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It was a beautiful, warm, English summer Sunday morning.  The sky was blue, the sun shone brightly and the few clouds just visible in the distance, looked friendly.  In the background a slight humming noise could be heard coming from a number of lawn mowers as weekend chores were completed and the smell of fresh grass was on the breeze.

Tom Revilo was following his Sunday ritual.  With a stack of newspapers under his arm, he strolled through the sleepy old village centre, up the hill and into his local pub.  It was a 16th Century affair with white-washed walls and thick, black wooden beams inside and out.  The thatch of the roof almost covered the thick old glass windows which distorted and diffracted the sunlight sending rainbows of colour into the interior.

Inside was cool, clean and comfortable with scrubbed oak flooring and a mixture of old pine tables, chintz curtains and hard-backed chairs.  Set into the alcoves, under the bay windows were large worn comfortable leather sofas and thick padded benches.  Whilst everything was scrupulously clean and polished, you could still see small dust motes spinning in the air.

As usual, Tom was early and as the place had just opened it was almost empty giving him the choice of where to sit.  The barman, recognising Tom, pulled a pint of his favourite beer and placed it on the bar with a nod and wandered away to serve someone else.  As always, Tom would run a tab and pay later.

He picked up his pint and took his normal seat in the corner from where he could observe both the door and the main window overlooking the car park.  He did this for no other reason than the habit of observation which had been learnt hard, a long time ago and far, far away.

It was the same habit that had made him memorise ever car number plate on the way from his cottage to the pub, and the reason that every few minutes or so he would sweep the bar with his deep blue eyes looking for anything out of place.

He had been out of the great game for four years now, in which time he had seen nothing out of place and he hoped he never would but he also understood that the 'tradecraft', as it was called, was inbred and he probably couldn't stop if he wanted to.

Two pints later and forty five minutes since he had sat down he started to think about walking through to the restaurant for his lunch of roast beef, roast potatoes, vegetables and Yorkshire pudding, the Englishman's Sunday lunch, which along with the ubiquitous fried breakfast was the only other English dish that could realistically be added to the world's gourmet fare, when he spotted him.

Coming through the door was a good looking man in his late thirties.  He had a thin manila file under his arm and was wearing a smart grey suit, black polished brogues and a white shirt with a grey tie.  His hair had been carefully combed and was worn a little too long at the back.  In a quiet country village on a hot Sunday, he could not have looked more out of place if he had tried.

He walked up to Tom , smiled and said, "Hi, Stephen," which was Tom's cover name.  "Hope I am not late."

Tom had never seen him before but rose to the game.  "No, no," he said, getting up.  "I was early."

As their eyes met, Tom's senses flared but he didn't feel any danger.  The man didn't look a threat, he was relaxed and had a face full of colour.  

If he was about to attack, thought Tom, his body language would be different.  So, a spook.  Theirs or ours? he wondered. 

Tom smiled.  "The usual?" he said walking over to order a pint as the man took a seat in the chair opposite.  

The man watched Tom as he walked up to the bar.  He had read his personnel file, the bits that were not redacted and recalled the basics, date of birth, which made him fifty four years old, height - five feet eleven inches tall, thinning grey, brown hair, blue eyes, broad shoulders, athletic build, no tattoos, two scars - right shoulder and hip, both bullet wounds, a loner, slight OCD, ex-special forces, ex-military intelligence, ex-spook, ex-back room boy, etc, etc.  At one time he was considered highly dangerous, not a man to mess around with.  

Studying the figure standing at the bar, the man struggled to reconcile him with the file.  Tom was dressed in sandals, beige shorts and a crumpled, faded, blue polo shirt.  Apart from a developed chest and more muscular arms than most men his age, he could not look anymore ordinary.  He fitted his surroundings perfectly, another middle-aged man getting drunk on a Sunday lunchtime.  But the face was different and that said it all.  He looked every day of his age, each year etched into each line, most of all his eyes looked so old.  He looked tired and somehow finished and with so many years away from the game, the man wondered if he had wasted his time on this 'yesterday's man'.

He thought through the facts.  They had retired Tom from the Service four years ago when his details, photo, address, rank, etc. were somehow mixed up in a ton of information that had been leaked onto the internet by a well meaning freedom of speech activist.  Three other men, who were also on the list in similar positions had been assassinated within a month and two attempts had been made on Tom's life before he was made to disappear.  In the parlance of the Service, he was 'blown' and no longer of any use.  This would be the first contact since and the man wondered how he would react.

When Tom returned, beer in hand, he saw the man had cleared the newspapers away and put the manila folder on the table in front of Tom's seat.  Carefully putting the beer down so as not to spill a drop, he sat down looking directly into the man's eyes.  The pub was now almost full and noisy, certainly noisy enough for them not to be overheard.

Tom smiled and reached out his hand for a handshake.  As the man went to take it Tom slipped the hand grabbing the arm near the elbow instead.  Gripping it tightly he pulled the arm forward, twisting the man's body imperceptibly to the left thereby turning the man away from him so his left hand would be in no position to strike and Tom had full control of his right.  He leant in close so no one could see that Tom had his half empty pint glass in his left hand which he moved forward.

"If you move," he said quietly but just loud enough for the man to hear, squeezing his forearm as hard as he could.  "I will smash this glass and stick the broken end into your throat.  Do you understand?"

The man's face went grey and he nodded.

"Do you have something for me?" asked Tom.

"I am told I have to say 'Emblem' to you as my bona fides.  Is that correct?"

"Yes," said Tom releasing his hand, leaning back and putting down the glass.

The man let out a deep breath that he had no idea he had been holding in.  As the colour started to return to his face so did the salesman's smile.  He rubbed his right arm to get the blood flowing again.  "Oh, I do love this cloak and dagger stuff," he said with a wry laugh.

Still smiling for the benefit of anyone watching, Tom  said, "And who the fuck are you?"

"Oh, let's say I am from a department inside a department that is none of your business.  OK?"

"What do you want then?" said Tom.

"Firstly, some civility if you please!"  He spat the words out as he suddenly realised how quickly the older man had neutralised him as a threat.  Then he was all smiles and friendly again.  To anyone watching, they were a couple of old pals getting together.

"Now," he went on in a more reasonable tone.  "For the past four years we have paid you a salary, kept you hidden and generally looked after your well being.  We would like a little help in return."

"Fuck you!" said Tom.  "If it wasn't for the incompetence of the people above you who let the world know who I was, you wouldn't have to pay my salary and keep me safe.  I owe you nothing.  In fact you owe me a life where I do not have to look over my shoulder every ten minutes."

"Yes, yes," said the man.  "All very unnecessary.  But listen, the powers that be think that perhaps enough time has passed for you to be brought back into the fold, reinstate you to your former glory.  How does that sound?  Nice?"

His voice had a slightly nasal effeminate edge to it and a face that looked like it was continually sneering which when combined, irritated Tom.  He desperately wanted to punch him right in the mouth but he controlled himself and said, "Let me say again.  What do you want?"

"Initially just for you to look at this folder and let me know your thoughts.  Not too trying for you I trust?"

Tom took a sip of his beer and opened the file.  Inside was a normal white thin A4 cover sheet with TOP SECRET in red and a disclosure note below telling anyone who read it, that was not authorised to read it would be sent to the Tower or some such.

Tom turned to the first page and began reading.  It was a  report of an incident that had happened two days earlier, a shooting in Birmingham where a Member of Parliament had been murdered by a team of gunmen.  Tom had followed the story on the news.  On the next half a dozen pages, the facts were laid out - the number of gunmen employed, tactics, police response time, witness statements, all detailed.  What impressed him the most was the questioning.  Certain questions appeared over and over again, in each of the interrogations.  'Did any of the men look at their watches?  Who knew the MP's exact timetable?  Did the men look agitated or unduly stressed?  Had it been rehearsed?  How slick was the operation?'

At first Tom struggled to work out what the interrogator was driving at and he read a few of the pages over again as the man sipped his beer.  Then it all clicked into place.

"What do you surmise?" said the man.

"Oh," said Tom.  "These men had help, some real juicy information that could only have come from the top.  I think you're thinking you have a traitor in your midst."

"Indeed," said the man.  "Interesting"

"So, what do you want from me?" said Tom.

"I have no idea.  All I have been told is to come here, show you the file and see if you came to the conclusion that you have and then take you with me to meet someone.  Anything more will be between you and him."

"OK," said Tom.  "Let's go meet him."
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One month earlier

Sadiq Irwin sat in his aisle seat as the airline circled Heathrow waiting to land.  The plane had left from Orly airport in France and he had been to the toilet twice in the last forty minutes, not through nerves but to check the make-up he was wearing.  Both times he had pulled out the passport and held the picture page up to the mirror, for the life of him he could not see the resemblance to it and his made-up face.  It had got him through French passport control, but France was well known to have a lax attitude towards people leaving and the Customs Officer had barely glanced at it.  He knew London Heathrow would be more rigorous.

The passport was genuine, taken from an Englishman, Graham Brown, an ex-pat who lived in Nice, France.  It had not been easy to find, they had spent many months travelling across Europe looking for the right person, one who had a passing resemblance to Sadiq and also lived alone.  A person who would be able to disappear for some time without being missed.

Graham Brown was a little older and heavier so Sadiq had spent an hour in the make-up chair with an expert changing his hair, lightening his skin, playing around with beard and eyebrows and finally darkening Sadiq's teeth to match the Westerner before they were finally satisfied.  Sadiq was unconvinced.

The plane landed and everyone stood up.  He grabbed his overnight bag from the locker above before finally shuffling off the plane ensuring he was in the middle of the mass walking to Customs.  As they neared, another plane load joined them coming from Florida and the Customs Hall was full, packed with tired, jostling, noisy people.  His plane had been chosen carefully to ensure this was the case and he could disappear into the noisy hoard.  The zig-zag line emptied quickly as there were five Customs booths open and Sadiq tried not to sweat as he came close to the desk, if his make-up ran he would be finished.

Finally it was his turn.  With his heartbeat up but under control, he stepped forward trying to keep his features neutral.  The Custom's Officer flicked through the passport and scanned it looking more at the screen than Sadiq.  "Welcome home, Mr Brown," he said as he handed the passport back and then looked for the next passenger.  The relief was instant but he let nothing show.  Walking slowly through the baggage hall he stopped to place the passport into his hand luggage and swept the area for anyone who might be watching him too closely.  It all looked clear.  Then he walked through the 'Nothing to Declare' area hoping he would not be stopped.  He headed towards the exit thinking at all times they would come for him.

Once in the main foyer he walked to the train station and bought a ticket for the London Victoria train which runs every fifteen minutes.  The platform was full of holidaymakers returning from their trips and he did his best to look inconspicuous as he boarded the train.  He had no idea if he was being followed or under surveillance but he assumed he was as he would throughout this operation.

At Victoria station he went to the public toilets paying forty pence to get through the turnstile.  Inside he found an empty cubicle where he opened the holdall and brought out his other set of clothes, changed into jeans, T-shirt and cardigan, removed the goatee beard and false eyelashes, ruffled his hair and finally put on a pair of thick glasses with clear lenses and a battered baseball cap.  He emptied and reversed his bag revealing a blue exterior.  He put his old clothes into the bag and zipped it up.  Checking through the crack in the door that the sinks were clear, he quickly walked over and using a lot of soap and hot water, scrubbed his face, teeth and hair clean.  The sink quickly turned a yellow colour but just as quickly that washed away.  He grabbed the bag and looked in the mirror.  He had changed somewhat, hopefully it was enough of a difference.

On the way into the toilets he had tried to avoid the many CCTV cameras on the station but some would have got a clear shot of him.  He now walked out of the toilets keeping his head down and his body slightly bent.  He changed his gait and moved differently trying to throw anyone watching off the scent.  Lots of people were in a rush so he hurried along with the crowd, not too slow, not too fast, always slipping away from the cameras.  If he was lucky he would be seen going into the toilets but not coming out.  If he were being followed they would think him still in there.  However he could not rely on luck and if that had not worked and if they were still with him, he now had to lose them.

Once outside he started to move quickly.  At twenty five years old he was supremely fit.  He slung the holdall across his back and then started walking very fast, occasionally jogging, moving in and out of the crowd, up side streets, in shops and out the opposite exits, dodging people left and right, constantly checking over his shoulder.  The route across London had been planned carefully and he had ran it a hundred times in his mind practising in the desert training grounds and the crowded streets of Lahore.  There no one could catch him and even a team of watchers would have to show themselves to keep up.

After half an hour of moving like this he jumped on a bus which led him north of the city paying with Graham Brown's credit card.  Then he jogged two miles east before walking carefully into a railway station and caught the next train to Birmingham.  He was sure he was clean. 

He arrived at Birmingham New Street at 14.00,  then walked south down half a dozen streets constantly checking behind him and into a small corner supermarket run by a tall, middle-aged Indian man who was politely serving customers.  Sadiq waited till the shop was clear and then walked up to the counter.  "I am Sadiq," he said.

The man smiled, "I am Veruk.  Welcome.  Everything is prepared.  Please wait upstairs,"  moving the curtain behind him which covered a wooden staircase.

Sadiq went up the stairs into a family front room containing two old sofas, a rug, a television and pictures of Veruk with his wife and children.  Obviously this was where Veruk and his family lived, directly over the shop.  He moved to the window, carefully peaked out and saw the main road below.  He looked up and down for some minutes but could not see anything out of place, just a busy shopping street, not much different from home but without the dust.  He marvelled that there were more brown faces than white, England had changed since he was here last.

After a few minutes a small, middle-aged woman appeared, obviously Veruk's wife, with a pot of Indian tea and a cup.  She smiled, poured Sadiq a cup and put it down on a small table and left.

He ignored the tea, just stood there looking out.  A slight rain had begun to fall and it ran down the window pane misting and distorting the view outside.  The last time he had been in England he had been ten years old.  He had been born and bred in London and as he looked around everything looked familiar but somehow wrong, everything a bit smaller, a bit dirtier.  The world through a ten year old's eye was different to the one he saw now.

His parents had taken the family to be freedom fighters sometime after 9/11.  Both were killed in an air strike when he was thirteen and he became a man that day having to survive in a tough brutal world where death was ever present.  He had spent the next twelve years moving from one fighting camp to the next living in hovels and tents and slums, fear and violence everywhere.  The doctrine of the camps blamed everything on the West including the death of his parents and he became dedicated to killing the foreigners.  At fourteen he killed his first soldier.  At seventeen he was leading a death squad of men some much older than he was.  At twenty he became part of the terrorist inner circle, a man who could perform the impossible, for by then he was a known warrior, fearless, intelligent, loyal and brave.

Everything that had happened so far had prepared him for this mission, a chance to fight back directly with the enemy, fight them in their country bringing death and destruction to their streets.

He looked at the people below doing their shopping, going about their daily business, feeding the wealth of Britain.  He looked at their ease of life, the safety and security they enjoyed.  He hated every one of them and he would shake their world to the core.  They would know what it is to live in fear and hatred and finally they would bend to his will and leave his country alone.

He stood like that for a long time, his mind far away thinking through the days ahead, then Veruk came into the room.  He was serious and deferential as if he was meeting a VIP.  

"Everything is ready.  You are the last to arrive.  Please follow me," he said.

They went down a back staircase into the integral garage.  Inside was an old but highly polished 190e Mercedes with black tinted windows which made it impossible to see in.  Sadiq got in the passenger's side whilst Veruk pressed a button on the garage sidewall to open the door and then climbed into the driving seat.

"It is not far," he said, not understanding that Sadiq had been party to the planning of the operation and knew every detail. 

As they drove Veruk thought of the young man by his side.  He looked as if he has just left school, a nice looking boy who should be chasing girls not killing people, only the eyes gave him away.  There was an age to them, definitely an older man's look and somehow a hardness around the face.  He carried with him a menacing air, a feeling that he was a man not to be messed with.  As for his background or what he was doing here Veruk had no idea, nor had he with the previous five men he had looked after this week.

They drove out into the countryside to a remote farmhouse and as they went up the long private drive Veruk warned, "You must not go outside much during daylight hours.  Six men, such as yourselves, will be suspicious and you could be reported to the police.  I will get you everything you need."

He handed Sadiq a mobile phone and charger.  "This is untraceable," he said.  "But please be careful and only use it when you need to.  Text me your needs and I will drop them at night at the end of the road."

With that he pulled up outside the house and they embraced.  

"Thank you for your help," said Sadiq.  "May God go with you." 

Sadiq got out of the car and Veruk drove off.  He stood for a while in the light drizzle which slicked down his hair and ran down his collar, the cold felt alien to him and he shivered.  He looked at the old brick built farmhouse.  It was at least three hundred years old with a slate roof and thick oak door.  Could it be more British? he thought.  He turned round to scan the tree line set well back and could just see the main road in the distance.  The place was well positioned, a killing ground out front and plenty of space.  The "For Sale" sign lay on the floor where it had been thrown down.

He opened the old door and went inside.  There waiting for him were the five men who over the past eighteen months had become his brothers.  They came forward and hugged him and gave him greeting one after the other, then he motioned them to the large wooden dining table where they all sat down.

"So we have arrived safely," he said.  "Did anyone have any problems?  Did anyone feel they were being followed or watched?"  They all shook their heads.  "Excellent it has began."

Looking around the table, he continued.  "We are on a holy crusade.  For too long we have fought the non-believers in our land, on our soil, now we will take the battle to them in their streets, in their houses.  We are the first wave and will spearhead the way.  Our brothers will be joining us soon and we will end this war and gain the freedom we are all praying for.  Give me your reports." 

Hamid, a small man with large glasses who looked more like a scholar than a fighter, leaned forward, "I have done an initial recce," he said.  "We are approximately one kilometre from any other residence in any direction, too far away for anyone to see or hear us but too close for us to practice any gun fire.  As you can see the woods are a long way back and the farm sits in the middle of open land which would give us an excellent field of fire against infantry or police but we would be sitting ducks if they send in helicopters.  I can set up a simple warning system by using domestic home alarm PIRs if I can get to a large hardware store.  I would recommend regular patrols through the trees to spot any long range surveillance and positioning a man in the roof here with a long range scope would also help."

Sadiq gave Hamid the mobile phone, "Text Veruk for whatever you need.  He will drop it at the gate."

Sadiq looked at the two large men at the end of the table.  Powerfully built, in their late twenties, they looked out of the same mould and could almost be brothers.  "Jaim and Raheed, you take care of the patrols and Mohammed, you get up into the roof whenever you can.  OK?"

Mohammed smiled, pleased to be involved.  The youngest of the group at nineteen he had long,  wavy, black hair and a face that always appeared to have a smile upon it.  They had argued long and hard whether we was old enough to be on this mission but he was strong and a superb hand to hand fighter and had shown his loyalty many times.  He had begged to come along in any position so finally they had put him in charge of supplies and cooking.

"We have plenty of clothes, food and water, thanks to Veruk," he said.  "And can easily get more but I could not find any weapons.  Where will they come from?"

Aarif spoke then.  A hard looking ugly man in his mid-forties.  He, of all the men in the room, looked a warrior, a scar cut across his chin line and into his cheek and his hair was thin and badly cut.  They were all fit but he had stood out as a man who pushed himself to the limit, his reputation as a killer was second to none and except for Sadiq, he was feared by the rest of the team.

"I have that under control," he said and looked to Sadiq.  "We will meet my contact tonight." 

"Good, good," said Sadiq. 

The question of weapons was a difficult one.  Back home they were plentiful but England was a different matter.  Any containers coming into the UK from the Middle East were investigated fully, to reroute through European cities disguising the origin, just added to the danger.  It could be done but only at high risk both to the men and their mission.  There was of course the British criminal underground, good for a few handguns but no one who could be trusted with the amount and quality of weapons they were after.  Aarif's father had come up with the solution - the IRA.

Back in the sixties, seventies and eighties the IRA trained bands of freedom fighters in camps across Pakistan and Afghanistan to earn much needed money for their struggle with the British Government and  deep relationships had been formed, with weapons and money trading both ways.  Aarif's father had kept in touch with an Irish man now in his seventies who hated the English and was willing to do anything to destroy the British Government as long as there was also a little money in it.  

He had explained that when the IRA and the British Government finally found a way to end the fighting, many of the caches of arms buried across Ireland were handed over but not all of them.  There was still a significant amount wrapped in grease and oiled paper and buried in secure locations just in case and this man knew where one was and was willing to sell for the right price.  They would still need to smuggle it in from Ireland of course, but Sadiq had his own plan for that.

Sadiq spent the next couple of hours upstairs in one of the rooms on an army surplus put-me-up bed dozing fitfully, going over and over the plans.  At six o'clock he got up and went into see Hamid who was in a back room with a bank of computers and radio equipment and a stock of throwaway mobile phones.  He was busy listening into the local police waveband.

"Have you got in contact yet?" asked Sadiq. 

"No," said Hamid.  "I was waiting for you." 

"OK.  Let's get in touch."  Hamid typed in a number of letters and numbers before stepping back and handing over to Sadiq.

Greetings.  We have arrived, he typed.

By return he read:  Welcome.  When do you need the first target?

Give me one week from today.  I will contact you at the same time,  typed Sadiq.

As you wish, came the reply.  Let God go with you.

Sadiq sent another message, this time to base:  We have arrived and have made contact.

Again the reply came back quickly, God bless you.

"Shut down," Sadiq said to Hamid.  "Are you sure these messages cannot be traced?"

"Absolutely," said Hamid.  "We are using the darknet where search engines do not go.  On an encrypted site the odds of the site being found and broken are millions to one even by GCHQ or Homeland security.  We are operating where the drug dealers and perverts share their secrets.  A tiny place in a mass of data.  As long as the messages are short they cannot be seen.  If they were they could still not be traced to us."

"I hope you are right," said Sadiq.

He went into the main room where Aarif was waiting.  "Time to meet our Irish friend," he said and they walked outside and across to the barn.

It was a cold, windy night and Sadiq felt the drizzling rain on his face.  He shivered.  After the heat of home, it would take some getting used to.  He looked to the tree line seeing the trees dancing in the wind in unison and the beauty all around him, thick grass and a green and yellow meadow.  England is a beautiful place, he thought and he wondered if he would die here.

Aarif opened the barn door.  Inside was an almost new, grey Range Rover and an assortment of cars and vans and even a couple of powerful BMW touring motorbikes equally capable on and off road.

Aarif saw Sadiq looking and said, "As agreed they have all been bought legitimately for cash from the public, no car dealers, just using different car auction websites.  They have all been registered with the same false name and address and taxed and insured.  If you drive alone please memorise the address.  The paperwork is in the glove compartments or in the case of the bikes, back in the farmhouse kitchen.  If we drive carefully there is no reason why the police should pull us over.  If they do, the paperwork would pass scrutiny and it should be easy to talk your way out of.  You just need to keep your head.  Once a job is done, the car will be destroyed and we will buy others."

Sadiq smiled and then chose a five year old black Audi A4, one of the most common cars in the UK, motioning Aarif to drive.
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Chapter 3
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Pat O'Malley sat on a velvet, padded bench in the corner of the snug in the so called 'Irish' pub in the back streets of Solihull, near Birmingham.  As far as he was concerned there was nothing Irish about it apart from a few shamrocks on the beer coasters.  Even the Guinness was wrong, far too cold and poured too quickly.  The pub was old, scruffy and run down.  Much like myself, he thought.  It was late on a Wednesday night and hardly anyone was in which suited him fine.  From where he was sitting he could see both entrances, the main and the side.  If anyone came in not to his liking from one entrance, he could hopefully exit from the other, but at seventy one he knew his running days were over.  In the pocket of his old, beige raincoat was a small pistol which he had used many times.  At close range it was deadly and noisy and normally gave him the edge.  He gripped it tightly, nerves getting the better of him.  He looked down at the pint of Guinness which had sat in front of him for the past five minutes untouched.  It was now getting up to the right temperature and he took a sip and grimaced, Not like Ireland at all, he thought.

He ran his fingers through his thinning, sandy hair.  What's the world coming to when we have to do dealings with these rag-heads? he thought.  For much of his life he had run with the bad lads of the IRA.  They had given him a living and he had managed to slip a little aside but those days were long gone now and the money had all disappeared on women, drink and gambling and the rest as the saying goes, 'was wasted'.  Now he was skint and could not pay the rent.  The IRA did not pay a pension.

The approach from his old contact about his son's need for guns had been a godsend.  A chance to get a few pounds back in his wallet and kill a few English at the same time without hurting anyone at home as the contact had promised no operations in Ireland.  So he had done his patriotic duty and agreed to the meet.

At the appointed time Aarif came in the main door, looked around and went to the toilet ignoring the Irish man.  Two minutes later in came a much younger man through the side door, who walked up to the bar, bought three Irish whiskies and then the two men met up in the middle.  When they were satisfied Pat was on his own, they came and joined him.

"Hello father," said the younger man.  "I have bought you an Irish whisky," and he put it down in front of Pat.  They sat either side of him, a little closer than he liked. 

All smiles Sadiq said,  "I understand you know my brother here and we are all friends but I need to ask you a favour." 

"What would that be?" said Pat.

"Whilst we are talking I want you to have your forearms on the table and both hands round the glass," said Sadiq.  "Do you understand?  Just as if you are nursing the whisky.  If for any reason you take a hand off the glass I will kill you.  Are we clear?"  

"Fuck you," said Pat and he moved the hand inside his coat pocket intending to pull the gun out when Aarif grabbed his bicep with a grip of steel.

"Let's not be silly, old father," said Aarif quietly.  "We are all friends and I have money to give you."

Pat realised he was done for.  There was nothing he could do to these young, powerful men and it brought a tear of shame to his eye.  Once these little fuckers would have been easy meat but he realised age makes fools of all of us.

He carefully placed his forearms on the drink soaked table and wrapped both hands around the whisky glass.

"So," said Sadiq.  "You have something for us.  I would like you to tell me what you have and how they came to be in your possession."

"Ah," said Pat.  "You want a story.  Well, that's fine lad.  Let's just say I have everything you dream about and more."

"A few details would be nice," said Aarif.

"I am not sure how much you lads would know about the troubles we had in
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