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    To the very clever people who change our lives with their revolutionary technology, as we use and think nothing of it.
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BY PERCY STEVENSON.

Introduction : My name is Tolly Trueblood and in this my tenth book I write about how I took over from a bunch of scheming idiots, who distrusted the military and brought court actions against the most loyal of our hero’s, with foolish interventions, they almost brought about a civil war within the security services, the handling of specialists by the untalented, was a novice mistake brought on by fears of military bonding rituals that are as old all the army itself, some however feared a takeover, so I was forced to do something I have never regretted, I took control from the hands of fools, even in our democracy some things have to be taken out of the hands of idiot, and so I became the latest Director General of Intelligence, ( The DGI ) This is how it was done and I must thank my great grandfather Augustus Talbot for stepping in to help the changeovers required, to bring everyone into line, just as the dawn of the new age of Artificial intelligence started to become the reality of normal life, this is how it all happened. The tribal demonstrations are still going on, together with the world climate conferences, it seems that everyone wants to be heard all at once, but that’s life, the world turns and we have to ride the wave as best we can, so in my new appointment some thought it was about being the big boss, in reality it’s about being a servant to all as best I can. Wish me luck, Grandpop.
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CHAPTER 1 ... The Houses of Parliament ... London 
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Griffyd carried Patrick’s brief case and grumbled with every step, “What the hell do you have in here Patrick?”

“Life saving equipment for us boy.”

“What a load of crap, you’re just full of all this crap,” during his moan he locked eyes with someone in the corridor to the House, he looked so familiar Griff couldn’t take his yes away from him.

Patrick cracked into a giggle as the man stopped and looked at them, “It’s like looking into a mirror, I didn’t believe the old man, I thought bonkers as normal, but no, he’s right you two are peas in a pod, it’s like watching the mirror magician game.”

“Who the hell are you?” said Griff.

“Hamish McDonald, a member of the house thanks, I don’t think that minions are allowed in here.”

Patrick grinned, “He knows Griff!”

Griff was still looking at the man close.

“What does he know?” asked Griff.

“That his father was also Hamish Dexter, he knows!”

The man blinked in shock, “How the bloody hell would you know that?”

Patrick elbowed the zombie Griff as he stared.

“He’s your brother Griffyd, fantastic, eh?”

“So why didn’t you say something earlier when he was alive, if you’ve known for years?”

The man’s eyes darted from one face to another in panic, “I was not told until a couple of years back and by then it was too late, he was dead along with his wife.”

Griff continued to stare but his eyes started to water.

“But you knew then?” asked Patrick.

“That he was one of our greatest war heroes and a mass killer of prisoners of war, then yes I know that, but?”

“Yes, Hamish a great big but, this is Griffyd, your brother from another mother.”

Griff walked up to him and fell on his shoulder as he cried.

Hamish hugged him back, the two of them cried on each other’s shoulders, people passed in the corridor and stared at the strange sight then mumbled on by.

“What can I say folks, a happy ending at last eh?” said Patrick, “To the bar gents, this needs talking about and by the way Hamish have you signed the pink?”

Griff had dropped the briefcase and walked away with his new brother, heading for the Commons bar.

“Oh!’ I’ll carry the case then?” shouted Patrick.

Patrick quickly pressed recall on his phone, “Contact Pop, what next?”

“Oh well done Patrick, now call Elizabeth for me could you?”

Patrick started to laugh “No way Pop, “he continued laughing before he cut him off.

At the bar Griff whispered something into his ear,” Hamish looked around at Patrick and laughed.

“No way, no way!”

Patrick took a photo of him then handed Hamish his phone to speak to the woman on the other end.

“Hello!” said Elizabeth.

Patrick walked to the bar to get the drinks in, he held three fingers up and three more, “We need chasers’ barman along with the black stuff.

“We don’t serve Guinness here sir, no call for it.”

“Well, that explains a lot around here I think.”

Griff snatched Patrick’s phone off Hamish and started to talk to Elizabeth, “We have another member of the family mammy!” he turned the camera of the phone on himself then over to Hamish, “This is Hamish mammy, a good-looking dude, eh?”

Patrick could hear Liz screeching through the phone from the bar, he ducked out of habit then laughed as the party started, he lined the drinks up on the bar and waited for them to drink and get to know each other.

The barman stared from one to the other, “What is this, lost twins?”

“That’s it, Mr. barman feller, this is twins reunited after all these years, “the bar erupted in laughing and shouting.

A few members of parliament stopped and stared at the party in the corner, Patrick welcomed them with a free drink to join the celebrations.
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CHAPTER 2 ...Indian Tribal Demonstrations ... Buckingham Palace ... London 
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JJ laughed as he watched Tolly push his way through the crowd, and he was shocked when he took his shirt off and handed it to him.

“You can’t do this runt!” he shouted to Tolly.

Erick took his shirt off and passed it to JJ to hold, “Oh yes he can sonny, this is family!”

The drummers shuffled round to allow the new tribe members to take a seat at the buffalo drum, tired drummers wandered off to dance, Tolly started sob  as he watched his dad take control of the beat, he took the two sticks and gave them the double beat then started his own, the Inuit ice dancers started their run, as Erick gradually built up the pace, then all of the drummers joined in with the beat, Erick screeched out the ice spirit chant for the ghost winds, Tolly screeched along with everyone else, he didn’t understand he just followed on with the beat and the rhythm, he could see Justin grinning at him from the other side of the great drum watching the blue eyed Indian, but he got into the beat and lost his thoughts to the ghost winds and the ice spirits.

JJ watched the mayhem from a distance and marveled at these mad men doing something so natural and so fantastic, the beat seemed to be the heartbeat of life.

Caledonia was taking snap shots of the action, she smiled at him and took a snap, “That’s for your mom so she knows where you are today at least sonny!” she shouted across at him.

He gave her the don’t tell her where I am look, Cal grinned at him as she punched in the number and shouted down the line to Kelly in America.

Little brown hands held Tolly’s head as he beat out the rhythm, he turned to see who it could be, his great grandmother Alice kissed his face as she cried with the spirit, then she moved over to Erick and hugged his head as he beat out the lead, she kissed him on his head then danced off to the other Inuit dancers, in their white parkers they continued the chant to the ice sprits and ocean winds for the good seal hunt.

Cal sobbed as she watched them all, so did JJ, but he kept an eye on security and so did Tolly’s guards, Dennis made sure that they all concentrated on the job and not on show biz.

Up in the nursery of the Palace Talbot handed the Queen the binoculars and pointed to the drummers, she giggled at all the fun they were having but gave up trying to see her for herself, “Are you proud Augustus?”

“Very Ma’am.”

“So, timings?”

“Almost there, Ma’am, we need them to make the move that hangs them.”

“Do you think they will though Augustus?”

“They have to Ma’am; their backs are becoming close to the wall.”

“And this Prime Minister?”

Talbot grinned at her.”

“That bad, eh?”

“We used to have a pig when I was a child Ma’am, his name was Abercrombie, and he could have done a better job in my opinion.”

“Her Majesty burst out laughing at him, she continued as she asked, “And Colonel Dexter?”

Talbot burst out into his donkey impression, he wheezed as he breathed, “Yes Ma’am I stood well back and let others give him the good news, and I stayed well away from Elizabeth, or she would try to kill me again, as if it was all my fault!”

Her Majesty screeched out laughing with him, “Colonel Beetroot, Augustus, he’s fertile at least?”

Talbot tried to control the ee...oars but they were winning as he laughed.

“Oh, I wish Helen were here to give her opinion Augustus.”

“It would be brutal Ma’am, that’s for sure, probably a sperm haggis I would have thought.”

“Well, was he worth the investment Augustus?”

“He’ll save the Monarchy Ma’am; it might get bloody though.”

“Does this face look like it gives a fig Mr. Talbot?”

“We have a new name though Ma’am, Hamish McDonald, a fine Prime Minister perhaps?”

She laughed again, “And how long have you known Augustus?”

He grinned, “Since we funded his university degree course Ma’am, and his mother worked for the MOD.”

The Queen gave him the I would like more look, “She was in the medical corps, I have a friend who bumped into her and listened to her sad story.”

“Of a lost love and a dead father to her son eh, and when did she find out he was alive?”

“Oh, the shooting on the Mall incident, wandering around with the sword on his shoulder forming the lads into a square to protect you Ma’am, remember?”

“So why not try the contact?”

“I did Ma’am, but she didn’t.”

“So why.... ah! So, she must be high profile?”

“She’s now a high court Judge Ma’am, the embarrassment would not help her career, in fact it would be used against her by enemies in court.”

“Ah, delicate Augustus, but now you’ve intervened?”

“Yes, Ma’am because she is on the wrong side of the fence, she was part of the select committee to investigate the security services that started this whole ball rolling in the first place.”

She smiled at him, “And perhaps Dexter’s sudden and violent death started her off with suspicions of a corrupt and dangerous system?”

“Bang on as usual Ma’am, so we have a problem to solve.”

“And that’s the real reason you came to see the Monarch, I can bang heads together, is that it?”

“She needs to be promoted Ma’am, a Baronet perhaps, we need to lift her out of the fight then educate her a little then drop her back in.”

“You make it sound like a dog fight Augustus, more subtlety please, let me have an interview with her, has she signed the pink official secrets act do you know?”

“Well, a high court Judge Ma’am, I would have thought it was standard procedure?”

“Do not play with me Mr. Talbot, you want her in the house of Lords, don’t you?”

He grinned at her, “Sharp as ever Ma’am, she’s a Judge Ma’am, we need her on side and not against us.”

“You’re frightened of her Augustus?” the Queen burst out laughing again, “You can’t kill her you can’t frame her, and she hates the system for killing Dexter, your plan is falling apart because of her, well, well, well, at last and brain that is taking you on Mr. Augustus Talbot and I bet she won’t take prisoners, correct?”

“A Queens councilor perhaps?”

“Ah! the big ask, eh? And that would be to get her off your back, but what if I leave her to do her job and destroy you in court?”

“She won’t win Ma’am.”

“I smell a bet coming on, so how much?”

“Canada Ma’am!”

She stared at him then burst out laughing, “My God, I’m thankful you didn’t go into politics, and you?”

“Err.... the London hotels?”

She shook her head, “I don’t want someone else’s problems come on what have you got that’s really valuable?”

“China?”

“And you can get me China?”

“Yes Ma’am, you could be Aunty Europe for them, they would love that.”

“You really are insane Augustus, and what would you be doing with Canada if you win?”

“Giving it all back Ma’am.”

She scowled at him, “Ok, so let’s have it all please.”

“We create a.”

“Stop right there, because you’re an idiot, you remind me of King George who thought that the new tea tax was a good idea and signed off the colonies to fools who hadn’t even travelled out of London in their whole lives, we do not fiddle with systems that work, if it’s not broken then we leave it alone yes?”

“Yes Ma’am.”

“And I don’t want to be involved with China, we will be swallowed up like a little fish by them understand?”

“Yes Ma’am.”

“In fact, that’s a good lesson for me, no more gambling, right?”

“Right Ma’am.”

She stared then started to laugh again, “By God, you’ve just taken me off betting by scaring me, she was right about you Augustus you do need a good slap!”

He started to laugh again at her.

“Ok out, and send Lord Carnarvon to me please, the privy council idea needs talking about, until then you’ll just have to cope with her, understood?”

“But Ma’am!”

“Don’t undermine my intelligence Augustus, you have her, don’t you?”

“Perhaps Ma’am.

“Out!” she giggled as she pointed.

“What’s her name by the way?”

“Err...Margaret McDonald Ma’am.

“The Generals Daughter.”

“Younger sister Ma’am.”

She burst out laughing again, “That bloody Dexter has always lived dangerously then?”

“So, it seems Ma’am.”

“Until Elizabeth eh, then his life really did get dangerous, do you think Helen knew?”

“She suspected I think Ma’am, but the Generals family would have closed ranks to protect against incomings from her.”

“So, she would try to kill him anyway?”

“Absolutely Ma’am, you know what she was like!”

“So, she didn’t admit who the father was then?”

“And the General is still with us Ma’am.”

“Oh! .... Augustus, this could get very messy if we don’t control information, please?”

“Yes Ma’am, I’m working on that one.”

She pointed to the door as she laughed, “And I’ll see the Chief please, arrange it could you?”

“To eventually be seen together from the ballroom balcony Ma’am?”

She shook her head, “No, down on the Palace lawn with our number two Guard and the press,” she smiled as he finally twigged what she was doing.

“So! You’re back in the world then Ma’am?”

“I’m still interested Mr. Talbot; besides I want to see the embarrassment hit home.
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CHAPTER 3 ... Longmore House ... Kent 
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Cal was watching the cowboys shooting at each other in a canyon in the old wild west on the TV, she nibbled the edges of her toast as she watched.

Liz came in and sat at the table to watch with her.

“Looking for tips?” asked Elizabeth.

“I’m at a loss as to what I’m supposed to be doing, I have only that skill and that’s me done, Pop is always ahead of my planning and thinking mum.”

“Me to, but that’s not your only skill, is it?”

“What?”

“You have the experience of life to be able to talk to anyone and give sound practical advice, don’t you dear?”

She grinned at her mother, “Oh what is this, what do you want doing?”

Liz smiled at her, “We need fresh blood for the next stage Caledonia, and I want you to go and get them.”

“From where?”

“Err...prison.... der.... where do you think?”

“But mother?”

“The same place you were recruited from madam!”

“You said them, that’s more than just the one then?”

Liz dropped a file in the kitchen table, “Tolly sent them over, they are hard people with problems, familiar Cal, anyway he wants them in the loupe and quick.”

Cal flipped over the cover and read the names and some of the report, “She killed prisoners and innocents mum, they were just people walking down the street to the shops and she killed them all.”

“Look at the trial notes before making a quick judgement, I think that Tolly spotted the problem here, let’s see if we can.”

Cal read the judgement, “Unfit to plea, for her own safety she must be placed in secure holding awaiting future health reports.”

“So, she’s nuts then?”

Liz pulled at over to her at the table, “It all sounds familiar though Cal, no understanding of the situation, no discussion of her state of mine, no experts to spout the bad news to the court, get it?”

“They wanted her out of the way and from the media quick.”

Liz looked at her, “And I they tried to down her she would have really gone mad, eh?”

“She must be raging mum, climbing the walls with anger?”

“Just like you and I were, remember?”

“Ok I’ll go and ask her, If she say’s no then that’s it, yes?”

Liz opened the second file and looked at the man’s prison photo.

“Yes dear, now this one is very clever, and he’s caused a mini meltdown in finance, he’s a processing manager for foreign exchange in the city, he’s scared them all so much that they won’t reveal how much he has actually stolen,” Liz giggled, “Let’s just assume that its millions eh?”

Cal laughed with her, “A proper slippery critter then, well that’s surely your department mother?”

“Yes Cal, let me talk to this one, he sounds like a hard one to nail.”

Cal laughed at her, “Just shoot him mummy?”

“Perhaps, I’ll hear his story first though.”

Cal looked at the names and prisons they were held in, “Oh no, not Colchester?”

“Afraid so dear, look I have to go to Dartmoor, that’s bloody miles away.”

“They certainly wanted him out of the way then?”

“Oh yes Cal, the rat in the kitchen, scoffing all the cheese! so would I.”

“I’d take Theo with me mum, he’ll make sense of it all if he gives you the blab.”

“And he will I think, yes I’ll ask the little man if he would like a day out from his ivory tower and he can bring his new wizards apprentice to take a look at a real villain.”

Cal looked at her with the unasked question.

“He has an apprentice, and he says that this kid is the real deal and will change our lives, something to do with AI protocol or something, anyway, he wants him in the loupe.”

“Could be a moron mother?”

“What, Theo or the new kid?”

Cal laughed with her before standing up and walking out with her mother.
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CHAPTER 4 ... The Royal Courts of Justice ... London 
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Patrick carefully placed the white wig on his head and smiled at Griff, “Now, very important, make a noise as you come in with my special notes, I want her to see you understood, then look at her directly and sit down next to me, as simple as that, ok?

Griff smiled at him, “This is like show biz.”

“It is Griffyd, it bloody is boyo!” he walked off and through the double swinging doors of number one court room.

The opposition giggled as he appeared and sat down in his defense cubicle. The girls passed him his notes, he looked at the prosecution bench and winked at them, the giggling continued.

“They smell blood Patrick,” said Megan.

He leaned over and gave her a one-armed squeeze, just take their attention away on cue please.

“Absolutely Patrick as always, that tall one is cute.”

“And don’t start Meg, there’s a good girl.”

The court secretary suddenly stood, and the police officer stood, the whole lower floor of the court room stood to welcome the incoming Judge.

The Judge swished in and sat down, she glared over her half glasses at Patrick and his brilliant white wig, she almost laughed but controlled her mirth as she saw the prosecution benches sniggering.

Ma’am!” said the clerk of the court, “The first case of the morning is Her Majesties Government verses several security operatives, they are not in court Ma’am at the moment just their representative Council Mr. Collins, new to your court I believe? And this is the first part of the initial enquiries into corruption of the internal services, the prosecution will present evidence to prove that bringing a civil action is needed Ma’am, the Government demands it Ma’am.”

“Demands, eh? And I thought that this was a courtroom, a note to the court recorder, strike off that demand statement please, we are not Americans.”

She started to read the case notes in silence, Patrick suddenly coughed out loud, “She looked up and glared at him, “Is that your way of asking something Mr. Collins?”

“Err...sorry Ma’am as the clerk of the court just stated, I’m new to you Ma’am and to this system, I’ve worked in the USA for many years, so old school law is still new to me.”

The courtroom burst into laughter.

“Quiet! “she shouted, “So we’re old school are we Mr. Collin’s, you’re not starting to well young man, shall we start again please, what did you want to say?”

“Err...sorry Ma’am, but I must ask the whole court room, have we all signed the official secrets act of 1938, because we will be talking about specific names of security personnel and also discussing systems that would be of interest to our enemies, ............. Ma’am.”

“We have enemies Mr. Collins?”

He laughed at her, but he was the only one, the court was silent as he stopped.

“Something amusing Mr. Collins?”

The courtroom doors burst open as Griffyd came in carrying his box of evidence /magazines.

“Ma’am?” asked Patrick but he saw that Griff had got her attention as he slid in and sat down next to Patrick.

“Ma’am!” asked Patrick, “We cannot proceed without an assurance that the court personnel have agreed and signed the official secrets act and then fully understand the law in accordance with giving away the Queens secrets?”

She stared at Griff in silence.

“Ma’am!” asked Patrick again.

She came round from her zombie state and stared at him, “Mr. Collins, I will not put up with interruptions by your clerks, please instruct Mr. whoever he is that it’s simply not done here in the UK clear Sir?”

Patrick growled at Griff, then turned to her, “Mr. Dexter apologizes Ma’am for his lateness.”

“What, what was his name again?”

“Err.... Mr. Griffyd Dexter Ma’am, my temporary assistant, he could be an ex after this late again display.”

She focused on Griff again and glazed over as she stared.

“Ma’am!” asked Patrick, “Do we have a problem Ma’am.”

She refocused on Patrick and scowled at him over her glasses, “I need a moment of your time Mr. Collins and discuss something in private attend me in my chambers please,” she picked up the court hammer and hammered the wooden striker plate, “One hour recess please, I need time to read the notes.”

The people stood as she got up and swished out, she gave Patrick the hooked finger to attend her at once.”

“Follow me and let me do the talking Griff, just be yourself ok?”

“In what way?”

“Just you Griff, easily bored and gormless as normal.”

“I object to that.”

“Good, this is the right place to object,” he thumbed to follow him to the judge’s chambers.

“What the bloody hell are you doing Mr. Collins? What bloody game is it you are playing?” she shouted at him.

Griff followed Patrick into her chambers and stood looking at her.

“And who is he?”

“I can talk for myself Ma’am, I’m not an object to be talked about, I can speak for myself.”

“Well, who are you and tell me who your father is?”

“My Father is Hamish Dexter, or Colonel Dexter to be correct.”

“He died a few years back in a fire accident?” she asked.

“Err.... Ma’am,” said Patrick, I need you to answer my court question please.”

She tore her eyes away from Griff and refocused on Patrick, “He even speaks like him.”

“Ma’am I need an answer please.”

“For what?”

“Have you signed the pink mammy?” asked Griff.

She growled as she turned on him, “How dare you call me.”

“Well Ma’am?” asked Patrick.

“What?”

“The pink?”

“Err...yes, in the past yes, so what?”

Griff handed her his phone, she took it off him with angry trembling hands, “My father would love to talk to you mammy.”

Her face became white as she listened, then she started to cry.

Patrick nodded to the door for Griff and himself to leave her to talk on her own.

Griff wanted to stay but Patrick punched his arm as he stood up, “Out!”

As he left her chambers she started to sob, she listened to Dexter on the phone.

“How are you, Mags?”

“Dexter, is that you?”

“Sorry darling, I didn’t know, I never even thought about it after the argument.”

“What bloody argument?”

“The one when you told me to get out of your life and leave you alone.”

She started to cry again, “Your such as stupid bastard Dexter, that was from my family, before he found out.”

“He would have understood Mags, I just had to talk to him that’s all.”

“And he would have beat you to death on the spot.”

“He would have given it his best shot Maggy, and then he would have regretted it, your mother was wrong and you were wrong Mags, you only had one violent man in your house you never considered that you could have two, that’s what living in sergeants quarters do for you, you were wrong girly, so why didn’t you contact me when you found out?”

“I saw her on the Telly Dex, and I thought why should I disrupt you and her, you looked in love, and I liked that, and I’m well, doing this now and we couldn’t mix, so I faded away as I should.”

“Silly cow, we could have had something.”

“Shut up Dexter I followed sound advice and buried you!”

“Is that the story then, he died on the battlefield?”

“He recognized you Dex, on the Mall doing your stupid thing as always, he asked and I told all, he went into politics, I disagreed but he did it and he’s a Member of Parliament, I ‘m very proud.”

“So, he followed Elizabeth then?”

“And you Dex at the various conferences.”

“And you, a husband or a man?”

“Hamish is my world Dexter, and he always has been, I paid the price for him, and I haven‘t regretted a day.”

“I’m so very sorry but you are now in the loupe, and you need protection as of today.”

“What does that mean?”

“We have enemies, and they love leverages now that’s you and Hamish, I’ll send a team to protect you, his name is Billy, let him explain the system and what will happen if you don’t follow the security.”

“You’re scaring me Dexter, so what happened, you were killed?”

“Margaret! I’ll explain when we meet, just follow Billy’s instructions to the letter please!”

“What are we in Dexter?”

“The very dangerous big league, I’m sorry for having to drag you in but there it is, until this is all over you and the boy are in danger, we need time to clear things understood.”

“And my court case is part of it?”

“Afraid so, it’s the start of the embarrassment that will bring the rats out and swimming, then we’ll need you again.

“You still talk bull shit Dexter.”

“Mags, this is important, I’m not that scruffy army bum darling, I’m in the big and dangerous world and I’m going to save you, so follow Billy’s instructions and do as you are told woman.”

“And what if I don’t, I’m a judge in the high courts of this land I have my own security.”

“You have none woman, they will kill him or you just to make a point, you won’t have a say in it, you’ll be parking your car, or doing a little food shop and a man will kill you with a gun or a needle or a knife, you have shit for protection, your people go home a six and put their feet up in front of the TV, while you will be having your throat cut in the street, do you understand that woman?”

She listened in shock, “But in my work, I see it all Dex!”

“You see what the police have scooped up darling the tiny tip of the massive ice burg, the word cuckoo land could be used in your work.”

“You’re an arse Dexter, I don’t believe a word.”

“Ok, just let Billy explain how the black world really works, the door has opened today, and you’ve been pulled in, sorry but that’s the truth, like it or not!”

“You do talk rubbish.”

“I’m dead and yet I speak, why do you think that is?”

“I.... don’t know,”

“And?”

“I’ll talk to my son, and we’ll decide.”

“Talk to Patrick and Griff, my grandson Tolly runs the security of the Country now, so you must understand the risks in this world there are no rules and certainly no civilities.”

“I don’t understand?”

“Just listen and learn quickly Margaret, I don’t want you or the lad hurt!”

“And how many children do you have then Dexter?”

“I’ll explain all when we meet, please follow instructions and say nothing to colleagues.”

“Or the General?”

“I trust him, but I can’t take the risk of his chain of command Margaret, so silence for now please!”

“So, you come back from the dead and order me about, who the hell do you think you are Dexter?”

“The phantom who is going to save you and your boy, got that?”

She threw the phone onto her desk and thought about it all.

Griff could hear the silence, so he came back in followed by Patrick.

“And you two, are what?”

Patrick grinned at her, “Shocked I know, but we need your help.”

“And why should I help you? I don’t know you or him.”

“Yes, you do Ma’am, we’re family and we’ll support you when needed!”

“But you’re Irish?”

“Yes, and he’s Welsh, so what, this is turning into one of those English, Scottish, Irish joke, right?”

“No joke sonny, unfortunately I believe Dexter against my better judgement.”

“And us?”

“Ok tell me your stories please I want to know all.”

“And you share yours Ma’am?”

“Hey, mines simple, an abandoned pregnant girl goes back to her family and takes flack for rest of her life because of him,” she thumbed to the phone on the desk.

“But it takes two mammy!” said Griff.

“You, shut the fuck up sonny, and I’m not your mammy, get it?”

He grinned at her.

“You’re just like him damn it! I don’t know what to do, or who to believe!”

“Do your job Ma’am,” said Patrick.

“And now because I’m compromised you think that you can get away with something, well you don’t know me you, Irish git!”

Patrick looked at his watch, “You have half an hour to make up your mind Ma’am, we’ll wait for you in your court room, we don’t expect injustice just fair play and a listening mind.”

“Oh, he’s sent his smooth one in you then, has he?”

“Go online, and check me out perhaps, check out previous results and all that.”

“And flash as well then?”

He gave her a grin.

“Get out and take him with you please, I need time, I suppose you’ve already contacted Hamish?”

“First on the list mammy!” said Griff.

She glared at him, “You’re not winning me over moron!”

“And his opinion?”

“He couldn’t deny family Ma’am.”

“A wimp, just like his dad, besides he’s followed you all over the years, well not you obviously, I bet he fell straight in, eh?”

“To the plan Ma’am,” said Patrick.

“So, he’s convinced of the need?”

“And the need to protect you, well, now everyone knows.”

“What do you mean everyone?”

“Well out there in the Parliament buildings and the bar.”

“Oh, bollocks! So let me get this straight, my lifetimes dark secret is now out in the corridors of power.”

“Yes mammy!” grinned Griff.

“I’m going to kill him any moment now!”

“So sorry Ma’am, but you are now compromised in this case.”

She leaned back on her chair, “Good, let’s see you at your real job now Mr. Shamrock! Out!”

“They have all got to sign the pink Ma’am or we can’t proceed?”

“Can I have a train set for Christmas mammy?” said Griff as he stood and walked out, she threw the ink blotter at him but missed.

When they were gone, she sat and thought about her surprising day, then burst out laughing at the stupidity of it all, “No one gives a shit in these modern days anyway?”

Her door knocked, “Come!”

Her clerk poked his head in and asked, “Well is it true, you have a second love child?”

She threw the empty cup at the closing door then laughed out loud, “Bloody big mouths! doesn’t anyone mind their own business around here?”

Her door knocked again, “What?”

It knocked a second time, “Come.”

The man walked in and smiled at her, he pointed his index finger at her, “Bang, that’s you splashed over that wall, what the hell’s wrong with your reactions woman?”

She threw the saucer at him, but it hit the wall, “Slow but aggressive, so you are?”

“Billy, immediate action team from Whitehall.”

“And you’re the smart arse to come and keep me alive, eh?”

“No Ma’am you do that, we just stop them getting a second shot normally.”

“Normally?”

“Unless your Dexter’s daughter Caledonia, in which case they would be dead as they pointed a weapon at you.”

“Elizabeth’s daughter then?”

“Yes, Ma’am, do you know her?”

“Well not yet but I look forward to speaking to her.”

“Be very careful with her Ma’am, she can be very moody.”

“Can’t we all sonny, now sit over there and shut up!”

“Ma’am!”

She searched for her laptop then turned it on, she punched in Patrick Collins’s name then laughed at his antics in New York, “You are bloody fearless aren’t you sonny?” she looked at the Judges as they were called before law courts for corruption, she flicked through pictures of handcuffed court officials and Judges being taken to waiting cars.

“Absolutely fearless!”  she stared at the numbers and the total deal he made to take it all away and the price the American bank paid him and his clients to go away.

She swiveled on her chair and looked at him, “So, information? Take me through some history please Billy.”

“It’s frowned upon Ma’am.”

“Listen up, I do the frowning around here so give me some history of these people Billy, I need to know if I can trust them.”

“Oh, you can trust em Ma’am,” he rolled his right sleeve up and showed her the dragon brand.”

“We take looking after each other very seriously Ma’am.

She examined the scar and looked into his eyes, “You people are real then, and not the hocus pockus evil doers they tell me, who kill people and cut off heads?”

Billy started to laugh, “Now let me put you straight on all that Ma’am.”

“Yes please, Mr. security man! Let’s start with you boy, how did you get into this business?”

“But Ma’am?”

“Now!” she screeched, “I need to get a handle on this whole thing ....... please.”

Billy gave her his best grin but could see that she was not one to be told no, very much in the stamp of another older woman who wasn’t there anymore.

“Did you know lady Helen Ma’am?”

“The intelligence Director?”

“For intelligence, very powerful, very unforgiving, Elizabeth’s mother and Dexter’s mother-in-law, she hated him by the way, I was told that she tried many times to kill him, but he’s very slippery, eh?”

“So, Dexter married into the blue bloods then?”

“Yes Ma’am, top draw people.”

“And the rest please.”

“He got her pregnant while in Germany, she was the old man’s daughter with Helen, I’m surprised he survived that one, probably Elizabeth telling him to mind his own business, very aggressive by the way.”

“What old man are you talking about here?”

“Elizabeth’s father and Helen’s first husband who she locked up in prison for a few years before she divorced him and married her second Ponsonby Smyth, do you know him?”

“Who?”

“She killed that one with a horse you know, impossible you think? Well, that was her, very dangerous indeed, know what I mean err .... Ma’am.

“Do I?”

“What, know what I mean?”

“You, shut up, you are giving head pain.”

“Then there’s Caledonia, another of those dangerous women, she had a kill count of half a dozen before she was even enlisted into the department.”

“What department?”

“Oh, the Red File Department, our last line of defense against the bad guys.”

“They do kill people then?”

Billy winked at her, “I cannot make a statement on that subject Ma’am.”

“She finished his words, “Know what I mean?”

He nodded and gave her his best grin.

“You, shut ..... up!”

“Ma’am!”
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The spy hole on the steel door flicked open and an eye appeared to look at her, she stared and waited for the electronic lock to click and the door to swing open, the woman stood in the doorway she looked at her file then stared at her.

“Ruth Winstanley RM?”

“Not anymore, since they through me in here, what do you think?”

“Is the food still crap?”

“Why, have you served time in this place?”

“This is not serving Ruth; this is endurance while you’re waiting for someone like me to turn up and offer you a new job.”

Ruth scowled at her, “And you are?”

“Caledonia Trueblood, do you know the name?”

She shook her head, “But I do remember the white woman who killed those gangsters in Las Vegas, I watched the film and the suspicions, they used it as a training film, and you’re Russian Spetsnaz!”

“Brain dead the lot of em, right? I work for our Homeland Company,” she smiled at her.

“But still the killer though?”

“And you’re pretending to care, so do you want out or not?”

“And get into what, the frying pan or the fire?”

Cal laughed at her, she pulled out a paper from the file, “Well, bang to rights killer of civilians who were just helping security forces in Iraq.”

“Who just happened to be carrying rockets down to the shops and AK 47’s ready to shop for American heads perhaps?”

“Betrayed then?”

“Yep!”

“And if you get out, will you take your time for the revenge?”

“Now that’s strange, you’re not saying, you’re saying I should leave it for a while, clever, you understand my fury then?” said Ruth.

“Oh, fully dear, I killed my boyfriend who betrayed me with my best friend, I killed them both, two shots bang, bang, splat! and if it happened again, I’d do it again, shocked?”

“No not at all Caledonia, but do you understand who my enemies are?”

“Should I bother to ask?”

“Those scum threw me to the wolves for doing my job, they sacrificed me to the press and for home politics, that’s complete betrayal from the top!”

“Do you understand the risk in your planned action though, Ruth?”

“So how do you know I have a plan?”

“Because I would be doing the same and with death in mind.”

Ruth stopped and stared for a while, “So am I part of your plan or are you here to recruit new blood for your slimy people?”

“They say that your hard to handle, well are you dear?”

“Who said?”

Cal held up the file, “The slime dear!”

“I will not be pushed, filed, bullied, briefed or debriefed by people I hate, I am free in mind only at the moment but when I’m out they will regret what they did to me, or I should say what they didn’t do for me.”

“The rage?”

“Yep, and you?”

“I was the same,” she pulled out a pink paper, “Top copy of your release papers, you belong to me now, I need you to help us, can you work under orders and do as you’re told?”

“Or what, a slug in the brain?”

Cal smiled at her, “My granddad was much better at this than me, I suppose it’s because I’m a woman and I’ve been through all this in the past that they sent me, the reality is this though, I want your total loyalty and I mean total against, them all, we are contractors, we get rid of people for the State, and yes you did hear the word State, and by getting rid I mean kill in cold blood, messy, dirty and good for the country, too blunt for you?”

“Who the hell are you woman?”

Cal’s face became red as her anger grew, “Just say yes no, if you say no I walk and leave you to your fate, they’ll let you out eventually you won’t be executed by the way I’ve stopped that stupidity, or you say yes and we walk out of this place together, but there’s a big bad but in there, yes means your loyal and you support me and mine, once you say  yes you are mine! I will not stand for betrayal in any form, if in your brain you think that you can walk out of here and con me or even talk about me to others then you are stupid and I might just as well let you rot, now I’m going to get us some tea, think about it and let me know when I come back understood?”

“Yes!”

“Yes what?”

“Yes, I agree to your terms.”

“Why?”

Because I’ve just spotted the scar on your right forearm, the Dragon brand.

Cal held her arm up so that Ruth could look and feel it.

“Loyalty Ruth, nothing else no one else just the Dragons breath.”

“Is that what you call it?”

“We don’t forget or forgive Ruth, be clear on that, understood.”

“Yes, let’s get out of here please.”

“I thought a shopping trip are you in?”

Ruth screeched in excitement, “Who the hell are you woman?”

Every door on the way through the complex was opened for them to pass through in silence, at the main gate the guard saluted as they drove off.

“What the hell?” said Ruth.

“I came here a few years back and put them straight on some security issues, I knocked heads, they remember, what can I say?”

“They are shit scared of you woman?”

“They caught me on a bad day and one of them hurt one of mine, I just made a point that’s all.”

“Killed one of em?”

“Na, just a slap really, but I had backup you see, that counts with these people, bullies most of em, and you know how bullies react to a slap?”

“They cry?”

“Yep buckets! and then they ran to mummy, but mummy gave them another slap for being morons, it’s all education so let’s get you some cloths then we can go to the ranges and start your education.”

“What if I say I can’t kill that person?”

“Then I’ll kill him as a demonstration of the need, but you will want to after the information received, well normally anyway.”

“Your experiences then?”

“Yes, I pass on my stupidities whenever, after all no one’s perfect, anger is not the way, need is the way, public need, we protect the public from monsters, easy really!”

“And you’re not?”

Cal turned to her and stared, she ignored the barb,” How’s your swimming?”

“Why?”

“Well, you might need to get wet when you’re carrying the gear?”

“Oh! I’m not carrying, officers don’t carry, you must know that?”

“Oh! you’re going to be hard work I can see that; you can turn on the hurt girly in need then eh?”

“Easier with some.”

“And your shooting?”

She grinned at Cal.

“So, you think you can do me then.”

“Well, you’re a little out of shape I don’t want to rub it in.”

Cal suddenly pulled into the layby and pointed to the river, “The River Thames, its only, what, fifty yards to the other bank, could you do a woman who’s had two kids and needs less chocolate in her life?”

“Hey, I’m Royal Marines, no one can beat a royal Marine with the diving certificate at swimming woman.”

Cals face became red as she spoke, “Last one back here pays for dinner tonight and I mean the works, wine, puddings the lot, yes?”

“Now are you sure you want to do this I don’t want to embarrass you woman?”

Cal was now out of the car and stripping off her clothes, she was down to bra and pants, “Come on then pimple tits, let’s see what you got!” she shouted.

Ruth was out and taking off her jeans and top she was now, naked to the waist, she ran to the riverbank, “Top seventies red and none of that plastic German crap.”

Cal shouted out, “Three, two....one!”

Ruth was already in and swimming like mad to get ahead, Cal dived in and took several long strokes under water, she surfaced in front of her and was into her leisurely side stroke.

Ruth put her head down and powered into her fast pace, she overtook Cal and laughed,” Come on blobs, keep up!”

Cal turned into her forward crawl and caught up with her, “Lobster Thermador with all the trimming pimples!” she pulled out in front giggling.

The crowd of people started to assemble on both banks of the river, they thought it was a river rescue.

Cal stood up when she reached the other bank and took a breather, Ruth touched down and immediately swam off back to the other bank.

Cal laughed at her, and she swam away, then dived in and swam at top speed, the crowd started to cheer the women as they swam towards them, Cal was out of the water first but slipped on the muddy bank, Ruth ran past her and whacked the Range Rover, “Yes!” she shouted at the top of her voice, she danced in the air with joy.

“You are a cheating, cow!” screeched Cal, heads shook at her complaints from the onlookers.

“No darling she beat you to the car, but you beat her out of the water though, so who won then?” an old man and his scruffy dog looked at them, “You must have slipped on all the bird shit, you girls chose the worst place to swim from darling!”

Ruth was now beating the car to a rhythm and chanting, “Champagne, champagne, champagne, champagne, the audience joined in with the chant.

“Bastard!” shouted Cal, then she stopped and started to laugh.

“You’re fucking bonkers woman!” shouted Ruth.

“And you’re showing your little tits darling,” screeched Cal laughing.

Ruth pointed to all the duck shit down Caledonia’s bra and pants, the crowd clapped her to the car.

“Bastard” she grumbled as she got in and started to engine up.

Ruth grabbed her stuff and jumped into the passenger side as Cal wheel spun the Range Rover out of the lay by into the traffic.

“You’re nuts woman!”

Cal waved to the people who were clapping and cheering the crazy women.

“You had better be good at shooting pimples, because that was crap!”

Ruth laughed at her, “So, not a good loser then?”

The car suddenly buzzed, “In coming phone call Caledonia a direct red line from Washington.”

“Open the call, Bob.”

“Washington?” whispered Ruth.

“Cal! Where the hell are you, I’ve been trying to get in touch where have you been, the moon?”

“In prison again Kelly, picking up this tart.”

“I object to that!” said Ruth.

“What is she, a hooker?”

“Hey, I can hear you woman and I’m not.”

“Anger management problems Kelly, she kills people who disagree with her laundry list.”

“Hey!” said Ruth.

Cal pointed to the dash camera, “She can see you, so she can tell that you’re a problem child so shut up moaning.”

“But who the hell is she anyway?”

“America’s first Lady, President Jon Boy Wilson’s wife!” said Kelly.

“Shit!” said Ruth.

“You will when I send SEAL team three to take you to dinner and drop you off for the sharks.”

Ruth stared at Cal for confirmation, Cal nodded, “Yes she is dear, she also has man problems.”

“I want him out and home Cal, embarrass him or something get him impeached and sacked for God’s sake.”

“What can I do Kelly, he’s the President?”

“Look while he’s in your cuckoo land you can do something, hey and find JJ he’s gone off the grid for some reason, I have his girlfriend on the line every hour and she’s driving me nuts.”

“It must be your family, Kelly; they just cause women trouble.”

“Look you guys can talk over there in crazy ville, take the slapper and do something Butch.”

“Who the hell does she think she is?” said Ruth.

“Tell her to shut the fuck up!” said Kelly then burst out laughing.

“One of the most powerful women on the planet, so shut the fuck up!”

“I object!”

“Is that her best line, that’s pathetic!” laughed Kelly.

“Give her time Tart, she’ll learn.”

“What’s her new name?”

“Pimples, what do you think?”

“Tits! I can see, poor cow.”

“Hey, shut the fuck up!” shouted Ruth.”

“Yep, she’s learning, ok listen up, the goon has one week or I’m coming over and dragging him home by the goolies, got that?”

“He might have another woman, Kelly?”

“Ok, change that to, I’m coming back home with his goolies if that’s the case!”
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The Guards presented arms just before the Queen was helped down the steps by one of her waiting staff, she held onto the young man’s arm and walked along with him, she nodded to the line of party visitors and shook hands with the odd one or two, the line of Indians waited patiently for her to inspect them and have a few words.

She stopped at Chief Jimmy Grey Wolf, she leaned in and whispered something, he followed her to be able to have a quiet word, the guards blocked anyone following as she spoke to the chief.

Tolly elbowed Carol, “Can you lip read, what’s she saying?”

Carol put her glasses on and stared, “Err....... she loved you Jimmy....err....so much that she pushed you out of her circle......it was for your safety.... you could not be in her loupe.”

“He’s saying something Tolly, but I can’t make it out, now she’s saying .... Thank you for your sacrifice, Jim, it must have been hard to kill all those people in her name.......err....it was needful for so many reasons...I thank you on behalf of our grateful Nation....... it must die with you Jim you do understand that?”

The Queen turned and looked directly at Carol as she spoke to Tolly.

“She’s looking directly at me Tolly what do I do?”

“Tell no one of her conversation, no one, clear?”

She nodded to him.

The Queen beckoned Tolly to her and walked away, then said something to her Guards, over on the band stand the Guards band started up with military music, the crowds started mingled as the cakes and glasses of wine were passed around.

“Are we clear on what’s expected of one Mr. Trueblood?”

“You were her best and most confidential friend Ma’am, let me say that first, second she loved you and your family, not because you are Queen, but mostly because you are as bonkers as her Ma’am!”

The Queen burst out laughing at him, “Yes you’re the right one for this mission.”

“Is that what it is Ma’am?”

“To the death boy, you must understand that no one will get in your way, but the basic certainty is that it’s to the death just like my mission all these years, some of the press idiots say abdication all the time, well they didn’t take the Lord’s pledge, I did and mine is too the death and so must yours be, understood?”

He listened to her talking as they walked, “But I want a family Ma’am.”

”Ah, Miss Smith? “

He raised his eyebrows giving away his shock at her inside knowledge.

“Old women see it all, it’s not all about magnetism young man it’s about research.”

He stared at her as he worked her words out through his brain.

“Yes, we planned for all events that was her talent, but you know that.”

“But how could she possibly know that we got on, no one knows that?”

“She put you two together, we hoped and gave you time, old women always have plenty of time, she wanted the big wedding you know but, in the end, she ran out of time, so sad.”

His eyes watered as he listened to her, “I want this and I’m having it our way to hell with all of them, I want a life.”

“Then your job will be ten times as hard, just remember the price that your Nana paid, no outer links no family only her staff, no leverages, none, got it?”

“Then there will be more blood Ma’am if they mess with me and mine.”

She stopped then turned and stared up to him, “She said that you could turn into a savage if you were pushed, fear is the tool boy, but not to scare them into revolt, lead do not order, command do not shout, I heard that she shot one of her boys when she was in a rage, I later found out that the boy agreed and it was all a plan between them, her rep was very important to her in her leadership technique, do it your own way but remember her very hard lessons, losing Albert in that car fire like that broke her, but she got up and carried on we all have to, I grudgingly agree with your great grandfather, we must learn from history or will be forced to relive it all over again!”

“Ah yes Ma’am I’ve just remembered a question, what should I do about the Prime Minister?”

She giggled, “I’ve stopped talking to him, officially, read the papers,” she broke into laughing again, “You’re not the only one with media links.”

“Yes Ma’am, speaking of links, thank you for all of your support and protection.”

“And what does that really mean young man?”

“You have people on my staff with double salaries Ma’am, they are yours I think?”

The Queen burst out laughing again, “She was right about you, she said that you would get that, I’m impressed, now don’t bully, fear but not fright, love boy, they need to know that you love them, that was her trick over the years, she held them together with love.”

Tolly grinned at her, “She learned that one from you I think Ma’am.”

“Yes, young man you’ll do, she was right all along, you’ll do boy, good luck doing it your way, she would have disagreed you know?”

“I still miss her Ma’am.”

“Me too Mr. Trueblood, me too!” she waved to be helped back up the palace steps by her staff, “Good luck Mr. Trueblood, you’re the yard bull mastiff really you know?”

He laughed with her as she was helped away and up the steps back to the warmth of the Palace central heating.

He watched her walk away and knew that it would be the last time he would see her, something inside him told him that she was finished with her life’s work, and this was the end.

Patrick pulled him out of his stare, “So what did she say Tolly?”

He refocused on Patrick in silence, “National security issues Uncle, not to be spoken in public please.”

He grinned at Tolly, “Permission, yes?”

“To continue Uncle, I think that’s she’s done with it all, she might have handed it all over to her son, so the game might change in front of our eyes.”

“Then what?”

“We change with it Uncle, the only certainty and all that.”

Patrick laughed, “The old man’s in there eh kiddo?”

Tolly gave him the fierce look, “I listened Uncle and I suspect that you did the same, correct?”

“Oh yes, I listened all right Tolly, but are you going to survive all this?”

Tolly gave him the toothy grin.

“That’s a yes I think Mr. Trueblood!”

Tolly gave him a wink, “Just do the embarrassment Uncle, lets drive them to the edge please.”

Patrick walked away laughing at his words, they were like Talbot’s words coming out of this young man and he was very impressed.
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CHAPTER 7 ... HM Prison ... Dartmoor .... Devon ... UK 
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Theodore and Charley followed Elizabeth into the ancient prison, the depressing walls created immediate depression in the spirit and mind, the Victorian walls held the damp and the cold of Dartmoor with its open wind-swept wilderness.

Liz fiddled with her dark glasses as they approached the security center “Calm lads, this place has been downgraded, it’s only a category C prison these days, just a few child molesters and perverts with the odd soft bank robber thrown in, no heavy’s, ok?”

“A bloody awful place Elizabeth.” said Theo.

Charley said nothing, he just followed and watched.

“He’s a bit quiet Theo, is that normal?” she asked.

“He’ll give an opinion when he feels secure Liz.”

Well, this is the place to feel secure little man, she banged on the great doors and waited.

A side door opened, and a hand appeared, “Paperwork?” asked the voice.

Liz walked in and pushed him aside as she handed over the paper release sheet.

The guard stood back in shock at this pushy woman and her people, “But he’s only been here for a month, how can we help him change his ways in only a month.”

“Well, that’s my department sonny, I make him into a good boy, or I place him in a shallow grave with that paper sticking out of his arse, get it?”

The guard started laughing, then he pointed to her, “Oh, the old school kill um or cure um department then?”

Liz
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