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Enjoyed Snatched?


Eight

Prison had changed Garcia. When he was arrested he’d looked like a jovial uncle who had been the victim of a cruel practical joke. When Mac set eyes on him, he looked like a caged animal with a grudge, a sharp set of claws and a grey tone on his olive skin.

Garcia got straight down to business when Mac took a seat opposite him. ‘Mr Foster tells me you have a proposal to put to me?’

‘That’s right.’

‘Do you mind telling me what your interest in this matter is?’

‘I’m the father of the baby you were hiding.’ Garcia didn’t react to his news. ‘I intend to keep him safe and sound and that means I need to know what his mother is up to. I’ve got a strong suspicion that she’ll be turning up here soon, looking to get him back. And I’m going to stop her doing that.’

Garcia shrugged his shoulders. ‘A baby should be with its mother.’

Mac leaned across the table. ‘I didn’t come here for a lecture on parenting the Garcia way. I want to know why you had my son and where his mother is.’

The prisoner nodded and said calmly. ‘You’re a police officer aren’t you?’

Mac reddened slightly. ‘No, I’m not.’

Garcia smiled. ‘I think you are. I find police interrogation techniques are the same all over the world.’ His smile became a malicious grin. ‘Although I’ll admit I’m cheating a little. I know you’re a policeman – Mr Foster told me. John MacDonagh isn’t it? Known to his colleagues as Mac? The man who was led around by the nose by the very persuasive Elena Romanov? You should know Mr Foster has a lot of friends in your police force. I suspect he’s hoping you’ll be one of his new “friends” there – whether you like it or not.’

When Mac said nothing, Garcia continued. ‘Come on Mac. We’re not going to get anywhere unless we’re frank with each other.’

‘OK, you’re right. I’m a cop.’

Garcia seemed pleased. ‘And you can use your position to help?’

‘Not for nothing I can’t. How did you end up with the boy? And where’s his mother?’

Garcia rubbed two fingers together on his right hand, like he was missing the comfort of a cigarette. ‘It’s a complicated story Mac. But basically the child’s mother had a relationship with the company I represent. She owed us a substantial sum of money, which she was reluctant to pay. As a result, senior managers in my company decided that holding her son as security might encourage her to settle her debt, together of course with a commission for late payment. Some gentlemen were hired to go and collect the security from the mother’s home in California. The woman wasn’t at home but as you can imagine her property was well guarded and as a result I’m afraid some of our men and some of hers unfortunately lost their lives . . . There’s no need to look like that Mac – the baby was completely unharmed.’

Just thinking of his son being kidnapped and possibly witnessing violence at such a young age made Mac shiver. Didn’t psychiatrists say that no matter how young or old a child was, those were the type of things they remembered?

‘As you can imagine,’ the money launderer continued, ‘the deaths meant that each side in this dispute were no longer inclined to reach a compromise. And of course, you know how mothers are with their children. Elena was determined to get her son back. As you will know also, this mother is a woman of considerable resources. My company decided that in the circumstances, it might be a good idea to get the boy out of the United States to a place where our opponent would have more difficulty finding him. As I had business in London, I was asked to look after him after he was brought to the UK on a false passport. So I hired a nanny and had some adaptations made to the house I was renting and took charge of the young man.’ Garcia smiled, showcasing two crooked side teeth. ‘Charming child.’

Mac took the information in. If Garcia was telling the truth that would explain how John Mac came to be in London. But it left one important question. ‘And Elena Romanov, where is she now?’

‘Is that her real name?’ Mac just stared the other man down. ‘The answer to your question is that I don’t know. But the obvious answer would be back in the US, hunting for the boy. However, one of the tactics that Ms Romanov has employed to great effect in the past is to give information to law enforcement in the USA that they can use to arrest her enemies. In return they pass information back to her. I’m sure you’ll agree that’s unprofessional behaviour, but there’s no doubt that it’s effective. I’m afraid it wouldn’t surprise me if one of her friends in the FBI had already tipped her off that the boy was now in the custody of the British authorities. Nor would it surprise me to discover that she was already in London under a false name looking for him.’

Mac nodded; he’d already come to that conclusion himself. ‘Have you heard of an FBI agent called Tom Bracken?’

Garcia smiled as if an old friend had been mentioned. ‘Ah yes, Mr Bracken—’

‘Do you think he would tip Elena off that the baby was in London?’

Garcia’s fingers started rubbing together again. ‘He’s a very unscrupulous individual. I’m afraid that wouldn’t surprise me in the least. Although, of course, Ms Romanov would have to help him catch someone in return – which no doubt she would be delighted to do.’

The two men sat in silence. Mac studied the prisoner carefully as he’d done so many times in the past. Garcia had every reason to lie but the story about Elena rang true. It also explained why John Mac would be in London. In the minutes that followed, Mac devised a plan. He also noticed that Garcia seemed very pleased with himself, which pissed the hell out of him. ‘OK Mr Garcia, that’s all I need to know. If I require any more information, I’ll be in touch.’

‘Delighted to help you my friend and I’m sure you’ll help me in due course.’

Mac rose from his chair but then sank back down again. Something wasn’t right.

‘You seem very confident that I’ll be able to help you.’

Garcia had his malicious grin on again. ‘Yes, I’m very confident about that.’

When Mac got back to his car, he was in a panic about John Mac’s safety. With his suspicions about Elena confirmed, he decided to check straight away that his son was safely hidden. He rang Stephen Foster who was happy to put his mind at rest. ‘Yes, of course I’ve ensured the child is safely tucked away. A colleague of mine has taken the baby to his place in the country. He’s perfectly secure.’

Mac leaned back in his seat with relief. ‘You’d better give me the guy’s contact details so I can check my boy’s OK.’

Foster was dismissive. ‘There’s no need for that. In fact, it’s better that you don’t know. It will be more secure that way.’

Mac was alarmed. ‘I want to know where my son is.’

‘And you will, you will. And then you’ll be happily reunited with your child . . .’ There was a long pause before Foster added with menace, ‘As soon as Mr Garcia is released from custody.’

Mac reeled with horror. He’d recovered the son he thought he’d never see, only to lose him again through his own stupidity.


Eleven

When a cop came to check on his prisoner a few hours later, he entered the cell to find him curled up in the foetal position in the corner of the cell. He stood over him for a few moments before saying, ‘Not trying to con us Mac into thinking you’ve had a breakdown are you? You should know we’re not stupid.’

When he got no response, the officer grunted and clanged the cell door shut behind him.

Mac remained tightly wound up in his ball. His limbs were already in agony from the stress position he’d adopted and his muscles begged for release. But there was none. He knew to drop his position even for a few moments would be to run the risk of being caught by a prying eye through the peephole and his scheme would be ruined. He kept himself tight. How long he would be able to survive doing this he didn’t know but he figured he would need to last until the morning.

He imagined taking his smiling son for a walk in the park in an effort to stave off the pain that seemed to be creeping over his body like an incoming tide. The mental fatigue would come later. That was what really worried him. Faking a breakdown was the surest way he knew how to produce one. Only the prospect of saving his son would have induced him to do it.

Two hours later the cell door opened and a different officer came in after a change of shift.

‘Are you alright there?’

When he got no answer, the cop went and got a colleague. The two men stood over their curled up prisoner discussing what to do next. One prodded Mac with his foot while the other knelt down and gently shook his shoulders. Then they conferred again in whispers.

‘Shall we call the doc?’

‘Bit late in the evening for that. There’s no duty doctor available so we’ll have to get one from outside. He’s probably just had a bad reaction to being put a cell.’

‘What if he kills himself?’

‘With what? Anyway, he’s not going to kill himself down there, is he?’

There was the sound of footsteps as one of the cops went over to the cell door. ‘Blimey, he’s in the police. It’s John MacDonagh – one of Delaney’s cowboys.’

‘He should know better than to act up like this. We’ll check on him later. He’ll be alright.’

The cell lights went off. A few minutes later they were turned back on again. Then off. Then on, as his guards looked in to see what was happening with their charge. About half an hour later, when it seemed that the officers had got fed up with checking whether he’d killed himself, Mac tried to move his limbs slightly. They were no longer hurting. Only with the greatest of effort could he
































Eighteen

Mac pushed the gun slightly down.

‘Trust me . . .’

A quick tap-tap-tap on the other side of the door followed by, ‘Are you alright in there sir?’

‘Trust me . . .’ Mac again whispered holding Phil’s gaze.

There was a long delay while Delaney assessed the situation before he shouted, ‘Yeah, I’m fine.’

Mac nodded with approval and then whispered, ‘We can sort this out but first we need a third person to join us.’

He walked across to his handy work with the panels, inspected it and then began to violently kick it until it caved in. He gestured with his gun and Phil went to look inside the space. It took a few moments before Phil looked back and shrugged his shoulders. Mac hurried to look inside.

Empty.

With his gun trained, he climbed inside and found Elena, lying flat against the wall in a corner. He grabbed her arm and dragged her out into the bathroom. She gave no sign of anger at his betrayal. Instead she went straight into character. She sobbed in a heavy Eastern European accent, ‘Please mister! Please! This man kidnapped me, he imprisoned me here and he said he would . . .’

But she stopped short when the gun was pressed against her temple and she was warned, ‘Stop it or I’ll blow your brains out and please don’t think I wouldn’t because it’s one of the few things in this situation that I am willing to get chucked behind bars for.’

But Elena kept her gaze on Phil. ‘You have to help . . .’

Mac shook her like a rag doll. ‘You really were wasted in the world of organised crime, you know that? A nice looking girl like you, with your skills and the right agent could have made it big in Hollywood.’ He flipped his gaze to Phil. ‘Phil meet Elena Romanov, the woman who murdered those two kids out there. The woman responsible for every bad thing that happened three months ago.’

Phil showed no sign of shock. Instead he moved towards the door.

As he did so Mac whispered quickly in his former lover’s ear, ‘I don’t have to go to prison if you admit to kidnapping John Mac from the hospital. Say you forced me to do it. If you don’t do that, our son – your son – will be brought up by strangers or criminals instead of me alone.’

Phil thrust the lock back. ‘In here.’

When the officer with the gun appeared he couldn’t keep the surprise from his face when he saw Elena.

Phil looked from Mac to Elena.

‘Cuff them both.’

Once the speed cuffs were in place, as Mac passed Elena, he said, ‘Don’t forget this is all about John Mac.’
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