
Safe by the Sea

RIPSEA #2



  	
	    
	      Also by G.J. Leonard

	    

      
	    
          
	      Ripsea

          
        
          
	          Barn Find

          
        
          
	          Safe By The Sea

          
        
          
	          It's Good To Talk

          
        
          
	          All At Sea

          
        
          
	          Old School, New Lessons

          
        
          
	          Wrong Side Of The Tracks

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          Barnitts - Through The Years.

          
        
      

      
    
	    
	      
	      Watch for more at G.J. Leonard’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Also By G.J. Leonard

Safe By The Sea (Ripsea, #2)

© Copyright G.J. Leonard 2022

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

Also By G.J. Leonard

About the Author

About the Publisher

G.J. Leonard

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

© Copyright G.J. Leonard 2022




[image: ]


The main characters are from Yorkshire, so British English is used. The dialogue is realistic for the characters, which means that they occasionally swear.

All the characters in this book are fictitious from the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead is purely coincidental.
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9th March 2021

Tuesday 08.29 am

––––––––
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“URGENT ASSISTANT REQUIRED; WE ARE BEING ATTACKED!” The loud voice distorted the sound

The shout from Police officer Lee Doyle stopped and the sound muffled, then more dull thuds. The last words from the radio call were much quieter and the radio was crackling.  

“Status zero.......the Foreshore B&B...” then harsh breathing could be heard "..they’ve got us both.....”

The radio microphone crackled and then the sound was inaudible. The talking stopped, but DCI Mark Taylor could hear male voices shouting and roaring in the background during the call. It sounded like a chaotic scene.

Mark was sitting in the office listening to the recording of the call that Lee had made last night whilst attending a disturbance. He had been on patrol and double crewed with Kate Robson. Kate was a twenty-two-year veteran and Lee had been with the force for seven years.

The phrase ‘urgent assistant’ is not what any police officer likes hearing over the radio. He had heard it only four other times during his thirty-plus-year career. It always sent a shiver down his spine and a sense of dread because it always meant one of their own is under attack and needed help quickly.

A quiet Monday night in Saltby before 11 pm would be one of the least expected for such an incident. All officers were trained to be aware that they can happen at any time despite being uncommon.

Mark understood Inspector Savage upstairs would be expecting a summary report of his first findings by the end of the day of his assessment on what happened. He wanted it to be as thorough as possible before going to see him. Today he would need to have read every witness statement, scrutinized the 999 calls, any radio calls, and studied any bodycam footage available from any who attended such as other officers and paramedics if they were equipped with it.

He was particularly interested to see what it showed, especially curious to know if it would shed an explanation for the bizarre mystery from last night. The crew who arrived on the scene in response to the urgent assistance call had found both of their colleague’s barely conscious but in the recovery position whilst two men were already subdued and handcuffed together. He wanted to know how.

Mark had downloaded the files onto the PC in his office and had just been about to access the footage when he suddenly felt he had been transferred to a submarine that had just experienced a torpedo strike and was letting in water rapidly.

He jumped up but was soaked from head to foot before he reached the door as he ran out of his office. The cold water had shocked him but whatever had happened, it was the last thing Mark needed before 9 am when he knew how much work would be involved before he had any chance of leaving.
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8th March 2021

Monday 10.44pm
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Agnesa woke to the sounds of men arguing and what she imagined was the crash of furniture breaking coming from downstairs. Her first reaction was relief that it was not trouble for her in the room she was locked in with the two other men. For the past few nights, she had hardly slept, always aware of her own safety. Despite the noise the others slept soundly which was a luxury brought about from exhaustion. Then she heard the floorboards familiar creek outside, but this time she heard the key almost inaudibly slide into the door and turn the lock. There was a feint movement of light under the door and listened as the door shut to the room next door.

It only took her seconds to realize that for the first time in nine months, she was not locked in. She silently dressed. Of all the ways she had thought about escaping, none had involved the door being opened. She reached the handle. It opened; she was going to try to finally get away from them. Agnesa did not wait another second, she slipped through and shut it behind her as quietly as she could. By the time she reached the first-floor landing there was a rage in the atmosphere and anger in the men's voices. The final half turn on the stairs gave her a glimpse of the front door and her way out of the misery. Aggie was five seconds and a few feet away, but the entrance hall and lobby area were looking more like a battlefield. Plus, she had a dilemma.

Aggie was eight stairs up and in front of the carnage. Broken glass on the floor from the front door, a bookcase on its side, a small telephone table broken in pieces, but it was the ensuing fight that gave her the biggest problem. Get involved or ignore what was going on? In front of the doorway was a female police officer in an awkward heap who was barely conscious slowly wave her arm. Aggie thought her nose looked broken and maybe even an eye socket. She had taken a battering and was coughing blood from her mouth. The shouting came from two other men who were fighting in a room off to the side. One of the men was grappling the other and at the same time getting kicks into the stomach and head of another unconscious officer.

She looked around but nobody else was coming downstairs to help. Two needing help, two others and one the main aggressor. She looked at the door, looked down at the woman and took no more than a split second to weigh up what was happening or what would happen if she did not step in. Aggies instincts and training took over. She could hear ‘coach’, her mentor words ‘take the worst one out first’. Less than two minutes later she walked out of the front door into the darkness. She turned a corner into a side street and ran just seconds before the blue lights illuminated the road and pulled up outside the property. She felt certain the situation for the officers was now better, but she wanted to get away. She started running.
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9th March 2021

Tuesday 12.08 am
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Agnesa Kovaci was hiding deep in a wood, high up a hill at the back of a town that she did not know the name of despite being there for several months. She was trying to take stock of what had just happened in the last hour, and what her options were now. She was satisfied, for the time being, that she was far enough away from the road and the treeline so the Lords would not see her easily. It was pitch black and it was that darkness that was keeping her hidden, because it was winter so half of the trees were bare of foliage.

Coming to England months earlier she had been full of hopes and dreams, but nothing had met her expectations and it was fair to say she had hated every single day. She had spent countless hours, days, and weeks playing out so many different scenarios of how to flee the Lords holding her.

No matter how she thought it might be possible, Agnesa’s problem was that she always ended up in the same desperate predicament. She had come into the country illegally after all. She would also be without any money, no food, no shelter, no clothing, and no documents. She would be completely alone in a strange place where she did not know a single person who she could trust, and she had serious doubts she could ever trust anyone ever again. Now here she was having just escaped from them in a most bizarre incident that she had never once envisaged, but she was in the exact predicament predicted and it was freezing cold.

She sat on the icy cold ground with her back up against the wide tree. She looked down at what she was wearing. When she had heard the lock quietly click on the door a little over an hour earlier, she had quickly slipped back into the canvas leggings, the cheap t-shirt, and ill-fitting cotton top that she had worn that week. They were still wet after what she guessed were just two hours on the radiator in that horrible little room, she had spent the last few months locked in. She detested the cheap plimsolls for being still wet too. She had seen many young women wearing them because they looked trendy, but Agnesa was a professional in sports trainers and she suspected the Lords gave her these because they were thin, painful with no bounce which would be no good if she tried to run. They had never kept her feet warm or dry, but they had made her wear them every day. The only positive she saw in everything she was wearing was that it was all black.

Assessing her attire and her desperate situation she was worried about just how many hours she could realistically hide and survive. She was unsure if they would be looking for her yet, but she was certain if they found her, she would be either moved from the car washes into one of their brothels or killed.

She had been threatened with rape, she had fended off attacks that she felt she would have been raped and she had been subjected to the insinuation of her family being harmed back home and much more besides. Every day there was an undercurrent of intimidation and exploitation that had been tough for her to endure.

Everything told her that at some point she had to take a leap of faith and put her trust in a stranger again, she saw no other way. Agnesa had always been a fiercely independent girl and she was not happy about the prospect because it was too open to chance if she chose the wrong person. After all, she was literally putting her life and immediate future into a complete stranger’s hands. That was exactly what she had done in order to get to the UK and that had gone badly. She had tried it three months earlier, but it had come to nothing, and she was wary of risking a repeat if nobody helped her again.
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