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    For Sister Mary David, our best football coach, wearing her hob-nailed boots on the touchline cheering us on, Saint Mary's Primary School 1964, the most dangerous woman in my life at that age, God Bless you Sister, never forgotten.
We didn't win but we played well, that was all that she required, fair play to all.
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INTRODUCTION: By Augusta Talbot Trueblood, great granddaughter of Augustus Talbot.

––––––––
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My name is Augusta Victoria Talbot Trueblood, and I am writing on behalf of my brother Tolly who is seriously ill at the moment, I will try to get him to finish this series when he recovers from being wounded while on active service in Africa, doing his job as DGI, (Director General of Intelligence) for the UK.

I will write about that at another time because he demands that I finish our family story, he wants it to be published by next year to commemorate our Great Grandfathers death at the grand old age of 90 in 2030 and to mark his life’s work with publishing his story by 2085, he say’s that the old man still smiles on us and we need to say thank you to him by completing this task, he’s such a manipulator, just like the old man and he is obsessed by history just like Grand Pop, I on the other hand have inherited our mothers short fuse of a temper as my present circumstances display, with me writing from my prison cell, for killing a publishing agent who I loved, but he betrayed me with my best friend, our Great Grandmother Helen would have smiled at me I’m sure, she was so unforgiving of betrayal, Tolly says it runs in the blood.

Tolly will get me out when he gets back to work, I’m sure, he’s such a smart man who seems to know everyone, some say they fear him, but I like to think that they really love his strength and power, if it can be done then he will do this for me.”

I remember the stories over so many years and the laughs we have had over the stories, some are just so funny, I start with Granddad Dexter’s other children.”

Tolly always say’s warts and all is the only way., and he’s given me permission to continue our family history, my brother also informs me that the statute of press release for the official secrets act has now lapsed, so, you cheeky American plague lawyers watch out because he will see you in the high court, so for everyone else, please enjoy, this is our family warts and all.
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CHAPTER 1 ...  The Caledonia Hotel ... Menton ... South of France 
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Talbot nudged Alice to get her attention as he watched the two young women come into the bar.

“What is it white man?"

“Lost family Alice!” he grinned at her.

“Who?"

“Let’s see how he gets out of this one Al.”

“Who?” Scowled Alice.

He nodded towards Dexter who was leaning on the bar talking to Marvin the barman for the day, he looked to Talbot for the action sign.

Talbot grinned and nodded to him.

“Well, welcome girls!” said Marvin, “Let me introduce you to your father, this gentleman standing here is your father girls!” he nodded towards Dexter.

Talbot laughed out loud as Dexter’s legs wobbled with shock.

Dex splashed his pint as he tried to drink at the same time as Marvin’s announcement.

“What Are you talking about Hank? Get it, Marvin, Hank Marvin?”

The twins stared at him and smiled, waiting for his full attention.

He leaned back getting them in full focus and wiped his eyes as he started to sob,

“My God girls, you look like my mother, you’re the spitting image of her when she was young.”

They ran to him and hugged him tight, squealing with joy.

He picked them both off the floor laughing but looking at Talbot.

The old man shrugged and nodded to the other woman walking into the bar.

Elizabeth came out of the toilet smiling and looking round at the scene at the bar, she bumped into the other woman who was going in the same direction and giggled at her in amusement,” Soz darling!” she said as she headed for the bar scene.

The woman walked in the same direction and jumped on Dexter to Elizabeth’s dismay.

The three women hugged Dex laughing and screeching his name.

Elizabeth’s eyes darted to her father who was grinning at her and Alice whose face was in obvious shock.

Dex caught the look on Elizabeth’s face and put the women down, his face glowing with joy and shock, he wiped the tears away with the back of his hand.

He saw her look and knew that he had to come up with a quick explanation or he was in deep trouble.

“She’s from Malaysia Liz; she was my nurse when I came out of the jungle.”

Liz nodded to the older woman and the younger ladies.

“I didn’t know about them Liz, it’s all a bit of a shock dear!”

“And?” said Liz looking at the women.

“We saw you on TV Prime Minister!” said the woman.

“Dexter?” said Liz.

“Oh, sorry ladies, let me introduce the British Prime Minister, the Member of Parliament for Charnwood North in Leicestershire, and my wife Elizabeth.

The ladies stared at her and smiled.

Liz stared at Dexter and moved her eyes towards the women.

“Oh! This is Stella Chung and her daughters.”

“Your daughters numb nuts; they both have your eyebrow’s.”

“Doctor Stella Chung, Hamish!” said Stella.

“I’m very pleased to meet you, Stella!” said Liz turning her back on Dexter and offering her hand to shake.”

Stella shook her hand vigorously, “We watched you on TV, you’re the most famous woman in the world Elizabeth, can we call you Elizabeth?"

“I told the girls that he was dead but there he is commanding the Scots Guards on TV, like a superman, well!, it all came out, I’m sorry, I told the girls about their father who was injured in SAS exercises over in Borneo, and he survived on leaves and roots for two months as he walked out of the jungle, they didn’t believe me at first but then they just looked at him and then in the mirror and saw their fathers looks, he’s still a handsome man after all that.”

“I knew he’d married again but I didn’t mind because he is still alive and that’s what matters!”

Liz waited to get a word in, “It’s all a bit of a shock Stella, he has other children you know all over the place, my daughter Caledonia and a son from a Welsh lady his name is Griff, so, you’re now part of our family, hold on a mo, what do you mean again?"

“Oh! The Imam married us when he was very ill and about to die, I couldn’t let him die without being married, he would have gone to hell, and I didn‘t want that.”

Liz stared at the red-faced Dexter, who was still being held by the girls.

“So I took him home and comforted him as he recovered, but then the Army took him away and I never saw him again, some big boss said he’d died on route to the UK, so I claimed the Army pension, he’s been supporting us for many years and he didn’t even know, he paid for my medical training and education in fact so he saved us, wow he’s such a hero.”

“Yes, he is,” said Liz, she turned to her father and stared at him.

He shrugged, giggling with Alice.

“It’s ok Elizabeth it’s allowed in the Muslim faith to have more than one wife so don’t worry dear,” said the old man.

“So, if he’s killed again, we will both be widows then Stella,” said Liz looking back at Dexter.

“Well, yes but do you think that I will have to pay all his pension money back after all these years?” asked Stella staring into Elizabeth’s eyes.

“Well! What do you think Pop, will she have to pay it all back to the Army pension fund?” shouted Liz over to the old man.

He coughed, then said,” Well no because I happen to know how it all works, you see they reinvest some of the money as you claim into a trust fund, and it pays out when your children turn nineteen, but actually still pay’s you as well, because you will always be a widow won’t you Stella?”

“Well, no not now Mr. Talbot, he’s alive so we are married again, I’m looking forward to some sex!”

Elizabeth’s face changed to a violet color as she digested the new information, “Mr. Talbot? Do you know him then Stella?"

Stella burst out laughing, “I can’t keep it up Pop, your idea to wind her up so much is wicked so I just can’t carry on with it.”

“A set up!” screamed Liz, “You are a meddling sack of shit old man, that’s it, you’re going to die, right here and right now!”

He quickly stood and warded her off with the chair he was sitting on as she ran over to him; she tried to grab him by the throat.

“This is it you’re a dead man, old man!” she shouted at him.

Alice calmly stood and walked over to the girls and Dexter smiling at them as the mayhem continued behind her.

“So, Dex, any doubt in your mind as to who their father is.”

The girls clung to him, he still had the pint in his hand, but his mouth stayed open in shock.

“Name’s?” asked Alice.

The twins spoke at the same time, “I’m Elizabeth and I’m Miriam, it’s our birthday today and mum said that she had a great surprise for us.”

“Well,” said Alice, “This must be the biggest ever, eh?"

“The biggest so far I think said Miriam, so, what do we call him?"

“Well, daddy is the normal name girls, I don’t think he’ll mind.”

Dexter’s mouth opened and closed but nothing came out.

“So how did you get here then?”

Stella smiled at Alice, “Well, Mr. Talbot paid for everything, the flights the hotel, everything, fantastic, eh?”

“Yes, Stella just fantastic,” she pulled out her phone and called Caledonia in the UK.

Stella watched the madness of the Talbot’s as Elizabeth tried to corner the old man and kill him.

“Hello Cal!” said Alice, “Err, yes dear we’re at the hotel in Menton and guess what? I have just met your half-sisters and their mother, yes half-sisters dear,” she held up the phone so that everyone could hear her laughing over the speaker.

“Yes, we’ve just met them, they are fantastic Cal, twins, Miriam and Elizabeth, oh their mother? well her name is Stella, she’s Malaysian, oh! the noise in the background? that’s just your mother trying to kill your granddad dear, all perfectly normal, eh?"

Cal was laughing over the phone, Alice held it up for Dexter to hear.

“Yes, Caledonia there’s no doubt they are his children, when you see them, you’ll understand what I’m saying, the eyebrows and the nose, you’ll see,” said Alice giggling along with Cal.

“Ok Cal I’ll photo them and send it to you, talk to you later.”

Liz had now got hold of the old man and was trying to choke him, but he was laughing like a donkey, and she couldn’t concentrate on the murder, she started to laugh at herself and him and Dexter, and the situation.

“Pile ons!” shouted Alice as she ran over to the daughter and father discussion group and dived on top of them, the twins ran and dived on the top of them all, Stella jumped on top of the pile and Marvin came over to add weight to the pile.

Dexter finished his drink and ran over to them to dive but they rolled over and so he hit the floor screeching with laughter.
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CHAPTER 2 ... Longmore House ... Kent ... UK 
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Caledonia laughed at the photo’s Alice had sent her from France, she passed the phone to Erick, but Helen snatched it from him and looked at the pictures, wondering what Cal had been laughing at, she handed it back to Erick.

“So, whats the story then?"

“The old man’s been keeping this one a secret, Dexter’s other wife from Malaysia and her two girls, his by the way.”

“Helen burst out laughing, Erick joined in.”

“So, how many more are out there, because the sperm haggis has impregnated em,” squealed Helen, laughing.

“This is turning into the United Nations!” laughed Erick, looking at the photos.

“She is a Doctor at the Nottingham University Hospital in Kuala Lumpur in Malaysia,” said Cal, “I just Googled her, she’s quite a star over there, she’s a surgeon.”

Helen squealed again laughing,” Perhaps she can check the brain box out for obvious numbness and moral ineptitude.”

“The noise in the background was of my mother trying to kill granddad,” said Cal, still laughing.

Helen held her belly, laughing, “That’s it, too late, I’ve just peed my pants.”

“Too much info GM!” said Erick.

Helen slapped him but it was too funny to make a meal of it.

Erick’s phone buzzed in his pocket, so he stood up and walked away from the laughing to answer.

“Yes John, I know I’ve just seen the pictures, yes boss they are his, no doubting that one, ok, on my way.”

Cal overheard the conversation with John, she looked at her grandmother and raised her eyebrows.

“He must have an inside man dear,” she said answering the unasked question.

“Well, who?"

“It’s almost always the new boy in my experience, trying to look good and impress the Boss,” said Helen.

“Marvin, then?"

Helen nodded with a grin.

“And who was yours all these years?"

Helen grinned at her, “I married him, so we have always had that link, I just had to remind him of it.”

“So thats why you didn’t kill him then, love?"

Helen laughed at her, “I would have killed him in the end, he drove me bonkers woman.”

“Thats a yes then GM?"

Baby Augusta’s patience had now run out and she started to scream the place down, she wanted food, and she wanted it now, her powerful little legs now kicked the highchair table as she screamed.

“Ok, ok, little Monster I’m getting it now!” said Helen as she got up to get her lunch.

“Should we have called her Mariah, the hot wind” chuckled Cal.

Erick gave Cal a kiss and was gone, avoiding all the noise.

“Wimp,” said Cal as he left them.

“The big green eyes give her away Caledonia, the genetic miscreant hell bent on our loss of sleep, she won’t put up with stodgy anymore, she wants meat now and lots of it,” laughed Helen.

“I think she’ll break that highchair soon, best come up with a plan GM.”

Helen took the baby out of her highchair and let her stand on her own feet, she held onto the highchair leg for balance and grinned at them.

“Wow! Gussy, well done little woman,” squealed her mother, “How long has she been doing that GM?"

“Yesterday, tomorrow we start teaching her to shoot.”

Cal looked at her in horror.

“A joke missy, just a joke,” laughed Helen.

Augusta let go of the chair leg and walked over to the fridge and bashed it with both of her hands.

“We might have to get a fridge lock as well,” Laughed Helen.

Cal stared at the little baby as she turned and demanded more food, Helen laughed even louder at Cal’s reaction.

“And he missed it didn’t he Gussy?” said Cal as she walked over to her and picked her up, “An historic moment and he missed it.”

“I missed all of it Caledonia,” Helen started to sniff with emotion.

Cal put her little girl down and walked over to her and gave her a hug “Well this lot you are not missing right? And stop with all this I’m so guilty crap, we realize the price you paid and besides it’s becoming boring, clear so far?”

Helen burst out laughing, “As blunt as always, thankfully Caledonia, thank you for sharing.”

Cal pointed at her, “Stop it!”

“Shit!” said Augusta as she waited for some more food at the fridge door.

“No!” laughed Cal, “First words and all that GM.

“I won’t tell if you don’t Caledonia.”

Cal burst out laughing at her grandmother’s serious face.

“No GM, Erick obviously woman?”
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CHAPTER 3 ... Whitehall ... Top floor Office ... London ... UK 
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John stared into the computer talking to Theo, “So what’s the big deal then Theo, what’s all the panic about?"

“Our boy’s have caused a rift in the military in Russia, hard liners have started to link them with me and blaming you.”

“So, what have you done up to now Theo?” he noticed the background outside the window Theo was sitting by.

“Well Peanut is in negotiations with lower ranks trying to bring em round to western ways of thinking.”

“Where the hell are you Theo, what’s that in the background?"

“Oh, thats the dome of Saint Peters, here in St Petersburg.”

“Russia?” shouted John, “What the hell are you doing in Russia you moron?"

Theo grinned at him, “I’m trusting them John, I must trust in the end, or it will all fall apart.

“You’re a dead man walking Theo, they will kill because you are in their land.”

“Jessika is campaigning John; she has to be here to speak to the people it can’t be done from there.”

“Do you have protection Theo?"

Suddenly a gun appeared in front of Theo, “We have him Johnski.”

“Peanut! What the hell does that mean?”

“It means that we want to win the election and little man is leverage against you and any others who want make trouble.”

“She is Russian Pete, she will pay the price and then hunt you down when she wins, now if she doesn’t kill you then his stepdad will, he’s very important to the old man Pete, listen up you mad man.”

John could hear some other people talking on another computer, Pete spoke to them in Russian.

“Who is that, Pete?” screamed John into the computer.

“Oh, just RTV on other Computer, they listen to you as well Johnski so keep head down eh,”

“You slimy bastard Peanut, you planned this all along didn’t you, what’s it about, money?"

“I have money mate, he gives me too much, not too smart in end, no planning skill Johnski, easy peasy mate, sorry but he will die in end, we need to make clean break from west, we will be independent not part of UK, you understand Johnski we need separation from you and Americans.

“People don’t want ties with greedy west.”

“So, all back to normal then Peanut, Uncle Stalin lives, eh?"

“We need hard man Johnski, woman puppet is good for now but in end hard man take over, natural in Russia.”

“Don’t do this Pete!”

The screen blanked out as the signal was cut off at the other end.

“Bastard!” shouted John.

The intercom buzzed, he pressed to talk to Ruby.

“Do you need the tactical team in there, Boss?"

“No Ruby, department heads for the Ruski project for now please, better check if you have enough cup’s because I’m really pissed off.”

“Slow fuse is best boss, more effective!”

“Thanks, my wise old woman.”

“Just old woman boss.”

“Cut that out Ruby, right now, I know your value to the company and to me, you are always loved, just get those useless buggers in here and quick.”

She smiled as she closed the desk com link, “Yep he’s getting there I think,” she mumbled, picking up the phone.

She opened her lower desk door with her foot to check on the cups, then smiled at the thought of what Helen would have done to them during their bollockings, because they were all in for a roasting, she knew the signs.
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CHAPTER 4 ... St Petersburg ... Palace Hotel ... Russia 
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Pete Placed the gun on Theo’s desktop, Theo reached for it and placed it back into his draw, smiling at Pete.

“Well, how do you think that went then Peanut?"

“You proper gangster Theo, now they all think you doomed to die, for why?"

He grinned at Pete, “It’s to give us space in the election Pete, Jess will be an iron woman now, she will say that she will sacrifice me her love for her greatest love, mother Russia, she will spit in your face, gangster man, they will love her as I do.”

“You fuck bonkers boss, am I still on your side, I just need to check, ok?"

“Let’s just hope that John took the hook and runs with it, we need to see him panic and so do the world press run, and see how will the people react Pete?"

“They fuck slice me up Theo, this is punch in the guts mate, I think riots happen soon.”

“Have I over cooked it, Pete?"

“Fuck fried to crisp mate,” said Pete as he went over to the drinks cabinet to get them both a short.”

“If this works Pete, then I owe you big time, so what do you really want?"

Pete poured them both the Vodka, then grinned at Theo.

Theo grinned back, “Yes, ok, I’ll buy you the Chelsea blues and you can run it all if you like.

“I very like Theo!” squealed Pete and he slugged his Vodka and poured himself another.

Theo smiled at the mad Russian as they clinked glasses.

“You’re the dog’s black locks, Theo.”

“It’s bollocks Pete.”

“I say that Theo.”

Theo drank his vodka laughing at the Peanut.

He switched on the TV and waited for her interview, the shopping game was interrupted by a news flash, he saw his photo on the screen.

“Couldn’t you have given them a better picture Pete; I’ve got pimples and spots on that one.”

“We have warts Theo, they need to see yours, little guy,” smiled Pete.

Pete watched him sob to himself as Jessika came into the camera, his tears splashed onto his desk as he concentrated on her words.

She was crying and shouting into the camera, “So our scumbag gangsters have made the first move in our politics by snatching my love and holding him hostage so that I will do as they command, they want me as a puppet, to dance to their tune, to be the good little girl and do as I’m told.”

“Well I say this to our scumbags, never, never, never will you get me to do what you demand, never, my husband will die for what he believes in and so will I, we will have democracy here in this land, I am Russian I am used to the price and willing pay,” the tears streamed down her face as the camera focused into her, “My grandmothers bones lie under the road in Siberia, she was killed by ignorant thick stupid scum like these people, they want serfs and slaves, well not me and not you, we are changing and the scum had better take their stolen money and get out, because we are taking this country back from the slime who have imprisoned us for a hundred years, we are getting a proper law and a proper justice system, bribery and corruption are not going to be the norm any more, gangsters and drug dealers can go and spend their blood money in the west, they can go and be cursed, as they’ve cursed us all these years.

She burst into uncontrollable sobbing, the camera cut away from her and focused on the reporter in the street.

“This is RTVN reporting from St Petersburg where we believe Mr. Smirnoff has been snatched and is being held against his will, we have seen the reaction of his wife to the news and support her in the terrible time, luckily her daughter Lilia is with her even though the little girl is only a few months old I imagine she is a real comfort to her mother.”

“There have been no demands as of this moment, but we expect that we will be given demands for his release.”

“In St Petersburg a demonstration has already started outside the government buildings and police reinforcements have been called out to keep the peace, we hope it will be a peaceable demonstration because we know that Mr. Smirnoff was always demanding peaceable arguments and demonstrations, the Nation hopes and prays that this will end well, this is Mikhail Greznoff reporting from St Petersburg, back to you in the RTN Moscow studio.”

Pete watched Theo crying and cried himself, he wiped his face with his hands and then asked.

“Theo, just explain again please just why we need to do this?”

Theo mopped his face with a hankie from his pocket, “We are preempting the bad men Pete, we are taking over public opinion and driving the changes with public votes, this is manipulation of emotions, understand?”

“We have to have them on our side, now we stand back and watch the reaction from the right and see how they get out of this one.”

“The chess game Boss?"

“The big chess game Pete, one we cannot lose.”

“Theo! What if they just kill her, we’ve had sacrifices before and the nation just moved on, you must see that they know what you’re doing, they will have to make a move soon.”

“What would you do then Pete?"

“From their point of reaction, I would choose moment and show the world that you are cheat, that your father planned all this and that you want to be a Tsar, with her as a puppet.”

Theo stared at him with an open mouth, thinking.

“So, they will want insiders then Pete, some of your boys perhaps?"

“Yes, Theo I would go that way, divide, split and spoil, get that wedge right in and breaking us up with internal suspicions.”

Theo stared at him, “Agreed Pete, that’s their only route to breaking us up, embarrassments and show trials perhaps, but how?"

“Money Theo, big dollars with promise of American life in the west.”

“Can you counter that, Pete?"

“Fear or love Theo?”

“No, faith, love and loyalty, you have to get them back into church and history, failing that football and sport.”

He laughed at Theo and pointed at him, “You know our hearts don’t you little guy.”

Theo grinned at him.

Peanut nodded back to him, “This is crying wolf Theo, dangerous man.”

Theo nodded, as his phone rang, but he didn’t touch it.

Pete looked at the ringing phone and understood how much he would have to pay in his deal with the little man.

“What links do you have in the local Police Pete?"

He grinned at the little man.

Theo opened his desk and pulled out a wooden box, he placed it on the desk and slowly opened it for Pete to see.

Pete gasped at the golden glow of the mother and child golden icon, he crossed himself as he stared.

Theo did the same and closed the lid, “Will it work Pete?”

“My God Theo what are you doing?”

“We have to return to faith Pete, this is stage one, Mother Mary and the Christ, our Savior, it cost me an absolute fortune and is irreplaceable if you lose it, clear?”

Pete gulped at the responsibility, “But Theo that is.....................is...............?”

“Our faith Pete, you, me, everyone, understand?” He stared at the big Russian until the man understood what to do with this motherlands piece of history.”

“I show the boys, yes?”

“Create faith Pete, create the coming back of the real Russia, this is our history, our mother’s faith made us what we are, take it and remind them who and what we are, it’s value is beyond compared to all others, make that very clear to all, understood?”

Pete’s eyes dripped with tears; he stared into Theo’s red and blotchy face; Theo cried with him.

“Feel the power, Pete? I just had to save it from money and greed and all things bad, this is us, Pete!” he couldn’t speak any more, he just stared into Pete’s eyes and smiled as tears dripped down his face.

“Ok, I understand Theo, I’ll take it and protect them with my life, ok?”

“We have to use this power Pete, this is the secret weapon so handle with care, talk it through with your boys and make a plan to convert our nation.”

Pete wiped his eyes with the backs of his hands and stood up, Theo handed over the wooden box, Pete took in and sniffled with emotion and took hold of this National treasure.

He walked out of the room, “It’s our soul Pete, handle with care please!” said Theo to the closing door.
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CHAPTER 5 ...  Menton ... South of France 
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Dexter stepped over the sand on the beach and reached for the little dog in the middle of a dog fight, the little Yorkshire terrier bit him out of anger at being disturbed from his war with the two French bull dogs trying to attack him.

Dexter picked up the little snarling monster by the scruff, “You just can’t win um all you’re a stupid little dog Lenin, they’ll kill you in the end.”

Talbot laughed at him as the little dog turned to bite him again, “Reminds me of someone Dexter, a Scotsman too stupid to stop doing what he does best, that’s fighting.”

“I’ve stopped Pop, retired out of it all,” Lenin turned in his grip and bit his thumb, so Dexter dropped the little monster, and he ran off to continue the combat.”

He laughed as he sucked his thumb, “Little bastard don’t know what’s good for him.”

“He’s at war Dex, it’s personal, these are his people, it’s show time and he is the boss, of the sands, look at him.”

Lenin skimmed across the sand in the direction of the enemy, screeching in anger, he bit one of them and chased the other, then turning again to take on the one who wanted it.

Talbot put words the dog’s action’s, “Come on then Bunty if you want it come and get a stomping.”

Dexter laughed while still sucking his thumb.

“The heart of a lion Dexter but the brain the size of a grape, he will die doing what he does.”

The second bulldog came back for him but more determined this time, now fully understanding the game, it bit Lenin’s back leg and held it fast, closing its eyes in determination, then picked up the smaller dog, the first dog saw the advantage and attacked at the same time, Lenin would not give in and tried to defend himself with pure aggression, but he was losing.

Talbot stood up, walked over to the scrum and lifted Lenin out of it, shaking off the bulldog who wouldn’t’ let go of its victim.

Dexter walked over to them to shoo them away, but the bull dogs went for him as well, he bent down to them and gave them the Sarn’t Major growl, they changed plans and ran off in victory.

Talbot took the war veteran off him and rolled the loser in his tee shirt then walked up the beach to find a vet.

Dexter walked along side of him.

“You see Dex, it’s only a matter of time before the bigger dogs bite off your bollocks, do you get it now?"

“I’m out Pop, you know that.”

The old man turned to him and stared, the little dog was bleeding down his shirt whimpering in pain, “Then why the fuck did you let her go and become the Prime Minister.”

“Look!” screamed Dexter, “She’s your daughter, she does what she likes, the old PM passed her the baton and she’s running with it, and let’s not forget the one who got her into this politics thing in the first-place old man! You did that!””

“I don’t like it, Dexter.”

“I don’t like it,” mimicked Dexter.

“You’re pissing me off Hootsmon,” shouted Talbot,”

“Well, your interfering and planning had been pissing me off for a long-time old man, this is all your idea, and it’s all you fault.”

A Passing Gendarme stood at the side of the men, shouting at each other.

Talbot stopped and handed the dog to him, then turned to Dexter, “Come on then Haggis let’s see what you got!” shouted Talbot.

“That’s it, old man you’re going to get your slap at last,” he grabbed Talbot and lifted him off the floor, but the old man healed him hard and gave him a dead leg so they both fell over into the sand growling and raging.

Alice walked over to them and poured her cold beer over them as they wrestled, while still smiling at the nice Gendarme and looking at the injured Lenin.

“Mercy, Cherie, directions por du Vetenair sil vou plais?”

The dumbfounded French Policeman pointed to the flashing green dog sign across the road.

Alice handed him her glass and took the dog from him with a polite smile, then walked off to the vets.

Dexter and Talbot stood up and grinned at him, the sand had covered their faces where the beer had splashed, Talbot gave him the salute and Dexter joined in.

The Gendarme watched them follow the woman, “Les Zonglais, total bonkers,” he mumbled, now noticing the blood stain down his clean white shirt.

“I’m giving up drinking in the day Pop!”

“Yeah, me too son, it makes me into a miserable bastard.”

“Or just drunk, laughed Dexter.

“I’m staying off that bastard Cherry eau de’vie as well, it’s affecting your brain.

Dexter looked at him sideways thinking, then gave up and followed.
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CHAPTER 6 ...  PM’s question time ... House of Commons ... London 
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The Speaker silenced the house so that the shadow Prime Minister could speak.

“Could our right honorable lady tell us what we are going to do about UK citizens being held to ransom in Russia, or are they not talking to her again?”

“The Prime Minister!” shouted the Speaker of the house.

“Your snide betrays a dull wit, Mr. Shadow Prime Minister,” said Liz as she glared at the opposite benches, “Because that’s what you are a shadow, without substance and idea’s, you could have demanded we cut off ties with the Russians, but you wouldn’t do that would you sir, it might affect your vodka supply’s and you don’t want to be without that do you, or do you need to borrow more money from your Russian friends for your off shore investments?”

The house burst into cat calls and whistles as Liz and her side of the house laughed at them.

“Our relations with the Russian government has always been a bit frosty, well you lot would know that one wouldn’t you, because it was you who bargained for a gas deal with the gangsters who stole it from the people, it’s all perfectly normal for you boys to deal with drug dealers, after all thinking about it, that could be why you are always going to be in opposition, the people can see for themselves what you really are, wimpy and dull, you don’t have a plan between you, but that’s because they’re your friends, red flags flying high as usual, right?"

The house descended into chaos as the members stood and shouted at each other.

Some of the members wave papers to get the speakers attention from the back benches.

“Order, order please members we are here to listen to the Prime Ministers answers please,” shouted the speaker of the house.

“Ok, the right honorable member for Nottingham north.”

He stood and looked at his paperwork before shouting out, “Will the lady please tell us why we have a citizen and I am told one of her friends being held in Russia in the first place, then what she proposes to do about it?"

“A question at last,“she shouted, “Finally pulled your pants up have we lads, the citizen you speak of is a personal friend of my family, he is Mr. Theodore Smirnoff, the man who saved our air defense system falling into the hands of our enemies, born, bred, and well educated in the UK, one of our smartest brains, by all accounts he has been taken captive in the hope that he can be used as leverage against his wife, also a personal friend who is a candidate for the leadership of the Russian peoples in the up and coming up elections, that’s if the scum who hold the power at the moment ever let the Russian people have a choice, I’m told that she will win and in fact could be the next President and in fact we will have to deal with her in Russia’s refresh and possible rebrand.”

“Is it right that she was once a spy working for the Russians against us Prime Minister.”

“I’m not allowed to say, and the right honorable gentleman knows why, because it would break protocol, but aren’t we the kettle calling the tea pot over there? Weren’t you the editor of a laughingly called newspaper specializing in naked women on page three and using headlines like London bus found on the moon, you’re the biggest joke in the house sir! And wasn’t it you lot who placed a Russian oligarch into the house of Lords, what was that a payoff for services rendered? Perhaps there’s a few of them doing the voting for the reds? And they accuse us of influencing their political system when you lot have left the back door open for the rats to come in!”

The place erupted again into chaos as most members stood to shout.

Liz laughed at the losers on the opposite benches.

“Are you not going to ask relevant questions today chaps, the bars not open yet so you still have time!” shouted Liz over the top of the noise.

“Mrs. Winchester, south Notts!” shouted the speaker of the house, can we have some calm please, this is a debate after all?”

“Will Boudica own up to being involved in all the political maneuvering in Russia and threatening an assassination of the Russian President using her family members?”

Liz jumped up in a fury, “A wise crack from the back of the room, eh? So, we really do have infiltrators within our political system in the form of a women pretending to be English, with an English name, when we know she is a Ukrainian photo bride, nice legs, big tits and a mouth to speak the Russian whisper whenever ordered by her bosses in Moscow, paid for in cash as always, by her English bride groom and the GRU right?”

The place erupted in shouting and whistling as the red-faced opposition protested at Elizabeth’s words.

“Order, order, order!” cries the speaker of the house.

“Slimy cow!” screeched Liz over the top of the shouting.

“Will the Prime Minister please stop this abuse of power in calling other members!”

“Calling them what, real political opposition members? These people are frauds, and well named as shadows, the people are looking at you lot, the evidence is in front of us, not one question involving ideas of how we are going to react to this, without substance and thought, just wind! Farts, in fact!”

The house erupted again in shouting; papers were thrown into the air as angry voices shouted their opposition to the current Prime Minister.
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CHAPTER 7 ...  Moon Swamp Golf Club ... Florida ... USA 
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Patrick had sliced the ninth and the others were laughing at him as he searched for his lost ball.

A Log floated in their direction as he searched, and they bantered about his bad playing at the side of the waterline.

“Revenge is mine! “said Patrick in a squeaky woman’s voice.

Suddenly an alligator ran out of the water in his direction and picked up Patrick’s ball in its mouth, the players darted away in fear, Patrick walked to his cart and pulled out his putter, then calmly walked back to the water line and whacked the beast over the head with it.

“Give me back my ball you little fecker!” he shouted at it.

The Alligator reversed back into the lake, Patrick chased it, but it got away, he turned to complain and noticed his club was bent, then looked at the others.

“Now that’s got to be an act of God, a free ball I think?” shouted Patrick.

They were on the floor laughing at the mad Irishman, other groups of players came from the eighth hole wanting to play through but stopped to laugh at the bad mad Irish golfer who didn’t like losing balls.”

From then on, he was called the legend by his friends and fans, but they forced him to continue playing with the bent putter, his putting surprisingly improved.

In the club house they took it off him and made a space for it to be hung on the wall, the barman supplied the marker pen for him to sign the wall bellow the bent out of shape putting iron.

The golfing legend was born, Patrick bought the first round then forgot who bought the next few.

Mickeleen came into the bar as Patrick was sleeping on the floor along with most of the other golfers.

He laughed as the barman told him the story, Mickeleen saw the funny side of it, and was eventually persuaded to place his giant hands on the wall for the barman to draw around.

He signed where the barman pointed under the picture of his hands.

“And the date of your Super bowl win please Mr. O’Brien, please sir.”

Mickeleen smiled at him as the barman wrote under both (Beware of the Irish).

“I’ll have a drink little man, if you please?"

“Sorry guy, this lot just drunk me dry man, thats why they’re on the floor, I’ll give em an hour then I’ll ring round the wife’s and girlfriends to come and collect them, this was a club drinking competition and all of them are losers.”

“A plan, eh? “laughed Mickeleen as he lifted Patrick and carried him out to the car.

On the freeway Patrick came round on the back seat.

“What’s happening Ginger nut?”

Mickeleen gave him the look in the interior mirror.

“Ok, Mick, what’s up?"

“Theo’s missing, he’s in Russia, they snatched him.”

“Who.”

“Nobody knows who they are but he’s in the deep end, Pat, so what do we do?"

“Oh, shit,” mumbled Patrick while he was thinking.”

Mickeleen passed him a bottle of water to drink, “All of it Pat, drink the lot.”

Patrick phoned with his left hand as he drank the water.

“Ma, have you heard?"

“Heard what?"

“Theo’s been snatched in Russia.”

“Oh, the fecking egit, what the hell is he doing in Russia Patrick?"

“The wife’s going to be the new President ma, where are you?"

“I’m in Colorado Patrick with Clint on his ranch.”

“Doing what?"

“Oh, fecking hell son, what the feck do yer tink?"

Patrick smiled at Mickeleen in the mirror, he saw the look, then slapped the back of his head.

“Well did Mick know ma?"

“Everyone knows Patrick, except you, because you’re so full of yourself you don’t even notice!”

“Sorry ma, is he a good man then?"

“Yes, Patrick he’s a good and kind man, I can ask for no more son.”

“Well, are you going to?"

“None of your fecking business Patrick.”

Patrick laughed at the conversation, he grinned to Mickeleen in the interior mirror.

“So, what are we doing about the Dwarf then Ma?"

“Don’t call him That Patrick, if I was there with you now, I’d give you such a slap.”

“Ma?"

“I’ll have to go and get him the stupid little bastard.”

“It’s good to use the correct terms ma, well he is, right?"

“Don’t fecking start on me, cause I’m now in the fecking mood.”

“Pizza delivery from New York on Monday clear Ma?"

“I don’t like it, Patrick, what the hell is he doing over there, I have to tink, so ring me back in ten.”

Mickeleen grinned at him in the mirror.

“Well, what’s yours then Mick?"

“He’s playing a game Pat, that’s what I tink

“Oh, bollocks Mick, he is out of control man, what the hell is he doing in Russia.?

He punched in the numbers for Carol and waited.

“Well Babe, what’s your opinion.”

“He’s out there to support her in the elections Patrick, I think he might have over planned the move and got caught out by an insider, I’ve been told it was Peanut who took him down.”

“By whom?"

“John, I rang him and asked.”

“Shit woman that’s a big deal phone call.”

“It’s a black and white question, right, friend or foe, so what is he Patrick?"

“A friend Carol.”

“Well, there we are then, now you call the old man and get his plan from him and quick!” the phone was slammed down by her.

“She’s took over my life Mickle.”

Mickeleen laughed at him in the mirror, “And about fecking time, she told me where to find yer and sent me the route plan just to make sure I got here, the plane is on the tarmac waiting for us and your suit has been pressed, I think she’s proper pissed with you boy, them Indians get sore man when you mess em about.”

“It was just a round of golf Mickle.”

“Yeah, on an Alligator infested swamp, that they call a fecking golf club.”

“It was fun Mickle.”

“It was fecking dangerous Pat, so you tell her it was just some fun because I’m not.”

Patrick sat and thought about what he’d been doing, “I’m not doing this right am I Mickle.”

“She needs a man and a husband Pat, take my advice, and go home to your wife and be the man, stop pissing about being the class clown and taking risks that are not needed. you’re not the Irish rover anymore, settle down with the woman who loves you for God’s sake.”

Patrick slapped Mickeleen’s head, “Thanks Mickle I needed to be told what I’m supposed to do.”

“Listen Pat, you’re the second most clever man on the planet but you’re a thick shit paddy that needs to go home from the bastard pub now and again, or your love will walk out of the door, and you will have nothing Pat, nothing, understand?”

Patrick grinned at him, “So who’s the smartest then?”

“Oh, feck off! “Laughed Mickeleen.

Patrick drank some more water giggling at the back of the ginger giant.
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CHAPTER 8 ... Whitehall ... Top floor ... DGI’s ... Office ... London 
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Johns red face gave it away that he was about to burst.

They sat down but no one wanted any tea, “Report Mack!” said John.

“Err we were not told of his movements or of any plans involving going to Russia sir.”

“And our Canadian operator on the foreign desk?"

“He must have slipped through the net sir!” said Erick.

John kicked the coffee table over and threw his teacup at the wall, “What the fuck is this place, a fucking kinder garden for farts?”

John placed his face in front of Erick’s and shouted, “Do we have a fucking net and how big are the holes, his whole entourage has left the building, and we are still farting in our sleep and supposed to be fucking watching them.”

“But!” said Erick.

“Get fucking out of my sight and get over to Poland, you’re both crossing into Russia tonight to find our little man and bloody fast before they kill him, get it? “he screamed at them.

“But my department John?” said Mack.

John put his nose in Mack’s face, “Oh didn’t I say chaps, you pair are the new toilet cleaners on the ground floor, you are fucking fired now get out and find our man, now!”

Mack and Erick shuffled out of his office subdued and pale.

Ruby giggled at them as they left the room, two seconds later her intercom buzzed.

“Well?” asked John.

She giggled, “An 8’5 boss, she even shot one of them once during one of her bollockings.”

“Oh, hell Ruby, she was the premier league I’m just in the conference league trying to make the play offs.”

Ruby laughed at him “Ok boss, a grudging 9.”

“That’ll do for now woman,” he chuckled, “get them on a flight tonight to Poland and an Embassy car to drive into Russia, local plates, use the press cover for both of them, perhaps the BBC?”

“Err.... no sir, better with independent news orgs or the Prime Minister will be embarrassed if they get rolled up.”

“Ok, a good point, do it please Ruby.”

He picked up the phone and rang Diana at the Ruski Hotel.

“So, Princes why haven’t you given me the good news before now?"

“I was letting your posh mates get promoted for being toads.”

“So, you think you can do better then, girly?"

“I’ll be having your job within the year if you let me in the door so cut the crap big knob.”

“Ok, pimple tits, get over here I want you to run a department, I’ve just sacked the toads, your mouth had better not be all you’ve got woman, and tell me how you know about my knob?"

He could hear her squealing with laughter before she put the phone down.

He rang Helen, he knew she would be talking about how he was coping but he was prepared for her.

“Look little lad I’m retired, so go and bother someone else with your office problems.”

“Nice first gambit, I like it, Helen.”

She laughed at him, “So let me think for a moment, so, you’re going to ask me if it’s a genuine snatch, or a publicity stunt to get media space.”

“You’re just showing off now Helen, come on woman let me play the game, we both know his professor and how the game was played by him, my question is this, does he have the balls for this.”

“So, you don’t think its a real snatch then?”

“Well, he’s new to the ways but I’m told that he’s very fast at learning.”

“What if he takes hits Helen?"

“Well, thats the line we all have to cross, are you ready for that?”

“Oh, sorry I forgot to say, don’t expect Erick home tonight, he’s on his way to Poland he crosses into the big bad lands tonight.”

“Oh, how you’ve grown John, so now you want me to prime her for action, then?"

“It was inevitable Helen, you know that.”

“She predicted your move though John, she must get points for that maybe.”

“Work tools Helen, I learned that from you Ma’am.”

“She will be mad at you though John.”

“Did I say that I would give a shit, Helen.”

“Oh, I was just saying sonny, no need to be rude.”

“Says her who invented the word.”

He listened to her laughing as the phone was placed down, it warmed him with the thought of her, it was as good as a pat on the back from the Dragon.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER 9 ... The Caledonia Hotel ... Menton ... South of France 
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Talbot watched Dexter’s twin daughters as they cooed and tutted the little dog.

Lenin was taped up to his belly and the plastic bucket on his head prevented him biting off the covering tape on his stitched-up leg.

He looked more like the little lion; his fur had been shaved on his rear end.

“What? “asked Alice.

“Alice, what are we doing with these women?"

“Family Pop, they are family, anyway the twins have expressed an interest in the catwalk industry, so I phoned our man and he’s on his way over.”

“I notice how popular these girls are with our security crew, a distraction you think?”

“Oh, shut up, it makes the world go round, remember?”

He gave her his best toothy grin; she was alarmed instantly.

“Ok, out with it, I know that look.”

“I just have to make a little trip.”

“Avoiding Adrian or something else?” she turned to look at him, “No, old man you are not going to Russia, no!”

“London, dear, to see the Queen.”

She screwed her eyes up looking at him, “Which one?"

He smiled at her, “You’re ready for the rumble, aren’t you?"

“I know that you still contact her, so don’t give me all that crap, so what’s your real plan? Your brain is itching I can see the veins in your head throbbing from here.”

“I am now sure that the little man is playing a very dangerous game, I need to bring people up to speed on what can happen when they twig his game.”

“Why not give Rufus a ring, or write another book, ..................... again.”

He grinned at her “So we have been paying attention, haven’t we?"

Alice stood and stared at him, waiting for the plan.

“He is going to get his people killed Alice, his plan is flawed because he hasn’t taken into consideration the brutality of his enemies, they will bring in foreigners of the spetsnaz and point to his boys.”

“His people are spetsnaz Pop, they understand what might happen surely, so why not contact him directly?”

“He’s gone silent Alice, it all comes goes through Peanut, in fact, you’re a cleaver woman, I didn’t think of that, thanks for that darling.”

“What, think of what?"

He walked off to his office and started to whistle.

“What?” she shouted after him, “Think of what?"

He closed the door behind him, but she followed to see what he was going to do next.

He sat and picked up his phone.
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CHAPTER 10 ... The Dog and Gun ... St John’s Wood ... London 
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He sat in the corner of the pub so that he could see all corners and entrances, he took a swig of his lager and lime just as the phone buzzed with a new message.

The name on the sender made him instantly hot, he read it in a panic then re-read it again just to get the instructions correct ... CAN U DO ME A FAVOR ... VISIT THE RUSKI HOTEL AND MAKE A FRIEND OF ONE OF THE STAFF ...

He scratched his head before he sent back the message. TO PASS ON A MESSAGE?

He had to wait for the return message, he smiled because the old man was so slow, then panicked again when it came back, ... COMPARE TATS ... LOOK FOR A SCORPION ON A BLACK SHIELD THEN GIVE THAT MAN MY NUMBER.

He scratched his head again wondering what part of the murder he was going to be part of, he breathed out in nerves as he wrote......£...? then sent it.

The lager had warmed up as he drank, but he didn’t notice as the message came back.

... £1000.00... FOR U... £1000.00 ... FOR HIM ... I JUST NEED INFO, TELL HIM I’M AN OLD FRIEND OF HIS BOSS ... I ONLY WANT TO TALK TO PEANUT.

Confused, Rufus finished the drink, then sat and thought about what he should send, it was always risky working for the old man, so he then sent ...£2000. 00?

He stood at the bar as the message came through... DONE MR BOND ... I NEED IT FOR SAT...ONLY IF HE RINGS ME ... USE THE NAME PEANUT TO CONFIRM THAT YOU KNOW ME, USE MY NAME IF NEEDED ...

Rufus sent him a smiley face to finish and chuckled when the zombie face came back to him, until he gave it some thought, then realized it was possibly a death threat, he didn’t bother with another pint, he now had a reason to go into the city and quick.
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