.’ 

‘Steffan Lepper his name is. I know him.’ 
‘Good, then you can greet him. In fact, why don’t you 

fly out there when we grab him.’ Blaum reluctantly nodded. 
‘We’d offer you a nice meal in the restaurant, but we ain’t 
got one,’ Johno said. 

Thomas burst out and sat down. ‘I’m ready. Hello Max.’ 
Max stared at the boy for several seconds. ‘You look 

after Johno tomorrow, yes?’ 
Thomas laughed and nodded. ‘If I was not here he would 

forget his head!’ 
Helen managed a weak smile. 
‘I am looking forward to your golf course,’ Blaum 

offered. ‘It will be … relaxing when I visit. Ready for the 
spring? 

‘No idea. Guess so.’ 
‘You play?’ Blaum asked, Johno giving him a look. ‘I 

will give you some lessons.’ 
Johno lifted his phone. ‘I want two sets of golf clubs, 

straight away, plenty of balls.’ He hung up. 
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Helen said, ‘Right now that poor girl is sat there staring 
at her phone, wondering if you’re just a bit crazy.’ 

‘Crazy golf?’ Thomas asked. ‘I’m good at that.’ 
Johno made eye contact with Blaum. ‘Give the political 

situation some thought, see if I’ve missed anything –’ 
‘You have missed the border Austria has with Italy.’ 

Blaum noted. 
‘No, left that one open intentionally,’ Johno said with a 

grin. 
‘Why?’ Blaum puzzled. 
‘It’s already covered,’ Johno carefully mouthed. ‘And 

security around the Vatican probably tight as the Pope’s 
ring.’ 

‘Pope’s … ring?’ Blaum repeated with a quizzical look. 
‘Don’t ask,’ Helen suggested. 
Thomas lifted his head towards Johno. ‘The Pope has a 

big ring, I’ve seen it.’ 
Johno faced Thomas as Helen covered her mouth. ‘Let’s 

hope not!’ 
 

6 
 

John’s phone chirped twenty minutes later. ‘Yeah?’ 
 ‘Mister Duncan Masters, London, sir.’ 

‘Put him through.’ Johno stood and walked into the gym, 
sitting on a bench. ‘Duncan?’ 

‘Yes, Johno. How’re things over there?’ came a tired 
voice. 

‘How are things … over there?’ 
‘Not good, fucking world coming to an end.’ 

 ‘Tell me … how do the UK public see the Prime 
Minister at the moment?’ 

‘Fucking furious. You know they turned away French 
rescuers mid flight, and others?’ 

Johno sighed. ‘Listen, buddy, million on its way.’ 
‘For which story?’ Duncan asked, again sounding tired. 
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‘The PM.’ 
‘The PM?’ 
‘Yeah, I want him trashed.’ 
‘Pleasure. Not sure we even need the money.’ 
‘Listen, some things you and the Fleet Street hacks need 

to know. Dirty bomb attacks were joint venture, al-Qa’eda 
and Luchenkov, our good friend providing the money. PM 
met with the Europeans and they pressured him not to rock 
the boat with Ivan the Terrible, Europeans have a gas 
pipeline. 

‘PM did not ask MI6 to go after Luchenkov, allowing 
him to still control his empire from prison. As far I know 
they didn’t even monitor the guy, see what he was up to. As 
for the Government not letting in foreign rescuers - roast 
their fucking chestnuts.’ 

‘With the momentum there is already he’d be lucky to 
survive.’ 

‘Duncan, we don’t want him to survive. I want the 
headlines to be … PM knew, did nothing.’ 

‘I understand. But I’ll have to be careful –’ 
‘Don’t worry about MI5, their boss was kicked out for 

nothing - fucking scapegoat like Dame Helen. Which 
reminds me, any stories about her, let me know. She’s 
persona grata.’ 

‘Got ya.’ 
‘Go have fun, Johno out.’ He stepped back to the sofa. 
‘What was that?’ Helen asked. 
‘Trying to keep you away from any attack on the PM. So 

you don’t need to know.’ 
She stared into her wine, a concerned look from Blaum. 

 
* * * 

 
With fifty curious onlookers going about their business, 
Johno swung at the ball. What he lacked in finesse he made 
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up for in power. The golf ball hit the right-most pillbox 
metal door with a loud ‘twang.’ 
 The guards emerged, ears ringing. ‘What the hell you 
doing? You shooting at us?’ 
 ‘Sorry!’ Johno shouted, lining up ready on another ball, 
Blaum and Thomas watching. An almighty swing, a chip, a 
new car windscreen being ordered. ‘Sorry!’ 
 He tried again, Mavo and Blinkey shaking their heads. 
An almighty swing, a top-chip, the ball flying away towards 
the lakeside cottages.  
 ‘Fore!’ Blaum sarcastically shouted, just before a 
window broke. 
 Johno started again. This time a reasonable hit, the ball 
landing on the lakeside mud. He turned, ‘Bet you I can hit 
the lake.’ 
 ‘That’s two hundred, maybe two-fifty metres,’ Blaum 
explained. ‘But you have the height advantage here.’ 
 Thomas shouldered Johno out of the way, readied 
himself, swung and hit the ball high. It arced with the wind 
to the left and onto the lakeside road tarmac, bouncing high 
before bouncing off a cottage patio and into the water. 
People applauded, Thomas giving a large bow. 
 Helen appeared through the crowd, taking the club off 
Johno after he had placed down another ball. She waved 
him back, Thomas stood keenly watching. With practised 
skill she hit the ball, sailing high and plopping into the 
water. The crowd cheered. Without a word she handed him 
back the club, walking off. 
 ‘Johno!’ Mavo called. ‘You let a girlie beat you!’ 
 Helen stopped and turned, approaching Mavo. Blinkey 
took a sharp sidestep. ‘Girlie?’ She stood and glared. 
 ‘Ma’am,’ I meant. 
 She inched closer. ‘I understand, that being struck full 
force by a golf club in the chestnuts … can sometimes hurt.’ 
 His eyes widened. ‘I would say so, Ma’am.’ 
 She stepped inside, the crown deathly silent. 
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 Johno took another swing. ‘Sorry!’ 
 
The helicopter coming in to land became an obvious target, 
Johno’s shot low. 
 ‘Was he aiming at us?’ Novak asked over his headset. 
 ‘I’m sure he didn’t see us, sir,’ the pilot offered. 
 Novak offered the back of the pilot’s head an 
incredulous stare. ‘Didn’t see us?’ he barked. 
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Drum beat 
 

1 
 
Johno met Novak on the grass, edging around a large crane. 
 ‘A very polite and apologetic kidnapping,’ Novak 
remarked. ‘You are Herr Johno, I believe.’ 
 ‘Yes, Minister. We did speak briefly at the caves.’ 
 Novak stiffened, clasping his hands behind his back. 
‘This time you both look, and smell, better. So, where is 
Herr Beesely?’ 
 ‘Heart attack.’ 
 ‘Oh.’ Novak took a moment. ‘And the meaning of this 
abduction?’ 
 ‘Follow me, I’ll explain.’ He led the curious minister 
into the tank room and to the new tunnel. ‘In here we found 
the casings for two old American nuclear bombs.’ Novak’s 
eyes widened. Johno continued, ‘But the bombs aren’t here, 
they are in Austria with a fella called Johan Shue.’ 
 Novak straightened, surprised. ‘He… is not welcome in 
the Czech Republic. An art thief.’ 
 ‘And he used to be a good friend of Gunter’s. We’re sure 
he had a hand in the cave complex.’ 
 Novak nodded. ‘And what does this man want with these 
… old nuclear bombs?’ 
 Johno stepped closer and whispered. ‘Some believe he 
wants to attack the Vatican with them.’ Novak looked like 
he might keel over. ‘Don’t worry, we’re going to stop him. 
And we’d like your help.’ 
 ‘My help?’ 
 ‘We’d like you to close your border with Austria 
tomorrow night, say 8pm.’ He shrugged. ‘Call it an exercise. 
But there is one small problem.’ 
 ‘Just the one?’ 
 Johno forced a smile. ‘Can’t risk Herr Shue finding out.’ 
 ‘This is why you abducted me?’ 
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 Johno nodded, offering a serious stare. ‘Sorry, but 
hundreds of thousands could die. We, K2, need your help, 
Minister Novak.’ 
 Blaum approached. ‘Hello again,’ he said as he shook 
Novak’s hand. 
 ‘Were you … abducted?’ Novak sarcastically asked. 
 ‘No, just brought down here without knowing why.’ 
 ‘And who is in charge here, with Herr Beesely ill?’ 
 Blaum gestured with a hand towards Johno, noting 
Novak’s mild surprise. 

‘Herr Beesely is my father,’ Johno informed Novak, 
enjoying Novak’s surprise. He gestured towards the ramp. 
‘Shall we?’ 
 On the grass Johno could hear helicopters; heavy 
helicopters. They all stopped at the drawbridge as reports 
came in of Chinooks approaching. The sun rested low over 
the hills, an hour or two to sunset, people scanning the 
horizon. 
 Johno lifted his phone. ‘Cliff top and ready squads 
stand-by, but nobody panic, they’re probably friendly.’ 
 Grey stepped up a minute later as the Chinooks came 
into view. ‘My team.’ 
 Johno lifted his phone again. ‘Stand down, they’re 
Yanks.’ 

Grey explained, ‘Bomb disposal and containment.’ 
‘What about the boys already here?’ 
‘Need some specialist kit and boys for the nukes.’ 
Johno nodded his agreement as the first Chinook scared 

several builders off the grass as it eased down, rolling 
forwards till it halted dangerously close to a crane. The 
second squeezed in, both sets of rotors winding down 
quickly, soldiers emerging from the rear. 
 Johno waved guards forwards. ‘Give them a hand with 
equipment, stuff ‘em in the guard barracks.’ 
 ‘Here comes trouble,’ Grey muttered. 
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 Johno followed his look, a uniformed Colonel closely 
flanked by two soldiers. ‘Who’s he?’ 
 ‘Your Delta Force liaison, I guess.’ 
 The group eventually reached the drawbridge.  

‘I’m looking for a … Herr Director,’ the Colonel 
announced, staring oddly at all the men in fake moustaches. 

People pointed towards Johno, the officer approaching. 
Grey folded his arms. 

The Colonel forced a false smile. ‘Look who it is.’ They 
shook. Reluctantly. ‘What the hell’s with the Village People 
parade?’ 

‘Village People?’ Johno repeated, not happy as guards 
started laughing. 

Grey stepped towards the Colonel, gesturing towards 
Johno with a grin. ‘This is Herr Director, known as Johno.’ 
 The Colonel held out a hand to shake, a sceptical look. 
‘Real moustache?’ 
 Smiling, Grey explained, ‘A lot of people try and kill 
this guy, hence everyone wearing the funny moustaches to 
confuse the snipers.’ 
 The Colonel glanced at the hillside trees, his two 
bodyguards scanning the mountain with professional 
concern, before taking in the building work on the roof.  
 ‘Come on inside,’ Johno suggested, mumbling about 
funny moustaches. 
 In his office Johno sat, the Colonel stood off to one side, 
his two bodyguards behind him. Ministers Novak and 
Blaum sat opposite, Mr Grey sat on cabinet as Otto 
appeared. 
 ‘What, no moustache?’ the Colonel asked Otto. 
 ‘Mine is at home,’ Otto flatly replied. ‘And I can do the 
English accent quite well.’ He shook the officer’s hand. ‘I 
am Otto Schessel, Group Managing Director.’ 
 The Colonel glanced at Johno. ‘Really, I thought he was 
the Director?’ 
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 ‘Herr Johno owns the bank,’ Otto informed the Colonel 
before moving to Novak, who now stood with Blaum. 
‘Hello again, Mister Novak. And apologies, Minister, for 
your abduction.’ They shook. 
 ‘Abduction?’ the Colonel muttered. 
 Otto shook Blaum’s hand. ‘You are early, Minister,’ he 
said, as if that label as bad as being late. 
 ‘When I heard about the overnight bag I panicked.’ 
 Otto nodded, a sympathetic look offered before sitting 
next to Johno. 
 Johno said, ‘So, Colonel, we weren’t expecting you?’ 
 ‘On the hush hush,’ the officer replied. ‘Quite odd really, 
I was tasked with preparing a plan of attack on this place a 
month ago.’ 
 Johno’s brow slowly pleated. ‘You were?’ 
 ‘James Kirkpatrick,’ the Colonel carefully mouthed. 
 ‘Ah,’ Johno and Otto said at the same time, exchanging 
glances. 
 ‘The late … Mister Kirkpatrick,’ the officer added. 
 ‘No, still alive,’ Johno lightly informed him. 
 ‘Alive?’ 
 ‘We have him,’ Johno said with menace. 
 ‘Jesus. That can’t be pleasant for him.’ 
 Johno offered the officer a dangerous look. ‘Most 
definitely not.’ 
 Helen walked in, Johno standing even before Otto, the 
other gentlemen following. 
 ‘Colonel, this is the former head of British Intelligence, 
Dame Helen,’ Johno explained.  
 He shook her hand, giving her an American, ‘Mam.’ 
 ‘Helen, this is Minister Novak, Czech Interior Minister,’ 
Johno added. They shook, Helen walking around and sitting 
next to Otto, an alcoholic drinks tray being brought in 
almost immediately and placed down.  
 ‘Late enough in the day, gentlemen,’ Johno suggested. 
‘Colonel?’ 
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 ‘Whisky. Neat. Thanks.’ 
 Johno faced Novak. ‘Minister?’ 
 ‘With water and ice. Thank you.’ 
 The drinks were handed out, Helen now with a wine in 
hand, Johno a whisky. A manager stepped in and placed 
down a map of the area of Shue’s castle, handing out A4 
photographs of the castle and surrounding area, before 
sitting to one side with pen and pad ready. 
 ‘Seen the photo before, Colonel?’ Johno asked. 
 ‘Yeah, yesterday. Near well impregnable. Our best guess 
was the caves at the bottom.’ 
 ‘Which will be easy to defend,’ Grey curtly pointed out. 
‘A single lift up to the castle.’ 
 ‘Not an issue,’ the Colonel insisted. ‘Nukes are going to 
be down in the caves, so isolating the castle will be a good 
move, keep the shooters up top. We ain’t interested in them, 
just the hardware. Local authorities can deal with the bad 
guys.’ 
 ‘Good point,’ Johno suggested, a glance at Grey. 
 Helen inched forwards. ‘External electricity cut-off 
would isolate the lift.’ 
 ‘Yeah,’ Johno enthused, fixing on the manager. 
 ‘There are power cables going into the castle, but also a 
back-up generator,’ the manager informed the room. 
 ‘Standby to cut the electricity,’ Johno ordered. 
 ‘Besides,’ the Colonel added, ‘we’ve been ordered to do 
nothing till the castle is reduced to rubble.’ 
 Johno focused on the man. ‘Hopefully, it won’t come to 
that. Our boys will be fighting their way in.’ 
 ‘I understand you got some good climbers here?’ the 
Colonel asked. 
 Johno thumbed towards Otto. ‘This good looking fella 
climbed Everest, and K2 twice!’ 
 The Colonel was clearly impressed. Then he realised. 
‘Oh, K2. I get it!’ 



231 

 People stared at the officer for a few seconds. Johno 
added, ‘We have some of the world’s best climbers here. 
They go up the Eiger for kicks on a Sunday afternoon.’ 
 ‘It is Switzerland!’ the Colonel laughed, joined by Otto, 
Blaum and Helen. Novak sat as pious as normal. 
 Johno suggested, ‘Our managers will fill you in 
tomorrow on how our boys attack, the time line and 
positioning. If all goes wrong you go in knowing where our 
lot our - and what they look like! Where you will come in 
useful, is after we contain the nukes. They’ll need a heavy 
escort, I’m guessing.’ 
 The Colonel tipped his head in agreement. Bilbo 
appeared, knocking on the door. 
 ‘Bilbo, come in,’ Joho called, standing. 
 Bilbo noted the stiff soldiers with a nod, then the 
Colonel. 
 ‘Where you been?’ Johno asked. 
 ‘Induction, kit issue. We’re off now to move into 
position on the bottom gatehouse, lying up tomorrow and 
observing, then backup cover on the gatehouse tomorrow.’ 
 ‘Good kit, good plan?’ Johno asked. 
 ‘Seems like it, your boys know what they’re doing.’ He 
waved at the room collectively and left. 
 Johno sat, noticing the Colonel’s look. ‘British SAS.’ 
 ‘Worked with them a lot in Afghanistan. Good boys, 
when I can understand the slang and they’re not taking the 
piss or stealing our kit. Anyway, with a name like Bilbo he 
should be in the fucking caves!’ 
 Johno focused on the manager, grinning. ‘Give the 
Colonel a room upstairs, his boys go with Mr Grey and the 
rest. Give him anything he needs from a planning point of 
view, and introduce him to all the Squadron Commanders 
on this job.’  

He gestured the Colonel towards the door as the manager 
stood. ‘Order yourself some room service, anything you 
want. The officer stepped to the doorway. ‘Oh, Colonel,’ 
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Johno called. ‘Did you ever meet a gentleman named Henry 
O’Sullivan?’ 

The officer stared at floor as he thought back, not 
registering a connection with Kirkpatrick. Lifting his head 
he said, ‘If you mean the guy who had the big funeral a few 
weeks back, the diplomat, I think I did once, embassy 
somewhere. He was the Ambassador to Italy before he 
retired, then some special advisor to the White House on 
something. Strange guy, told jokes in Latin.’    

The Colonel headed off, Grey following the two soldiers 
out of the office. Otto and Johno made eye contact. 

‘Groups within groups,’ Otto muttered. 
 Johno faced Novak and Blaum then eased down. ‘Sorry 
about that Ministers, didn’t know he was on his way. No 
one ever tells me anything.’ He sat back and paused, 
studying Novak. ‘Are you happy to help us?’ 
 ‘Of course. This threat is on our doorstep as well. But 
what of the Hungarians and Slovenians,’ Novak asked. 
 ‘To tell you the truth, I don’t think our friend has much 
of an interest in blowing them up.’ 
 ‘Still, they should be contacted,’ Novak firmly 
suggested. 
 ‘Do you know any of their security Ministers 
personally?’ 
 ‘Yes,’ came flatly back. Johno waited expectantly. 
Novak offered, ‘I can contact them tonight, get them here 
under false pretences. I believe they will come.’ 
 ‘Then it was a good idea for us to … invite you here.’ 
 Novak looked glumly back. ‘My I use your phone.’ 
 ‘Your mobile will work in here,’ Otto informed him. 
 Novak took out his mobile, surprised by the signal 
strength. He stepped out. 
 Johno quickly jabbed the phone. Whispering he said, 
‘Novak is making some calls, listen in, cut the line if he is 
doing anything other than persuading Ministers from 
Hungary and Slovenia here. Thank you.’ 
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 ‘You can do that?’ Helen quietly asked. 
 Johno faced her. ‘Mobile calls go through our relays, so 
yeah.’ He winked, lifting the golf club. ‘You can give me 
lessons when I get back.’ 
 Otto stood. ‘If you will forgive me, I have a hospital 
appointment with my … fiancé.’ 
 ‘She OK?’ Helen asked as she stood. 
 ‘Five month’s pregnant,’ Otto informed her. He faced 
Johno, standing straight. ‘Am I needed here … tonight?’ 
 ‘No, but when I leave tomorrow it’s all your show.’ 
 ‘I will be here, offering any assistance I can to our new 
Intelligence Chief.’ As he finished the sentence he offered 
Helen a warm smile. He tipped his head at Blaum then 
stepped out. 
 Johno faced her with a broad smile. ‘You’re hired then.’ 
He stood up, grabbed her by the shoulders and plonked her 
into his seat. A little bewildered, she ran a hand across the 
desk. ‘Bigger than the last one?’ Johno asked, sat back in his 
favourite seat. 
 ‘About the same,’ she commented, studying the phone. 
 Johno made eye contact with Blaum. ‘I hate it when 
women say that.’ Blaum resisted a smile. Johno added, 
facing Helen, ‘Push the bottom button and say all managers 
please, there’s a love.’ 
  She did as requested, the managers filing in a minute 
later. They acknowledged Minister Blaum, some odd looks 
at Helen sat in ‘the chair’. Finally they were assembled, 
Claus last in and warmly greeting Helen. He sat off to her 
left. She faced Johno and waited.  

He grinned and stood. ‘OK boys and girls, we have a 
new member of staff. As of now, Dame Helen is acting head 
of K2.’ The managers were rightly surprised. Johno told 
them, ‘Please state you name and departmental remit.’ 
 Helen grabbed a pad and paper as they went around the 
room, starting with Claus. 
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 When finished Johno said, ‘You see, that’s progress, 
‘cause when I took over I didn’t do that, and I still have 
trouble with your bleeding names. Now, some of you are 
looking a bit shocked. Politely, and Swiss-like shocked, but 
still shocked. So I’ll explain. Dame Helen has more 
experience of global intelligence matters than everyone in 
this room combined. She also has neater handwriting than 
me and can spell big words. Even her golf swing is better 
than mine. She can’t pee standing up, but we’ll work on 
that.’ 
 Helen cocked an eyebrow. 
 Johno took out his pistol and cocked it. Holding it he 
asked, ‘Does anyone have any problems with Helen being 
here?’ 
 Silence engulfed the room. 
 Claus eased forwards. ‘You have an interesting … 
managerial style, Herr Director.’ 
 ‘This is K2,’ Blaum put in, looking glum. 
 ‘So good, we’re all agreed then. Otto and Beesely are 
aware and have given the move their blessing.’ 
 ‘Otto will be spending less time here?’ Claus delicately 
broached. 
 Johno holstered the pistol. ‘I’m kind of hoping he gets a 
chance at a normal life, kid on the way and all. Besides, we 
need to build up the other divisions, and that’s his job.’ 

Managers glanced at each other from under their 
eyebrows. 
 Helen said, ‘I’m sure you all have a lot to do getting 
ready for tomorrow. I would like an early meeting –’ 
 ‘We will be here all night,’ Claus informed her. 
 ‘Really?’ Helen questioned. 
 Claus added, ‘We have camp beds here, wash rooms, 
good facilities up stairs. We stay here when the need takes. 
As you said, we have much to do for tomorrow.’ 
 ‘In which case I’d like to see the detailed plans before 
Face Fungus goes off on his drive in the country.’ Two 
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managers went after the files. She jabbed the phone. ‘Fresh 
drinks for the managers, please. I guess you know what they 
like.’ 
 ‘I’ll leave you to it,’ Johno said as he headed for the 
door, golf club in hand. ‘Oh, Claus. In the morning, my car, 
big piece of the Amber Panels, a nice bit that can be easily 
verified. Dozen gold bars, gold coins, something valuable, 
painting maybe.’ 
 ‘Johno?’ Helen called, a slight frown. ‘What’s my job 
title?’ 
 ‘Er … let’s say, Director of Intelligence Operations.’ He 
stepped out, Blaum heading for his room and hitching up 
with Novak. 

 
2 

 
Thomas sat hunched, earnestly studying Wikipedia on his 
computer, going through the Vatican files. 
 ‘You’re sat too close,’ Johno commented as he entered, 
throwing off his jacket. ‘You all ready?’ 
 ‘Yes. Have you packed?’ Thomas asked without 
detracting from his studies. 
 ‘Next job. Oh, Helen will be staying.’ 
 Now Thomas looked around, excited. ‘You like her!’ 
 Johno sighed, a hand on the boy’s shoulder. ‘It’s not that 
easy. She’s a quality lady, I’m a soldier.’ 
 Thomas called upon his many years of experience with 
women. ‘You can buy her nice flowers and … and clothes 
and really big jewels.’ 
 Johno laughed. ‘That works with some women, not her. 
She’s too bright, she’ll see right through me. Besides, I 
smell, I snore and I’ve got lots of lovely scars.’ 
 Thomas adopted a studious frown, staring at the 
keyboard. ‘It will be difficult, you are a mess.’ 
 ‘Hey,’ Johno laughed. ‘You ain’t supposed to agree with 
me!’ 
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 ‘What time are we off?’ 
 ‘Not till noon, kit check in the morning. Got that special 
Gameboy working?’ 
 ‘Yes,’ Thomas answered as he clicked a new web page. 
‘And one of those funny pistols.’ 
 ‘Careful!’ Johno cautioned. 
 ‘It’s a Beretta, yours is a Browning and mine a Walther, 
so no problem.’ 
 ‘Got a knife?’ 
 Thomas stretched out his leg, lifting his trouser, 
throwing knife attached. 
 ‘You don’t need to wear it to bed.’ 
 ‘It’s encase someone comes for me in the night,’ he idly 
commented, back focused on the screen. ‘Pistol under the 
mattress.’ 
 ‘Well … I think we got all the Fifth Column.’ 
 ‘Fifth Column?’ 
 ‘Google it.’ He headed into the snug to pack. 

 
* * * 

 
An hour later Thomas was five-four up and about to putt. 
The dungeon’s stone floor lay uneven, making the game 
more fun. The ball bounced on a crack and missed, Johno 
laughing. He stepped up, hitting the rim of a cup lying on its 
side. 
 Helen appeared wearing casual clothes; sweatshirt, jeans 
and trainers. ‘Who’s winning?’ 
 ‘I am,’ Thomas shouted. 

‘Better co-ordination,’ she commented. ‘Less 
aggression.’ 
 ‘Drink?’ Thomas offered. 
 ‘White wine. Nice glass.’ 
 Thomas ran and stopped, turning and offered her a quick 
glare. ‘I know which glass,’ he protested as she smiled at 
him. 
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 Johno laughed as he plonked down. ‘Beer!’ he shouted 
at the lad. Helen sat opposite, Johno adding, ‘Service in here 
is OK. Most days. How’d the meeting go?’ 
 ‘Talk about in at the deep end. Still, they’re a good 
bunch. We went right through the plans. I made a few minor 
alterations. Quite enjoyed it, certainly a logistical 
challenge.’  

She accepted her drink from Thomas, who ran back to 
pull a beer. ‘There are cameras with satellite links on roads 
all around the area in question, live feeds working. That was 
the one big flaw in the plan –’ 
 ‘What happens if he moves them out,’ Johno finished 
off, nodding. 
 ‘That American Air Force 747 is going around in circles. 
So far nothing.’ 
 ‘Still there then,’ he said with tired sigh. 
 ‘Sleep well … last night?’ she delicately enquired. 
 ‘Surprisingly good - no bad dreams. And I wasn’t 
pissed.’ 
 ‘How bad do they get?’ she softy asked. 
 He accepted his beer, studying her for a moment. ‘Not 
something I would wish on my worst enemy. But since I’ve 
been here, too busy to notice the dreams, which have 
dropped away to … almost nothing.’ 
 ‘You’re focused on a task,’ she quietly stated, sipping 
her wine, Thomas back on the computer. She faced the boy. 
‘What’s he doing?’ 
 ‘Got Wikipedia up - looking up the Vatican. You’re a 
good influence on him.’ 
 Still focused on the boy she said, ‘Most people around 
here can’t decide if you … are either a great influence, or a 
terrible one.’ 
 ‘A bit of both, averages itself out. He’s a teenage boy, in 
a castle full of soldiers with guns, his guardian a secret 
agent. What boy that age wouldn’t be happy? I would’ve 
been.’ 
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 She turned back, focussing on Johno. ‘You had a tough 
upbringing.’ 
 He shrugged then sipped his beer. 
 ‘I had the best of everything.’ She turned back to 
Thomas. ‘Father was an Admiral, mother a concert pianist 
and novelist. Boarding school, Prep, Cambridge University. 
I joined the police just to prove something. Started at the 
bottom, worked up quickly, transferred to Intelligence when 
the KGB and IRA were the problems.’ 
 ‘And now the IRA drag tourists around the Falls Road. I 
killed a couple of them, sometimes wish I hadn’t.’ 
 She stared, a question in her look. 
 ‘If I’d been born the wrong side of the Falls Road I’d be 
a terrorist for sure. Just down to where you’re born - our bad 
guys versus their bad guys. Most troopers are bright enough 
not to buy into the political bollocks. Killing is killing, and 
the guy you tap has a family and some beliefs, just like you.’ 
 ‘You’re a deep thinker, Johno.’ 
 ‘Thought you adopted face fungus as my official title?’ 
 She laughed. ‘Sorry, but I do enjoy taking the piss out of 
you.’ 
 ‘If it makes you happy, you carry on, love.’ 
 ‘A few days ago … not many people would have dared 
call me love.’ 
 ‘Bad habit. I’ll start with posh totty soon enough.’ 
 ‘Feeling a bit posher after the last hour, here in my new, 
treasonous role, outcast and villain. Dad … will not be 
happy. I won’t be introducing him to you, that would finish 
him off!’ 
  Johno laughed. ‘You get on OK with them?’ 
 ‘Up till now,’ she emphasised. 
 ‘Beesely will be back in a few days. He’ll sort whatever 
you need done, get your life back on track.’ 
 ‘You, kind sir, have already given me back my self-
respect.’ She saluted him with her glass. 
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 He smirked. ‘It’s a fairy tale castle. Some of the time. If 
people would stop trying to kill us, then it’d be lovely.’ 
 ‘The measure of your success, is how many people try 
and kill you.’ 
 His eyes widened. ‘Thomas! New t-shirt. The measure of 
your success is how many people try and kill you.’ 
 Thomas wrote it down. ‘It’s like the other one.’ 
 ‘No,’ Johno corrected, ‘that one says, success is 
measured by the number of women you seriously piss-off.’ 
 ‘Charming.’ 
 He smiled. ‘In order to seriously piss-off a girl she has to 
love you. Or at least like you. It’s a hidden meaning.’ 
 ‘Another Johno joke!’ Thomas called. He read his email, 
‘What happened when Princess Helen kissed Johno?’ Their 
collective eyebrows shot up. ‘Answer, he turned back into a 
frog.’ 
 Thomas was in hysterics, Johno and Helen not able to 
resist laughing as well. 
 ‘Bastards,’ Johno laughed. 
 ‘Can’t keep any secrets around here, obviously,’ she 
noted, sipping her wine. 
 ‘But you didn’t kiss me. I feel cheated, I want my ten 
dollars back.’ 
 ‘Cost you a lot more than that!’ she whispered, looking 
out from under her eyebrows. 
 ‘Your starting salary is a quarter million,’ he teased. 
 ‘Are you any good with a foot rub?’ she whispered. 
 He shrugged. ‘I’ll give it a go.’ 
 ‘I’ve got a nice red wine open in my room.’  

They stood. 
 ‘Thomas, go to the cinema,’ Johno ordered. 
 
In the courtyard Thomas asked for a car and escort from the 
ready-squad. 
 ‘Where you off?’ a trooper asked. 
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 ‘Johno told me to go to the cinema, must be something 
good on. He is helping Helen with her bad feet – he’s 
rubbing them.’ 
 The four troopers stared down, eyes wide. 
 ‘Thomas, when a man tells his boy to … go to the 
cinema, it’s sometimes because he wants to be alone with 
his lady friend.’ 
 They waited, Thomas thinking it over with a studious 
frown. 
 Thomas huffed. ‘Why did he say to go to the cinema 
then, he usually says to go upstairs for an hour when he 
wants a shag.’ He stormed back inside, the troopers 
watching him go, their mouths hanging open. 

 
3 

 
Helen woke alone, lifting up quickly and checking the room. 
Johno sat in a t-shirt and his Simpson’s shorts, staring out 
the window. 
 ‘Nervous?’ she asked. 
 He glanced over his shoulder. ‘No, I used protection,’ he 
flatly stated. She sighed, shooting him a look. He asked, 
‘Did I snore this time?’ 
 ‘Once. I shoved you on your side. Still, I’m practised at 
that.’ 
 Johno turned to the window again. ‘Ah. I see.’ 
 ‘Are you nervous? About today?’ 
 ‘Not really. Got the plan straight in my head. But years 
of experience in the SAS told me that planning was only 
useful up to a certain point. After that, you improvise. The 
one thing you can be certain of with good plan - is to forget 
it once the shooting starts. 
 ‘Bombs never drop where they’re supposed to, people 
don’t react they way you’d expect. Attack here, they run that 
way. You can be sure they’ll run the other fucking way. I’ve 
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always liked to just get there then make a choice. I need to 
see things, and not just on paper. 
 ‘In Bosnia we had this great plan to blow up a Serb 
arsenal in one of their bases. Sneak up to point ‘A’, sneak 
across to point ‘B’. Great on fucking paper, but when I got 
there the field between points ‘A’ and ‘B’ was a foot under 
water - so no crawling across. Had to go right around the far 
side, extra hour. 
 ‘When I got there I noticed a mine field, right next to 
point ‘B’, not in the plan. If the field hadn’t been flooded I’d 
have gone across the second field on my stomach. Boom! 
My chestnuts one way and the rest of me the other.’ 
 ‘Lucky.’ 
 ‘Not really, you just need to assess things when you get 
there. I’m starting to think Shue don’t know I’m coming. 
And with a hint at the panels, he won’t shoot me.’ He faced 
her. ‘Some breakfast, slack draws?’ 
 ‘Slack draws?’ she repeated, easing out of bed. Shaking 
her head she stepped naked into the bathroom. 
 ‘Was that a yes, to breakfast?’ he loudly called. 
 ‘Tea and toast,’ echoed back. 
 Johno lifted the desk phone. ‘Tea and toast for Helen, 
English breakfast for me. Ta, love.’ He checked his watch, 
6.30am, as the building work re-started. Up to now, he 
hadn’t realised it had stopped overnight. He lifted the phone. 
‘Did the builders stop working last night?’ 
 ‘Otto ordered it, sir.’ 
 ‘Did he? Oh, OK, ta.’ 
 

* * * 
 
A swift kick from Johno woke Thomas forty minutes later. 
The lad groaned and started to wake as Johno put his bag 
into the main room, next to the stairs.  
 ‘Test firing,’ Johno shouted to the troopers on the stairs, 
stepping into the range.  
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Magazine release, check the magazine – eyeball check, 
weigh it in hand. Slide back, look up the barrel. Clean. 
Magazine in, slide forwards, check safety, two rounds into a 
well torn-up target. Holster weapon, check pockets; 
magazine in each, another magazine on the holster, satellite 
phone, two packs of cigarettes, two plastic lighters. 
 Thomas appeared from the snug, rubbing his eyes. ‘It’s 
not time!’ he protested. 
 ‘I know. But I thought we’d go over the plan, you and 
me.’ 
 ‘Not before my coffee,’ Thomas croaked. 
 Johno raised a concerned, parental eyebrow. ‘I told you 
before, too young for coffee. Have a Red Bull and go all 
hyper instead.’ 
 Thomas went back to bed, cursing under his breath in 
German. 
  

4 
 

A knock on the back door of Minister Lepper’s house and 
he was surprised to find Max Blaum facing him. Lost for 
words he simply extended a hand, a reflex action, and they 
shook. 
 ‘I need your help,’ Blaum sombrely stated. ‘There is a 
serious security situation, here in Austria, which has 
affected many neighbouring countries. I have a car, please 
get your coat and come with me, I will explain on the way.’ 
 Lepper had been reluctant to get into the helicopter. 
Indicating that it, and the burly agents, were K2 had not 
helped. It took five minutes of earnest persuasion from 
Blaum, Minister Lepper having to forego his scheduled 
early meeting. The Augusta helicopter finally lifted off from 
a small airstrip south east of Vienna. 
 ‘Max, this is very unusual,’ Lepper warned. ‘This could 
affect relations, and your career.’ 
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 Blaum lifted his briefcase from the helicopter floor and 
placed it across his knees. Opening it he took out a file. The 
first photo he offered was that of Shue. 
 ‘Oh no,’ Lepper said over the headset, recognising the 
face immediately. 
 The second photograph displayed Shue’s castle, glanced 
at by Lepper. The third photograph offered a thermal 
satellite map, the cave exits labelled and highlighted in 
English, ‘CIA’ printed on the top. Lepper swallowed. 
 The next photograph displayed an old American bomber. 
Lepper frowned at it, then glanced at Blaum, clearly 
confused. The confusion did not last long. Next came a 
newspaper cutting from 1972, detailing the story of the loss 
of the jet bomber between Sicily and Malta, the nuclear 
bombs on board. 
 Lepper turned white as Vienna shot past. Next came a 
photograph of the casings at Zug, followed by an inventory 
of items being bought by Shue. Lepper slowly turned his 
head, making strong eye contact. 
 Blaum carefully stated, ‘They have been made ready to 
explode.’ He got no response. He continued, ‘The 
Americans are aware, and have a small Army standing by to 
assault the castle. Their Air Force stands by to bomb it, but 
we are hoping it will not come to that. K2 have surrounded 
the castle and their forces are preparing to take the castle 
quietly.’ 
 ‘Quietly!’ Lepper gasped. 
 Blaum glanced out the window as pleasant green 
woodland shot past in a blur. Turning back he said, ‘They 
will get inside and … remove everyone there. The outside 
world will never know.’ 
 Lepper took a breath. ‘They can do that?’ 
 ‘Yes,’ Blaum said with an emphatic expression and a 
nod. ‘They are far more powerful than you realise. The 
American Secretary of State for Defense is in contact with 
them every day.’  
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He studied his counter-part. ‘I know this is all … outside 
of the law, and highly irregular, but the last thing you want 
is for the people of Austria to know this, or for the world to 
think that this could happen here - the damage to your 
country would be great. Your security services would also 
be… stretched, to deal with this.’ 
 ‘You can trust K2 to deal with this matter, and not take 
these bombs, maybe for blackmail –’ 
 Blaum’s smile caused Lepper to stop mid sentence. ‘The 
director of K2 is personally worth many billions of dollars.’ 
Lepper’s surprise was evident, Blaum adding, ‘When the 
bomb went off in the British city of Portsmouth K2 sent 
more than a hundred million pounds to help treat the 
wounded. K2 are not interested in financial gains, they are 
only interested in fighting crime and terrorism.’ 
 Lepper seemed confused. ‘They are vigilantes?’ 
 Blaum nodded. ‘With the measured and considered 
assistance of the British and American governments.’ 
 The Augusta banked and turned into a valley. Blaum 
added, ‘The dirty bomb in London was stopped by K2, not 
the British authorities. The same for the radioactive metal 
box in Germany.’ Blaum glanced past his guest and at the 
ground flashing by. ‘You will see when we get there. Please, 
trust me for the next twenty-four hours.’ 
 Lepper sat back, noticing now for the first time the low 
level and high speed of the helicopter. 
 

5 
 
As Johno walked into his office Claus hurried after him. 
 ‘The Austrian Interior Minister, Herr Lepper, is here, sir. 
Minister Blaum has brought him up to date on the situation, 
they are in a room upstairs with Minister Novak having 
breakfast. The Minister for Slovenia is also with them, quite 
a gathering.’ 
 ‘And the other two –’ 
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 ‘Herr Wilhelm and the Minister for Hungary? They will 
be here shortly, sir. Otto is outside, checking the building 
work progress.’ 
 Johno opened the fridge and grabbed an orange juice. 
‘Would have progressed more if they hadn’t been stopped 
last night,’ Johno idly commented, sitting in his old chair. 
 ‘I believe, sir, that Otto wished you to have a … restful 
night’s sleep before today’s mission.’ 
 Johno wasn’t quite sure if he detected a smile as he 
studied Claus, Helen walking in with a coffee in a white 
Styrofoam cup. Johno pointed toward it. ‘Where’d you get 
that?’ 
 ‘Great Hall,’ she said as she sat behind the desk. ‘I did a 
quick tour, spoke to some of the lads - judge the mood.’ 
 Johno laughed. ‘I did the same twenty minutes ago. They 
must be feeling wanted by now.’ 
 ‘Ma’am?’ came from the phone. 
 Helen hit a button. ‘Yes?’ 
 ‘German Minister Wilhelm has arrived.’ 
 ‘Send him to Minister Blaum. Thank you.’ 
 ‘You sound just like the old you,’ Johno noted. 
 Helen smiled and squinted at the same time. ‘Do I?’ 
Claus and Johno both nodded. She jabbed at the phone. 
‘Senior managers, please, Squadron Commanders and 
Guard Commanders involved in today’s action in ten 
minutes.’ 
 ‘Yes, Ma’am. Herr Stanton waiting for Herr Johno.’ 
 ‘Thank you, put him through.’ 
 The digital clock ticked over as Claus eased the screen 
around. Johno glanced over his shoulder. There were now 
two screens. 
 ‘Two screens,’ Helen pointed out. 
 ‘Stereo!’ Johno quipped. 
 A tea was brought in for him, plus a plate of doughnuts, 
as Stanton appeared on the screen. 
 ‘Doughnuts? At this hour?’ Stanton asked. 
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 ‘He has worse habits,’ Helen pointed out. ‘And … good 
morning.’ 
 ‘Good evening,’ Stanton offered back. ‘So, all ready?’ 
 Helen glanced briefly at Johno before turning her 
attention back to the screen. ‘We think so. The castle is 
surrounded, no movement and little sign of life inside. Our 
people estimate little more than ten rooms occupied 
overnight.’ 
 ‘He has more people than that,’ Stanton queried. 
 ‘Then they’re in the caves,’ Johno suggested. ‘Or some 
internal rooms we can’t see.’ 
 ‘Maybe,’ Stanton commented. ‘Listen, do you mind if 
we have a continuous video feed of your office today, 
Johno?’ 
 ‘Why, pray tell?’ Johno lightly asked. 
 ‘Don’t start talking like Beesely,’ Stanton complained. ‘I 
had enough of that posh accent for fifty years. Just be 
yourself, Johno. As for the video feed … if something goes 
wrong we will have to act quickly, both diplomatically and 
militarily.’ 
 Johno glanced at Helen. ‘Fair enough, we’ll set it up.’ 
 ‘You can reconfigure this screen,’ Stanton began. ‘Kill 
the image of us, leave the camera and mic’ on.’ 
 Claus nodded, indicating that they could. 
 ‘OK,’ Johno offered. ‘All the Ministers are upstairs. 
Thankfully Max Blaum is breaking the news and smoothing 
things out, not me. And Helen here can talk nicely to 
government types, so we should be OK.’ 
 ‘And will … Helen be present whilst the ministers are in 
attendance?’ 
 ‘You didn’t get the memo?’ Johno teased with a grin. 
 ‘Johno?’ Stanton called. 
 ‘Helen is now … Head of Intelligence Operations for 
K2,’ Johno informed Stanton. 
 Stanton stared back. ‘With all the visitors, the British 
Government will find out sooner … rather than later.’ 
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 ‘Leave the UK Government to me,’ Johno said with 
some menace. ‘We need her expertise and experience here. 
Especially today.’ 
 ‘I’ll have to make some calls,’ Stanton offered, sighing. 
‘Let our people know before it leaks out.’ 
 ‘Whatever,’ Johno commented, biting into a doughnut. 
 Stanton addressed Helen. ‘Dame Helen, at your earliest 
convenience we would like a long chat with you, Stateside. 
In the meantime, what’s the plan of action?’ 
 Helen began, ‘We’ll meet now with the managers and 
troop leaders to discuss the operation, then the ministers, 
then Johno drives off. Tonight at dusk we close the borders, 
sealing off Austria. Tomorrow at 11am is a helicopter fly-
by, followed by your fly-by at 11.30am. Our troops won’t 
attack without a signal from Johno. If the deadline is 
reached and the castle bombed, we’ll secure the area and 
move in.’ 
 Stanton could be seen making notes. ‘OK. That gives 
Johno almost twenty-four hours to infiltrate and signal. 
Besides, knowing Johno, he’ll probably have wrecked the 
place well before then, intentionally or otherwise.’ Johno 
laughed, scowled at by Helen and Claus. Stanton added, 
‘One more thing. Johno, when you cross the border we start 
talking delicately to Rome, if you know what I mean.’ 
 ‘You do?’ Johno asked. 
 ‘We don’t want any additional problems on the radar. 
Besides, they deserve the courtesy of a meeting. Problem is, 
knowing who to talk to on their side. I’ve had meetings 
before - always a complete denial of everything. Tricky 
bunch to chat to, but very influential with the Italians, as 
you can imagine.’ 
 Someone off screen handed Stanton a note. ‘Ah, that 
yacht stopped dead for twenty minutes, a hundred miles 
north of Suez.’ 
 ‘Take a look now,’ Johno loudly suggested. 
 ‘And if he’s on board?’ 
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 ‘Tel Aviv metal asylum,’ Johno coldly stated. 
 Stanton shook his head. ‘Remind me never to piss you 
off.’ He drummed his fingers on his desk. ‘OK, the Delta 
Force Colonel will co-ordinate the Air Force, we’ll watch 
and comment as we go if you want to test the screen.’ 
 Claus hit a switch at the back of the screen, the digital 
clock back up. 
 Helen tapped the phone. ‘Call Mr Stanton.’ 
 They waited. 
 ‘OK, I can see you, and now hear myself in stereo.’ 
 She hung up as managers appeared in the doorway, 
waved in. 

 
6 

 
Luchenkov sat back, enjoying the sun, Martini in his hand. 
 ‘What’s that?’ a bodyguard asked, an urgency and fear 
to his words. 
 Luchenkov jumped up and quickly scanned the horizon. 
Nothing. Then he noticed where the man stood pointing, off 
the side of yacht as it powered quickly towards the north 
Egyptian coast on a warm and cloudless day. 
 They could both see a large blackened area, as if passing 
rocks, slightly darker than the surrounding azure ocean. 
Luchenkov shouted to the captain to slow down, asking the 
depth. 
 ‘Three hundred metres’, came back. 
 More people had gathered at the rear of the quarterdeck 
and stood peering into the water. A loud metallic clank 
could be heard, and felt through their feet, soon followed by 
everyone lurching forwards as the boat suddenly slowed. 
 ‘We hit something!’ a man shouted. ‘Rocks!’ 
 The captain appeared on the desk above them. ‘There are 
no rocks here, we’re mid ocean!’ he protested. 
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 The boat slowed quickly, losing its momentum. The 
wash at the rear of the boat dissipated, the large black area 
still visible. 
 ‘There!’ a man shouted, something now causing a small 
wake of its own. 
 ‘A whale?’ a woman asked, being ignored. 
 The conning tower of a submarine started to emerge, a 
look of abject shock and horror on the faces staring at it as 
the yacht’s engines were switched off. In silence the large 
conning tower rose.  And rose. 

They were now craning their necks to look up at it, their 
yacht drifting at a slight angle to it. A man raised his hands 
in surrender. The body of the submarine burst through the 
surface and rose till it reached twenty feet clear of the swell. 
Side on now, the black submarine stretched two hundred 
yards, dwarfing the yacht. 

A burst of automatic fire came from the conning tower, 
everyone on the yacht jumping down as the boat’s controls, 
and radio, were shot up at length. 

‘Prepare to be boarded,’ boomed from a megaphone, a 
distinct American accent. ‘Any hostile action will result in 
you being fired upon.’ 

 
‘Take a good look,’ the submarine’s Captain suggested to 
Luchenkov as they backed away from the yacht.  
 Luchenkov struggled defiantly, held firm by two 
marines. 
 ‘Any moment now,’ the Captain suggested. 

A dull boom echoed across the water. Someone could be 
seen jumping overboard, black smoke emerging, Luchenkov 
screaming and struggling. 

‘I’d guess the men and women aboard the Ark Royal 
screamed and shouted,’ the Captain noted, observing the 
yacht through binoculars. 

He faced the prisoner, cold and dispassionate eyes. ‘That 
was a gas explosion, cooking gas. Happens sometimes. All 
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the life rafts have been tampered with, satellite beacons 
removed. So it’s either burn, or drown. They’ll choose 
drowning, no one chooses burning.’ 

The marines winded the struggling prisoner as the 
Captain lifted his binoculars and studied the scene, the boat 
burning quickly. ‘Sharks are rare in the Med’ … but, you 
know, fingers crossed.’ 
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Tick that box 
 

1 
 
Managers nestled together, going through the plan of action 
timeline, diligently being checked and re-checked by Helen. 
 ‘Ma’am!’ burst from the phone. Without waiting the 
operator said, ‘They have captured Luchenkov!’ 
 Helen stood quickly and headed to the door. ‘I need to 
use the bathroom.’ 
 Johno immediately went after her. In the ladies he leant 
against the washbasins as she stood hunched, hands on the 
cold marble and staring into a sink. ‘OK?’ he softly asked. 
 ‘Kind of forget about him for a moment,’ she quietly 
replied, looking up and studying her reflection. ‘Been 
enjoying sitting back in the big chair. Not happy to be a 
victim again.’ Johno slowly nodded, not sure what to do … 
or say. Helen added, barely above a whisper. ‘Deal with it… 
him, as quietly as you can, I don’t need to know.’ 
 ‘Might help if you killed him,’ Johno posed. 
 ‘And it might not,’ she came right back with, still staring 
into the mirror. ‘I’d kill him for taking my daughter, all the 
time reminding myself that it was my career that got us 
here.’ She took a big breath, grabbing a tissue. ‘I need to 
tinkle, so sod off out the door.’ 
 She returned to the meeting a minute later, no comments 
made. They went back to the timeline. 
 

* * * 
 
Twenty minutes later the guard commanders were dismissed 
to their duties, the Ministers stepping in. Helen and Claus 
stood, greeting each visitor and abductee in turn, before 
arranging refreshments. 
 From left to right sat: Blaum from Switzerland, Wilhelm 
from Germany, Novak from the Czech Republic, Lepper 
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from Austria, Andreas from Slovenia and Varga Paul from 
Hungary – almost in geographical sequence. The K2 
managers sat off to either side. 
 ‘Varga Paul,’ Helen repeated. ‘In English … Paul 
Varga.’ 
 The Minister tipped his head and smiled. ‘Our country is 
the only one in Europe to reverse names. Or as we say, you 
all reverse your names.’ Some of the Ministers smiled and 
nodded as the man sat. 
 Helen eased down. ‘I would like to welcome you all to 
Schloss Diane and K2. Apologies for the mess outside and 
the building work, we were hit by a cruise missile, as you 
already know from the television coverage. Some of you 
already know this organisation, its role and capabilities.’ 
She lowered her gaze to the desk. ‘Whether you agree with 
what we do … is another matter.’ She looked up. ‘For the 
benefit of some I will say this – we exist with the tolerance 
of the Swiss Government because we assist the Government 
here in counter-criminal and counter-terrorist activities.’ 
 The Ministers unfamiliar with K2 listened in earnest. 
 She took in their faces. ‘In recent months this 
organisation has become … more involved with such 
matters due to the arrival here of Sir Morris Beesely, a 
former manager within British Intelligence. He actively 
chose to… seek out terrorist threats in Europe. Such actions 
resulted in the successful seizure of Serbian Nerve agent –’ 
Wilhelm shifted in his seat. ‘- then the prevention of the 
dirty-bomb attacks on London.’ 
 Vargas cut in, with a slight frown, ‘They were stopped 
by British Intelligence?’ 
 ‘No,’ Helen pointed out, fiddling with her pen. 
‘Actually, they were stopped by the dangerous looking 
gentleman with the large moustache sat right in front of you. 
He rammed his helicopter into the terrorist car.’ 
 Vargas, plus the Ministers for Slovenia and Austria 
stared wide-eyed at Johno, who now waved back. 
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 ‘This is Johno,’ Helen offered. ‘Owner of the bank.’ 
 Now the Ministers appeared both confused and shocked. 
 ‘It is correct,’ Blaum offered after some glanced in his 
direction. 
 ‘You are now the owner?’ Wilhelm puzzled. 
 ‘Beesely is my father,’ Johno pointed out. ‘When he had 
a stroke I took control. And ownership.’ 
 ‘Oh,’ Wilhelm let out. ‘I assumed this good lady –’ 
 ‘Head of Intelligence Operations,’ Johno offered. ‘She 
sits and looks pretty, I do the foot work.’ 
 Wilhelm blinked. ‘You own the bank, and you do … the 
leg work?’ 
 ‘He’ll being going after Shue,’ Helen pointed out. With 
the Ministers still staring at Johno, Helen continued, 
‘Coming back to today’s situation.’ She took a breath. ‘For 
those of you that don’t know us, K2 is a very capable 
private intelligence agency. We have several hundred 
frontline agents and numerous individuals working here 
from either a special forces background, or from 
intelligence. You will have seen many British ex-SAS 
soldiers in the courtyard.’ 
 ‘And … your background?’ Wilhelm probed. 
 She took a moment. ‘Former Director of British 
Intelligence.’ That shocked them, many straightening in 
their seats. She added, ‘As I said, a very capable 
organisation. And if any of you gentlemen have any 
problems that you feel we could help you with in your 
particular countries, then approach us and let us know.’ 
 She tugged down her jacket. ‘To business, gentlemen.’ 
She faced Blaum. ‘Does everyone know the basics?’ 
 ‘Ministers Wilhelm and Vargas did not have time be 
briefed,’ Blaum informed her. 
 She glanced at them both then took another breath. ‘In 
1972 an American bomber crashed off the coast of Sicily. It 
was carrying two live nuclear bombs.’ Wilhelm stared, 
Vargas frowning his lack of understanding. ‘That plane was 
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fished up from the ocean’s depths, it’s nuclear bombs 
repaired over the past ten years. Now, today, we are certain 
that they have been made capable of exploding.’ 

‘My God,’ Wilhelm let out. 
‘Where are they?’ Vargas asked, now realising why he 

was in this meeting. 
‘They are in Austria,’ she informed him. 
‘Austria!’ Wilhelm barked. 
Helen nodded. ‘In the possession of a reclusive old Nazi 

art dealer in a cliff top castle.’ 
‘Johan Shue?’ Wilhelm gasped. 
Helen again nodded, Wilhelm reaching for a glass of 

water. 
‘Who is this man?’ Vargas asked. 
Helen explained, handing over a photograph of the 

castle, ‘He lives in this isolated castle. He was rumoured to 
be a Nazi during the war and has built his wealth since 
dealing in stolen art treasures.’ 

‘What does he want with bombs?’ Wilhelm asked. 
‘We have no idea what he wants with them,’ Helen flatly 

answered. ‘But we have surrounded his castle and the 
American Air Force is very kindly flying overhead with a 
specially equipped plane that can detect radiation on the 
ground. The bombs are obviously deep underground or they 
would have shown up by now. The one good thing in our 
favour is the location, isolated from any population centres.’ 
She ended the sentence facing Lepper from Austria. 

‘And what are you planning on doing?’ Lepper 
practically demanded. 

Helen eased back, considering her response. ‘K2 will 
risk everything to try and get the bombs. And this is where 
the difficulties come, Minister. We will do so with, or 
without, the co-operation of you gentlemen.’ 

Lepper glanced at Blaum, clearly not happy. 
Johno eased forwards. ‘There is an alternate course of 

action.’ The Ministers focused on him as he checked his 
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nails. ‘We pull back and do nothing. Herr Shue is very old, 
probably in ill health and dying. Since he doesn’t have 
anything to live for he might just blow up Vienna, or 
Berlin.’  

He focused on Lepper. ‘Be a pity if the newspapers 
found out. Guess that would be bad for tourism in Austria,’ 
he carefully mouthed. ‘And you, being the Security Chief, I 
guess the people of Austria would not be too happy with 
you.’ 

Lepper mopped his brow and took a water. No one said 
anything for several seconds. 

Helen rested her elbows on the desk. ‘Gentlemen, we 
believe that we can deal with this quietly. To do so, and to 
have the best chance of success, we need the co-operation of 
you all.’ She waited. 

‘You have the co-operation of Switzerland,’ Blaum 
offered. 

‘And Germany,’ Wilhelm reluctantly offered. 
Slovenia and Hungary jumped in quickly with offers to 

help. That just left Lepper. 
He tried to compose himself. And failed, lowering his 

head. ‘I have lost my job, no matter what.’ 
‘Not necessarily,’ Johno suggested, Lepper slowly lifting 

his head. Johno continued, ‘If we get in and secure the area 
quietly, no one will ever know. There may be rumours, 
which we’ll deal with. So, Minister, have faith.’ 

Lepper took a loud breath. ‘What do you need of me?’ 
‘Not much,’ Johno suggested. ‘Just standby here, ready 

to help when you’re needed. If the Austrian authorities get 
involved in our action, then you’ll need to get involved. And 
of course, should the Yanks bomb the castle –’ 

‘Bomb the castle!’ Lepper exploded. 
Johno slowly nodded. ‘If we fail to secure the bombs, 

half the US Air Force will take the top of that mountain off, 
US Special Forces moving in after. Also, if we do get the 
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bombs, the Americans will want to remove them safely. Got 
a problem with that?’ 

‘Ma’am,’ came from the phone. ‘US Secretary of 
Defense.’ 

‘Put him through, screen two.’ 
 The screen came to life, the White House situation room. 
 ‘Minister Lepper. I guess you are now aware of … the 
problem.’ 
 Lepper faced the screen, not looking well. ‘And how 
long have you known?’ 
 ‘Not long, K2 contacted us yesterday,’ Hoskins lied, 
Lepper nodding to himself as he thought. Secretary Hoskins 
added, ‘Minister Lepper, we will – of course - take no action 
without the appropriate authority given by your 
Government. We will only act if you invite us to do so. 
Fortunately, this castle is isolated - even with an air strike 
very few people will notice. 
 ‘Minister Blaum, I took the liberty of requesting the 
presence of the US Ambassadors to Switzerland, Germany 
and Austria to join you there. They should be with you in 
half an hour. 
 ‘Minister Wilhelm. We will not, of course, launch 
aircraft from German soil without your permission.’ 
 ‘We should, probably, close the border with Austria,’ 
Wilhelm tentatively suggested, a glance at Lepper. 
 ‘That’s on our list of things to do,’ Helen stated. ‘But not 
until 8pm tonight. We would like you all to close your 
borders, calling the move a surprise exercise in response to 
the previous dirty bomb and its route across Europe. And, 
given what happened in England, your populations should 
not object to such exercises.’ 
 ‘That is a good idea,’ Vargas suggested. ‘The previous 
bomb did travel across our country, so no difficult 
questions.’ 

Helen scanned the faces. ‘Does anyone have a problem 
with that?’ she delicately broached. 
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 No one objected. 
 ‘What about Italy?’ Vargas asked. 
 Helen explained, ‘The Italian … authorities are aware 
and have taken their own steps.’ 
 She waited a few seconds, but no comments or 
objections were forthcoming. ‘OK, gentlemen. What I 
would like to do is to go over our plans with you, in 
outline.’ 
 Fresh coffees were ordered as Helen began. 
 

2 
 
At 10.30am Johno plonked down on the dungeon sofa. 
Thomas had not long crawled out of bed, his hair still wet 
from his shower. Now he sat opposite Johno, knees up and 
hugging a large mug of soup. 
 ‘Ready?’ Johno quietly asked. 
 ‘I know everything about the Vatican.’ 
 ‘How many people did the Catholic Church kill in the 
dark ages?’ 
 ‘Forty million,’ Thomas came straight back with. 

‘And how many were women?’ 
‘Thirty million.’ 
‘Smart lad. If it’s true, you’ve cited it correctly.’ 
‘The dark age of the inquisition lasted a hundred years,’ 

Thomas volunteered. 
‘It’s still with us mate. We’re … on trial!’ 
‘We’ll win,’ Thomas confidently offered. 
‘Oh yeah? What do you know that I don’t?’ 
‘These religious people don’t know how to fight.’ 
‘Let’s hope not,’ Johno said with an encouraging smile. 

You all packed?’ Thomas nodded. ‘Nervous?’ Thomas 
shrugged, disinterested. ‘We’ll leave in about an hour. Go 
to the toilet first, get a bite to eat, we won’t be stopping 
when we go.’ 

‘It is a one hour drive.’ 



258 

 ‘Probably be a bit more. Narrow roads up to his castle, 
be slow going.’ He studied the lad, wondering if he was 
simply tired and sluggish, like normal, or now afraid. ‘Helen 
is doing well,’ he commented. ‘She’ll be organising our 
backup when we’re in the castle.’ 
 Thomas nodded. ‘Twelve o’clock zero hour, 11.30am fly 
by, 11am helicopters, border closed at 8pm tonight. I know, 
and I’ve got tea bags and sugar and powdered milk, spare 
cigarettes for you and a lighter.’ 
 Johno shot him a questioning look. 
 ‘Caves!’ Thomas said with his eyes forced wide open, 
causing Johno to laugh loudly. 

 
* * * 

 
‘Cardinal. Welcome. How goes it … with you?’ Pepi 
delicately enquired. 
 ‘We have … used all of our sleeper agents inside K2,’ 
the Cardinal reluctantly admitted. ‘Now we need your help.’ 
 ‘Of course, Eminence. We are, after all, here to help 
each other.’ Pepi walked around and sat behind his desk, 
Ramon stood facing him. ‘What would you like of us?’ 
 ‘Intercept them if you can, before they reach Shue’s 
castle.’ 
 ‘I believe, Cardinal, if I remember correctly … that you 
have people inside Shue’s castle?’ 
 ‘We do. They are the last line of defence.’ 
 ‘Well then, we shall have to assist our good friends.’ 

 
3 

 
Helen stepped into the dungeon forty minutes later, Johno 
and Thomas tucking into more doughnuts, numerous maps 
and photographs scattered over chairs, tables and the floor. 
‘All set?’ she asked. She remained standing, stiffly stood 
with hands clasped behind her back. 
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 Johno noticed. ‘All set. Be back before you know it.’ 
 She stood waiting. 
 ‘Thomas,’ Johno called, his gaze held firmly on Helen, 
‘Go test the car, see if it’s all right, would you.’ 
 Thomas jumped up. ‘I’ll drive down the road and back.’ 
He bound out, Helen watching him go. 
 ‘Take the broom out ya arse, babes. Sit.’ 
 Helen stepped forwards and sat opposite. She sighed, 
‘You’re risking everything.’ 
 ‘Everything and nothing, babes.’ She shot him a 
questioning look. ‘Last week, would you have risked Mike 
and Tabitha? No, you loved them to bits, now they’ve 
fucked off. Life does that, offers up something nice then 
snatches it away.’ She simply stared back. ‘A guard could 
have killed me yesterday, may do tomorrow. Risk is the 
same.’ 
 ‘Not something I’m used to,’ she softly admitted, her 
head lowered. ‘I used to drive a desk. War with paperwork.’ 
 ‘Measured stealth,’ he repeated. 
 She sighed. ‘We’re ready when you are.’ 
 ‘I know.’ He stood, Helen following him up. ‘Don’t 
worry, I’ll bring the kid back.’ 
 ‘Not only him I’m worried about.’ 
 ‘Can’t be worried about me,’ he softly teased. ‘Only had 
two nights together, and one of those was plutonic.’ 
 ‘Platonic,’ she carefully pronounced. ‘Besides, people 
… are more afraid of losing the future, than losing what they 
already have.’ 
 He offered her his best, sympathetic look. ‘I’ll be back. 
Got something to come back for now.’ 
 ‘Motivated to return for all your money?’ 
 He closed the gap and held her hand. ‘I’ll swap the 
money for you.’ Her eyes widened. ‘Is that something you 
can arrange?’ he asked. 
 ‘Why?’ she whispered. ‘Why me?’ 
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 ‘Quality bird,’ he replied with a grin. His features 
quickly hardened. ‘Can’t say I’ve ever really had any luck 
with woman. And after I joined the Paras - all attitude, no 
caring. Preferred a good drink and a fight, to discos. 
 ‘And now … now I have all the money in the world, and 
I landed myself a top of the range quality bird - bit of posh 
totty. But don’t, you know, don’t be too overwhelmed by it, 
I’m crap with relationships and women, so it’s probably less 
about you and more about me. But what’s here today might 
not be here tomorrow. So I won’t be getting my hopes up.’ 
 She hugged him. After a moment she said, ‘I suppose I 
could get away with telling people you’re just my bit of 
rough.’ 
 Johno roared with laughter, kissing her on the forehead. 
‘OK, posh totty, bit of rough has a job to do. Not least, find 
a car that Thomas hasn’t wrecked!’ 

‘He … drives far better than you! C’mon, Operation 
Double Bluff starts in a few minutes.’ 
 ‘Double Bluff?’ 
 ‘It’s official title,’ she said as they walked out. 
 
The Range Rover pulled in slowly and turned in a circle, 
halting. Thomas jumped down, congratulated by many. 
 Mavo loudly suggested, ‘If he drives you’ll get there in 
one piece!’ his words echoing around the courtyard. The 
assembled troopers laughed, mounting up in vehicles to 
follow. 
 Johno clambered in, Thomas getting into the front 
passenger side. As they pulled out of the drawbridge Johno 
said, ‘UB40, I reckon.’ 

‘Yes,’ Thomas agreed. ‘And The Beatles.’ He put in the 
CD. ‘Not too loud, camera here,’ he added, tapping the roof 
fabric, a small camera protruding. ‘We must throw it away 
before the castle.’ 
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Johno glanced at it, surprised, turning up the music. At 
the gates he lowered his window. ‘Do some work, you lazy 
bunch of shirkers!’ he shouted as he passed through. 

 
In the office the second screen now displayed several 
images, some activated, several blank. Johno’s car camera 
nestled top left, helicopter camera images surrounding it. 
Helen sat, carefully scribing a neat tick next to item twelve 
on her neatly printed list. Everyone else sat watching the 
screen, keenly attentive. 
 She tapped the phone. ‘Condor One. Status?’ 
 ‘Condor One, overhead, five hundred metres.’ 
 ‘Condor One, advance. Status of Condor two?’ 
 ‘Condor two, over Walenstadt.’ 
 ‘Thank you.’ 
 ‘Ma’am, Herr Johno is taking the road to Zurich?’ 

‘He is?’ 
 ‘Yes, Ma’am.’ 
 Otto lifted his phone and dialled Johno. ‘Johno, you are 
taking a different route.’ 
 ‘Yes I am,’ came back over the sound of UB40. ‘When 
you figure it out get yourself a biscuit.’ He hung up. 
 ‘He has modified the plan,’ Otto informed Helen. ‘Just 
in case.’  
 They exchanged a look, Helen adjusting her plan of 
action. 
 She tapped the phone. ‘Alert Condors and chase vehicles 
to change of route. Now going via Zurich, use his tracker.’ 
 ‘This is Mavo’, came from the desk phone, albeit with 
no background music. ‘Is he lost already?’ 

Helen leant closer to the phone. ‘No, random course 
change, just in case.’ 

‘Don’t like the sound of that. OK, Mavo out.’ 
Helen eased back, exchanging looks with Claus and 

Otto. 
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The elevated flyover of Route 3, running north up the west 
side of the lake, led directly into the heart of Zurich. Now 
Johno came off and circled around several times, Thomas 
noting number plates, colours, makes and models of cars. 
He already had the chase vehicles on his list, having 
memorised their number plates. 

At the northern tip of the lake Johno stopped at a set of 
traffic lights. He had left a small gap ahead of his car, never 
quite sure where the white line rested in Switzerland, 
especially not in Zurich. Now a small white car cheekily 
pulled in front and halted at a slight angle. 

Johno and Thomas glanced at each other, Thomas 
reading the number plate. 

‘German,’ Thomas noted. ‘Only one man.’ 
Johno tooted his horn. The vehicles window came down, 

a single finger gesture coming back. 
‘Well, that was rude,’ Johno said. 
‘Very rude,’ Thomas agreed. ‘Shoot him.’ 
‘Not today, got to get to the big show.’ Johno eased his 

vehicle forwards till it touched the car in front, a slight 
nudge. Then he floored the accelerator and pushed the small 
car forwards five yards, halting and reversing quickly as a 
tram hit the small white car side-on, pushing it along the 
cobbled street sideways. Thomas was shocked, but smiled 
anyway. ‘Today we’ve got to be stealthy and measured in 
our approach.’ 

Thomas gave a mocking nod, a broad smile. 
 

* * * 
 
Otto had enlarged the view from Johno’s car. Helen sat with 
a hand over her eyes, Otto and Claus stood closer to the 
screen. 

‘Measured and stealthy,’ Vargas repeated, shaking his 
head. 
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Novak crossed his legs, an unhappy glance at Otto. ‘I 
think the boy should drive.’ 

Helen jabbed at the phone. ‘I want the car that Johno just 
rammed to be identified, the driver compensated – provided 
he agrees not to discuss the matter.’ 

 
4 

 
The next forty minutes offered up little more than a pleasant 
drive, the people assembled in the office listening to the 
background music of UB40, The Beatles and Ace of Base, 
several tapping their feet. 
 ‘Vehicle has passed Oberdorf,’ Otto stated. ‘He will 
soon be to the border.’ 
 ‘Condor Two to base,’ crackled from the phone. 
 Helen leant forwards, pressing a button. ‘Go ahead, 
Condor Two.’ 
 ‘Car crash ahead, traffic queuing. Have advised mobile.’ 

‘Thank you.’ 
 

* * * 
 
Johno slowed as the traffic thickened, vehicles moving to 
the right as a car sat on the left with its hazard lights 
flashing. 
 ‘Four men in the car,’ Thomas noted. 
 ‘I see them. Helen, stand by, stand by!’ 
 With ten car lengths remaining Johno brought his Range 
Rover to a halt, tooted by the vehicle behind, which eased 
around. In his mirror he could see an estate car then two 
black Range Rovers. He waited, focused on the halted 
vehicle, which had obviously not been in any recent 
collision. 
 A rifle, a man emerging. 
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 Mavo pulled around, scraping the estate car before he 
floored it – straight for the halted vehicle, hitting it at around 
twenty miles an hour. 
 The man who had been stood outside the vehicle jumped 
clear, now shooting at Mavo’s Range Rover ineffectually 
with a pistol, the bullets bouncing off the bullet-proof glass. 
A burst coming from behind Johno’s vehicle took the man 
down. Mavo reversed back towards Johno, rear windows 
now down and troopers hanging out. The ambush car 
splintered, glass shattering and covering the road as Condor 
Two opened up with a two second burst. No one could have 
survived. 
 Johno tooted his horn, eased around Mavo and sped off. 
‘Helen,’ he called. ‘I’m feeling unloved again.’ 
 ‘Success is measured –’ she began, a feint voice coming 
from the cameras two-way microphone. 
 ‘By how many people try and kill you!’ Johno finished 
off. He headed along E60 towards the Bodensee and the 
border. 
 
At the border he showed his Swiss diplomatic pass, getting a 
wink from the guard. 

‘Hope he’s one of ours,’ Johno told Thomas. 
 ‘No, he just likes you,’ the boy joked, giggling. 

They drove on, the sky mostly clear of clouds, a fresh 
wind blowing. 

‘Now we see if Herr Shue is on the ball and expecting 
us. If he is, he won’t ambush us - he’ll wait till we’re inside. 
If it’s the other mob then they’ll try along here, quiet road 
and no air cover.’ 

‘No helicopters?’ Thomas asked, concerned. 
‘Nope. Someone else’s country, so no Apaches 

damaging things. Well, not till tomorrow.’ 
Across the border, Route 200 offered quieter roads than 

Switzerland and more difficult terrain. A silver Mercedes 
Coupe appeared intermittently in the distance, always a 
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bend or two ahead along the road, Johno never catching it. 
Behind him trailed two black Range Rovers a quarter mile 
distant, ahead of them a variety of vehicles swapping 
position every ten minutes. 

‘Stand by!’ burst out the microphone, a male Swiss 
voice. ‘Forest has movement.’ 

Johno cruised around a sweeping bend, easing his speed, 
and down a straight piece of road that was heavily wooded 
on either side, pine trees rising up steep slopes. ‘Here we go. 
Get down.’ He slowed.  

A car had pulled up on the opposite side another thirty 
metres along. 

‘Bad place for an ambush,’ he muttered. 
‘Why?’ Thomas asked, staying low, but peeking out. 
‘No escape routes for them. But, if it’s our … friends, 

then they’re not fussed on escaping.’ 
Passing the first car he noted someone lying across the 

back seat, the window open. No sooner had he passed than 
the man opened up with a pistol, cracking the outer layers of 
the rear windscreen. 

‘Idiots,’ Johno commented, none too concerned. 
‘Fucking pistols.’ 

Thomas stuck his head up then immediately pointed 
ahead. 

‘AK47!’ he and Johno said at the same time, Johno 
ducking across the gear stick towards Thomas. 

The windscreen took six rounds and shattered, the seat 
rest bursting its stuffing over the two of them. The side 
window took four rounds and shattered, shards of Perspex 
catching Johno in the face. 

With a break in the firing he lifted up and hit the 
accelerator, swerving to avoid running off the road. The 
silver Mercedes now sped towards him, the vehicle braking 
hard just past them and blocking the road behind. Johno 
pulled-up after fifty yards, drawing his pistol, both of them 
now peering through the tinted rear windows. 
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The Mercedes took heavy fire, the driver returning fire 
with an M4, the shortened version of an M16 rifle. The first 
K2 chase car had now stopped, exchanging fire with the 
pistol man, the Range Rovers speeding up. 

One powered straight through, swerving around the 
Mercedes and halting side on. Troopers piled out, heavy fire 
brought to bear on the trees a second later, four M4s set on 
automatic fire. Two grenades were launched, loud bangs 
echoing down the steep-sided valley. 

The valley fell quiet. Troopers and guards ran into the 
trees, checking bodies; three reported dead over the radio. 

‘You are bleeding,’ Thomas noted, retrieving a small 
first-aid kit from his jacket pocket. 

Johno wiped his face with a sleeve. ‘How’s it look?’ 
‘Many small cuts, one bleeding.’ He applied a plaster. 
‘Johno! Are you OK?’ crackled from the roof 

microphone, Helen’s voice. 
‘Yeah, fine. Be a bit draughty now.’ 
‘Swap vehicles,’ she suggested. 
‘Negative. This will look more realistic, part of my 

plan.’ 
Mavo pulled up alongside. ‘What happened to the 

music?’ 
‘You guys OK? Any wounded?’ 
‘The guy driving the Mercedes is hit, nothing serious by 

the look of it. You going on like this?’ 
‘Yep. Perfect actually, Shue will think that K2 tried to 

stop me.’ 
Mavo sighed. ‘I hope you know what the fuck you’re 

doing.’ 
‘You’re not the only one,’ Johno quipped. 
‘Was that guy you shunted into the tram one of them?’ 
‘No, just an idiot I cured of his road rage.’ 
Troopers ran up and jumped into Mavo’s vehicle. One 

waved Johno forwards, leaning out of a window. ‘C’mon, 
Dancing Queen! Get the Abba wagon rolling!’ 
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‘Follow me,’ Johno shouted. ‘Hundred yards back.’ He 
sped off. 
 
The gatehouse that controlled the access road for Shue’s 
castle was both functional and ornate, a gatehouse for an old 
estate that did not include Shue’s castle – that had been built 
much later - and well after the period when castles were of 
any use to their siege-mentality inhabitants. 

The ornate building straddled the road, rising some two 
storeys high. It reached a cliff on the right, a brisk river on 
the left and no way past except under its curved arch. The 
opening was wide enough for one vehicle with plenty of 
room to spare, a squeeze for two. In front off it sat a cottage 
facing the river, a sturdy wooden fence running along the 
river’s side of the road. There did not seem to be anyone 
around as Johno approached, so he tooted the horn a few 
times. He slowed in front of the arch, two surprised men 
stepping out. 

‘They look strong,’ Thomas cautioned in a whisper. 
Johno inched forwards and stopped under the arch, the 

two men taking in the damage to the Range Rover; the 
shattered windows and bullet holes. 

Johno stuck his face out the door as the first man drew 
level, blooded face and band-aids prominent. ‘Hi there.’ 

The man did a double-take at Johno, then just stared, his 
mouth opening. ‘You!’ 

‘Johno’s the name, from K2.’ 
The second man snapped his head around at the mention 

of K2, a third emerging with a pump-action shotgun and 
covering the vehicle. 

The stunned man eventually said, ‘Why are you here?’ 
 ‘I came to see your boss, Herr Sue. He in?’ 

‘He is not expecting anyone.’ 
A fourth man appeared, pistol stuffed in his belt. 
‘I know, it’s a surprise visit.’ 
‘Surprise?’ the first man asked, still quietly stunned. 
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Johno reached down into the seat well and lifted a Nazi-
stamped gold bar, dropping it through the window 
immediately. The man shrieked and hopped backwards, the 
gold bar having landed on his foot. 

‘Sorry,’ Johno offered, hiding a smirk. 
The second man picked up the gold bar, examining it, 

the sight of it bringing the two other men close. 
‘I have a thousand more like that,’ Johno suggested. 
‘A thousand?’ the second man gasped, the first man still 

hopping and crying out his pain. 
‘I’m going to drive up the castle and show some things 

to Herr Shue.’ He eased forwards till he became level with 
the armed men, then pulled away, leaving them watching 
him go. If either weapon had been fired, pistol or shotgun, 
they would not have penetrated the rear glass. 

At the first tight bend, overlooking the stream, Thomas 
diligently ripped out the camera and threw it out the 
window. 

‘Good work,’ Johno quipped. ‘I was about to do that. 
Was waiting to see if you remembered.’ 

Fifteen minutes later they were on an exposed cliff, 
carefully negotiating the bends. 

‘No way they drove the nukes up here,’ Johno 
commented, shouting above the roar of the wind coming 
through the broken windows.  

‘Another road?’ Thomas queried. 
‘A road to the caves somewhere, other side of this cliff.’ 
‘We are very high.’ 
‘We’re very fucking cold, I know that!’ 
They turned a tight corner and rose over the crest of the 

cliff as the castle came in view, easing to a crawl.  
‘Wow!’ Thomas let out. ‘It is beautiful’ 
‘Nice place to live, bitch to hang out your washing thou.’ 
The road dipped, winding down towards the narrow 

bridge that connected the castle to this neighbouring 
mountain. As they negotiated the narrow bridge the wind-
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sheer rocked the car, a stiff cold breeze circulating around 
the inside of the vehicle. Glancing down from their raised 
seats the drop was awesome; five hundred metres down. As 
they pulled in to a halt four men stepped out from a small 
door at the side of a large wooden gate studded with metal.  
 ‘Prost,’ Johno offered with a warm smile. He opened his 
door and stepped down. 
 ‘Your weapon!’ the first man barked. 
 Johno opened his jacket slowly with his left hand, 
revealing his pistol. The man reached in a grabbed it, 
waving Johno away from the vehicle and towards the small 
door. Thomas jumped down, Gameboy in hand, and walked 
around, offering warm welcomes and a cheery smile. He got 
nudged towards Johno as two men closed in on the car, 
noting the bullet holes. 
 They opened the boot, finding a dozen gold bars on the 
boot floor. Lifting the lid to a box they exchanged hurried 
comments and questions, lifting out part of the Amber 
Panels and exchanging stunned looks. With one carrying the 
box, the other keeping his pistol prone, they stepped back 
around to Johno. 
 ‘Why are you here?’ one barked, his English accented. 
 ‘That’s between me and Herr Shue. Now, be a love and 
take what’s in the car to your boss’s office and take our bags 
to our rooms, there’s a good man.’ 
 The man with the pistol waved Johno inside. Through 
the small door they ducked in sequence, turning left onto a 
long cobbled passageway that housed two cars; an old 
Mercedes and a new BMW Five Series. Through a thick 
wooden door on the right they climbed a tightly spiralling 
set of stone steps up two floors, emerging into a warm 
corridor, well decorated and with a polished wooden floor. 
 The first door on the left hung open and revealed a small 
rest room with a few men sat around. Outside the third door 
on the left the first gunman knocked, never having taken his 
eyes, or cold stare, off Johno. The door was opened from 
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inside by a guard dressed in black, the man six-foot-six in 
Johno’s estimation. He looked Johno up and down, noted 
Thomas, then finally stood to one side holding the door. The 
guests stepped in. 
 Shue was not clearly visible, the large window behind 
him letting in the sun and leaving his face in shade. His bald 
head reflected the sunlight, his body a pyramid of fat with 
his neck wider than his head, his shoulders sloping. 
 Johno walked forwards, taking in the room, pleased by 
the roaring fire. Stepping to it he warmed his hands. ‘Nice to 
see a good old fire. Don’t see enough of them these days.’ 
 ‘Except when you tie someone to a chair … and set fire 
to them!’ It was Shue, his English good, but his voice oddly 
distorted by the fat around his chin and cheeks. 
 ‘I prefer a bullet myself,’ Johno commented without 
turning around. ‘I was a soldier, not like those Swiss freaks.’ 
 ‘Herr Johno Williams, personal bodyguard to Herr 
Director Beesely.’ 
 Johno turned, now warming his backside. ‘A pleasure 
Herr Johan Shue.’ 
 ‘And why are you here?’ Shue rasped. 
 ‘Hopefully to make some money.’ 
 ‘Make some … money?’ 
 The piece of the Amber Panel was brought in and 
carefully placed down, followed by two gold bars, a 
painting rested against the desk. 
 ‘Ah, exquisite,’ Shue rasped, examining the amber. ‘I 
always knew Gunter had it. He denied it of course.’ 
 ‘Had the spearhead as well.’ 
 Shue looked up. ‘The spear?’ he barked, an odd sound, 
as if he might be choking. 
 ‘Yeah, but Beesely gave it to the Israelis.’ 
 ‘He gave it … to the Jews?’ 
 ‘Sent to Jerusalem for people to look at. Guess you’re 
not as well informed as I thought you might be.’ 
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 Shue held his gaze on Johno for a moment then 
examined the Amber. ‘You have more?’ 
 ‘I have all of it.’ 
 ‘And you hope to sell it to me?’ 
 ‘Or someone you know. Plus get some money for the 
gold and pictures.’ 
 Thomas removed the shroud and lifted the oil painting 
for Shue to appraise. 
 ‘Ah, I saw this once, during the war. Today … maybe 
worth ten million dollars by itself. If … it is not a trick.’ 
 ‘A trick?’ Johno repeated. 
 Shue examined a gold bar. Without looking up he 
commented, ‘No one steals anything from K2. Or ever 
leaves.’ 
 ‘Who’d you think put the bullet holes in my bleeding 
car? Check with the police here and Switzerland, they 
should know about the shoot-outs already.’ Shue was 
surprised, pointing to one of his men, who stepped out. 
Johno added, now sitting in a comfortable chair, ‘And if you 
check things at Zug you’ll see that old man Beesely had a 
heart attack, the castle was destroyed by a cruise missile 
fired by Luchenkov, and I’m out of a frigging job as 
Beesely’s bodyguard.’ 
 Shue was again surprised, Johno puzzling his host’s lack 
of knowledge. A moment passed. ‘And you have gold? 
Gunter’s Nazi gold, his… reserve?’ 
 ‘Yep. Thousand bars, more paintings, Roman coins from 
the complex in Protovin, across the border in the Czech 
Republic.’ 
 ‘So, you have the coins?’ Shue said, nodding to himself. 
 ‘Me and the kid penetrated the complex, had a good look 
at the Buddha.’ 
 Shue’s eyes widened, visible even with the backlight. 
‘So, you are a very rich man. Which does not explain why 
you are here.’ 
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 ‘Simple really. I couldn’t take the treasure far, so I hid it 
just across the Austrian border and went back. I need to 
recover it, turn it into cash and fuck off. K2 will be looking 
for me.’ 
 ‘You take a big risk, coming here,’ Shue pointed out. ‘I 
may not believe you … and throw you out of a window.’ 
 ‘No you want. At the very least you’ll try and recover 
the treasure, steal it from me … and then throw me out the 
window.’ 
 Shue laughed, a horrible gurgling noise. 
 ‘You didn’t play the part of the green toad in Star Wars 
did you?’ 
 ‘What?’ Shue asked, not fully understanding. His man 
came back in, looking Johno up and down. At the desk he 
confirmed part of Johno’s story. Shue eased back and faced 
Johno. ‘We will need time to check these details.’ 
 ‘Yeah, no problem at all. Get me a room for a week or 
two, safe enough here. You check as much as you like, me 
old son.’ Shue was taken aback. Johno added, ‘Problem will 
be K2 finding the panels and gold before we get them.’ 
 ‘And what do you want for these …items.’ 
 ‘Thirty percent of what you get for them. Then, maybe, 
I’ll co-operate on the buried Nazi treasures in the Czech 
Republic.’ 
 ‘What treasures?’ Shue sceptically asked. 
 ‘I used to work for British Intelligence. K2 kidnapped 
the former Direct of MI6 from England, after she was 
kicked out by the British Government. She read the files 
from wartime SOE and OSS. She knew, and told me, where 
the real treasures are buried. Untouched by Gunter.’ 
 That seemed to please Shue, who now stood and 
waddled around, resting his knuckles on the desk as he 
progressed. ‘A fortuitous meeting,’ he suggested. Facing 
one of his men he said, ‘Give him a nice room, the best of 
everything.’ He turned to Johno. ‘A very nice jail for a few 
days, yes?’ 
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 ‘No problem, I’m not in any hurry.’ Johno stood.  
 ‘You will be searched, of course, and your possessions.’ 
 ‘Nothing to hide, you search away. But nothing rectal for 
the kid, OK?’ 
 Shue laughed, gesturing Johno towards the door with a 
fat paw of a hand, one set of knuckles still taking his weight 
on the table. Once Johno and Thomas had left, Shue 
examined the painting closely. 
 ‘You believe him, sir?’ an aid enquired. 
 ‘We will soon see.’ He straightened, hobbling around to 
his desk. ‘His treasure will come in useful. I can sell this 
painting for fifteen million dollars straight away.’ 
 ‘And we need the money,’ his aid suggested. 
 Shue nodded in agreement. ‘Take this painting to Turin, 
I will arrange the immediate sale. Then buy what we need to 
finish the bombs, as quick as you can. Order the parts to be 
ready now.’ 
 The aid directed a guard towards the painting, covering 
it again in its shroud. It was removed. 
 Shue ordered, ‘Check our guests and their belongings for 
bugs. Once we have his treasure, kill them both.’  
 The aid nodded and left. 
 
The room that Johno and Thomas were led to was both 
palatial in size and grand in décor; a giant four poster bed, 
on-suite bathroom, a set of large leather chairs and an 
adjoining door to another room just as big. 
 Johno took in the room, closely observed by two of 
Shue’s men. ‘So what time do we eat?’ 
 ‘We can have food brought to you here,’ a guard offered 
maintaining a hard stare as Thomas peered out of the 
window. 
 ‘Can’t stay in here for a week,’ Johno said with a shrug. 
‘Is there a nice restaurant?’ 

‘I will ask Herr Shue if you are allowed to use it,’ the 
same man flatly stated as he began searching Johno. The 
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second man searched Thomas, who pretended he was being 
tickled and putting the man off; the boy’s search was just a 
cursory check. 

Finally the man stepped back and half turned to his 
colleague. ‘He is clean.’ 
 ‘Some might argue that one,’ Johno muttered. Then 
louder, ‘What do I call you?’ 
 The man hesitated. ‘Od.’ 
 ‘What’s odd?’  
 ‘My name.’ 
 ‘Your name is odd?’ 
 ‘Yes.’ 
 Johno waited. ‘Well, odd or not, what’s your name?’ 
 ‘It is Od.’ 
 ‘Embarrassed, eh?’ 
 Od frowned. ‘No.’ 
 ‘Then what’s your name?’ 
 ‘My name is Od,’ Od angrily stated. 
 ‘I know it’s odd, but what are you called?’ 
 Od glanced at his colleague. ‘He is Wolf, I am Od.’ 
 ‘You certainly are,’ Johno said with a quizzical look. 
 Thomas wandered back in. ‘What’s odd?’ 
 ‘He’s odd,’ Johno indicated. 
 ‘What is odd about him?’ Thomas asked, looking the 
man up and down. 
 Od faced Thomas. In German he angrily stated his name, 
causing Thomas to laugh. Od turned on a heel and left. 
 ‘Strange man,’ Johno commented, making eye contact 
with Thomas. 
 ‘His name is Od.’ 
 ‘I know! But what is it?’ 
 Thomas laughed again. ‘His name is spelt ow-dee. Od!’ 
 ‘Ow-dee. Ah, I see. How odd.’ 
 They laughed as Thomas turned his Gameboy on and 
selected the desired game. ‘Thomas reporting. We are 
inside, nice room, they are checking our story. Thomas out.’ 
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He selected another game as a compressed and encrypted 
data-burst was released. With little else to do, they lay on 
their respective beds, shouting the odd comment back and 
forth. 
 Thirty minutes later their bags arrived, obviously 
searched and hastily re-packed. They unpacked, playing the 
role as if they may be resident for many days or weeks. 
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Where’s the games room? 
 

1 
 
After checking the windows, and the sheer drop, they both 
slouched in the room’s comfortable leather chairs. Soon 
bored with that they opened the door. 
 ‘Yes?’ Wolf curtly asked. 
 ‘Got anything we can do?’ Johno asked. ‘Any facilities 
here?’ 
 ‘There is a guest recreational area, swimming pool, 
sauna and massage.’ 
 ‘Great,’ Johno enthused. ‘Where is it?’ 
 ‘Wait here,’ Wolf ordered. He stepped across the 
wooden corridor floor and lifted a dated wall phone.  
 ‘They wish to use the recreational area, sir,’ he 
whispered. 
 ‘Good. Use the time to search their clothes thoroughly. 
Don’t make him suspicious, treat him well.’ 
 ‘Yes, sir.’ Wolf hung up and stepped back. ‘Follow me, 
please.’ 
 Johno noted the change in tone, hiding a smile as they 
followed Wolf down a flight of stairs and along an equally 
well decorated corridor, until Johno figured they were 
beyond his room and to the left of it. They entered a 
reception area, an attractive Chinese girl sat looking 
extremely bored. 
 ‘Guests,’ Wolf told her in English. 
 She seemed surprised, getting into character as Wolf 
stepped out. ‘What would you like, sir?’ she asked Johno in 
reasonable English. 
 ‘What’s on offer?’ he asked with a grin. 
 She smiled back. ‘We have a heated pool, sauna, Jacuzzi 
and steam room, ice dip and massage tables, sir.’ 
 ‘Fine. All of the above, in that order.’ 
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 She blinked, frowned, then grabbed fresh towels. ‘This 
way, please.’ 
 The lady led them down a few steps and to the left. 
‘Change in here please, there are swimming shorts in a 
cabinet. You will see the door for the pool. At the end of the 
pool is the Jacuzzi, you’ll see a door for steam room and 
sauna, sir. The last door on the left is for massage, sir.’ 
 With a wink for the girl he entered. 
 
Stood upright in the heavily chlorinated pool, after a few 
lengths, Johno whispered, ‘Right now they’re bugging our 
room.’ 
 Thomas nodded. ‘Let’s try the other stuff.’ 
 ‘Try all the doors,’ Johno whispered. ‘Say sorry if you 
see anyone inside.’ 
 Thomas tried the door to the left of the Jacuzzi, but 
found it locked. With Johno in the Jacuzzi he tried the 
sauna, having a good look around inside, then the steam 
room. The next door offered up a storage room of some sort 
with a cold draft from a vent, the next door along the 
poolside locked, the last one the massage room, the girl sat 
waiting. 
 ‘Sorry,’ he offered, jumping back into the blue pool and 
swimming the short distance to Johno. ‘Nothing,’ he 
whispered. 
  They tried the sauna for twenty minutes, Thomas getting 
bored. Then the steam room, again the lad getting bored 
with just sitting around, the two of them finally heading for 
the massage room. 
 ‘You’re too young,’ Johno said, pushing Thomas into 
the pool. He stepped into the massage room, noticed a latch 
and locked the door. ‘So, where do you want me?’ 
 The girl stared at Johno’s scars, her mouth hanging open. 
‘What you do?’ 
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 ‘I was a soldier, and not a very good one – kept getting 
shot,’ Johno explained, wrapping a towel around his 
shoulders for warmth. 
 Quietly shocked, she led him to another room; classical 
music playing, lights turned down low, the air fragrant. 
 Johno lay down on the towelled bed, his face in the hole 
provided. She towelled him dry before sprinkling oils onto 
his back and legs. ‘Don’t worry about hurting me,’ he said 
through the hole, looking down at the wooden floor and her 
red toenails. ‘I want a hard massage.’ 
 She began the massage. ‘You are guest here?’ 
 ‘Kind of, yeah. I brought some paintings for Herr Shue 
to buy.’ 
 ‘Oh,’ she muttered. 
 ‘You don’t sound sure.’ 
 ‘Oh, just … men say he very small money now.’ 
 Johno stared at the floor. ‘Really? So what does he spend 
his money on?’ 
 ‘He only spend money on equipment now.’ 
 ‘What equipment?’ 
 ‘I don’t know name, what it do. Very big money for 
Rover.’ 
 ‘Rover?’ 
 ‘Rover in water, it name.’ 
 ‘Underwater ROV,’ Johno muttered, staring hard at the 
floor. ‘Odd’ 
 ‘He here, too. He is nice man.’ 
 Johno smiled widely, that movement restricted by the 
sides of the whole pressing against his cheeks. ‘What’s the 
name of the big man?’ 
 ‘He name Dolf.’ 
 ‘Is he a nice man?’ 
 ‘No, he always loud to me.’ 
 ‘And what about Herr Shue? He a nice man?’ 
 ‘He no come here, he no like women,’ she giggled. ‘He 
no have pee-pee.’ 
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 ‘No pee-pee? Ouch!’ 
 ‘He like this in war.’ 
 ‘Ah, had his … pee-pee shot off in war. What’s your 
name?’ 
 ‘Li Xang.’ 
 ‘Well, Li, let me ask you a question. If you wanted to go 
home, would Herr Shue let you go home?’ 
 She did not answer, simply continued the massage. A 
minute later Wolf entered and sat in the corner, winked at by 
Johno. He had not noticed Johno’s scars as he had entered, 
but as Johno lifted up and stood some twenty minutes later 
Wolf stared, clearly surprised. Johno smirked at him then 
went back to the pool, Thomas nowhere to be found. 

 
* * * 

 
Thomas’s entry back into the corridor went unnoticed. As 
requested, he started trying doors – not realising that Johno 
had only intended that approach to be used in the pool area. 
Thomas was taking his instructions literally.  

Most doors would not open. One was a cupboard, but the 
fourth door on the left did open, revealing an unoccupied 
office. Glancing back along the corridor and checking the 
ceiling for cameras, like those everywhere in Zug, he 
entered, easing the door closed behind him. 
 The office desk had an old IBM computer that would not 
switch on and draws that were locked. The papers on the 
desk related to guests in the main, some art galleries and 
business deals the remainder. The cabinets were, again, 
locked, some books checked to see what they were; nuclear 
bomb assembly not amongst them. 
 The window opened with a gentle shoulder to it, a strong 
breeze cooling his wet hair as he looked down and then up. 
Closing it he tried a side room, finding numerous tall 
cabinets in a room a quarter of the size of the main office. 
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 The door handle to the office clicked. Thomas froze. 
Very delicately, he stepped between two cabinets, squeezing 
behind one. Someone stepped in, glancing around the 
cabinets briefly before closing the door. Thomas let out his 
breath as quietly as he could then eased out inch by inch, 
finally kneeling at the door and peeking through the 
keyhole. A cool draft irritated his eye. 
 ‘Nice man’ Od knelt, holding something, saying … 
saying his prayers. In Latin. Thomas looked away, the cool 
breeze making his eye water. 

Five minutes later the office door slammed. With his ear 
to the keyhole’s cool breeze Thomas listened. Nothing, but 
he gave it a full minute. Finally he turned the handle slowly, 
holding the door with his foot. Holding his breath he eased 
back his foot till he could get an eye in the crack. Nothing. 
He eased out. 
 With an ear against the main door he listened a further 
full minute. All quiet. At a determinedly slow and 
painstaking pace he turned the handle, again a foot at the 
base. With the handle fully turned he eased it open a crack, 
finding the corridor empty.  
 He quickly stepped out and along the corridor, leaving 
the office door ajar. The next door that he tried opened, 
straight into the staff canteen, a dozen faces focussing on 
him. ‘Hello,’ he politely called. ‘I was hungry. Can I take 
something to my room, please?’ 
 By co-incidence, Od served him; meat and potatoes. 
‘Here. Take this and go.’ 
  ‘Thank you,’ Thomas offered, taking the tray. He 
remembered the way back, passing numerous perplexed 
looking guards on the way to his room. Everything looked 
the same, but his Gameboy was not where he had left it. He 
smiled, plonked the tray down and tucked in. 

Johno arrived under escort twenty minutes later. ‘You 
had some grub?’ 
 ‘Yes, from the men’s canteen. It’s OK.’  
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When Wolf closed the door, Thomas crossed his lips 
with a finger. 
 Johno nodded his understanding. ‘Could have got some 
for me.’ 
 ‘You pushed me in the swimming pool, smelly arse.’ 
 Johno opened desk draws till he found a pad and pencil. 
He quickly scribbled a note for Thomas, asking if he found 
anything. Thomas wrote a reply, finishing with a smiley-
face: Went inta ofice. No thing aboat bumbs. Od was praying. 
 Johno tapped the last sentence, Thomas looking up with 
a quizzical frown. Johno clasped his flat hands together as if 
praying, then made the sign of the cross. 
 ‘Yes,’ Thomas confirmed. 
 Johno shook his fist and made the sign of the cross 
again. 
 ‘Ah!’ Thomas whispered. ‘He is …?’ 
 Johno nodded, a finger to his lips. A ten-minute earnest 
search by both of them revealed no hidden cameras in either 
room, but several well-placed bugs were left in-situ. 
 A knock at the door came a minute later and Wolf 
stepped straight in without waiting, placing down a tray of 
food for Johno. Figuring they wouldn’t poison him, not just 
yet anyway, he tucked in. When finished he kicked off his 
shoes and lay on the bed, lighting up. 
 With the layout of the castle in mind he checked his 
watch, considering scenarios. Two hours till 8pm and the 
first variable in play. The painting should be verified by 
then. Probably. Nope, he remembered, K2 would have to 
grab anyone leaving. Probably. Gold was not a problem, that 
proved itself. Shue calling people in Switzerland was 
covered, unless they had penetrated the management. 
 But Shue’s lack of knowledge remained a concern. Shue 
had accelerated the process of putting the bombs together 
when Gunter died and Beesely arrived in K2, but there was 
no evidence of any spies in K2, no up to date intelligence. 
And the masseur said he was short of cash? Taking any 
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aggressive move would be folly before the morning. He 
stubbed out the cigarette and closed his eyes, Thomas 
exploring every inch of their large rooms. 

 
2 

 
Johno woke to find Wolf and Dolf at the end of the bed, 
Thomas laughing. 
 ‘Was I snoring?’ Johno asked, easing up and yawning. 
 ‘I could hear you outside of the door,’ Wolf noted in his 
accented voice. ‘You will join Herr Shue for dinner at 8pm.’ 
 Johno checked his watch. ‘Best have a shower then.’ 
 He started to undress. ‘Unless you have strong stomachs 
I’d suggest you turn around, or I’ll put you off your food.’ 
 The guards headed towards the door, Dolf taking a look 
back over his shoulder. Johno slipped off his shirt a second 
after they had closed the door and stepped towards the 
shower, signalling Thomas to follow. With the shower 
running he whispered, ‘Find anything?’ 
 Thomas smirked and nodded. ‘I can get out,’ he 
whispered. 
 ‘Just you?’ Thomas nodded. ‘Small hole?’ Again the boy 
nodded. Johno turned the shower off. ‘Good. Now sod off 
while I have a shit.’ 
 ‘Err.’ Thomas ran out, slamming the door. 
 
Their dinner escort arrived at three minutes to eight, Johno 
stood ready in a clean shirt, jacket on. 
 Counting his paces, Johno followed Wolf and another 
escort along the corridor, taking the stairs at the end up one 
flight and back past Shue’s office, another two doors and 
then a larger room with a huge fireplace, a good log fire 
roaring.  

This new room housed an antique wooden table, seats 
for ten people with Shue sat at the head, his back to the open 
fire. The bare stone walls were reminiscent of parts of the 
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Schloss Dianne, these adorned with numerous paintings, 
swords, horns and coats of arms. Shue waved the two of 
them over, Dolf now sitting on his right, Od already sat with 
three other men. Wolf and the second escort sat themselves 
after the guests had settled. 
 ‘No napkins?’ Johno teased. 
 Shue chuckled, a nod at Wolf and some napkins 
produced, placed down in the middle of the table. The 
places had already been set, the centre of the table hosting 
numerous large white china bowls with lids, some with ladle 
handles protruding. Johno could feel the warmth of the fire 
on his left cheek, a cool breeze on his right. 
 ‘Excuse me, sir?’ Thomas asked Shue. ‘May I know 
what are we having?’ 
 ‘A polite boy,’ Shue commented, rasping. ‘Swiss by 
birth, adopted by you. A strange marriage.’ 
 ‘Oh, we’re not marred or anything,’ Johno idly noted, 
causing Thomas to laugh. 
 Shue glared at them for a second then chuckled. A 
steaming metal pot was brought in by an old woman, who 
was obviously strong enough to carry the heavy offering. 
She placed it down and removed the lid, withdrawing 
without any curious glances toward Johno or Thomas. She 
either did not notice, or did not care, Johno considered. Shue 
eased up as the guards waited, spooning out a small portion 
of the dish. Johno peered across, but could not identify it: 
brown broth with large lumps of what looked like beef. 
 As Shue sat he gestured towards the guests. ‘Guests 
first.’ 
 The ‘guests’ lifted up and walked around with their 
plates, both helping themselves to large portions. The guards 
took the lids off the china, revealing a variety of greens and 
some potatoes. They started to place food on their plates, 
each getting some of the boiling meat concoction in turn. 
For five minutes nothing was said as the guests munched 
noisily, being carefully observed. 
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 ‘Herr Johno,’ Shue began, his words even more distorted 
than previous due to the host talking with his mouth full. ‘I 
understand you are badly scarred.’ 
 ‘Inside and out,’ Johno quipped, continuing to eat. 
 ‘My men have … strong stomachs if you wish to show 
them.’ 
 Johno glanced at Shue, at his guards, finally giving a 
shrug. He stood, placed his jacket on the back of his chair 
and unbuttoned his shirt. He took it fully off, smirking at 
Dolf before doing a turn for them all. ‘Shot seven times, 
stabbed, burnt and beaten. The scars in my arse come from a 
grenade trap in a cave complex in the Czech Republic.’ 
 ‘We will save the men that sight,’ Shue suggested with a 
smile. 
 Johno put his shirt back on, buttoned up and sat, leaving 
his jacket off, rolling up his sleeves before returning to what 
remained of his meal and noting the changed expressions of 
the guards. 
 ‘So, Herr Johno,’ Shue began. ‘Tell us something of 
your exploits and your work.’ 
 ‘I started with the Parachute Regiment when I was 
seventeen, saw action in the Falklands War and Northern 
Ireland, then joined the SAS.’ 
 Some of the guards looked mildly surprised, carefully 
suppressing their feelings. 
 Johno continued, ‘I did nine years in the SAS, lot of 
travel, killed a lot of people. After that I worked freelance 
for British Intelligence, MI6, for … well, up till Beesely got 
to K2 really. Beesely used to run a private security company 
in the UK and we did jobs for the British Government.’ 
 ‘And you were shot … in Kosovo,’ Shue stated. 
 ‘Shot seven times and left for dead,’ Johno commented, 
finding it hard to maintain his smirk. 
 ‘And what will you do … with your money, in the 
future,’ Shue posed, still talking with his mouth full.  
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 ‘Get to Central America, Panama maybe, sit on beach.’ 
He shrugged, grabbing some bread. 
 Shue nodded to himself as he ate, studying his visitor. 
The door flung open and a guard ran in, straight to Shue and 
immediately whispering in his ear, finally standing behind 
his boss and staring at Johno. 
 ‘I cleaned the shower after I used it,’ Johno offered. 
‘Flushed the toilet with the big skid mark.’ 
 Shue glared. ‘All of the borders of Austria have been 
closed.’ His guards were clearly stunned, glancing at each 
other. Shue pointed Wolf towards the door, the man bolting 
out. ‘Is there something you are not telling us?’ Everyone 
focused on Johno. 
 ‘I stole a lot of treasure.’ Johno shrugged. ‘Interpol is in 
the pocket of K2, and they’ve figured I hid it in Austria. I 
told you that.’ 
 ‘You did,’ Shue agreed. 
 Wolf returned. Stood near the door he stated in German, 
‘No problems with the gate house or the local town, no 
police, nothing.’ He stepped back out. 
 Johno made eye contact with Shue. ‘If they knew I was 
here they would come here, not close the borders.’ He ate 
his bread, seemingly unconcerned. 
 ‘Where … did you hide the treasure?’ Shue delicately 
enquired. 
 Johno smiled. ‘Not sure really. An abandoned mine or 
cave of some sort, about twenty kilometres inside the 
border. I’ll recognise it when I’m closer.’ He shrugged 
again, trying some cheese. 
 ‘And when do you plan on … retrieving it?’ Shue asked. 
 ‘When the police have lost interest, of course - week or 
two. Like I said, I’m in no hurry. Can’t go for it now, police 
everywhere.’ 
 Shue studied Johno intently for many seconds. ‘You 
have the panels.’ It was a realisation, not a statement or 
question. 
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 ‘How much are they worth?’ Thomas asked Shue. 
 ‘To the right people, perhaps a fifty million Euros.’ 
 ‘Sweet,’ Johno said, an encouraging smile for Thomas. 
 ‘And the gold?’ Thomas asked. 
 ‘Who much did you take?’ Shue asked Thomas directly. 
 ‘Big lorry full. But now it’s all dirty’, the boy responded.
 ‘Dirty?’ Shue repeated. 
 ‘Johno lifted the back of the lorry and it fell into a cave, 
all mud and water,’ Thomas lied. ‘Will that make it worth 
not so much?’ 
 Shue laughed. ‘No, gold is not affected by … mud.’ 
 Several wine bottles were brought out, Shue confirming 
the selection, a crate of bottled German lager placed down. 
 

3 
 
The Italian Prime Minister, Bernado Totti, sat listening to 
two of his Ministers, a late meeting that had become ‘dinner 
in’ at his residence.  
 An aid stepped in, his features betraying his concern. 
‘Sir. The Swiss have started an … exercise of some 
description, they have closed their border with Austria, 
checking all lorries crossing the border.’ 
 Totti eased back, a questioning look for his security 
Minister, who’s mobile phone now rang.  

The man excused himself and stood away from the table. 
Returning he said, ‘The Slovenians and Hungarians have 
closed their border with Austria. An exercise, apparently.’ 

Everyone at the table now placed down their cutlery and 
glanced at each other. 

The aid’s mobile rang, a quick conversation. He turned 
back to the table. ‘Prime Minister, the Germans have closed 
their border with Austria, also the Czech Republic.’ 

Everyone stood, chairs moving backwards and scraping 
the floor. 
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‘This is unprecedented!’ Totti gasped. ‘Only a meeting 
of European Union Security Ministers could authorise such 
a move.’ 
 Another call was received by the Security Minister, 
everyone waiting expectantly. The man looked pale. ‘Swiss, 
Germans and Czech’s have soldiers on their borders, issued 
with live ammunition and with medics in attendance.’ 
 A chorus of hurried whispers shot around the room. 
 ‘Call their Ambassadors,’ Totti ordered. ‘All of them. 
Now.’ He stepped to the window and lifted his mobile. A 
few moments later he began, ‘Apologies, Your Eminence, 
but a … situation has arisen. All countries bordering Austria 
have closed their borders, police and soldiers now manning 
them. And, with you recent interest…’ 
 ‘Why would they do such a thing?’ a voice asked. 
 ‘We are investigating. But this is highly unusual, Your 
Eminence. In fact, unprecedented.’ 
 ‘It is also noteworthy in the fact that all borders are 
closed … except ours.’ 
 ‘K2 could not have orchestrated such a move,’ Totti 
insisted. 
 ‘Whatever they fear crossing their borders, is being 
shepherded towards our northern border.’ 
 ‘I will close the border immediately. Sorry to disturb 
you, but you did ask to kept informed.’ He hung up. 
 
Totti sat quietly concerned. The majority of his cabinet had 
arrived at his residence, now assembled around a large table 
as if a cabinet meeting was in progress. 
 ‘Sir,’ an aid called. ‘The majority of the Ambassadors 
were just as surprised as we were - they did not know.’ Totti 
eased upright, frowning in disbelief. The aid quickly added, 
‘Sir, the entire Swiss Army has been mobilised, and 
reserves. The Germans have sent many companies south and 
the Czechs have also mobilised several companies. But 
that’s not all, sir.’ 
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 Totti had been staring out of focus as he thought. Now 
he made eye contact with his aid. 
 The aid added, ‘All American Air Force bases here and 
in Germany are on full alert, their aircraft being made ready. 
Our people here say that live bombs are being made ready.’ 
 ‘Have we closed our border?’ Totti whispered, his voice 
failing him. 
 His aid nodded. ‘We have moved two companies to the 
border.’ 
 ‘Sir!’ a man called, approaching. ‘A senior American 
diplomat is here to explain the situation in Austria.’ 
 ‘Ah…’ Totti let out, brightening. ‘Show him in.’ 
 ‘Her … sir.’ 
 The smartly dressed diplomat walked in a minute later 
with a male assistant. She wore a blue suit with a large 
shimmering broach, her hair carefully styled, appearing to 
be in her mid forties.  
 She extended a hand. ‘Barbara Stanton.’ They shook. 
‘And this is Paul Rodick,’ she added. Her assistant bowed 
politely and they shook. Taking in the busy room Ms 
Stanton asked, ‘Is there somewhere we can talk? Just … 
us?’ 
 Totti stood momentarily surprised before leading the 
visitors to a side room, refreshments offered and, oddly, 
refused. ‘I hope you can explain this situation,’ Totti sighed. 
 Ms Stanton studied Totti for several seconds. ‘Some … 
suspect that interested … religious parties have been trying 
to … dare I say it, assassinate the owner of K2.’ 
 Totti’s eye widened. ‘Why not get straight to the point, 
Ms Stanton.’  
 ‘We Americans usually do.’ 
 Totti hesitated. ‘What do you know of this … 
aforementioned … hypothetical situation, and what is your 
interest?’ 
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 ‘Our interest is at the … highest level. The owner, 
rather… owners, of K2 … work in very close co-operation 
with the CIA.’ 
 ‘I must confess, that leaves me more confused, given 
recent … reported problems there – with CIA agents.’ 
 ‘Things are never … quite what they seem.’ 
 ‘So, what is happening in Austria this evening?’ 
 ‘K2 are staging a large-scale assault on the castle 
residence of Herr Johan Shue – the art collector.’ 
 ‘Ah, the fog is lifting a bit. But just a bit. May I enquire 
as to why you, and these other nations, are co-operating in 
this clandestine manner?’ 
 ‘In 1972 one of our nuclear bomber aircraft crashed off 
Sicily –’ 
 ‘I remember it well,’ Totti put in. ‘I was but a virgin 
politician.’ 
 ‘And how quickly you lost it,’ Ms Stanton said with a 
grin, Toti not amused. ‘The plane was recovered from the 
ocean’s depths, by Herr Shue.’ 
 Totti straightened in his chair. ‘He has the bombs?’ 
 ‘And has fully repaired them, ready for use.’ 
 ‘My God!’ Totti gasped. ‘And what … use might that 
be?’ 
 ‘We’re not sure, hence the assault on his residence,’ Ms 
Stanton stated. 
 ‘Why K2, and not Austrian authorities?’ Totti puzzled.  
 ‘First, the Austrian authorities may tip off Shue. 
Second… deniability –’ 
 ‘Should something go wrong,’ Totti finished off. 
‘Besides, K2 will help you keep it out of the papers!’ 
 ‘For the benefit of us all, Mister Prime Minister,’ Ms 
Stanton firmly pressed with a neutral smile. 
 Totti nodded his understanding, easing back. 
 ‘So you can see, Prime Minister, that we do not 
appreciate… outside interference.’ 



290 

 ‘Of course,’ he came quickly back with, a forced, 
diplomatic smile. 
 ‘So we would appreciate you making some calls, 
hypothetical calls, to any parties that may have issues … 
with K2. If not -’ She shrugged. ‘- we will become very 
upset with … these persons that have issues, with K2.’ 
 That sounded like a threat, and registered like a threat. 

‘Perhaps, if this had been known before …?’ Totti 
unhappily nudged. 
 Ms Stanton smiled. ‘Someone recently quoted me a 
phrase – Groups within groups, secrets inside secrets, lies on 
top of lies.’ 
 Totti smiled back. ‘Sounds like a politician!’ 
 ‘It’s a fine line, politics … and secret agencies.’ 

Totti lifted his eyebrows. ‘Especially in this country!’ 
 

4 
 
Johno had succeeded in convincing everyone at the table 
that he had drunk too much. Considering what he had drunk, 
even Thomas thought Johno genuinely incapacitated. Wolf 
and Od helped Johno back to his room, dumping him on the 
palatial bed. 
 Thomas checked the door then poked Johno. Johno 
opened and eye and held a finger to his lips. Sitting up he 
shook his head before tip-toeing to Thomas’s bathroom and 
splashing cold water on his face, Thomas turning the shower 
on. 
 Johno whispered, ‘I always knew … that learning to 
drink heavily … would come in useful some day!’ 

Thomas laughed quietly. 
 ‘Back in the Army … we learnt to drink hard, and now 
it’s paying dividends.’ He opened the small bathroom 
window and breathed fresh air. ‘OK, smart arse, report in, 
then we go hunting.’ 
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 Thomas grabbed the Gameboy and selected the correct 
game, renamed to ‘Kong has a big donger’. ‘Thomas 
reporting. Johno has had a skin-full, now we’re going to 
search the castle. All going to plan. Thomas out.’ 
 The encrypted burst transmission headed towards the 
appropriate satellite. 
 

* * * 
 
Several Ministers remained in the office as the message got 
relayed, the screen now showing thermal images of Shue’s 
castle. 
 ‘Skin full?’ Novak repeated. 
 ‘Some sort of code?’ Vargas asked. 
 Novak faced him, a disappointed look. ‘It is a British 
term. It means … to be drunk.’ 
 ‘He is drunk?’ Vargas queried. 
 ‘He is pretending to be drunk,’ Helen firmly intimated, 
relying on Vargas buying that line. 

 
* * * 

 
‘OK, smart arse, how we getting out?’ Johno whispered. 
 Thomas grinned. ‘Three ways out. One, out the window 
and down. It is the window for the cupboard below my 
window. It has a piece of metal sticking out, I saw it.’ 
 ‘OK, what else? I’m a bit drunk for any spider man shit.’ 
 Thomas tapped the bathroom floor with his foot, next to 
a drain. ‘Look.’ 
 Johno eased down and peered through the covering. 
Beneath it he cold see a drain at least twelve inches square, 
a strong smell of chlorine evident. ‘Goes to the pool.’ He 
clambered awkwardly back up, sighing loudly. ‘No way out 
from the pool!’ he whispered. 
 Thomas jumped up onto the large marble sink and 
reached up, tapping the ceiling; it was obviously hollow. 
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Holding his hands apart he indicated the size, wide enough 
for Johno, who now gave a thumbs-up, resting on the toilet. 
 Using his leg knife, which had still not been spotted, 
Thomas lifted a hand towel and stabbed upwards through 
the towel, plaster falling away immediately. Being as 
helpful as his stupor would allow, Johno threw large bath 
towels onto the floor beneath Thomas, masonry hitting the 
towels silently. 
 Ten minutes later Thomas signalled Johno, needing a lift 
up. Johno clambered onto the sink, interlacing his fingers 
and making a step for the boy. Thomas shot up and 
disappeared into the blackness. 
 His head popped out a second later. ‘It is big, but very 
dirty.’ A dead pigeon came down, landing in the sink. 
 ‘Wait,’ Johno told him. 
 Johno jumped down, rubbing his knee, and grabbed a 
small chair from Thomas’s room. Placing it on the large 
sink top he scrambled up, stood on it bent double, wobbled, 
then reached up into the hole. Seeing now where the 
wooden beams were he placed elbows on them and tried to 
squeeze through, a foot smashing the sink light. With the 
side of a shoe on the top of the sink mirror he eased upwards 
and through, his eyes adjusting to the dark. 
 ‘Hey?’ he called, pointing the opposite way to Thomas’s 
progress. ‘That way.’ 
 ‘It does not go far!’ Thomas whispered, returning, 
balancing his feet on the beams. 
 Johno surveyed the three-foot high crawl space, finding 
uneven rocks jutting out. Only then did he realise that the 
rooms had been carved out of rock and then plastered, a 
false ceiling to the rooms. 
 ‘OK,’ he whispered. ‘You go and look, make a small 
hole and peek down.’ 
 Thomas turned and headed off, making quick progress, 
nimble and adept at the animal-like crawl. Figuring he now 
reached beyond Johno’s room he made a small hole, a tiny 
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shaft of light penetrating the gloom. He eased down into the 
press-up position and put his eye to it. Another bedroom, 
just like the others. He pressed on. 
 The result of drinking a lot of German lager is a lot 
excess urine. Johno had to go. Crouching over the hole he 
aimed for the sink and emptied his bladder, finally zipping 
up. His aim was well off. 
 Thomas dug another small hole, twisting his knife: a 
storeroom of some sort, door on the right, leading into the 
corridor where Wolf stood guard. He pressed on, no longer 
visible by Johno. The end wall loomed, one more patch of 
ceiling to try. A small hole revealed a stairwell, a cool 
breeze blowing through the opening. He hurried back and 
beckoned Johno onwards. When back over the stairwell he 
started to widen the hole, lifting plaster carefully and 
placing it off to one side. 
 Crunch!  
 Thomas snapped around, Johno lifting his foot from the 
ceiling plaster of Thomas’s room. They both froze and 
listened. Nothing. Thomas returned to the hole as Johno 
pressed on. 
 Crunch! 
 Thomas snapped around again, shaking a fist at Johno as 
the grown-up pulled a foot out of his own room. With 
Thomas now observing, Johno progressed awkwardly 
forwards before putting his foot through the storeroom 
ceiling. Thomas cursed at length in German, whispering the 
insults. 
 Finally Johno reached him, resting on a beam and 
breathing heavily. 
 Still cursing, Thomas quickly opened up the hole. 
Gripping a beam above the hole, he climbed down, a drop of 
some three feet to the top of the steps, landing in a 
sprinkling of plaster and loosening more. Johno tried to ease 
down, his legs grabbed by Thomas, his elbows bringing 
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down a large piece of plaster – K2’s finest landing in a heap 
on their backsides and covered in white dust.  

The door to the corridor remained closed, carefully 
observed for several tense seconds, before they eased up and 
headed down the stairwell as fast as they could. Three floors 
down they reached the cobbled road and the cars, the main 
drawbridge door on the left. No one was about, the two of 
them waiting twenty seconds in the stairwell just in case and 
both of them starting to feel the chill. 
 They eased out, walking slowly alongside the cars to the 
far end. An open door across the cobbles led to a workshop 
of some kind, littered with equipment. 
 ‘Bomb equipment,’ Johno whispered. 
 Through the darkened room they stepped softly, the only 
illumination being the dim grey moonlight penetrating 
several small square windows. To the immediate right of the 
door a small archway led through to a long room with a low 
ceiling, numerous boxes lining the walls. 
 Johno turned a light on briefly, enough to see that the 
boxes had once carried explosives, all now empty. He 
knocked off the light and led Thomas to the end of the 
room, the chill growing. At the end of the room a weak light 
illustrated a spiral stairwell going down. 
 ‘It goes down to the caves?’ Thomas whispered, leaning 
in and peering down, his hands on his knees. 
 ‘Yep. All ten thousand fucking steps!’ 
 ‘We can use the lift.’ 
 ‘They’ll hear it,’ Johno insisted, now wishing he had not 
drunk so much. He sighed, ‘OK, here goes nothing.’ 
 They started down, holding dearly onto the cold metal 
hand railing. Fifteen minutes later and Johno’s forehead 
glistened, his sweat cooled by the breeze. They stopped and 
rested, breathing heavily. 
 ‘Didn’t we … do this before … somewhere?’ Johno 
asked, panting. 
 Thomas laughed. ‘We are experts.’ 
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 Johno took a big breath, wiped his face with a sleeve and 
plodded on, his knee aching. Twenty minutes later they hit 
bottom, finding a heavy door. It was locked. 
 ‘We must go back up?’ Thomas asked. 
 ‘Not in this lifetime,’ Johno said, sitting on a cold stone 
stair. ‘Use your knife on the hinge bolts.’ 
 Thomas examined the old hinges, the flattened pinheads 
easily accessible. Ten minutes of diligent work and they 
were off. Johno jabbed the knife into a crack on the right, 
twisted it – gaining some purchase - and pulled, the door 
opening against the lock. With a determined yank they 
broke the lock with a loud crack, resting the door against a 
whitewashed wall. 
 Stepping inside the tunnel the air felt immediately cold 
and damp, a familiar smell. Finding a light switch Thomas 
turned it on, making Johno jump before he realised. With 
Johno regaining his composure they walked briskly 
forwards. 
 ‘Will there be people here?’ Thomas asked. 
 ‘Dunno. But they probably won’t be down here now, 
it’ll be locked up for the night.’ 
 Fifty yards in and Johno stopped dead.  
 ‘What?’ Thomas whispered. 
 ‘Is this fucking tunnel big enough for nuclear bombs?’ 
 Thomas glanced over his shoulder. The corridor was 
wide enough, just, for the two of them side by side. ‘No.’ 
 ‘So this is an access tunnel, not the main one.’ They 
pressed on, reaching another door.  

Johno turned off the light and slowly turned the handle, 
finding it locked. Knocking the light back on he elbowed 
Thomas towards the hinges. ‘Open it, there’s a good lad.’ 
 With a sigh, Thomas got to work, Johno leant against a 
wall and lighting up. 
 The hinges took ten minutes, Johno tackling the 
stubborn top hinge. Grabbing the hinges he pulled the 
rightmost edge of the door backwards, then tried to ease it 
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around quietly, pulling the lock’s bolt out of its housing 
instead of snapping it. Placing it against the wall they found 
a large cave some ten metres high, a peal-string of lights 
poorly illuminating it as it ran left to right. 
 ‘Wait,’ Johno whispered. ‘I’ve got to go.’ He stepped 
back a few paces and dropped his trousers, crouching down. 
 Thomas dropped to his knees and peeked out, checking 
left and right. No one was visible, but the sound of 
equipment could he detected on the breeze. He ducked back 
inside. ‘Mein Gott! What is that smell!’ 
 Johno zipped up, pushing the boy into the tunnel. 
‘Remind me to change my pants.’ 
 ‘Err.’ They stepped into the middle of the large tunnel.  
 ‘Which way,’ they said at the same time. 
 Johno explained, ‘The stairs … were on the left of the 
castle, the north. We went down, I think we then turned … 
west. So this runs north to south, north on the right. If I 
remember the picture of the mountain, the big bit is on the 
right. No, left.’ 
 They turned right, negotiating the uneven stone floor, 
tripping several times. Fifty yards in a side tunnel appeared 
through the dark only after they passed it beyond it. Both 
could feel the stiff breeze. 
 Johno whispered, ‘That leads to the river, I reckon.’ 
 They followed the smaller tunnel, stepping carefully in 
the dim light offered by roof-mounted bulbs. Soon, grey 
moonlight could be seen. Beyond where they now stood the 
tunnel was cut by a heavy metal grill, its bars two inches 
thick. The grill housed a small door, welded into place, no 
way past – but tested with a good kick. 
 Peering through the grill Johno could see the river in the 
distance, figuring they were at least a fifty feet above it. 
They doubled back. At the t-junction with the large tunnel 
they stopped, an ear to the breeze. 
 ‘Sounds like equipment,’ Johno suggested. 



297 

 ‘From that way,’ Thomas suggested, indicating the left. 
They turned right. 
  

* * * 
 
‘Johno and Thomas in the caves, Ma’am,’ burst from the 
phone. 
 Helen checked her watch, Claus looking across. 1am. 
 The operator added, ‘Man and boy seen from across the 
river on thermal cameras, cave exit North-West Alpha.’ 
 Claus stepped around and glanced at the map, Helen 
placing a finger on the indicated cave. 
 ‘They are progressing well,’ Claus offered. 
 Helen made no comment, idly tapping her pen. 

 
* * * 

 
Advancing slowly, K2’s intrepid explorers listened intently 
as they progressed, the tunnel sides dark enough for 
someone to have been stood there without being noticed. 
The tunnel curved to the left, seemingly following the 
contours of the mountain. A large yellow plastic box offered 
torches, gas masks, light sticks and first aid packs. Delighted 
with the find, Johno stuffed his pockets before they set-off 
again. 
 The sound of machinery reduced to almost nothing as 
they progressed, confirming now that they were moving 
away from whatever was generating the sounds. Another 
small tunnel on the right got diligently checked, again a 
heavy metal grill blocking any exit towards the river. 

 
5 

 
Wolf stepped into Johno’s bedroom, immediately noticing 
the empty bed, the room dimly lit by the light coming from 
a crack in Thomas’s room door. Turning on the lights Wolf 
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noticed the plaster on the floor. Snapping his head up he 
could see the small hole made by Johno’s foot. 
 With his pistol out he burst into Thomas’s room, noting 
the exact same style of hole in the ceiling and puzzling it, 
before stepping cautiously into the bathroom, weapon prone. 
He found towels everywhere covered in plaster, a large hole 
in the ceiling, a strong smell of urine, the dead pigeon, 
broken glass and steam from the shower. He turned the 
shower off. 
 Running out to the corridor he shouted ‘ALARM!’ 
before checking the next bedroom, finding plaster on the 
floor and a similar small hole. He took a moment and stared 
at it, a heavy frown forming. In the locked storeroom he 
found the very same hole, plaster on the floor. ‘Was is los?’  
 Guards appeared, Wolf directing them to the stairwell. 
Crunching through plaster and cursing they raced down. 
 

* * * 
 
‘Vot is it?’ Thomas called. 
 Johno stopped and backed up, shinning his torch towards 
where Thomas was pointing. On the wall hung a detailed 
diagram of the cave, illuminated with a flickering 
fluorescent light that had seen better days. 
 They could see the stairwell from the castle and the long 
narrow tunnel clearly illustrated, the lift and another tunnel, 
wider but shorter, the large tunnel they were in curving 
around in a half circle then the small exists to the cliff face 
near the river. Holding a finger on the dusty metal plate, 
Johno could see that the cave they were in stopped not far 
ahead. According to the diagram it dropped down some fifty 
metres and then ran forwards, opening into a large cavern – 
painted blue – then continued on the far side of the cavern, 
rising straight up and then doubling back to a dead end and a 
large chamber. 
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 ‘That’s water,’ Johno whispered, a finger on the blue. 
‘The massage girl told me he has underwater equipment.’ 
 ‘What for?’ 
 ‘I’ve … no idea. C’mon, dead end this way, unless we 
want to swim.’ 
 Turning back they progressed in the direction the cold 
breeze now led them. 
 ‘We need an English Army cuppa,’ Thomas suggested, 
both now chuckling quietly. 
 Back at the small tunnel leading off to the stairs they 
paused and checked it, before continuing along the larger 
tunnel, the opposite direction to their initial trek. 

 
* * * 

 
Wolf and Od panted heavily as they negotiated the steps 
down, the other guards in the lift. Reaching the first door 
they stopped and drew weapons, both panting and sweating. 
They bent double, catching their breath and observing the 
detached door and how it had been opened. 
 When recovered they advanced along the tunnel, 
weapons ready, their footfalls echoing. Nearing the next 
door their nostrils registered their complaint. 
 ‘My God! What is that smell?’ Wolf whispered. 
 Then they noted what Johno had left behind, stepping 
around it and holding their breath, puzzling just why it had 
been left. In the large tunnel they decided to check the dead 
end first, it would be quick. 
 

* * * 
 
K2’s finest inched cautiously along, the sounds of 
machinery growing. The lights in the ceiling increased in 
brightness, the tunnel floor now seemingly well used. 
Rounding a corner, and noticing a yellow railing above a 
brightly illuminated shaft, they approached stealthily along 
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the wall. Crawling on their stomachs the last five yards they 
peeked over the rim and looked down. 
 The opening stretched at least fifty yards across and was 
just as deep, well lit with powerful floodlights rigged up 
around the rim. Five men worked on machinery, burning 
torches releasing bright blue sparks that left the impressions 
of x-rayed equipment on the shaft’s walls. Off to the right 
two small tunnels opened up, people walking back and 
forth. On the far side a yellow lift enclosure ran up the wall 
to this level, large cranes next to it, their cables extending 
down to the shaft’s floor. 
 ‘Vot are they doing?’ Thomas whispered. 
 ‘Good … question. They’re making frames for 
something.’ 
 ‘Correct,’ came a voice. 
 A pistol cocked behind them. Slowly, they both looked 
over their shoulders. 

‘This is not the games room … is it?’ Johno asked. 
 

6 
 
The journey back up, via the lift, was both quicker and 
easier than the steps. Wolf and Od stood covered in sweat, 
pistols levelled at their visitors, saying nothing as Johno 
absently whistled the tune ‘Girl from Ipanema’, the rickety 
old lift clanking loudly as it laboured slowly upwards. 
 The lift doors opened to six men, not looking happy at 
having their sleep disturbed. They marched the visitors the 
short distance to a storeroom and locked them in, having 
first frisked Johno and removed the first aid packs. And his 
lighters. 
 
Shue surveyed the state of Thomas’s bathroom; the hole, the 
stained mirror, the dead pigeon and the wall. ‘Hold them in 
the storeroom till morning, the cold will open their mouths.’  
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He stepped out. ‘I am off to bed, do not disturb me,’ he 
growled. 
 
Johno moved boxes, making seats for them both. They sat in 
silence for five minutes, then Thomas – irritated at the 
breeze - found paper and a roll of selotape and so taped up 
the window and door. 
 ‘Good lad,’ Johno offered, still feeling the effects of the 
alcohol, his head heavy and his eyes closing. 
 Thomas found several large plastic bags and punched 
holes in them, making improvised overcoats. He put one on 
himself, another over Johno.  

His knife again went undetected, but the door’s hinges 
were not visible. Ten minutes of earnest tapping of the walls 
revealed only solid stone, his mentor and guardian already 
snoring happily. Thomas sighed, placed on a second plastic 
bag, made a hat from an old box-file and tried to get some 
sleep. They had taken his Gameboy, so he could not get a 
message out asking for a rescue. 
 
Helen reclined the seat, folding her arms and closing her 
eyes, Claus sat watching the screens with their volumes 
turned off. 
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Check-out before twelve noon! 
 

1 
 
Dolf woke Shue as early as he dared, 8am. After five 
minutes of barking, coughing, spitting, cursing no one in 
particular and then everyone in general, Shue was awake 
and dressed. 
 ‘What news?’ he barked. 
 ‘All the borders to Austria have been sealed, sir. But not 
by the Austria authorities, sir, by every other country we 
border.’ 
 ‘I know this!’ Shue spat out. 
 ‘They also have soldiers on the borders, sir.’ 
 Shue stopped dead, thinking hard. ‘Soldiers?’ he 
muttered. ‘Any intruders near the mountain?’ 
 ‘None, sir. The gatehouse reports all quiet, same in the 
town. But there is one problem.’ 
 ‘What?’  
 Dolf hesitated. ‘The painting we sent to Turin never 
arrived. There has been no contact.’ 
 Shue spun around. ‘Marco would not dare steal from 
me!’ Shue roared, but seemed not one hundred percent sure 
of that idea. ‘Who went with him?’ 
 ‘Steffan and Willie.’ 
 ‘They are good men, they would not betray me,’ he 
insisted. ‘They must have been stopped by those damn 
roadblocks. This idiot and his treasure has brought this upon 
us.’ 
 ‘Yes, sir.’ 
 ‘Bring them to the hall.’ 
 Dolf stepped out. 
  
Thomas eased into a seat, looking tired and pale, as Johno 
was roughly thrown into a chair. Six men stood with pistols 
as Dolf entered with Shue. Shue eased himself down, calmly 
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pouring himself a coffee and sipping it for several seconds 
as he observed Johno. 
 ‘Sleep well?’ Johno sarcastically enquired. 
 ‘Your treasure theft has closed the borders. Now some of 
my men have been stopped and captured.’ 
 ‘Told you I had the treasure,’ Johno croaked. ‘Interpol’s 
looking for it.’ He coughed. 
 Shue studied Johno carefully, considering if he should 
reveal the detail of the soldiers on the border. ‘What were 
you doing in the caves?’ 
 ‘Looking for a way out.’ 
 ‘Why? I thought you were in no hurry?’ Shue tested. 
 Johno forced a menacing smile. ‘That was before I 
noticed a Vatican spy working here.’ 
 Shue jumped up, the guards stepping back and 
stiffening, glancing at each other. Breathing heavily and 
rasping, resting his weight on his knuckles, Shue demanded, 
‘What do you know of Vatican spies?’ 
 ‘K2 found - and killed – many of them a few weeks 
back. When we searched the home of one I found a file on 
you, that’s why I came here to sell you the treasure – I knew 
you were dealing in stolen Nazi artworks, it was in the file.’ 
 Shue and Dolf made eye contact, both clearly concerned. 
‘What does the Vatican know about me?’ 
 ‘Everything,’ Johno carefully mouthed. ‘Now, how 
about a nice warm coffee for your guest?’ 
 Shue waved a fat hand at a guard, the man pouring 
coffee for Johno and Thomas. Johno offered Thomas a 
disapproving look for sipping the coffee, but did not shout 
as the lad glanced timidly up. 
 Finishing the coffee quickly Johno eased back. ‘So, what 
you going to pay me for revealing this spy?’ 
 ‘I might let you live,’ Shue offered. ‘You, and the boy.’ 
 Johno stood and stretched, the nearest guard stepping 
back. 
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 ‘Who is the spy?’ Shue demanded, slamming a fat paw 
of a hand onto the wooden table. 
 Johno looked the first man up and down, stepping slowly 
to the next. He smiled at Wolf, who seemed to object 
strongly to that friendly gesture, before facing Dolf. ‘It’s not 
Dolf,’ he whispered, Shue glancing at his right hand man. 
 Johno stopped at the next man. ‘What’s your name?’  
 The guard glanced at Shue before answering. ‘Rolf.’ 
 ‘Rolf, Dolf and Wolf,’ Johno listed with an amused grin. 
He stepped closer to Od. ‘And what’s your name?’ 
 ‘I told you my name, idiot.’ 
 ‘I know, I just like to annoy you.’ He stepped past, his 
left hand grabbing Od’s pistol a second later, right hand 
punching to the chin. Od fell back and hit the wall, Johno 
turning the pistol and shooting him in the lower stomach a 
second later. 
 The guards ran around, weapons trained on John, but 
mindful of what may have just happened and the hint of a 
spy in their midst. 
 Shue stepped closer. ‘He … was the spy? I don’t believe 
it!’ 
 Od’s Latin prayers got everyone’s attention. 
 Johno handed the pistol to Shue, brushing past and 
helping himself to another coffee. ‘Any chance of some 
breakfast, lard arse?’ 
 Shue emptied the magazine into Od, roaring with anger. 
He threw the empty pistol at Od’s lifeless body and stormed 
out, leaving Johno sat with a coffee and Thomas sat staring 
wide-eyed at Od’s body. 
 ‘So, was that a yes to breakfast?’ Johno loudly called 
after Shue. 
 An hour later breakfast was brought in, Thomas and 
Johno tucking in ravenously, fortunately without Od’s body 
in attendance. 
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Thirty minutes later Johno felt better, lighting up, sat now in 
Shue’s chair. He checked his watch: 9.45am. Thomas 
copied the movement. 
 Wolf commented, ‘You two check your watches often.’ 
 ‘Lot going on today, don’t want to miss anything,’ Johno 
said with a smile. 
 ‘What is … going on today?’ 
 ‘We might go for a drive in the country and fetch my 
treasure. Or we may sit here and play chicken.’ 
 ‘Play … chicken?’ 
 ‘This game would be no fun if I just told you the 
answers, now would it?’ 
 ‘Idiot!’ Wolf cursed, stepping to a window and peering 
out. 
 Shue reappeared with Dolf, looking a little calmer. Od’s 
body had been removed earlier, the blood cleaned away by 
the old woman, who seemed just as disinterested at 
everything going on. Shue walked around to his chair, 
waiting for Johno to vacate it. He sat as Johno returned to 
Thomas, fresh coffee being brought in. Shue said nothing 
for a full minute. Finally, he calmly said, ‘Tell me of the 
Vatican interest in K2.’ 
 Johno took a drag. ‘They were looking for something, 
something buried in the caves at Schloss Diane.’ 
 ‘And what … caves … are these?’ 

‘Dunno really. There’s the start of several caves, all 
collapsed. Only one to be opened up had Gunter’s reserve 
gold, as you put it. And that took months. Seems like 
someone collapsed the caves years ago.’ 
 Shue stared back, nodding. ‘And what did the captured 
men reveal after the chair?’ 
 ‘None talked, they all sat happily chanting stuff in Latin 
apparently,’ Johno lied. ‘All K2 got was that file on you. 
Seems the Nazis sacked some churches in France and the 
like during the war, Vatican figured you and Gunter might 
have it. Guess they want it back.’ 
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 ‘Any … particular items they wanted?’ 
 ‘The spearhead for one,’ Johno lied. ‘Anyway, I thought 
the real spearhead was here, in Vienna?’ 
 Shue shrugged. ‘They cannot determine its validity,’ he 
calmly replied. 
 ‘Will we go for the gold today?’ Thomas asked, trying to 
help Johno. 
 ‘No,’ Johno replied. ‘Police all over the countryside.’ 
 ‘It may still be possible to recover it,’ Shue suggested, a 
growing warmth in his tone. ‘Or part of it. Is it … all in one 
place?’ 
 ‘The gold is, the Panels are in Germany,’ Johno lied. 
‘Anyway, Vatican now knows I’m here, Od would have told 
them last night.’ 
 ‘There are no mobile phones here,’ Shue assured Johno. 
‘No radios … and no way of contacting anyone other than 
the regular phone, which is monitored.’ 
 ‘He must have had some way of contacting them?’ 
Johno idly commented. 
 ‘Perhaps when he went into the town, which he did not 
do yesterday,’ Shue softly illustrated. ‘Our people in the 
local towns and villages would contact us if there were 
strangers or police.’ 
 Johno took a drag. ‘That’s good. So, if you don’t mind 
me asking, what you doing in the caves below?’ 
 Shue lost his composure for just a second before 
recovering. ‘Nazi treasure, hidden here during the war. 
Gold, coins, jewels. I’ve been searching the caves for thirty 
years. And, before you came here, I was hoping that the 
spearhead and the Amber Panels may be hidden here.’ 
 ‘Did Gunter know?’ Johno risked. 
 ‘Yes, we were friends a long time.’ 
 ‘Why did you fall out?’ 
 ‘Who said we … fell out?’ Shue teased. 
 ‘It was in your Vatican file. Ten years ago, wasn’t it?’ 
 ‘This file would be interesting reading,’ Shue suggested. 



307 

 ‘So, why did you fall out?’ Johno pressed. 
 ‘I continue to believe the treasure is here, he believed it 
was … elsewhere. So I spend my money here, he spent his 
doing other things.’ 
 ‘Seems fair enough. People fall out for less. So, how 
long would it take you to off-load my gold?’ 
 ‘Gold? Perhaps a week. It would be melted, of course.’ 
 ‘And the panels?’ Johno asked. 
 ‘Finding a buyer who will take the risk is the problem.’ 
 ‘Like I said, I’m in no hurry. You have the one piece, so 
you can use that to get people interested whilst I’m in the 
Bahamas.’ 
 ‘I though it was Panama?’ Shue tested. 
 ‘Planning on travelling and enjoying life. Me and the 
kid.’ 
 Shue studied Thomas from under his eyebrows for 
several seconds. Facing Johno again Shue said, ‘If you are 
prepared to trust us we could go for some of the gold today. 
I can assure you that my people can move it without getting 
caught.’ 
 ‘OK, after lunch.’ 
 ‘What’s for lunch?’ Thomas asked. 
 Johno thumbed at Thomas. ‘Give him his game back, 
keep him quiet, eh?’ 
 Shue nodded to Wolf, who retrieved it. Thomas turned it 
on and started a fresh game, closely observed by Wolf for 
many seconds. 
 Johno checked his watch. 10am. ‘I’m going to sleep for 
an hour, your storeroom was uncomfortable.’ 
 ‘Of course. And apologies for your treatment. We 
were… naturally concerned.’ 
 Johno stood, a false smile firmly in place. ‘Of course.’ 
He roughly dragged up Thomas. ‘C’mon.’ 
 Wolf escorted them back and followed them into 
Johno’s room. ‘Tell me, why the holes?’ 
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 Johno lifted his gaze to the hole in the ceiling. ‘When we 
tried to escape I was drunk. Kept putting my foot through.’ 
 Thomas roared with laughter. 
 Wolf shook his head. ‘You are a very poor secret agent!’ 
 The door slammed as Johno lay on the bed. ‘Gimme the 
game?’ Thomas crawled over the large bed and lay next to 
him. ‘Set your watch for 11am.’ Johno selected ‘Kong has a 
huge donger’ and started it. ‘Spending the night in the 
storeroom was cold for us, after being captured in the caves. 
Wonder what was going on down there? They had the small 
caves exiting to the river all sealed up with metal grills, two 
inches of thick metal. And that shaft down with all the work 
going on. Looks like they were searching for something, 
don’t suppose they go out much, or want to. 
 ‘Finding a traitor amongst his guards was a shock for 
Mister Shue, especially seeing as who sent him. Still, he’s 
calm enough now, no contact out from the traitor. We’ll 
sleep till 11am, then lunch ready for 11.30, desert at noon I 
reckon. All seems nice enough. Strange though, Shue not 
knowing much about K2. And he sounds a bit … short of 
cash.’ 
 ‘Let’s get some sleep before lunch,’ Thomas said 
directly at the Gameboy.  
 Johno ended the game, Kong giving a single finger 
gesture as the burst transmission transmitted. Finally, a 
‘thumbs up’ from Kong and a little dance. 
 

* * * 
 
Helen’s office buzzed with warm bodies, the screens being 
closely observed. 
 ‘Ma’am!’ burst from the phone, rather less controlled 
than normal. ‘Message from Johno, lengthy message being 
transcribed now.’ 
 Everyone’s attention turned to Helen; the Ministers, the 
mangers, even the Delta Force Colonel. A minute later a 
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manager brought in several sheets and handed them to Otto, 
Claus and Helen, the detail rapidly read and digested. 
 ‘Everything is on target and progressing,’ Helen 
formally stated. She tapped the phone. ‘Confirm to all 
stations - time line has been confirmed. I repeat, time line 
has been confirmed.’ She pointed at the Colonel, the man 
stepping out. 
 ‘Interesting,’ Otto stated to no one in particular. 
 ‘What is?’ Minister Lepper enquired. 
 Otto explained, ‘Herr Shue is short of money, so 
financial gain may be an issue.’ 
 ‘He is supposed to be very rich,’ Lepper countered. 
 ‘Apparently not,’ Otto pressed. ‘Perhaps he has used his 
money to repair the bombs. Also, sending the painting to 
Turin was a quick sale for cash. A desperate act!’ 
 ‘Then he will sell the bombs!’ Lepper stated. 
 ‘He will do no such thing,’ Helen insisted. ‘He has two 
hours left to live.’ 
 She faced Otto, a signal towards the door. They stepped 
out. ‘The lack of knowledge of K2,’ she whispered, ‘and the 
traitor, confirms the real problem here. Shue hasn’t been 
interested in us – at all!’ 
 Otto clasped his hands behind his back, straightened and 
sighed. ‘And a difficult group to deal with. We dare not 
attack, or even threaten them.’ 
 When Otto’s phone chirped he stepped away and 
answered. ‘When? OK.’ He returned, an enigmatic wink for 
Helen as they stepped back in. 

 
2 

 
Thomas punched John on the arm. ‘Stop snoring - it is 
time!’ 
 Johno yawned, let his legs drop off the bed and lit up. 
‘Fuck.’ 
 ‘C’mon. 11am, time for … food.’ 
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 Johno stood, scratching the side of his head. ‘Need a pee. 
I’ll use my bathroom, yours is a mess.’ 
 
Five minutes later they returned to the hall under escort, 
Shue not expecting them. 
 ‘What’s the time on your watch, Mister Shue?’ 
 Shue did not understand, asking Wolf what the time was. 
 ‘It is 11.06,’ Wolf stated, a hard stare for Johno. 
 ‘Be a love and bring all you guards in here, Mister Shue, 
I have something to say.’ 
 Shue slowly eased up his bulk. ‘You have something … 
to say?’ 
 ‘Yeah.’ Johno grabbed a coffee. Without looking up he 
added, ‘And it’s very important. More important than 
revealing your traitor.’  
 Thinking it another traitor, Shue sent for his men, 
observing Johno sipping his coffee. 
 When the guards were assembled Johno said, ‘Contact 
your gatehouse, see if anyone’s still alive down there.’ The 
guards stiffened. 
 ‘Still alive?’ Shue repeated.  
 Wolf stepped out, leaving everyone fixed on Johno. He 
burst back in a minute later. ‘The phone was answered by a 
stranger, a K2 agent.’ The guards glanced at each other. 
 ‘What is going on?’ Shue loudly demanded. 
 Johno offered him a cold stare. ‘Your gatehouse has 
been taken. There’re now two hundred K2 agents 
surrounding this mountain, and all cave exits. All borders to 
Austria have been sealed, the Armies of Switzerland, 
Germany, the Czech Republic and others have been 
mobilised. You guys should watch the tele’ more often.’ 
 Shue waved a hand at Wolf, who ran back out, the 
guards, as well as Shue, now looking stunned. Johno waited, 
the deathly silence punctuated by Thomas playing on his 
Gameboy, head down and seemingly oblivious to what was 
going on.  
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 Wolf reappeared. ‘All over the news, thousands of 
soldiers all over Europe, tanks on the borders.’ 
 ‘Tanks!’ Shue gasped, Johno checking his watch. Shue 
faced him. ‘Who are you working for? What is happening?’ 
 ‘I’m the boss of K2,’ Johno stated with cold menace. ‘I 
took over when my father, Sir Morris Beesely, had a heart 
attack a few days ago. As to what’s going on, that comes in 
two parts. First, K2 was taken over by Beesely – and not 
legally. K2 is now a front for the CIA and MI6. Second, 
they know about the nuclear bombs.’ 
 The guards started talking amongst themselves as Shue 
slumped. 
 ‘Ten minutes,’ Thomas stated. 
 Shue glanced at the lad, then back to Johno. ‘What will 
they do?’ he asked in a whisper. 
 ‘That depends entirely upon you,’ Johno stated. 
 ‘On me?’ Shue asked, the guards now very interested in 
the next words from Johno’s mouth. 
 ‘Yeah, on you. As far as I see it you have several 
options. Prison for life, a bullet in the head, or the chair.’ 
 ‘You are not the boss of K2,’ Wolf challenged. ‘You 
would not risk yourself here.’ 
 Johno offered him a menacing smile. 
 ‘Five minutes,’ Thomas loudly stated, everyone focusing 
on him. 
 ‘Can someone be a love and open a window?’ Johno 
asked. 
 The nearest man peered out the window before opening 
it, a cold draft now circulating around the room. 
 ‘How’s the weather today?’ Johno asked, his attention 
held on Shue. 
 Thomas looked up. ‘Some clouds, but OK.’ 
 ‘You are mad,’ Wolf suggested with venom. 
 ‘You may be right.’ Johno eased forwards, resting his 
elbows on the table. ‘It’s been said before.’ A distant rumble 
could be heard. ‘But for the moment, this madman says this 
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to you.’ With power in his voice Johno loudly stated, ‘Feel 
me roar!’ 
 ‘Helicopters!’ the man at the window shouted. ‘Attack 
helicopters! American Army!’ 
 As Shue observed, the cup in front of him started to 
vibrate and move sideways, his men rushing to the window. 
Shue and Johno held their stares as the room resonated with 
the thunderous noise created by two-dozen Apaches passing 
closely by. Shue broke first, glancing at the window. 
 ‘They will attack?’ Wolf asked Johno directly. 
 ‘Depends,’ Johno answered. Then louder, ‘Someone 
close that bloody window, eh, it’s cold in here.’ 
 The Apaches passed, disappearing over the next 
mountain, the window now closed. 
 ‘Depends on what?’ Wolf asked, now ignoring Shue’s 
authority. 
 ‘On whether or not I send them the correct signal.’ 
 Rolf put a gun to Thomas’s head, Thomas continuing 
with his game. ‘Send the signal.’ 
 ‘Not that easy. And they need to see and hear me and the 
boy across the bridge out front.’ Johno poured himself 
another coffee. 
 ‘You will be killed as well!’ Wolf pointed out. 
 ‘Life’s a risk,’ Johno stated. ‘And I’m a gambler. Put 
your weapons down, or any chance you have goes out the 
window.’ 
 Several guards did so straightaway. 
 ‘What are you doing?’ Shue complained. 
 ‘What use are they against those helicopters?’ Rolf 
barked directly at Shue. 
 Johno took in all the faces before tapping the table with 
his coffee mug. ‘OK, I’m going to ask a question. I 
strongly… suggest you answer it. What were you planning 
on doing with the nukes?’ 
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 ‘Tell him!’ Rolf implored, seconded by others. Only 
Dolf stood firm at Shue’s shoulder, but even he did not seem 
a hundred percent sure of himself. 
 ‘Maybe you are a gambler,’ Shue commented. ‘Get the 
cave plan.’ 
 Rolf retrieved the map and laid it out on the table in 
front of Johno. Under the blue cavern Johno could see 
another tunnel, connecting to the large shaft; it had not been 
illustrated on the metal diagram in the caves. 
 Shue began, waving a fat paw, ‘We had no intention of 
using the bombs for any … terrorist action. They were 
never to leave here.’ 
 Johno’s brow knitted. ‘Then what?’ 
 ‘They are in the lower tunnel, under the lake. It is simple 
really, maybe desperate, but simple. When they explode 
they make a large hole, which collapses and drains out the 
lake. That gives us access to the original cave, across the 
lake three hundred metres then up to the chambers.’ 
 ‘And what’s in the chambers?’ Johno knowingly asked. 
 ‘The Templar Treasure!’ Rolf shouted. 
 Johno stood and walked to the window, breathing hard. 
He kicked a chair over. ‘Fucking Vatican!’ He turned. 
‘That’s what the Vatican didn’t want me to get hold of!’ The 
men looked confused, Johno adding, ‘One of the reasons we 
came here is because we thought you were trying to kill me. 
We suspected the Vatican, but we weren’t sure. They didn’t 
want me to come here because they knew K2 would kill you 
and explore the caves –’ 
 ‘Getting the treasure which they covert so much,’ Shue 
pointed out with a contented chuckle. 
 ‘It wasn’t K2 who shot up my car on the way here,’ 
Johno added. ‘And there were two determined attempts to 
stop me.’ 
 Thomas stood. ‘You should probably stop the air 
strikes.’ 
 ‘Air strikes!’ several people repeated. 
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 Johno sighed and stepped back to the table. ‘The 
American Air Force in Germany is getting ready to bomb.’ 
 ‘We’ll split the treasure with you,’ Rolf suggested, 
angering Shue. 
 Johno stepped again to the window.  
 ‘Ten minutes,’ Thomas informed him. 
 Johno stared down at the beautiful view, the river in the 
distance. He stared for ten seconds before turning. ‘I don’t 
make deals. I’ll tell you what’ll happen, you do as I say. If 
not you get the chair.’ He waited, the men glancing at each 
other. 
 ‘What is the alternative?’ Wolf asked, fear in his voice. 
 ‘Simple. You all join K2, full wages, protection, plus a 
small share of the treasure. That’s my only offer.’ 
 Rolf put his pistol in his belt and stood next to Johno, 
two men copying immediately. Wolf reluctantly copied with 
a loud sigh, followed by three more men. Dolf remained 
next to Shue.  

‘What do you say, Dolf?’ Johno asked. 
 ‘Five minutes,’ Thomas pleaded. 
 Dolf nodded, Shue looking up at his trusted aid. 
 ‘There’s only one person who can’t join K2,’ Johno 
stated. Shue slowly stood, is weight rested on his knuckles. 
Johno added, ‘If he’s still alive when my people get here the 
deal is off.’ 
 Rolf raised his pistol. 
 ‘No,’ Johno called. ‘The people watching must think 
he’s dead. Out the window.’ 
 Thomas blinked. Then the roar of jets shook the room, 
everyone looking up or at the window. 
 ‘Your running out of time, gentlemen,’ Johno shouted. 
‘That’s the US Air Force.’ 
 Dolf grabbed Shue and pushed him forwards, his former 
boss grabbed by other guards as he screamed. They 
manhandled Shue’s bulk to the window, taking six men to 
push him through. 
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 ‘Stay here,’ Johno ordered. ‘Thomas, stand by the door. 
Any K2 men come in, stop them shooting anyone.’ He 
rushed out, turned left in the corridor and to the room he 
found at the end, bursting in as Grey came through the 
window. ‘Having fun?’ 
 ‘Christ!’ Grey gasped before easing in.  
 Johno shoved him out the way then stuck his upper body 
out the window, a ‘thumbs up’ then wave forwards. Turning 
back he shouted, ‘Give me your phone. Quick.’ 
 Grey handed it over. ‘This is Johno. Castle taken, Shue 
dead, gun battle in progress, cleaning up. Call off air strikes, 
nukes secured below. Squadrons at the caves standby, we’ll 
open the caves - do not enter. ‘A’ squadron forwards now.’ 
He hung up. 
 ‘What gun battle?’ Grey asked. ‘It’s all quiet as fuck.’ 
 ‘On me.’ 
 They ran back along the corridor and into hall, Grey 
levelling his weapon at the men stood behind Thomas.  
 ‘It’s cool, they’re now K2,’ Johno insisted. 
 ‘They are?’ Grey queried. 
 ‘Shoot out the windows and start a fire!’ Johno shouted 
to Shue’s men. ‘Got to make it look like a fight in progress 
or they won’t believe us.’ 
 Guards shot out the windows, others throwing papers 
onto the fire and then dropping them below the window. 
Two K2 climbers burst in, attracted by the gunfire. 
 Johno grabbed them. ‘Ask no questions. Go upstairs, 
shoot out some windows then report in to Helen that Shue’s 
men have been killed.’ 
 With odd looks they ran out. 
 ‘What the hell’s going on?’ Grey demanded. 
 Johno dragged Grey to the table and the cave map. With 
a finger he illustrated the layout. ‘Nukes are here, hoping to 
blow out the floor of this underground lake, giving access to 
this cave, then up to that chamber. That’s what they were 
intended for.’ 
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 ‘Why? What’s in the chamber?’ 
 ‘Templar treasure.’ 
 Grey’s eyebrows shot up. ‘Shit. Is that why –’ 
 ‘Yes. They want it. Bad.’ 
 ‘Christ!’ 
 ‘Exactly. And he’s on their side.’ 
 ‘So what are you gunna to do?’ 
 ‘Set ‘em off, of course.’ 
 ‘You’ll what?’ Grey gasped, grabbing Johno’s arm and 
spinning his around. 
 ‘They’re deep underground, no effect outside,’ Johno 
forcefully stated. With a hard stare he told Grey, ‘That 
treasure will end up in K2, therefore available for Lodge 
activities. You will assist, that’s an order.’ 
 Grey stared back for a few seconds before finally 
breathing out. ‘Yes. Sir.’ 
 ‘What we tell the world after is up to us. For now we 
need the world to think we dealt with this.’ 
 Gunfire could be heard, the smoke in this room causing 
everyone to head for the door. The old lady walked in, 
collected the dirty cups and left without raising her head. 
 

3 
 
Helen stood with the others, watching images of the castle. 
 ‘There!’ someone shouted. A window opened and a man 
fell out. 
 ‘Someone went out a window!’ Lepper gasped. 
 ‘That was Shue!’ Claus informed them. 
 ‘Someone threw Shue out the window?’ Otto queried. 
 ‘I wonder who?’ Helen pondered. 
 ‘Forces entering the drawbridge,’ burst from the phone. 
 The desk phone came to life a few seconds later. ‘This is 
Johno.’ Everyone turned. ‘Castle taken, Shue dead, gun 
battle in progress, cleaning up. Call off air strikes, nukes 
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secured below. Squadrons at the caves standby, we’ll open 
the caves, do not enter. ‘A’ Squadron forwards now.’  
 A collective sigh went up, men started shaking hands. 
 Otto faced Minister Lepper. ‘I believe, Minister, you still 
have a job.’ 
 The command centre staff all stopped and stood facing 
the main entrance as someone entered. 
 Wilhem passed Otto. ‘I have some soldiers to return to 
barracks.’ 
 ‘I also have this task,’ Novak stated, stepping towards 
the door. Their exit became blocked and they backed up. 
 ‘Didn’t miss anything, did I?’ Beesely asked, 
manoeuvring his electric wheelchair into his old office. 
 ‘Welcome back,’ Otto offered. ‘Johno has just thrown 
Herr Shue out of a rather high window.’ 
 ‘Oh dear.’ 
 Helen stepped quickly around the desk, knelt and hugged 
him. 
 ‘Well, at least someone missed me,’ Beesely joked. 
 ‘Hello again,’ Novak flatly stated. ‘Good to see you are 
well. And mobile.’ He stepped out. 
 Blaum approached Beesely as Helen stood. They shook. 
‘Good to see you are well. But I hate to say your staff have 
performed superbly in your absence.’ 
 ‘I should hope so,’ Beesely said as Blaum filed past. 
 Minister Lepper shook Beesely’s hand. ‘I have heard 
much, Sir Morris.’ 
 ‘When this is all over, let’s have dinner. You’ll be 
invited, not abducted.’ 
 Lepper smiled and left the office, the Ministers for 
Slovenia and Hungary repeating Lepper’s movements. 
Beesely manoeuvred to the screen, observing the castle with 
the managers, all now beaming smiles and squeezing his 
hand or arm. 
 Otto got called out. Returning he asked the Colonel to 
step out, only K2 managers remaining. He knocked off the 
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video conferencing screen connecting to Stanton. Then, as 
an after thought, faced it away, just in case, Beesely 
puzzling the odd move. Otto explained, ‘Mr Stanton has 
been observing for twenty-four hours.’ 
 ‘Must have been tiring for him.’ 
 ‘Johno wishes a private talk,’ Otto explained. ‘Very 
private.’ 
 Helen moved her chair, making room for Beesely to 
squeeze behind his old desk. 
 ‘Helen, that’s your desk now. I’m retired. Finally.’ He 
waited. 
 She finally sat and tapped the phone. ‘Put Johno 
through.’ 
 ‘Who’s that?’ Johno asked. 
 ‘This is Helen, managers here … plus a special retired 
visitor.’ 
 ‘Yeah, who’s that?’ 
 ‘Me, layabout.’ 
 ‘Old fucker! You’re back, eh? Call you ‘Ironside’ now.’ 
 ‘Iron side?’ Otto puzzled. 
 Beesely explained, ‘1980s TV show, great detective in a 
wheelchair.’ 
 ‘He was a defence lawyer!’ Johno corrected. 
 ‘Was he?’ Beesely queried. 
 ‘Yeah, listen up. Shue dead, castle secure, and we’re 
keeping it.’ 
 ‘We are?’ Helen queried. 
 ‘Yeah, why not? Great location. Tell the world that … 
there’s lots of ordnance here, mustard gas or some bollocks, 
take weeks to check the caves and then clean up. In the 
meantime, find a way to own it.’ 
 ‘What about the bombs?’ Helen pressed. 
 ‘Going to set them off in a while.’ 
 ‘You’re what?’ Helen shrieked, everyone focusing on 
the phone. 
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 ‘Tell those Ministers that it’s on a countdown, deep 
underground, no danger.’ 
 ‘Johno?’ Beesely called. ‘What are you up to?’ 
 ‘Those attacks on me were Vatican, not Shue. He didn’t 
have a clue, spent his last dollar on getting the bombs ready. 
They’re in a tunnel underneath an underground lake. When 
they go pop the lake collapses and gives us access to a 
flooded cave, which then gives us access to a chamber high 
up inside the mountain.’ 
 ‘Why?’ Helen asked. ‘What’s in the chamber?’ 
  ‘What would you like there to be in the chamber? And 
what would cause the Vatican to go to great lengths to stop 
me getting here and into that chamber?’ Everyone in the 
office puzzled it. ‘The entire Templar’s treasure!’ Johno 
informed them. 
 Gasps shot around the room. 
 ‘Bloody hell,’ Beesely let out. ‘No wonder they tried to 
stop him.’ Otto struggled to control his reaction. 
 ‘Johno?’ Helen called. ‘Is there another way … to reach 
the treasure?’ Otto focused on her. 
 ‘Yeah, tunnel through a mile of Europe’s hardest rock 
for a year or two without anyone noticing.’ 
 She faced Beesely, who now shrugged. 
 ‘I’m doing it anyway,’ Johno insisted. ‘Least I can do to 
piss of the Vatican. What do you reckon it would be worth?’ 
 Everyone gave it some thought. 
 Beesely finally said, ‘Got to be couple a hundred 
thousand gold coins.’ 
 ‘Then over a hundred million pounds,’ Otto absently 
suggested, staring out of focus. ‘Perhaps much more.’  
 ‘We’ll soon see,’ Johno shouted. ‘I’ll let you know. Off 
into a cave with Thomas, so call out the marines!’ He hung 
up. 
 ‘Oh gawd,’ Beesely let out. 
 ‘Ma’am?’ came from the phone. 
 ‘Yes?’ 
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 ‘There are representatives from the Vatican on their way, 
they will be here in two hours.’ 
 She faced Beesely. 
 ‘I think we got someone’s attention,’ Beesely stated. 
  
In the command centre Otto approached Claus. Whispering 
he said, ‘The Templar’s Treasure is hidden in Shue’s cave.’ 
 Claus was shocked upright. ‘My God! Half the ministers 
of Europe are here!’ 
 Otto tipped his eyebrows. ‘And we are about to … re-
discover the files and the list with a live video feed.’ 
 ‘Still,’ Claus offered. ‘It is our people getting in there 
first.’ 
 ‘With … some American soldiers and Shue’s men,’ Otto 
cautioned. And none of our men over there know about the 
list, or what to do.’ 
 ‘You should probably warn Minister Blaum,’ Claus said 
with a pained expression. 
 Otto took a big breath and let it out slowly. ‘He … will 
not be happy.’ 
 ‘We could not have known what was there,’ Claus softly 
insisted, Otto nodding his agreement. 
 

4 
 
‘A’ Squadron’s Commander and two troopers stepped into 
Shue’s dining area.  

Johno grabbed the commander’s radio. ‘This is Johno to 
all mobiles, listen up! Herr Shue is dead, his staff have 
surrendered and are now working with us. I repeat, the staff 
have surrendered and are working for K2. Don’t … shoot … 
anyone!’ He handed back the radio. 
 ‘Good result,’ a trooper commented. 
 Johno faced Grey. ‘Let’s get you to the caves. Rolf, Dolf 
and Wolf, with me.’ 
 ‘Rolf, Dolf and Wolf?’ Grey quietly repeated. 
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 ‘Thomas!’ Johno called, the group setting off. 
 The cobbled road was now brightly lit, the drawbridge 
doors open and dozens of heavily armed K2 guards 
swarming around. Johno’s group piled into the lift, nine of 
them, the rickety old lift slowly descending with a loud 
clatter. A hundred yard walk and they were to the shaft, 
workers surprised to see them but reassured by Dolf. 
 The group took the small yellow lift down to the shaft 
floor in snugly fitting groups of four, taking the tunnel on 
the right then a further hundred yards along to the bombs. 
Throughout the small tunnel they noted numerous wires 
hanging from the ceiling; explosives to collapse the tunnel. 
 Grey started examining the bombs. ‘They look ready.’ 
He grabbed a perplexed looking Indian technician stood 
near by. ‘Timing mechanism set-up?’ 
 ‘We are waiting parts for the second bomb,’ the man 
nervously explained in an accented voice, eyeing the heavily 
armed K2 guards. 
 ‘Don’t bother,’ Grey suggested. ‘In close proximity the 
first bomb will overload the second, setting it off.’ 
 ‘Ah, this we theorised, but we were not sure,’ the 
technician offered. ‘And who are you, sir?’ 
 ‘American Army - your boss is dead.’ 
 The technician dropped his clipboard and raised his 
hands in surrender. 
 ‘Are you ready with the first bomb?’ Grey asked, 
examining the trigger mechanism as Johno and Thomas 
observed. 
 ‘Yes, we believe so. It has been ready for most six 
months. We have checked and re-checked the symmetry.’ 
 ‘What’s the countdown?’ Johno asked, lowering the 
man’s hands. 
 ‘From thirty minutes to twenty-four hours, sir.’ 
 ‘Set it for thirty minutes and activate,’ Johno ordered. 
 The man blinked. ‘Sir?’ 
 ‘You heard!’ 
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 ‘I can do it,’ Grey offered. ‘Are you ready to collapse the 
exit?’ 
 ‘Yes,’ the technician confirmed. ‘The timers are linked, 
the access tunnel is blown fifteen minutes before the 
bombs.’ 

 Grey checked the controls and then activated the 
countdown. Turning, he quietly said, ‘Fire in the hole.’ They 
ran. ‘Fire in the hole!’ he repeated as they reached the main 
shaft, men scrambling up ladders, some in the lift. 
 Johno lifted his head towards the K2 men at the shaft 
edge. ‘Evacuate the caves! The bombs are on countdown!’ 
 Everyone ran, a distorted and echoing chorus of shouts 
wafting around the shaft. Johno and Thomas were the last to 
reach the larger access tunnel, jogging along with the 
technician.  

‘That everyone?’ Johno asked. It was. 
 A short jog along the larger tunnel and they waited five 
minutes for the lift to clatter back down, Grey remaining 
with them. On the way up Johno whistled ‘The Girl from 
Ipanema’ again, Thomas trying to copy. 
 Grey faced the technician. ‘You think the lake will go?’ 
 The technician shrugged. ‘Some good people did studies, 
before … Herr Shue silenced them. We lost twenty divers 
trying to cross the lake. It’s cold, black, murky and with 
strange currents.’ 
 ‘Currents?’ Grey repeated. 
 ‘In the middle there is an underground stream. It joins 
the river outside.’ 
 Grey nodded. ‘How far across?’ 
 ‘Down seventy metres, across two hundred and fifty, up 
seventy.’ 
 ‘Tricky profile,’ Grey said, facing Johno. ‘The 
decompression stop for seventy metres is half an hour at 
best, in cold water. Going back down seventy metres after 
looking around the cave would be a big no-no for nitrogen 
narcosis. No wonder they never came back.’ 
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 Johno made eye contact with the technician. ‘What about 
the underwater ROV?’ 
 ‘It showed the far cave and a spiral staircase upwards. 
No one has stepped up those stairs for five hundred years. 
Above fifty metres it is dry. Four months of trying finally 
got the ROV up. We rigged a small balloon so it rose up, a 
single camera image – carved stone stairs, some writing on 
the walls.’ 
 Johno and Thomas made eye contact, raising their 
eyebrows.  Addressing the technician Johno said, ‘And five 
hundred years ago … it was all dry?’ 
 The man nodded. ‘Ancient legend suggests that the 
stream was dammed to flood the cavern.’ 
 ‘Keep the treasure inside,’ Grey noted. 
 ‘Herr Shue was not so much interested in the gold 
coins,’ the technician explained as the lift shakily ascended. 
‘Some believe that the coffin and bones of Jesus and Mary 
are in there. Shue wanted to find them, prove it and let the 
world know, to discredit the Vatican.’ 
 Johno’s eyes widened. ‘Shit,’ he let out, facing Grey. 
‘No wonder the Vatican got pissy. That would fuck up their 
dogma!’ 
 Grey became concerned. ‘Johno, I don’t believe any 
skeletons are in there, certainly not who Shue thinks. But if 
there are … certain items in there, then there’re some 
powerful individuals, bodies and governments, who’ll want 
them kept from seeing the light of day. Including your new 
associates.’ 
 ‘We’ll face that problem when we come to it. If the big 
boss wants them he can have them.’ Johno faced the 
technician. ‘How come no one tunnelled in, you’ve had 
thirty years?’ 
 ‘Very hard rock, not to mention numerous layers of very 
soft rock. And many underwater streams. Shue made ten 
attempts, a lot of time and money, many men drowned.’ He 
shrugged. The see-through lift doors, a wire mesh, were 
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opened by K2 men and they stepped out onto the 
cobblestones.  

Johno checked his watch. ‘Move away from the lift 
shaft,’ he bellowed, his words echoing along the internal 
cobblestone road. He grabbed a radio. ‘This is Johno. 
There’ll be one explosion in a minute’s time, another in 
fifteen minutes when the nukes go off. Open all doors and 
windows and make ready. Clear the cave exits.’ 
 The cobblestone road was evacuated, most men heading 
up to the next level. Back in the hall the smoke had 
dissipated, the windows now open, most of Shue’s former 
guards sat around the long table. 
 ‘We got the panel and your gold, sir,’ a K2 man 
informed him. 
 ‘Have some cars brought up, set a base – we’re keeping 
this place.’ 
 A feint rumble could be felt through their feet. 
 ‘That’s the tunnel going down,’ Grey loudly explained 
as he checked his watch. 
 ‘Enough to contain the nukes?’ Johno asked with a grin. 
 ‘Hell, yes,’ Grey responded. ‘Almost fifty metres of 
rock. That big pit was filled in as well, explosives up the 
walls above the nuke access tunnels, I saw them.’ 
 ‘Let’s hope they did their homework,’ Johno said, an 
encouraging smile at Thomas as he grabbed a coffee. 
 A K2 guard stepped in. ‘Your phone and gun, sir.’ 
 Johno checked the weapon before putting it in a pocket. 
He pressed green on the phone. ‘This is Johno. According to 
the nuke technician the bombs go off in fifteen minutes. 
Standby.’ 
 ‘What did I do?’ the Indian technician complained with a 
big shoulder shrug. 
 ‘You engineered a nuclear trigger,’ Johno pointed out, a 
steely stare at the man. Then he suddenly brightened, ‘But 
not to worry, we’ll find a use for you. Pop to the canteen 
and get yourself some food.’ The technician left. Johno 
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made eye contact with a K2 guard, a nod to the door and a 
throat-cutting sign. The guard stepped out, Shue’s guards 
immediately concerned. 

Grey closed in on Johno. ‘No witnesses?’ 
 ‘The engineers will never say what they saw,’ Johno 
firmly stated. 
 ‘And them?’ Grey asked, a nod towards Shue’s guards. 
 Johno faced the men, since now they were attentively 
listening. ‘They join K2 and we make use of them. If they 
talk, they get the chair. Those engineers helped repair 
nukes, so they disappear.’ 
 ‘Five minutes,’ Thomas called, hardly having taken his 
eyes of his watch since entering the room. 
 ‘Electro magnetic pulse?’ Johno asked, straightening. 
 ‘Unlikely,’ Grey suggested. ‘The rocks will absorb most 
of it. EMPs like free space.’ 
 ‘Two minutes,’ Thomas informed them at the correct 
time. He counted down from sixty. At thirty-five a rumble 
began and continued for fifteen seconds. 
 ‘How long till it’s safe to go near it?’ Johno asked Grey. 
 ‘We can use the Geiger counters now. When the nuke 
went it created a super-heated void, pushed out and crushed 
the rock into glass, which insulated the radiation – reflecting 
back in on itself like a mirror, melting the rock into more 
glass. Then it collapsed back in on itself, getting crushed 
from above. The radiation is all in the glass, the rocks good 
insulators and really crap at holding onto radiation. The 
metals and ores in the rocks can hold radiation, rest of it 
won’t. Only danger would be water going through it, but the 
powered glass will plug up and holes for decades.’ 
 ‘Here endeth the lesson,’ Johno said with a grin. ‘Let’s 
go take a peek. Dolf, Wolf – with me.’  
 Dolf approached. ‘We will need ropes and ladders, ice 
axes and helmets. It will not be easy.’ 
 Johno waved two K2 guards forwards. ‘Go with them, 
fetch the equipment, meet us down the lift.’ The men ran 
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out. He lifted his phone. ‘This is Johno. Nukes safely 
detonated underground, just a slight rumble. Operation 
Double Bluff is closed. Johno out.’ 
 

* * * 
 
The Ministers congratulated each other as well as Beesely 
and Helen, champagne being offered. 
 Helen caught the attention of Minister Lepper. ‘K2 will 
be holding the castle for some time, there are – apparently – 
some old Mustard Gas shells from the First World War and 
a lot of ordnance in the caves, which are extensive. It will 
take weeks to clean up quietly.’ 
 ‘Take your time, Dame Helen,’ Lepper responded. ‘I 
believe that, in this case, thoroughness is more important 
that timeliness.’ 
 They exchanged formal smiles, as if diplomats. 
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Templar treasure 
 

1 
 
The descent in the lift was ‘interesting’, as Johno put it; 
interesting in what they may find at the bottom. The doors 
clanked open and they stepped out, a fine mist hanging in 
the air, swirls wafting from the explosion on the left towards 
fresh air off to the right, the fixed lights no longer working. 
 With torches on they turned right, Johno leading the way 
at a brisk pace and retracing their steps from the night 
before. At the end of the tunnel they found the shaft going 
down, bits of old scuba gear scattered around and a metal 
rail enclosing the shaft for safety; lest anyone fall down its 
seventy metre drop. 
 ‘Technical diving gear,’ Grey noted. ‘Twenty of the 
fuckers still in there!’ 
 ‘Be a pleasant trek then,’ Johno muttered. He tried the 
small winch platform, the electricity still working. At best it 
could hold three. 
 ‘It smells bad!’ Thomas complained, shinning his torch 
down. 
 ‘The tunnels will be covered in slime,’ Grey suggested, 
peering down. ‘Be hard work.’ 
 Hurried footsteps signalled the approach of the 
equipment. Dolf stepped off to the right and into a smaller 
tunnel, an old generator rumbling furiously a second later, 
two floodlights increasing in illumination till they reached 
full power and lighting the cavern brightly. Plastic yellow 
boxes were lifted open in sequence by Shue’s men, 
revealing their well-prepared contents. 
 ‘He did plan ahead,’ Grey noted, admiration in his voice. 
 ‘Had thirty years to do so,’ Johno offered, examining the 
carefully stacked and labelled contents. 
 Thomas grabbed a helmet, threw a reel of rope over his 
head and selected an ice axe. Finding light sticks he broke a 
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bunch and dropped them over the side. Johno and Grey 
joined him peering down, the light sticks mostly immersed 
in mud and water. 
 ‘Two inches of crap down there,’ Grey suggested, 
turning to grab equipment. 
 Four K2 climbers jogged into the light, already kitted 
out. 
 Johno pointed at them. ‘Two of you, down that shaft.’ 
They were hoisted down. ‘What’s it like?’ Johno shouted 
down a minute later. 
 ‘Ten centimetres of water, slippery, but tunnel is clear,’ 
came back up, badly distorted in echo. 
 ‘Go down fifty metres and back.’ The men disappeared, 
their torch flashes dying quickly. Johno faced Wolf. ‘What 
can we expect?’ 
 ‘Eighty metre tunnel, not so tall. Then a large cavern 
with central a causeway across – but it’s five hundred years 
old under the water. After this, the other tunnel for ten 
metres, then stairway up seventy metres to the treasure 
cavern.’ 
 ‘And this … stairway –’ Johno began. 
 ‘Is also five hundred years old,’ Wolf cautioned. ‘But we 
have seen it on the underwater camera, it looks OK. We will 
need the ladders for the causeway.’ He pointed. 
 K2 men grabbed four lightweight, three-metre 
aluminium ladders. Holding all four, one man went down in 
the hoist. 
 ‘Geiger counter is clear, sir,’ a K2 man offered. He 
wondered off into dark corner, swinging the detector. 
 One of the K2 climbers shouted up the shaft that it was 
OK to proceed, his words badly distorted. Grey and Wolf 
went down next, followed by Johno and Thomas, more K2 
climbers arriving. As they neared the base of the shaft they 
started to get splashed with water drops falling from the 
previously flooded shaft, the sounds of the splashing water 
growing rapidly. 
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 Stepping off the hoist they squished an inch of brown 
stringy algae. 
 ‘Err,’ Thomas let out, immediately slipping and being 
caught by Johno. He stuck his ice axe into the wall above 
his head to steady himself as he went, Johno copying as he 
followed. Neither he nor Thomas were dressed as well as 
the others, but they had grabbed yellow hard-hats. 
 It was slow progress, walking through up to an inch of 
water whilst getting soaked from drops off the ceiling, the 
end of the tunnel reached in fifteen minutes. Grey and Dolf 
were ten yards ahead, shining their torches around the 
massive cavern like wartime searchlights, a dull roar coming 
from somewhere. 
 ‘Thomas, watch out for Lancaster bombers!’ Johno 
warned. The lad looked up for a moment, before punching 
Johno on the arm with a curse.  

Johno could now see that they were on a narrow man-
made causeway, the sides dropping off sharply. Below them 
rested brown, slime-covered boulders and pebbles some 
three or four yards lower. The left side of the cavern 
stretched away fifty yards before meeting an almost vertical 
wall, the right side further again, the roof of the cavern as 
high as the shaft they had come down. The high cave ceiling 
was, fortunately, dry; no drips falling down. 
 A dense mist drifted away from were a waterfall hit the 
rocks off to the far left, the stream that obviously fed the 
underground lake. With the gentle roar in their ears they 
stepped slowly onwards, nowhere to grip with the ice axes, 
but they would be useful if anyone fell off the causeway. 
 ‘Rope yourselves together,’ Grey shouted, his words 
repeated in echo off the cavern roof. He threw a rope 
backwards, each person making a loop and then placing it 
over their heads, one arm through. 
 ‘There,’ Johno said to Thomas. ‘Diver!’ 
 Thomas and the others studied the body for a moment, 
the man’s twin-set of aluminium tanks clearly visible. 
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 The ladders had been stacked at the start of the 
causeway, but now Grey ordered them brought up. It took 
ten minutes to ease them forwards, all now placed across a 
break in the causeway. They advanced slowly; a gentle pull 
from the man ahead, a tug for the man behind. Thomas 
slipped, but the rope bounced him straight back up without 
injury. 
 In turn they slowly crossed the ladders, the echo of shoes 
on aluminium rungs filling the cavern. Below the ladders the 
causeway dropped to a briskly flowing stream running left 
to right, from the waterfall to a large pool of water on the far 
right. 
 ‘Last man, pass forwards two ladders,’ Grey shouted 
from ahead somewhere. 
 Halting in a line, the lightweight ladders were slowly 
passed forwards as more K2 men appeared at the tunnel, 
adding to the available illumination and easing the journey. 
 ‘Johno?’ Grey called from ahead. ‘Look to the right.’ 
 Everyone now shone their torches where Grey aimed his, 
illuminating a barely discernible artificial wall. 
 ‘That’s where they built a wall to damn the stream,’ 
Grey suggested. 
 Johno studied it. Reaching it would have been near 
impossible, the wall surrounded by the pooling water. 
Something orange floated in the water, part of a diver’s 
equipment. A tug on the rope and he advanced. 
 Thirty minutes later and Grey reached an area of shingle 
that had no slime covering; a small beach surrounding the 
next tunnel entrance. Taking up the slack he reeled in the 
next man before releasing himself. 
 When Johno stepped onto the shingle he took the lead, 
through a narrow tunnel before starting up a winding set of 
steps. Now the ice axes came into their own, essential to 
climb the extremely slippery steps. The only way to 
progress safely for them was to put their shoulder into the 
wall on the right, right foot in the deepest part of the step 
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and pull with the ice axe. Any push back by a foot slipped 
almost immediately; Shue had done his homework. 
 Thirty minutes of hard work left a glistening sweat on 
Johno’s brow, but in this old stairwell he felt no breeze.
 ‘It’s dry here!’ he shouted down. ‘Some writing on the 
walls.’ 
 ‘What’s it say?’ Grey shouted up, his tone sarcastic. 
 ‘Like I could fucking read it! Anyway, it’s all chiselled 
off.’ 
 ‘Removing the clues,’ Wolf suggested as he viewed the 
markings, rubbing a hand across the stone. 
 The steps widened and now became a square, not a 
spiral. Johno quickened his pace. At the top he stopped and 
threw off his yellow hat, panting hard in the cavern he 
emerged into. 
 The cavern seemed natural, not carved, and was five 
yards in diameter. Directly in front of the steps stood a large 
plinth, its writings and carvings scratched off. ‘Vandals been 
in,’ he commented. 
 ‘The Vandals, as you say, sacked Rome a few hundred 
years before the Templars existed,’ Wolf stated, panting 
also. 
 They grouped together, catching their breath except for 
Grey, who walked quickly around the plinth. They could see 
only one exit and so stepped through, ducking their heads. 
The next cavern was of a similar size, a carved lion’s head 
defaced and smashed. 
 ‘What’s that?’ Johno asked no one in particular, shinning 
his torch upward. 
 ‘Minerals in the rocks,’ Wolf informed him. ‘The 
ancients thought it was ‘God’s light’ leading the way. Also 
some natural phosphorescence here.’ 
 ‘Very pretty,’ Thomas muttered as he passed under it. 
 ‘There!’ Grey pointed. ‘A diver.’ 
 The dry-suited diver was examined, his body still in 
good condition in the cold and dry cave. The next cavern 
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explored was just as large as the previous, but longer. And 
lined with dozens of grey sarcophaguses – all smashed. 
 Johno stepped straight to one; empty, its lid smashed, its 
inscription carefully and determinedly chiselled off. 
‘Someone went to a lot of trouble to hide who was in here.’ 
The next five he checked were the same.   
 ‘Johno?’ Grey called, Johno immediately concerned by 
the tone. 
 Stepping across the cavern’s sandy floor Johno could 
immediately see a body. Wolf closed in and gasped as he 
illuminated it with his torch. 
 ‘I guess Shue wasted thirty years, boys and girls,’ Johno 
loudly suggested. 
 At his feet lay a German soldier in uniform, Second 
World War, rifle at his side, helmet on his head. 
 ‘This fella blew his brains out,’ Grey quietly suggested. 
‘Rifle under the chin.’ 
 ‘Got stuck in here,’ Johno suggested. He straightened. 
‘Well, I’d like to think that right about now Shue would be 
having a heart attack – if he had seen this.’ 
 ‘How is it possible?’ Wolf gasped. 
 ‘Johno?’ a K2 climber called. 
 They all stepped to the man, another body at his feet. 
 ‘Wartime prisoner,’ Grey stated. ‘Jewish by the look.’ 
 ‘Spread out,’ Johno ordered. 
 They started to search the stone sarcophaguses, finding 
all the lids smashed and defaced. What remained was as to 
‘why’. 
 At the far end of the cavern Johno stepped past three 
more prisoners, their striped prison clothing still visible. In a 
small side chamber he stopped dead, staring down. ‘Grey, 
come here, everyone else back to the steps, get ready to 
leave. That’s an order!’ 
 Grey stepped in and straightened up. ‘Oh, shit,’ he 
whispered. 
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 ‘There’s no treasure here. This lot got cut off and left 
behind, water rose or something.’  
 Grey shook his head. ‘No wonder they didn’t want 
anyone coming here.’ 
 ‘And they didn’t need to kill Shue because they had a 
spy right here. Someone who could have killed them in their 
sleep if they got too close to this place.’ 
 ‘What’ll you do?’ 
 ‘Got any C4?’ Johno asked. 
 ‘Enough for the stairs.’ 
 They stared down at the body, the man’s hands clasped 
across his chest, a message scribbled on the wall in German: 
‘Forgive us’. 
 ‘Don’t know about you, but I’m cold and hungry,’ Johno 
said. ‘Let’s get back to 2007, eh?’ 
 

2 
 
Half away across the causeway the top of the stairwell blew, 
a cloud of dust bursting from the tunnel entrance, bellowing 
forwards and enlarging till it engulfed them. Thomas 
shrieked and fell, bouncing back up on the rope again. 
Safely across, Johno ordered the access tunnel blown, 
everyone retreating up the hoist two at a time, all now 
considerably dirtier and wetter than when they arrived. 
 At the surface two Range Rovers sat waiting on the 
cobblestone roadway. Johno, Thomas and Grey jumped in, 
exasperated looks from the driver at the smell and mess 
added to his vehicle. Johno order a helicopter, Shue’s guards 
to be driven to Zug, the castle to be searched and secured. In 
a field near the gatehouse the three of them climbed into a 
waiting helicopter. 
 Steffan, the pilot, turned his head. ‘Christ, Johno. Do 
you do it deliberately? I spent days cleaning this after the 
last trip!’ They laughed. 
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 ‘Patch me through to operations,’ Johno said as the 
helicopter climbed in the late afternoon sun. 
 ‘Operations here, sir.’ 
 ‘Organise the Learjet for tonight, taking Mr Grey back to 
Malta.’ Grey turned his head. Johno continued, ‘I also want 
you to pack a bag for me and Thomas, and secretly pack one 
for Helen. Make sure she don’t know about it.’ 
 ‘Yes, sir. Your father is looking well, very mobile.’ 
 ‘Good, he can takeover from me. Back in fifteen 
minutes, Johno out.’ 
 Grey asked, ‘What about the caves under the castle, 
especially the flooded one?’ 
 Johno eased back, resting his head. Looking out the 
window he said, ‘Fuck ‘em, they can wait. Whatever’s there 
ain’t going nowhere.’ 
 ‘I’m not sharing a hotel with you lot,’ Grey warned. 
 Johno turned his head fully. Through his headset he said, 
‘Rumour has it you like to sleep on the balcony.’ 
 Thomas looked up at Grey with a questioning frown. 
 Grey nodded at the boy. ‘I like to sleep outdoors 
sometimes.’ 
 ‘I like five star hotels,’ Johno pointed out. ‘You can pop 
back to Gozo and sleep on the rocks with the lizards.’ 
 ‘Try the new Radisson, Golden Sands beach. It’s an… 
SAS hotel.’ They laughed. 
 ‘The SAS, they have their own hotels?’ Thomas asked. 
 ‘Yeah,’ Johno offered. ‘You go in youthful and keen, 
come out all banged up, bitter and twisted … with no 
shampoos or robes.’ 
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No olive branch, just an olive grove 
 

1 
 
‘Cardinals. Please, do come in,’ Otto politely offered. 
 The two robed cardinals walked in, taking in the detail of 
the command centre and the office with great interest, their 
hands clasped in front of themselves as they progressed. 
Helen stood behind her desk, offering a formal smile, 
Beesely off to one side in his wheelchair, his features 
neutral. The cardinals nodded formal greetings to Helen and 
Beesely in turn then sat where directed, the third man sitting 
besides them. He was suited, an olive skinned Italian in his 
late forties with black hair and piercing black eyes. 
 ‘Would you like some refreshments?’ Otto offered. 
 ‘We are fine, thank you,’ the first cardinal offered, 
speaking for the group in a slightly accented voice. 
 Otto closed the door. Gesturing, he named Helen and 
Beesely, adding Helen’s new job description after. 
 ‘Welcome to Schloss Diane,’ Helen offered. ‘And 
apologies for the mess outside. We were hit by a … cruise 
missile.’ 
 ‘We are aware,’ the first man offered. ‘I am Cardinal 
Rumon, this is Cardinal Duboir and Senor Molarini.’ 
 ‘A pleasure to meet you,’ Helen offered. ‘But we were 
not expecting you.’ She waited.  
 ‘We were contacted by … mutual friends … who 
indicated that … you may be in a position to … assist us.’ 
 Helen considered the statement. ‘And how … exactly, 
may we … assist you?’ 
 ‘In general terms, we are interested in any, and all, leads 
as to the whereabouts of … items, and treasures, removed 
from Catholic churches during the Second World War.’ 
 ‘Under normal circumstances, Your Eminence, we 
would be more than happy to help. Not least because of the 
long history of friendship between Switzerland and The 
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Vatican, the role of the Swiss Guard and … the general 
nature of what we do.’ 
 ‘What you do?’ the Rumon repeated with a formal smile. 
 ‘We fight terrorism, recover Nazi treasures and send 
them back to their rightful owners, without asking reward in 
return. I would have thought that … you already knew that?’ 
 Rumon lost his smug composure for just the briefest of 
moments. ‘Until recently we knew very little of this… 
organisation.’ 
 ‘And yet you have not enquired as to why there are 
British people sat here, not least myself, who’s appointment 
here is known only to a handful of people in the world.’  She 
waited.  
 Rumon stared back. ‘As I said, our … friends, informed 
us of some details, hence the visit.’ 
 ‘Of course,’ Helen said with an obviously false smile. 
‘But as I began to say, under normal circumstances … we 
would help. The problem is this: we were infiltrated - quite 
expertly might I add - over many years, by seven men, all of 
whom had served in the Swiss Guard before joining this … 
organisation. They succeeded in wounding several of our 
staff in a determined attempt to kill the banks new owner, 
Herr Johno.’ 
 ‘I do not see what such matters would have to do with 
us?’ 
 ‘We captured many alive and, in the best traditions of 
this organisation, gave them the chair.’ Both Cardinals 
fought well to maintain their composure. Helen continued, 
‘Some talked, claiming – strangely enough – to be agents of 
the Vatican, of all things.’ 
 Rumon stared back. ‘And what use might we have for… 
as you said, agents? We do not shoot people, nor do we 
instruct others to do so. We are men of God.’ 
 ‘Which is what we would like to believe, Your 
Eminence. Unfortunately, all of the captured and killed men 
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had been in recent contact with certain individuals, traced 
back to the Vatican.’ 
 Rumon seemed mildly annoyed. ‘Our friends … led us 
to believe that we would not be subjected to such false 
allegations, Dame Helen.’ 
 ‘You may have … misunderstood … our relationship 
with our friends.’ She tapped the phone. ‘Dial that number.’ 
 Two seconds later the mobile phone of the suited man, 
Molarini, started to ring, a classical orchestrated piece. 
Beesely watched closely as Molarini cut the call. 
 ‘That number, Your Eminence,’ Helen delicately 
explained, ‘was dialled by all of the conspirators in this 
recent attempt to kill the bank’s owner, Mister Beesely’s 
son.’ She ended by gesturing to Beesely. 
 ‘I believe, Dame Helen, that we will not make any 
progress if these … unfounded allegations are continued.’ 
 She smiled. ‘You’re right. How would you like us to 
help?’ 
 ‘We have heard that you have … access to the caves 
possessed by Herr Shue –’ 
 ‘The late Herr Shue,’ she corrected. ‘Our ... Herr Johno 
threw him out of a rather lofty window.’ 
 Rumon stared back. ‘And we believe, in fact know for 
certain, that he dealt in stolen church treasures taken during 
the war.’ 
 The door burst open and Johno stepped in, trailed by 
Thomas. He went immediately to the fridge and grabbed a 
can of beer, Thomas rushing to Beesely. 
 Johno clicked open the beer and rudely waved Helen out 
of the chair as Otto closed the door. He sat and stared at the 
three guests. ‘You’ll excuse the smell, we were just 
exploring some caves. Caves that had not been opened for 
five hundred years.’ He took a swig. ‘Or so Shue thought.’ 
 ‘Johno?’ Beesely asked. 
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 Johno did not take his gaze off Rumon. ‘After a long and 
arduous trek we found an empty chamber, with a few dead 
German soldiers in it, circa 1943.’ 
 ‘The German Army was inside?’ Otto puzzled. 
 Johno turned his head and nodded. ‘All that effort on 
Shue’s part, thirty years of hard work. Someone … should 
have told him there was no treasure there, poor old lard 
arse.’ 
 Rumon asked, ‘And what, exactly, did you find?’ 
 ‘Bunch of old stone coffins, all smashed up and defaced. 
Some defaced writing on the walls, couple of Germans.’ 
 Rumon nodded. ‘And may we … have access?’ 
 ‘I sealed the caves,’ Johno told him, a hard stare offered. 
 Rumon took a moment. ‘And why would you do such a 
thing.’ 
 ‘Radiation. Can’t risk anyone getting contaminated.’ He 
waited, sipping his drink. 
 Rumon glanced at his associates. Turning back to Johno 
he said, ‘May we, at least, look around the … safe areas?’ 
 ‘Gentlemen, I believe in being frank - direct talking like 
the Americans. So I’ll be frank. There is that which has 
gone before, and that which will follow. A crossover, if you 
like. We are at that crossover. What has gone before, is 
finished … we would hope. But just in case it is not finished 
a file has been stored with a solicitor, to be accessed upon 
my death, should I die at the hands of … let’s say … you 
arseholes! 
 The guests straightened, Otto closing his eyes. 
 ‘That file contains photographs, video footage and 
witness statements, plus bits of rock, items of clothing, 
jewellery and the like. Should I die, at the hands of you lot, 
it goes to the most dangerous force on the planet - the 
British tabloid press. And then everyone will know what it 
was that you didn’t want known about in the chamber.’ 
 Rumon lost his composure, Otto shifted in his seat and 
Helen stared wide-eyed at the floor. 
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 ‘Further more, should any of my friends, associates or 
employees be killed or injured by someone I suspect being 
linked to you, I will arrange for a hundred Catholic priests to 
be found guilty of child abuse. Should you fail to heed the 
warning - that will be a thousand! 
 He took a breath and a swig of beer. ‘Now, like I said, 
there is that which went before, and that which comes next. 
That which went before is closed. I think, and I hope, we 
understand each other. 
 ‘What comes next is this. You send us an expert, a 
liaison officer. You detail for us what you think we could 
use our … skills to recover, and we will recover it if we can. 
That will not cost you anything. And if you had asked nicely 
we would have attacked and killed Shue for you and sealed 
the caves without asking why. All the other treasures that 
we found we returned – free of charge! 
 ‘You made a serious mistake in your judgement, 
gentlemen, a mistake that cost the lives of your people - 
good foot soldiers - and losses and injuries on our side. But I 
guess that large-scale mistakes… are to your taste.’ He 
eased back and swigged his beer. Nothing was said for ten 
seconds. 
 Rumon sighed. ‘You have made your point … well. We 
will send such a person.’ They stood.  
 Johno quietly stated with a cold stare, ‘The man in the 
suit won’t be leaving. Some mistakes … come at a price.’ 
 Rumon stared dispassionately down at Johno, before 
glancing at Molarini for the briefest of moments. He 
lowered his head then stepped out, the second Cardinal 
following. 
 ‘Your Grace?’ Molarini pleaded. 
 Johno put his pistol on the table, Molarini terrified. 
‘Guards!’ Johno called. 
 Two troopers spun in, weapons brought to bear on 
Molarini. 
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 ‘Take him to the chair room, show him all the videos for 
at least seven days, check with me before doing anything to 
him.’ 
 They led him out, the man now crying and trembling. 
 Johno jumped up, offering the chair to Helen in a much 
brighter mood. ‘Sorry, had my poker face on, love.’ 
 She sat. ‘Remind me not to play poker with you, stinky.’ 
 Johno sat next to Beesely. ‘Sorry about that.’ 
 ‘I wouldn’t have handled it any differently. You waved 
the big stick then gave them a way out. Perfect.’ 
 ‘And Molarini we’ll try and turn,’ Johno suggested. 
 ‘Ah, yes. Clever,’ Beesely offered. 
 Thomas stood staring at the door. ‘My God, Johno, you 
shouted and swore at the Pope!’ 
 Everyone focussed on the boy, Helen taking his hand 
and smiling. ‘Go and change. You’re a bit … smelly.’ 
 Still shocked, Thomas headed for the dungeon. 
 Johno sipped his beer then made eye contact with 
Beesely. ‘Can you lot hold the fort for a few days?’ 
 ‘Yes,’ Beesely affirmed with a smile. 
 ‘Helen,’ Johno called. ‘There’s a bag packed in your 
room. Go check it, pack a bikini.’ 
 She stared back, a questioning look. He stood, lifted her 
under the armpits and marched her to the door. ‘That’s an 
order!’ 
 Otto closed in. ‘What was in the cave?’ 
 ‘Something you must never repeat after today.’ Johno 
took a swig. ‘Nazi soldiers, defaced graves, boxes that held 
some treasure at some point, dead Jewish prisoners – 
digging tunnels probably – and a catholic priest, maybe a 
cardinal.’ 
 ‘Bloody hell,’ Beesely let out. 
 Otto shook his head. ‘There have been rumours of the 
Vatican searching for the Templar treasure during the war. 
Using Jewish labour would be an embarrassment.’ 
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 ‘I hear we got Luchenkov?’ Johno asked, Otto nodding. 
‘From Malta I’ll pop over and see him.’ 
 ‘You off to Malta?’ Beesely enthused. ‘I know it very 
well.’ 
 ‘Taking Grey back, catching some sleep. How’s the 
building work?’ 
 ‘It will be finished when you return,’ Otto suggested. 
‘Do not worry.’ 
 ‘The wounded sorted?’ 
 ‘Don’t concern yourself,’ Beesely pressed. ‘Get some 
rest, we’re on the case. And well done in Austria, a good 
strategy. You stacked the deck, covered the bases then tried 
the quiet approach. Excellent planning; big stick, quiet 
words - you take after me.’ 
 ‘Hah!’ Johno stood, stepping to the door. ‘Skinny, bald, 
grumpy…’ 
 

* * * 
 
Rumon waited till they had cleared the gate in their 
Limousine before speaking. ‘I like this man, Johno. Plain, 
simple, strong like an Ox. He is warrior, and he sees the 
world through a warrior’s eyes. We must remember that 
facet of his character when making future plans.’ 

‘Yes.’ 
 ‘Is our principle still in place?’ 
 ‘Yes. Not suspected at all.’ 
 ‘Good. But we shall have to put pressure on our allies 
here. And soon.’ 
 ‘What of Molarini? He may talk.’ 
 ‘He was given a false statement, since I anticipated this 
many months ago. He will talk, and what he thinks is true 
will mislead them. If they act on that information it will 
destroy them.’ 
 

* * * 
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On the command centre walkway Otto met a concerned 
looking Blaum. Blaum stood at a confidential distance, 
waiting on Otto’s next few words. 
 Otto said, ‘There was no treasure in Shue’s cave. 
Nothing.’ 
 Blaum finally breathed, his chest heaving. 
 Otto added, ‘And, apparently, the Vatican knew that 
fact, but let him continue with his obsession.’  
 ‘Then the files -’ 
 ‘May still be hidden in Switzerland,’ Otto whispered. 
‘Since they were taken from Basel, perhaps hidden there 
somewhere.’ 
 Blaum lowered his head, looking visibly relieved. He 
nodded to himself for a moment before stepping away. 

 
2 

 
Kev and Mr Grey stepped into Luchenkov’s room, the 
occupant now strung up from the ceiling by his wrists and 
slowly swaying. The prisoner’s hands and feet were 
bandaged, along with a knee and elbow, a patch over an eye. 
 ‘Ha yas doon?’ Kev let out, closing in. 
 ‘What language is that?’ Luchenkov asked, his words as 
distorted as Kev’s due to the front part of his tongue being 
removed. He focused his remaining eye. 
 ‘Scottish. And you’re about to feel some payback for a 
few buddies a mine.’ 
 ‘I’ll check in on Kirkpatrick,’ Grey muttered, moving 
next door. 
 Kev lit a miniature blowlamp, a tiny blue flame. ‘First, 
the girl’s name was Sophie. That’s six letters, so should 
only take about ten, fifteen minutes. An hour at worst.’ 
 

* * * 
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‘Eminence, Herr Johno from K2 flew directly to Malta after 
meeting with us.’ 
 ‘Malta?’ Rumon repeated, his concern clearly etched 
into his face. ‘He is either better informed than we thought, 
possibly making a joke, or he has taken this holiday at 
random.’ 
 ‘I do not believe in random choice where it concerns 
K2.’ 
 ‘Neither do I.’ 
 ‘Do we act?’ 
 ‘We dare not,’ Rumon suggested. ‘They will discredit 
our priests. Others, must act for us, in their own interests, 
without looking as if we had a hand.’ 
 

3 
 
Three days later a tanned Mr Grey kicked Johno’s bare foot.  
 Johno put a hand over his eyes, squinting up at Grey in 
the bright afternoon sun as he lay on the poolside terrace of 
the Radisson SAS Hotel, Golden Sands Bay, Malta. ‘Hey 
buddy. Was I snoring?’ 
 ‘I could hear you in Gozo!’ Grey joked as Johno eased 
up and stretched, dressed in shorts and t-shirt. ‘Need a chat, 
cold beer waiting inside.’ 
 Helen turned her head and held a hand over her eyes. 
Grey waved toward her then followed Johno inside. The 
table Grey sat down at contained Elle and an elderly man. 
 ‘Elle? Problems?’ Johno asked as he sat, eyeing the elder 
man. 
 ‘Not really,’ Elle began. ‘This is my associate, Casper.’ 
 Johno reached across and shook. ‘Solid enough for a 
ghost.’ 
 ‘Is that a … spying term?’ the man asked, 
 Elle smiled. ‘No, Casper is a children’s TV ghost.’ 
 ‘Ah.’ 
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 ‘So what brings you … the short distance to Malta?’ 
Johno asked, grabbing his beer.  
 ‘We hitched a lift with Mr Grey after he … visited some 
old friends in hospital with the man called Kev.’ 
 The elder man was evidently not following. 
 Johno nodded. ‘It’s nice that I’m popular. What’s up?’ 
 ‘We have a request,’ Elle began. ‘A … firm, request.’ 
 ‘Oh dear,’ Johno let out. 
 ‘We have already received permission from Mr Grey’s 
superiors to get a description of the inside of Shue’s 
chamber, which was helpful.’ 
 ‘Prisoners?’ Johno asked. 
 ‘No,’ Casper cut in. ‘The Templar treasure.’ 
 ‘You want it as well, ay?’ 
 The elder man explained, ‘They were not as … noble as 
history romanticised them. For the most part they were 
thieves, murders and rapists –’ 
 ‘And they lost almost every military encounter,’ Johno 
finished off. ‘I know, I just read their history. So, what you 
guys are after is what they sacked from the temples in 
Israel?’ 
 ‘Very much so,’ Casper suggested. 
 ‘I reckon the Vatican has it,’ Johno suggested. ‘They got 
pissy before because of the idea getting out of Vatican 
priests going on digs with Nazis and using forced labour. I 
don’t think it was about the treasure.’ 
 ‘Young man, I am reasonably certain that they do not 
have it.’ 
 Johno sipped his beer, studying the stranger. ‘So what if 
we find it and they want it?’ Johno posed. 
 Elle forced a diplomatic smile. ‘We would be … most 
displeased.’ 
 ‘Then I’ll make it easy for you. Stanton can decide, since 
I don’t actually give a fuck about ancient treasure.’ He eased 
forwards. ‘I care about the … here and now, peoples lives, 
and my men getting killed.’  
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He sat back. ‘But I’ll make you this promise. If I find it, 
and I think for a minute that its release will stir up religious 
trouble … anywhere, I’ll destroy the fucking lot. Especially 
since some of it was sacked from Mosques in Jerusalem. 
Clear?’ 
 ‘Quite clear,’ the old man unhappily commented. 
 ‘There is something you should know, as you progress in 
your search,’ Elle began. ‘There may exist an early version 
of the Christian bible, somewhat different from later 
versions. Gold bound and sealed in a box. That, is what the 
Vatican fears.’ 
 Johno sipped his beer. ‘And the … release of this early 
book would beat Dan Brown up the book charts?’ 
 ‘Oh yes,’ Elle firmly suggested. 
 ‘Then should I find it, old buddy, I’ll destroy it on sight,’ 
Johno said with a menacing smile. 
 ‘Why?’ the old man delicately enquired. ‘I understand 
you are not a believer.’ 
 ‘I’m not. But why upset people for no reason. If people 
want to believe that God sits in the moon - and that helps 
them get through the day - then fine, we all have our 
crutches. There’re what … a billion Christians out there? Be 
a lot of unhappy fuckers if Jesus didn’t die on the cross and 
moved to France to open a ladies fashion shop. So why rock 
the boat?’ 
 Elle and the old man exchanged looks. Elle said, ‘We are 
sure the treasure is in Switzerland or Austria, moved when 
the Templars were attacked. At the time there were 
noblemen with small kingdoms not aligned to the King of 
France or the Pope. Some believe, quite firmly, that some of 
the treasure went by boat from Perpignan to Genoa, then 
inland to the mountains. Part is known to have been found 
during the Second World War, possibly now in some Swiss 
vault.’ 
 ‘You had my answer.’ 
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 Elle slowly nodded to himself. ‘And we will be sending 
you what we know about it and its location.’ 
 Johno faced Grey. ‘Do you ever get the feeling that 
you’re not getting through?’ 
 Grey grinned. ‘I’d like to tackle the caves in Zug. Boss.’ 
 Johno stood, maintaining eye contact with Grey. ‘You 
can ride back with us in a few days, Underling. No one 
looks till then, I’ve stopped the search till I get back.’ 
 ‘We know,’ Elle suggested, standing. ‘We asked 
Beesely, who told us - quite firmly- to talk to you.’ 
 Johno studied Elle for a moment, before offering a hand 
to the elder man. ‘You can visit and poke around if you 
like.’ 
 ‘I would like that very much.’ 
 Johno went back to his sunbathing, plonking down and 
sighing loudly. 
 ‘Problems?’ Helen asked. 
 ‘Yep. Everyone thinks the Templar treasure is in 
Switzerland, maybe even in Zug. And they all want it. Or 
else.’ 
 ‘So much for the relaxing break.’ She sat up. ‘You 
know, there is a little Jewish olive grove just over there.’ 
She pointed to the far side of the bay, at the top of the cliffs. 
‘Thomas found it. There’s a sign, apparently.’ 
 Johno lit up. ‘If it’s OK with you we head back 
tomorrow. War’s back on.’ 
 
As Johno swam in the gentle surf of Golden Bay beach a 
man swam close. Bald, sixty and heavily tanned, he called, 
‘You are Johno.’ It was a statement, not a question, the 
man’s accent familiar: German speaking Swiss. 
 Johno eyed the man, K2 agents close by. ‘Who’re you?’ 
 ‘I have some information for you. I know … 
everything.’ 
 

4 
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Two days later Beesely motored himself into the office, 
surprised to find quite a crowd gathering. ‘Meeting?’ he 
asked Otto, surprised by some of the faces in the room. 
 ‘Johno arranged this,’ Otto explained. ‘He will be here 
shortly. And I believe we should be concerned.’ 
 ‘Oh?’ 
 ‘He met with Mossad. And after … this.’ 
 ‘Oh hell.’  

Beesely waved to many he knew, shook hands with Kev, 
was mildly startled by the heavily pregnant Hilda then 
greeted numerous wounded troopers and guards, including 
big Simon. 
 The tourists stepped in, heavily tanned. Oddly, Johno 
offered no greetings, he just sat in his usual chair. ‘We all 
here?’ he curtly asked as Helen sat. 
 Claus walked around to him. ‘Everyone you requested is 
here. Papers are ready.’ Of the managers, he was the only 
one present. 
 ‘Close the door,’ Johno firmly ordered, rubbing his eyes. 
Lifting a pen off the desk he counted the heads, twelve in 
total. ‘OK, hope you can all hear me. We have some 
problems … problems that I am hoping you lot will help 
with. I would like each of you to do something for me, for 
the bank. Kev, front and centre.’ 
 Kev stood and stepped to the desk, his wounds mostly 
healed. 
 ‘Kev, I would like to lend you a large sum of money. I 
would then like you to travel to another country, any one, 
but at least a few hundred miles from here. Maybe the 
Caribbean, maybe Panama or Brazil, maybe Australia … or 
even Scotland if you like. 
 ‘When you’re there I want you to buy a small hotel, or 
estate, with the money we give you. That property, or 
business, will be in your name, not ours. Your aim is to 
make a reasonable investment, don’t go losing the money, 
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but you will have a fifty thousand pound a year salary, plus 
any reasonable expenses on security. At least one K2 guard 
will go with you and they’ll be rotated.  
 ‘The hotel you buy will have rooms reserved for K2 
agents and visitors, plus suitable accommodation for K2 
agents on the run, hidden areas, escape routes. You’ll get to 
know the local area, bribe the local police and officials, 
creating a little K2 home from home. 
 ‘The money we give you is to be hidden, invested, 
property bought in the name of your pet dog. And all you 
have to then do … is kick back and enjoy life, safeguarding 
our investment. You think you could do it?’ 
 Kev shrugged. ‘Ay, simple. Always fancied a wee castle 
with a salmon farm.’ 
 ‘Perfect. Claus, the first paper.’ Claus handed Kev the 
page. ‘You’re now worth twenty million quid,’ Johno told 
him. ‘You leave today.’ 
 ‘Pleasure doing business with you,’ Kev said with a 
smile, sitting down. 
 ‘Mickey,’ Johno called, pointing. Mickey Morgan stood, 
an arm missing. ‘Cayman Islands.’ 
 Claus handed him a page, earnestly read. 
 ‘Simon. You up to it, or you want to stay here?’ 
 Simon stood, thinking carefully. ‘I cannot use my left 
arm fully, so I’m never going to shoot well again. Pistol 
maybe –’ 
 ‘Listen, this is important to us as well, maybe more so 
than you being here.’ 
 ‘I will do what you ask,’ he stoically offered, his chin 
out. He accepted a page, detailing a Swiss bank account. 
‘But where do you want me to go?’ 

‘Where do you fancy?’ 
‘I have family in Canada.’ 
‘Excellent. Canadian hotel with good fishing.’ 
Simon sat. 
‘Hilda?’ 
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She stood. ‘Why I am included in this?’ 
‘Because I think I can trust you. And we owe Ricky. 

And… it’s probably not safe for you to stay here.’ 
 She accepted a page. ‘I will buy something in Malvern 
and educate the child in England. His family should see the 
baby, I have no family alive.’ 

‘Sounds reasonable.’ 
 Two K2 guards chose to stay, the rest set off on their 
travels. Finally they were all gone, Claus closing the door as 
he stepped out. Otto stood and faced Johno, awaiting an 
explanation. 

‘Something I’ve been thinking about for a while. Since 
that cruise missile hit actually.’ 

‘We’re centred here,’ Beesely pointed out. ‘An obvious 
target.’ 

‘And if we ever get kicked out of Switzerland –’ 
‘You have many fall back positions around the world,’ 

Helen stated. 
‘Yes, clever,’ Beesely commended. ‘You don’t know, 

but Otto has already set-up a bank in Panama with a rather 
large sum in it. Just in case.’ 
 ‘Yeah, well I think that just in case is just around the 
fucking corner. Helen, you may just collect you first 
month’s pay – if you’re lucky. And what the fuck happened 
to Mountney?’ 
 ‘Vanished off the face of the Earth,’ Beesely informed 
Johno. 

‘Which is strange, given the agencies we’re supposed to 
be friends with? If he can’t be found someone is sheltering 
him –’ 
 ‘Or someone disposed of him effectively,’ Helen put in. 
 ‘Which suggests,’ Beesely began, ‘that there may have 
been more to the attack on the UK than we think.’ 
 ‘Ma’am?’ came from the desk phone. 
 ‘Yes,’ Helen answered. 
 ‘There’s a Sir Charles Robbins, Director of MI6 calling.’ 
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 Helen glanced at Beesely. ‘Who … is he calling for?’ 
 ‘For whoever is head of K2, Ma’am.’ 
 Johno waved Helen out of her seat and plonked down. 
‘This is Johno. If anyone enquires from the UK, I’m head of 
K2. Put him through.’ 
 After a moment came, ‘Is that … Johno?’ 
 ‘Yes, Sir Charles. How can I help?’ 
 ‘First, I’d like to say it’s a pleasure, if not an honour, to 
finally talk to you. On behalf of all the interested parties 
here, thanks for all you have done, and the money sent to 
Portsmouth. We are seriously in your debt.’ 
 ‘We know our roots.’ 
 ‘How is Beesely?’ 
 Johno glanced at Beesely, sat in his motorised 
wheelchair. ‘Had a stroke, not well, in hospital mostly, I’ve 
taken over. How can I help?’ 
 ‘Firstly, a delicate matter. We have lost contact with 
Dame Helen, last seen heading your way. Might I enquire if 
you know where she is?’ 
 ‘She’s here.’ 
 Helen did not react. 
 ‘And might I enquire as to what she is doing … there?’ 
 ‘We’ve had a long standing romantic interest we kept 
quiet.’ 
 Helen glared, her mouth opening. 
 ‘Oh … er … Oh. Umm…’ came from the desk phone. 
 Johno checked his watch. ‘Was there something else?’ 
 ‘Well, as you can imagine, for Dame Helen to be … 
associated closely with an organisation like yours … will 
raise some eyebrows over here … in the Government.’ 
 ‘Tough shit. I care about her, so anyone showing an 
interest will pay a very heavy price for that interest.’ 
 ‘Oh … er ... I see. Well, I’d like to pop over at some 
point, have a chat.’ 
 ‘Fine, let us know, we’ll send a Learjet for you.’ 
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 ‘That’s good of you, but I’ll have to take a domestic 
flight – can’t be seen to be taking gifts from foreign 
agencies, as you can imagine.’ 
 ‘Whatever. Your call. Anything else?’ 
 ‘No, no … that’s … er … all. I’ll pencil in a meeting. 
Thank you once again for all you’ve done.’ The line went 
dead. 
 ‘Long standing –’ Helen began. 
 ‘Clever,’ Beesely cut in with. ‘If they think you like 
Helen they don’t dare upset her, and she doesn’t appear to 
be working here, even thou she lives here. Clever, my boy.’ 
 Helen eased her head forwards. ‘And now people in the 
UK think I was cheating on my husband!’ 
 ‘Do you care?’ Johno curtly asked. 
 ‘Some, yes,’ she snapped. ‘My reputation is bad enough 
already!’ 
 ‘Yeah, well worry about that after you’ve survived a 
month here.’ 
 A manager stepped in and handed Otto a note. Otto read 
it quickly. ‘The British Prime Minister will not be entering 
his name to the leadership contest, first vote in two days.’ 
 ‘Just as well,’ Beesely commented. 
 ‘He is blaming elements of MI5 for leaking certain 
facts,’ Otto added. 
 ‘Rawlins is the main culprit, then,’ Johno noted, 
disinterested. 
 ‘Some suggestion from the reporter, Duncan, that 
Rawlins was the main culprit,’ Beesely pointedly informed 
Johno. ‘He acted even before you did!’ 
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Epilogue 
 
Stanton read the note a few days later. ‘Clever.’ 
 ‘But also a problem –’ 
 ‘Should they step out of line. Yes, I can see that. But the 
one thing we should never do is underestimate them. They 
have a hell of a team. Beesely, Otto, Johno and now Dame 
Helen – hell of a line-up.’ 
 

* * * 
 
Cardinal Rumon read the report. ‘This is a set-back.’ 
 ‘Greatly so,’ his assistant commented. ‘If I may say so, 
they have been very cunning.’ 
 Rumon turned. ‘It is almost as if they know what is 
coming. That is a worry, they seemed to have been a step 
ahead at every turn.’ 
 ‘Perhaps just co-incidence, or good planning?’ 
 ‘Let us hope so. But we are moving closer to the – what 
did they say after the nerve agent attack – end game?’ 
 

* * * 
 
Molarini had watched ‘the chair’ films for five days before 
his torture began, his guards informing him that he was to be 
kept alive indefinitely. After an hour he was ready to talk. 
 Johno listened to just two sentences before putting a 
bullet through Molarini’s head. Straightening, he informed 
the surprised guards, ‘Now the war really begins.’ 
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Critique and contact 
 
 
If you would like to critique this book then please feel free 
to do so, emailing comments to k2novels@aol.com. All 
emails are picked up, but no guarantees are offered that your 
comments or suggestions will be entered into revised 
versions of this book, or that emails will be answered. 
 
If you have any comments, which could be used as 
testimonials, kindly forward them.  
 
All comments (good and bad) are gratefully received. 
 
 
You can find copies of the books in the series on 
www.lulu.com/gwresearch or email us for details. 
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