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			CHAPTER 4

			Muscles aching, Reeve clambered from the minibus. Snow was falling, but more lightly than during the day. His housemates followed him out, stretching and grumbling. They headed for their front door as the bus drove away.

			Reeve waited on the road, though, checking his surroundings. Force of habit. The last time he’d become sloppy, in Italy, SC9 found him. And also because . . . faint alarm bells were ringing in his mind.

			It wasn’t that something had changed. More that something hadn’t.

			He’d been in Bled for over a month. In that time, he’d explored every possible escape route from the house. His military training had also taught him to note vehicles, spot anything out of place. There were no streetlamps, only spill from nearby buildings. But one car stood out as if pinned by a searchlight.

			In itself, it was nothing unusual. A silver Opel Insignia saloon, a couple of years old, about thirty metres downhill. An anonymous vehicle. But compared to the smaller, older hatchbacks common in the area, it stood out. He hadn’t seen it before today.

			Then there was the plate. Bled was in the Gorenjska region of Slovenia. The regional capital of Kranj provided the KR prefix to locally registered cars. The Insignia’s prefix, however, was LJ – the national capital, Ljubljana. The car had been in the same place this morning . . . except facing the other way. It had left after the loggers departed, then returned before they came back. Why?

			‘Leo?’ Reeve glanced around to see Pinsker at the house. ‘You coming in?’

			‘I’m . . . going into town,’ Reeve replied. ‘Can’t be bothered to cook tonight. Might get a pizza.’

			‘Oh. Okay.’ The Belarusian hesitated, clearly wanting to join him, before deciding to save money. ‘I’ll see you later.’

			Reeve nodded noncommittally, then tugged up his coat’s hood and set off downhill. He already suspected the car had an occupant, and was right. As he drew closer, he saw it was tilted towards the driver’s side, windows misted. But part of the windscreen had been wiped clear from within.

			Tension rose. Had SC9 tracked him down? He had minimised his electronic footprint to evade GCHQ’s eyes. No laptop of his own, no smartphone, using only cash. But old-fashioned detective work still had its place. All it took was one pointer to his location, then doggedness.

			The road had been ploughed. Piled snow forced him closer to the parked Opel than he liked. He had no gun, only a small folding knife used for cutting wood. If the person in the car was armed, he could be dead within seconds. But he had to know. His hand closed around the knife, thumb ready to flick open the blade . . .

			He reached the Insignia. Its occupant was visible through the clear patch of windscreen. Male, older, thick-rimmed spectacles. The man stared straight ahead, as if deliberately not looking at him. Then Reeve’s view was obscured by condensation as he passed.

			No movement, no clunk of the door unlatching. Reeve cleared the boot, and kept walking. Five metres, ten. Nothing. At twenty metres, he glanced back. The man inside hadn’t reacted to him.

			But he was watching for him, if only indirectly. The car faced Reeve’s house. The other homes nearby were widely spaced, fields and woodland beyond. There was nothing else he might be observing.

			Probably not SC9, then – but a different kind of threat. Police? Immigration? The man had the pinch-faced look of officialdom. If he was gathering evidence on illegal workers, a raid could follow. Time to think about moving on.

			But to where? Despite his work, he still had very little money. A good chunk of his wages went straight back to his paymasters as rent. And deeper into Slovenia, the language barrier would become more of a problem. Could he risk returning to Italy? The police there might still be actively searching for him . . .

			For now, though, he was hungry after a hard day. He trudged on through the snow towards the centre of Bled.

			Carrying a pizza box and soft-drink cup, Reeve returned the way he had come. The Insignia was still there, an hour and a half later.

			He walked past it. A glow inside the cabin; the man was reading something on his phone. Reeve checked him as he passed. His flabby physique confirmed he was not an Operative. On the passenger seat were a clipboard, notebook – and a small pair of binoculars.

			That settled it. He was an official of some kind. Reeve’s freedom was definitely under threat. Could a raid come tomorrow morning? Should he leave right now?

			If he did, he would be at a major disadvantage. Tomorrow, Tuesday, was payday. He would need as much money as he could get. But could he risk staying in Bled for one more day?

			The result of his mental threat assessment was probably. Not the most helpful answer. But the observer was still here, late in the evening. He would need to return home, file his report, await a decision. A few illegal workers were unlikely to be a high priority for an urgent dawn raid.

			Probably.

			He would have to take the chance. But if there was a raid tomorrow morning, he needed to be prepared for it.

			He reached the house. Behind, a car’s engine started. A glance back. Headlights came on, and the Insignia pulled out. The snoop had waited for him to return home before leaving. A bad sign, that he’d waited until everyone was corralled, or just coincidence?

			Either way, he took it as further proof that he needed to be ready to leave.

			Antal peered from the lounge as he entered, relaxing when he saw who it was. He relayed Reeve’s assumed name to someone in the front room. Probably Daxner. The Slovenian generally took residence in there of an evening, monopolising the television. Reeve headed upstairs. The house originally had three bedrooms. The two largest had been crudely divided by drywall panels to create extra rooms. The spaces created were barely wide enough for a bed, but he appreciated the privacy.

			Pinsker’s room was opposite his, at the house’s rear. The door opened as he reached it. ‘You’re back,’ said Pinsker, in Russian. A hopeful look at the pizza box. ‘Any left over?’

			Reeve flipped the box open. It was empty. ‘Sorry. Didn’t want to drop any litter.’

			The other man was disappointed. ‘Oh. Okay. But why did you bring it up here? The bin’s downstairs.’

			Reeve waggled his cup. ‘Haven’t finished yet.’ He opened his door – then paused. ‘By the way . . . can you move out fast if you need to?’

			‘What do you mean?’

			‘Is all your stuff in a bag that you can grab in a hurry?’

			Owlish bewilderment – then nervousness. ‘No, but – I can pack, I suppose. Why?’

			‘Just some helpful advice. You might need it.’ Was that enough to assuage Connie’s voice in his head? He didn’t know, but there were more pressing matters. He entered his room and closed the door.

			Like the pizza box, his cup was actually empty. He had brought them home as cover to appear innocuous to the observer. In reality, he only needed the plastic straw. The EU had banned single-use plastics, but the pizza place seemingly had a stockpile. That observation, made weeks before, had determined his evening’s meal choice. He extracted the straw, then opened his backpack. His scissors were in a pocket with other tools. He retrieved them and set to work.

		

	
		
			

			CHAPTER 5

			Tony Maxwell was not looking forward to the meeting.

			He had been summoned – there was no other word for it – to MI6’s headquarters. SC9’s infinitely less conspicuous HQ was only three miles away. But the drive through the morning traffic took almost forty minutes. By the time he arrived at Vauxhall Cross, Maxwell was frustrated and tense.

			He doubted he would feel any better when he left.

			SC9 had been founded by Sir Simon Scott, then a senior officer at MI6. Its entire purpose was to be deniable; to do what other intelligence agencies couldn’t. Or wouldn’t. They were ultimately accountable to politicians. And no politician was completely immune to the pressure of public outrage, whatever they maintained. They were also subject, however loosely, to the rule of law. Even in the post-truth era, scandals could still end a career. So SC9 was created to operate in the shadows cast by its larger cousins. They, in turn, pretended it did not exist.

			Until it suited them.

			Maxwell passed through several security checks, then was escorted to a meeting room. Waiting for him were the men whom Scott had regarded as little more than quartermasters. MI6, MI5 and GCHQ had previously given SC9 almost free rein to do its job.

			With its founder gone, the balance of power had shifted.

			The three men sat on one side of an oval table, facing him as he entered. His own chair was isolated opposite them. Basic, blunt intimidation tactics: We are in charge, you are a supplicant. He tried not to show his annoyance. Instead, he remembered Scott’s own advice for dealing with the intelligence chiefs. Be firm. Be resolute. Be ruthless.

			It was an approach he had ended up using against Scott himself.

			Such blunt-force methods of dealing with opposition wouldn’t work here, he thought wryly. He couldn’t have brought a weapon into the MI6 building undetected. He would need to get his way using words rather than bullets. What that way was, he didn’t yet know. The meeting’s subject had not been revealed; only that it was of national importance. Most likely, they wanted SC9 to eliminate someone to keep their own hands clean. A mental shrug. That was SC9’s purpose, after all. But why did the request need the Big Three of British Intelligence to ask it?

			‘Good morning, Tony,’ said one of the trio. Aubrey Ryford-Croft was the Chief of the Secret Intelligence Service: MI6. Maxwell had dealt with him before. Scott hadn’t liked him, and nor did his replacement. He was a bureaucrat by nature, not a former field officer. Protecting his own turf was prioritised over larger issues. ‘Glad you could join us.’ A hint of sarcasm? His visitor was perhaps two minutes late. He gestured at the empty chair.

			Maxwell sat down. ‘Aubrey,’ he said with a nod. ‘Justin, Michael. What can I do for you?’

			‘It concerns one of your current operations.’ The speaker was Michael Barwell, Director of GCHQ. Government Communications Headquarters: Britain’s electronic spy agency.

			Maxwell gave Barwell a look of studious implacability. ‘Well, as you know, I have no comment to make regarding any of SC9’s operations.’ Scott’s standard reply to questions from the intelligence heads.

			It may have worked for Scott. For Maxwell, it did not. ‘Cut the crap, Tony,’ said the third man. Justin Stockley, Director General of MI5, was the youngest in the room by some margin. His relative youth did not translate to deference. ‘You requested that GCHQ monitor someone in Germany. That kind of surveillance from SC9 is invariably the precursor to a hit. Is it one of Simon’s leftovers, or someone you’ve taken it upon yourself to target?’

			Any air of geniality in the room had already evaporated. ‘I have no comment,’ Maxwell replied tersely.

			‘Well, you’ll need to make some comment,’ said Ryford-Croft. ‘Because your target is also one of our targets. There is, shall we say, a jurisdictional dispute. That’s why we asked you here: to ensure we’re all working towards the same goal.’

			‘My goal is the protection of Britain and its interests.’

			‘So is ours,’ said Barwell. ‘We just want to be sure we’re in agreement on those interests.’

			Maxwell leaned back in his seat, regarding the three men coldly. ‘Then tell me what they are, and we’ll see how they intersect SC9’s.’

			‘Very well,’ Ryford-Croft said. ‘Your target is a figure of importance in the German arms industry. Correct?’ Maxwell said nothing, but gave the smallest nod. ‘The driving force of a proposed merger between several smaller European arms manufacturers. Such a merger would create, I believe, the fourth-largest in Western Europe. I’m sure we all agree that represents a challenge to our own arms industry. Yes?’

			Stockley and Barwell both replied in the affirmative. ‘Yes,’ Maxwell added reluctantly.

			‘Excellent. So we are all on the same page, at least.’

			Stockley took over the discussion. ‘Now, if this individual suffered some . . . mishap, the merger would probably collapse. The worth and share prices of the separate companies would suffer as a result. Which would leave them open to takeover by, hypothetically, one of our own arms giants.’

			That was exactly Maxwell’s thinking, and Scott’s before him. But he was still unwilling to give anything away. ‘A logical chain of events,’ was all he would offer.

			‘And therein lies the problem,’ said Ryford-Croft. ‘You see, we know something that you don’t.’

			Maxwell stiffened. ‘I was under the impression SC9’s charter required sharing of all pooled intelligence. Not just a cherry-picked selection.’

			‘This is a new development,’ said Barwell, without apology. ‘Have you heard of Roger Glennmore?’

			‘Yes. The head of Xeneon.’ It was a recent corporate agglomeration of several UK arms manufacturers. The name had doubtless been focus-grouped to be as meaningless as possible.

			Ryford-Croft nodded. ‘Xeneon would be in a prime position to buy controlling interests in these European companies. Unfortunately . . .’ He exchanged faintly aggrieved looks with his companions. ‘Mr Glennmore has been somewhat indiscreet. In a way that would jeopardise any such deals – and thus harm British interests.’

			Maxwell was intrigued despite himself. ‘What’s he done?’

			‘He had a meeting with our mutual target,’ said Stockley. ‘It was meant to be private and secure – no recording devices of any kind. The room was swept for bugs, phones were left outside. They were even checked for wires by a third-party security firm. Everything they said should have remained utterly confidential.’

			‘Except it didn’t,’ said Maxwell, drawing the obvious conclusion.

			‘No,’ said Barwell, shaking his head as if to say: That idiot. ‘Mr Glennmore was rather too open about his future plans. He implied – no, that’s far too weak a word. He stated that, should the merger go ahead, he would sabotage it. Evidence of sanction violations by the target’s company would be planted. That such evidence doesn’t exist was not, for him, an issue.’

			‘He was going to fake it?’

			‘Admitted, loud and proud,’ Stockley said, turning up his hands in disdain. ‘Presumably he thought such a blatant blackmail threat would scare the opposition into backing down. But that doesn’t really work when someone records you making it!’

			‘How did they manage to record the meeting?’ Maxwell asked.

			‘We don’t know,’ Barwell told him. ‘But the target emailed Glennmore a clip from it. The most incriminating part, of course, but the whole discussion was presumably captured.’ GCHQ would have discovered the recording. All electronic communications within the UK were routinely intercepted and analysed by the agency’s supercomputers. Such an intrusive policy was officially denied by the government, of course. ‘The implication that it would be publicly released was clear.’

			‘And that would kill any takeover attempts by Xeneon stone dead,’ said Stockley. ‘The EU would never allow it, and nor would the individual national governments. Arms manufacturers are companies of national security importance. The buyouts would be blocked on that basis. Xeneon is run by a liar and a blackmailer – hardly a suitable new owner. Now, if Glennmore were to resign, that would get Xeneon as a whole off the hook. But it would also damage its share value – making it harder to carry out the takeovers.’

			‘So you see the problem, Tony,’ said Ryford-Croft. ‘If the target suffered some mishap, as Justin put it, the recording might be released. We need to make sure all copies of it are found and erased.’

			Maxwell glanced towards Barwell. ‘Can’t you just hack their computer to find it?’

			‘We did,’ came the glum response. ‘And their phone. And every other gadget we could access. It’s not on any of them.’

			‘They must have had it there to email it, though.’

			‘It was copied from some other device. One we haven’t identified yet.’

			‘Which brings us to your operation.’ Ryford-Croft’s tone hardened. Here it comes, Maxwell knew. The demand. ‘We know SC9 is targeting this individual. Their removal is in the national interest, to scupper this merger. However,’ his tone hardened, ‘we must have the recording. All copies. They need to be recovered, or destroyed. Before the target is eliminated, your Operative needs to ascertain their locations. If they’re on a physical device, obtain it. If they’re stored electronically, find out where.’

			‘GCHQ can do the rest to delete them,’ added Barwell.

			Maxwell said nothing for a moment. Then: ‘By “ascertain their locations”, you mean, “extract that information from the target”. Yes?’

			Stockley gave him a somewhat mocking nod. ‘Got it in one.’

			‘SC9 aren’t torturers. I believe that’s more MI6’s department.’

			Ryford-Croft frowned. ‘It’s a simple request, Tony. I’m sure your Operative is up to the task. Simon did enjoy lecturing us about how his people were the best of the best.’

			‘They are,’ Maxwell replied, ‘at what they do. But what they do is not espionage.’

			‘They’ve been trained with all the necessary skills,’ said Stockley. ‘And many of them probably had those skills already. You recruit from both MI5 and MI6. Is your Operative in Germany originally one of our people?’

			‘I have no comment,’ said Maxwell curtly. ‘But what you’re requesting,’ his tone suggested demanding, ‘isn’t SC9’s job.’

			Ryford-Croft leaned forward, steepling his fingers. ‘The fact of the matter is, Tony,’ he said, ‘you have someone in place already. I know how thorough your Operatives are. They will have performed surveillance, identified routines, familiarised themselves with the target. So they are in the best position to act, quickly and effectively. This will merely be a slight extension of their objective.’

			‘I’m not going to go into operational details,’ said Maxwell, annoyed. ‘But we’re following a plan that ensures the job cannot be connected to Britain. Interfering with that could do more than just jeopardise my Operative. It could blow back to damage the country as a whole.’

			‘A plan that can’t adapt to changing circumstances is more of an epitaph,’ Stockley announced. He seemed smugly proud of the aphorism. ‘And the circumstances have changed, Tony. Failing to act will also damage Britain. If the recording goes public, Xeneon will take a big hit. In the time it takes to recover, our competitors will take advantage. We can’t let that happen. You can’t let that happen. For the good of the country, Tony.’

			Maxwell shook his head. ‘It’s still not SC9’s job.’

			‘It is now.’ Ryford-Croft’s voice abruptly hardened. ‘This is a matter we touched upon with Simon, before his . . . departure. SC9 has had several high-profile failures in the past few years. The business in Italy. Craig Parker’s attempted assassination of an MP.’

			‘There’s no evidence that Craig Parker was ever a member of SC9,’ said Maxwell sharply.

			The head of SIS raised an eyebrow. ‘Indeed. But there are also matters like SC9’s reprisals against Russian assets. The Russians retaliated – against our assets. And before you deny any knowledge or involvement, spare us. Simon said the same, but his actions were painfully transparent. Which brings me to our point. SC9’s activities have begun to affect our own, in a negative way. Too often, you’ve made a mess that we’ve had to clean up. Like the body of an Italian civilian left in one of our cars in Florence. This situation is, frankly, becoming untenable. SC9 needs to work with us – or find its own way.’

			Maxwell felt a coldness in the pit of his stomach at the unmistakeable threat. ‘Meaning what, exactly?’

			‘Meaning,’ said Stockley, ‘the other intelligence agencies will withdraw support. No more computer hacks or wiretapping. No more cars full of guns waiting for your Operatives at foreign airports. And,’ he added pointedly, ‘no more covering for SC9’s actions on home soil. You want fake IDs, or to get someone out of police custody? You’ll have to arrange that on your own.’

			‘SC9’s charter guarantees all those things,’ Maxwell protested, voice rising. ‘Do you really want to risk getting your hands dirty doing our job yourselves?’

			‘We did it before SC9 was founded,’ said Ryford-Croft. ‘We can do it again. Times are changing. There is far greater tolerance of the state taking any actions necessary to protect itself. Call it patriotism, populism, nationalism, what you will. The fact remains that it is happening. The Covert Human Intelligence Sources Act now gives us greater leeway. Any minister can grant immunity to undercover officers or assets for crimes they commit. And for all practical purposes, you could replace most ministers with a rubber-stamp machine.’ He chuckled at his own joke.

			Maxwell was anything but amused. ‘So you’re no longer willing to accept SC9’s existence as an independent agency?’

			‘Oh, you’ll still have your independence,’ Stockley told him airily. ‘In the same way that the former Crown Colonies have theirs. You do your own thing. But just remember who shields you from the rest of the world. Sometimes, that shielding will come with strings attached.’

			‘This is one of those times,’ said Ryford-Croft. ‘Xeneon, and Roger Glennmore, need to be protected. That means obtaining the recording. Your Operative will need to do so. It’s as simple as that.’

			Maxwell sat in silence under the three men’s stares, anger rising inside him.

			The feeling of fury had only grown by the time he left the MI6 building. Everything he’d worked towards for several years was under threat. He’d removed Scott, gained control of SC9 . . . but that control was about to be stolen. He needed to fight the attempt – and quickly. The nature of power in a bureaucracy meant that once it was lost, it was never regained. If he failed, SC9 would be reduced to a mere adjunct of the other services. No, worse than that. A disposable contractor, the Deliveroo of assassinations.

			His personal plans depended upon SC9 maintaining its independence. If he had someone watching over his shoulder, he would be restricted – trapped.

			But Ryford-Croft and the others were right. SC9 couldn’t operate without the support of the other agencies. A share of their black-book assets was funnelled into an even blacker book. Money was the lifeblood of every country’s intelligence operations. Without it, SC9 would wither and die in short order. Even withdrawal of something as basic as MI5’s ability to forge credentials would be crippling.

			There had to be a way to prevent it. What that might be, though, he didn’t know.

			He needed time to think. The answer would come to him. It had to. If he couldn’t carry out SC9’s operations with impunity . . .

			His secret backers would no longer have any use for him.

		

	
		
			

			CHAPTER 6

			Tuesday’s work in the depths of the forest had been tough. Reeve’s paymasters plundered different areas each day, making it harder for authorities to catch them. The terrain today had been more difficult than usual. It was too steep to drive up, necessitating a long walk in thick snow. The cut logs then had to be dragged back to where they could be loaded. A slow, time-wasting process; not good when you were paid by quota. On top of that, a near-blizzard sprang up in the afternoon. The minibus became stuck in a snowdrift on the return journey. There were no shovels; Reeve and the others had to dig it free by hand.

			At least he’d been paid. His bosses might be criminals, but so were some of their employees. Daxner, for one. His reaction to any mention of the police suggested he was a wanted man. The casual, factual way he discussed violence implied he was happy to use it. Their employers doubtless reasoned that withholding promised payments could see such violence turned against them. That even Daxner was wary of Reeve was something they wouldn’t have missed either.

			A modest wad of euros in his pocket, Reeve exited the minibus. He looked around, wind-driven snowflakes spiking into his face. No sign of the Opel Insignia. Was that a good or bad sign? The house was no longer under observation. But did that mean the snoop had everything he needed?

			He had already decided to move on. His plan had been to eat, gather his belongings, then slip out. But the weather showed no sign of improving. Leaving in a blizzard at night wouldn’t be smart.

			Instead, he made plans for the next morning while he cooked his dinner. Pinsker was in the kitchen with him, on the laptop. The machine was his, but he’d been browbeaten into letting it become the house’s computer. The text on screen was Cyrillic. Checking what was happening in his homeland? The young man had fled Belarus for the European Union. Reeve had never asked why, though escaping Europe’s last dictatorship seemed an understandable decision. However, the EU had since sanctioned Belarus for aiding Russia’s invasion of Ukraine. Pinsker had no rights of residency in the EU, or even a visa. Lacking the necessary paperwork, he’d found himself a criminal by default.

			He had that much in common with Reeve, then. But it was not a life he was suited to. Timid, shy, struggling with the language barrier, he was a natural target for predators. Men like Daxner.

			Or his entourage. Mangano entered, swaggering to the table. ‘Hey, hey,’ he said in Italian, rapping his knuckles against the back of the screen. ‘I need to use that. Get off it.’

			Pinsker looked up at him in nervous confusion. He replied in Belarusian. Mangano was unimpressed. ‘I don’t speak your retarded language. Go on, fuck off.’

			‘He says he wants to use the laptop,’ Reeve told Pinsker in Russian.

			‘But – I’m in the middle of something,’ Pinsker protested. ‘I’m talking to somebody.’

			Reeve relayed the message back to Mangano in Italian. ‘So?’ Mangano exclaimed. ‘He can do that later.’

			Daxner lumbered in from the other room. ‘Something wrong?’

			‘I need to use the laptop,’ Mangano told him.

			The big man gave Reeve a cautious glance. Seeing no sign that he was taking sides, he jabbed a finger at Pinsker. ‘Go on. Go.’ The finger indicated the door.

			Pinsker got the message. A helpless look at Reeve, but the Englishman turned back to his cooking. With a despairing sigh, Pinsker closed the window, then reluctantly pushed the laptop to Mangano. He left the room without looking back.

			‘Ha. Thanks, Marko.’ Mangano sat at the machine and started typing.

			‘What’s so important?’ Daxner asked him.

			‘Weren’t you listening to the news? The Bondage Killer’s murdered another transvestite.’

			‘Oh.’ The Slovene’s response radiated disinterest.

			Mangano, though, was unsettlingly enthusiastic. ‘That’s four victims now. One every two weeks.’

			‘The who?’ Reeve had only been half listening.

			‘The Bondage Killer. He’s a serial killer, in Munich. In Germany.’

			‘Yeah, I know where Munich is.’

			The Italian ignored his sarcasm. ‘There’s a website, gets leaks from inside the police about the case.’ He regarded the screen. ‘It’s in German, so let me just translate it . . . there.’

			Daxner shrugged and started back towards the living room. ‘Some guy goes around killing trannies? Sounds more like a public service.’ He paused at the door, giving Mangano a mocking look. ‘Why are you so keen? You into them? Like girls with something extra, do you?’

			‘No!’ said Mangano with urgent vehemence. ‘I’m just interested in serial killers.’

			The Slovene shook his head. ‘Prekleti čudak,’ he muttered, leaving the kitchen.

			‘I’m not into trannies,’ the Italian told the empty air behind him. He turned back to the laptop. ‘You know why he’s called the Bondage Killer?’

			As the only other person present, Reeve presumed he was being addressed. ‘I can take a wild guess,’ he said, sarcasm deepening.

			‘He waits for these girls to come home – well, not girls, but anyway. Has all this bondage gear set up on their beds. Chains, handcuffs, ropes, all that kind of stuff.’ Mangano’s speech became faster, more excitable. Reeve doubted he even realised. ‘Knocks them out with some sort of karate chop and ties them up. Then he slices off their dick and balls before cutting them open. Takes out all their organs and uses them in a satanic ritual.’

			Reeve was unimpressed. ‘You know I’m about to eat, right?’

			‘Sorry, sorry,’ was the non-apology. ‘But there’s some new stuff here, about the latest killing.’ He read in silence until the information became too much to contain. ‘Yeah, it’s definitely the same guy! Four victims now, plus some random dude who came home with one of them. Not his lucky night.’ He sniggered. ‘Got part of the coroner’s report on the newest one here.’ Another pause as he read on. ‘Yeah, same routine,’ he said, almost to himself. ‘This is new, though. Normally the organs he takes out are a bit hacked up. But the coroner says the liver was removed with surgical precision. Like the hacking was done to cover it. Everything else was the same, though. All the organs were arranged around—’

			Reeve belatedly registered Mangano’s words. He whipped around. ‘What did you say?’

			The Italian blinked in surprise. ‘What, about the coroner’s report?’

			Leaving his half-cooked food, Reeve came to the table. ‘Let me see.’ He looked over Mangano’s shoulder. A blood-spattered logo, DieGelbePresse, greeted him. The website was designed to resemble an old-fashioned sensationalist newspaper on yellowed paper. Its text was in Italian, machine-translated from German. ‘Where’s the bit about cutting out the organs?’

			Mangano pointed out a paragraph. Reeve read it – and immediately realised he needed to learn more. ‘Move,’ he ordered. When the confused Italian didn’t respond immediately, he pushed him off the chair.

			‘Hey!’ Mangano cried as Reeve took his place. ‘What the fuck are you doing?’

			Reeve gave him a cold, warning look. ‘Shut up,’ he said, before returning his attention to the laptop.

			Flustered, Mangano complained again, then headed into the living room. He returned soon after with Daxner. ‘What’s going on?’ demanded the Slovene. ‘Sergio was using that. There a problem?’

			The only emotion in Reeve’s stare was chill menace. ‘Not yet.’

			Daxner was first to look away. He covered his unease with a dismissive shrug and walked out again. Mangano hesitated, then followed.

			Reeve scrolled to the top of the page and started reading. The translation was at times clumsy, but the details were clear enough. The so-called Bondage Killer had committed his first murder just over six weeks ago. Another killing took place every second Friday night thereafter, the latest four days prior. Five deaths, but as Mangano had said, one was essentially collateral. Four were ritualistic.

			Appeared ritualistic. But Mangano’s words had tripped a mental alarm. Something didn’t quite fit.

			He speed-read on until he found the specifics. Someone in Munich was clearly leaking information to the sensationalist website. There were sections of crime-scene reports, autopsy findings. A few photographs from the murder scenes confirmed their authenticity. They showed the victims. Reeve shot a disgusted look after Mangano. The Italian had been gleefully thrilled by the gruesome images. Sick bastard.

			SC9’s training had included desensitisation to death in all its forms. Reeve had seen photos of human bodies that had suffered countless forms of destruction. He had moved and dismembered corpses in various states of decay. But there was something about these pictures that affected even him. It wasn’t merely that they had been brutally butchered, cut open while still alive. There was a mechanical coldness to it. Organs had been removed and placed around the body, connecting lines drawn in blood. It was clearly meant to represent some kind of occult symbol. He didn’t know what, but no doubt the website’s followers would have opinions.

			It was irrelevant, though. Two things Mangano had mentioned now coalesced in his mind. The ‘karate chop’; the concealment of precise surgical work beneath cruder cuts. He found the relevant sections of text. A faint bruise had been found at the base of each victim’s neck. Reeve knew what had caused it.

			A vagus strike. A precise blow with the edge of the hand to a particular nerve. The impact interrupted the body’s autonomic control of breathing and heartbeat. Properly executed, a light attack could stun or even knock the victim unconscious. A heavy attack could kill.

			Reeve was skilled in the technique. Part of his SC9 training. As it was for all Operatives.

			The other aspect that had caught his attention was the attempt to hide precision behind crudity. More SC9 training. Make an assassination look like an accident, or panicked violence. One precise stab wound could kill in seconds. A dozen frenzied hacks at the same spot would conceal that the killer knew that. A mugging gone wrong; a desperate attempt at self-defence. The authorities would be unlikely to suspect the victim had been premeditatively murdered. They would definitely not suspect outright assassination by a state agency.

			Reeve knew he had the ability to carry out such a killing. But it would not have been the best use of his talents. His speciality was more in line with his military career in the Special Reconnaissance Regiment. Undercover work: survival, infiltration, deep-cover espionage using a false identity. He did, however, know another Operative who would have been the ideal choice.

			Harrison Locke – Operative 61 – had been a military surgeon before joining the agency. Reeve knew that much about him. He was also a perfectionist. His need for absolute precision had once saved Reeve’s life. Locke had hesitated while locating the perfect spot to stab his throat. Only for a split-second – but that was enough for Reeve to turn the tables.

			Despite that, Locke was an ideal choice to act as a serial killer. He had the necessary combat and surgical skills to overpower and vivisect his victims. He was cool, calm, efficient – and knew how to cover his tracks. The truth, that the murders were not some madman’s work, would be impossible to detect.

			Almost impossible.

			Had Locke made a mistake? One slip revealing a surgeon’s hand behind the apparent butchery?

			Maybe. But why would he be posing as a serial killer in the first place?

			To Reeve, the answer was obvious, and chilling. The victims were ghost targets.

			Like the raw cuts hiding the surgical incision, they were cover for the true objective. SC9 wanted someone in Munich dead. But they also wanted no possible suspicion of British involvement. Would SC9 – would Scott – go that far? Would they murder innocent people to disguise an assassination?

			Yes. SC9’s methods ranged from brutally blunt to insidiously cunning. An unsubtle warning to others was a job for someone like Mark Stone. Crack heads, leave a very visible corpse. The implication: You can’t stop us. You can’t even touch us. But if SC9 wanted to remove a target without anyone even realising they had been assassinated . . .

			Then an Operative like Locke would be used.

			He resumed his study of the leaked information, memorising details. The names and addresses of the victims. Any common factors that linked them. The obvious one was that they were all transvestites, or transsexuals. Reeve wasn’t sure of the difference. It was not a subject he’d ever given much thought. All were in their twenties. All regularly visited a particular nightclub. Whether they had attended on the nights they died was uncertain, but seemed likely.

			They were not people SC9 would normally consider enemies of the British state. Which meant the real target was somebody connected to one – or to a future victim. Who?

			That wasn’t something he could find out here. For that matter, he had no proof of SC9’s involvement, only suspicion . . .

			‘Leo? Is something burning?’

			Reeve snapped back to the present, seeing Pinsker peering through the kitchen door. He suddenly realised smoke was rising from his pan. ‘Shit,’ he said, rushing to the cooker. Blackened beans greeted him. He hurriedly scraped at the mass with a wooden spoon. It remained stuck to the metal. He sighed. So much for a last hot meal before he left. One last fruitless attempt to salvage anything, then he filled the pan with water.

			Pinsker entered and opened the window to let out the smoke. ‘Oh, no. What are you going to eat now?’ His nervousness suggested he thought Reeve would help himself to his own supplies.

			Reeve had no intention of doing so, though. ‘Sandwiches, I suppose. You can have your laptop back.’ He closed the website’s window before handing the machine over. The young man didn’t need to see graphic murder imagery.

			Pinsker accepted the machine with relief and sat down. Annoyed at his own carelessness, Reeve made a couple of sandwiches. He sat opposite the Belarusian and ate them quickly. The other man paid him no attention, typing messages. Half-hidden smiles came to his face every so often. ‘Who are you talking to?’ Reeve asked out of polite curiosity. ‘Family?’

			‘A friend,’ came the reply, his cheeks flushing faintly.

			‘Girlfriend?’

			The answer was a nervous, non-committal sound. Did he mean a boyfriend? That would explain why he had fled Belarus. It was not known for its tolerance of anything other than strict, macho heterosexuality. Reeve decided not to enquire any further. It wasn’t his business – and again, not something he’d ever given much consideration. Where he’d grown up, attitudes to sexuality were little different from those in Belarus. Merely being perceived as anything other than normal was an invitation to a beating.

			He finished his food and headed to his room. All his belongings were now in a single backpack, ready to go. He took off his boots and lay back on the bed, thinking.

			Was SC9 behind the apparent serial killings? It was certainly possible. But his suspicions didn’t amount to proof. To get that, he would have to visit Munich, in person.

			Which would be extremely dangerous. Surveillance in Germany was both more intensive and more extensive than in Slovenia. SC9, via GCHQ, had ways to access it. The odds were vastly higher that he would be noticed, especially in a major city. He also had no ID, no papers. Any encounter with the authorities could end in his arrest. And that would lead, before too long, to his death.

			But, if Locke was the killer, and Reeve could deduce his target . . .

			He could catch him. Expose him. More importantly, he could expose SC9. And do so without bringing international retribution on the country as a whole. A targeted strike, rather than an all-out nuclear apocalypse.

			Then, with SC9 crippled, he could find Connie.

			A deep breath. He was getting ahead of himself. He had already decided to move on from Bled. But his plan had been to move deeper into hiding, somewhere more rural. Going to Munich would put him at far greater risk of exposure. What should he do?

			He didn’t know. The answer, he decided, would have to wait until tomorrow.

		

	
		
			
			CHAPTER 7

			Reeve did not sleep well.

			His dreams were intense, confusing, chilling. Thinking about SC9 had stirred up unpleasant things from the sludge of his subconscious. He was running, running after Connie as fast as he could. But it was not fast enough. He could never quite see her face. She drew ever further away from him – and his enemies were catching up from behind—

			He snapped awake. A noise outside, engines. His enemies weren’t just catching up.

			They were here.

			He sprang from the bed and went to the window, twitching back the curtain. Falling snow swirled in the headlamp beams of four approaching vehicles. One car, two vans, another car following. He recognised the last. An Opel Insignia.

			Reeve was dressed in moments. Donning his boots took longer. He swore as he knotted the laces. Then he jumped up and grabbed his bug-out pack. A quick glance from the window. The convoy had stopped outside. The lead car and vans were white with blue and yellow markings. Police.

			A raid.

			He snatched up his coat and hurried out. Pinsker’s room was across the landing. No time for politeness. He shoulder-barged the door. Wood splintered around the flimsy lock. He barrelled into the cramped bedroom. Pinsker jumped up in his bed, shocked. ‘What – what are—’

			‘It’s a raid,’ Reeve told him brusquely, going to the window. He pulled the curtain aside. No lights at the house’s rear. It hadn’t been surrounded – yet. ‘They just arrived at the front. If you don’t want to be arrested, come with me.’ He unlatched the window and strained to raise the ill-fitting sash.

			Pinsker hurriedly got up. Reeve pulled harder, and the sash rasped fully open. He ducked through. A freezing wind hit him as he stepped onto a sloping roof. The half-dressed Belarusian gasped at the sudden cold.

			‘Hurry up,’ said Reeve. ‘I can’t wait for you.’ The roof covered an extension at the house’s rear. Its slope was only shallow, but several inches of snow made it treacherous. He slithered clumsily down it, heels finding the gutter at the bottom. A brief glance back. Pinsker was struggling to put on his clothes. Still no movement behind the house. He jumped down. A snowdrift below cushioned his landing. He rose and donned the coat and backpack, then yomped towards the fence. ‘Hedeon! Last chance! Come on!’

			‘I haven’t got all my stuff!’ The young man scrabbled to gather his belongings. ‘My laptop—’

			Reeve paused at the fence. ‘You need to move. Now!’ He had already heard activity from the house’s front. Vehicle doors slamming, urgent voices. A torch beam swept across the snow at the building’s side. He vaulted the fence into the property beyond. Coat bundled under one arm, a bag in the other hand, Pinsker climbed outside.

			Reeve didn’t have time to wait for him. He concentrated on his own escape. Even in the darkness, he knew where he was going. There was a small barn a hundred metres to the northwest. That would shield him from view – at least until the cops spotted his trail. Past that were woods. Cutting west through them would bring him to a narrow lane. In turn, that would lead him to an industrial estate. Beyond its parking lot was a railway line. Crossing it on foot would force any vehicles following him to make a long diversion. That would give him time to get clear.

			In theory. He was about to learn whether it worked in practice.

			Shouts rose behind. A loud crack of wood told him the cops had smashed open the front door. He glimpsed figures holding torches at both sides of the house. Pinsker slid down the roof, falling into the snowdrift with a frightened cry.

			Reeve ran on. His eyes adjusted to the pre-dawn gloom. There was the barn, a black block in the slate-grey of the snow. He angled towards it. Slow going; in places, the drifts reached almost to his knees. A stern voice called out. He looked back. A cop had seen Pinsker as he clumsily scaled the fence. Torch beams locked on to him. The Belarusian threw himself over and fled, following Reeve’s path.

			One cop came after him, climbing the barrier. Another hurried back towards the vehicles. The remaining police closed their net around the building. A window opened, Antal leaning out – only to yelp and retreat as lights found him.

			Reeve kept going. He passed the barn, heading for the woods. A siren echoed across the farmland as the police car set off. The driver would try to intercept the runners on the far side of the trees. In normal conditions, he might make it. In the thick snow, the Operative fancied his own chances—

			‘Leo! Leo, wait!’

			Pinsker, near panic. His lead over the cop was twenty metres, if that. And his pursuer was gaining.

			Reeve had told Pinsker to hurry. Warned him that if he didn’t, he would be on his own. But—

			Not even sure why, he turned and ran back to the barn.

			The Belarusian lumbered through the snow towards it, the cop closing. Reeve ducked around the structure’s side, stopped. Pinsker’s heavy, fearful panting grew louder. Then he ran past without looking, following Reeve’s tracks in his blind panic. Reeve waited. Thudding footsteps, a torch beam skittering past—

			Reeve darted out and swung his arm, clotheslining the cop to the ground. His torch landed in the snow, the beam reduced to a faint glow. The man tried to rise. Reeve kicked him in the chest, pounding him back down.

			Pinsker halted, turned. ‘Leo? Oh my God! You attacked a cop! They’ll—’

			‘Just run,’ Reeve growled. Pinsker took the hint and set off again. The two men hared through the drifts towards the woods. Reeve looked back as they reached the trees. The cop’s torch was still in the snow; he hadn’t got up.

			‘Did you kill him?’ Pinsker was on the edge of terror.

			‘No. Just knocked him down. He’ll be okay.’ Reeve picked his way through the trees. ‘Keep moving. There’s a car coming after us – we’ve got to get to the road before it does.’

			The wood was deciduous, leaves lost for winter. But thick snow piled on the bare branches made the darkness beneath almost total. Trunks loomed with startling suddenness from the murk ahead. Reeve was forced to slow. How much further? The woods were not large, maybe a hundred metres deep. But all the local roads were ploughed at least semi-regularly. The police car could be halfway around by now . . .

			Lighter ground ahead. They were nearing the wood’s edge. Arm shielding his eyes from low branches, Reeve increased speed. He emerged more or less where he had intended. Ahead was open grassland near a small church, a couple of houses beyond. The road was just past them. Brighter lights shone downhill: the industrial estate. His escape route.

			If he could reach it.

			He hurried down the slope, kicking up snow. Pinsker followed. ‘Leo!’ he gasped. ‘Slow down!’

			‘If I slow down we’ll get caught,’ Reeve shot back. The siren’s warble had faded as they traversed the woods. Now it was rising again. He passed between the houses, arms raised for balance as he descended a steeper slope. The road was just ahead—

			Lights off to his right. Pulsing blue strobes above headlights. The police car came around a bend. Less than a hundred metres away. Even in the snow, it would catch up in moments.

			They had him—

			More headlights – to his left. Bigger. A truck. Both vehicles slowed as they saw each other. With ploughed snow piled at the roadside, there wasn’t enough room for them to pass. ‘Hedeon!’ he shouted, angling towards the now-stationary truck. It would have to reverse some distance to let the car past. Would the cop stay in his vehicle, or pursue on foot?

			The answer came a moment later. The siren’s tone changed to warning shrills: Get out of my way. Reeve reached the truck, which juddered as its driver put it into reverse. By the time it started moving, he was past the trailer. Pinsker followed him. A sprint, and he reached a junction. He went right, heading for the industrial estate. The truck lumbered backwards towards the intersection. The police car urged it onwards, strobes turning the snow blue.

			Down a narrow lane, past a warehouse and an industrial products store. Reeve’s destination was ahead. A large car park – with a barrier at its gate. He rounded the obstacle, hurrying into the snow-covered expanse beyond. Between trees across it, he made out a long, elevated embankment: the railway line.

			He looked back. Pinsker was struggling to keep up. The police car had cleared the truck and was coming after them. It entered the short road to the gate – then the cop realised his mistake. He braked hard, the car skidding on the snow and almost hitting the barrier.

			This time, the officer got out. He hurried after the fugitives. By now, Reeve was at the foot of the embankment. He scrambled up it, using his hands for extra purchase—

			A new noise, quickly growing louder. The metallic thunder of an approaching train.

			He looked right as he neared the top. Headlights in a triangular pattern were approaching. He felt the rising vibration through the ground. Reeve could easily cross the single track before it reached him. But Pinsker was still hauling himself up the slope. The cop was halfway across the car park. He wouldn’t beat the train – but nor would Pinsker if he didn’t speed up. ‘Come on!’ Reeve shouted, stopping beside the line. ‘Move!’

			The urgency in his voice spurred the Belarusian. Gasping, he dragged himself up the last few metres. The cop neared the embankment, shouting in Slovenian. The train’s horn blared as its driver saw the figure beside the track. Pinsker finally reached the top. Reeve grabbed his hand—

			And pulled him across the line as the locomotive rushed at them.

			Both men dived flat on the far side. Another nerve-shattering blast from the horn – then the loco snarled past. Heavy freight wagons screeched and thunked along behind it.

			Reeve shielded his face from the snow whirling in its slipstream. ‘Hedeon, come on!’ he shouted over the hammer-blow cacophony.

			Grimacing, Pinsker followed as he crawled clear of the line. ‘What do we do now?’ he asked. A road ran parallel to the railway. ‘Run along there?’

			‘Not yet. Get into those bushes.’ The Englishman scrabbled down the steep slope into concealment. He looked back up at the line as the last wagon thundered by. Had the cop followed them this far? He waited for a dark figure to appear against the grey clouds overhead . . .

			The only movement was falling snow.

			Reeve kept watching. Ten seconds passed, twenty. Still nothing. If the cop were there, he should have reached the track by now. ‘Wait here,’ he told Pinsker. He retraced his steps up the slope, then peered over the embankment’s summit.

			The cop was almost back at his car, picked out by the industrial estate’s floodlights.

			Reeve watched as he got in. The car reversed, then started along a road running around the car park’s side. It would lead it through a bridge under the railway line. ‘Come back up here,’ he called to Pinsker.

			‘I thought we were running?’ came the confused reply.

			‘We are. But that cop’s coming around to try to find us on the road. We’re doubling back.’

			The Belarusian started up the embankment. ‘Where are we going?’

			‘Away from here,’ said Reeve firmly.

			Bled Jezero railway station was far grander than the single-track line it served. It was only a kilometre away, but Reeve took a roundabout route, avoiding main roads. By the time he and Pinsker arrived, it was daytime. The snow-laden clouds gave everything a funereal, twilight air. It seemed appropriate for a departure.

			‘Will the police still be looking for us?’ Pinsker asked, surveying the street nervously.

			‘Yeah,’ Reeve told him. ‘They get quite pissed off if someone knocks one of them down. But it was dark, so they wouldn’t have got a good look at us.’

			‘That cop you hit kept shining his flashlight at me. He’ll have seen my coat.’ The garment was a distinctive two-tone red and purple.

			Reeve regarded him for a moment, then shrugged off his pack. ‘He didn’t see me. Here. Take mine.’ He removed his deliberately anonymous blue-grey coat.

			Pinsker was startled. ‘Are you sure?’

			‘Yes.’

			‘Okay.’ He was about to remove his own coat when Reeve shook his head: No need. ‘But you’ll freeze!’ The hoodie that was now Reeve’s top layer was not weatherproof.

			‘I won’t need it on the train. Go on, put it on.’

			Hesitantly, as if expecting some trick, Pinsker donned the coat. Reeve was more muscular than him; it fitted over his own, albeit tightly. ‘Thank you.’ He examined his new garment, then looked back at Reeve. ‘Where are you going on the train?’

			‘Better that you don’t know.’

			He was taken aback by Reeve’s bluntness. ‘Can I . . . come with you?’

			‘No. We need to split up. The cops are looking for two people.’ He checked the street again. Still no police presence. ‘Don’t go into the station yet. Stay out of sight until eleven twenty-five. Then buy a ticket to Nova Gorica.’ The town’s station was mere metres from the border with Italy. Pinsker could decide whether to stay in Slovenia, or move further afield. ‘The train should arrive at eleven thirty-one, so get on it.’

			‘You’ve memorised the timetable?’

			Reeve gave him a small, humourless smile. ‘Why do you think I’m here now? One’s due in six minutes.’ He took out his pay from the previous day and peeled off a few notes. Slovenian train journeys were not expensive, but Daxner had probably stolen more than clothing.

			Pinsker accepted the money with surprise, then gratitude. ‘Thanks. So . . . will I see you again?’

			‘I doubt it. Stay safe.’ He hesitated, then extended his hand.

			Pinsker took it, shaking it – then embraced him. Reeve awkwardly returned the gesture. ‘You saved me, Leo. You know that? You saved me! Nobody’s ever done that for me before.’

			The Operative withdrew. ‘Just trying to do the right thing.’

			The younger man laughed. ‘Well, keep on doing it!’

			Reeve nodded. ‘I’ve got to go. Remember, stay off the main street until it’s time to leave.’ With that, he turned and headed for the station.

			‘Bye, Leo,’ Pinsker called out behind him. He didn’t look back.

			He crossed the road. One last check for police, then he entered the station. It was not busy; it took only a minute to buy a ticket to Jesenice. The town was on a main line to the north. He would find another train there.

			His current train was on time, according to the information board. He went to the platform. It was cold, but a canopy sheltered him from the snow. Being outside also gave him more opportunities for escape.

			The wait was tense. He feigned bored apathy, standing in plain sight. The cops would be looking for someone trying to hide. The man he’d attacked wouldn’t have seen his face. In darkness, wearing a thick coat, his build would have been hard to determine accurately. But if they arrived and demanded ID from every man they found at the station . . .

			He checked his watch. Two minutes. Bled was on a secondary, unelectrified line; the train would be diesel. He looked southwards, listening for the sound of an approaching engine.

			Nothing on the track – but he heard one on the street behind him. It grew louder . . . then stopped. A glance through the station building’s door. Two burly silhouettes in baseball caps and heavy coats came through the main entrance.

			Police.

			Reeve controlled his rising tension. There was nowhere to hide on the platform. That left two choices: run, or bluff. The first would leave him where he’d started, with the added disadvantage of being identifiable. So . . .

			He had a phone in one pocket. A basic, disposable burner on the cheapest credit plan. He couldn’t remember the last time he’d made a call with it. Another look inside. One cop was out of sight. The other was questioning a man in the waiting area. They would soon come to him. He took out the phone—

			And started talking.

			There was nobody on the other end of the line; the phone wasn’t even on. That didn’t deter him. ‘Yeah, mate, I know,’ he said, his natural Manchester accent resurfacing. ‘Fucking freezing here. Still, my own fucking fault, eh? I should have come here in summer. Teach me to come when it’s cheap, won’t it?’ He laughed. ‘Yeah, yeah. Could have gone to Ibiza, would have – hold on, someone here.’

			One of the cops had come on to the platform, looking him over. He spoke in Slovenian. Reeve blinked, then put a hand over the phone. ‘Sorry, mate. I’m English.’ He lifted his palm. ‘Some copper, wants something. Hang on.’

			The policeman spoke again. Reeve gave him a helpless shrug. ‘Pass-port,’ the man said, holding out a hand.

			‘Oh, for fuck’s sake,’ Reeve muttered. ‘Really? My train’ll be here any minute.’ He gestured down the line.

			The cop merely stared at him, hand still outstretched. Reeve let out an aggrieved sound and made a show of removing his backpack. ‘I keep it in here so I don’t get pickpocketed. Someone nicked my iPhone in Lub-jubjana, you know?’ He waggled the burner. ‘Had to buy this piece of crap.’

			‘Ljubljana,’ said the cop: Loo-bee-ah-nuh.

			‘Yeah, whatever it’s called.’ He squatted, opened the pack and began to dig through its contents. Most was clothing. ‘Great welcome to Slovakia. Here one day and get my phone swiped.’ The man reacted with confusion, then faint offence, at the wrong country name. ‘So I hid my passport in a sock. It’s all the way at the bottom.’ He took out clothes, piling them carefully on his thighs.

			‘Slovenija,’ the cop told him firmly. Slah-ven-ee-ah.

			Reeve gave him a blank look. ‘What?’ He saw something beyond the officer. ‘Oh, come on!’ he said, gesturing. ‘My train’s here! I’m going to miss it!’ A white and red diesel multiple unit was approaching the station. ‘I’m meeting my mate in Salzburg. Germany, Deutschland? If I miss the connection, I’ll have to wait for hours. Please?’

			‘Slovenija,’ the cop repeated, pointing at the ground. A small shake of the head. ‘Ne Slovaška.’

			Reeve’s eyes widened. ‘Oh, balls, shit, did I get your country’s name wrong? Sorry, sorry!’ Abject apology in his tone. ‘Slovenia, Slovakia. No wonder everyone gave me weird looks! Sorry!’ The train was almost at the platform. ‘Look, please don’t make me miss my train, okay?’ He gazed up at the cop with helpless, pleading eyes.

			The man stared back, emotionless. Reeve tensed, ready to fight for his escape—

			‘Ehh,’ the cop sighed, with tired disdain. ‘Pojdi. Go.’ He stepped back

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
		

	OEBPS/nav.xhtml

		
		Contents


			
						Title Page


						Copyright Page


						About the Author


						Praise for Andy McDermott


						Also by Andy McDermott


						About the Book


						Dedication


						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


						Discover more thrilling novels by Andy McDermott . . .


			


		
		
		Landmarks


			
						Cover


						Title-Page


						Frontmatter


						Table of Contents


			


		
		
		Page list


			
						i


						ii


						iii


						iv


						v


						vi


						vii


						1


						2


						3


						4


						5


						6


						7


						8


						9


						10


						11


						12


						13


						14


						15


						16


						17


						18


						19


						20


						21


						22


						23


						24


						25


						26


						27


						28


						29


						30


						31


						32


						33


						34


						35


						36


						37


						38


						39


						40


						41


						42


						43


						44


						45


						46


						47


						48


						49


						50


						51


						52


						53


						54


						55


						56


						57


						58


						59


						60


						61


						62


						63


						64


						65


						66


						67


						68


						69


						70


						71


						72


						73


						74


						75


						76


						77


						78


						79


						80


						81


						82


						83


						84


						85


						86


						87


						88


						89


						90


						91


						92


						93


						94


						95


						96


						97


						98


						99


						100


						101


						102


						103


						104


						105


						106


						107


						108


						109


						110


						111


						112


						113


						114


						115


						116


						117


						118


						119


						120


						121


						122


						123


						124


						125


						126


						127


						128


						129


						130


						131


						132


						133


						134


						135


						136


						137


						138


						139


						140


						141


						142


						143


						144


						145


						146


						147


						148


						149


						150


						151


						152


						153


						154


						155


						156


						157


						158


						159


						160


						161


						162


						163


						164


						165


						166


						167


						168


						169


						170


						171


						172


						173


						174


						175


						176


						177


						178


						179


						180


						181


						182


						183


						184


						185


						186


						187


						188


						189


						190


						191


						192


						193


						194


						195


						196


						197


						198


						199


						200


						201


						202


						203


						204


						205


						206


						207


						208


						209


						210


						211


						212


						213


						214


						215


						216


						217


						218


						219


						220


						221


						222


						223


						224


						225


						226


						227


						228


						229


						230


						231


						232


						233


						234


						235


						236


						237


						238


						239


						240


						241


						242


						243


						244


						245


						246


						247


						248


						249


						250


						251


						252


						253


						254


						255


						256


						257


						258


						259


						260


						261


						262


						263


						264


						265


						266


						267


						268


						269


						270


						271


						272


						273


						274


						275


						276


						277


						278


						279


						280


						281


						282


						283


						284


						285


						286


						287


						288


						289


						290


						291


						292


						293


						294


						295


						296


						297


						298


						299


						300


						301


						302


						303


						304


						305


						306


						307


						308


						309


						310


						311


						312


						313


						314


						315


						316


						317


						318


						319


						320


						321


						322


						323


						324


						325


						326


						327


						328


						329


						330


						331


						332


						333


						334


						335


						336


						337


						338


						339


						340


						341


						342


						343


						344


						345


						346


						347


						348


						349


						350


						351


						352


						353


						354


						355


						356


						357


						358


						359


						360


						361


						362


						363


						364


						365


						366


						367


						368


						369


						370


						371


						372


						373


						374


						375


						376


						377


						378


						379


						380


						381


						382


						383


						384


						385


						386


						387


						388


						389


						390


						391


						392


						393


						394


						395


						396


						397


						398


						399


						400


						401


						402


						403


						404


						405


						406


						407


						408


						409


						410


						411


						412


						413


						414


						415


						416


						417


			


		


OEBPS/image/GhostTarget_cover.jpg





OEBPS/image/Headlinelogo_2016.jpg
HEADLINE





OEBPS/image/GhostTarget_TTP.jpg
ANDY McDERMOTT
GHOST
TARGET





