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A Star Trek living CIA operative who doesn't take himself too seriously comes under fire when top secret software is stolen in a military attack. Teaming up with MI6 agents Tony Falcon must find the people determined to bring about a devastating East West war for personal gain. 

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Falcon

The Bringer of War


[image: ]


Falcon, Volume One

Paul Le May

Published by PLM Publishing

First Edition 2018

Second Edition 2023

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Disclaimer


[image: ]


This ebook is a work of fiction and any similarities to persons living or dead, places or events is coincidental. 

––––––––
[image: ]


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Prologue

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Epilogue

Other Books in the Series

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Prologue


[image: ]


When Mercedes Hamilton opened her eyes only the deep blackness of night greeted her. She was groggy, and it took a moment to realise her arms were fastened above her head. Worse still, she was suspended so that her toes could only just brush the floor. Her body ached with the stretch of joints and vertebrae while blood-starved fingers tingled with a thousand needle stabs. 

Slowly her head cleared and she became properly conscious, grasping with a sudden surge of horror that she was naked. Then the panic set in. She kicked her legs wildly and twisted her tied hands until the bounds burned into her wrists. The tiny stabbing of pins and needles grew worse, shooting down numbed arms and she tried to scream against the gag that pulled tightly into the edges of her mouth. 

A hundred questions stampeded through her mind as Mercedes tried to make sense of what was happening, and why? All she remembered was the club, accepting a drink from the African man. Had he drugged her? She didn't know. She couldn't remember anything after that.  

Finally, she relaxed her body and ended her pointless struggles, instead allowing pent-up tears to flood down flushed cheeks. She flexed her toes again, just managing to scrape them on what felt like a rough concrete floor. 

Adrenaline pumped through her veins and she could feel her heart thumping against her chest wall. Terror and fear that she may be about to die rose and fell in waves. 

Then came the blinding flood of light forcing her eyes shut, unable to cope with the sudden brightness. Another muffled scream escaped her lips and she kicked her long legs about again.

A sound of movement forced her eyes open again, blinking against the light. She saw shapes moving about, then eventually they became people as her pupils adjusted. Three men dressed in rough casual clothing, standing just at the edge of the shadows. No one she recognised. 

She glanced down quickly confirming what she already knew. She was naked. Upwards she saw her wrists bound by thick rope, suspended from an overhead girder in what looked like the roof of an old garage. Her wrists looked red and sore and she couldn't feel her fingers. She wiggles them as if to prove they were her own. Another whimper escaped trembling lips. 

Her eyes darted about trying to see where she was but everything was in blackness beyond the illumination of the bright floodlight that seemed to shine directly into her. 

Mercedes struggled again and tried to speak through the gag. This time eliciting the attention of one of the men. 

Dark-skinned with short lightly curled hair, he looked over at her. She could see and feel his eyes slide down her body, hesitating over her breasts and then her pubic area. A shudder went through her body that became a permanent tremble. 

Mercedes felt sick, clenching her thighs together as best she could. She knew she had turned crimson with embarrassment. 

“Pretty girl.” The middle-aged man said with a deep accented voice. 

He walked over to her and pulled the gag from her mouth. He was rough, with no care for her well-being at all. 

“What do you want?” She blurted out. 

“Please don't kill me.” Her voice quivered with her fear. 

“My daddy will pay you if you let me go.” Almost immediately she regretted telling them her family was rich. 

It didn't matter, he already knew. 

“Mercedes Hamilton. Daughter of Senator Richmond Hamilton. Net worth in excess of five billion American Dollars. 

Yes. I know who you are.” He gave a half-hearted smile. 

Mercedes swallowed to clear her throat. “Then let me go. I’ll get you your money. Please don't hurt me.”

The stranger looked down at his black workman-like boots for a moment before looking back up at her. His eyes burned into hers with a power that made her cringe inside. Her mind raced with possibilities. Each, more frightening than the last. 

“Are you...” she hesitated. Terrified to voice her worst fears.

“...Are you going to rape me?” Her voice trembled again and more tears made a break for freedom down her cheeks. 

This time he gave a small laugh as if genuinely amused. 

“No. I don’t need no rich white bitch. And some things are about more than money.

This is about sending a message.”

His two companions wheeled in a rusting metal bench. Mercedes looked at it bemused. A rusty box with ancient knobs and some cables lay on top of it. It looked nineteen fifties, or a product of Soviet era Russia.

She looked back at the man standing before her with a questioning look. He held her gaze as he reached out his hand to caress a nipple until it hardened. She felt repulsed by him, and angry with her own body for responding. She wanted to be sick. She thought about kicking him but feared how he might respond.  

“Legs.” The man snapped. His two companions stepped forward towards her. Finally, she saw the crocodile clips and reality snapped in. 

“No.” She twisted and turned violently, now kicking out. Desperate to avoid what was about to happen. 

“What do you want from me?”

They grabbed her legs and pulled them apart, holding her firmly. 

“Nice.” She heard one of them say. The other laughed. Now she felt bile in the back of her throat. Rough calloused hands gripped the soft tender skin of her shins and she felt one of them stroke her inner thigh. She cringed. 

“No.” She managed pitifully. 

The man clearly leading this picked up the cables and stood in front of her. She could smell the stench of cigarettes on his breath as he studied her face.

“Please no. Don't.” She pleaded as the tears came flooding again. 

He knelt slowly with his eyes still on her face, almost as if he relished her horror at what he was about to do. 

Unable to stop him she stared up at the ceiling. She tried to detach her mind from her body as searching fingers found her labia. She realised it wasn't a garage, the roof wasn't asbestos, it was concrete or rock, more like a cave. She tried to concentrate on it, to ignore the hands on her body. 

The clips attached as she closed her eyes tightly, trying to wish the horror away. Mercedes felt the pinch of sharp cold metal in her most private of places. So exposed. She found it hard now to process what was happening to her. 

“You’ll want to bite on this.”  

She opened her eyes to see him holding a small rounded piece of wood about six inches long.

“Please.” Her voice shook. 

“Why are you doing this?”

“I told you. A message.

A little video for your arms dealing daddy to remember you by.”

He held the stick out towards her mouth, beckoning her to take it. 

She looked past him, seeing the camera atop a small tripod for the first time. One of the others now stood by it grinning at her.  She knew she was going to die. Tears poured, and she screamed. Twisting and kicking, desperate to throw the cables away from her body. The pain in her arms and hands was forgotten at the thought of a much greater agony about to visit her. 

“Please. I don't want to die.”

The stick was thrust into her mouth and she bit down hard knowing what was coming. 

Twenty miles out the twin rotors of a black military Chinook echoed their distinct deep throb as the aircraft glided over the sandy terrain towards its designated target.  The RAF HC6 flew low and fast, its two sets of giant blades kicking up a dust cloud as it passed in the final dying light of the day. The nighttime capable cockpit gave the pilots a clear view of the terrain as the digital automated flight control system sped them to pre-set coordinates. 

“Five minutes to insertion Colonel.” The American heard the clipped English tones through his headset. 

“Roger that.” He replied. He closed his eyes and relaxed his body, calming his breathing to be ready for what lay ahead. 

The four Kevlar black-clad troops of the Special Air Services regiment gave their G36k carbine assault rifles a final check and slid low-profile night vision goggles into place. One central lens giving them the look of a Cyclops.  

Upfront on either side, two further airmen manned M134 six-barrel mini-guns in each of the side windows. A further one waited at the rear ramp with an M60D machine gun. All were silent and focused. 

“One minute to insertion.” Came the next call. 

The American slid his own scope over his eyes and took a grip of his weapon in the darkened passenger bay. 

“Places.” A snapped command from the Troop Commander. A Scottish accent was evident. 

With well-rehearsed precision, all five men of the assault team positioned themselves in front of the lowering rear ramp. 

The tone of the two powerful turboshaft engines changed as the craft moved into hover and dropped the last few feet to the ground. 

They were out into the dark in an instant and the Chinook lifted away to find a safe waiting area. It would return when they were ready. 

In the sky a lone bird circled. Disturbed by the helicopter intrusion it screamed an alarm call. Otherwise everywhere was silent again. 

They ran as a group with the SAS  Commander checking GPS for direction. The terrain was rough with sand and rocks along with occasional brushwood but too small to impede their progress. Under ten minutes and their target was in sight. 

They spread out, running low and steady they covered the remaining distance towards the derelict-looking bunker. Two SAS on each side, the American straight down the middle. Each with rifle butts firmly in place against the shoulder, pointing forward. They moved silently,  night vision giving each a perfectly clear, green-tinged, view ahead. Two silenced shots coming from off to the American's left took down the only apparent guard without them stopping. 

The first charge of electricity coursing through her body took any remaining fight from Mercedes. She hung limply with the wooden pole still hanging loosely in her mouth. Teeth marks were visible where she had involuntarily bitten into it and saliva dribbled uncontrolled from the corner of her lips. Her head pounded and her breathing was rapid. 

Initially, she was surprised and grateful to just still be alive but slowly she realised that it was a temporary reprieve. The agony was only going to come again. She would suffer several more times before it was over. 

And she had the indignity of knowing that her father would see it all. His daughter, naked and tortured to her death. More tears rolled silently down her face. 

“You have a sister no?”

The man's words cut to her heart as she understood the implied threat. Whatever this was about, whatever he wanted from her father, Delphine was the price if he didn't comply. Her older sister would be killed as well. Her heart jumped. Then the electricity came again. 

It pulsed through her, every muscle convulsing involuntarily, her heart fluttering wildly under the assault, every nerve feeling as though it was on fire. Her blue eyes stared unseeing into the distance as her jaw locked around the pole. She couldn't think, couldn't process the input from her senses. Just pain. Unbelievable pain while her body jerked and convulsed to its involuntary dance. 

The way in was clear. The American and the four British Special Forces slipped silently into the shadows unseen and followed the long tunnel down into the depths of the old abandoned military bunker. Probably two hundred yards, deep into the bedrock where bombs would not penetrate, before the glow of lights up ahead came into view, and along with it voices and laughter of several men. 

Most worrying was the muffled gurgled cries of a young woman. More of a whimper than screams. They knew the mission was time sensitive but the concern now was of being too late. 

The American reached up and switched his night vision off, allowing his eyes to adjust to the lights ahead. To his left, the SAS Troop Commander was giving a hand signal to be ready. 

Another pitiful cry, the sound of a desperate and terrified female. The American felt his heart rate quicken and he readied himself. The Troop Commander’s hand went down and they rushed forward as one, still in silence, each focusing on the three targets. 

Ahead, the American saw through his sights the rear of a naked blonde girl's torso suspended from the roof above.  Young, slender and very beautiful. She was their target. Secure and retrieve. 

Immediately past her was the face of one of the captors, wide-eyed at the sudden intrusion. A soft press of the trigger and several shots flew, seeking out the now panicked individual. He felt the weapon kick into his shoulder but training and experience kept the barrel true. Shots from the others rang out at the same time and three targets fell to the floor before they could even think of responding. 

He was at the girl's side in an instant, pulling away the wires attached to her privates. Around him, he heard the Troops fire more shots to ensure their targets would stay down permanently. 

“Clear.” A call went out. 

The American reached up and gently lifted the girl's head in his hand, studying her face to ensure she was alive. 

She opened her eyes, seeing the strong features of a white, dark-haired man dressed in black military gear. A friendly smile played at the sides of his mouth. He had warmth in his eyes. Kind eyes. 

Mercedes had no idea what had just happened, or who this man was, but she instantly felt a flood of relief swamp over her. She opened her mouth to speak, the forgotten small wooden bite pole fell to the floor with a clatter. 

“Who... are you?” She asked shakily. 

It was little more than a whisper. But the American knew they had been in time. The smile broadened. 

“Tony Falcon. CIA. 

We've come to take you home ma'am.”
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Langley, Virginia, George Bush Center for Intelligence, was where Tony Falcon needed to be. His flight had been delayed by bad weather and now he arrived after the briefing had started. Not the best day he had ever had but far from the worst. At least the Atlantic storm hadn't touched Fairfax County and he felt comfortable in Chinos and a tee shirt. A casual jacket made him look only a little more as though he belonged. 

Walking quickly through the large entrance lobby he paid scant regard to the instantly recognisable enormous granite CIA Seal emblazoned across the floor. Instead passing his eyes over the north wall Memorial. Always a sobering moment to reflect on the lives lost serving their country in the field of intelligence. And to give himself a reality check that one day he may well be reduced to a star on that very display. Over a hundred and twenty-five, each denoting good people who had died doing the bidding of their country. Even with a glance, Falcon knew none had been added since his last visit a little over a month ago. For that, he remained always grateful. 

Below the stars, the black Moroccan goat-skinned book with details of the deaths and their ops jutted out in its steel case. 

If he had the time, today would be a good day to visit the Memorial Garden outside. He thought it both respectful and useful to remind himself of the dangerous world he lived in and to honour fallen comrades. 

Around him, a good number of people went about their own business passing along the nondescript corridors. Most looked professional, dressed in business attire immediately identifying them to Falcon as office managers and government types. The real work was always done by the people dressed more casually. Analysts who were so obsessed with data that clothing became an afterthought or operatives like himself who dressed not to be noticed in the outside world. 

The next level of security consisted of a fingerprint and iris scan before Falcon handed over his cell phone, as was procedure, and collected his ID badge. No mobile devices were allowed any deeper into the bowels of the building. Just one of those things all the movies got wrong along with calling officers, analysts and assets agents. There were no agents in the CIA. Agents worked for the FBI or the Secret Service. 

Everything was religiously carried out even though he knew the duty guards on a first-name basis. Protocol was vital and it was adhered to at all times. 

Beyond the checkpoint, security personnel remained evident in the corridors and cameras followed his every move. Otherwise, CIA Headquarters was not that much different to any large US conglomerate around the world.  Only when you scratched beneath the surface did its secretive underbelly of spies and double dealings become exposed. 

Finally arriving at the designated briefing room, Falcon slipped in with the stealth of a feline, hoping not to draw too much attention to himself. 

“Good afternoon Mr Falconio. Nice of you to stop by.”

He ignored the reference to his birth name having long ago anglicised it. He had absolutely no interest in any distant Italian heritage and had dropped all pretence to it long before University. 

He took a chair at the far end of the large wooden conference table despite the empty seats much closer. 

“Happy to be here sir.” He responded brightly to Director of Operations Hal Weinberg. 

Middle-aged, balding and with glasses Weinberg sat at the head of the table with his back to the presentation screen. For this briefing it wasn't in use, instead displaying the CIA seal. 

The Director was always dressed in dark trousers and a white short-sleeved shirt, usually with a dark tie. Every time Falcon looked at him he couldn't help but be reminded of NASA technicians in old newsreels of the moon landings. Maybe Hal had missed his true calling he mused. 

“Glad to hear it.” Hal added. 

The file in front of Falcon was dominated by the CIA seal, and stamped below, the letters USA/AUS/CAN/GBR/NZL, indicated it could be openly shared with the other members of the FiveEyes Intelligence Community. He flicked it open. 

The Director wasn't yet ready to let him move on so easily. 

“Just an hour late today Tony. You're getting better.” 

Several stifled sniggers came from the other attendees around the table. 

Falcon looked up with sharp, bright eyes that almost relished the banter from his senior. 

“United Airlines Sir, weather delays. Did offer to take over the flying but they were having none of it.” 

He grinned like a child at Christmas. 

The Director of Operations eyed him for a moment before continuing with his brief. 

“Picking up where I left off. Cyber attacks have been made in all areas, Aerospace, communications, financial industries, you name it. The media report these as random, individual attacks for malice or ransom. We've been happy to accommodate that view to avoid panic or the demands for a more overt response that comes from the usual extreme right quarters of government. 

But these attacks cost us and our allies billions of dollars every year in lost revenue, cyber defence, and literally, stolen money. Money that potentially finances the next attack or a WMD development programme somewhere. 

The report in front of you has been compiled by the NSA and MI6. It details the links which demonstrate beyond doubt that many of these attacks are coordinated. And chief suspect is the soft and cuddly Russian President over in the Kremlin.

To put all this into context the report highlights a little detail from MI6. They currently monitor around a hundred hacker groups that we all have high confidence are Russian-backed. Between them, they launched over eight hundred attacks against the UK alone last year. By sheer volume of our economy, you can bet your bottom dollar those numbers are dwarfed in the US.”

“New Zealand Intelligence appear to take a different view, sir.” Falcon interrupted. 

Weinberg rolled his eyes. “Tony. You haven't read the file.”

He creased his brow and looked confused. “I have. 

Well. 

The important bits.”

Someone nearby sniggered again. 

“You just flicked through the first half a dozen pages. I watched you.”

“That's what I said. The important bits.” Now he looked indignant but continued. 

“I think New Zealand SIS have a point. We can't just blame Putin every time.”

“He's Russian.”

“I'm American, doesn't make me a cowboy.”

“We let you carry a fucking gun and occasionally we let you shoot people. Most people outside of America would say that makes you a cowboy.”

He gave a slight side nod of the head. 

“Okay. I’ll give you that one sir. 

But the targets, it's about what exactly? I'm sorry but to me, this just looks like the precursor to extortion.  Money for not crashing your business. I agree with SIS, this isn't nation-state-orchestrated.

It might just be what it appears, uncoordinated actions by a number of people or groups.”

“It's disinformation, disruption. That's President Putin's hallmark.” Interjected Michael Bateman, Case Officer for Eastern Europe. 

“He's been doing it for years. Ukraine, Estonia, the UK Brexit vote, and even our Presidential elections. Anywhere and everywhere.”

Falcon resisted rolling his eyes at the list of conspiracy theories, instead, he leaned back and addressed Bateman head-on. 

“The Russians put out propaganda on Facebook and Twitter, flood digital news articles with pro-Kremlin comments. If we were at war they might well launch cyber attacks on US and NATO infrastructure. But we’re not, and they're not looking to start one.”

“You sure about that?” Bateman clearly wasn't. 

“Their military budget is what? Sixty-five billion? Twenty-eight NATO countries with a combined spending of nine hundred and sixty billion. Yeah, I'm scared. They’ll be in Washington before the Closing Bell.”

Hal Weinberg interjected. 

“NSA thinks it's the Russians, we think it's the Russians, MI6 thinks it's the Russians. Hell, everyone thinks it's the Russians, Tony. Except for you and a couple of sheep farmers apparently.

Now moving on. 

Our colleagues in MI6 have set up a task force in conjunction with the NSA to try and track any future attacks back to the source. 

They've developed software that will burrow into a virus and lead them straight to the people behind it. They’ve named it Operation Conserva, or Keep Safe. 

That gentlemen will give us the proof that it's the Russians.”

“So if MI6 and the NSA are running this show, where does the CIA come in?” Asked Bates. 

“Unfortunately we’re relegated to observer status on this one. Ears to the ground gentlemen. 

Tony.  I want you to go and team up with the guys running this over in England. Stay alert and learn everything you can. Whatever they find, I can bet my bottom dollar, that it won't be something that can be taken to the UN, so somewhere down the line, this
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