
  
    [image: No Escape]
  


  
    
      NO ESCAPE

      CAN ONE EVER LEAVE THEIR PAST BEHIND?

    

    
      
        MARK DAVID ABBOTT

      

    

    
      MARK DAVID ABBOTT

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2019 by Mark David Abbott

      All rights reserved.

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

    

  


  
    
      For the wonderful people of Oman.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        GET A FREE NOVELLA FEATURING DETECTIVE RAJIV SAMPATH!

      

    

    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Chapter 15

      

      
        Chapter 16

      

      
        Chapter 17

      

      
        Chapter 18

      

      
        Chapter 19

      

      
        Chapter 20

      

      
        Chapter 21

      

      
        Chapter 22

      

      
        Chapter 23

      

      
        Chapter 24

      

      
        Chapter 25

      

      
        Chapter 26

      

      
        Chapter 27

      

      
        Chapter 28

      

      
        Chapter 29

      

      
        Chapter 30

      

      
        Chapter 31

      

      
        Chapter 32

      

      
        Chapter 33

      

      
        Chapter 34

      

      
        Chapter 35

      

      
        Chapter 36

      

      
        Chapter 37

      

      
        Chapter 38

      

      
        Chapter 39

      

      
        Chapter 40

      

      
        Chapter 41

      

      
        Chapter 42

      

      
        Chapter 43

      

      
        Chapter 44

      

      
        Chapter 45

      

      
        Chapter 46

      

      
        Chapter 47

      

      
        Chapter 48

      

      
        Chapter 49

      

      
        Chapter 50

      

      
        Chapter 51

      

      
        Chapter 52

      

      
        Chapter 53

      

      
        Chapter 54

      

      
        Chapter 55

      

      
        Chapter 56

      

      
        Chapter 57

      

      
        Chapter 58

      

      
        Chapter 59

      

      
        Chapter 60

      

      
        Chapter 61

      

      
        Chapter 62

      

      
        Chapter 63

      

      
        Chapter 64

      

      
        Chapter 65

      

      
        Chapter 66

      

      
        Chapter 67

      

      
        Chapter 68

      

      
        Chapter 69

      

      
        Chapter 70

      

      
        Chapter 71

      

      
        Chapter 72

      

      
        Chapter 73

      

      
        Chapter 74

      

    

    
      
        Also by Mark David Abbott

      

      
        GET A FREE NOVELLA FEATURING DETECTIVE RAJIV SAMPATH!

      

      
        Enjoyed this book? You can make a big difference.

      

      
        Acknowledgments

      

      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            GET A FREE NOVELLA FEATURING DETECTIVE RAJIV SAMPATH!

          

        

      

    

    
      The next book is currently being written, but if you sign up for my VIP newsletter I will let you know as soon as it is released.

      And when you sign up for my newsletter, I’ll send you a FREE copy of IMPACT, a Detective Sampath Novella.

      Your email will be kept 100% private and you can unsubscribe at any time.

      

      
        
        JOIN MY NEWSLETTER

        (No Spam. Ever.)

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            1

          

        

      

    

    
      Steve Jones checked the room number against the message on his phone, then knocked twice.

      He heard a muffled “Come in” through the door and pushed down on the latch, stepping inside. A short hallway opened into a large suite with expansive views across the Arabian Gulf from the full-height windows. An older Indian man, sitting in an overstuffed leather armchair, watched him approach, and Steve smiled.

      “Mr. Patil?”

      “Yes,” replied the man as he gestured toward another chair.

      Steve nodded and walked over, taking a quick glance around the room. A polished wooden writing desk stood against one wall, and on the opposite side of the room, a set of double sliding doors opened into the bedroom. The leather armchair and sofa set arranged around a coffee table took up the center of the room. On the coffee table sat a silver tray laden with cups and a large coffee pot. Steve did a quick calculation in his head. A suite like this would cost upwards of three thousand dirhams a night—he made a mental note to revise his charges upwards.

      “Please help yourself to coffee.”

      “Thank you.” Steve sat down and placed his messenger bag on the floor beside the chair before pouring himself a cup. Sitting back, he smiled at the man in front of him. He was older than he sounded on the phone, perhaps in his mid-fifties, his head bald on top, and the hair at the sides grey and slicked back. The gold chain around his neck and the white linen shirt stretched over a ‘prosperous’ belly only reinforced the aura of wealth hinted at by the hotel suite. He frowned impatiently, his fingers tapping on the arm of the chair as Steve sipped on his coffee.

      “Well?”

      “Oh, yes.” Steve placed the coffee cup back on the table and reached for his messenger bag, removing a notepad, flipping it open.

      “He is staying in this hotel, room 1502, has been here for four days.”

      “His name?” Surya Patil interrupted.

      Steve checked his notes. “Ah... John Hayes. Traveling on an English passport.” Steve looked up and noticed his client’s frown was even deeper, a vein visibly pulsing in his temple, his hands now clenched into fists. Steve looked down at his notes again, wondering what his client’s connection was with the hotel guest. He had been working as a private investigator in Dubai for almost three years now, the bulk of his work monitoring the infidelities of men and women on business trips. But this case didn’t seem like that.

      The beautiful woman accompanying Mr. Hayes wasn’t Indian, so she was obviously not a relative of his client. She didn’t look like a woman who would be in a relationship with an unattractive middle-aged and overweight man either. Although he had to admit, he had seen plenty of strange relationships during his three years in the city. It was amazing what the lure of money made people do.

      “And the woman?”

      “A Portuguese national. Adriana D’Silva,” Steve read from his notes, then looked up. “That’s all I’ve been able to find out, so far.”

      Surya Patil nodded slowly, his eyes drilling holes in Steve, forcing him to look away. He placed the notepad on his lap and picked up the coffee cup, taking another sip.

      “I want you to follow them. Find out where they go, what they do, who they meet. I expect a report.”

      “Of course,” Steve smiled. He glanced around the suite again. “Ah... there will be expenses, and of course, you know my daily rate.”

      Surya Patil’s lip curled in distaste as he leaned forward and picked up an envelope from the coffee table.

      “Consider this an advance.” He tossed it over the table into Steve’s lap.

      Steve placed the cup down and picked up the envelope, flicking it open with his thumb, and glanced at the thick wad of dirhams inside. Looking up, he smiled.

      “Perfect.”

      Surya Patil dismissed him with a wave of his hand, and Steve retrieved his bag and stood up. He nodded goodbye but needn’t have bothered. Surya Patil was staring out the window, ignoring him.

      Steve turned and walked toward the door, the cash-stuffed envelope safely stowed in his bag. It had come at an opportune time. The last two months had been lean, and he was behind on the alimony payments to his wife back in Australia. He didn’t understand what this Surya Patil wanted with the Englishman and his partner, but as long as he kept paying, he would do whatever he asked.

      He reached for the door handle, opening the door when Surya Patil’s gruff voice called out from behind him.

      “A daily report. Don’t forget!”

      Steve smiled to himself. “Of course, Sir. I’ll call you first thing tomorrow morning.”
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      Detective Inspector Rajiv Sampath closed the file on his desk and added it to the ever-growing pile to his right. Rubbing his face with his hands, he sat back in his chair. It had been a long boring morning. The paperwork in his job never seemed to end; in fact, it seemed to be increasing—countless reports and red tape. Every time a new Home Minister was appointed, he had to start all over again. There seemed to be little time left for actual policing. He sighed. He needed coffee.

      “Paramshiva?” he called out and waited until the constable poked his head around the door frame.

      “Sir?”

      “Get me a coffee, will you?”

      “Yes, Sir.”

      “Oh, and Paramshiva, less sugar, please.”

      “Yes, sir,” the constable smiled and disappeared from the door.

      Rajiv sighed and ran his hand down over his midsection. All this desk work was making him fat. He prided himself on maintaining his fitness as an example to his men, and the overly sweetened coffee served in the station wasn’t helping matters.

      He reached for another file and opened it, scanning the contents, and shook his head. One more file, then he was leaving the office. He needed to get out, patrol the streets, check on his men.

      He was halfway through the file when the constable returned with a stainless-steel tumbler filled with steaming hot coffee. Placing it on the desk in front of Rajiv, he waited until he looked up.

      “What is it, Paramshiva?”

      “Sir, a call came in for you.” He handed over a piece of paper with a number on it. “Patil, Sir, he wants you to call him back.”

      Rajiv frowned. “Me? Are you sure he doesn’t want the boss?”

      “Yes, Sir. He asked for you.”

      “Okay,” Rajiv nodded thoughtfully. “Thank you.”

      “Yes, Sir.” The constable turned and left the room.

      Rajiv looked at the number. It wasn’t an Indian number; it started with +971—Dubai. Strange. Rajiv pursed his lips and drummed his fingers on the desktop. I wonder what he wants with me. Usually, these politicians only spoke to his boss, S.P.I Muniappa, and Rajiv preferred it that way. He didn’t like the constant meddling from above, preferring to devote himself to actual police work.

      Rajiv had joined the force to fight crime and keep his country safe, not indulge the whims of whichever government minister was currently in power. However there was a fine line to tread when dealing with politicians. If he didn’t keep them happy—within reason—it could be the death knell for his career.

      He sighed and looked at his watch—mid-morning in Dubai. Picking up the phone, he dialed—only one way to find out what the man wants.

      Five minutes later, he hung up the phone and stood up. John Hayes—a name he hadn’t heard for a while, not since that dreadful incident with his wife. The investigation had been handled very badly by the force, in no small way due to pressure from Surya Patil himself, and Rajiv wasn’t proud of the outcome. A great injustice had been done to Mr. Hayes, and that wasn’t the type of policing Rajiv stood for.

      When Rajiv had waved him off at the airport all those years ago, he thought it was the last he would ever hear of him and was glad. He had never been able to prove John Hayes had taken matters into his own hands and taken revenge, but he had to admit, he secretly admired the man for doing so when the legal system had stood by and done nothing.

      Now, Surya Patil himself was asking for his file. He paced around the room, his mind working out the possible connotations. No good would come of this, he was sure. Rajiv sighed, walking over to the open door.

      “Paramshiva? Get me the Charlotte Hayes file. From three years ago.”
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      Surya Patil leaned on the balcony handrail and gazed out over the vast expanse of sea in front of him, but his eyes didn’t see the clear blue waters of the Arabian Gulf. Instead, his mind raced, searching back through his memories of events almost three years ago. A hollowness filled his chest as he remembered his son, Sunil. They hadn’t got along, Sunil frequently disappointing him, but he had been his only son, and it hurt that he was no longer around. Surya ground his teeth and gripped the steel handrail, the knuckles on his hands turning white.

      John Hayes—he knew he looked familiar when he watched him walk through the lobby, but it was only when the private investigator’s research confirmed it, that the memories flooded back. It was a dark time. His son had denied any involvement in the death of John Hayes’ wife, but Surya knew he had been behind it. He also believed John Hayes killed Sunil and his friends in retribution. The police had proved nothing despite an immense amount of pressure from him, and after John Hayes disappeared from the country, Surya resigned himself to never receiving justice—until now. It had to be fate. Why else would they be staying at the same hotel? What his son, Sunil, had done was inexcusable, but no-one, no-one had the right to harm Surya’s family, and he would stop at nothing to get his revenge.

      He heard a ping from the laptop in his suite and walked back inside to the writing desk and stared at the screen. An email had come in, a brief message with an attachment. Pulling out the chair, he sat down and stabbed at the keyboard with his fingers. He still couldn’t get used to the computer. Usually one of his staff did everything for him, but on this trip, he had come alone, preferring to keep the reasons for his trip unknown—the fewer people who knew about his accounts in Dubai, the better. The last thing he wanted was for his political rivals to learn about the hidden accounts he kept offshore—accounts filled with the black money he was paid for sanctioning infrastructure projects in Bangalore and the state. They all did it, they all maintained offshore accounts, it was an open secret, but proving it was another thing.

      Two days had been enough to complete his meetings with the banks, and he had been booked on the evening’s flight back to Bangalore, but having spotted John Hayes, he postponed his return.

      Finally, figuring out how to open the attached file, he scanned through the contents until he found the photos. He grimaced at the sight of the mutilated and battered body of Charlotte Hayes and clicked through quickly until he found a photo of John. Enlarging it until it filled the screen, he sat back in his chair and studied the photo. It was definitely the same man he had seen in the lobby, although now he looked happier, his hair a little shorter than in the photo, and his skin deeply tanned... there was no mistaking him.

      Surya rubbed his face with his hands and pinched the bridge of his nose with his thumb and forefinger. He could feel pressure in his temples, and his heart was racing. He slammed the heel of his hand down on the desk. John Hayes. The murderer of his son. In his hotel. The bastard! He must take action, he couldn’t let the opportunity slide. He pushed back the chair and stood up, turning to pace the room. If he was back in India, it would be easy, but here in Dubai? He didn’t have the connections here, the contacts, the ready access to thugs and goons who would make someone’s life a misery for a paltry number of rupees. He walked back to the desk and closed the laptop, then moved to the bar and poured himself three fingers of whiskey.

       He had to do something... but what?
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      “Do you feel like a coffee?”

      Adriana pulled him closer and kissed him on the side of his neck.

      “Yes, let’s go over there.”

      John smiled and led Adriana over to the café and looked for an empty table. Choosing one by the window, he pulled out a chair for Adriana and waited for her to sit down before sitting in the chair opposite.

      “Ahh, it’s good to sit down.”

      Adriana grinned back. “This mall is ridiculous. It’s so big.”

      A young, Filipina waitress came over to the table and greeted them. “Hello, Ma’am, Sir.”

      “Hi, how are you?”

      “Good, Sir,” she replied, rolling the ‘r’s in Sir. “Are you having a good day?”

      “Yes, we are, thank you, but I would love a coffee. One Americano and...” John looked across at Adriana. “A mocha?”

      “Yes please, extra hot.”

      “Thank you, Ma’am, Sir, anything to eat?”

      “Not right now, thank you.”

      The waitress smiled and walked back to the counter.

      John watched her go, then turned his attention to the view outside the window. Crowds of people wandered past, western tourists in beach and leisurewear, hands filled with shopping bags or staring at their phones. Interspersed between them were the occasional Emiratis, the men in crisp white dishdashas and immaculately trimmed beards, the women with perfect makeup and black abayas covering all but the fleeting glimpse of an expensive shoe as they walked.

      John looked back at Adriana, who was watching him, a bemused look on her face.

      “Not a big fan of shopping, are you, Mr. Hayes?”

      John gave a wry grin. “No, is it that obvious?”

      “Yes,” Adriana laughed, her hazel eyes sparkling with amusement. Reaching up, she tucked a stray strand of hair behind her ear. “But it’s okay, neither am I. After coffee, let’s get out of here, do something different.”

      John gazed back at her. He never tired of looking at her—her beautiful, smooth, olive skin, her cheekbones, and those eyes that sparkled with gold in the light.

      The coffees arrived, and he waited until the waitress retreated before taking a sip. It was good, a little strong but good. He put the cup back down and cleared his throat.

      “I’ve been thinking, why don’t we go somewhere else? I think I’ve had enough of big cities for a while, and there’s not much to do here apart from shopping and eating.”

      Adriana studied him over the rim of her coffee cup. Nodding thoughtfully, she placed the cup down on the table. John reached forward with a napkin.

      “You have some milk on your lip.”

      Adriana dabbed her mouth and examined the napkin before replying, “John, I feel guilty.”

      John raised an eyebrow, “Why? About what?”

      “Well...” Adriana picked up a teaspoon and played with the froth on the top of her coffee, then looked up. “Don’t get me wrong, I’m having a wonderful time, but...”

      “But what?” John leaned in, his forehead creased.

      “You’re spending all this money on me, but you won’t let me pay for anything...”

      “Adriana, please don’t worry.” John relaxed and sat back, a slow smile forming on his face. “I told you money doesn’t matter. What matters is us being together, enjoying our lives.” John reached forward and took her hand. “You saw what those people had gone through in the refugee camp. We are so fortunate we’re not in that position. Let’s make the most of it.”

      Adriana tilted her head to one side and was quiet for a moment before speaking.

      “I understand that, but shouldn’t we be doing something, instead of just enjoying ourselves? Shouldn’t we be trying to make the world a better place?”

      John slipped his hand away and shrugged. “Maybe.” He picked up his coffee cup, took another sip, then put it down again and looked out the window.

      “Adriana, before I met you, I was in a dark place. I’ve not told you about it yet… perhaps one day, I will.” He looked back at her. “But now I’ve met you, I want to enjoy every moment. You’ve brought light back into my life...” He paused, searching for the right words. “I’m fortunate I don’t have to work for a living anymore. The universe in that way has been kind to me. So, please don’t worry about the money... and who knows, when the time is right, perhaps the universe will show us some direction, but right now, let’s enjoy the present and let the future take care of itself.”

      Adriana gazed back at him for a moment before reaching across the table for his hand. “I love you, John Hayes.” She gave his hand a squeeze and smiled, the corners of her eyes crinkling up. “Now, where shall we go next?”
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      Detective Inspector Rajiv Sampath leaned his butt against the hood of the Police Bolero, raised the paper cup of hot sweet chai to his lips, and took a sip. It had been another long day, and he needed the chai to keep him awake. He handed ten rupees to his driver, who walked over to the chai wallah and paid him. Despite being almost midnight, the chai wallah was doing a roaring trade, dispensing the hot chai from a stainless-steel urn strapped to the back of his bicycle. Rickshaw wallahs and taxi drivers on the night shift crowded around him, smoking and chatting, the detritus of used paper cups and cigarette butts scattered at their feet. A pair of mangy dogs prowled the perimeter, hoping for a biscuit or two.

      Rajiv allowed his mind to wander and thought back to the call he had taken from Surya Patil earlier in the day. The call brought to the surface disturbing memories of the Charlotte Hayes case so many years ago. In legal terms, the result had been dissatisfying—Charlotte’s assaulters never prosecuted, then their own deaths went unexplained. However, Rajiv was confident justice had been served in the end, even if it went against everything he believed as a policeman. He liked John; he was a good man and never deserved to have suffered as much as he did. That’s why he was concerned about Surya Patil digging up the file again. What was he up to? It couldn’t be good.

      Rajiv drained the remains of his tea and looked around for a rubbish bin. Not finding one, he shrugged and tossed the cup onto the growing pile of discarded cups beside the bicycle.

      “Constable,” he called out and opened the door to the SUV. Climbing in, he waited for his driver to return and start the engine.

      He didn’t have a phone number for John, in fact, he had no idea where he was living these days but might have an email address for him somewhere. He would check as soon as he was back in the office.

      The driver looked over at Rajiv, a question on his face.

      “The station.”
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      “Hello.”

      “Mr. Patil? This is Steve Jones. You asked me to give you a daily report.”

      “Yes.”

      “Good morning.”

      “Good morning.”

      Steve decided not to waste any more time on pleasantries. Surya Patil’s tone was abrupt and matter of fact.

      “Mr. Patil, the couple spent the morning at the Dubai Mall, mainly window shopping. They didn’t appear to buy much. They stopped for coffee at a café late morning before returning to the hotel by Uber. They ordered room service for lunch, then didn’t leave the room until the evening. At seven p.m., they had a couple of drinks at the hotel bar, then left in an Uber. I followed them to the Burj Khalifa, where they dined at the Italian Restaurant in the Armani Hotel. They were there for two-and-a-half hours before returning to your hotel at eleven pm.”

      “Did they meet anyone?”

      “No, they were alone together the whole time.”

      There was a grunt of acknowledgment.

      “Mr. Patil, do you still want me to follow them?”

      “Of course. You keep following them until I say stop, do you understand me?”

      “I understand.” Steve smiled. He was happy to continue for as long as Patil was paying him. He glanced at the lifts as the doors opened onto the lobby, tensing as he watched John and Adriana walk out, followed by a bellhop with their bags.

      “Ah, Mr. Patil, I have to go, it looks like they’re checking out.” Steve heard what sounded like a curse in another language.

      “Follow them. Don’t lose them! I want to know where they’re going!”

      “I’m on it.” Steve ended the call and sank back into the sofa, making himself look as inconspicuous as he could as John and Adriana approached the front desk. Shit! Where were they going?
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      Steve waited until John and Adriana completed checking out, then watched them walk across to the hotel exit. A black Mercedes S Class with the hotel logo on the door pulled up outside, and the lid of the trunk popped up. Steve stood, slung his messenger bag over his shoulder, and walked casually toward the exit. The bellhop loaded the suitcases into the trunk, then Steve watched John hand over a tip to the bellhop before joining Adriana inside the car. The car pulled out of the porte-cochere and Steve sprinted for the door. Odds were, they were headed for the airport, but he couldn’t take a chance and lose them. The lobby doors sliding open as he approached, he ran outside, his arm in the air, already signaling for a taxi. A taxi parked in the hotel driveway flashed its lights and moved toward him. Steve turned and kept his eyes on the Mercedes as it pulled out onto the main road and joined the traffic flow.

      “Come on, come on,” he muttered, and as soon as the taxi reached him, he yanked open the door and jumped in. “Follow that Mercedes,” he pointed at the car disappearing up the road. “Yalla,Yalla. Hurry!”

      The driver’s eyes flicked to the rearview mirror, and he grunted before pulling out.

      Steve leaned forward in his seat, straining his eyes to keep sight of the Mercedes ahead. The traffic flowed smoothly as they left The Palm at Jumeirah, the Mercedes
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