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        You’ve never met a spy like this before!

      

      

      

      
        
        When the Turkish ambassador crashes his car in central London, the incident launches an unforeseeable series of catastrophic events—and a naked body.

        MI6 spy Charles Bishop flies headfirst into intrigue, gun battles and assassinations. He’s on the hunt for a mysterious and powerful arms-dealing organisation named Kali—and they have him squarely in their sights.

        Along the way he falls for a mysterious woman who may just be the death of him.

        Fast-paced with whip-smart dialogue and twists at every turn, Kiss My Assassin is the very definition of unputdownable.
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      The rear wheels of the Mercedes slid, and Mohamed fought the wheel to avoid crashing into a traffic island. He retained control, but only just. The rain-drenched streets of London were eerily empty at this hour. As the car sped through the deserted streets, Mohamed wiped the ever-building sweat from his brow and tried to calm his hyperventilating breaths.

      He shouldn’t be here. He should be at home, tucked in bed beside his wife. Instead, he raced dawn’s rise to do the unthinkable. How had events spiralled so far out of control? Only hours before he’d been celebrating the triumph of his career. Now he was ruined. Dishonoured. A criminal.

      Fighting for control of the vehicle, Mohamed took the turn onto The Mall at speed. The new-model Mercedes did its best to counter his erratic steering, but technology could only assist so much. The car fishtailed unsteadily before righting itself. He was driving too fast. He knew that. But he couldn’t slow down, not with the cargo he had. Not with what was at stake.

      Speeding through a red light at Whitehall, Mohamed saw the towering Houses of Parliament and Big Ben loom before him. This country was so proud of their hallowed bastion of democracy. It stood immovable and regal. It was in stark contrast to what would happen if he were discovered. His own country would fall apart like a house of cards. He could not let that transpire.

      Screeching onto Westminster Bridge, Mohamed did his best to quiet his panicked breathing. He told himself to focus. No matter what, he had to succeed. His world had been shattered, but he could salvage it—but only if he kept his head.

      The sight of water calmed him. It reminded him of home. Of safety. It reminded him of a place far from here.
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      Gregory should have been asleep hours ago, but his co-worker, Justin, hadn’t turned up for work—the slack gamer bastard. Good old reliable Gregory had been forced to pull a double shift, again.

      Gregory was saving for a house deposit with his girlfriend, Aisha, so it wasn’t all bad. But damn, he was as exhausted as an insomniac zombie.

      His warm bed beckoned. Not long now. He doubted ten hours at the wheel of a garbage truck would be anyone’s idea of a good time. If it was, they certainly weren’t someone he wanted to hang with. You don’t need that kind of mental in your life. Thinking of what constituted a good time guided Gregory’s sleep-deprived mind to Aisha again. Nothing would be finer than slipping into their bed right now.

      With a start, Gregory shocked himself alert. He’d closed his eyes for a fraction of a second and tumbled into a microsleep. Blinking several times did nothing to ease the lethargy overwhelming him. Gregory realised he had to get off the road. He was dead at the wheel.

      Turning the big truck towards Westminster Bridge, Gregory tried to work out how long his shift had left. As best he could make out, it was somewhere between half an hour and a week. He needed coffee.

      Waiting at the lights to turn onto Westminster Bridge Road, Gregory willed his eyes to stay open. The city seemed so empty. A thin veneer of rainwater coated the road, reflecting the street lights. The rhythmic beat of the blinker echoed in the cabin, lulling his drowsy mind. As soon as the light turned green, he accelerated.

      The car came out of nowhere.

      It careened through the intersection, seemingly oblivious to the red light. Gregory stamped his foot on the brakes, but the garbage truck was too big and cumbersome to stop suddenly. The driver of the Mercedes slammed on the brakes too late, and the car spun. It kept bowling towards the truck.

      Gregory closed his eyes and braced for impact.
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      PC Genevieve Williams heard the screech of tyres. She’d just finished her patrol along Queen’s Walk and was about to make her way across the river to HQ when she heard it. It was never a pleasant sound. She instinctively waited for the howl of twisted metal.

      The garbage truck had turned with the lights and proceeded into the intersection. The maniac in the Mercedes must have run the light. The driver realised too late and tried to stop, but it was useless.

      The thud of metal on metal was horrific. The truck collided with the rear side panel of the Mercedes, sending it spiralling across the asphalt. The slick road only aided the car’s chaotic spin. Chunks of plastic and metal were strewn in all directions, and the rear boot flew open as the car continued to whirl across the bridge.

      The driver’s side of the Mercedes hit the curb with such force its opposite wheels were thrust into the air. A flesh-coloured object was hurled from the boot. It sailed through the air for what seemed like hours, then hit the footpath with a wet, meaty slap and slid, coming to rest against the bridge railing.

      After three years on the force, PC Williams was no rookie, but it took several seconds of post-collision silence for her mind to process what had just happened.

      A garbage truck and an expensive luxury car had just crashed into one another, and in the process a completely naked body had been flung from the boot of the car and now lay motionless on Westminster Bridge.

      Scrambling for her whistle, PC Williams blew frantically. The garbage truck was closest. She hoisted herself onto the running board and peered into the cabin.

      “Are you alright, sir?”

      The driver was dazed, his gaze unfocused. “Yeah, yeah I think so.” His watery eyes turned to the crumpled car. “Check on them. Oh god.”

      Already moving, PC Williams ran to the driver’s side of the Mercedes and yanked the door open. The driver was a middle-aged man with a Mediterranean complexion. He had a cut above his eye, but he was alive.

      “Sir, are you okay?” Stunned silence was the only reply. “Sir, you’ve been in a traffic collision. Are you alright?”

      Receiving no response, PC Williams left the car and approached the most worrying of persons involved. Lying on the wet footpath, illuminated by the city, the naked male body lay prone. He wasn’t breathing. Genevieve suspected he hadn’t for some time—possibly hours. In her few short years on the force, she’d seen her share of dead bodies. This one wasn’t fresh. The pallid complexion told her that autolysis had already taken hold. The skin was loose, there were early signs of bloat. This person’s death hadn’t been caused by the crash. Something else was at play.

      Grabbing her radio, PC Williams called it in. She had to secure the scene and needed every available officer. Dispatch assured her they would be there in minutes.

      The driver of the Mercedes staggered from his car. Without looking in PC Williams’ direction, he stumbled away from the crash site, heading down the long stretch of Westminster Bridge.

      “Oi, you’re under arrest, mate,” Genevieve shouted. “Stay where you are.”

      The man continued to totter away, either oblivious to her warning, or ignoring it. She chased after him. Rounding on the dishevelled man, PC Williams halted his advance by shoving a palm into his shoulder.

      “Sir, I’m arresting you for traffic violations and in connection to the dead body you were transporting in your vehicle. You do not have to say anything, but it may harm your defence if you do not mention—”

      “Diplomatic immunity!” The man became animated, as if suddenly aware of his situation.

      “What?”

      “Diplomatic immunity!” He was practically shrieking. “You cannot arrest me. I am a diplomat. I am the Turkish ambassador to the United Kingdom. You cannot arrest me.”

      Genevieve shook her head. “That’s a dead body, mate. You can’t claim—”

      “Diplomatic immunity!”

      “Yeah, exactly. You can’t claim that.”

      “What?” The man shook his head.

      “What?”

      The diplomat frowned in confusion. “What, what?”

      Genevieve sighed. It was going to be a long night. “You’re not going anywhere, sir, diplomatic immunity or not. Go stand over there.”

      The man realised the futility of refusal and complied. Genevieve called dispatch and asked to be connected to her superior.

      “Guv, you might want to come down here. I, ah, I’ve got a bit of a situation.”

      “What kind of situation, Williams?”

      “The headline kind.” She looked at the prostrate body on the bridge. “You might want to start waking some people up.”
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      “Who drives around with a body in their boot?” asked Paul Cavendish, Head Spec Ops at MI6.

      “Idiots?” Bishop suggested helpfully. He watched his boss carefully. He was agitated, but there was something else at play.

      “Well, idiots obviously,” Paul replied, annoyed, “but more specifically, why would the Turkish ambassador be driving around at 4 am with a dead body in his boot?”

      “Maybe he’s a big Weekend at Bernie’s fan?”

      Paul glared at Bishop evenly. “Perhaps. Then again, perhaps you’re due for a posting in Myanmar.”

      “Right you are, boss.” Bishop nodded at his superior.

      Paul’s face broke into a familiar smile, which Bishop returned. He enjoyed his boss’s humour. It was a fine way to start the day. The two sipped tea in Paul’s office at Vauxhall Cross, discussing the early morning’s events.

      Every major, and quite a few minor, government departments had been thrown into a political shitstorm that social media had dubbed the “Body on the Bridge Incident”. Bishop was less than impressed at the inventiveness of that one. So far the ambassador had remained tight-lipped, and the body hadn’t been identified.

      MI6 were involved purely from an intelligence standpoint. They had no authority to work within UK borders unless the State Secretary granted immunity under the Intelligence Services Act. Given the unknown state of affairs, that seemed unlikely. The best they could manage was relying on the good graces of other departments to keep them involved.

      The ambassador’s claim for diplomatic immunity was problematic. The whole thing was a political nightmare. Technically, City of London police could arrest him, as diplomatic immunity only extended so far, but they’d chosen not to, at least for now. He was being held without charge, but the clock was ticking. They could only hold him for twenty-four hours. If charges weren’t laid, he’d be on the first plane out, and the whole thing would forever remain unsolved.

      The likelihood of an official arrest increased as more and more politicians and experts were interviewed on morning TV programs. Bishop could see the pressure building. Soon there would be outright calls for the ambassador to be held accountable for whatever crime had been committed. In the interim, Metropolitan Police were in possession of an unidentified, but politically charged, corpse.

      “So where do we come in?” Bishop asked.

      As much as he enjoyed his chats with Paul, his boss never had a casual discussion without some sort of agenda. The fact that the topic of conversation was the Westminster Bridge incident meant Bishop was to be involved in some shape or form.

      “This has international consequences, obviously,” Paul raised his teacup. “Turkey’s government is on a knife edge at the moment. Whatever this is may be used for leverage by foreign governments—or perhaps that’s what caused it in the first place. Who knows? Regardless, we need answers.” Paul looked up and raised an eyebrow. “And that’s where you come in.”

      “Is it now?” Bishop folded one leg over the other. Here we go, he thought. “And how exactly would I come into it?”

      “I’ve arranged for you to have a little tête-à-tête with the ambassador in question. Demir is his name.”

      Bishop realised he shouldn’t have been surprised. As a domestic matter, this would fall within the purview of London Police; MI5 at a pinch, if it had international ramifications. MI6 would be far down on the list of agencies able to shove their weight around. There was no doubt Paul had pulled some strings to get Bishop a seat at the table.

      “Where is he now?” he asked.

      “Lambert Estate, just outside of Buckinghamshire.”

      “Fancy.”

      Paul nodded. “It was deemed too gauche to throw him in a local cell with Knuckles McGinty and Jimmy the Seat Sniffer.”

      “Positively progressive by the Met,” Bishop observed. “Or were they afraid of reprisals?”

      Paul pondered the question. “Probably a bit of both, to be honest. You’ll have half an hour with him. This is purely ceremonial. No need to perform an interrogation like Kandahar.”

      “I still maintain he deliberately ran into my fist, the little bugger.”

      “Many times, if I recall correctly.”

      Bishop shrugged. “When do I leave, boss?”

      “It’s teed up for two hours from now, so you’d better get your skates on.”

      Bishop checked his watch. Buckinghamshire was about an hour away. Readying himself to leave, Bishop examined his boss more closely. “You look a bit worse for wear, if you don’t mind me saying.”

      “Why would a superior mind his subordinate telling him he looks dreadful?” Paul chuckled to show there was no malice, then sighed. “Nancy has a new friend. She invited her around for dinner last night and things got messy. My god, those Australians can drink. Lovely girl, but I foresee she’s going to be trouble.”

      “Australian, hey? Can’t say I’ve ever had an Australian girl.”

      “If last night is anything to go by, I highly recommend steering clear.”

      “I’ll keep that in mind.”

      Paul tilted his head. “Never an Australian? That surprises me. I would have thought you’d have coloured in the map of the world with your countless conquests.”

      Doing his best to appear offended, Bishop held a splayed hand to his chest and, with the innocence of a choirboy, said, “I take umbrage to that, good sir!”

      An eye roll was Paul’s only response. Both men knew Bishop was no male vestal virgin. His skills with the opposite sex had been used many times to entice informants to supply critical information. They may have been traitors, but they were satisfied traitors. Using sex as a weapon wasn’t something Bishop was especially proud of, but he had obtained indispensable intelligence for the United Kingdom. Besides, no one had been killed, and he always made sure the informer was well taken care of. In more ways than one.

      He didn’t need a therapist to tell him his proclivities had bled into his personal life. Unable to commit to more than a one-night stand, he was aware he had an abject fear of commitment. Not that he wasn’t enjoying himself in the process. He was a young man. He had many seeds to sow before the idea of settling down even appeared on the horizon. Regardless, he knew it was something he would be forced to confront one day. He just hoped it wasn’t soon.

      The two men exchanged a hearty handshake and Bishop bid his superior farewell.

      “And Charles,” Paul said, seemingly as an afterthought, though Bishop had the feeling it was anything but. “Take care to ask the ambassador if there are any outside pressures MI6 could, let’s say, assist with. Never a bad thing for His Majesty’s government to be owed a favour by a representative of a foreign power.” His features grew slightly darker. “It’s purely a hunch, but I have an inkling this will have far greater implications than just one little ambassador’s indiscretion.”

      “Will do, sir.”

      There it was. No matter how casually Paul had approached the subject, there were larger machinations at play. Bishop wouldn’t be involved unless MI6 were worried. And if MI6 were worried, everyone should be.
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      The gravel driveway crunched under the tyres of Bishop’s brand-new black Audi. The gardens of Lambert Estate were so cultivated and moulded they were almost unreal. Too well-shaped, too verdant. It was as if an American had dreamed up what they thought an English estate should look like. The outlying forest soon gave way to lush manicured lawns, which led to a quaint, picture-postcard manor. It was like a scene from the lid of a shortbread tin.

      Bishop parked and walked slowly towards the manor. He counted three armed police officers roaming the grounds, all wearing tactical vests over their crisp uniforms. Each carried Heckler & Koch MP5SFs. They weren’t taking any chances.

      Inside, he met with the lead protection officer, an officious woman by the name of Underwood. She was a stern sergeant who seemed immune to Bishop’s charm. He liked her immediately. She led him to a delightful sun-drenched conservatory at the rear of the house.

      The ambassador sat in a lounge chair, taking in the garden view while drinking what appeared to be an espresso. He seemed cosy, sipping away in a warm scarf. In the distance, by the far garden, a uniformed officer patrolled, a black bulletproof vest over his white shirt.

      Underwood left with a curt nod.

      “Good afternoon, Ambassador.” Bishop offered his hand.

      The ambassador didn’t take his eyes off the garden panorama. “Where are you from? The department of sanitation and passive-aggressive parking signs?”

      “MI6.”

      The ambassador turned, surprised. He sat up straight. His face said, this is more like it.

      Though he was more alert, there was wariness in his eyes. He nodded for Bishop to sit. “So many people have come to ask me questions, I’m considering hiring myself out as a fortune teller.”

      Bishop gave him a friendly frown. “I’ll give you a fiver if you can tell me who wins the four o’clock at Ascot.”

      “Jezebel’s Revenge, but it’s only three to one, hardly worth your time.”

      He was smart, Bishop surmised. And funny. Good, he could work with that.

      The ambassador assessed him, from his expensive haircut to his Salvatore Ferragamo shoes. “Are you sure you’re a spy? You look more like a catwalk model.”

      “Most definitely a spy, sir. My name is Bishop. It seems you’re in a bit of a pickle.”

      Ambassador Demir raised an amused eyebrow. “You have a talent for understatement, Mr Bishop.”

      “One of many. You should see my karaoke.”

      “There’s no need to try and captivate me with your charm.” There was a hint of condescension in the ambassador’s voice. “I am an ambassador, my role is to engage people on a personal level. I know how to win their trust, to find out what we can do for one another.”

      “It seems you have a greater need for my assistance than I do yours at the moment, if you don’t mind me saying, Ambassador.”

      “Ooh, very good. Excellent. A reaffirmation of my dire situation with an offer of a lifeline. You have some experience in this, I see. It is a shame it will all be for nought, I’m afraid. But still, good going.”

      “And why would it be for nothing?”

      The ambassador leaned forward and gave a cheerless grin. “Because I will soon be dead, Mr Bishop.”

      “Look, I know the food here is not what you’re accustomed to…”

      “No.” The ambassador shook his head. “Perhaps you are less experienced than I thought. That was not the time for a humorous quip. We’ve moved past the initial amiable trust exercise, you’ve reinforced the lifeline, now this is where you offer to do your best to get me out of this mess.” He tutted. “Perhaps I would have been better off with the department of sanitation and passive-aggressive parking signs.”

      Bishop could see why the ambassador had risen to one of the most important postings his country had. He was shrewd, knew human behaviour, could negotiate unflinchingly and did it all while maintaining an affable persona. He was good. But Bishop had a counter to his years of diplomatic experience. The truth.

      “Very well, let’s speak plainly shall we, Ambassador Demir? To put it bluntly, you’re fucked. You’ve been caught transporting a dead body in your own car. Your refusal to disclose who it is or how it got there means you’ll be charged with murder. In such cases, diplomatic immunity means less than a warm cup of piss in hell. You’re screwed, and no amount of arrogance is going to change that. Right now, I’m your only ally. I suggest you talk to me before I send in the real Department of Sanitation.”

      Bishop could see the cogs in the ambassador’s brain whirling. His dire situation was not aided by his posturing. Surely he understood that? It was mere hours before he would be charged. Once that occurred, he’d be hauled into custody and humiliated before the press and his country. Perhaps his bravado was a last hurrah, the final act of a public servant before he was stripped of his status.

      Then again, perhaps not.

      There was something in Demir’s manner that seemed at odds with a man at the end of his career, a man facing disgrace. There was a Zenlike calmness to him that went beyond acceptance. It was like the serenity of a death-row inmate consuming their final meal. There was more going on than Bishop realised. Time to find out what it was.

      “Ambassador, perhaps before they clap the handcuffs on, you might want to tell me what’s going on. I may be able to help.”

      A bitter laugh escaped Demir’s lips, surprising them both. The ambassador explained. “I’m afraid no one can help me, Mr Bishop. My family, my wife, my children, they will also pay the price. But perhaps…” His eyes clouded over in contemplation. “Perhaps you could do something about those who have sealed my fate.”

      “Sealed your fate? I’m sorry, I don’t understand.”

      The ambassador waved a dismissive hand. “I had a meeting. A secret meeting. Not officially sanctioned by my government, but, well, let’s just say it was encouraged, yes? This meeting, it would not strictly be against UN guidelines, but it would certainly be viewed as,” he tilted his head, “distasteful. It was with a trader, a merchant of ordnances. He was the man discovered on the bridge.”

      “He was an arms dealer?”

      “Among other things.” Demir leaned forward, as if suddenly aware that others could be listening. “We were not trading arms last night, no money was exchanged, nothing of the sort. In fact, we were celebrating.”

      “What were you celebrating, Ambassador?”

      A bitter cackle. “The highlight of my career, or so I thought. I’d successfully parleyed a seat at the table. I’d honestly thought there was every chance we would miss out, but I negotiated hard, used every trick I knew, and we got in. I was elated. We had prepared for this for months and it had paid off. I suggested we celebrate, and he agreed. I was giddy as a schoolgirl, as the saying goes.” Despite the positive words, the ambassador’s demeanour remained sour.

      “But something went wrong?”

      Demir nodded. “At my behest, we moved to a Turkish bath, to celebrate, yes? As is the way of things, we drank, we ate, but appetites were not, shall we say, sated.” His expression turned grim. “We engaged the services of a prostitute.” The ambassador’s eyes drifted to the garden in the distance. “Things became… enthusiastic, out of hand. In the commotion, the dealer slipped.” The ambassador turned to Bishop, his eyes pleading. “Please believe me, it was an accident. A tragic, unfortunate accident. I shared no hatred with this man. In fact, he had supplied the means to help my country a great deal. It was a mishap, one that ended tragically.”

      “That’s why he was naked? The arms dealer in your boot?”

      Again, Demir bobbed his head.

      “The girl, where is she?” Bishop asked.

      Confusion crinkled the ambassador’s face. “What girl?”

      “My apologies for the clichéd assumption.” Bishop cleared his throat. “The prostitute.”

      “He will remain quiet. He can be trusted. If he survives at all.”

      Ignoring that ominous statement for now, Bishop pressed on. “Why didn’t you just contact the dealer’s employer and advise of the terrible accident?”

      “You don’t know these people!” Demir bellowed, suddenly agitated. “There is no such thing as ‘accidents’. There are no mistakes. You can’t seek mercy from these people.”

      “But you’re the client. It’s you who gives them the money for goods. Why would you be afraid of that? How can they have so much power that—”

      “They hold all the power!” Taking a moment to calm himself, the ambassador went on. “We realised this long ago. These are not mere merchants, selling us a box of cheap Chinese pistols. If you say no, or do not purchase the volume they offer, they will supply the other side twice as much, and you will pay in blood and death. I represent my country, Mr Bishop. You find my dealings with these people unsavoury, I can see it in your eyes. I do not care for your condescension. But these people, you do not trifle with. They will come after your entire family, your friends. They will slice open the throats of every single person you love until they get what want. You ask how I can be afraid? I will tell you. Once you cross paths with these people you will do as they say until your death. Kuolema can snap his fingers and you are dead. That is why I am talking to you now. I will be dead within the day. My family, dead. Everyone I know, everyone I love, dead.”

      “That’s a lot of death.”

      “You mock me? You think I exaggerate, Mr Bishop? You think I revel in the fact that everyone I care most about in this world will soon be dead? I just want it over.”

      The ambassador became more agitated as he went on. The reaction seemed genuine, but for the life of him, Bishop couldn’t comprehend anyone who could instil such fear. Certainly not someone he’d never heard of.

      Bishop did his best to appear sympathetic. “If this will happen as you say, why not warn them, put them under protection?”

      “Kuolema does not care about protection. He cares not for anything that stands in his way. I represent my country. I am esteemed among my peers. I hold power, the ability to influence my government and others around the world. That is nothing. Nothing at all. Not to these people. Theirs is a world of shadow, a splinter of an idea. They are wraiths, Mr Bishop. How do you catch a wraith, a ghost? You can’t.”

      “That’s very dramatic.”

      “As is death. We have a saying in Turkey, Mr Bishop. Ne ekersen, onu bicersin. One who sows wind will reap hurricanes. With all the resources you no doubt have, I caution you not to cross these people unless you are certain. In all likelihood you will lose. Your family will lose. Those you care for most in the world will lose.”

      “I’ll keep that in mind.” Fortunately, there were very few people Bishop cared for, and even less who cared for him. “Who is this Kuolema?”

      “No one knows. He is the head of the organisation, or so it is thought. We sent three of our spies to find out if he really existed. None returned.”

      “What were you buying? The thing you were celebrating in the bathhouse?”

      “An invitation.”

      “To?”

      “An auction, Mr Bishop. An auction. I was to leave the day after tomorrow. The auction is only four days from now; we were cutting it fine. That is what we celebrated, my enrolment in the auction.”

      “And where is this auction?”

      “Marrakech.”

      “In Morocco?”

      “No, the Marrakech just outside Liverpool. Of course Morocco.” The ambassador scowled, but went on. “The auction is run by a Mr Temple. A Frenchman with a villa there, I believe.”

      Far in the distance, Bishop heard the distinct pop of gunfire. It was far away, but its presence was alarming. He doubted the security detail would be undergoing target practice with a subject so close. He heard shuffling in the house. Others had noticed too.

      More gunfire sounded, now accompanied by urgent shouts. It grew louder.

      “What’s that?” Bishop asked, more to himself than to Demir.

      “Consequences, Mr Bishop. Consequences. Kali is here.”

      “The goddess? I should have shaved and put on a clean shirt.”

      Demir ignored the quip. “I don’t fear god, little man. I fear them.”

      “I don’t understand.”

      “Kali is an organisation. Kuolema is the head of Kali.”

      “An arms-dealing organisation named after a multi-armed deity? Someone overdosed on irony.”

      More gunfire could be heard; it grew louder. Guards rushed about, confusion smacked across their faces. Bishop could read their thoughts. How had a routine babysitting assignment gone to hell so suddenly?

      Underwood rushed into the room, pistol out, face red. “The control room’s gone dead. Officers aren’t answering their hails. We’re under attack.”

      “We need to get him out of here.” Bishop nodded towards the ambassador.

      “No, we need to protect him, not take him out in the open.” Underwood’s face was calm, but a tremor in her voice betrayed the fact that she was rattled.

      Arguing wasn’t going to help, but Bishop knew he had a better chance of saving the ambassador if they moved now. Unfortunately, he wasn’t the one in charge.

      In contrast to Underwood’s quiet anxiety, Demir projected a serene pretence of being at peace with the world. He glanced at the MI6 agent and shrugged. “Consequences, Mr Bishop. I suggest you make peace with whatever divine being you choose. You shall be meeting them very soon.”

      Bishop scanned outside. As if on cue, the police officer by the far garden fell forward. He didn’t move again.

      Underwood saw it too. “Shit! We’re down to three. We need to—”

      Officer Underwood’s words were cut short by a smash of glass. A red welt appeared in the centre of her forehead as the back of her skull was blown out. She collapsed in a silent pile on the plush carpet.

      Demir’s Zenlike calm shattered as he leapt out of his chair. Grasping the back of his head, Bishop forced the diplomat unceremoniously to the floor behind the couch, where they offered no direct line of sight to wherever the sniper was positioned.

      “Stay down.” Rolling over to Underwood’s corpse, Bishop took her pistol and tucked it into the back of his pants. He figured he’d need the additional rounds. “If this is your Kali friends, Ambassador, they’re very good at what they do.” Bishop counted the rounds and checked the two exits to the room.

      “My god, man!” the ambassador cried. “That woman was just killed in front of you. Do you not care?”

      Demir had certainly broken loose from his calm acceptance of only moments before. The act had never fooled Bishop.

      “She was a professional. She would want me to perform my duty and protect her charge. And that’s what I intend to do…” Bishop yanked Demir’s head down as he moved to peer over the back of the couch. “Provided he does everything I say.”

      “It won’t make a difference, you know. Kali will kill us both.”

      “Well, see, I’ll have to disagree with you there.” Bishop pulled back the hammer of the pistol. It was purely for effect. “I’m in a god-killing kind of mood.”

      Taking a moment to close his eyes, Bishop ran through the logistics. He recalled the configuration of the manor he’d passed through, the distance to his car, which pocket contained the keys, the number of bullets in both guns, and what objects could be used as weapons when the bullets ran out. Everything else was chance.

      “Why—” The ambassador recoiled from the spy. “Why on earth are you smiling, man?”

      Not aware that he had been, Bishop ignored the question. “Stay behind me. Don’t pause, don’t dally. You do, you’re dead. Don’t get too close, I need to be able
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