
  
    [image: Shadow Hunting]
  


  
    
      Shadow Hunting

      A MASON NASH NOVEL

    

    
      
        DAVE SINCLAIR

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        On the hunt. On the run

        Mason Nash thought he’d retired from the spy game until a new and deadly private spy agency, Tartarus, came to hunt him down.

        When Nash discovers Tartarus have double agents in every legitimate spy agency on the planet, there’s only one place he can go—into the shadows.

        On the run, Nash has few he can trust. Is his new ally Eva Destruction everything she appears to be? And then there’s the new arrival, Charles Bishop, a man with a past even darker than Nash’s.

        Together they battle forces around the globe to take down the malevolent organisation before it becomes too big to stop. Can Nash and his team hunt down and defeat the very shadows sent to kill them?

        A full-throttle thriller, Shadow Hunting will keep you turning pages well into the night.
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      “This is definitely not the Maldives.”

      Gazing out over the snow-drenched valley in the midst of a blizzard, Mason Nash wasn’t inclined to disagree. News reports claimed thirty inches had fallen in the last twenty-four hours in what the weather forecasters were calling Massachusetts’ worst snowstorm in a century. Not exactly an ideal night for a break-in.

      Or maybe it was perfect.

      Nash was too cold to decide. What he knew for sure, however, was that only an absolute lunatic would deem these ideal conditions to conduct a heist. Two absolute lunatics, in fact.

      “Let’s move out in two minutes.” Eva Destruction’s Australian-accented voice came through his earpiece clearly.

      They were perched on hillsides overlooking the wooded valley. Eva was positioned on the opposite side, watching the main entrance. The pair had staked out the grand old mansion for five hours and neither had observed any signs of life.

      Nash checked his watch, even though there was no need. After two am, time had little meaning until sunrise. The quarter moon offered hardly any illumination. It was time to move. Easier said than done when dressed in an all-white insulated snowsuit and covered by an equally white canopy in the middle of a snowdrift. Despite all the high-tech thermal gear he still felt like an ice cube stuck in a freezer tray. He doubted he would ever feel warm enough to move again.

      But move he must. The two ex-spies had a mission to complete, and that meant they had to enter the mansion tonight, whether Nash’s frozen limbs felt like it or not.

      “Weapons check,” Nash said as he began his long-established regime.

      “Acknowledged.” Nash heard clicks confirming Eva was following her own ritual.

      He checked that both his Beretta M9s were unhindered by the cold and that the slides moved smoothly. Once satisfied, he slammed magazines in place by racking a round into each chamber. Sliding the pistols into his holsters, he made sure spare magazines were easily accessible in his snow gear.

      “I honestly don’t know why you’re bothering with all the weapons.” Eva’s voice carried a humorous tenor. “You’re not going to kill anyone with them.”

      There was no malice in her delivery. It was a playful dig to relieve the pressure. Eva knew his chosen path of non-violence was born from a lifetime of exactly the opposite. Where possible, Nash chose not to inflict harm on others. The challenge, as he’d recently discovered, was that his stance on non-aggression was not always reciprocated.

      Nash replied, matching her levity. “A gun can be used for far more than killing.”

      “Name three things.”

      “A way to get the attention of a waiter, a bottle opener, a very inefficient hedge trimmer.”

      Doing her best to stifle a laugh, Eva said, “You’re an idiot, and I’m moving out. T-minus five to target.”

      Stashing the last of his gear into his backpack, Nash replied, “Cutting electrics now.”

      It was time for Nash’s little trick. He pulled out his phone, called up an app and pressed “Execute”. In response, several seconds later a pop-up appeared with the word “Successful”. Nash groaned. He missed the days of a black plastic electronics box with a big red button that made things go boom.

      There was no boom. It was more likely a small fizz. The remote device he’d planted hours before took out the power for the whole county. Cutting electricity to one house would be suspicious, but a few hundred losing power would be blamed on the power company’s infrastructure. Any half decent security company would first check for power outage notifications and, finding one, an operator would simply make a note and move on to their next alert. By the time anyone knew any different, Eva and Nash would be long gone.

      At least, that was the hope.

      Nash bugged out and moved as silently as he could in the knee-high snow. The snowshoes helped, though the fresh falls didn’t make it easy. The glacial air stabbed his lungs, but he forged on without complaint. He didn’t want to be a burden to his much younger companion.

      Halfway to the mansion, Nash planted a pole in the ground and pressed the button on the small device. Doing his best to conceal how puffed he was, he said, “Motion detector one in place.”

      “Detector two in place.” Eva’s voice crackled in his ear. “How you going, grandpa?”

      Sometimes it did seem like she was reading his mind, even from a distance.

      “I’m fifty-five, I’m not old. Stop with the grandpa cracks.”

      “Is silver fox better?” The amusement was plain in her tone.

      Nash frowned. “Somehow that’s worse.”

      He trudged on, alert for any movement, for any sign of Tartarus. That was the name of the organisation who had compelled them to traipse through a blizzard in the middle of the night in the isolated county woodland. A board member of the fledgling independent secret service operation had tried to convince Nash that Tartarus was a benign, perhaps even benevolent, private secret service organisation. Nash had discovered they were anything but.

      The very concept of a self-funded independent spy agency without government oversight or restraint was abhorrent to the ex-MI6 agent. The fact the organisation was responsible for the deaths of hundreds of innocent lives and had infiltrated every major intelligence community on the globe was enough to compel Nash to take them down before they grew too big to stop.

      That was the reason there were only two of them on this mission. There was no one left to trust. Eva had resigned her MI6 role rather than try to convince her beloved organisation to help. Any one of her colleagues could be on the Tartarus payroll. Until they identified the heads of Tartarus, they could trust no one.

      A former member of Tartarus had given Nash his only lead, telling him the organisation was formed by “a bunch of clueless ex-spies sitting around a card table in the middle of Massachusetts with their thumbs up their butts, an idea for a private spy agency and fuck all else”.

      Nash and Eva’s mission was to track down Tartarus’s board one by one. Their two previous Massachusetts infiltrations had garnered nothing of note. This particular mansion belonged to the former Deputy Director of the CIA, Nathaniel Varco. He was allegedly due home from a holiday in eighteen hours; they were working against the clock. If they failed to turn up any evidence of a Tartarus connection tonight, they would be out of leads and out of time. This was the last roll of the dice.

      Varco was why they were skulking through a blizzard in an open field in the middle of Franklin County. Approaching the grand mid-eighteenth-century mansion, Nash was struck with two thoughts. One: it appeared the former Deputy Director had done well for himself—improbably well, in fact. The second: no matter how quiet everything seemed, Nash couldn’t shake the feeling they were walking into a trap.

      With each step towards the mansion his apprehension grew. The duo were alone. There was no backup. No support anywhere in the world. They only had themselves. Nash didn’t even know his new partner very well, though that was changing, and fast.

      Stopping at the base of the steps at the back door—more likely a servant entrance, he corrected himself—he removed his snowshoes. Nash was so alert for any potential sounds he could have heard a moose fart in Quebec.

      He hit transmit on his comms gear. In a low voice, he said, “In position.”

      By now Eva must have been on the opposite side of the mansion, breaking in through the front door.

      In an equally low voice came the reply, “Go.”

      The instant he took out the lockpick kit, he dropped into game mode. It had been a while since he’d needed his lockpicking skills, but even with freezing hands he managed to crack the lock in just over two minutes. The door slid open silently.

      He inhaled and stepped inside. “I’m in.”

      “Took you long enough.”

      Eva’s voice was unnaturally clear. Probably because she was standing right in front of him. One could have powered the blacked-out county by the wattage of her grin. With her raven hair tied in a ponytail, the young woman in her white snowsuit looked like she was on a ski resort rather than a clandestine mission. Though as Nash had found, only fools underestimated Eva Destruction.

      With an ever-present smirk in the corner of her mouth, she flicked a finger in Nash’s direction. “You’ve got snow on your beard.”

      Nash had kept the van dyke beard from his first mission with Eva. She’d said it suited him and he’d found no grounds to disagree with her. Wiping down his grey-speckled beard, Nash shook his head, but there was no way to hide his amusement. “Did you race over here just to show off?”

      “Nope. I’ve done two ground floor sweeps in the time it took you to pick an ancient deadbolt, grandpa.”

      With a disapproving squint, he motioned for her to lead. Perhaps his skills had become a little rusty since he’d retired. He grunted and focused on the task at hand. Before heading off, Nash placed a sensor by the back door. It never hurt to have an early warning.

      Prowling past the dusty old larder, Nash took in the interior of the mansion. The place was dark, foreboding and as quiet as a tomb, but less fun. Nash activated his night-vision goggles and tried his hardest to ensure that every footfall didn’t sound like the strike of a bass drum.

      The place screamed old money. Wood panelling and furnishings clearly chosen by some American who thought this was what an English hunting lodge might be like. Tartan wallpaper, old gun racks, leather chesterfield lounges. The walls were adorned with enough animal trophy heads to send a member of PETA into conniptions.

      Taking their time, they swept the first floor again and found no sign of life. After a few uneventful minutes, Nash pointed up and Eva nodded. As he placed his boot on the first step it creaked, and all he could do was sympathise. To paraphrase the eminent philosopher Roger Murtaugh, Nash was too old for this shit. But he knew no one else was in a position to take down Tartarus. In order to do that, they needed to find evidence tying Varco to the organisation. And the clock was ticking.

      Reaching the top of the stairs, Nash pointed to himself and motioned left. Eva winked and went right. There was something about the air that instantly put Nash on edge. The air. It was warmer upstairs, as if someone had the heating on. Someone. Eva had already made her way down the wood-panelled hall. Had she noticed the change in air temperature? She was too far away to call out to, and using comms would give away their presence just as quickly. He had to hope Eva would notice. Something about this situation was certainly hinky.

      Nash stepped cautiously through the double doors into the main bedroom, his gun sweeping the darkness for any target. It didn’t take long before he found one.

      “What’s the meaning of this? Who are you?”

      The man’s hair was greyer than even Nash’s. Square jawed, straight-backed and speaking with confidence, Nathaniel Varco was every inch the Congressman-to-be the political pundits predicted.

      Words notwithstanding, he didn’t seem anywhere near as startled as one should be upon discovering an armed intruder in their house. Varco was dressed in a robe, his hair unusually neat. The bed cover was askew, but the sheets were crease free. This man had not just woken. He’d been waiting.

      Nash pressed his comms button. “Eva. I have the subject in the main bedroom.”

      “What… he’s—”

      “Sweep the rest of the floor. This smells funkier than James Brown’s disco pants.”

      “That’s… a terrible simile. Acknowledged.”

      Varco tilted his head as if daring Nash to speak. You didn’t get to be Deputy Director for seven years if you couldn’t command a room.

      “You left the CIA just before Pinchot did. I’m curious, did he embroil you in Tartarus, or did you bring him in?” Nash kept his voice as even as possible.

      Varco avoided eye contact. “Who?”

      “For a spy, you’re a terrible liar.”

      Eva stepped into the room. “Second level secured.”

      Nash bobbed his head in acknowledgement, not taking his eyes off the target. Eva moved into position next to him.

      “Spy? Me?” Varco seemed amused by the exchange. He hadn’t glanced at Nash’s gun once. “I’m a marine biologist.”

      Nash did his best not to roll his eyes. The man had appeared before Congressional hearings and stood beside two Presidents.

      Nash’s voice conveyed all the incredulity he felt. “Your name isn’t Nathaniel Varco?”

      It was a useless ploy. A simple Google search would confirm his identity in seconds. So why even try?

      “No, it’s Mitchel Thompson. You have me confused with someone else.”

      “Then why are you in Nathaniel Varco’s house?”

      “I don’t know the owner. It’s an Airbnb. Quite a bargain, actually.”

      Varco can think on his feet. Nash had to give him that.

      “I’d show you the receipt, but my secretary arranged it for me.”

      “Do many marine biologists have secretaries?”

      “As a matter of fact, yes.”

      Eva grunted. “Alright then, Mr Marine Biologist, tell me the difference between phytoplankton and zooplankton.”

      Nathaniel Varco stared at her blankly. “What was the first one?”

      Eva shot him in the leg. The gunshot reverberated around the deathly quiet mansion.

      Nash spun around. “What the hell?”

      “He’s not giving anything away and I’m bored.” Eva shrugged. “He was going to go on like that for hours.”

      “You fucking shot me!” Varco writhed on the ground, clutching his leg. Blood pumped out over his fingers. “What the fuck!”

      Eva leapt down to the thrashing man. “Did you found Tartarus?” She slapped his bloodied hand away and punched him the bullet wound. “Tell me!” She punched his leg again, causing Varco to screech in agony. “Tell me!”

      Nash could do nothing but observe. He’d had enough of delivering torture. There’d been a time in his life when he’d been called a virtuoso of the art, but he’d vowed never again after his last effort had triggered a PTSD episode. It hadn’t been a barrel of laughs for his victim, either. After years out of the game it was disconcerting how easy it was to slip into violent ways. Nash didn’t like who he became. Observing Eva now, he didn’t like who she was becoming either.

      It only took Eva ten minutes to break Varco. While he may have been the CIA Deputy Director, he’d never been an actual agent. He’d spent worked his way up via the safe rungs of the white-collar ladder rather than through successful field missions—a fact his detractors never let him forget.

      Eva took a break after what she dubbed the first round. Nash didn’t know how many brutal rounds she intended to inflict on him. Already, he’d confessed he was Varco and all but admitted he had indeed been a founding member of Tartarus. He never verbalised it, but the death stares he gave Eva whenever Pinchot’s name was mentioned confirmed Pinchot’s involvement from the beginning. Eva’s second round loosened his tongue, and his bowels. The man spilled in more ways than one.

      Stepping forward, but not too close, Eva leaned over a punch-drunk Varco and administered an injection into his arm. The way she observed his reaction told Nash it wasn’t medicinal.

      Within a minute, Varco’s eyes had a distinctly glassy veneer. Within two, his loosened tongue delivered some welcome news. It seemed the Tartarus organisation was on a knife’s edge. Factional infighting was hindering what Varco called Tartarus’s “good work”. He claimed the whole organisation was on a precipice.

      In a sweet voice, Eva asked, “Who’s in charge of all this? Who do you and Pinchot report through to?”

      Varco’s head flopped from side to side, as if it wasn’t securely attached to the rest of his body. “It’s not like that… what the hell did you give me? Everything feels fuzzy.”

      “Never mind that.” Eva leaned closer, her voice still friendly, perhaps even seductive. “What is it like, then? Who do you report through to? Who is the head of Tartarus?”

      Giggling like a teenager, Varco’s head flopped again. “I don’t know.”

      “I find that hard to belie—”

      “It’s true, I promise! I don’t know. No one does. Not even Pinchot. But there’s definitely someone at the head, he gives us orders, but I don’t know who it is. I think it’s a he. He’s always kept his anomnity… anomnty…”

      “Anonymity?”

      “Yes, that’s it. That’s very hard to say.” Varco’s glassy eyes rose skyward. “Anonyminty. He brought us here. If he is a he. He might be a she. She might. Anyway, he she brought us here. In my house. The board first met here. Board. All aboard!” He giggled. “He she brought us all together but none of us know who he she is.” He giggled again and cast his gaze at Eva and Nash. “You’re both going to die. I hope you know that?”

      The former Deputy Director of the CIA sounded quite cheerful about the prospect. Ignoring the threat, the two ex-MI6 spies exchanged dubious glances. It was inconceivable that a member of the board of an elite private espionage organisation didn’t know who ran the whole operation.

      Nash lowered his gaze. “You take orders from someone you don’t know? You blindly follow orders? Who says you couldn’t be being manipulated by a foreign power?”

      A flash of lucidity flashed across Varco’s features. Indignantly he replied, “It’s not like that.”

      “It sounds exactly like that, mate.”

      As Varco lapsed into another giggling fit, Nash turned to Eva. She huffed and slumped her shoulders in agreement with his unuttered statement. They weren’t going to get anything more from Varco for some time. May as well call round three and prepare for the fourth. While Varco sat slumped on the bed in a semi-coherent daze, Eva retrieved a towel from his en suite.

      As she wiped blood from her hands, Nash asked, “Where did you learn to torture like that?”

      Slanting her head to the side, Eva said, “My boyfriend, Bishop, the one I was meant to go to the Maldives with? He’s the best torturer I’ve ever seen.”

      “I’m not sure I’d necessarily call that an endearing trait.”

      About to reply, Eva was interrupted by a polite little beep coming from Nash’s pocket. He checked his phone. While the alert for the motion detector may have been courteous, its trigger was anything but.

      He turned to Eva gravely. “We have company.”

      “What the candy-coloured fuck?” Her head flicked to Varco.

      “I did tell you that you were going to die.” Varco gave him a chemically-induced smile. “Your two previous break-ins didn’t go unnoticed.” He shook his head lazily and furrowed his brow. “Naughty, naughty.”

      Nash pulled out his Baretta and turned to Eva. “There’s a lot more at play here.” He paused a moment to compose himself. “We split up, chequered retreat if we must, rendezvous at the designated position down river. If either misses it, back at the motel. Clear?”

      “Clear.”

      Eva cast her gaze back to the semi-conscious Varco. Their work was incomplete, but at least they had something. Even that small sliver of truth would be pointless if they didn’t survive.

      Sprinting towards the door, Eva paused. She pointed to the gun in his hand. “You can shoot the bad guys if you have to.”

      “I’d rather not.”

      “The other guys won’t hesitate.” She fixed him with a pointed look. “Just saying.”

      As agreed, they split up. Nash tore towards the stairwell. The sound of breaking glass from the ground floor told him they didn’t have long.

      Racing down the stairs, Nash split off on the landing, taking refuge in a study. The huge, wood-panelled room was adorned with suits of armour and weaponry of varying cultures. A Samurai sword here, a medieval crossbow there. A Viking helmet in a glass case took pride of place at the centre of a large old-school partners’ desk. Varco had a penchant for fetishising an arsenal of times past. Nash knocked the glass case off the desk and the glass shattered on the parquet floor. Taking his position, he waited. He didn’t have to wait long.

      Distant gunfire told him Eva had engaged her foes. Now it was Nash’s turn.

      He saw the black carbine first, attached to the intruder’s white snowsuit. The big man silently slunk into the study, gun aimed at the desk. As he stepped into the room, Nash raised his Beretta and held it to the man’s head.

      “Rule one of infiltration, son. Always check behind the door first.” Nash pulled back the hammer of his pistol for effect. “Drop the gun.”

      The intruder let out a sigh of frustration and took his finger off the trigger.

      “Drop it.” Nash’s voice was as cold as the outside wind.

      The thick-necked mercenary did as Nash asked, and the carbine clattered to the wooden floor. Kicking it to the far side of the room, Nash proceeded to pat him down, relieving him of spare clips, a knife and two hand grenades.

      “Tartarus, I presume?”

      “No.” The big man smiled, showing his immaculate white teeth. “Gareth, actually.”

      The mercenary’s accent was in contrast to his brutish appearance. Almost certainly New England.

      “How many are—”

      Nash was cut short when Gareth lurched forward, his big hands slapping the pistol from Nash’s grasp. The force of the move knocked Nash backwards into the bookshelf.

      Standing tall, Gareth took a breath, his grin as broad as his shoulders. He was closest to Nash’s dropped weapon and they both knew it. All Nash had to hand was a set of old Encyclopaedia Britannica and a Samurai sword on a stand.

      It was Nash’s turn to smile. If Gareth lunged for the gun, he’d give Nash ample time to grab the sword. The men glared at one another, each daring the other to flinch.

      Gareth made the first move. As he dove for the Beretta, Nash snatched the sword and, without unsheathing it, swung with all the strength his cold, tired body could muster. The blow across Gareth’s face knocked him sideways and away from the Beretta. Two more blows had him on his back. The final one knocked him out cold.

      Nash could have drawn the sword and cut him in half, but he didn’t. His war wasn’t with the mercenary, it was with the organisation who paid him. He collected the guns and grenades and dashed for the hallway. Confirming it was empty, he made his way towards the rear entrance.

      He hit his comms button. “Eva, come in. Repeat, Eva come in.”

      The only sound Nash heard was his footsteps and his own laboured breathing. Encountering no resistance, he quickly reached the door. As he opened it, snow flew inward, swirling around Nash as he gazed outside. The blizzard had doubled down. Near the back door sat an unmanned snowmobile.

      “Eva? You there? If you can hear me, make your way to the back door. There’s a Ski-Doo with our name on it.”

      Nash trudged through the snow and sat on the snowmobile, familiarising himself with the controls. Thankfully, the keys were still in it.

      Where the hell is she?

      As if in answer, a burst of gunfire to his right caught his attention. Suddenly a window blew open and Eva sailed through it, gun in both hands, firing backwards as she flew through the air. She landed on the snow with an oof. With her guns still raised, Eva glared steely-eyed at the shattered hole she’d just come through.

      After a good thirty seconds, Nash called over. “I think you got them. Can we go now?”

      Rolling herself upright, Eva tramped her way through the snow and plopped herself behind Nash.

      “Can I drive?”

      Nash chuckled. “No offence, but what would an Australian know about snowmobiles?”

      Without waiting for an answer, Nash started the vehicle and it roared to life. He twisted the throttle and it lurched forward. Keen to put some distance between them and the mansion, Nash gunned it. They couldn’t be certain how many mercenaries had been sent, or if reinforcements were on the way.

      He aimed the vehicle towards the far corner of the mansion, which led to an open plain and eventually civilisation. Snow stung his face. With no helmet it was going to be a hard slog, but given the alternative, they had no choice.

      As they rounded the corner of the mansion a mechanical rumble emanated from behind them. Another snowmobile roared from the opposite side of the mansion, some 150 metres behind. Nash bent down and twisted the throttle to full.

      Bullets pitted the snow ahead of them in an arc of machine-gun fire. Two more rounds followed. None hit them.

      Eva yelled to be heard over the rushing wind. “Either they want us alive or they’re Stormtroopers.”

      Nash grunted in agreement. It seemed the mercenaries had orders to keep them alive for questioning. He wasn’t about to let that happen. Leaning forward, his gaze switched between the rear-view mirror and the speedometer. The two vehicles weren’t evenly matched. Nash and Eva’s was larger and had greater speed. Nash reached into his pocket and pulled out the hand grenade he’d taken from Gareth. Holding it up, he waggled it at Eva. She got his intent and pulled the pin for him.

      As Nash twisted his wrist slightly, the snowmobile lost some velocity. The enemy vehicle grew larger in the rear-view mirror.

      “What are you doing?” Eva yelled. “This one’s faster, we can outrun them!”

      “Shhh, I’m doing math.”

      “What?”

      “Shh!”

      Eva was right, they could outrun them, but only given enough time. That also meant they couldn’t make a single mistake, take a wrong turn or have a moment’s hesitation. If there was another enemy vehicle ahead, they’d be sandwiched. It was too risky.

      Nash had a different idea. One with explosions.

      He stole a look down at the snowmobile’s speedometer and did his best mental calculations while studiously avoiding trees and evading bullets from the other snowmobile. At precisely the right moment, he held out his hand and dropped the grenade.

      Eva watched it disappear behind them. “Traditionally, we throw those.”

      Nash held up a finger.

      Behind them, the other snowmobile erupted in a ball of orange fire, illuminating the surrounding forest. The riders were thrown clear, writhing in shock but apparently relatively unscathed. Once more, Nash hit full throttle and forged on into the night.

      Tapping him on the back, Eva asked, “How did you do that?”

      “The power of mathematics!”

      “Fucking nerd.” Nash heard Eva’s throaty laugh over the howl of the storm.

      They rode on for a few more minutes, scanning for enemies. There didn’t seem to be any. At least, not for now. Nash slowed the Ski-Doo to a more respectable pace and headed towards the car they’d hidden by the lake.

      “They knew we were coming.” There was genuine concern in Eva’s voice. “What does that mean?”

      “It means we’re not the hunters anymore.”
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      “Morning, sleepyhead.”

      Nash awoke to see Eva beaming at him, holding a steaming disposable cup. She was fully dressed, her hair had been washed and she’d put on some make-up.

      Rubbing his eyes, Nash sat up on the rickety couch. “What’s this?”

      “Liquid gold, my friend.”

      It took him a few moments to place where they were: Matamoros, Mexico. Located on the southern bank of the Rio Grande, it was directly across the border from Brownsville, Texas. It had taken them a day and half to drive there, then they’d found a seedy motel to hide out in and lick their wounds. Flying out of North America on a commercial flight was too risky. Even with fake passports, there was the chance facial recognition software would pick them up. The worn brown seventies decor of Motel La Hacienda was an all-too tangible reminder they’d succeeded in escaping the country. The mirror on the ceiling was an unnecessary touch.

      Nash stretched out on the brown velour couch, accepting the coffee with a nod of thanks. “It’s good.” Nash took another sip to confirm. It was really good. “How did you find excellent coffee around here?”

      “I checked Google maps for all the coffee places, checked the ratings, went and had a gander at a few and saw what machines they were using, the beans, their technique.” She caught Nash’s expression and chuckled. “Mate, I owned the only decent coffee shop in central London. I’m
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