
  
  [image: image-placeholder]




  
  Also By WL Gorman


Action and Political Thriller Series

ASSASSINS AND ANGELS
Books 1 and 2


Literary Fiction

THE BRICKBOX




Novellas




STORIES FROM A RAIL GANG SUMMER




GREY GHOSTS










(See Bud's Author Page for book availability) 
https://books2read.com/ap/R3Y4ld/WL-Gorman?edit=maybe-later



Author’s Note: If you enjoy Assassins and Angels Book 3, please consider leaving a review on the site where you got the book.  It would be much appreciated as it helps others to discover the story.  

Also, you may wish to join my mailing list (through my website) and receive some free reading, some insider information, and other offerings. 

website:  https://wlgormanstories.com

Thanks for the support.













  
  


                      


For all those veterans who never made it home, 
but will not be forgotten.








  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Prologue
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        1.
        
        Chapter 1
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        2.
        
        Chapter 2
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        3.
        
        Chapter 3
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        4.
        
        Chapter 4
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        5.
        
        Chapter 5
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        6.
        
        Chapter 6
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        7.
        
        Chapter 7
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        8.
        
        Chapter 8
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        9.
        
        Chapter 9
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        10.
        
        Chapter 10
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        11.
        
        Chapter 11
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        12.
        
        Chapter 12
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        13.
        
        Chapter 13
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        14.
        
        Chapter 14
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        15.
        
        Chapter 15
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        16.
        
        Chapter 16
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        17.
        
        Chapter 17
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        18.
        
        Chapter 18
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        19.
        
        Chapter 19
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        20.
        
        Chapter 20
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        21.
        
        Chapter 21
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        22.
        
        Chapter 22
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        23.
        
        Chapter 23
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        24.
        
        Chapter 24
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        25.
        
        Chapter 25
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        26.
        
        Chapter 26
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        27.
        
        Chapter 27
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        28.
        
        Chapter 28
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        29.
        
        Chapter 29
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        30.
        
        Chapter 30
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        31.
        
        Chapter 31
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        32.
        
        Chapter 32
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        33.
        
        Chapter 33
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        34.
        
        Chapter 34
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        35.
        
        Chapter 35
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        36.
        
        Chapter 36
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        37.
        
        Chapter 37
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        38.
        
        Chapter 38
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        39.
        
        Chapter 39
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        40.
        
        Chapter 40
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        41.
        
        Chapter 41
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        42.
        
        Chapter 42
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        43.
        
        Chapter 43
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        44.
        
        Chapter 44
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        45.
        
        Chapter 45
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        46.
        
        Chapter 46
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        47.
        
        Chapter 47
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        48.
        
        Chapter 48
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        49.
        
        Chapter 49
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        50.
        
        Chapter 50
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        51.
        
        Chapter 51
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        52.
        
        Chapter 52
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        53.
        
        Chapter 53
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        54.
        
        Chapter 54
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        55.
        
        Chapter 55
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        56.
        
        Chapter 56
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        57.
        
        Chapter 57
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        58.
        
        Chapter 58
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        59.
        
        Chapter 59
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        60.
        
        Chapter 60
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        61.
        
        Chapter 61
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        62.
        
        Chapter 62
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        63.
        
        Chapter 63
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        64.
        
        Chapter 64
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        65.
        
        Chapter 65
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        66.
        
        Chapter 66
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        67.
        
        Chapter 67
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        68.
        
        Chapter 68
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        69.
        
        Chapter 69
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        70.
        
        Chapter 70
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        71.
        
        Chapter 71
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        72.
        
        Chapter 72
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        73.
        
        Chapter 73
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        74.
        
        Chapter 74
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        75.
        
        Chapter 75
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        76.
        
        Chapter 76
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        77.
        
        Chapter 77
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        78.
        
        Chapter 78
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        79.
        
        Chapter 79
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Epilogue
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        About the Author
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Also By WL Gorman
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Copyright
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    
  


  
  Prologue


What Happened?      

In the 21st century, Canada fought against Russia in the Arctic over oil and gas reserves and sought-after minerals. Though it inflicted heavy losses on the Russians, the Canadian Forces were decimated. When the military collapsed, it didn’t take long for the federal police and national security agencies to dissolve. With no security apparatus available to backstop it, the federal government fell and Canada broke apart along provincial and territorial boundaries. 
These balkanized entities have done their best to maintain law and order, but now they start each day just breaths away from anarchy that is threatened by organized crime, biker gangs, newly-awakened fundamentalist sleeper cells, regional right-wing white supremacists and corrupt government officials. Daily, innocent people are witness to and victims of violence that includes political assassinations, kidnapping, hijacking, terrorist bombings, arson and murder.
For a time, there were no elections at any level in the former provinces of Canada. However, the interim Premier of Ontario, unwilling to yield to the pressure of criminals, organized a referendum that resulted in the people of Ontario giving her the authority to undertake an election to choose a legitimate government. To give the both referendum and the election processes a chance of success, The Premier made a controversial decision to augment her limited security element by hiring “professional security contractors”. Though they belong to a registered private military company (Crossbow Inc), the members of these teams are referred to by different names—guns for hire, war whores, soldiers of fortune… and mercenaries. Two of these teams are located in Ottawa — the new capital of Ontario.
After the success of the referendum and the subsequent election process, The Premier of Ontario set her focus and efforts on her ultimate goal… the re-unification of the provinces and territories into a new Canada. To do so, she must achieve an acceptable level of security in her own province in order to bring the other Premiers on side. For this, she has turned to Steven Grace, one of the Crossbow team leaders, to lead the way.
Grace, a former Canadian Special Forces officer who left his country in disgrace, hopes to find redemption from his former country … and from a father who has disowned him.






  
  Chapter 1

A Hospital       

Steven Grace stood outside the Emergency entrance to the hospital and watched, as one ambulance after another pulled up and unloaded their human contents. EMTs pulled gurneys out of the ambulances and wheeled their occupants into the hospital. Some of the victims were inert and connected to IV drips, and some writhed, and cried out in pain. Others were able to step out of the ambulances and walk with assistance, though in obvious discomfort. 
Grace counted twelve victims.                                                                                                                                  
The last ambulance pulled up and stopped, and two EMTs exited the back door. They helped two men with puffy eyes and bandaged heads descend from the truck and enter Emergency. As Grace watched, another man stepped out of the back of the truck. His face was bruised and his arm was in a sling. He winced as his feet touched the ground. Steven Grace recognized him. 
It was Gary Brame.  
Grace walked over to Brame and asked if he needed help. When Brame turned to look at Grace, his lip curled in a sneer. “Piss off, Grace!” he said. “I don’t need your …” And then Brame staggered and began to fall. Grace caught him and moved him to the back of the ambulance. He waited while Brame cleared his head.
“I’m sorry,” said Brame. “I shouldn’t have barked at you.”
“Nevermind,” said Grace. “Tell me what happened.”
“We were trying to get some drug dealers off a street corner when a lot of bikers showed up. We got into it with them.”
“You’re talking about you and your Street Guard buddies?”
“And three civilians.”
“Looks like you took a pounding.”
“We gave back some. A couple of bikers went down.”
“Twelve of your people in the ER. That’s not a good outcome, Brame.”
Gary Brame was about to snap at Grace, then realized the reality of the situation and shook his head. “I guess you’re right,” he said. “We weren’t ready.”
“The bikers are organized,” said Grace. “They’re not just a bunch of ragtag gypsy gangs who do their own thing. They have structure, they have weapons, and they have communications.”
“Then we’ll have to get Street Guard up to the same standard.”
“If you arm your people, you’re going to escalate the situation. The bikers won’t stand for that. They’ll be all over you, and you’re going to end up pulling body bags out of ambulances instead of injured people.”
“Street Guard has a lot of army vets. We can handle it.”
“Where will you get your weapons? The bikers control the illegal gun trade, and the police aren’t going to arm you. A lot of them already view you as vigilantes.”
“Someone has to get the scum off our streets! The Ontario Security Element doesn’t have the resources to do everything. And you and your mercenary buddies can’t be everywhere all the time.” Brame looked at Grace. “Okay, I shouldn’t have called you mercs. You and the Crossbow teams are making a difference.” Brame took a deep breath. “I’d better get inside and check on our people.” He pushed away from his sitting position, then doubled over as he tried to straighten up. His face twisted in a wince. “I got kicked in the nuts. It still hurts like hell.”
“Forgot your special ops training about wearing a protective cup?” said Grace.
“Won’t make that mistake again,” said Brame. He gingerly raised himself until he was almost erect. “Gotta go.”
“I’ll be finished my visit with my mother in about a half hour,” said Grace. “Can you meet me here? I have something I want to discuss with you. That you happened to be here is some kind of strange coincidence.”
Brame hesitated for a moment, then said, “I like my coffee with no additives.”


The Burial

At an upscale cottage on an isolated private lake in northern Ontario, an expensive coffin sat in front of a rectangular hole in the ground. Six members of The Wraiths stood at ease on each side of the coffin. They were members of a private special operations team that was well paid and owed its allegiance to their former Commanding Officer and current Ontario cabinet minister, Alan Flint. 
Flint stood at the head of the coffin. At its foot was Bobby Essery, Flint’s former operations officer in the now defunct Special Forces Regiment.
Everyone around the coffin wore blazers and flannels, military medals, and berets. A piper dressed in traditional uniform waited to be summoned.   
Alan Flint cleared his throat. “We’re here to say goodbye to a fallen comrade. Kemper Bellow was a tough, skilled, fierce warrior, and a leader of men who served Canada when it was still a country. All of us here today did missions with Bellow all over the world, and fought with him in the Arctic Conflict against Russia. It was my privilege to have been his Commanding Officer in The Special Forces Regiment. In the civilian life I chose to lead, Bellow supported my plans as my operational majordomo. On my behalf, he kept the criminal bosses of Ontario in check as leader of you, The Wraiths.
“Kemper did not have any blood relatives with whom he was close. His family were the soldiers with whom he served. It is my honour to place Kemper Bellow in his final resting place.”
Flint looked over at the piper and nodded. The piper blew into his bagpipes and started up a sad lament. He then marched to the grave where The Wraiths picked up straps on both sides of the coffin, moved it over the top of the grave, and lowered it as the piper played. When this was done, they stood at attention. On Flint’s verbal command, everyone around the coffin offered a final salute to Kemper Bellow.


In the cottage afterwards, Flint opened an expensive bottle of scotch and sat with Essery and Evan Decker, the operational leader of The Wraiths. Decker was of average height and slim build, but the way he carried himself suggested a high degree of fitness and hardness.
The three men looked at the view over the lake and drank from crystal tumblers. “I don’t get up here much anymore,” said Flint. “I used to come up often. To clear my head and think about the future.”
“With your family?” said Essery.
“They don’t know about this place. We have another cottage for family.”
There was a pause in the conversation as the three men sipped their scotch. And then Flint broke the silence. “Okay. Let’s talk a little about what is what, and the way ahead. The general situation is mostly unchanged from what it has been since Canada fragmented after the Arctic Conflict. We’ve controlled the chaos in Ontario by keeping the criminal organizations in line, by instilling fear in the crime bosses.” Flint raised his tumbler. “To The Wraiths for a job well done.”
Decker and Essery raised their glasses, and the three men sipped their scotch.          
“Okay,” Flint continued. “Our main enemy is Caroline Marcus. Now that she is the duly elected, legitimate Premier, she is going to make moves towards strengthening her situation in Ontario while starting the process of getting the other provincial Premiers to think about re-uniting the provinces and territories into what she’s calling a new Canada.”
“How is she going to strengthen Ontario?” asked Essery. Bobby Essery had medium length blond hair, was undeniably handsome and looked very fit in a sinewy way that suggested a hard edge.         
“She’s going to expand the role of the Auxiliary Police,” said Flint.
“What you were going to do when you were acting Minister of Security?” said Essery.
“Similar, but not exactly the same. She can’t afford to make police officers out of everyone who volunteered. She doesn’t have the money.”
“Then what?”
“She’s going to pay to have eight hundred of them trained to a higher standard than the current Auxiliaries, and they’ll be employed on a job-share basis.”
“So, she pays for four hundred but gets eight hundred people?”
“That’s right. And her message to the people will be that the full-time Ontario Security Element will expand as the budget permits. And with Grace and Sabre team now having responsibility for action across the whole province, Marcus thinks she has more resources to play with. But don’t worry, she’ll get disabused of that notion soon enough.”
“So what’s the plan, sir?”
“Phase One, we tell the crime bosses that the handcuffs are off and they have a green light to do what they want as long as they remain within the strictures that we’ve set for them.”
“And if they get to feeling powerful and independent, then we set The Wraiths on them?”
“Yes. Phase Two is where I establish strong relationships with the movers and shakers in the other provinces who I’ll bring into line when I lay out my own ideas to re-unite Canada and make Marcus a thing of the past.”
“And how do we make that happen?”
“We either take her out at an appropriate time, or we wait until she gets the other Premiers together, then we push her aside and use my established relationships to control the situation.”  
“Sounds good to me. I assume that since you briefed me in on what Bellow did, I will take his place as your majordomo and supervisor  of The Wraiths?”
Flint looked at Essery and smiled. “Not yet, Bobby,” he said.
Essery’s eyes went wide. This wasn’t what he was expecting to hear. “What!” he exclaimed. “I thought the job was mine if Bellow died! I thought — ”
Flint held up a hand. “Relax, Bobby. I was just toying with you. The job is yours, and you need to get with Decker to get up to speed on how The Wraiths operate.” Flint looked at his watch. “Okay, the helicopter will be here soon to take you back to Ottawa.”
“What about you and The Wraiths?”
“We’re going to have a wake for Bellow. We’ll be back in the city later today.”
“Can’t I stay for the wake?”
“You’re the new guy, Bobby. It wouldn’t be appropriate.”


After Essery left the cottage to walk down to the helipad, Flint topped up Decker’s drink and pulled out a clean tumbler from a kitchen cabinet. As he poured scotch into the tumbler, he said, “You can join us now.”
From another room, a man appeared. He was of average height but was wide in a body that looked solid. His longish hair appeared to be dyed blond with dark roots, his full beard was a mixture of grey and black and he wore a turtleneck shirt that hid a tattoo on his neck that suggested a menacing satanic figure.
Karl Faustin’s smile always came out as a sneer. In English, his speaking voice had a slight accent that hinted at his Belgian heritage. “I’m guessing that Bobby almost pissed himself when you told him he was staying with Rapier.”
Flint handed Faustin the scotch. “I do allow myself the occasional bit of levity.” He gestured toward a table and the three of them sat. “I’ve briefed Decker on what I want you to do, Karl. He will make sure that one of his people is with you whenever you leave the cottage to do my bidding. He will transport you and act as backup. You need to ensure that you are disguised whenever you are on a task, and you are not to leave this cottage without my permission. Questions?”
“Will Bobby Essery know what I’m doing?”
“Not at this time.”
“And my instructions will come through Decker?”
“Yes.”
Faustin looked at Decker, then nodded. “And when should I start on those contacts you wanted me to make?”
“You can start now,” said Flint. “Confirm availability and have them stand by.”
Faustin ran his tongue over his lips,  and smiled.







  
  Chapter 2

Scabbard   

The former IT company’s R&D building was in a one-acre walled area within a larger complex of buildings that the IT company had used before it went bankrupt and left Ottawa. The larger complex, nicknamed "The Campus", was now a secure area that housed the Government of Ontario.                                                                                                                                     
“Scabbard” housed two teams of security contractors from a British private security company named Crossbow, Inc. Both floors of the building had personal rooms, operations rooms, workout rooms, kitchen-dining areas, communal bathroom-shower rooms, and secure lockups for weapons and equipment. Rapier team occupied the first floor and Sabre team was on the second floor.    
Dani DeStefano looked in the second-floor bathroom mirror and noticed the dark circles under her eyes weren’t getting any lighter. DeStefano was in her late twenties, had short black hair, was slightly above average in height, and her arms and shoulders showed she worked out with weights. As always, she wore a sleeveless black T-shirt, black cargo pants and red construction boots. On her upper right arm was a tattoo of a mongoose. When she exited the bathroom-shower room, she turned left. Standing in the hallway was a woman in her early thirties who was also above average in height, had medium-length dark hair in a ponytail, and wore no make-up. She was dressed in a black, one-piece that suggested a tactical police uniform, though it had no badges or patches that confirmed police involvement.
DeStefano looked at the woman as she walked closer. “You’re Marty Krieger, right?” Her voice had an unmistakable Brooklyn accent. “You were in this job before me. Steve and the guys had a lot of good things to say about you.”
Krieger kept a straight face. “I left behind some money and a couple of cases of beer so they wouldn’t badmouth me.” For a few seconds, both women stared at one another. Then both of them laughed.
“You’re Dani DeStefano, right?” said Krieger. “Former U.S. military police, then special forces. From Brooklyn. Sicilian ancestry, mob-connected. And the guys have good things to say about you.”
“I don’t advertise the mob family thing. “
“Got it. You liking your time with Steve and the team?”
“Best people I ever worked with. Professional down to their bootlaces. and easy to get along with.”
“As long as you get the job done right.”
“Yeah. They don’t accept crappy attitudes and careless mistakes. I wouldn’t wanna fall out of a helicopter with them looking on.”
Krieger’s mouth made a round “O” and her eyebrows knitted together. “They told you about that? It was — “
“Hey relax! You’re not the only one who ever dangled on a safety harness after a pilot made a hard bank.”
“It was the first time I had to buy the post-op beer for the team. And not the last. You?”
“The first time was when I was havin’ a pee behind a tree and we took some sniper fire. I came crashing out with my helmet on backwards. Proudman got a picture with a digital camera. It’s pasted on the mirror in the bathroom.” 
“Whatever you do, don’t remove it.”
“Wouldn’t think of it.”
They heard a door open, followed by the head and shoulders of a big man who had long hair worn braided in the back. “You ladies gonna join us?” said Wolf Proudman, “or ya gonna stand there and talk about makeup and cute boys?”
DeStefano flipped Proudman an obscene hand gesture and smiled at Krieger. “Lookin’ forward to workin’ with ya.”


Sabre’s Operations Room

Sabre team’s operations room was set up for function. Several radios sat in mounting brackets that took up half a wall. A large TV screen sat next to the radios. The other walls were covered with large whiteboards and maps of Ottawa and Ontario. A long table sat in the middle of the room. The chairs that normally surrounded the table were arranged in two rows facing the large television screen. Standing in front of the screen was their leader. Steven Grace was a little over six feet and had a physique that shouted physical fitness. He had short, dark hair and dark blue eyes. A strong jaw line contained a thin scar that ran from below his ear along the jawline to his chin on the left side, the result of a mortar shell explosion on an overseas deployment with a JTF2 special ops team. 
Grace looked at the eleven people sitting in front of him. Four of them were dressed as he was in khaki combat clothing, and two of them in khaki flight suits. This was Sabre team. Two of them were dressed in black SWAT uniforms with police markings. These were Janet Sterling, Sabre’s police Liaison Officer, and Robin Akito, SWAT team leader. Marty Krieger was flanked by a woman and a man in civilian clothes.
Grace gave them a smile, and said, “Okay, let’s start. First off, let me officially welcome Marty Krieger back into the fold. We are sorry about your father’s passing, Marty, but we are really happy to have you back.”
“Thanks,” said Krieger. “It was either this job or getting into fashion modelling. I decided I couldn’t stand the pressure and politics of being a model. Too much angst.” When the guys on Sabre laughed, Marty Krieger knew she was back where she belonged.
“Alright,” said Grace. “Let’s get right into it. The way we do things is going to be different from before. We’ll continue to operate out of Ottawa, and will do missions here if not tasked elsewhere. But the major change is that we are now responsible for dealing with situations that the police and the other Crossbow teams in Ontario are unable to deal with. Wherever there is a problem that no one else can take on because of geography or otherwise, that is where we’ll go.
“To do this job to best advantage, we would need several more Crossbow teams and a boatload of resources. But Premier Marcus doesn’t have the money to do that. So we go with what we’ve got. I’ve told Premier Marcus we aren’t in the miracles business, and she understands that. So we’ll operate in the realm of the possible, based on our capabilities.”
Grace paused to see if there were any comments. When there were none, he continued. “Rapier team will continue to operate at night with the same configuration as before. Sabre will operate during the day if we are in Ottawa. If deployed elsewhere, the OSE SWAT team will take on our tasks until we re-deploy. To make this work, we have Robin Akito from the SWAT team. He'll be located with us, and will brief his people if and when they assume control from us.” Grace looked at an Asian-Canadian man sitting in the front row. “Welcome, Robin. Anything to add?”
Akito shook his head. “Not right now,” he said. “Except I’m happy to be here.”
“Speaking of happy,” said Grace, “Janet Sterling is staying on as our police LO. They offered her Ken Wells’ job as the senior watchkeeper in the OSE Command Post, but she decided to stay with us. Care to comment, Janet?”
Sterling was tall, attractive, with café au lait colouration. She exuded an obvious confidence that came from her police experience and martial arts training. “The watchkeeper job would have been interesting, and it would’ve been a promotion. But nothing is going to match the excitement of being on this team, especially now that we have responsibility for a large part of the province.”
There was the sound of knuckles cracking and then a clearing of the throat.  
“You’ve become a junkie,” said Wolf Proudman. “The adrenaline monster has got you and there’s no escaping.” Proudman was a large man with Indigenous features, a soft baritone voice, and a look about him that promised harm to anyone who disturbed his normal state of calm. “And you still owe me a dinner for fixing that rust bucket you call a car.”
When there was no response from Sterling, Grace continued. “In order to stay on top of what is happening, and to give us as much warning as possible of potential missions, Marty will head up a small team within the OSE Command Post. Their primary job will be intelligence gathering and coordination of effort with the Ontario Security Element. They’ll be our firm foot on the ground. Marty?”
Krieger stood up. “I’ve been told by Ken Wells, who is now a Deputy Chief with the OSE, that they will give us as much support as they can. As we all know, the OSE is still under-resourced in people and materiel, but Premier Marcus has set the ball in motion to increase their capability. We’ll simply have to see where that goes.” Krieger took a breath. “I have two people working with me in the CP.” She motioned for a woman next to her to stand up. “Annette Legere has worked as an OSE intelligence operator for the last five years. Prior to that, she was a patrol Sergeant.” Krieger then motioned for a dark-skinned man next to her to stand up. “Jackson Clay has been an OSE intelligence operator for three years. Before that he was with a SWAT team in Toronto.”
Krieger then motioned to the other two, and they all sat down.
“Ontario is a very large land mass to cover,” said Grace. “So it’s critical that Marty and her team give us as much information as possible in a timely manner on possible missions. They must also keep us informed when we are deployed. Questions so far?”
“Do Marty and her team deploy at any point in time?” asked a man with a Liverpool accent. Ian Shepperd was a former member of the British SAS who had an average body build that disguised an iron will and never-give-up attitude. Shepperd had left the SAS after he killed four leaders of a Liverpool criminal organization who were responsible for his brother’s death.
“I’m not going to say ‘never’ to their deploying with us,” said Grace. “We all know that Marty was a first-class member of Sabre before she left us to care for her father. And I’m assuming that Legere and Clay have operational capability. However, they will be best used by having them tapped into whatever the OSE Command Post can give us, and that is best done within the CP.”
“What about transportation resources?” asked Bruce Jackson. The former Australian SAS operator was solidly built because of weight training, though he wasn’t muscle bound and clumsy as some weight lifters were. And he had a similar history to Shepperd’s. Somewhere out in the Australian Outback, a man who had raped Jackson’s sister was buried deep. 
“We’ll have our normal two helicopters piloted by Atticus and Sherry,” said Grace. “That will give us coverage at a certain range out from Ottawa. For anything further afield, Atticus and Sherry can tap into helicopters that exist throughout Ontario from when the former Canadian Armed Forces left their air assets in place. We’ll also have access to transport aircraft that belong to the OSE. I’m told these can lift up to the level of light armoured vehicles. As for other requirements, such as boats, we’ll have to see what we need and what is available as we go.”
“We got a lotta things to think about and develop options for,” said DeStefano. “What’s your plan?”
“We need to look at possible missions, distances and travel times, and possible equipment needed,” said Grace. “We also need to liaise with our Crossbow teams and OSE detachments throughout the province.”
“That could take forever,” said Sterling.
“Premier Marcus has asked us to be operational two weeks from today,” said Grace. “We all know that this sort of thing, done properly, could take a month or more. So we need to divide up the tasks and get on with it. Janet and I will have Atticus fly us around to do the liaison with our Crossbow teams and the OSE detachments. Ian will be in charge of everyone here while we’re away. Sherry will work on the air side of things with Ian. Dani will get the two new operators up to speed on how we operate and she’ll do a reconnaissance of the city with them. Wolf and Bruce will get with Marty and her team and brainstorm what our potential tasks could be and what resources the OSE has throughout the province that might help — police organizations, comms, weaponry, surveillance resources, transport capability, SWAT teams, and so on. The next two weeks are going to be over before we know it, so we need to get on this ASAP, and focus. And hope things stay as quiet as they have been.” Grace looked at those seated in front of him. “Questions?”
“Who are the two new operators and when do they arrive?” asked Shepperd.
“One of them is Erik Kuhn. He’s a former German GS9 special ops guy, and was German army prior to that. Our Crossbow admin guy, Philip Kalba, will meet him at the airport this evening and bring him here. Anyone know him?”
“I worked with him on a couple of narco-terrorist missions in South America,” said DeStefano. “He’s quiet and highly professional in that disciplined way that German security guys tend to be. He’ll be a good asset for us.”
“And the other?” said Shepperd.
“It will be confirmed no later than close of business today, but I’ve cleared this with Crossbow. I've offered the job to Gary Brame.”
“What!” exclaimed Sterling. “Brame? The head of that Street Guard bunch of vigilantes? You’ve gotta be —”
“Hold on,” said Grace. “Don’t forget that Brame is former JTF2 with a solid reputation.”
“But his head isn’t in the right place!” said Sterling. “He’s got all of his military veteran buddies all keen to butt heads with the biker dopers, with nothing to fight them with. He’s going to get people hurt, maybe killed. What makes you think — ”
“I had a sit down with him, Janet, and I told him the team was expanding, and we needed highly trained special operators right away, especially those who know this city and province. I told him he fit the bill, and I would ask that he be hired if he was interested. But there was something that he needed to do if he wanted to come on board with us and make a difference.”
“Which is?”
“He needs to have Street Guard revert from a proactive aggressive force back to their original intent … surveillance of the streets and collecting information about the black-brains selling drugs and doing other crimes. Essentially, being another set of eyes and ears for the police, and maybe us. They could be a valuable asset.”
“And you think he’ll go for this?”
“I’m not going to assume anything. But we’ll know by the end of the day.”


Grace was alone in the ops room when Gretta Fitch knocked on the door. Gretta was a wonderfully kind and cheerful older woman who had done the cooking and housekeeping for the team since their arrival in Ottawa. They were especially fond of her.
Grace turned and saw the look on her face. “Gretta, you look glum,” he said. “What is it?”
“I have something to tell you,” said Gretta, “and it gives me no pleasure to do so.” She took a moment to compose herself. “I have to take an extended leave of absence, Mister Grace. I have a sister in Kingston who is ill, and she has no one to care for her right now.”
“I’m sorry to hear that, Gretta. Is there anything we can do for you?”
“No. You have all been kind to me, and helped me and my family when my nephew got into that trouble. It’s me who owes you.”
“Do you think you’ll be re-joining us later?”
“I have no idea right now.”
“Then we’ll not ask for a replacement until we know what your situation is.”
“Please, that’s not necessary. You need domestic help.”
“We can do our own cooking and cleaning, Gretta. Not as well as you, but we’ll manage. When do you leave?”
“Unfortunately, it has to be tomorrow. I’ll head down to Kingston and hope that my old VW clunker gets me there. It’s been reliable all these years, but it’s old.”


Later that evening, the team took Gretta to dinner at an upscale restaurant where she enjoyed the meal and the camaraderie. After a warm speech from Grace about how much they appreciated her, Gretta placed a large canvas bag on the table from which she pulled out gifts for each member of the team. Knitted scarves for the ladies, and bright-coloured socks for the men.
Grace then said they had a gift for her. When they were outside, Grace said something into a small handheld radio. And then Gretta heard the sound of tires squealing. When she looked left, a car came screaming around the side of the restaurant, did a perfect one hundred and eighty degree turn in front of Gretta, and came to rest. It was a brand new, shiny black Volkswagen Golf. Ian Shepperd got out of the car, bowed at the waist and said, “Your carriage awaits you, madam.”
Gretta looked at Grace. “What is this?” she said.
“It’s the team’s gift to you, Gretta,” said Grace. “It’s the least we could do for a hard-working housekeeper, a terrific cook, and one of the nicest people any of us have ever met.”






  
  Chapter 3

Office of The Premier of Ontario   

Caroline Marcus sat in one of the wingback chairs in front of her desk. She was in her late fifties and was attractive, even though she refused to colour her graying hair or use wrinkle creams on her face. Marcus believed in aging naturally, and didn’t understand women who felt that Botox was their friend. Her only accessories were a watch and a fine gold neck chain that her late husband had given her.
Sitting across from Marcus was her chief of staff. Alexis Hood was in her thirties, had long black hair, was beautiful, and was possessed of an effortless style and elegance that most women could only dream of.
When they finished going over Marcus’ schedule for the next few days, Marcus took a sip of tea and relaxed. Alexis waited, knowing her boss had very few moments in any given day where she could feel unrushed. After another sip of tea, Marcus reached behind and retrieved some papers from her desk. “This is the brief speech I’m giving on television tonight. Could you give it a quick read after we’re finished here?”
Alexis nodded. “This is where you’re going to tell the people about the increase in police resources using the Auxiliaries?”
“Yes. Though it’s not a quantum leap, it’s still an incremental increase in capability, and an indication to the people that we’re serious about their security. That, along with having Steve Grace and his team focus on gaps in the province’s security system, will hopefully make a difference.”
“Do you think they’ll be out of the city a lot?”
“Are you worried about not seeing him as often?”
“I’m not seeing him, Caroline. But he is a friend.”
“And a former beau.”
“A long time ago. And I haven’t heard from him lately.”
Marcus stared at Alexis for a moment, then decided she didn’t want to make her uncomfortable over something that was really none of Marcus’ business. “I’d like you to attend my meeting with the cabinet ministers this afternoon.”
“You’re going to talk to them about your plan to re-unite the provinces into a ew Canada?”
“In outline, with some details. They need to know my agenda for talking with the other Premiers. They also need an idea of what John Moyer and his people are working on regarding a proposed new constitution that will hopefully find favour with the other Premiers. How is John doing by the way? Losing his wife to cancer at such a young age can’t be easy on him.”
“He’s burying himself in his work, learning how to be a cabinet minister, and being involved in the drafting of a new federal constitution.”
“Well, thank you for spending time with him to get him acquainted with his ministerial duties, and with how our cabinet functions. He’s got a lot to take in and digest in a short period.”
“My pleasure.”
Marcus looked at her watch. “The head of my security detail should be here shortly to talk about our trip to Montreal tomorrow.”
Alexis stood up. “How do you think your meeting will go with the Quebec Premier? Everyone knows she was an ardent sovereigntist when Canada was still a country, and she is getting a lot of pressure from the right wingers in Quebec to formally align with France.”
“Marie-France Leclair is a proud Quebecker and defender of the province’s culture, but she isn’t consumed by emotion. She’s a logical thinker and a pragmatist. Her aim is to do what is best for the people of Quebec, and she is doing a good job of keeping the door to her office open to all.”  
“Are you sure you won’t change your mind about flying down and back?”
“Montreal isn’t that far, and the drive will give me time to read my notes and think.”

Private Office of Alan Flint

Alan Flint’s private office was an expensively furnished room on the second floor of a two-storey townhouse that Flint owned in an upscale area of Ottawa. Only a few people knew about it. Bobby Essery sat opposite Flint in one of the comfortable chairs in front of Flint’s large wooden desk.
Flint was in his fifties and came from money and upper society. He was well-groomed, and dressed in an expensive suit. When he spoke, his voice sounded like he was doing his best to tolerate whomever he was speaking to. Though not movie star handsome, Flint was still an attractive man. His slightly graying brown hair was expensively styled, his six-foot frame looked solidly fit, and his smooth-shaven face was not unpleasant to look at. 
Bobby Essery was over six feet and had the same build as Steven Grace, that suggested superior physical fitness. Essery was fine-featured and handsome, with long eyelashes, brown eyes, high cheekbones and medium-short blond hair. Until he spoke with his arrogant sense of self, Essery could be mistaken for an accountant or corporate lawyer. He watched Flint sip expensive scotch from a crystal glass and waited for him to speak.
Flint placed his glass on an expensive-looking coaster. “You settled in with The Wraiths?”
“Yeah. And you chose well, sir. Those twelve guys would be hard to beat in any kind of scrap.”
“Do you know any of them from our Special Forces Regiment days?”
“Eight of them, but not well. The other four were outside my time there.”
“They need to have respect for you, Bobby, but I don’t want you to get too close to them. You need to let Evan Decker be the operational leader.” 
“Okay.”   
“I’ve given you a thorough briefing on what Kemper Bellow did for me, and how he did it. What questions do you have?”
“Tell me about your plan as Minister of Inter-Governmental Affairs.”
Flint smiled. “I already have a lot of high-level useful relationships in the other provinces. I’ll continue to cultivate and add to them. Without overtly disparaging Marcus, I’ll ensure that all the key players see me as her logical successor when she is no longer in the picture.”
“What about Grace and Sabre and their expanded role in Ontario?”
“The more time that insubordinate bugger and his team spend outside of Ottawa, the better for us. You need to ensure that happens, Bobby.”
“That was my next question. What do you want me to do about the crime bosses?”
“You need to get them together right away. I know they’re unhappy with the restrictions we put on them, and they want to get back to the way things were before the provincial election. They need to know that you are now the guy from whom they take their orders. Say nothing about Bellow. We don’t owe them anything in the way of explanations. I’ll write you some notes on what I want said and reinforced.”
“Okay.”
“And there’s one change I want for this meeting, Bobby. I want a couple of secret cameras and microphones installed so that I can watch and listen in. And a radio receiver in your ear so I can talk to you if need be. The Wraiths can set that up.”
Essery’s shoulders sagged. “You don’t trust me to do this by myself?”
“Don’t be petulant with me, Bobby. This meeting is very important, and it’s your first. I need it to go well. Do a good job and you’ll be on your own after that.” Flint paused for a moment. “How did your handover go with Jon Ray-Hook?”
“Good. He is still the quick study he was when he was the head of your headquarters protection group in the Arctic.”
“And he still has a score to settle with Grace over not getting Grace’s support when the Russians attacked the headquarters?”
“We didn’t really talk about that much. But don’t forget that he did testify against Grace at his court martial, so you have to figure he isn’t on Grace’s Christmas card list. It’s why I asked Crossbow to transfer him from Toronto. He’ll be a good assert for us I’m sure.” Essery waited for a moment. “You got anything else for me, sir?”   
Flint shook his head. He didn’t tell Essery that Karl Faustin was still in Ontario, and working on what he and the Belgian were calling ‘a merc army’.  






  
  Chapter 4

The CP Morning Brief       

As Sabre and Rapier teams sat and kibbitzed among themselves, Ken Wells entered from the main Command Post area. He was followed by another policeman who appeared to be in his mid to late fifties, had a moustache that was prematurely white, and some wrinkles around his eyes. He walked with a slight limp.                                                                                                                                 
Wells stood beside the lectern and looked at the teams in front of him. “Good morning,” he said. “I see we have some new faces.” Wells turned and looked at the police officer beside him. “And I’ve brought along one of my own. This is Captain DL Craig, my replacement. DL has been with the force for almost thirty years, and has spent all of that time on the street as a patrolman, a patrol supervisor, a training officer, and a precinct captain. As a training officer, he was my mentor and, for every moment I have spent on the street, I thank God for the training he gave me. He knows this city well, and he knows its criminal elements better than most. Six weeks ago, DL was shot in the leg by a druggie asshole while doing a drug raid with one of his teams. I have given him an extensive handover, and I know he’ll do a superb job.” Wells shook Craig’s hand, said “DL,” then took a seat in the front row.
Craig didn’t move behind the lectern. He scanned the faces in front of him, then got right into it. “Let me tell you what an old warhorse like me is doing here. After I was able to walk again after being wounded, I expected to go back to my old job, but the medical people put a clamp on that. They declared me unfit for street duty. I was told I would get a senior administrative job at OSE headquarters.” Craig took a breath. “I’d rather be tied down and slowly eaten by ants than push paper. So I put in my retirement notice. While that was being processed, Ken told me he was leaving this job to become the Deputy Chief for Operations. He told me he really liked working with you people, besides being the senior watchkeeper in the CP. So, here I am. And I only have one caution for all of you. If anyone calls me a gimp, they shouldn’t be surprised to find themselves on that ant hill I just mentioned.”
There was laughter as Craig managed the briefest of smiles. 
“Okay,” he said. “Things are still fairly quiet out on the streets. The only item of significance is that Premier Marcus is headed to Montreal this morning to meet with the Premier of Quebec. She plans to be back in Ottawa by no later than late afternoon. Now, I know Janet Sterling, and I’ve met Grace. How about the team leaders introduce the rest?”
Jon Ray-Hook looked at Craig, then at Grace, then he stood up. “My name is Jon Ray-Hook. I was with the Canadian Army for fifteen years as an infantry officer. After the Canadian Armed Forces disbanded, I worked with several private security companies, and I’ve been with Crossbow for three years. I was a team leader in Toronto before they transferred me to Ottawa to take over Rapier team from Bobby Essery.
Ray-Hook pointed at a large man with silver-blond hair styled in a brush cut. This is Goldie Strijder, a former special security operator from South Africa. Ray-Hook pointed at another man and said, “Yari Voyoka, former Russian special ops and the only member from the original Rapier team.” Ray-Hook indicated another man. “This is Rob Shuter, former U.S. Army Ranger. And the man sitting on his left is Felix Guerrier, former French GIGN special ops.” Ray-Hook nodded at a man in a police SWAT uniform. “Greg Harrison is Rapier’s police LO.” 
Ray-Hook sat down.
“Thanks,” said Craig. He looked at Grace.
Steve Grace stood up and walked to each of his team as he introduced them. “Janet Sterling, police LO. Ian Shepperd, former British SAS. Wolf Proudman, former Canadian JTF2. Dani DeStefano, former U.S. special forces. Bruce Jackson, former Australian SAS. Marty Krieger, former Toronto SWAT team and is re-joining Sabre. And we have two brand new members. Erik Kuhn is former German special ops, and Gary Brame is former JTF2 who has joined Crossbow as of this morning.”
Grace went back to his seat and sat.
“I thought Brame was heading up that vigilante group— Street Guard?” said Ray-Hook.
“Street Guard is not going to be a proactive entity,” said Brame. “It has reverted to its original name— Street Watch. And its purpose is to observe, not enforce. And of course, I am no longer a member.”
“Well, that’s just too bad, Gary,” said Ray-Hook. “The vigilante look would have suited you just fine.”
“I can see you’re still a charmer,” said Brame. “Even after your failure to protect Flint’s headquarters in the Arctic, you’re still passing yourself off as— ”
Ray-Hook bolted out of his chair and started towards Brame, but Grace got up and stood in front of him.
“Get out of my way, Grace!” said Ray-Hook.
“We don’t settle things here in the CP,” said Grace. “You and Brame need to understand that.”
Ray-Hook pointed a finger at Grace. “And you and Brame need to understand that the Arctic fiasco was on your head, Grace. Not mine. Your court martial made that clear.”
Grace had been through this before, so he remained calm. “You and I will talk about this after this meeting is over.”
“I’m not talking to you.”
“Yeah, you are,” said Grace.
Both men stared at one another for a moment, then sat down.
Craig stepped out from behind the lectern. “Well, I’d sing a couple of bars of Give Peace A Chance, but I’m not sure that would help.”
“How about Come Together?” said Proudman.
“I’m goin’ with All You Need Is Love,” said DeStefano.
“The Beatles? Ha!” exclaimed Strijder. “Pussy music!”
“And what do you listen to?” asked Shepperd.
“Country and western,” said Strijder. “Real music.”
“Actually, I can’t argue with that,” said Krieger. “How about Carol Baker and Ian Tyson and Stompin’ Tom and —”
“Enough!” said Craig. “If no one has anything else, then both teams have newbies to get oriented and other things to do. I suggest you get on with that.” 
Craig  and Wells left the briefing room for the CP, and the teams headed out the door. 
Except for Grace and Ray-Hook.







  
  Chapter 5

Cookie’s Diner 

The family restaurant wasn’t far from the front entrance to The Campus. When Wolf Proudman entered, he immediately spotted Louisa Pansera in a booth near the back. When he got there, he sat and smiled at her. “Sorry, I’m a little late,” he said. “Our new briefer wanted to meet everyone.”
“It’s okay,” said Louisa. “How are the new people looking?”
“I think Sabre will be fine. Rapier is hard to know right now, because the team is virtually brand new except for one guy. Their team leader, Ray-Hook, has a history with Steve that isn’t good.”
“Why?”
“During the Arctic Conflict, Ray-Hook was responsible for the security of General Flint’s headquarters. When the Russians were forming up for an attack, Flint ordered Steve and his team to support Ray-Hook in defending the headquarters. Steve refused because he and his team had a mission from his special ops commander. Ray-Hook lost a number of his soldiers and his protection mission failed. Along with others, Ray-Hook testified against Steve at his court martial.”   
“So, there is bad blood between them?”
“I don’t think Steve Grace personally holds Ray-Hook in contempt. He understands that Ray-Hook was under a lot of pressure. But Ray-Hook seems to be a different story. During the briefing this morning, he lashed out at Grace and mentioned the court martial.”
“What did Grace do?”
“He told Ray-Hook to stay behind after the briefing, just the two of them. I have no idea what came of that.” Proudman paused for a moment. “How about you? Getting back into your old job okay?”
“I haven’t been away from the news station all that long, so the routine is pretty much as it was when I left. And my boss has been really understanding. He knew my Dad, and the relationship we had. He took Dad’s passing pretty hard.”
“And how about you?”
“I still can’t get past the fact that you and your guys saved him from those mob guys just to have some idiot woman kill him while texting and driving. It’s not a memory of my father that I want in my mind, but I can’t purge it.”
“Maybe in time.”
“Maybe.”
Proudman reached across the table and took Louisa’s hands in his own. He raised them and kissed them gently.
Louisa gave him her best smile. “If you have a free night next week, I have something in mind that we could do together. It’s partly work and partly personal interest.”
“Whatever it is, I’m in.”      


The Megget House

Ralph Megget sat on the back porch of his family home. With his mother having gone to bed early, Megget had some time to himself. While listening to the music of Jonny Lang on his smartphone, he closed his eyes and put aside his cares and worries. It was peaceful.
And it didn’t last long.
When his phone rang, Megget saw Unknown Caller on the screen, and debated whether to answer. Finally, his curiosity got the best of him. When he answered, the male voice on the other end sounded like it had been altered, like an auto-tuned modern song. Though it sounded somewhat disembodied, it also sounded assertive. And menacing.
“Hello, Megget,” said the voice. “You don’t know me, but you and I are about to start a relationship based on an old one.”
Megget was confused. “What? What are you talking about? Who are you?”
“Who I am doesn’t matter. What I am, does.”
“I don’t — ”
“Just shut your face and listen! I know you’re the leader of The Free Radicals. I know you’ve had them do a lot of aggressive actions, many of them violent. A few weeks ago, you took direction from a man who came before me. A man with a gruff voice who probably scared the shit out of you. With me so far?”
Megget now felt his blood pumping hard, and he wasn’t sure if he could speak.
“I said, are you with me so far, Megget?”
“Yeah, I hear you.”
“And you know who I’m talkin’ about?”
“Yes.”
“Well you can forget him. It’s me you’re gonna get your marching orders from now on. And don’t even start to give me any resistance. I know you live with your old lady, and you wouldn’t want any harm to come to her. I also know that it was probably you who killed those two wacko professors that you worked for. Give me a hard time and I’ll have a detective acquaintance of mine pointed in your direction. Just say yes if we’re understanding one another.”
Megget hesitated, then said ‘yes’ in a weak voice.
“Good. Now pay attention. In three days there’s gonna be a visiting soccer team from Kenya coming to town to play a game against a local club. I want your Free Radical buddies to be there. Their job will be to beat the crap out of the Kenyans and draw police attention. At the same time, I want you to organize a riot at the local police station, and then I want it burned to the ground. Are you clear on this?”
Megget felt a tightening in his core, but knew he had to say something. “So you just want the Kenyans beat up? That’s it?”
“Hey, if your guys get a little carried away, and if the Kenyans lose a couple of people, I’m okay with that. Ain’t no thing. Just get on with it.” There was a pause for a moment. “And one more thing, Megget. We need the name and number of your second-in-command.”
“What! Why?”
“Anything can happen to anybody, so we need to know who to talk to if anything should happen to you.”
Megget put his hand over the voice speaker, took a couple of deep breaths, then gave the voice on the other end the information that he wanted. And then the line went to dial tone. Megget disconnected the call at his end. And then he picked up a plastic bucket that his mother used for weeding, and he threw up in it.
Outside the warehouse The Wraiths used as accommodation and as vehicle and equipment storage, Essery put his phone in his pants pocket and smiled. This job is gonna be fun, he thought.  


OSE HQ

The OSE command post was located in the OSE headquarters building, across the street from the Ontario government building. After Grace finished with Ray-Hook, he exited the building and immediately saw Alexis Hood and John Moyer in front of the government building. As always, Grace could feel the blood pounding in his ears when he saw Alexis. Until a few days ago, he had been optimistic they were headed towards a revival of their former relationship. And then he saw her dancing with Moyer at Marcus’ election victory celebration, and his hopes sank. As he watched now, Alexis stepped forward and gave Moyer a long hug.
Grace’s shoulders slumped, and he let out a long breath as he watched Alexis and Moyer enter the government building.







  
  Chapter 6

A Back Room In A Bar 

The bosses of the Ontario criminal organizations had been kept waiting, so they weren’t pleased. Many of them had travelled considerable distances. All of them were used to giving orders, not taking them. But all of them had felt the wrathful power of The Wraiths and, by extension, the power of whoever controlled them. And so they waited.
When Bobby Essery entered the large room, he was wearing dark glasses and a leather mask that he had picked up at a sex shop. He took his time as he made his way to the front of the room. When he got there, he didn’t waste any time. He told them he was the new guy and that the old guy was ‘retired’. They didn’t know who Kemper Bellow was, so there was no need for them to know that he was dead. He also told them they could go back to the way they were doing business before the “man at the top” had imposed restrictions. And he reminded them to stay out of each other’s silos, and to not do violence against politicians unless they had cleared it with him first. When Essery was done, he asked if there were any questions.
One of the three biker leaders was dressed in blue jeans and a black tee-shirt that had blood oozing from the word “The Iron Tramps”. He shifted his weight in his chair and lifted a boot up onto one of his knees. “Ya look like a fuckin’ perv faggot with that leather mask. I don’t like takin’ no orders from perv faggots. The guy before ya looked and talked like a real man. How do we know you’re his replacement?”
Underneath the mask, Essery was seething with anger, and he wanted to sort out the biker, but he knew he had to stay calm. ”Did you all decide on your own to come to this bar on the same day from all across Ontario? Hmmm? Or did it not occur to you that I have access to all the things that my predecessor did? And yeah… that includes The Wraiths. Need I say any more, or do you want me to spell it out for you?”  
The biker shifted in his chair again, by he didn’t respond.
Esssery knew Flint was watching the proceedings on the hidden cameras and microphones The Wraiths had planted. He knew he was being assessed, but it didn’t bother him. He knew he had what it took to maintain Flint’s confidence in him. And Flint had said nothing to him through the ear-bud he was wearing. He took that as a good sign.
Essery looked around the room. “So we’ve heard from The Iron Cramps. Anyone else?”
The biker stood up. “No one pisses on The Tramps name, asshole! How ‘bout I come up there and sort you out?”
“If you have to ask, then I
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