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Angel and the Assassin

By Fyn
Alexander


Chapter 1

London, England

Kael
Saunders sat in the waiting room at the
Secret Intelligence Service at Vauxhall Cross, opened the black
leather-bound blank book, and began to write.

* * * *

I grew up poor, but I had
two things in my favour; I was clever and I was ruthless. I also
had the misfortune to be educated at an elite boarding school, or
so it seemed at the time. Later I was grateful for it. But while I
was there, it was often hell. It was an all boys’ school. They came
from well-heeled homes and they called me the council estate
charity case.

So I beat the shit
out of them.

I never did it openly. Not
because I was a coward. I was anything but. I didn’t want to lose
my scholarship and disappoint my mum, so I went after them in
secret, one by one. I was as stealthy as a fox. I would sniff them
out when they least expected it: in the change rooms after sports
practice, in the toilets, in the woods behind the
school.

And I would take my revenge.

I was fast and I was a
dirty fighter. I always used a weapon, the belt from my trousers,
or one of my running shoes. They never saw it coming. I’d tell them
if they told anyone, I’d have to come after them again. Next time
it would be worse. So they had better not make me do it.

They never told anyone and they
never called me a charity case again. They were terrified of
me.

The boys at College Grange
School were all called John and David and Charles. I was never
quite sure, but I think my mum got Kael from an American soap
opera. Half the kids in my neighbourhood had American soap opera
names. The first thing one of the boys said to me when I arrived at
the school, terrified, out of place, and angry, was, “Kael? That’s
a kind of cabbage.”

I was put on detention for
the rest of the week for punching him. That was when I learned to
be circumspect, to wait for my moment. It served me well in my
future career.

The only boy who ever
spoke to me after I beat him up was Freddie Merchant. He was a fat
kid. He didn’t say anything at the time, but that evening he came
to me with a tin of biscuits and a bottle of pop and invited me to
share them with him. I accepted because I never had any spending
money and my mum couldn’t afford to send me packages like the
others got.

While we ate the chocolate
digestives and bourbon creams and drank the pop he told me he was
sorry. He said the other boys were snobs and they were jealous of
me because I was so handsome and I got top marks without even
trying. He said, “I know you’re not gay but I really like
you.”

I told him I was
gay.

He said that when I’d hit
him with my belt he’d got a hard-on. So I offered to do it again
and he accepted. After we finished eating, I flogged his bare arse
with my belt until he came, and then he let me fuck him.

He became my best friend.

* * * *

“Saunders, come
in.”

Kael stuffed the book into
the inside pocket of his leather jacket and stood up. Stephen
Conran watched him, holding open the door. Kael walked past Conran
into his office and, without waiting to be invited, sat down in the
comfortable leather armchair in front of the desk. Conran—thin,
about five feet ten, with a long, lean face like the inbred upper
classes that had spawned him—closed the door.

“What do you want, Conran?
I always get my orders in plain brown envelopes or coded phone
messages. Is there something special you want to tell
me?”

“I call all our people in
from time to time to have a little chat.”

Conran’s upper-class
accent set Kael’s teeth on edge. He had never picked up the accent
despite the amount of time spent with people like Conran. But
neither did he still have the working-class accent from his
childhood in Liverpool, which had marked him when he had first
arrived at College Grange. He had settled into something that,
while well enunciated, could not be readily identified, as his job
prescribed.

Kael sat
back, resting his left ankle on his right
knee, always at home wherever he went. He said nothing else,
looking at Conran, waiting. An eloquent silence spoke volumes, and
together with his height and build, he made other men
nervous.

“Have you been to see your
mother of late?” Conran’s smile was one of those condescending ones
that moved his mouth but never quite reached his eyes.

“Have you been following
me, Conran?” Kael asked.

The man sat down behind his modern oak desk, pushing the swivel
chair back to give himself room. “Not me personally, no. It’s good
to stay in touch with family. You have a lonely job. It doesn’t mix
well with an intimate social or family life.”

“You know perfectly well I
went to visit my mother last week. So fuck off.”

“We have to keep an eye on
our operatives, especially those who tend to go rogue now and
again.” Ignoring the expletive, Conran crossed his legs, which Kael
found effeminate and unappealing in a man. “Is she enjoying that
smart new flat you bought her at the Albert Dock in
Liverpool?”

“She seems to be, yes.”
His mum loved the flat, and he had felt so proud when he handed her
the keys two years before.

“You’re a good son. You
never tell her anything about your work, I take it?”

Kael leaned forward in his
seat, his tone matter-of-fact. “Did you major in stupid questions,
Conran? I love my mum, but she’s no Einstein. Her idea of a great
time is a night out at the bingo, so why the fuck would I upset her
by telling her I kill people for a living, but don’t worry mum,
it’s all legal. The government pays me good money to do it, so I
won’t go to jail.”

“Calm down, Saunders.”
Conran always looked nervous when Kael got irritated. “Are you
still enjoying your work?”

“I always enjoy my work.
Now what do you want?” Kael stood up and walked to the window. The
office was on the River Thames side of the building and offered a
stunning view when the midday sun gleamed on the fast-flowing
water.

“Next week you’ll go to
America, Cape Cod. Ever been there?”

“Not to Cape Cod.
No.”

“You took your mother to
Florida last Christmas, didn’t you? Did you visit Disney
World?”

“We did, and Sea World.
She’s easily amused. Get on with it.”

“There’s an arms dealer;
he’s doing business with the Bosnians. He needs to be removed.
We’re working with the Americans on this one. The shipment is worth
millions of Euros.”

Kael turned to
watch him, wondering what the hell Conran
was up to. He never told him the details surrounding a target. He
was never told anything he did not absolutely need to
know.

Conran went to the sideboard and
poured a glass of whisky. He held up the glass, offering it to
Kael, who nodded but would not cross the room to get it. Conran
could bring it to him.

The man poured a second
glass and walked to the window beside him. Conran was nervous of
him; he always had been. The man dealt with government assassins
every day—it was his job—so why did he always look edgy when he was
with Kael?

He downed the excellent Scottish whisky in one swallow and
handed the glass back as if Conran were a waiter.

Conran hesitated a second
before taking the glass. He looked up into Kael’s eyes. “Would you
like another?”

“No.”

So that was it. The
man stood closer than he should. His
pupils were dilated, his breathing uneven. An ordinary person would
never notice such small physiological changes, but Kael had been
trained to notice everything, and he had an aptitude for
observation.

He wants me to
fuck him. He’s gagging for
it.

“Did you want to tell me
more about the Cape Cod mission?”

“Not today. There’s
something else first. You’ll fly to Vienna this evening. Go to the
Pension Neuer Markt—it’s near St. Stephen’s Cathedral, room
twelve—and get rid of the occupant, Rikard Weirstein. There will be
no clean-up this time. The body needs to be found, so be
careful.”

“I’m always careful.
That’s why I’m so good. What’s he done?” Kael never cared why he
was ordered to kill someone, but he was amused by the conversation
and the effect he was having on Conran.

“Are you becoming
sentimental about your targets, Saunders, wanting to know if they
deserve what they get?”

“You told me details about
the Cape Cod job. That was a first.” Kael smiled, but not at
Conran; he looked out of the window. The day he started caring
about the people he killed was the day he would hand in his
weapons, return to Cambridge for his doctoral degree, and go to
work for the UN as a translator, which is what he had planned to do
ten years ago, before a more lucrative and exciting offer had come
from the Secret Intelligence Service, MI6.

He turned to look at Conran. “I’ll target your mother if you
want me to. The only person in the world who I would not target is
my own mother. Everyone else is fair game. Everyone.”

Conran walked back to his
desk and sat down. “You’ll probably like Weirstein. He’s quite
handsome from what I’ve heard.” Kael watched him but did not
respond. “Is it true you’re a homosexual, Saunders?”

“I thought you knew
everything about me.” No doubt Conran wanted to shock him with the
question, to throw him off guard, but nothing threw Kael off guard.
“You knew what I was like at school.”

“I know you have sex with
men, but I wondered if perhaps you were an opportunist where sex is
concerned. That you took whatever was on offer, male or female. Do
you like women?”

“I love women,” Kael said.
“But don’t want to have sex with them. What about
yourself?”

“I’m married.”

Kael crossed the carpet
and stood close to Conran. Leaning one hand on the desk, he looked
down into the man’s pale, ordinary, yet quite pleasant face, and
heard him swallow hard. Conran licked his lips, looking both
nervous and aroused by Kael’s proximity. Softly, Kael said, “I know
that; it’s irrelevant. Are you on offer?” Conran had had the hots
for him for years, but this was the closest he had ever come to
admitting it.

“Yes,” he said whispered,
his cheeks growing pink.

“I see.” Kael grinned as
Conran fell into his trap. “If I find anyone who might be
interested in a married submissive, I’ll let you know. You’re not
my type.”

Conran’s cheeks turned
from pink to bright red at the stinging dismissal. “You’d better
go, Saunders. You’ll miss your plane.”

Kael strode to the door
and grabbed the handle, then turned to face Conran. “Did you send
for me today to whore yourself out, or because you’re genuinely
concerned that I still love my job?” The smile had not left his
face since seeing Conran shrink under his words.

“As I told you, I call in
all our operatives from time to time. It was your turn; that’s
all.”

Unable to stop himself, Kael laughed out loud. “I won’t feel
special then.”

“You were a bastard at
school!” Conran looked away. “Everyone was terrified of
you.”

“I was such a bastard you
knew I’d be perfect for this job. It was you who recommended me,
wasn’t it? I was going to be a translator.”

“Yes, it was me. I knew
you were a cold-blooded killer the day I met you. You’d have been
wasted at the UN, and you would never have earned the kind of money
you’ve earned over the last ten years. You should be grateful to
me; now get out!”

With a mock salute, Kael left,
leaving the door open behind him. He was still laughing as he
walked down the corridor toward the lift.

* * * *


Chapter 2

Vienna, Austria

At a safe distance, Kael
watched the Pension Neuer Markt as the sky darkened and the streets
grew quiet around him. He stood in the heart of Vienna, Freud’s
city, waiting for the perfect moment to go inside the hotel and
kill Weirstein. A smile crept over his face as he walked around the
building to the alleyway at the rear.

Sex and death. What would Freud
think?

The back door of the Pension was propped open with a chair. A
man, a waiter by the looks of his uniform, stood outside finishing
a cigarette, blowing the bluish smoke away from the door. Kael
crossed the wide alley in a few long strides, pulling on a pair of
extremely thin, transparent latex gloves. They fit like skin over
his large hands.

“Filthy habit, smoking,”
he said in perfect German.

As the man turned to see who had spoken, Kael grabbed him from
behind, pressed his arm against the man’s throat, and applied his
fingers to the bulging jugular vein. The man passed out in seconds,
breathing heavily.

Kael eased him to the
ground and dragged him inside the dim passage. He was a big, heavy
man, but Kael had no trouble hauling him to the mop cupboard near
the kitchen. Inside the cramped space, Kael stripped off his
clothes, stuffing them into the small bag he had brought. Then he
undressed the unconscious man. The waiter’s uniform was not a good
fit, but he had targeted him because he was the tallest out of the
stream of employees who had stood outside smoking over the last
couple of hours.

When he was dressed, he
put the retractable scalpel and a condom into his pocket. He opened
the door a crack and looked out into the empty passage.

Drawing himself up and
settling into the uniform—the aura of a waiter—he put his bag
outside behind the bins to retrieve later and walked back inside,
heading for the main stairs. On the way up, he passed a couple of
guests and nodded, moving to the side to allow them room to pass,
but he did not look anyone in the eyes, and continued swiftly along
the carpeted passage.

From his observations he
knew Weirstein was alone, and he knocked on the door with
confidence.

“What?” the man asked,
pulling the door open, an impatient look on his face. “I didn’t
order anything.”

One side of Kael’s mouth
tilted up and his lips parted, revealing beautiful, straight, white
teeth. “Are you sure, sir?”

Conran was right; Weirstein was
handsome, though he was no longer a young man, well over fifty.
Kael looked into his eyes and saw the pupils dilate, indicating his
arousal.

Weirstein had answered the
door straight from the shower, wearing a hotel bath robe tied
loosely at the waist. With a small towel he dried his short, light
grey hair.

“Come in.” He opened the
door wider. “I suppose you want money?” It was obvious from his
straightforward acceptance that he had paid for sex before and was
more than willing to pay now.

Kael’s smile broadened,
giving Weirstein the impression that he was saying yes, when in
fact it was his natural response when everything fell into place.
The man was going to die either way, but Kael was always happier
when the target cooperated.

Weirstein walked toward
the bed. “I haven’t seen you before, and I’ve been here two days. I
would have noticed a man like you.” He did not ask why, and Kael
never offered a cover story unless he had to. A trickle of water
ran down the side of the man’s face, but not from his shower; it
was sweat, indicating how excited he was becoming. “How old are
you?”

“Thirty-two.” Kael always
told the truth when he could or when it didn’t matter. He took the
condom from his pocket and held it up. Then he removed his clothes,
dropping them on the floor, but kept the gloves on, knowing the man
was too aroused and distracted to notice them anyway.

“You’re a handsome man,”
he said, looking Kael up and down. Kael took the compliment in
stride, knowing he was handsome and that his muscles were well
developed and rock hard from his regular attendance at the
gym.

Naked, he took one step
toward Weirstein and pulled the man’s belt loose, then pushed the
robe off his shoulders, revealing an attractive, trim-waisted body
and a jutting, hard cock.

Kael wrapped his arms
around the man, pressing Weirstein’s body tight against his own.
Weirstein gasped and melted into him, slipping his arms around
Kael’s waist and dropping his head against Kael’s
shoulder.

Kael could spot a sub a
mile away and he patted the man’s backside. “Good boy.”

Some Doms did not catch on
until the sub dropped to his knees to lick his boots. But a slight
lowering of the eyes or a defensive movement of the shoulder that
many Doms would miss screamed out loud to Kael. On so many
occasions his life had depended on reading body language. He could
translate it as easily as he could
translate German, French, or Russian.

“What if I flog your arse
until it’s nice and red, and then fuck it hard enough to make you
scream? But don’t scream, because that will piss me off. You’re to
remain silent. Do you understand?” For a second Kael’s perfect
German slipped when he said arse instead of
arsh.

Weirstein looked up, his
brow creasing at the inconsistency, but he was already so excited
that there was no going back. “Yes, please, Sir, and if you would
be so good, Master, would you torture my cock and balls, please,
Sir?”

“If I have time.” Kael had
anticipated a fuck; the fact that the man wanted a flogging as well
was a bonus. Looking around the luxurious room, he chose a
velvet-cushioned, wood-framed, Regency-style chair. Grabbing the
back, he swung it into the middle of the room. As he did so,
Weirstein took several steps across the room and turned down the
light low. “Boy!” Kael kept his voice steady but harsh. “I didn’t
tell you to move.”

“I apologize, Master,” the
man whispered. Kael turned the light back up a little but kept it
comfortably low. He could see in pitch-dark if he needed to, but
Weirstein must know that Kael was in control at all
times.

“Kneel on the chair. Arms
on the back. Stick your arse up, and if you make a sound, I will
make you sorry.”

Weirstein nodded and
obeyed instantly. Overwhelmed with excitement, he knelt on the edge
of the chair and leaned his arms on the back, clasping his hands
together. With his head bowed, he thrust his buttocks out and
up.

“Rubenkraut.”

“Huh?” Kael looked at the
man’s buttocks, enjoying the sight and the knowledge that he would
soon be whipping them.

“My safe word, Sir,”
Weirstein told him.

Kael chuckled. “Of course.
For a minute I thought you were hungry.” Under normal circumstances
he would never proceed with a flogging without first securing a
safe word from his sub. But there was no word in the world that
would keep Weirstein safe that night.

“I take a lot of
punishment before I use it, Master.”

“Good boy.”

Kael licked his forefinger
and reached between the man’s legs to press his fingertip against
the dark pink perineum. Slowly, tantalizingly, he ran his finger up
the crack and stopped at the puckered anus. The man gasped, his
breathing becoming heavier. Kael retraced his path back down to the
ball sac, watching as the buttocks clenched and quivered. Without
warning he grabbed the scrotum, squeezing it until Weirstein
whimpered. Releasing his tight grip, he let the balls lie loose in
his hand, weighing them, rolling them in his palm.

“Nice balls, boy. Maybe
I’ll let you suck on mine in a while.” He said it only to inflame;
there would be no time for that.

“Thank you, Master. Thank
you.” Weirstein’s words caught in his throat; he swallowed and
repeated, “Thank you, Master. Thank you, Sir.” His gratitude was
touching.

When Weirstein least
expected it, Kael gripped the loose skin again and pulled hard,
dragging the ball sac downward. The sub let out a scream. Kael
leaned forward, pressing his chest into Weirstein’s back. “Don’t
let me hear you make any more noise, boy. You’ll have half the
staff up here.”

“I beg your pardon,
Sir.”

Kael stood up, releasing
the man’s balls. Again he pressed his finger against the perineum,
tracing a path upward as Weirstein’s breathing increased by
degrees. At the top of the cleft, he stopped.

“Shall I whip your
backside now?” It was not a question, but he liked to talk as he
worked and he always enjoyed it when a boy responded with
gratitude.

“Yes, please, Sir. If you
would be so good, Master.” Weirstein watched Kael over his
shoulder.

He went to the wardrobe
and opened it. A selection of the man’s belts was laid out on a
hanger. He took a wide black leather belt and then turned to look
at Weirstein while he slapped it against his palm, feeling its
weight and enjoying the smell of the good quality leather. It was
an expensive belt from a high-end shop. It would hurt. He walked
back toward Weirstein, knowing his languid stroll would serve to
arouse the man further in this vulnerable position. He watched
Weirstein’s chest heave, his buttocks tightening and releasing
rhythmically.

“Bow your head and close
your eyes, boy.”

“Yes, Sir.”

Kael stood behind Weirstein,
where the man could not see him. The stance often terrified a sub
and increased their excitement.

“Please, Sir, I beg you to
begin.” There was desperation in Weirstein’s voice.

Taking his pleasure at a
kill was always a risk, but the hotel was quiet and Weirstein was
settling down for the night, so he was not expected anywhere or
anticipating visitors. Still, there was
no time to warm him up. “It’s going to be hard and fast, so not a
sound,” Kael warned him.

“Thank you,
Master.”

Kael raised his muscular
arm, bringing the belt down hard across the middle of the buttocks.
Weirstein flinched but did not move more than a fraction of an
inch. The leathery skin on his buttocks attested to many previous
floggings, and Kael knew he could go all out. “I see you like a
cane. Your backside tells the story.”

“Yes, Sir, but I do not
have one with me. Perhaps another time, Master.”

“Perhaps.” Kael raised his
arm again and landed a volley of hard, fast blows.

The crack of leather
against flesh and the hiss of the belt as it flew
through the air were the only sounds in the silent room. Weirstein
neither moved nor seemed to breathe. For a full five minutes, Kael
belted the backside in front of him, his own cock growing harder
with every blow. When the buttocks were scarlet and welted, he
began on the thighs, relentlessly working his way down to the knees
and back up again. When his cock was ready to explode, he returned
to the buttocks, thrashing so fast and so hard that sweat ran down
his neck and chest.

The rise and fall of the belt,
the steady rhythm of flogging a man was hypnotic. When Kael
flogged, his instrument became an extension of his arm, each blow
reverberating through his body. He had to be careful in a situation
like this because he tended to lose track of time and to forget
where he was once he got into the moment with a sub.

“Master, please, I beg
you.”

For a split second he
thought Weirstein was begging him to stop. But the man was a
seasoned sub; he was begging for permission to climax. Kael had to
admire the man’s ability to hold back when he was so
stimulated.

“Do it,” Kael said. “You
have my permission.”

Weirstein grunted out a
long, slow climax, his buttocks pumping the air, reaching out
toward the belt. Before he had finished, Kael dropped the belt and
pulled on the condom. He gripped the man’s buttocks in both hands,
prying them wide apart, and positioned his cock at the tight anus.
He thrust hard and deep and within half a minute his orgasm began
to rush through his thighs and belly. He took no more than four or
five violent thrusts before his hot sperm shot out, filling the
condom. It was all he could do not to scream out his
pleasure.

Grasping the arms of the
chair, he leaned forward over the man’s back, still embedded deeply
within him. His climax subsided; his breath slowed. For long
minutes he rested, enjoying the tingling aftermath of a good fuck.
“Don’t move,” he whispered, “and don’t speak.”

Like a good submissive,
Weirstein remained immobile, panting, bent over, vulnerable, and
trusting. He appeared utterly at peace.

Kael slid his limp cock
free and walked over to his clothes. From the pocket of his
trousers, he took the retractable scalpel he liked to use and came
up behind the man again, his thumb on the release button. He moved
back into position as though he intended to fuck Weirstein a second
time, his groin pressed against the man’s hot, welted buttocks, his
chest folded over his back.

“Thank you, Master,”
Weirstein said, gratitude heavy in his voice. “Thank you,
Sir.”

“You’re welcome.” Kael
pressed the safety button, and the razor-sharp scalpel shot deep
into the man’s external jugular vein.

Weirstein drew in a long
breath. A hissing sound followed as blood began to gush from the
vein. Kael pressed all his weight down onto the man’s back, making
it impossible for him to rise. Weirstein struggled to get his hands
to his neck in an automatic response to stanch the flow, but he was
helpless, his blood and his strength rushing from his
body.

When the struggle was
over, the target dead, Kael stood upright and checked himself for
blood spatter. There was nothing. He took the condom to the
bathroom and flushed it down the toilet, then dressed without
hurrying.

At the door he looked
back. A thick pool of dark blood soaked the carpet beneath the
man’s neck. His eyes were half-open.

Nice-looking man.

In the corridor Kael walked back
the way he had come, pulling off his latex gloves and shoving them
into his pocket. The passage leading to the alleyway was empty.
Already Kael wanted to be home. A short first-class flight and he
would be back in London at his expensive flat on the River Thames,
settling into his own bed, sleeping for hours.

“Scheisse!” he said out loud, but
in German. Shit.

The man he had left
unconscious in the mop cupboard had come round and pushed the door
open a crack, looking out to see where he might find his
clothes.

His wide, frightened eyes
met Kael’s, and even though he had not seen Kael’s face earlier, it
was obvious Kael was the man who had attacked him. For one thing,
Kael was wearing his uniform. He slammed the door closed, shutting
himself in.

Kael grabbed the doorknob,
but the man had tight hold of it. Anger flooding him, Kael yanked
hard. The door flew open, and he stepped inside, his hand already
on the scalpel in his pocket. Naked and terrified, the man held up
his hands in front of him in a defensive posture. Without taking
his eyes off the target, Kael saw stacks of cloths on a shelf to
his right. He snatched a cloth and with lightning-quick speed
brought the scalpel up and found the man’s jugular, pressing the
cloth over his hand to prevent blood spatter.

Collateral damage. Why did you
have to open the door? Why did you have to see me?

With care
he lowered the man to the floor. Taking a fresh
cloth, he wiped the man’s flesh where he had touched him and
cleaned off the doorknob on both sides of the door, then closed it
quietly. Outside in the cool night, he grabbed his bag of clothes
and left without looking back.

If there was one thing he hated,
it was collateral damage, but as they told them in training, there
would always be some.

* * * *

London, England

Naked, fresh from a hot
shower, and hungry, Kael walked into the kitchen and opened the
fridge. A carton of cream for coffee and a carton of milk for tea
stood side by side. There was no food. He never cooked and rarely
ate at home. Sometimes he threw a half-eaten jar of caviar in
there, but today there was nothing. He could eat later.

He wandered into the extensive
living room and crossed the bare hardwood floor to the picture
windows that looked out onto the Thames. The sun was beginning to
rise over the water, casting it into a pure golden light.

Kael liked his flat
spotlessly clean and as neat as a pin. It was so perfect it
appeared unlived in. There was not a photograph on the walls or a
memento from his travels on the pristine glass-and-oak coffee table
or sideboard, but there were several tasteful pieces of abstract
expressionist art on the walls. He adored Rothko’s work but doubted
he would ever be rich enough to do anything but look at it at a
gallery.

For a fleeting moment, his
mind went back to Vienna. The sex had been excellent.

In the bedroom
the king-size bed waited where he always slept
alone. The white sheets were crisp and perfect, the white duvet
fluffed to perfection, the pillows just right. A charwoman came in
once a fortnight, but only when he was home. Otherwise he changed
the bed himself every day.

He slid his arm under the mattress and took out the book. He’d
be in deep shit with MI6 if anyone ever found it, but since last
year, when Misha had died, he had been planning to make a record of
his life. He threw back the duvet and piled up the pillows, then
sat back with his knees up. From the bedside table drawer, he took
a pen and began to write.

* * * *

I met Conran at school when I
was twelve and he was sixteen. I was already tall for my age and my
shoulders were filling out. I matched him in strength and height,
but he was my superior, or so he thought, because he was older. As
a prefect it was his job to inspect our dormitory every night
before bed, looking for illegal food and dirty books.

We stood beside
those narrow, hard little beds, that the
parents—not mine—were paying a fortune for us to sleep in, while a
nasty teenager, who thought he was Flashman from Tom
Brown’s Schooldays, marched up and down
looking at us like we were filth. Every night he would look at me
and find something wrong. He would say, “Your bedside table needs
dusting, Saunders, but what can we expect from a council estate
charity case?”

Things like that.

The boys who had not yet got a
beating from me would laugh. Those who had would look at Conran
with pity.

Conran thought the worst
thing that had happened to the British school system, and College
Grange in particular, was that caning had been banned in
1988.

I was in my second year at
College Grange, thirteen years old, when the parents all came for
Sports Day and my mum got on the train and came all that way to
watch me win all the races, as well as the high jump and long jump.
She screamed her head off during the races, cheering me on, while
all the posh mums looked at her with disgust. That night Conran
sneered at her cheap clothes and heavy Liverpool accent. He had no
idea what was coming.

I waited until lights-out,
got out of bed, and took my trouser belt from my locker. The boys
saw me go, but no one dared say anything except Freddie. He said,
“Saunders, get back into bed, you’ll get into such
trouble.”

I told him
Conran needed a lesson in manners.

I found Conran alone in the
showers wanking himself off with a porn magazine full of women with
big breasts and shaved pussies. For a moment he was terrified at
getting caught, until he realized it was me and then he got
belligerent, telling me to get back to bed or he would order me to
have cold showers for a week. He had the power to do that.

I wrestled him onto the
tiled shower floor and pinned him there
with my greater weight. While he threatened me with expulsion,
among other things, I flogged his arse with my belt until he was
covered in bleeding welts.

He never told anyone what
I did to him and he never spoke to me again until the day I walked
into his office in Vauxhall Cross at the age of twenty-two after
ten months of training with the Secret Intelligence Service. Most
recruits spent a couple of years in training, but I had a natural
talent for the work. He’s been my handler
ever since.

* * * *

Kael closed the book and
returned it to its hiding place. He pressed a button on the console
beside the bed and watched the blinds lower, cutting out the bright
morning sun. In the comforting darkness he stretched out and then
curled up on his side like a child. He closed his eyes and slept
solidly for twelve hours.

* * * *


Chapter 3

Cape Cod, Massachusetts

Angel stripped off his
clothes and dropped them on the floor, knowing he would never get
around to washing them. He had to leave in the next couple of days,
and he couldn’t carry much, only the few things he really
wanted.

His mother had left early
that morning, gone to live with her new boyfriend in France without
leaving a forwarding address, let alone inviting him to go with
her.

Boyfriend was a stupid word; the
old creep was at least seventy. Angel’s stepfather had been away on
business for several days and had returned that evening, so
Samantha had made her escape while he was gone. That morning, in
the kitchen, Maria-Jesus had said, “Mrs. Andresen gone, Angel. She left in the night.”
Then she had shrugged and hugged him.

His stepfather
couldn’t stand him, and it was entirely mutual.
They had lived in the same house for five years, and Sven had never
said a kind or civil word to him. Even if Angel did not plan to
move out, Sven Andresen would throw him out as soon as he found out
his wife had left him.

In the en-suite bathroom,
Angel switched on the light and turned on the hot water in the
shower. He loved his bedroom and bathroom at the Cape Cod house.
They were much bigger than at the Manhattan apartment. More than
anything he loved hitching up the cape to Provincetown to look at
the gorgeous men on the beach. But that day, after his mother had
left, he had taken one of Sven’s cars and managed to dent the
driver’s side door against a lamppost.

Needing a drink,
he grabbed his robe to head
downstairs.

“On second
thought.”

He tossed the robe
on the floor with his clothes. Sven got furious
when he left his room naked, but he no longer gave a damn what Sven
thought. Sven could call him queer little fucker all he
wanted; tomorrow he’d be out of there.

Leaving the shower
running, Angel padded down the stairs into the wide entrance hall,
his bare feet silent on the hardwood floors. The kitchen was on the
west side of the house, and he had to pass the lounge to reach it.
One side of the double mahogany doors to the lounge stood open, the
light from inside illuminating a small area of the dark
hall.

A loud voice erupted from
inside.

Sven was on the phone
screaming at Samantha. “Get your fucking ass home, bitch!” A pause.
“Oh yes you are; you are coming home. Do you think you’re going to
get alimony out of me? You’ll get nothing!”

His mother didn’t care
about alimony. She was still young, thirty-four, and very
beautiful. She had met Gregoire St. Germaine several months before
when she had taken Angel skiing in Whistler. She wanted the
designer clothes and purses she had got used to being married to
Sven, the expensive perfumes and trips to Europe. The new man would
give her all that and more, and without the abuse Sven, with his
vile temper, doled out.

Angel had lost count of the number of times he had listened to
them screaming at each other, followed by Sven giving his mother a
smack. Then there were days of bliss when they made up and cooed at
each other while her black eyes healed.

He crept up to the double
doors and stood behind the closed side, peeking in. Sven sat on the
dark red leather chesterfield sofa, his back to the wide French
windows that looked out onto the sea. The surf was loud tonight,
the waves roaring in. Fists clenched, Sven shouted, “No one else
will have you, whore! Get the fuck home!”

She’s not coming home,
and she’s already found someone else, dickhead. He’s richer than
you and too old to knock her around.

Angel watched his
stepfather, handsome and tall, always well-dressed even at home. The anger on Sven’s face was
beginning to melt and the pleading began. “Please, Samantha, come
home. I love you. I’ll never lay a hand on you again.”

Angel stepped out from
behind the door and stood in the full light, waiting. It took Sven
a second to see him. Hands on his narrow hips, Angel wiggled his
ass while offering an exaggerated wink. Rage flaring again, Sven’s
face contorted. He angered easily and had never had a scintilla of
patience with Angel. Grabbing the case containing his reading
glasses, he hurled it. It landed on the rug about ten feet from
Sven, missing Angel by another six feet. He ducked back behind the
door, still peeking at his stepfather, a grin plastered across his
face.

“How come you didn’t take
your fucking faggot son with you? He dented the door on my BMW
today. He doesn’t even have a license, and that’s the third car of
mine he’s damaged. You should have taken him, because I’m going to
kill him.”

Angel shivered. He might be wise
to leave tonight.

“I will, Samantha. You
come home, or I’ll kill your son. He’s a useless piece of shit
anyway.”

A silhouette flitted past the
French windows and was gone. Angel squinted. There was nothing
there. He had imagined it.

It was back.

A tall, broad-shouldered
figure stood at the French windows, doing something to the lock.
Either he was silent on his feet, or the surf and Sven’s voice
drowned him out, because he made no sound.

The next few moments were
surreal.

The French windows opened
a slit, and a man dressed in unrelieved black stepped inside,
closing them behind him so fast that the rush of the wind and surf
had no time to enter with him. He was huge and handsome, with a
shaved head, and his eyes were a stunning bright blue. His jaw
chiselled was very masculine. He looked like he’d stepped out of a
magazine.

He must work with Sven.

Sven had no idea anyone
was behind him, not even when the man stood so close that he put a
gun behind Sven’s ear and
fired.

Almost no sound came from
the gun, no more than a little pop. It looked like the kind
James Bond used, with a silencer. Sven dropped the phone and
slumped to one side. Blood ran from the wound, down his neck, and
onto his immaculate white Armani shirt, creating a fractal-like
pattern.

As silently as he had
entered, the man turned to leave. At the French windows, he froze
and pivoted round again. His body as still as a statue, he scanned
the room by turning his head slowly. Angel wanted to duck out of
the way—it would have taken him a split second—but he froze, like
the stranger had.

The beautiful blue eyes
met his. The man put one hand on the back of the chesterfield to
lever himself and sprang over the couch toward him.

Angel ran back up the stairs and
along the hall to his bedroom. His heart thudded—not from
running—but from fear. Pure, unadulterated, sickening fear.

In his bedroom, he turned
off the light and ran into the bathroom, flipping off that light as
well, until he stood in the pitch-dark. Nothing but the sound of
rushing water filled his head. On tiptoe he crept into the shower.
The water ran hot, streaming over his body. He had forgotten he had
left it running, and the room was filled with steam. The man had
killed Sven, and now he would kill Angel. He pressed his back to
the tiles, waiting to die.

* * * *

Kael stood in the bedroom in the
dark. He had studied the house plan with his usual attention to
detail and knew the boy was trapped in the bathroom.

He also knew the boy
should not have been there. Mrs. Andresen had left her husband that
morning, and Kael had been told by intelligence that her son had
left with her. Not only was he in the house, but he had seen Kael’s
face and seen him hit the target.

That familiar prickly sensation on the back of his neck that
alerted him to danger had made him turn around. At first he had no
idea what it was: male, female, child, or adult. It was not until
his foot hit the bottom step of the staircase that he saw a slender
naked male figure ahead of him running through the darkened house,
and knew it was Andresen’s stepson.

There was nothing else to do. He
had to kill the boy.

Kael stood in the bathroom
doorway. His incredible night vision had always been an asset. The
room was both dark and unfamiliar; added to that, it was filled
with steam, and still he could see a vague outline of the boy
plastered against the tiles in the big shower stall. It was one of
those showers with three jets and room for an intimate gathering,
bigger than his own shower at home.

From his pocket he
took the scalpel, placed his gun on the
floor, and removed his clothes, smiling all the while. The blood
would run down the drain, and he could rinse off any spatter. Why
didn’t all his kills have the decency to hop in the shower and make
his life easier? He stripped off his latex gloves and shoved them
in his pocket.

When he was naked, with
the scalpel in his hand, he flipped on the light. A whimper issued
from the shower. Kael crossed the bathroom and opened the glass
door. He stepped into the shower and stood absolutely still.
Flattened against the wall stood a lovely, terrified young man.
Blond hair was soaked to his head, and his big silvery grey eyes
opened wide with fear, staring straight at Kael.

The smell of warm urine
filled Kael’s nostrils, and he looked down at the boy’s legs to see
yellow piss mingling with the water. The boy also looked down, then
back at Kael, shame passing over his face.

“Are you going to kill
me?” The voice was little more than a whisper.

An unexpected and
overwhelming feeling gripped Kael in the belly. He wanted to take
the boy in his arms and calm his fears. He wanted to comfort him,
not kill him. “Why would I do that?” Of course he was going to kill
him, but he wanted the boy’s fear to go away first. He enclosed the
scalpel in his hand, hiding it.

“Are you
English?”

The situation was
ludicrous, yet the boy’s natural curiosity forced him to ask a
question that made it feel almost commonplace. “Yes. What’s your
name?”

“Angel,” he said softly.
“Angel Button.”

“Angel,” Kael repeated,
and opened his arms wide. “Come here, Angel.”

He thought he might have
to repeat himself or take a step toward the boy to encourage him.
He expected Angel to slide down the wall or piss himself again.
Instead Angel took two or three quick steps and threw himself at
Kael, wrapping his arms around Kael’s broad chest. At six feet five
inches, Kael stood taller than most men. Angel was about five feet
eight, so his head rested against Kael’s chest. He looked down at
the boy, cupping Angel’s head with his hand.

“Don’t be afraid of me,
Angel. I won’t hurt you.” But that was a lie; he had to hurt
him.

For a long time they stood
with the water rushing over them, not moving. Kael could feel
Angel’s thudding heart begin to slow as the boy calmed down.
Overwhelmed with confusion, he didn’t know what to do. All he knew
was that he felt happy the boy trusted him, and angry that the poor
kid was putting his trust in an assassin.

Kael took Angel’s chin in
his hand and tilted it up to look into his eyes. His face was
beautiful—pale porcelain skin and a delicate, pointed chin. But it
was his eyes that drew Kael in, wide, silver, and completely
trusting. Kael had told Angel that he wouldn’t hurt him, and the
boy appeared to believe him. He dropped a little kiss on Angel’s
forehead, turned off the shower, and stepped out, taking Angel with
him.

Secreting the scalpel in
the fold of a towel, he took a couple more towels from a shelf and
threw one at Angel. Kael towelled the water from his head and body,
watching the boy do the same. Angel’s hair got blonder and blonder
as he rubbed it dry. When he was finished, he dropped the towel on
the floor, looking at Kael.

“Why did you kill
Sven?”

Kael pointed at the towel.
“Put it in the wash basket.” Angel obeyed at once. That was the
second time he had done as he was told without question. He seemed
submissive and eager to please, but then, what choice did he have?
Avoiding the question, Kael asked, “Did you love him?”

Angel shook his head, his
hair falling into long, soft spikes. It looked like it was cut to
be spiky. Kael wanted to touch it, and he beckoned the boy with one
finger, fully expecting him to come, and he did. He ran his hands
through Angel’s hair, thick and soft and fair.

Kael usually had no idea
why his targets had to be eliminated, but Conran had told him in
that strange encounter in his office. He revelled in the memory of
Conran’s discomfiture that day.

“Sven Andresen sold guns
to bad guys,” he said as if talking to a child.

“That doesn’t surprise
me,” Angel said. “What do we do now?”

We?

He should kill the boy and
leave the house at once. His instructions had told him there would
be clean-up on this job, but they would
be slow to arrive because of the location. “Come and have sex with
me. I’ll decide after that.”

A little sigh escaped the
young man, and his pale cheeks flushed
with pleasure. “Yes, please, sir. But what about Sven?”

“He’s not going anywhere,”
Kael said.

Angel issued a small
laugh. “After you.” He gestured at the bedroom door. Kael took him
by the arm, directing him in first. He never turned his back on
anyone.

The bedroom was typical
for a young man of Angel’s age. Clothes scattered on the floor, a
tablet sitting on the desk, a TV, a games console, and mess
everywhere. A single birthday card stood on the dresser. Kael
picked it up. “When’s your birthday?”

“Today,” Angel
said.

“Happy birthday, Angel.”
He glanced at the inscription. “Who’s Maria-Jesus?”

“She’s the
housekeeper.”

Kael pointed at the duvet
falling off the bed and the rumpled sheets. “Did you just get
up?”

Angel looked confused.
“No.”

“Then why is your bed
unmade?”

Angel shrugged but did not
reply.

Sticking out from under
the bed was a sliding stack of dog-eared magazines. Kael bent to
retrieve a handful. “Bear Magazine.” He
looked at the boy, who no longer seemed frightened and had a rock
hard erection. “Is this what you like? Hairy men?”

“I like masculine men,”
Angel said, his flushed cheeks growing pinker. He looked Kael up
and down, saying, “I like men without hair too. I like them big and
manly.” He paused, looking down as if he was shy to say the next
thing. “And older.”

“How old are you, just so
I know this is legal?” Kael said.

“You shot a man in the
neck, and you’re worried about what’s legal?” Angel looked
genuinely confused.

“I killed an arms dealer,
but that doesn’t mean I’d have sex with an underage
twink.”

“I’m twenty,” Angel said.
“I’m still growing. I hope I’ll reach six feet.”

“Good.” Kael looked at the
next magazine. “Daddy
Magazine.” A mature, bare-chested man on
the cover smiled at him.

“That’s what I want,”
Angel whispered. “I want a daddy.”

“Are you obedient?” Kael
put the magazines back under the bed. He already knew the
answer.

“Yes,” Angel said at
once.

“Say yes, sir.”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Do you trust me, boy?” He
looked into Angel’s face, thinking how appropriate his name
was.

“Yes, Daddy.”

“I didn’t say you could
call me Daddy,” Kael said. “I’m not into the daddy thing. I’m a
master. I expect obedience, instant obedience.”

“I am obedient, Sir,”
Angel said. “And I trust you.”

“In that case…” Kael
pulled the rumpled duvet off the bed and tossed it onto the floor.
He pointed at the bed.

Angel scampered over and
leaped up onto the messy sheets. Standing beside the bed, Kael
laughed at his enthusiasm. “A moment ago you were terrified of
me.”

On his knees on the bed,
Angel wrapped his arms around Kael’s waist. “You said you wouldn’t
hurt me, didn’t you, Sir?”

You saw me kill
a man, and after this I’ll
have to kill you.

He hugged Angel
close. It wouldn’t do any harm to be the boy’s
daddy for a little while. “All right, you can call me Daddy. Now
get down on your hands and knees for Daddy. I want my cock up your
arse.”

Angel released him and
obeyed. Turning round, he got on all fours, his feet hanging off
the edge of the bed, knees wide, backside sticking out, and braced
himself. Kael gripped the firm buttocks in both hands, spreading
them wide. He poked his finger at the dry anus. “Have you got a
tube of KY and a condom?”

“In the drawer.” Angel
pointed at the bedside table. “Should I get
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