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In case you didn’t know.
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UK Cornish born Kip was raised and educated in the Midlands. He left school at sixteen with his O-level qualifications in the late 70’s to pursue a career with the MOD’s weapons and explosives research and development department in Uxbridge. After accomplishing his target pay grade and the highest position available within the department, he transferred his career option and enrolled with the Commandos. Later on, in his service career he joined the SAS at the rank of Squadron Quartermaster Sergeant, (SQS). However, several years and tours later and after learning about his reputation and talents the Special Boats Services (SBS) requisitioned his services and experience as an underwater explosive’s ordnance expert, where he successfully saw out his service years as Captain. 

Now, in his 50’s Kip owns and runs a personal security consultancy service. But, more importantly, in the spring of 2011, he willingly accepted a commission as a highly skilled covert field operative and assassin for the ESS, several years after a suicide bomber took his wife and only child. The government funded ESS, is an elite covert section of the joint Secret Intelligence Service, SIS & MI6. So covert, its very existence is only known by a select few in government, military intelligence and our armed forces. 

Nessa Marrak also born in Cornwall UK, an ex-military girl herself is a 3rd Dan black belt in jujitsu and 2nd dan Kendo and Kip’s partner in crime so to speak, since the summer of 2011. Nessa shares a platonic relationship with Kip on his yacht Ollie (one life live it enjoy), on the waters off the South-West of England.

The ESS rid our soil of the evil low-life that either evades capture or our Justice System fails to incarcerate. 

Permanently! 

True Justice!

Proper job!
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Dedication
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To Tom.

My 44 yearlong friend and fellow seafarer,

rough shooter and diving buddy.

Fair winds my friend, fair winds.
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Chapter 1
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A LARGE WARM BLOOD covered male body fell from the hand rail of the balcony above. Luckily, it only partially landed on me, but the glancing impact still managed to force me to the ground. I rolled over, pushed it off and away and quickly scrambled to my feet. I also had blood dripping from a previous wound on my forehead, and had to wipe it repeatedly with my backhand to prevent it fogging my sight. Movement, I heard footfalls, I raised my Glock with my only good arm and scanned the balcony to the end door. I saw the door open and a head appeared above the rail, I tapped two at his head before he had chance to exit. The only trouble was I’m not ambidextrous, and I was holding my Glock in my less favoured hand, consequently, the first round hit the hand rail, deflected and completely missed its target. The second round also missed its target and hit the dam door, what a complete balls up. The door slammed shut. Had he gone or was he still inside? I wiped my forehead yet again, and before any possible retaliation, I dropped behind a large bronze statue in a reinforced glass showcase. 

What the bloody hell’s a statue of a Roman Gladiator in a glass case doing in an underground tube station? 

Again, my eyes had lost him, if he’s still up there he must be keeping close to the back wall, in the first-floor shadows of the unlit balcony. Then I looked at the balcony again from a different angle, to determine where I would take a shot from to hit someone on the ground. 

What the hell’s a bloody balcony doing in an underground station? 

I took aim and waited for him to show his head, bingo, I tapped one this time before he had any sight of me. Thankfully this time it was more accurate. I believe I removed part of his left ear by his reaction to my shot. He’d gone again. Was he dead or just wounded? A door opened directly behind me. I spun a one-eighty keeping my arm high maintaining aim, and then I heard it, the explosion coming from the trains’ coach. I am too late. The air filled with the smell of cordite, smoke, and the sounds of men, women and children crying and screaming. The unmistakable sound of panic. 

The wound on my forehead must have been more serious than I had first anticipated, things started to go grey and then black. My vision had all but left me and my hearing had almost gone too, the result of the sonic effects from the explosion. I just heard someone muttering, “Kip. Hello Kip” while everything went darker? 

****
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DESMOND ‘DIRTY’ JACKSON ruled the criminal underworld in and around London for one and a half decades, from the early seventies till his retirement in the mid-eighties. He took control after the two main rival gangs shot each other to death in a massive 60’s style gangland shootout, inside a theatre in the West-End area of London. Only a few minor members or pawns survived this nightmare. The police knew their names but their bodies were never found. They were thought to have just disappeared, probably to Costa Del Sol, Spain. Who could have killed them anyway? Who could have fitted the concrete wellingtons? All the big-wigs and soldiers from both sides lay dead in the theatre. 

The theatre suffered so much destruction internally it had to be completely refurbished inside. Hundreds and hundreds of machine gun bullets flying around here, there and everywhere, ripped seats apart, carpeting, curtains, plastered walls and ceilings. Blood pools and splatters where found everywhere, the stage, back stage, stalls, boxes, the lower and upper circles, the passage ways, toilets and the foyer, nowhere had escaped the carnage. The press had a field day but the police made no arrests, they were all dead or they just vanished. The leaders and many members of the gangs were all identified among the corpses. The only reason they suspect a few pawns got away came from a female witness who was seated on the top deck of a moving bus as it slowly passed the theatre. She claimed she saw two men helping an injured man, run out the entrance and down the road. She didn’t see any faces for identification purposes and her statement was never confirmed to be true.

One man who came out on top of all this was Desmond Jackson, the boss of the South of London criminal area. Jackson saw this as a chance to move in and take control of East and West London without any considerable opposition. It was an opportunity he took advantage of without having to break any legs, arms, fingers, and even without any blood being spilt. An opportunity of his lifetime, and he knew it.

Firstly, he purchased the theatre from the newly bankrupt owner, who luckily for Jackson, had no insurance or any collateral funds to realise the repairs. Within four months Jackson’s contractors had completed the refurbishment of the theatre, to such a standard, it would’ve attracted the more affluent of the theatre goers and alike.

And secondly, Jackson brought in sixty per cent of his men and split them fifty-fifty, East London and West London. With the South, Jackson controlled three quarters of London, governing the protection and robbery and fraud and drugs and arson and extortion rackets. In fact, pretty much all organised crime with the exception of murder. Even though he was an unscrupulous individual, Jackson believed life was precious and the decision to take a life was a decision he was not qualified to make. He would order a beating, broken bones, even one or more digits to be removed, and general torture for punishment or for information. But he would never sanction a death. Jackson was far from righteous but he believed anyone who took a life deserved to be punished appropriately and through the correct method, believe it or not, the law and the courts method. 

Desmond or Dirty Dez as he preferred to be called was made up and extremely happy with his new acquisitions. Inside twelve months his empire grew to include a restaurant, casino and a night club. For the first time in his life he was getting rich, very rich. And would soon take North London away from ‘Cabby’, that was all he knew, just Cabby. With his two friends in the Sweeney and several in the Met, he would soon realise the lay of the land up there, and would react after the law had removed Cabby legally from the streets, which apparently all went well, later in year of 1971. All this also pleased Desmond’s long-standing wife, Beth, supportive and always behind him every inch of the way in every decision he made and everything he did. 

Dirty Dez moved with the times as the years passed by. The drug movement at the beginning was mainly cannabis, but as other drugs invited themselves onto the scene the weed became marginally less popular, and demand subsided, as the demand for other drugs like cocaine, xtc and the meth derivatives escalated. Dez also phased out protection and arson from his modus operandi and replaced them with the money-spinning market for high end cars. Stolen and exported to order. Beth and Dez were living the life, but they weren’t stupid. They knew that what they did for a living is both illegal and dangerous, and had a limited life span, and one day, one of those definitions may well end their criminal career, or even their life. 

Therefore, after many calculations from his accountants, they could hopefully remain supreme and survive for the estimated fifteen years required, and finally retire in the mid-eighties. That was their plan, and when Beth bore a son in 1980, they adhered to it. In ’83 they bought a large house with grounds in Sussex to raise their son in. Dirty Dez delegated more and more control to his right-hand men until he finally retired in ’85. By then he had countless millions legally invested in this and that, here and there, which produced enough income and interest to live a comfortable life for many a year, and it wasn’t squandered. Then, they only really shared one problem between them, their son, their only son, Jimmy.
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“KIP, HELLO KIP.” NESSA called out.

“Uh?”

“Earth to Kip, come in Kip.”

“Wha... What, oh hell yeh.”

“Are you ok? You were miles away and definitely not on this table.”

“Yeh, I’m back, I mean here.”

“Sure”

“Yes, I’m sure.”

“What were you thinking about?”

“What was I thinking about?” Something that was too bloody bizarre. “Not much at all Ness.”

“Must have been a deep not much then, you were away with the fairies even though it was only for a few seconds. But you’d definitely gone.”

I daydreamt about all that underground bombing in a few seconds, wow. “Well I’m with you now, what were we on about?”

“What do you have in mind for later?” Ness asked as we continued devouring our two bacon rashers, two eggs, two sausages, grilled tomato, hash brown and mushroom breakfast. 

The only thing I had on my mind was clearing my plate and another cup of tea, so I replied, “I haven’t given it much thought to be honest Ness.”

“Well, I could do with a couple more of those heavy tops from that ‘Scilly’ clothes shop down the way on the left. You know the ones.”

I swallowed and said. “You mean the canvass type heavy cotton smock tops with the latitude and longitude embroidered on the chest.”

“Yep.”

“Nah, I haven’t got a clue.”

“You silly bugger, I should’ve seen that one coming.”

“Yeh, you should’ve, I’ll probably treat myself to one as well while we’re here.”

“After that I thought I would do some window shopping.”

“Well don’t buy any big ones will you. We have to think of logistics.”

“Buy big ones of what?” She asked.

“Windows.”

“Oh, shut up. I should’ve seen that one too.”

“Yep... that’s great, you do that and I’ll take a hike round a couple of beaches and headlands. I need to do some thinking.” I said before stuffing the last of the mushroom mountain into my mouth.

“Thinking about what?” She asked.

“Oh, nothing much really, you know just thoughts and stuff.” She doesn’t believe me.

“So, I’ll do the woman thing and you’ll do the man thing, that’s cool. I’ll meet you at the Co-op about midday for some provisions then, ok.”

“And try not to kill anyone.” I winked as I took my last swallow.

“Can’t promise that Kip.” She jested. 

“Ok.” I said as I pushed my empty plate forward, grabbed the tea-pot and poured a fresh one. 

Ness still had a few minutes left to finish her plate so I topped her coffee up from the carafe.  Fifteen minutes later I paid the tab and we left for the clothes shop to buy our tops. The hangers were arranged in chest size order. I pushed away the sizes below forty-two to the left and above forty-eight to the right and selected one almost immediately. As we men do. Ness on the other hand, I could see, was going to take ages. So, I gave her a twenty note, a ten note and the new top so she could pay for mine when she paid for hers.

“See you later then Ness.” I also acknowledged the cashier as I passed through the roadside exit door.

“Yeh see ya.” I heard Nessa say quietly as she concentrated on rummaging through the racks of tops on show.

I stood on the roadside and looked up. The sun was making a show in-between the cotton wool cumulus clouds. The winds and the weather were coming from the west and on the horizon loomed a dark and darker front of a new weather system. It didn’t look friendly. I estimated it would be about six or seven hours before it reached us here, in Cornwall’s own archipelago, plenty of time to do everything onshore before we went back to Ollie. I turned to the south and walked to the beach. Being early spring the beach is really devoid of tourists. The only beach occupants were a couple of guys fishing the bay waters off the western headland. I continued south, over the opposite headland to the fishermen and down to the next bay. This one was smaller and completely deserted.

I sat close to the gentle ebbing waters, staring down into obliviousness. Only three meters of water, but deepened to the abyss of my mind. The water was crystal clear, the sandy sea bed was clearly visible, the kelp clung with sticky fingers to the isolated rocks standing proud of their sandy bed, swaying back and forth with the tidal movement, like a pendulum of time slowed down by the force of nature, it was relaxing, hypnotising. But my mind was in the past, and my head was in my hands. My subconscious was recalling images of my wife and daughter, their demise on that train all those years ago, and the vengeance I had applied to one of the men responsible, Abdul. Should have I been kinder and killed him instantly, or made him endure more grotesque pain and suffering than I applied before I ended his unwelcome sadistic life. Or were his last forty or so minutes I spent with him turning me into a thoughtless sadistic monster, like him and his kind. I decided not. After all it was only forty hours since I ended his life and about twenty-two since we disposed of his body. Maybe this was a normal side effect for an assassination that was so personal to me, sweet revenge? I don’t know, as this one was a first. I kill people for a living and don’t bat an eye lid, or think twice about it, but Abdul was personal and I didn’t understand why I felt like I did? 

I may talk to Nessy, and get her slant on it. 

Or I may not. 

I have no wish to erase my memory of Charlotte or Emma, in fact quite the opposite. I will always treasure them and the multitude of happy memories for as long as I am able. It’s the horrific thoughts of their final seconds and the unknown details of those seconds that churned my brains round and round like a cauliflower in a tumble drier. 

‘Kip, enough, no more, pull yourself together’ I told myself. 

I took my head out of my hands and looked up to the blue and white sky, and the infinite miles beyond. I stood up, stretched my arms, legs and back, tensed all my muscles and roared like an angry silverback in the tree tops. Shook my head from side to side a few times and thought, is that it...?

I felt free from crown to toe, euphoric. 

Is that all I had to do...? 

Just talk to myself and tell myself to get my act together. 

Only time will tell. 

I gave my eyes a rub with the heels of my hands. A burden lost, deleted from my head’s hard drive and somehow, I felt surprisingly elated. With a returned spring in my step and a smile on my face I continued to walk to the east.

The cleaned and defragmented reborn me.

I liked it.

I liked it a lot.

****
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IT IS NOW CLOSE TO three hours since we finished our breakfast in the Sea-view café overlooking Portscatho beach. I had finished my stroll and made my way to meet Nessa at the food store. Milk, bread, butter, ham and some salad stuff were placed in the hand-held basket. Ness said that’s all we needed for now. I paid the cashier and we set off for the harbour. Before we climbed down into the tender, I took a small diversion to take a look at the detailed weather report and pressure chart stapled to the board outside the Harbour Masters office on the quayside. As I thought, a change for the worse is imminent, but we had nothing pressing to engage in, and a lot of time to spare, luckily. I started the three-horsepower outboard, Ness pushed away from the quay with one of the oars and I manoeuvred us through all the small craft littered in the shallows that are owned by the locals, and then out to Ollie in the deeper water moorings inside the harbour. I secured the tender to the stern cleat while Ness climbed on-board and put the foodstuff away where it belonged.

After the hot fresh black coffees Ness fired up her laptop, entered the harbour Wi-Fi code and told me, ‘‘we have an enquiry for SSC.” 

The ‘Specialist Security Consultancy gb.com,’ is the company I started when I left the forces. I originally designed it to attract high flying individuals and companies who required security advice. It soon bled into protection, either one on one or family protection like a bodyguard or minder. Either way more hands on compared to surveillance or the fitting of security cameras and alarms. But the market was out there, so I took advantage of its demand. It was something interesting to do in-between the ESS sanctions. Not financially required, but it relieved the potential of boredom and complacency setting in. After all what else was I qualified to do but kill?

“Yep, someone requires our services...”

“Who does?” I asked.

“I don’t know, I haven’t opened it yet, just someone called ‘Oxbarn’ from the email address, here have a look.’’ 

She turned it round so I could see the screen. I opened the email and read the contents. It was short and very vague. No names or details of any significance for me to assess the purpose of the communication, just basically a ‘service’ request, a mobile number and a request to call it when it was convenient to do so. I turned it back and said, “here Ness, you read it and see what you make of it.”

I followed her eyes as she read it a couple of times, then looked up at me and shrugged her shoulders. “Phone the number and see what figures.”

“I will later.” I opened the lower door below the nav station and pulled out a new burner phone and charger form the box. I placed it on charge, just to make sure. 

“Just on the off-chance Ness, open the satlap and see if there is any intell on ‘Oxbarn’, you never know.”

After nearly twenty minutes of searching and discarding the all too obvious irrelevant search result’s, Ness pipes up, “there’s an Oxbarn mentioned in a report from MI5, but doesn’t go any further, and an Oxbarn, Simon, was once connected to a gang rape in Ealing in ‘98. Apart from that, nothing has come up jumping around shouting, read me, read me.” 

I suggested. “Search the MI5 files or cat numbers and see if that reveals anything.” 

She typed away, “access is denied.” Ness replied.

“Ok... That means Oxbarn, a he, a she or whatever it is, is so important or of a very high pay grade they don’t want anybody researching or finding out about. Or it was something like an Opp that failed miserably and they are keeping it in house and tight... Interesting.”

“If I had to choose one, I would say the second, the Opp.”

“Well, I’ll see if I can find out.” I unplugged the burner phone the charger lead and input the number from the email. It rang and rang, but nobody answered. I tapped the red tab to cancel. “Ok, I’ll try again later.”

Just as I was pouring us another coffee each, the phone gave a little tone and vibrated on the table. I finished pouring and picked up the phone. It was a text message from Oxbarn.

“He or she couldn’t have known it was me who called unless he too had a burner, and I was the only person he had given the number too. Clever.”

“Indeed, he or she is a thinking and cautious individual,” Ness surmised and asked me, “what did the text say?”

“No calls, just texts and I will text you later.” I read out.

“Ok. Do you fancy some soup and a ham salad sarnie?”

I replied “can fish swim?” 

“Ok. Fifteen minutes then it will be on the table.”

I went topside and took a walk around the deck and checked all was shipshape and was where it should be. The breeze had picked up a little now and the sky had taken on a mid-grey tone, the front of the system was almost upon us. Luckily, I had read the forecast. It stated the wind is westerly, backing south-westerly 4 or 5, increasing 6 at times. The harbour would give us moderate protection at that. The worst wind direction to face in this harbour is a high powered westerly and then it gets rough, very rough. I know that for a fact. The mixed aromas of coffee and oxtail were drifting up from below deck, time to eat.

True to Oxbarn’s word, I received a text on the new burner phone. He or she or they wanted to meet somewhere in the Southwest regarding an interest in our specialist service. I returned a text stating we were not on the UK mainland and wouldn’t be available until this coming Sunday. After several more exchanged texts, a meeting for next Monday on the sea front at Starcross was arranged for midday. I didn’t know where Oxbarn was from, but Starcross was only an hour’s drive from Plymouth where we will probably sail to from here. When the weather breaks that is. The low that is now upon us will be in charge for at least three or four days till the big high in mid Atlantic pushes it north and east out of the way. That in turn would give us lesser winds and lower seas between the wider isobars. Therefore, allowing a more comfortable return sail to Plymouth at the end of the week.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter 3


[image: image]


––––––––
[image: image]


JIMMY JACKSON WAS TROUBLE from the days he could walk and talk. He displayed an unusually quick temper with an attitude to match as he grew older. He definitely wasn’t a spoiled child, and he didn’t know where or how his parents had made all the money they possessed. It was the norm for him to live like he did. But as he grew and was able to think for himself, he tried his hardest to exploit that fact and was successful on many occasions. He was almost uncontrollable, Dez and Beth knew this. His early schooling years and into the secondary school, involved all too frequent visits to the schools about his attitude and temperament. Dez controlled over one hundred men in his organisation for all those years without one single problem that wasn’t solved instantly. When it came to his son, whom he described many a time as a rabid dog, the only solution would be to put the dog to sleep, but Dirty Dez obviously wouldn’t do that, he was lost in what to do. It came to an end when Jimmy was finally expelled for violent behaviour and an aggressive assault on a fellow pupil. Jimmy was ordered to attend Borstal (a youth detention centre) until he reached his seventeenth birthday. Both Beth and Dez virtually disowned him, apart from his first teen birthday as a detainee, they didn’t even visit him. They then enforced total separation and denouncement. 

When he was released, he had nowhere to live, no job, no parents and no money apart from the few quid he was given upon discharge.

He didn’t care. 

He knew he was ok. 

He knew what to do.

He knew everything.

Living on the streets of London wasn’t too bad in the summer, the odd nights he spent in some chick’s bed after scoring and then selling on the remainder for a profit, increased. He soon became a peddler for a gang, and made enough coin to rent a small bedsit in a back-street slum block. Jimmy was also fascinated by women, and took who and when he so desired. Shit to the consequences, he didn’t care. He was getting away with it. That was until one night he went one step too far. This particular girl was eighteen and didn’t want to know, she repelled him, but he wanted her and was going to have her. He followed her out of the pub when she left and grabbed her from behind with one hand and held her mouth shut with the other. He then pulled her into the unlit alley to the side of the pub. Where he managed to tape up her mouth and wrists, and when it was clear to do so he carried her across Kossel Road and dragged her to the green grass and shrubs of Kossel Park, where he laid her behind the low-cut bush hedge on the bark chippings between more shrubs. A quiet area he knew, where he had contentedly shagged a few girls previously. He suffered a few scratches and bruises from the fighting female’s bound wrists, until he held her upper arms down against the bark, but he didn’t care, he had what he wanted underneath him. He raped her. When he had finished his business with her, he shuffled up her body, knelt on her forearms that rested on her chest and grasped her throat with both hands to strangle the life out of her until she became lifeless. His life went on and he went back to his shithole of a bedsit, satisfied.

A dog found the half-dressed girl in the bush and started to bark for his owner. An elderly man came to see what Gibson the Collie was barking at, he soon realised when he spotted the semi-naked body of a woman just lying there. Mobile phones were about, but nowhere as popular or as compact as they are today. Needless to say, the elderly man didn’t own one. He ran or walked as fast as he could, back to the main road, and crossed it into an open Asian beer and bakky corner shop. He asked the man behind the counter to call the police as quick as possible. He said there is a dead woman in the park. The counter man did so and told the elderly man that the police had said to wait here for them, they won’t be long.

Four minutes later a jam jar screeched to a halt outside the shop, followed by three more police vehicles a few minutes later. The elderly man who introduced himself as Eric to the constable led the way to the body with his obedient dog still sitting guard, shortly followed by several other officers from the other cars. One stayed to control the passing traffic and to keep this entrance to the park closed to passers-by. When PC Steven Gating, the first constable saw the body, he too thought she was dead and it was in fact a body. Then a finger moved, Steve saw it and he knelt down excited, adrenalin starting to pump through his body, he checked for a pulse on her neck, and there was one, faint but a pulse none the less. He turned and shouted to one of his approaching colleagues, she’s alive. Get an ambulance here pronto, quick, hurry. Steve tried talking to the girl but there was no response, ‘stay with me darling, help is on its way, stay with me.’ The girl could hear something close but couldn’t identify what it was. She didn’t really know anything at this moment in time apart from the consequential chilling blackness. Steve, without thinking removed the tape from her mouth and hands, tossed it all aside then removed his reflective police coat and warm lining and laid it over the girl. Partially for the heat factor, and partially for the discretion factor, and continued talking to her, assuring her everything will be alright.

The ambulance arrived. The paramedics checked her vital signs, taped some gismos to her neck, chest, arms and ankles and carted her away on a stretcher after giving PC Gating his coat back. Steve then searched the crime scene for her handbag, purse or any belongings, nothing was found. The unidentified girl was in the intensive care unit for three and a half days, suffering from head, neck and arm blunt forced traumas, hypothermia and shock. A rape was also confirmed. On the fourth day she was transferred to an open ward for another three days before she was released to her parents’ home. She was identified on the second day in ICU (intensive care unit) because her parents had placed a missing person report after she hadn’t returned home from a night out with her friends. The police took it seriously and made it a priority, the same day instead of waiting twenty-four hours, probably because of who filed the actual report, a certain Mr and Mrs Fletcher. Mr Fletcher was and still is a self-made billionaire property mogul. I know that that shouldn’t make a difference than say a missing person from an East end terraced house, but alas, it does. 

After the ambulance had departed Steve realised it was now a crime scene, and walked carefully back the way he thought he came. A Sergeant in uniform from the group ordered this a closed area, gesturing with his arms the ground area to be cordoned off with tape, he told another constable to call the SOCO’s (scene of crime officers) to attend ASAP. PC Steven Gating then sat down with Eric and his dog, Gibson, and took some details and made notes on what happened. He then asked Eric to call into the police station as soon as, to make an official statement. Eric agreed to do so as soon as he has walked Gibson back home.

SOCO, now called CSI in some counties arrived at the crime scene, donned their white Tyvek coveralls and blue poly overshoes, and went straight to work. Some upturned leaves with what they thought looked like body fluids attached to them were bagged and tagged from where the body once lay. DNA identifying was still really in its early infancy, but every SOCO guy was told its good practice to bag and tag everything, just in case. 

The SOCO’s of their day recognised that the development in DNA profiling was advancing every year, one day it will prove more significant and definitive than blood tests and finger printing to identify people, the perpetrators and the innocents alike.

Eric went to the local police station still disturbed with what he saw, and offered his statement as he said he would. He was thanked and released soon after. The SOCO team spent a little over four hours at the crime scene, after taking photos and bagging and tagging anything and everything they thought relevant to the crime including the tape the PC had removed from her body. One of them broke off and collected all the girl’s clothes from the hospital. The area remained taped off for a few days. 

The media vultures had picked up a whisper that something violent had taken place in the park, and they were all over the police station like a fungicidal rash, until the officer in charge of the case gave a very brief official press conference the following morning. Until then it was ‘no comment’, ‘no comment’, ‘no comment,’ from all the officers that the paparazzi managed to collar entering and exiting the station.

Jimmy was still being Jimmy, making more enemies as he continued with his attitude and egotism. It was his attitude that got him in trouble, again. But this time it was abundantly more serious. Someone rang the local police station, spoke briefly to the desk Sergeant and put Jimmy’s name in the frame for the rape, they stated he had been bragging about how he raped and killed a bitch in the park. The police acted quickly and dragged Jimmy in for questioning when they found him the very next morning. Although he refused to put it in writing or admit it when the tape was running, his superego enticed him to tell them that he had ‘done it’ but they will never be able to prove it, because he had killed her, the only witness. They hadn’t told Jimmy she had survived, and he hadn’t heard it on the news or read it in a paper because those details were never released in the original press conference. Consequently, he was arrested for attempted murder and rape, and his rights were read to him in the interview room. As to which he took no notice of, and subsequently missed the ‘attempted’ word.

****
[image: image]


THE SAIL FROM ST. MARYS to Plymouth was as uneventful as one would expect this time of year. The wind was a Southerly 4 giving a slight rolling beam sea, and we managed to maintain between a five and six knot average. Sixteen hours sailing, three meals, numerous amounts of coffee and biscuits later, we were tied to a pontoon in Plymouth. It was the early hours of the morning so we just relaxed enough to unwind and then retired to catch some zeds in what remained of the dark.

After breakfast Nessa phone ordered the hire car, another Ford Mondeo Titanium, as she likes the way they drive, from our usual hire car company and they delivered it within the hour. I went to the marina office and paid the mooring fees for a week. We had the week-end to kill before the arranged meeting at Starcross on Monday with Oxbarn. The wind stayed Southerly but dropped to a gentle breeze and the high above us was going to keep us warm for four or five days at least. Both of us agreed to just chill and enjoy the two warmer sunny days till Monday. Ness being a true Cornish maid enjoyed the sun when she could to keep her slightly tanned tone to her exposed skin. I personally couldn’t give a dam if I showed a tan or not, I had seen enough tanned skin in the Middle East on my travels while in the services to last a life time. I’ve just had about a week relaxing in the Scilly’s, now I was ready for work. 

****
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IN 2001 IN BLACKFRIARS Crown Court, with the victim’s testimony and some forensic evidence taken from the crime scene and her clothes, Jimmy was found guilty by the twelve jurors, for the rape and attempted murder, he was sent down by the Judge for sixteen years without the chance of parole. This meant, when the time he had already spent in custody was taken into consideration, he wouldn’t be due for release till early 2015.

Jimmy being Jimmy, yet again, did not learn by his previous actions, doing himself no favours whilst initially serving his sentence out. He was abusive, verbally and physically, and continued playing out the role of being untouchable. He wasn’t, he was abused and took private beatings from other inmates. This continued for nearly two years before he finally realised he was on a losing streak, and that he wasn’t indestructible. With his damaged ego he settled down a little and soon gathered some respect from the very people who was ordering and giving the beatings. Serving out the remainder of his term as ‘one of the B wing gang’. Consequently, giving Jimmy more unhindered ‘free time’ to plan out his intentions upon his release.

On the 21st of March 2015 Jimmy was released from Belmarsh Prison after fulfilling his punishment by completing his sentence he was placed into a community housing project for newly released detainees. Jimmy also had a probation officer, Thomas, to help him back into society and keep tabs on his whereabouts at the same time, even though he had served his full sentence. He would have to maintain a twice weekly contact with Thomas throughout the next nine months, as he did. Thomas discharged his contract with Jimmy at the end of the nine-month period, but not before he had placed Jimmy in a council governed flat, the base and a start for his return to a ‘normal life’.
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Chapter 4
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NESS GRABBED THE RENTAL’S keys and we walked to it sitting in the marina car park, Nessy got behind the wheel and I got in the passenger side. The drive to Starcross took a shade over an hour. This gave us enough time to grab a coffee before our meeting at twelve. A Rolls Royce Phantom elegantly pulled onto the car park where we had arranged to meet. Private plated which disguised its true age, but to me, it looked new. A chauffer in a flat cap exited from the front and opened the rear door, a well-dressed gent exited and stood up, he was tall, and a shade over six foot was my best guess. The chauffer and the well-dressed gent then walked round the rear of the car and opened the opposite rear door. A well-dressed female got out with the aid of the well-dressed gent. Ness and I looked at each other and simultaneously said ‘nah, can’t be.’ It was.

The arrangement between us was that when he had arrived, he would position himself by the rails at the water’s edge and send me a text. He was standing at the rails and I saw the chauffer messing with a mobile, and my phone buzzed. Ness and I got out and approached him and the lady, presumably his wife. We all introduced ourselves as Kip and Nessa, they, as Mr and Mrs Fletcher, she was his wife. Robin was the chauffer. Mr Fletcher, Dennis, suggested we should all go for lunch. He suggested where and asked us to follow his car, but gave us the post code in case we happened to get split up in the traffic. We followed the Rolls all the way, and parked alongside on the well flattened and compacted sand coloured gravel car park, near to the entrance. It was a large grand upmarket hotel, set in acres of perfectly manicured grounds about a mile from where we met. I wanted to see Peacocks, but I didn’t. Ness and I got out of our rental and I noticed the Rolls had parked in a space with a nameplate for a Mr Fletcher. 

“Is this one of your properties?” I asked.

“Yes.” He said as he gestured we move up the steps to the entrance.

I have spent time in many a hotel over the last five or so years, some I wouldn’t return too and some grand. This one was grand on a different scale. I was impressed and by the look on Nessa’s face, she was too. A concierge welcomed Mr and Mrs Fletcher by name, and Ness and I as sir and madam as we walked through the gold plated dark tinted palatial revolving doors into a large extravagantly marbled vestibule. He then asked us to follow him through to the restaurant where he introduced Charles, a waiter standing proud in black and white with a yellow bow tie, a combination I had never
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