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Intell on


Kip Kenver & Nessa Marrak.
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Cornish born Kip was educated in the Midlands. He left school at sixteen with his O-level qualifications in the late 70’s to pursue a career with the MOD’s weapons and explosives, research and development department in Uxbridge. After accomplishing his target pay grade and the highest position available within the department, he transferred his career option, and enrolled with the Commandos. Later on, in his service career he joined the SAS at the rank of (SQS), Squadron Quartermaster Sargent. However, several years and tours later and after learning about his reputation and talents the Special Boats Services (SBS) requisitioned his services and experience as an underwater explosive’s ordnance expert, where he successfully saw out his service years as Captain. 

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

Nessa Marrak also born in Cornwall, a highly intelligent ex-military girl and a 3rddan black belt in ju-jitsu, and 1st dan in Kendo, has been Kip’s partner in crime so to speak since the summer of 2011, and now lives platonically with Kip on his yacht on the waters off the South-West of England. 

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

Permanently!

True justice!

Proper job!
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The natural movement of the coach in motion has been trying to persuade me to close my eyes, and drift into the unknown for most of the two-and-a-half-hour journey. I am returning from the popular Bristol Hilton Hotel and a pleasant social afternoon with a couple of prospective clients. I resisted. As is the norm this time of year the windows have steamed up, I wiped an arc with my sleeve, as you do when a cloth isn’t available, to ascertain our current location. Approaching Plymouth centre I confirmed subconsciously, just before the driver’s assistant stood up and said into a microphone.

‘Plymouth.... Plymouth coach station. All alighting at Plymouth with luggage and when we are stationary, please proceed using the walkway to the rear of this coach.  Your luggage will be unloaded for you. Please remember to take all your hand luggage from the overhead lockers and under your seat. We hope you have had a pleasant journey with us and hope to see you again soon. Thank you.’ 

The PA whistled a little then went quiet. A few minutes later the coach turns a short-left corner and slowly comes to a stop, then reverses into a specific drop off and pick up point. Eight passengers alight, one person boards, no luggage. 

Where have I seen that face before?

There was no acknowledgement as he passed by my right shoulder and seated himself a few seats behind, and diagonally to my right. 

Where?

Liskeard then St.Austel, and then 37 minutes after we left St.Austel we pulled into Truro bus and coach station. I arose from my seat, backed into the isle and bent down to retrieve my laptop, I then quickly glanced down the aisle to the rear, not to make it obvious, scanning all the passengers with one anticlockwise 270-degree rotation, then walked forward to the exit. Still not remembering where or even when I’d seen this face before? But I knew I had. I alighted. He remained seated. 

It was only a short walk through the town, or city I should say, as it is. But a very small city compared to all other cities in the UK, between the bus station and the bus stop I needed for the local Falmouth shuttle, due in, in about 12 minutes. It arrived almost on time. I boarded. Paid the driver the requested £3.80 and took a seat near the front as there was no one else on board. Thirty-Five minutes later I arrived at my destination point and alighted.

It had been raining here recently, but now the skies seem momentary free from cloud. Stars glistened above and I was imagining obscure cosmic pictures in my head, like children make pictures with dot to dot drawings. It was March 4th with a waning crescent moon. Not emitting much light, but with the occasional street lamp, there was little necessity for a torch. 

I was interrupted from imagining more pictures in my head when I heard what I assumed were several youths in full merriment. Presumably after consuming quantities of alcohol or some other recreational substances. As I approached the decibels increased, and noted the English youth dialect evolved into gutter level tripe. The hedgerows were standing too tall to have a visual on them, but as I rounded the curve in the lane that partially ran alongside a housing estate, the four reprobates responsible for the commotion stood, in my calculation 80 paces away... 

Shall I, shan’t I?

I decided I shall. 

I remained on my usual trajectory to my destination which meant passing right through the centre of the fracas.  The nearest street lamp was illuminating behind me now, casting my shadow to the front which gave me full illumination of these guys, therefore they will be unable to see my face in any detail because of the back light, a win win situation. A quick recon revealed three between eighteen and twenty, average build about five-ten nothing fancy and one shorty about fifteen or so.

The three taller guys sporting bottom baggy jeans, unlaced trainers and hoodies. Although providing partial disguise the dress is totally restrictive and inappropriate for any physical conflict, or even for a quick retreat. Hoodies only allow you partial peripheral vision. Arse hugging baggy jeans restrict high leg movement because the crotch seams are nearer the knee than the crotch, and if you need to run, at least one of your hands is occupied holding them up. Lace less or loose lace trainers flick off at speed which could cause you to stumble. 

16 paces, 15, 14, 13.... At a calculated 6 paces, I greeted them with a firm but friendly voice, 

‘Good evening lads.’ 

The two with their backs to me immediately glanced round to see who was responsible for the “other” voice. I halted three paces from the nearest pair. Waiting for a response but nothing came.

‘Is there a problem here?’ I questioned.

The one with the face features illuminated by the street lamp with dilated pupils, eventually slurred out. 

‘Who the hell are you?’ 

I had already calculated how to immobilise the closest two and the one who just spoke. This left the smallest one to the right, shielded by the one with his back to me. 

A non-violent conclusion would be preferable, but hey-ho.

‘I’m just an everyday bloke on his way home.’ I answered. 

The right fist of the one nearest left and the left fist of the nearest right clenched. Which meant the right one was left handed and the left one, right handed.  

Perfect.

Unless they intended to jab, which was very unlikely, they both had to swing through 320 degrees to make any contact with my body with their prominent hand.

‘Piss off and go home old man.’

‘I would like to but you are in the way, if you would kindly move, I shall continue in peace.’

‘Peace, we’ll give you a piece.’

Ok.... I thought, here we go.

Upon which the first two started to move.  

Now.

With one pace forward I swung both open hands up, out and in front, making contact with their still blinkered heads simultaneously. Forcing them central to hear the cracking thud I expected from two skulls meeting each other. Hard enough I judged to put them down, but not hard enough to cause permanent damage. As their heads where about to make contact with each other, through the gap my left foot made heavy contact with the groin of the one facing me. Gravity took control of all three. 

One guy is moaning... Two guys are unconscious or at least, stunned beyond coherence.

My right leg was now in perfect position for number four. He had already started to retreat slowly with both palms showing and vertical.

‘No, no, no, please no.’ He pleaded, and I immediately recognised he was no threat. 

‘It’s ok... It’s ok. What’s your name?’ I asked calmly and continued, ‘if you have a mobile you had better get some help for your mates.’

‘Name, my name is Zak, and mates, they ain’t no mates. They were going to beat me up. They were taking the piss about my specs, scaring me shitless.’

The hesitance in his voice lent me to listen more.

‘Zak, you have no glasses.’ I pointed out.

‘No, they took them and flung them into the harbour, then coerced me up the hill to here.’

‘Ok.... Say I believe you. What were you doing in the harbour?’

‘My father comes down from up country most weekends, so I connect the boat to the mains and turn on the electrics and fridge for him.’

Feasible.

‘What is the name of this vessel?’

‘It’s Columbus.’ He replied with a little more ease in his vocals.

‘He’s a lying shit. Drop the bastard.’ Muttered by the mouthy one lying on his side, still holding his groin with both hands.

‘I wasn’t talking to you.’ I fell down on one knee with my left shin traversing his jugular, and my left hand under his right ear. A choke hold I perfected in the forces. He was soon asleep. Not dead, just sleeping.

‘Here, here look sir, these are the keys.’

I saw several keys attached to a cork floater.

Sir.... more feasible.

‘You were on your way home you said. Is that far?’ I quizzed.

‘No sir. It’s just at the end of this road, turn left and we are on the left, 3 mins tops.’

Sir again... now perhaps it’s very feasible...

‘Do these planks know where you live?’ I asked pointing to the three sleepers on the floor.

‘Don’t think so. I haven’t seen them before. I don’t think they even live round here.’ 

Wonder what they were doing in the harbour?

‘Well go home now Zak, say nothing of this to anyone. They won’t. I assure you. If you wish you can tell your mother or farther you dropped your glasses in the water. Perhaps during tomorrow’s low tide, he may be able to retrieve them. Go on then. Go.’

‘Yes sir and thank you sir. Goodnight.’

I turned around, stooped and checked their pockets for any ID, but all I found were small bags of green which I retained to discard later, I stood up and took a last look at the faces of the three horizontal shapes. Still out cold but shouldn’t be too long now.

Homeward again...
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Chapter Two.


[image: image]


––––––––
[image: image]


I say homeward loosely. My only abode and main means of transport is a 40-foot yacht, at this moment Ollie (one life live it enjoy) is moored to a tidal pontoon finger in the marina, at the base of this next hill. A white over blue Jeanneau 40 DS, Ollie is not the quickest 40-foot sailor but is very comfortable up to moderate seas. Designed and built more in line with blue water cruising, rather than ocean racing, but I believe possibly, the most spacious and comfortable below deck of all in this class. Although I have occasionally been caught out by sudden squalls and very rough seas, I prefer to sail in seas with less brutality towards her hull. The DS is short for deck saloon, a raised starboard saloon area with panoramic views, and overall, she has excellent live-ability. 

Standing amidships with a 360-degree aspect, to my left rear there is a port quarter cabin, on-suite double berth, then a port side navigation station before a small table and seating area, next is a fore cabin, again on-suite double berth. Starboard side gives a raised six seat ‘U’ bench with a central dining table, then a fully equipped galley followed by a starboard rear quarter wet room with shower, and a storage room for wet clothes and equipment needed for sailing. The engine room houses the trusty D4-180 Volvo Penta Marine diesel engine, and lies between the port and starboard aft quarters. All in all, in my opinion providing an unrivalled live aboard quality and comfort. 

On deck I had Ollie totally rigged for single handed sailing with, amongst other things, cockpit in-mast furling mainsail and roller-reefing foresail, a remote-controlled electric anchor system and a mid-cockpit wheel helm showing complete repeater radar and navigation displays.

****
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Lights from the saloon are still glowing through the roof lights, which suggests Nessa is still awake, hopefully percolating a coffee, or possibly watching television, or maybe still working. Nessa has three names in my vocabulary, Nessa, Ness and Nessy, and has been in my employ since she left Naval Intelligence six years two months ago, almost as long as I have been a private security consultant, and now is my business partner, researcher, receptionist, secretary, assistant, housekeeper, cook, and if required, crew and minder. Above all she is a reliable, professional and trustworthy associate. Someone you want watching your six in difficult situations. A “good egg” as we say.

Descending down the companionway steps I am greeted with a soft warming voice saying. ‘Your coffee is on the table’.

‘Thank you, Ness,’.

She returned a smile and said, ‘how did your meeting and journey go? Ooh and you have a message to read on your satlap, it came through around 21:40hrs while I was preparing yesterday’s invoice for Mr Sogdon’.

‘Thanks, I’ll get it shortly, the journey was ok, but I won’t hold my breath for the contract’.

‘Well it’s not like we need it at the moment, anyway Kip, I’ll retire now and see you in the morning, bright and early boy mind you’. She said with a smile.

I returned her a smile and said night as she disappeared into her fore cabin.

My main civilian cover occupation involves mostly being a specialist security consultant. The clientele I contract to are usually, celebrities, entertainers, the wealthy and even politicians. Then, there is the work for the, err, let’s say a “government department”, known only as the “ESS”. ESS if discovered by the media and Jo public would stand for the Elite Secret Service (a sub division of the SIS), but it is actually short for Existus Secretum Summitate, loosely translated from Latin to top secret termination. If you can imagine the witness protection programme, where it exists but only an elite few know anything about it, details, finances or who is on it and where they are. Take that concept and use the idea to form a top-secret clandestine department, with only a select few with any knowledge of its existence and purpose. Even I do not know the names of anyone else working the outfield, but there has to be... Surely?

There are two main methods of communication with ESS. One being my satlap, a satellite receiving laptop, all traffic is encrypted and communicates through the many military intelligence satellites. The email I have just received was transmitted from this source, I am not sure but I believe from GCHQ. The beauty of this satlap is that it never deep sleeps, even when it’s closed it will signal if it has received new mail, and that is how Nessa knew I had one earlier. 

The second method is done by using common burner phones or a supplied sat phone. 

I quickly read the email. It contained, unusually, very comprehensive intelligence on the mark. A substantial team have been very busy with this one for some time, and it opened with the word ‘Octopus’, and closed with, ‘further Intell to come. C.  End ‘. The word ‘Octopus’ told me the particular geographical area I needed to head for. I have a topographical list of coded names in my head but should I have a temporary memory loss I can recall an encrypted list on line at any time of day.

Some of the content included information about Abdul Ahad Akhtar-ud-Dīn. He is a not that well known to the media, although several years ago, one of the British tabloids did have a little interest in him in a minor story, but SIS, (Secret Intelligence Service) blacked that before the ink hit the rollers. To MI6, he has been a person of interest for several years, he has been recognised as running a now established arms smuggling / human trafficking and distribution operation into Britain, most of whom, have been radicalised Muslims.  

It is harder to get people, weapons and ammunition into Britain compared to the rest of the European land linked countries, but the illegal imports are now on the rise. The English Channel and the North Sea provide a barrier for our ports security to work more efficiently. Even though they have proved more porous than the security agencies would like to admit, the ability to move arms and people by boat and even in containers is still happening, but it is still better than in the land linked European borders.

Always managing not to dirty his hands so to speak, the CPS has little evidence to prosecute Abdul in a court of law. MI6 by choice doesn’t pass on intell willy nilly to the CPS or anyone else for that matter, they run a strict need to know basis. With this and dealing with the problem with their own people, is one of the reasons why only a very small percentage of smugglers and traffickers ever get arrested and sentenced. I do know that MI6/SIS had a very lucky break about 4 years ago when they managed to insert a miniscule ceramic and silicon tracking device into a ceramic bone implant in his pelvis when Abdul was undergoing general surgery following a road traffic accident. How they managed that secretly is even beyond me. It makes you wonder how many covert intelligence operatives are really out in the general public. Also, MI6 knows Abdul Ahad returned to Syria in 2013, and is known he recently returned to Britain, evading border security upon his entry on a false passport dressed as a woman in a Burqa.  But not the ESS, who allowed him to enter. I sipped the last drops of the now cold coffee, swilled out the mug, placed it upside down on the drainer, turned the heating stat down a little and retired.
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I arose with the tantalising scent of Ness’s freshly made coffee crawling through the gap under the door. As much as I am a coffee addict, I am also a bit of a traditionalist and try to start the day when I can with a cup or mug of sweet weak tea. I took a quick shower, dressed and entered the saloon.

‘Good morning Ness.’

‘Good morning Kip,’ came the reply. ‘Usual cereals?’ 

‘Indeed.’

We both sat down at the saloon table, I had cheerio’s and tea and Ness had her cornflakes and coffee with the news channel on low volume. Nothing of any interest today.

‘After we have eaten can you check the inshore forecast for the day please?’ I asked.

‘What direction, East or West?’

‘East.’

‘Oooh, Plymouth.’ She smiled sarcastically, if one can smile sarcastically.

‘Spot on.’ I nodded and winked.

‘Will I have time to visit mother in Saltash?’ She questioned.

‘I don’t see why not, we have nothing pressing for a day or so.’

‘What about last night’s email?’

‘Waiting for further intell.’ I replied. 

‘Cool.’ 

She gave me one of her radiating lovely smiles, donned her marigolds and proceeded to wash up the breakfast items.

The Barbican marina or the Bridge mooring for food I wonder?

The Barbican I decided as it was located geographically closer to ‘Octopus’. Octopus, being the coded word for the location, in this instance of a Forces Distribution point, where I collect certain items I will require, but obviously unable to purchase legally on line or in our shops. I sat at the nav station opposite Nessa who is obtaining the local inshore forecast for us. She printed it out and handed it to me.

Issued: 0947 UTC on Saturday 5th March 2016

Lyme Regis to Lands End including the Isles of Scilly

Strong winds are forecast

24-hour forecast:

Wind- South-easterly becoming cyclonic for a time in west, 6 to gale 8, backing easterly 5 or 6 later.

Sea state- Moderate or rough.

Weather- Rain or showers.

Visibility -Good, occasionally moderate.

Outlook for the following 24 hours:

Wind- Easterly or south-easterly 5, increasing 7 at times.

Sea state- Moderate, rough to the west.

Weather- Showers.

Visibility- Good.

We looked at each other and simultaneously turned our heads side to side indicating no, not today,

‘Tomorrow is looking more favourable’.  She whispered.

‘Totally.’ I replied.

I opened the lid on my satlap, checked ESS, a new window opened and I sent, ‘Octopus, eta 07.03.16. K. End.’  I closed the lid.

‘Ness, it seems we have some free time, is there anything you would like to do?’

‘How long have we got?’

‘At least 24 hours, maybe more.’

‘Well, I could walk into Falmouth or hop on a bus into Truro to pick up some provisions, I know we’re not short of anything but I can top up some items we are getting low on.’

‘Or you could catch a train to see your mum.’ I suggested.

A long pause arrived where I could almost feel what Nessa was thinking. She turned, looked towards me and said.

‘Listen, you know I am the second of two children, hence the name Nessa, and I love my mother. But since my older sister’s early death during our military years, I don’t get to see her as much as I probably should.  The thought of a sleepover weighs a heavy healthy negative compared to a one day in and out visit with the windows open. So, I will just stick to the original idea, if that’s all the same.’

‘No worries, it’s the decades of built up smokers grime, and staining around the house, and that stale odour of years old tobacco smell, clinging to all the internal furniture fabrics isn’t it?’

‘You know it is. How many times have I tried to get the whole house decorated and refitted for her, but the stubborn old fool won’t allow it due to the fact it all reminds her of my late farther. It’s her memories an’ all.’

‘He has been dead about 7 years now hasn’t he?’

‘Yes, as I said, stubborn old fool. It’s not that I don’t sympathise with her, but it can’t be any good for her health as she doesn’t even smoke herself.’ She replied with a gentle smile.

‘So, it’s a Falmouth or a Truro shop then?’

‘Yep. What are you going to do?’ 

‘Research my dear, research.’ I replied.

Nessa turned a 180 and entered her cabin. She emerged 5 or so minutes later donning heavier, warmer clothes.

‘Do you want to reserve a table for later tonight at the Captains Tavern, say 18:30hrs?’

‘Ok, good call, will do.’  

She said as she searched for some carrier bags in the galley draws to avoid the 10p per bag charge that has just been implemented, puts a few in her coat pocket, ascended the steps, crossed the cockpit, walked down the bulwark and Ollie rolled gently as Nessa’s weight transferred form the hull to the pontoon.

I placed some fresh coffee and water in the percolator and flicked the on switch, sat down at the nav station again pressed pre-set 2 on the radio for Graham Norton’s show, followed at 13:00 by Mark Goodyear with music this week from 1962 and 1971, flipped open my satlap, recalled last night’s email, and with my lesser fatigued and fresher mind I digested the contents and then hit the delete key. The perco had finished gurgling and spluttering now so I poured a fresh coffee. Black no sugar, easy, refreshing, and then I checked the engine levels, fuel and fresh water levels, all good, nothing requiring attention today. 

Next on the agenda was to plot the next voyage, but we have done the Falmouth to Plymouth and reverse trip so many times, neither Ness nor I need the chart plotter. Should I want to trigger the auto pilot, the waypoints are in the memory already, and would be accessible in a few seconds from either the nav station or the helm. Well what could have been 90 minutes work, took me about 8, result. Either we haven’t used or done much over the last few days or Nessy has been totally thorough again. The latter I favour. 

The second I sat down again my business mobile rang a message receipt, it read. *Kip. Thank you for meeting us yesterday in Bristol. Regrettably we will not require your services on this occasion, regards, Jon.* 

*Jon. Thank you for your quick response. Kip.* I replied.

I am neither glad nor sad about that text, it’s not like we need the work but every contract can lead to other contacts we may be able to use at a later date. I hit the mouse and the satlap came back to life.

The clock in the screen read 10:56hrs. I clicked documents, open files, scrolled through and double clicked, Shootings – London - 2014. This file was forwarded to me from ESS who had intercepted it between the National department for extremism and disorder intelligence unit (NDEDIU), responsible for domestic counter extremism intelligence gathering and analysis and the National crime agency (NCA), responsible for organised crime intelligence gathering and analysis. It contains all the collated intell of 7 gangland style executions in and around the suburbs of London between 2007 and 2010. I proceeded to read through again. Five of which were a single shot to the head the remaining two, a single shot through the heart, all
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