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 PREFACE



Roselyn
Victoria Fleming was born of wealth and influence, an illegitimate
child of aristocratic power, she was sure a chance encounter with
vigilante John Stanton was not coincidental but the coming of
destiny. The insatiable flower from the Garden of Eden is cast
amongst the noxious weeds of dominion, industrial, and political
power, not as a puppet, but as peerage.

 Time was of the essence, aristocracy rely on heirs
and allies; Stanton drew upon this Roman characteristic fostered by
peers of the realm. In the game of chess there is no solace for the
humble pawn, but when one makes it to enemy lines they become a
sleeping giant. Upon the horses back, the white knight backs the
pawn. Checkmate.
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 CHAPTER ONE

Two minutes of
mixed emotion, Rose, Bella and Louise passed photos to each other
of a stately mansion, excitement, sadness and anticipation all in
the same breath. Debate on whom and what will be where when they
move to their new domicile, a mile long driveway, stately staff,
gardeners, a complete contrast to past and current living
arrangements.

Rose held up a
picture turning it toward Bella and Louise. "The entrance hall has
a chandelier with more lights than all the terraced houses in
Pimlico, yuk." She changed picture. "I want this bedroom with the
four poster and the mirror on the ceiling."

Bella shook her
head with raised eyebrows. "This is a mission Rose, you may be lady
muck but we do have purpose and priorities."

"I'm
redecorating and that chandelier can go."

Louise chuckled
as she waded through the photographs "You can have sex swinging
from chandeliers."

Rose smiled at
Bella. "Oh yeah, why didn't I think of that."

"Because you've
never had a chandelier to swing from."

"Oh yeah, well
that's something to think about."

"John is
keeping a close eye on everything leaving the estates, he insists
the interior of the place will have to be modified."

Rose waved a
thick report in front of them. "This reads as a nightmare, glad
John is overseeing the move, you spoke to him this morning Bell
what's going on, or is that your little secret?"

"No change,
this has brought communication to a standstill, no one is game
enough to acknowledge peers, can't go on forever but making things
difficult."

"I'm getting
sick of sitting tight here."

"We don't move
until we move, John will brief us some time soon, word of mouth or
satellite phone only."

"I checked my
internet this morning and my email is sending out all this
bullshit."

"Why don't you
read it Rose, then you'll know which direction John is sending the
opposition, we better all read them."

Louise threw
the photos into the middle of the table. "We'd know a lot more if
the walls in these pictures could talk." While the girls courted
excitement, across town things were somewhat conflicting.

Tense, wired,
thwart with rage, he could take no more, he turned from the window
overlooking Westminster's St James's Park, the view of natural
solitude among the ancient oaks did nothing to calm him. "It's
easier to fool people than to convince them they have been
fooled!"

Gustav
Reichmann shot to his feet, the elaborate silk covered carved chair
he was seated on feel over behind him, the weight of the carved
timber and flamboyant trimmings was useless against the adrenalin
infusion fuelled by hapless rage. He pointed at Sir Roland
Stillwell with a look of overwhelming rage, his German accent
obvious as he shouted back. "You called the shot's, we proceeded on
your instructions, since when have anyone been able to fool John
Stanton or resist Rose Cavendish."

Stillwell
walked to his desk, he attempted to stand over Reichmann but his
desk prevented him, he lent forwards with his tall frame, hands on
the desk top to support himself looking directly at Reichmann, his
unblinking eyes shot with blood and his face red with rage. "You
were instructed to deal with the whore in a professional manner!
You even call her Cavendish, explain."

"She is the
heir to the Cavendish fortune, no court in the land would
relinquish her right, doesn't matter if you own the judiciary, such
a decision would rewrite litigation and achieve nothing!" The
Carstairs Brandon and Wolverbrower law firm CEO stood his
ground.

"The line of
control was carefully chosen, someone has cocked up, find
them!"

Reichmann
continued to wield his finger. "You can blame no one for this, you
are the top, the king pin, everyone else just doesn't cock up at
the same time, he'll come for you not me, I work for him?"

"You mean to
tell me you have been working for Stanton, you are privy to
information of state." Stillwell calmed a little and stood up
straight. "My god man!" He turned and walked back to the window,
the atmosphere calmed, Reichmann stood his chair up and sat down,
he folded his legs and waited. After a short difficult silence,
Stillwell used a far lighter tone as he looked at the view with his
back to Reichmann. "So you think I answer to no one, think
again."

"You told me
you had complete autonomy."

"I lied."

"Who are we
dealing with?"

"I don't
know."

Reichmann sat
forward in his chair. "What!"

The people
below us don't know of us, and I don't know of my peers, it's how
things are organised, the people below us take the heat and we take
the heat for our peers. The pyramid stays in place no matter what
foundations crumble."

"You need to
find your peers, or suffer the consequences."

Stillwell
slowly sat down, he ran his hands over his head, his fingers
through his thick grey hair with his elbows on his desk and sighed.
He looked at Reichmann. "We could be dead by tomorrow morning, I'm
sure you understand my peers are as powerful as I."

"Not one part
of the western world is immune to Rose Cavendish taking
control."

Stillwell sat
back and sighed, he nodded and half smiled. "Humph, I have no idea
how to approach this, without control we may as well vanish."

"He'll find
you."

"Damn man and
his whore cohorts, I find it hard to believe a soldier and a whore
hold us in the palm of their hand."

"Again you
underestimate them, status has no bearing on power, information is
power."

"You lost
control of Jodi Stanton's media empire, I should have considered
this, we need refocus, what do you suggest?"

"Jodi Stanton
is gravely ill, her daughter has taken control, she is worse than
her mother, the advantage is she knows nothing of the past, things
are on a need to know basis and she didn't need to know."

"Mmm, well, the
first positive thing I have heard. How long before this women moves
into the Buckinghamshire estate."

"A month from
the paperwork was finalised a week ago."

"I have heard
nothing from my peers, we are lambs to the slaughter. You would
imagine a barrage of condemnation but contact has been cut."

"And we don't
know who can be trusted."

"No."

"Have you
attempted to trace information trails?"

"Silence across
the board, no one is game enough to so much as send a birthday
greeting on facebook."

"So we are on
our own."

"I assume
Stanton knows more than I have wanted to believe, and my peers are
busy vindicating us for obvious reasons."

"There is one
person who can find them."

Stillwell held
one eye open further than the other, the restricted one twitched
nervously. "Are you suggesting I collaborate with Stanton?"

"What else can
you do, I am open to suggestions if there is something you haven't
told me."

"Collaborate
with a man I despise."

"I despise most
I deal with, I can find no alternatives."

Stillwell again
stood and walked to the window, Reichmann stood and looked over his
shoulder from a distance. "When Stanton brought that damn horse to
Ascot, he wounded my soul; he knows my weakness and used it to
cloud my judgement. You speak the truth I am responsible for
neglecting the obvious because I didn't want to believe. While he
was operating out of Foulness Island we still don't know exactly
what he got up to, he can shut down security systems across the
planet, redirect military operations, submarines, war ships,
distribute delicate and damaging information. I have underestimated
this man." He looked down at the floor. "I need redirect my
priorities, I cannot match this mans moves."


"Checkmate."

Stillwell
turned and looked at Reichmann. "He just moved a pawn to our
backline and rises with a queen, damn the man. Contact every hidden
agent you can and have Rose Cavendish tailed everywhere."

"I sent three,
they were all found in the Thames this morning with large holes in
their torso's, one had no head blown off by a powerful weapon."

Stillwell
frowned. "I heard of the findings on the news, you never told me
this."

"We only just
got there, we have been too busy organising disunity, a regular
tactic of Stanton. The media are pumping it up as a gang war caused
by the volatile situation in the stock market, the tracing of
laundered money from the Middle East."

Stillwell
nodded. "Damn the man, time to take several steps back, see if you
can contact Stanton and organise a meeting."

"He's been in
London for the past three days, hovering over Rose Cavendish. The
operatives Bella Fonteyn and Louise Legrande also surround this
woman."

"Mmm, at least
they are out of the trenches where we can see them."

"I have a
string of claim cases from Stanton's son's, they know just about
everything, you are going to have some really pissed off allies, I
have advised they capitulate or face ruin, or imprisonment, perhaps
execution in some cases."

Stillwell shook
his head with a half smile. "And I thought I was in charge, we need
find my peers and eliminate them."

"We need give
as much information to Stanton as he asks."

"Once he has
enough what then?"

"You give
nothing and your peers remain unchallenged, what then?"

Stillwell
sighed. "I'm not used to being an underdog, I must study Stanton
more closely."

"You're not
capable, you lack interest and a waste of time, been tried,
irrational, overwhelmingly independent, loyal to no one apart from
one."

Stillwell
looked up as he went to sit down. "Who?"

"Albert
Hollis."

"You're
sure."

"No, but
observations and information leads me to believe."

"Albert Hollis
is well into his latter years."

"But he still
holds office right where Stanton needs power."

"Eliminate
Hollis, are you insane."

"Just pliable
information, if you really want Stanton, you need give him
Brannigan's killers."

"I have no idea
who did that, although I thought if would be an act that rid us of
Stanton for good, I had nothing to do with it."

"Then we need
find out."

"Would be
plenty of rats deserting sinking ships, we should see what we can
find."

"Stanton will
not act unless he can verify the truth."

"A weakness
that may become his downfall."

"Or yours."

"Stanton is
getting old, he won't last for ever."

"He has
sons."

"Without his
guidance they will just be lawyers."

"I have reason
to believe there is a John Stanton junior." Stillwell sat down
behind his desk with a puzzled look, Stillwell sat down and pulled
his chair closer to the desk. "Quite some time ago, a Russian
operative was eliminated by John Stanton."

"What's unusual
about that?"

"At the time
John Stanton was observed at Vauxhall Cross."

Stillwell
shrugged his shoulders. "A master of deception and dead ends."

"I had a
private investigator gather information about Stanton, he lasted
only two days before being murdered, he searched birth
certifications, he had a contact inside births marriages and
deaths. He found a birth lodgement among the many John Stanton's,
father John Stanton, mother Bella Elizabeth Fonteyn."

Stillwell
looked unconvinced and shook his head. "I don't buy it."

The contact in
the government department disappeared the same day as the private
investigator. The person is still on the missing persons list,
never found."

"How sure are
you?"

"I have seen
all the paperwork, the person is still listed as missing, I can
show you the link on the net."

"Access a
document pertaining to what you claim, should it be true they would
end up in the Thames the same day."

"And we would
know it could be true."

"You have an
expendable."

"Not so many
with what is going on."

"Mmm, a cross
between John Stanton and Bella Elizabeth Fonteyn, fostered in the
mould, would be systematic adversary. Should this be the case I
would give way to Stanton's support."

"You think
Stanton will trust you."

"No, but I can
find the Brannigan killers."

"I'm a
politician, support of the power base is essential, no matter where
it may be."

Reichmann's
accent became more prevalent as he struggled to understand. "This
man is a ruthless killer, a vigilante, you wish to be associated
with such a person."

"All this time
in London has made you none the wiser, we seldom question the
patriotism of privateers be it Sir Francis Drake or John Stanton.
We're playing for time and its running out, contact Stanton
immediately and arrange a meeting."

"How, we will
be discovered."

"Call his
daughter, currently running the media in Australia, inform her we
wish to talk to Winston Blake about a second appearance of Flaxmead
at Ascot."


"Brilliant."

"Stanton will
intercept the information and come looking for us."

"Is that not
too obvious?"

"Hopefully, he
would also know you are here and when you leave, the call to his
daughter will coincide."

Reichmann stood
and walked to the door, he turned back nodding in a positive
manner. "I will make the arrangements immediately."

"Indeed."

Reichmann
gently closed the door and left.


 CHAPTER TWO

Middle East,
Kuwait city, an Arab dressed in a thobe was inconspicuous but his
counterpart across the table deep in conversation dressed in a
tweed suit looked out of place. They drank tea and patrons of the
less than respectful establishment gave the occasional glance with
eyes of fire, the westerner would not have been welcome but his
patron gave defensive respect. His patron was also scathing of his
blatant sudden appearance, in fluent English stooped over the small
round table on his elbows his face was partially hidden by his
headdress, he scowled at his visitor. "You are a fool, for an
entire week we hear nothing, then you appear giving visual
information to our adversaries that may be terminal, explain."

The impeccably
groomed man looked out the corner of his eyes back and forth as he
stuttered and whispered his way through his reply. "Things have
changed, we have been too complacent, we need go back to basics,
word of mouth only."

"Should Jacob
Ahmadi hear of this meeting I will be summoned to explain."

"Makes no
difference, Ahmadi favours Stanton, he once saved his life."

The Arab was
silent and stone faced for a while, a look of fearful resolve crept
across his features. "This cannot be, we would have been finished
long ago."

"Stanton
doesn't work like that, persons in the crowd here could favour his
objectives."

"Stanton
Smanton, who the hell is this man, I hear of him too much of late,
over the last week I have lost contact with many business allies. I
have thirty million pounds to clean up just from the last week,
Stanton, I have him eliminated, I see no problem."

"You must
contact Abdul Nasih, he can explain, Stanton captured Idris and
released him." He looked around nervously. "Your partner, Idris
Nasih is a plant."

"You come to
adjust percentage, your people want more money."

"My people want
to stay alive, Stanton knows more than you....." There was a dull
thud and the westerner slumped from his chair to the ground, blood
ran the open wound in the back of his head. The Arab rose to his
feet looking around, he rummaged beneath his thobe to find the
handle of his gun, a red dot appeared on his forehead, there was
another dull thud and he fell backwards to the floor.




 CHAPTER THREE

Unbeknown to
Bella, Rose and Louise, Stanton was two doors away in Pimlico, held
up in a bunker beneath the terraced houses, he and Hurst surrounded
by lap top computers and screens, sat at the same table as Albert
Hollis. Hollis was there against his will, he thought being hidden
beneath a veil of safety to be rather heavy handed. Stanton
listened to the ancient voice of wisdom with due respect. Hollis
adjusted his glasses, he looked over them at Stanton, he looked
back to the paperwork Hurst had handed him to study. "This is all
very well John, by my own stealth it may reflect guilt to some
degree when considered by my allies and peers, exactly what do you
expect to achieve by withdrawing me from the very area I can be of
use."

Stanton sipped
at a coffee while he studied incoming data before him, occasionally
looking up at Albert's face. "Suppose I'm guilty of nothing more
than love Albert, you think I would let anything happen to you, I'm
waiting for contact."

"My time is
nearly over John, will you not grant me the right to die in
battle."

Stanton
chuckled. "Nice try Albert."

"Contact from
whom John?"

"If I knew I
wouldn't be waiting."

Hurst talking
on his mobile away from conversation suddenly turned to Stanton.
"John, your daughter Lola called, she is trying to contact you
urgently." Stanton picked up his satellite phone and pressed a few
buttons, Hurst walked over to the table. "John, are you patching
into the public network."

"Yes I am
Bruce."

"Is that
wise?"

"Id say it was
essential, wise, probably not."

"Lo love,
princess, how ar...."

"Don't you Lo
love me dad, where the hell are you, mum is...."

"Being admitted
for surgery and is displaying the most unusual conduct, she doesn't
remember some things, or people."

"Well yes,
how..."

"She will be
fine after the surgery, now you didn't call to talk about mum, we
did that only yesterday and nothing has changed."

"A man called
Reichmann called looking Winston Blake, something about Flaxmead, I
was worried about him being an aggressor, and do you know this
man."

"Yes I do
love."

"I put him onto
Winston and he wants Flaxmead to run at Ascot again, Winston spoke
to a man called, hang on let me read my notes again, em Roland
Stillwell."

"Bingo."

"Dad, mum is
sick, a man is looking for Flaxmead and you're playing bloody
bingo."

Stanton
chuckled. "Yes, em sorry love, I was overwhelmed by a full
house."

"What are you
going to do?"

"You just run
the business and look after mum, when she has her surgery and comes
good I'll be straight back."

"Are you with
that Bella bitch mum speaks of?"

"No, not
currently love."

"You bloody
well keep away from her, mum has been telling me about her and
another woman called Rose."

"Oh Rose Blake
love."

"Dad, don't
patronise me you know what Rose I'm talking about."

"Mum's not
well; give her some slack when she engages in flamboyant
fantasy."

"If I find out
what she's been saying plus some of her diary notes are true you
have some explaining to do father."

"Fine, I shall
answer to you and your mother when the time comes and everything
will be fine. I want nothing of your mothers conduct while she's
like this relayed back to her."

"Dad, there is
no way I'm telling my mother what she's been doing, you can do
that. One of those young men propositioned me the other day."

"Well you are
attractive."

"Dad."

There was an
awkward silence. "This thing about Blake and Flaxmead I'll get
straight onto it, don't worry Flaxmead is not going to Ascot again
unless I'm right beside him."

"Thank
goodness, I wish mum would get well I hate doing her job."

"Sit tight love
and should anything serious happen I'll be straight home."

"I'll ring Mr
Blake and tell him I spoke to you."

"Ask Mr Blake
for a story around, should Flaxmead return to Ascot and can he win
again."

"Will that
help?"

"It'll sell
papers."

"I'll talk to
thingy, em."

"Sports
journalist Terry Whistler, knows more about Flaxmead than anyone
else at the paper."

"Oh, yes,
thanks dad, talk soon." Stanton put the phone down. He turned to
Hurst. "Get down to Carstairs Brandon and Wolverbrower, see
Reichmann."

"He not long
came out of a meeting with Roland Stillwell, rang your daughter
nearly immediately, you were right."

"Jasmine
Jackal, otherwise known as Maria Verona Sabbotini. Father, Giuseppe
Romulus Sabbotini."

"Worked for
Jodi, was her right hand."

"Yes."

"What's the
connection?"

"Sabbotini,
Sicilian mafia boss."

"He buys a lot
of race horses, when Jodi got shot of Jackal and Hedley Pike
Reichmann's access to information was cut."

"Stillwell,
government minister on the board of the Ascot race committee."

"Trades in
horses for Arab conglomerates."

"I'll go see
Reichmann, if he suggests we meet with Stillwell."

"It would be
very interesting."

"Stillwell
could be the one laundering the Middle Eastern money."

"Francesco had
military hardware when I killed him and was bum buddies with
Sabbotini."

Hurst picked up
his jacket hanging over the back of a chair and headed for the
door. "I'll bring Reichmann here."

"Or both if
we're right." Hurst left.

Albert aired
his opinion. "That's a long shot."

"Not as long as
you think Albert, two Australian politicians are missing, Jean
Forbes and Sandra Lovington. I've traced Lovington's activities to
Idris Nasih and Jean Forbes husband is a German, Rudolph Forbes,
he's been working with Reichmann for years. Karl Spencer once an
Australian attorney general has also proved hard to track down,
he's linked to Middle Eastern contacts of interest."

"I thought you
were looking for Brannigan's killers?"

"I am, but
while people are covering their arses about that, they are becoming
complacent about far more serious matters."

"I thought
Brannigan's death was the most serious matter you were
tackling."

Stanton smiled
across the table and grabbed Albert's hand warmly. "You can go back
to work now Albert."

"Why the sudden
change of heart."

"Because
Brannigan isn't dead."

"What, the man
was buried with full military honours."

"And the
aristocracy, mafia and Arabs did exactly what I thought they would,
broke ranks and looked for the killers, they didn't know who they
could trust."

"Good lord,
brilliant, you're ageing like me John, what will we do when you get
to my age."

"I've thought
about this Albert, so much that I confide something that only I
know. You have no doubt heard the rumours of John Stanton
junior."

"A son born of
Bella."

"Yes."

"You're telling
me it's true."

"Yes I am."

"Many have
searched for this boy including MI to verify the truth, you say
this boy lives."

"Yes, and he's
no boy. The operative code named Greywolf, you are aware of this
person."

"He has often
been searched for as a double agent, no one has seen this operative
that I know of, you suggesting Greywolf is your son, John, born of
Bella."

"As you age
Albert, don't despair, the next John Stanton will be cloaked in
such secrecy none shall see him, those who do will never live to
tell the tale. Even Bella has been starved of her son's company for
some years now. She verbally attacked me about it recently, she
suspects the truth."

"The recent
attempt on my life, the convoy on Tower Bridge, the man in grey, he
took me from the jaws of death, I never saw his face."

"Wasn't an
attempt on your life Albert, was the assassination of a dangerous
Arab politician, with control of the media the public is none the
wiser."

"The Israeli
ambassador, you assassinated him."

"My son took
him out, Greywolf."

"I was in
danger, you gambled my life."

"There's a lot
of difference between a gamble and a calculated risk."

Albert forced a
laugh. "Humph, I thought the man was steadfast."

"Greywolf
recovered the Polaris plans from his brief case."

"Well that's
incredible, I can't believe it."

"I had problems
believing it myself, until my son produced the evidence, he
proceeded on his own intelligence."

"He uses your
network."

"To some degree
although we have separate hardware it can integrate if necessary.
It's set up like that for a good reason, my son nor I are immune to
some truth serums or methods of interrogation. You can't reveal
what you don't know."

"Then I can
return to work a free man, the sword of the cross covers my
back."

"Others may not
see it that way, we have many enemies, you should think of more
leisurely pastimes."

"John, John, I
have died many times and been lifted from the jaws of death by the
very man I see before me. You think I would desert you for the
comfort of old age."

"It's because
we do what we do that you are free too choose."

"Can you
arrange for my transport to Whitehall?"

"Black Range
Rover at the end of the tunnel, I know you well Albert."

Albert slowly
stood and walked toward the tunnel, he turned. "How's your wife
John, I hear she's poorly."

"Benin brain
tumour, her behaviour is quite erratic, she's having surgery
soon."

"I hope she
recovers."

"Thanks, the
experience has brought home to me how Bella feels."

"Good lord,
really."

"Age,
experience and wisdom come with its own drawbacks."

Albert nodded.
"Indeed." He shuffled away closing the door quietly behind him.

 


 



 CHAPTER FOUR

The stock market
crashed, as the rich ran for cover they left the poor to put the
bill, the rich for no other reasons than wealth rather than
purpose, were hunted down. Greywolf unlike Stanton was not confined
by matters of state, but by matters of servitude. He lived by the
gun, the gun of his father; he served the righteous, in the name of
his mother. The Bill of Rights Act,
1689 allowed
for Protestant citizenry to 'have Arms for their Defence suitable
to their Conditions and as allowed by Law,' it also established that regulating
the right to bear arms was one of the powers of Parliament and not
of the monarch. In the broadest
sense, 'arms' are any device used in order to inflict damage or harm to
living beings, structures, or systems. Use of these arms with
regard to the right to keep and bear arms is predicated on the
concepts of the right of self defence,
defence of property, and defence of
state. Since the initial use of this term
in the 1600s, armament technology has evolved and
advanced. By
the 17th century, firearm technology was a relatively new device
for warfare or practical use such as hunting. Swords, spears, and
other manual devices were more prevalent until the 18th
century. Since the 19th, 20th, and 21st centuries firearms had come to
the forefront of this concept. If the public had been robbed of
their rights, and stricken with servitude, Greywolf loomed.
Educated by the sword of the cross, armed with the power of
technology, authoritative information far beyond the gun, loyal to
none but servant to all, even Stanton struggled to understand his
creation, his mother, a ruthless assassin was horrified.

A stately manor in
Buckinghamshire once the dominant symbol of aristocracy would never
be the same, dug into the very foundations of the icon, supporter
of monarchs, purveyor of the Tudor banking system, hidden beneath
its very foundations would rise, Greywolf. Grey by the hair of his
father, a lone wolf by virtue of his mother, if the courts failed
be it military or civil, none were safe from Greywolf.

Rose, Bella and Louise
were held back from moving to the manor for a month beyond
settlement, ancient extended cellar caverns once the wine cellars
of landed gentry, became the operational lair and impregnable
fortress of Greywolf. The ladies of the manor used the front door,
Stanton and his son used the rear entrance, some two miles of
tunnel traversable by vehicle, the entrance hidden in a creek bed
among ancient oak trees, it had been planned for years, inch by
inch.

The judicial system
was in upheaval, the rich lost power, piles of money failed to
guarantee outcome or life, Stanton and his network continued to
strike as he forced dominance in Europe. In a few short weeks the
evil and misguided lived in fear. MI6, the CIA, French Secret
Service and The FBI had all tracked recent reference to a code
operator from the realms of the elite called Greywolf. Politicians
supporting the Cavendish dynasty planned revolt behind closed
doors, they expected support from the general public, a mandate to
rid the planet of Stanton, they lobbied the public for support, the
outcome was unpredictable, confronted with backlash, they were
forced to change their tact.

At Pimlico the three
girls were picked up by a cavalcade of black Range Rovers, the
stately Bentley and the mystic white Rolls Royce. To the front of
the convoy a strange looking black sleek vehicle, wheels the size
of a light truck with menacing looking tyres, bullet proof, fire
proof, able to sustain speeds of over three hundred miles an hour
on the tarmac and traverse the roughest of mud, snow or rock
terrain with ease. The body was low and wide, carbon fibre, powered
by a whisper quiet propulsion system it was built to menace and
intimidate. The styling was based on the sixties e-type jaguar but
four times the size and wore the emblem of a prancing horse upon
the front, sides and rear of its sleek lines. The car vehicle
appeared totally black, its windows adjusting to light conditions,
vision from inside was clear, vision from outside blocked. The
doors opened upwards in an arc from the front, from the drives seat
stepped Stanton, from the passengers seat Bruce Hurst. They
surveyed the transfer of the three girls from the access tunnel to
the white Rolls, once aboard the Stanton and Hurst returned to
their seats and the doors closed with a hiss. The cavalcade set off
for Buckinghamshire, to the rear an identical vehicle to Stanton's,
the only difference the etching of a lone running grey wolf on the
front, sides and rear, the vehicle remained silent and sealed
during its journey.

Rose Bella and Louise
were oblivious to the impregnable fortress they were about to take
up. Media attention had been focused on Roselyn Victoria Cavendish,
rightful heir to the aristocratic estate, her pictures had been
dominating media and women's magazines. Those in the know remained
hidden and silent, elevated to constant attention by public and
media, she handled the turnabout with glowing embrace. Stanton had
long been planting background information on Rose far removed from
reality, Rose and her two ladies in waiting were the toast of
tinsel town and beyond, she was compared to princess and women of
nobility. The truth was Stanton worked furiously to cover Roses
tracks, and Rose still had a habit to service, but things were not
as hapless as they appeared, Stanton now had access to lines of
nobility never before studied. Rose's habit would continue to
supply information, she would have an endless throng of nobility
and business contacts come and go. The burden of payment had been
removed, and she could choose whom she wished to indulge. The one
pornographic film circulating was deemed a fake, Rose had so much
plastic surgery she bore little resemblance to the films star
character and it added to the mystic of this ravishing beauty.

As the cavalcade
approached the manor, the lead and tail vehicles suddenly turned
into the forest and vanished. Bella was the only one interested.
"Those things, they've turned off and straight into the forest."
She studied one thorough the crystal clear window of the Rolls as
it morphed into the foliage of ancient oaks and ash. She noticed
the grey wolf on the vehicles rear, she muttered. "Greywolf."

Louise spun to look
but missed it. "A wolf here in the forest."

Bella held a look of
stern resolution. "Yes."

"The wolf is not
native to the English countryside."

"Nor the wild mustang,
but they run here."

Rose lifted one side
of her mouth in a half pout. "Speak English Bell." She looked out
the window in the direction of Bella's gaze. "Bit too much of the
monster jelly, we have to get out more."

Bella sneered at Rose
and sat back in her seat, she looked down in concentration and
thought. "Louise, you remember the brief a couple of year's back we
couldn't work out, mentioned Greywolf."

"You saw it too."

"The weird vehicle,
with the wolf."

"Yes."

"The elite have been
looking for the reference to Greywolf, they have found nothing. You
look terrified Bell."

"No, it's just a
thought."

Rose took to the
window in an unladylike fashion with great excitement. "Oh look the
manor entrance." The cavalcade turned passing through the
impregnable open gates, Rose caught sight of the manors nameplate.
"Greywolf Manor, I thought this place was called Waddesdon."

Bella muttered under
her breath, her face in her hands. "Oh my god."

Rose sat back down
next to Bella. "You want to share your concern."

"How an earth was this
part of the Cavendish estate."

"I have no idea, John
organised everything."

"Or did he?"

"What do you mean
Bell?"

"This place is
crawling with the public, it's a bloody museum."

"Relax Bell, John
arranged a manager, everything continues on as it always has here
for hundreds of years."

"Last time I came here
those gates were not there, look, look at the electric fence, this
place is run by the national trust, belongs to the people."

Louise looked at Bella
with a half smile and raised eyebrows. "Can you make a bigger
statement?"

Rose looked about the
grounds and out buildings as they progressed through the estate
toward the manor. "The place is deserted, if this is open to the
public they've had enough."

Bella looked around.
"The place has been closed since the signing of the transfer, will
open again soon with its darling patron Rose Cavendish."

Louise smiled at Bella
with her arms folded. "You think they'll buy it."

"Don't laugh Louise,
you've been branded the French flower overseeing the gardens, with
an expected spring change to romantic amour about the grounds."

Louise referred to the
morning paper that had been passed around during the journey. "And
what do I read of you, the dark haired raven resident of the tower
and protector of the very bosom of domain adds an irresistible
quality to the fabric of the now resident trio of Bella's. Fonteyn,
a former government security officer will add a touch of class as
she takes up her position as head of security."

They passed the stable
grounds, from the forest thicket they heard a cry Bella was
familiar with, a screaming cry of a horse, some had referred to as
the cry of the banshee. Into view thundered three galloping horses,
they ran past the cavalcade along a new wooden fence line gaining
ground, the slowed and a massive black stallion reared up and cried
out, they thundered back into the wood. Bella picked up the
newspaper from the seat beside her. "Anyone read the back
page."

"Just has bloody
soccer players on it." Replied Rose.

Bella studied the back
page then held a picture of a black horse racing past the finishing
line at Ascot up for all to see, she then read the accompanying
news report. "Visitors to the renovated Greywolf Manor when it
reopens will have an extra treat especially lovers of thoroughbred
horse flesh. Unbeaten world champion Australian sprint and distance
runner 'Flaxmead' is now resident of the sprawling Greywolf Manor
grounds along with Scottish champion Celtic Storm, and Australian
counterpart Flushing Meadow. Known as the untouchables, along with
Brazen Heart, the only horse that has ever challenged Flaxmead in
the Australian Classic Melbourne, Cup premier event of the
Australian spring racing carnival, are now stabled at the Greywolf
Manor stabling complex. Roselyn Victoria Cavendish, a long time
lover of horse's managed to successfully negotiate the residency
for what she described as a chance for the European public to
experience close up the worlds fastest, most powerful and
magnificent undefeated horse's. Flaxmead has recently broken
another record becoming the world's best race horse for five years
in a row. Security at Greywolf Manor has been extensively
strengthened to accommodate the new equine residence. Roland
Stillwell, CEO of the British horse racing association, and head of
the Ascot management committee, confirmed he was in negotiations
with Anna and Dylan Fields, Flaxmead's teenage owners, regarding
another run for the champ at Ascot. Winston Blake Flaxmead's
manager also confirmed negotiations were underway for Flaxmead to
run in the UK. John Stanton Flaxmead's security manager called a
private press conference in the grounds of Greywolf Manor to
apologise for the increased security measures visually present. He
stated the public were of no threat to Flaxmead but attempts on
Flaxmead's life continued to be uncovered. Wilson Hornswaddle and
Bartholomew Fothrington, the world's biggest owners of thoroughbred
race horses present at the press conference, claimed after
searching for years they had finally found a horse that could
challenge Flaxmead. When questioned further on the claim they were
forced to leave due to ailing health problems plaguing the powerful
pair of retired merchant bankers. Wilson Blake wished the pair well
but brushed off claims a horse existed that could run with
Flaxmead." She looked up from the page. "Written by Terry Whistler,
he's the Australian sports reporter." Bella shook her head, but
chuckled. "Covering the security upgrade and rallying the
public."

Rose wore a face of
inquisition. "I wished he had told us we would have a bigger draw
card than the pope running around the garden, place will be bloody
crawling with good knows who."

Bella continued to
wear a firm look of deep thought. "John would never move us here
unless the place was foolproof."

Rose snapped back.
"Well it doesn't look to foolproof to me."

Bella looked around as
the cavalcade crept on approaching the main driveway leading to the
manor. "It's not what we can see, it's what we can't see."

Rose caught site of
the manor. "Oh my god, have a look at that. I was happy with a
bedroom and a kitchen."

Bella entered Roses
space peering into her face. "Remember your training, you are a
lady, loved by men."

"Well we know
that."

"Louise!" Bella looked
back at Rose. "Adored by women, butter wouldn't melt in your
mouth."

Louise looked at Rose,
she sniggered with a smile. "John was right, her pure innocence
makes her so appealing, regardless of her background, women would
love to be her. Men would walk over hell to get to her, John's pawn
is now the queen, checkmate."

The cavalcade pulled
up in front of the main entrance. A line of staff awaited them, men
they had never seen before opened the door and helped them out.
Hidden behind gold ray ban sunglasses, wearing crisp grey tweed
suits and with shaven heads they showed no emotion or facial
expression. At last Stanton's face wilted their concern, just clear
of the staff's earshot he gestured with a wave of this head to the
grey men and they took positions of prevalence around the
cavalcade. Bella scanned the building and grounds, as Rose chatted
to Stanton she butted in. "John, snipers on the ramparts."

"Yes, their ours."

"Flaxmead, electric
fences."

"Bell we're about to
take charge of Tudor central, does it look like this was concocted
overnight."

"Greywolf Manor, we
need to talk."

"Bell, you didn't need
to know till now."

"There's and awful lot
of didn't need to know here."

Rose was walking the
line of staff in the sunshine, her briefings and training did
little to dampen her character, she called to Stanton half way
along the line. "John."

Stanton took the
request to get clear of Bella, and briskly walked to Rose smiling
at the staff. "You called."

"These people are
bowing and curtsying to me, I want it stopped now."

"They've done it for
hundreds of years."

"If these people work
around here looking after the place I need know them better than
having them bow and scrape all over the place like I was some kind
of monarch."

"You are lady of the
estate."

"Who looks after the
kitchen." Stanton looked at a young woman in the line, he nodded
with a smile. The young women approached her looking down and
curtseyed. "What's your name?"

"Mary milady."

"I'm starving Mary,
where's the kitchen."

"Am I to understand
milady wishes to inspect the kitchen?"

"No, milady otherwise
known as Rose, wants to make a ham salad sandwich, doesn't anyone
know its lunch time."

A tall well dressed
distinguished gent approached from the head of the line by the
entrance, greying hair, long thing nose, an ornate doyley draped
across his right forearm. His crisp white shirt cuffs were adorned
with cuff links bearing the Cavendish coat of arms. He stepped in
front of Mary to talk to Rose. Stanton growled at him. "You were
not summoned Carruthers."

He turned to Stanton.
"Begging your pardon sir, milady's conduct is rather out of
order."

"You appear to have
forgotten that milady, otherwise known as Rose, runs the place, not
only that, she is the correct heir to the emblem you have on your
cufflinks."

"I find this highly
disturbing and object to bohemian depravity taking up residence in
the manor of the land. I also object to the renaming of this
establishment to Greywolf Manor." As if from nowhere Hurst in black
and two grey operatives flanked Carruthers, he looked around with a
look of distain. "How dare you man."

"If you don't like
what's happening, leave."

"My family has been
butler to the Cavendish family for generations, we are part of this
establishment. I wish to consult with the previous heir to discuss
my authority."

"Half of them can't be
found and the other half are dead."

"I warn you Stanton, I
have as much authority as part of the committee as others."

"The trust through the
high court has recognised Rose Cavendish as the inherent heir,
you're sacked."

"I beg your
pardon."

"We know where you
went last night, the night before the day before, we know more
about you than you know about yourself. Perhaps you have forgotten
how you attained your position and what kept you there. Transfer is
complete, you're of no use to us, in fact your no use to anyone,
George Smith."

"My name is Edwin
Carruthers."

Stanton turned toward
the line of staff, his hands behind his back he raised his voice.
"George Smith, held to ransom by members of the national trust
committee for very serious crimes, murder, embezzlement, blackmail
of members of the staff gathered here. Assisted in changing his
family name by members of the Cavendish family now deceased."
Stanton walked up to Smiths face and invaded his space in an
aggressive whisper. "I consider your actions chicken shit, but
others feel stronger about your past and present conduct. Over the
past two months listening in on your calls and private
conversations within these very walls, I tend to agree with them."
Stanton turned back to the line of staff. "Mr Carruthers will be
leaving us," he turned to Mary standing beside him, Rose listened
and studied the faces with intrigue. "You wish to press charges
regarding Mr Carruthers and his past treatment of you, we are aware
and have evidence of the details."

Mary continued to look
down. "No, I hate the man."

"I could understand
that."

"I never want to see
him again."

Stanton began to walk
up and down the line of staff, he looked in their faces as he past,
smiling and continuing to talk with his hands behind his back.
Bella lifted one side of her mouth in a half pout, she whispered
over Roses shoulder. "Cant bloody help himself can he, thinks he's
on the parade ground."

Stanton raised his
voice looking sideways at Bella. "Mr Carruthers is leaving to
assist members of the British government with enquiries into many
financial and procedural discrepancies that go far beyond Greywolf
Manor." Stanton gestured with his head with a quick nod to one
side, Hurst took Carruthers by the arm and led him away toward a
waiting black Range Rover. "He is the last link to pompous ratbags
recently brought down by the discovery of Rose Victoria Cavendish.
Should you wish to leave us then by all means do, but I cannot
protect you when walking the pavements of Europe in when held in
comparison to the grounds of this manor. You may of late read or
watched media reports of a character called Greywolf, I can assure
you its not me, in fact its not anyone, just a ploy by Fabian
remnants to panic the public and stir the pot. This establishment
has been renamed to antagonise, demoralise and bring to the surface
any remaining members of a system that has fallen just as the Roman
Empire fell without the support of its populous. Should Greywolf
Manor fall, it would not be the end, but as bigger blow as suffered
by the bastards who believe they are born to rule. This very belief
has been their own downfall, Rose will..."

Rose interrupted.
"John I'm bloody starving, you going to be all day or what."

Members of the staff
chuckled under their breath and a senior male member put his fist
to his lips and coughed. Stanton's held a poker face, the line
watched his lips waiting. "You will notice Rose bears the manor of
you and I, she would not understand being waited on hand and foot,
nor would she tolerate it. This may take some time to get..."

Rose picked her dress
up above her ankles and walked toward the main door. "Where's the
kitchen, I'll make a nice ham salad sandwich for everyone." She
stopped at Mary. "Can you show me where the kitchen is, tell me
someone here knows where it is."

"Yes M' lady."

"M' lady, boy have you
got a lot to pick up princess, my names Rose."

"Of course,
sorry."

"And don't ever
apologise to anyone ever again, especially me."

"Yes sorry."

"Oh god, you got a lot
to learn." Rose took her by the hand. "Come on where's the bloody
kitchen."

"This way m..
Rose."

They headed for the
door. "Come on you lot, its lunch time." The line followed Rose and
Mary toward the door.

Bella stopped by
Stanton, Louise stood by her wearing a smirk. "That didn't go
exactly as you had planed did it."

Stanton rubbed his
cropped hair with his right hand as he watched the line file into
the manor, he shook his head. "No."

"Well you set it up
sunshine, I wouldn't miss this for the world." She walked toward
the manor door, Louise followed.

"Bell." Shouted
Stanton.

She turned back to him
with a cheeky smile. "Get hold of it for us will you, I have to go
for an hour or so, the press were here, Lola will be after my
arse."

Bella shrugged her
shoulders and shook her head. "Rose has the reins, I'm a
spectator."

"Bell, they will come
after her."

Bella strutted back
and entered Stanton's space nose to nose. "You did this, you don't
think we know. Where is our boy?"

Stanton was silent, he
wore his poker face, and he slowly looked down at the ground. Bella
followed his eyes and looked down, the penny dropped. "Oh my god,
our boy as well. He's Greywolf isn't he?" Stanton turned away,
Bella moved and blocked his way, she looked daggers in his face.
She whispered her nose touching his, her arms crossed in rage. "Our
boy is Greywolf isn't he." Stanton showed no emotion, he tried to
walk away but Bella held her ground. She shouted. "John!"

Stanton remained calm.
"Move to one side Bell."

Tears welled in her
eyes. "You bastard, you promised me. He wasn't in uni at all was
he, he was with you, you lied to me."

"Bell, your emotions
are affecting your discipline."

"Well I'm just all cut
up about that, we have a son, what have you done to him, you
promised me."

Stanton looked down.
"He's fine; you Rose and Louise are safer than you have ever been."
He looked back up.

Bella turned around
and began to walk away with her head down. "Bell." She turned back.
"I love you too much to do anything else, we both do."

"I'm a mother
John."

"And I'm a
father."

"Has he killed?"

Stanton held face.
"I'll be about an hour Bell."

"There's a fortress
under this manor isn't there?"

Stanton walked away,
Bella gathered herself and walked toward the manor entrance.

 


 





 CHAPTER FIVE

He studied the
screen; he put his hand out and touched the image, his features
held the handsome lines of his father, and his blood ran hot like
the rampant chase of the wolf, courtesy of his mothers genes. He
had heard of her but never seen her before, Roselyn Victoria
Cavendish, vivacious, sexy, demanding, a feeling of want crept
across his skin as his fingers followed the lines of Rose's image.
He swallowed hard, all seemed irrelevant apart from the most
beautiful woman he had ever seen, the surveillance cameras caught
her smile, her long flowing blonde locks, her heaving cleavage, he
was mesmerised. His father crept in silent as a bird of prey on the
wing stood behind him and studied his son's reaction, he folded his
arms and with a face of stone watched his son sit down in front to
the screen, bewildered as so many had before him. "Who is she?" he
asked as he again touched the image on the screen.

"My heavy
feet?"

"Your
reflection in the screen."

"Roselyn
Victoria Cavendish."

"I've read of
her."

Stanton walked
silently toward his son and stood next to him studying the screen.
"And now you have seen her, she must never come of harm."

"I want
her."

Stanton held
face but was taken back. "You have avoided complications caused by
family."

"I've never
seen anyone that was more beautiful than my mother." Stanton sat
down looking inquisitively at his sons face studying the screen
image of Rose, his look changed to one of latent despair. "You're
worried and surprised father."

Stanton looked
down biting his bottom lip, he looked back up poker faced. "Rose is
dangerous."

"You tell me
everything with your face dad, although I don't look at you your
image is projected onto the back of my sunglasses, one of your
ideas. I have said all my life when I see the woman I am destined
for I will know, I've seen her." Stanton stood and walked to the
wall some three steps, turned and studied his sons gaze, his son
looked away from the screen, removed his sunglasses and looked at
his father with a confident grin. "You knew did you not?"

"Every man
falls for Rose."

"That's not
what I meant and you know it, I've had my paws on many a beautiful
woman, why do I feel different about this one."

"Your face
reminded me of me when I look at your mother."

"Is that
good?"

Stanton wore a
half grin and raised eyebrows. "That's a good question, you're not
torn between two women as I have been."

"Louise."

He shrugged his
shoulders. "You could say three."

His son got to
his feet, stood back from the screen and studied Rose, he held his
arms across his chest, his right hand fiddling with his chin in
concentration, his legs astride. As his father he had hardly aged,
his head shaved clean, his shoulders broad and stout. "I will meet
her as myself." His father said nothing. "So you don't object."

"Rose is a
member of the elite, your identity is safe with her, she is
innocent as a child and dislikes deception."

"I would have
thought you would strongly oppose my attraction as you have done
when aware of other women."

"Rose is not
other women, her safety is within our undertaking, how will you
feel if she rejects your appreciation?"

"I don't
know."

Stanton rubbed
his forehead to hide a grimace. "At times I don't know who you are
boy, some say you are black and six feet tall, some olive skinned
with brown hair, some blonde with pure white skin, some say you
have glasses. You have succeeded in my advice, but sometimes I
don't know you."

"The line has
moved."

Stanton wore a
look of disapproval. "Jean Forbes, Abdul Nasih, Rudolph Forbes,
Sandra Lovington, if I can't find them they must be gone."

"Lovington is
quite a toy; she will stay alive until I have finished with
her."

"So you have
lost focus on our ploy."

"No father, it
is you whom have failed to move with the times. I am not confined
to matters of state; I am loyal to none, servant to all, you
object."

"I don't know
yet, Forbes, Nasih, Lovington are misguided."

"Forbes Nasih
and Lovington have not changed their ways no matter how much you
tried, time has caught up with them."

"I need to
speak to Lovington."

"Her time has
come." He looked at the screen. "Destiny has beckoned."

"All those
people worked for us."

"They are
perpetrators of countless problems befalling the public."

"You're mother
will oppose your attraction to Rose."

"If you're
trying to get access to Lovington I can't help you anyway."

Stanton sat
down next to the screen studying the security monitors, his son
joined him, Stanton watched in silence for a while. "Your mother
will be furious."

"Mother is
furious with you not me."

Stanton held
his hand over the back of his neck, he twisted and grimaced. "It's
who you are boy, sending you in directions you do not wish to go
make's no sense."

He took
Stanton's hand. "Father I love you more than anything, I respect
your integrity but fortitude has not been with you of late, we are
in need of a stronger hand or you would have the king pins cornered
by now."

Stanton dropped
his head and held his sons hand tight. "You're right boy,
Bartholomew Ludlow Richmond, Grime?"

"I let the
Overlords know where he was."

"He's back
there?"

"The Overlords
have become somewhat less forgiving over time."

"He's
dead."

"I'll send you
information that will make things clearer, Grime was a little
closer to his father than we have been led to believe."

Stanton was
stone faced and silent for a few seconds. "These people were
misguided boy, not evil, will we start sanctioning people for
pissing on the pavement."

"Father please,
read what I send you, we should meet more often."

"We were
inseparable, true we have to some degree lost each other."

He shook his
head. "Never."

"Brannigan is
very close to Rose."

"He has his
family close by here now, I know the story, he is an elite patriot,
he helped build this place. Should Rose favour my advances he will
watch over us. Brannigan is as much an expert in disguise and
stealth as I, you were right father, no one looks for the
dead."

 

"So many
unanswered questions."

"Cadiche,
Anthony and Robert, now you mention it yes."

"You know where
they operate from."

"You know I
don't, I don't need to know only how to contact them."

"You must never
know each others secrets."

"Agreed, but I
would like to meet my half brothers."


"Dangerous."

"What if they
and no one else knows, I can be whomever, but I would like to see
my family in person."

"Fair
enough."

He chuckled.
"Sometimes Australia comes through, especially when we speak of
it."

"A fearsome
ally."

"Was no luck
father, you forged this empire."

"Speaking of
empires, I must go aloft and console your mother."

"As soon as
Rose is in her room I am going to present myself."

Stanton folded
his arms and sighed. "Best I brief your mother or this will all
blow up in our face."

"Ours."

"Mine."

John junior
chuckled. "Mother can be angry with you for no more than thirty
seconds."

"Most
terrifying thirty seconds of my life at times."

"And what of
Jodi and my half sister."

"I can only
hope boy, she had surgery a few days ago and is still in a
coma."

"I have seen
mother cry about it when she thinks she's alone."

"Your mother
has a stark front, we know differently of her heart, she loves Jodi
as much as I." Stanton got up to walk away.

"Dad would you
do anything differently if you had the chance?"

"Hindsight
questions are always futile, I have no answers for you as I have no
proof within differentiation."

"Why did I know
what you were going to say?"

Stanton smiled
and put his hand on his sons shoulder. "Time for me to face the
music, go forth my son, use the grey of my wisdom and the wolf of
your mother." Stanton walked away into a labyrinth of tunnels and
caverns.


 CHAPTER SIX

Although Rose
disliked pompous drudgery, Greywolf Manor operated as always, the
staff prepared for an influx of public tourists eager to survey the
past and present. The staff viewed Rose as a refreshing and
courteous, and an air of change hung over the stately rooms and
corridors once dominated by aristocracy. What was going to happen
no one really knew, but a definite feel of delight was
apparent.

The truth was,
there were more people below Greywolf Manor than above, the elite
once banished from their Essex Island lair of Foulness had been
carefully hidden, nurtured, and refocused. Science and a mass of
sophisticated surveillance collected data of interest in the
protection of public interest, they awaited facial recognition of
visitors for reasons of gathering further information amid expected
espionage. The counter intelligence group was overseen by Bruce
Hurst still operating within MI6, but Hurst knew little of
Greywolf. The head of counter espionage was Brannigan. Every move
the girls made, every conversation they had would be closely
monitored, the only rooms without visual security was their
bedrooms. Since the instigation of the underground lair over some
years, surveillance had picked up the smallest snippets of
information that often led to the preservation of life, or the
purge of it, depending on what side of the line it affected. During
its instigation, no one had expected the emergence of Greywolf.

Rose was
attempting to play billiards in the game room, Bella chuckled under
her breath as Rose struggled with underwear, concealing long
dresses and expected etiquette, but she was having fun.

A familiar
smell that Bella had not experienced for some time suddenly bit at
her senses, standing with her back to the wall a couple of paces
clear of the oak wood panels, she turned and looked Stanton in the
face, he had not come in the door. She looked at him with a scowl,
she lent on her billiard cue with her head to one side, her jet
black hair hid most of the cue, she whispered. "You smell like the
caverns of Foulness lair."

Stanton held
face. "Mmm, interesting observation, you look dashing in your prude
dress."

"Stimulate your
imagination does it."

"I could get to
like it."

"Where is our
son?"

"He's
busy."

Rose yelled
across the billiard table to Bella. "Bell, come on pay attention
it's your shot. Oh, John, I didn't see you come in."

"Focusing on
your new found interest," replied Stanton.

"This is fun,
you going to join us."

"Maybe
later."

Bella took her
shot narrowly missing sinking a red ball, she returned to Stanton
whom had purposely gone to the bar to pour himself a drink, the bar
being out of earshot. She threw her graceful black locks behind
her, they settled below her buttocks in a perfect shiny black wave.
"Explain."

"How are things
going here Bell?"

"Don't
patronise me John, answer the question."

"He's busy,
safe, happy, focused, can I pour you a drink."

"You sound like
a politician, reminds me of why I killed a few."

Stanton sipped
bourbon. "I suppose I have a responsibility to inform you."


"Hallelujah."

"Go to your
room and Ill see you there."

"You want to
peel this dress from my body and ravish me."

"Of course I
do."

Louise had been
busy tutoring Rose in the rules and techniques of billiards, she
watched Bella and Stanton from the corner of her eye, she read
Stanton's lips, the only one of them she could see. She shouted
across the table. "You should tell Bella where John junior is,
where is your son, what is he doing. I know what its like to have a
member of your family missing, not knowing, waiting."

Stanton held
face in his usual manor. "Drink, cognac perhaps."

Louise became
enraged and her French accent dominated. "No John! We should retire
to discuss this in the bedroom."

Stanton tried
to work out the angle, did they want sex, did they really want to
find out about John junior, they were under surveillance, he had no
choice to find out. "Agreed."

Rose threw the
pool cue on the table and put her hands on her hips. "Have I missed
something?"

"You can come
too Rose."

"Come, thank
god I'm busting."

Bella turned on
her. "Rose! This is serious shit and..."

Stanton
interrupted. "To Roses room all of you."

Bella snapped
at him. "Why Roses room?"

Stanton
remained calm and smiled at Bella. "Because I asked you Bell." She
stormed off up the corridor, Louise calmly followed her.

Rose looked at
Stanton with raised eyebrows and a wide smile. "Wow are you gonna
cop it from Bell, she's fuming."

Stanton
gestured toward the door. "I'll follow you Rose." Rose picked up
the bottom of her flowing gown and trotted out the door toward the
stairs.

The passed
Rose's new maid, now renamed 'ham sandwich connoisseur' by Rose.
"Will you be using the games room again," she asked.

"Not sure,
could you clear the top floor, only Hurst to be permitted through
to Roses room."

"Yes sir."

Stanton
chuckled before answering. "Rose will correct you should you call
me sir again, so will I."

"Of course,
getting used to it," they moved on.

Bella had her
back to the wall opposite the door waiting for Stanton, she wore a
scowl, arms folded tapping one foot on the carpet. Central
furnishing in the bedroom was a four poster bed, ornately carved in
oak with black and gold drapes. Hanging beside the bed on the wood
panelling, were new pictures of horses and boats in the harbour of
Portsmouth. The ancient paintings of previous family members had
been removed. An adjoining bathroom was equally as pretentious, as
was the crystal chandelier in the middle of the bedroom and the
massive gold mirror dominating the dressing table. Rose hated it
but it was tinged with a new scent, refreshing new clothes and
modern perfumes. Stanton closed the oak monument that was the door,
he lent against the door and smiled at Bella across the other side
of the room. "This is one of the only rooms in the manor without
surveillance."

Bella was
unmoved. "Someone going to appear from the wall while Rose is
bonking god knows who."

Stanton put his
palms on the door behind him, arms hanging beside his body. "What
Rose does in here is her business as with your own room."

"Where is my
son?"

"He's below
your feet."

"So, just as I
thought, the place is a hidden fortress, having fun with your new
toy are we. Now who is Greywolf?"

"No one
knows."

"Don't you lie
to me John Stanton."

"You are free
to search every file and scrap of information we have on Greywolf
Some say he's white and bald, some say he's black and tall, some
say he has glasses, best thing is he remain anonymous."

"Is that a
suggestion?"

"Yes it is
Bell."

"If it's my son
then I have a right to know."

"John junior
will see you shortly, right here."

"Will he come
through the door?"

"Of course
not."

Bella walked to
the bed and sat down, she looked small in relevance to the
furnishing, Rose sat next to her. Louise sat on a red velour
Victorian lounge beside the dressing table facing the bed, Stanton
joined her. "So he does work with you."

"I've never
left him Bell, for god sake he's my son as well. He has been forced
to do nothing he didn't want to do, I have merely supported
him."

"You would have
groomed him John you bastard, you promised me you'd look after
him."

Rose put her
arm around Bella. "Come on Bell, if he's a mix of you and John
anything could happen, not Johns fault or responsibility to try and
bend the inevitable."

"I just want to
see him Rose."

Stanton got up
and walked to the bed. "And see him you shall."

"Here."

"Yes here."

"How do you
know?"

"You won't stop
him, he would love to see you."

"He knows I'm
here?"

"Yes of
course."

"I'm confused
John, why are we here."

"We are back to
the Foulness lair level, just a bit better accommodation."

"We are sitting
ducks for god's sake."

"Hopefully the
adversaries will think the same."

Rose beaming
with enthusiasm made comment. "I don't like the place or this room
to any great extent, but it's better than Foulness."

"Smell Johns
clothes Rose."

"Mmm, I can a
bit from here, does smell like the lair."

"It's beneath
us Rose."

"What
underneath this place."

"Been there
since it was built and had extensive modifications over the last
few years no doubt."

"I was
involved," said Louise.

Rose and Bella
looked at her their faces etched with question. "When was that
exactly?"

Stanton
interrupted. "Louise was the obvious one to familiarise with the
operation, working from Paris it took the heat off both of
you."

"She's been
here before, and in the grounds below."

"Should there
be a problem Louise knows her way around."

Bella and Rose
stood up, Bella spoke. "Well thanks for letting everyone know
what's going on, have fun did we, showing her around, been in this
room before have we?"

"Settle down
Bell, only now do you need to know."

Rose sniggered.
"Told you she was pissed off."

There was a
knock on the door, Stanton walked over and opened up. It was Hurst.
"You better take this John, its Lola your daughter."

Stanton grabbed
the satellite phone. "Thanks." He closed the door and stood with
his back to it phone to his ear. "Lola."

"Dad, its mum,
she's come round after the surgery."

"Is she
okay?"

"You must come
back, I'm having a hell of a time with her."

"Can she
remember anything?"

"She remembers
some of the young men, she's devastated. The surgery was
successful, took the pressure off the area caused by the growth, it
was benign. She needs you dad, she thinks you'll never come back
because of what she did."

"Is she up and
around?"

"She should
come out of hospital in a couple of days, she keeps bursting into
tears. I rang because we need you, I think she's depressed and
suicidal. She wrote a story on herself over what happened."

"Well, she is
journalist, she can't help herself."

"I read it; she
called herself a skanky bitch."

Stanton rubbed
his forehead. "Oh god, she'll probably never come to terms with
it."

"Well that's
just dandy dad now can you come home immediately."

"I'll be there
tomorrow."

"Thank god,
Cadiche visited her she just kept crying, he left without her
saying a word."

"Shit," Stanton
shook his head. "I'll be there, hang in there."

"Thanks dad, I
have to go."

"Okay poppet,
see you soon." Stanton hung up, opened the door and handed the
phone back to Hurst. "Get a plane into Heathrow, destination
Australia."

"Ones on the
ground at Foulness, can be here by the time you go to the
airport."

"Get a chopper
on the lawn, give them something to think about, if I openly leave
may encourage them to nose around and you can nail a few."

"Agreed,
there's a chopper on the lawn, came in ten minutes ago."

"Crank it up
I'm on my way."

Hurst sprinted
away and Stanton closed the door without shutting it. "I must go,
Jodi has come round after her surgery."

Bella grimaced.
"Is she ok..."

"She's better
than expected but I have to go."

Bella stamped
her foot in rage. "John! Just like that, you run to her."

Stanton opened
the door and stood in the doorway. "You better focus Bell, when I
leave, this place will be crawling with god knows who, concentrate,
or some hotshot adversary is gonna to flame your arse."

He walked over
and kissed them all on the forehead, then walked toward the door.
Bella stopped him. "John." He turned back. "I'm concerned, nearly
scared."

Stanton wore a
reassuring grin. "Below these walls is a wolf, a grey and
mysterious wolf. They aint seen nothing yet, they come near you
they wont know if they're Arthur or Martha." He walked briskly away
down the hall toward the stairs.

Rose looked
puzzled. "Arthur or Martha, I don't know those people."

"Its Australian
slang Rose, same as they wont know if they're coming or going."

"Oh coming and
going, he he, yeah I know that."

Bella wore a
half pout and shook her head. "Come on, we better get ready, I
don't want my arse flamed."

 



 CHAPTER EIGHT

Rose ran a
bath, she never bathed but the free standing gold tub in the
bathroom had an appeal she had never experienced. She frothed the
water with soap and bubble bath immersing herself in the white
sweet smelling froth. She hummed and sung as she played with the
suds, giggling when she lost the soap and tried to find it. The
water lost its heat and she climbed out, pulled the plug and
showered. She was drying herself with a sumptuous deep pile white
bath towel, running it up and down her naked body, she felt a
presence, she looked round but could see no one. She dropped the
towel on the floor and gathered a dressing gown from the rack
beside the shower cubicle, put it on and tied the belt. She walked
into the bedroom, then into the walk in wardrobe, as big as here
entire bedroom had been at previous abodes. She hummed as she went
through the long flowing gowns, selected a black and gold full
length then walked into the bedroom looking at it in front of her
face as she went. "Mmm, I like it." She ran into something with a
jump, she lowered the gown and there he was. They stood in silence
for many seconds, helplessness crept across her body, she dropped
the gown to the floor. "You look like John Stanton."

The handsome
bald figure wore a smirk familiar to Rose. "Not surprising, my name
is John Stanton."

"Bella's
son?"

He smiled.
"Perhaps."

She touched his
face gently with the fingers of her right hand, she whispered. "God
your real," her body tingled.

She went to
take her hand away and he gently grasped it. "May I touch you?"

"I feel so
strange, I feel faint, your touch, your smell, I.. I need to sit
down."

He helped her
to the bedside and sat her down, he looked down at her face as she
looked up at him. "Images fail your justice."

"You've seen
me."

"I've heard of
you, seen you only today."

"You like
me."

"No I feel
hopelessly in love with you."

"Something is
happening to me, I feel faint, sick, overwhelmed, what's
happening." She passed out falling in a heap. He straightened her
out on the bed, felt her pulse, it was strong. He touched her face
and covered her breasts, the gown had fallen away. He raced down
the hall and knocked on his mother's door. "Who is it?"

"Mum."

Bella looked
puzzled and walked toward the door her face etched with
inquisition. "John is that you."

"Mum open the
door." She looked through the peep hole, saw her son and opened up.
He took her hand. "Mum come quickly, its Rose she's passed
out."

Bella hugged
her son, smiled at him then ran toward Rose's room, she rushed
through the door and to her side at the bed. She felt her pulse and
forehead. "She's burning up, get a flannel with cold water on it."
He rushed to the bathroom brining back a hand towel drenched in
cold water. Bella folded it up, knelt beside Rose and placed it on
her brow, Rose stirred moving her head from side to side. "Rose its
Bella, what's happened."

Rose opened her
eyes, she could see him over Bella's shoulder. "He's still here
thank god."

Bella looked
back up at him. "What did you do to her?"

He shook his
head with a look of innocence. "I just came in to see her and she
went like this."

Bella looked
back at Rose. "Do you have any pain Rose?"

"My tummy, I
have a pain in my groin."

Bella opened
her gown, she could see blood in the region of her groin, between
her legs, she opened her legs to look. "Rose, it looks like your
menstruating."

He looked away
and rubbed his forehead. "Shall I get a doctor?"

Rose spoke.
"Doctor George Hollis from Portsmouth, he's my doctor, please get
him I'm so scared."

He looked
stern, he turned decisively toward Rose. "George Hollis, Albert
Hollis's brother."

"Yes, he's my
doctor please get him."

Bella looked at
her sons stone faced look, reminded her of his father. "Well don't
just stand there move, get him here."

"Mum,
Portsmouth is ninety kilometres away."

"So your
geography is up to date, I'm sure Greywolf can have him here within
the hour."

Her son
remained calm, stone faced and resolute. "Not sure what you're
saying."

Bella stood and
invaded his space. "Your father did a good job, insincere to your
own mother, my god. I don't know what's wrong with Rose, and I can
see your under her spell, we need a doctor that knows her history
and can diagnose the problem or we may loose her, your move,
checkmate." Her son moved toward the wall with robot like fruition,
Bella watched him with a scowl, a wall panel opened without
contact, as if it knew he wanted to leave, it closed and he
vanished into the darkness. She returned to Rose.

"Bell what's
happening?"

"It's okay
Rose, George will be here shortly, come on well get you cleaned up
and into bed."

She clung to
Bella. "This has never happened before."

"Looks like
your menstruating, but a bit late in life for that. How do you
feel?"

"I felt good
while your son was here, I was overwhelmed."

"Meaning
what?"

"I feel in love
with him."

Bella shook her
head as she guided Rose to the bathroom. "Oh my god."

John junior
walked the caverns and tunnels of the lair shouting commands.
"Brannigan!"

"John."

"We have
someone in Portsmouth at present."

"Several
protecting Rose's mother."

"Get one of
them to bundle George Hollis into a chopper and fly him here."

"That would
jeopardise the entire operation."

"Leave that to
me, I said he was coming here, I didn't say anything about him
leaving." Brannigan grabbed a satellite phone.

He walked on
and sat down at a computer station, he brought up files and began
to study them. Hurst came in. "We have George Hollis mobile from
Portsmouth, I believe you must have a good reason."

"Rose Cavendish
is bleeding from the uterus."

"We have a
doctor here."

"I was going to
see George Hollis this week, he's coming to see me, bit of a
godsend you might say."

"Roses mother
Brenda, she will be a sitting duck."

John junior
thought for a while. "Get the agents covering her to bring her
here, burn her house to the ground, leave a body in the rubble
burnt beyond recognition."

"Where are we
going to get a body?"

John junior
turned to Hurst with a cold smile. "Lovington."

"She's missing,
with the Forbes and Bartholomew Richmond, your father has been
looking for them for ages."

John junior
stood. "Dead, apart from Sandra Lovington, she is held up with
Roses mother."

"Good god, does
your father know all this."

"Some if
it."

"Lovington has
a lot of information we need."

"I have it,
passed it on to my father minutes ago."

Hurst was
hesitant. "What is Lovington doing with Roses mother?"

"Long story,
basically lying on her back, she replaced Rose."

"Have you
bee...."

"Yes I
have."

Again Hurst
hesitated. "I see, have you discussed this with your father."

"Dad has gone
home, he has lost his edge, its time to move. Pick up Roses mother,
kill Lovington and burn the lot."

"That's cold
blooded murder."

John junior
folded his arms. "Would you like me to relate some of the antics
this woman supported and was hands on involved with?"

"No thanks, I
find it quite sickening."

"Then why do
you question?"

"Sanctions are
an agglomeration of factors."

"And you are
void of enough lotto numbers, as my father would say."

Hurst looked down, then back up into his eyes. "No, but it's
murder."

"The battle of
the Somme in the first world war, what was that exactly, sixty
thousand British alone in the first twenty four hours."

"These are
civilians."

"Soldiers were
once civilians, they now send women in uniform. We are below the
very perpetrators nest, poised to strike a lesson beyond
comprehension, after years of work, on the hour you hesitate."

"Your resolve
goes beyond your father's purpose."

"His resolve
went beyond my grandfathers, but he now admits he was right." Hurst
walked away a few steps with his back to John junior, he rubbed his
forehead and sighed. "Remove Roses mother and I will act on the
rest."

Hurst turned
back. "No, I'll see to it, Lovington is of no further use and a
capital risk."

"I'd drop her
at the Overlords clubhouse but we need a dead body in the ruins,
use Brenda's watch, jewellery, clothes, avoid a DNA test."

"You appear on
first names with Rose's mother."

"I like sex,
have never tried to hide the fact."

"Vince, the
handyman, he's like family."

"Leave him to
mourn, make sure he's clear, part of the cover process."

A man entered
the cavern. "Wolf, George Hollis was on his way to Westminster, we
managed to divert him to High Wycombe and picked him up there. He's
being shown up to Rose Cavendish's room."

"Thank you, and
excellent." The young man raced away.

Hurst wore a
look of deep inquest. "Wolf."

John junior
stood with his arms behind his back, his right had clasping his
left wrist. "Rose will need her mother shortly."

"And
George."

"Will never
leave here."

"Your father
uses him on a regular basis."

"My father has
conveyed responsibility my way, George should have been made an
example of long ago, George will assist the flowers with
bloom."

"We are killing
off our own contacts."

"I disagree; we
are killing off parasites, murders and enemies of the public, we
are nothing more than vigilantes."

"The
aristocracy has fallen, times have changed, people don't like
change, whom would be the law should we not take a hand and for
what did we do this." He shrugged his shoulders. "If my father
directed these things, you would act without question."

Hurst slowly
nodded. "Yes, I would."

"If you prefer
to contact him for verification do so, if he disagrees then wash
your hands of it and I will act."

"No, he has
said those very words to me at times, what rank did you attain
whilst training."

"I was trained
beside my father, my existence has never been on the record, and
you at times have assisted in this."

"Mmm, my memory
does not serve me as well as it has, I was led to believe you came
to us direct from military college."

"My father is a
military college, somewhat different but real, you have not been
deceived."

"I must get
on." Hurst left in a brisk walk.

George Hollis
looked totally puzzled, he examined Rose alone in her bathroom,
Bella waited outside in the bedroom. "What's wrong George?"

He shook his
head while cleaning his glasses. "Nothing, you are menstruating,
short and sharp, you have become fertile."

Rose put her
hand over her mouth. "What, how."

"I have no
idea, never seen anything like it in my fifty years in
gynaecology."

"Is there
something wrong with me?"

"No, you're
perfectly healthy." He began to undo his trousers. "Now, been a
while Rose, just going to relive old times."

She withdrew to
the wall, grabbed her gown and covered herself. "Don't you touch
me, you filthy pig."

George raised
his eyebrows and took off his glasses. "Rose, you love sex."

"The thought is
making me sick, I want John."

"Good lord,
never thought Id see the day, look come over here and drop that
silly gown."

Rose ran to the
door, opened it and raced into the bedroom. "Bell, he's trying to
rape me."

"Bella lifted
one eyebrow and folded her arms. "Rose, is this one of your silly
games, I'm not getting involved."

Rose ran to
Bella and hid behind her. "No please get him away, the thought
makes me sick, I want John junior."

George came out
of the bathroom with his bag in hand, Bella questioned him. "What's
going on?"

"Rose is fine,
she is in remarkable health and now fertile, never seen anything
like it. She's refusing sex, rather disappointing."

A deep male
voice rumbled from over by the wall panelling. "For whom."

Rose ran to him
cowering behind his legs holding her gown over her private parts.
"John, get him away from me."

"Sir George,
how nice to see you."

George looked
at Bella for guidance, his face etched with fear. "This man looks
like John Stanton without hair."

"Probably
because my name is John Stanton."

"He just left
for Australia, you can't be him."

"He's my son,"
commented Bella. "John Stanton is his father."

George Hollis
scowled at him. "So it is true, when this gets out you'll all be
finished."

John junior
gently picked up Rose and helped put her gown on. He walked her to
the bedside and sat her down. He calmly walked into George Hollis
space nose to nose. "Come with me Sir George, time we had a
chat."

"When your
father hears about this you'll be sorry."

"My father is
no longer in control, he has pressing matters elsewhere, now if you
would walk towards the wall I'll show you a far more convenient way
out."

"I'll show
myself out thank you."

"That's not
possible, your chauffer meet with an unfortunate accident whilst
driving into town for a snack."

"I never told
him he could do that."

John junior
raised his eyebrows with a look of nonchalance. "Strange, someone
appears to have relayed that information to him."

George put his
hand on John to push him to one side. "This is ridiculous out of my
way."

A swift knife
hand meet Hollis's neck and he feel to the floor, he didn't move.
John junior rolled him onto his back with his foot. Bella walked
over and checked his status, she looked up at her son. "He's
dead."

John junior
walked over to Rose. "He can't hurt you now, go to bed and get some
rest, I'll be back in a while." He walked back to Hollis, he bent
down, slung him over his shoulder and walked toward the wall
panelling, it opened.

Bella shouted
at her son. "John, was that really necessary."

He turned back
just before the entrance. "He threatened Rose, I was thwart with
rage."

"You sound like
your father, is everyone that threatens Rose going to die?"

"No, anyone
whom threatens us in general, especially you mother, Rose and
Louise."

"My god what
has he done to you."

"It's everyone
else's fault is it mother."

Bella looked
around awkward and challenged. "No, of course not. He promised me
he would look after you, what has he done to you."

"Nothing I
didn't want doing, now if you'll excuse me I have some fertiliser
for the garden, shit like this is good on Roses."

The panel
closed and Bella sat next to Rose on the bed, they looked into
space in silent solitude. "You've fallen in love with him haven't
you Rose."

"Yes."

"Do you want
some sex?"

"No, see
Louise."

"You've never
refused it before."

"I never felt
like this before, you don't want me to have him do you."

"You just
refused sex, one thing at a time Rose."

"John's gone
back to his wife, I'm wondering what the hell is going on, what
will you do."

"Talk to
Louise, things are changing, she's probably in bed with one of the
many young men hanging around the place."

"She's cooking
in the kitchen, she likes the kitchen here, and she can really cook
yummy snacks." There was a knock on the door. "Come in."

A young broad
shouldered man walked in, he hesitated when he saw Bella and spoke
in broken lines of distraction. "Excuse me, Louise has cooked a
meal and would like to see, em you, in the kitchen."

"You come from
down below."

"Yes."

Bella stood up,
he swallowed looking up and down her body. "You know who I am."

"Yes, Miss
Fonteyn."

"Woo ho Miss
Fonteyn, Good come with me, I have a job for you." She turned to
Rose. "You are going to rest."

"Yes I feel so
tired, just need a couple of hours."

"I think we
have some kind of schedule to attend to I'll find out."

The young man
answered. "Miss Cavendish's schedule for today was cancelled due to
illness."

Bella looked at
Rose. "That's how focused we've been, you wouldn't believe so much
could go on in a bedroom. Do you know where my room is?"

"Yes Miss
Fonteyn, I'm assigned to security of that section."

"Can you go and
run me a bath."

"That's not my
purpose but if you insist."

"I insist, your
name."

"Names are not
important."

"Mmm, trained
to keep your trap shut."

He swallowed
hard. "Em, should I run the bath Miss."

"You better go
get busy," commented Rose.

"Call when
you're hungry should you want some of Louise's food, I'll go down
see if I can find out about this schedule for tomorrow." Bella
walked toward the door, the young man opened it wide to let her
out.

"I have
tomorrow's itinerary in my head Miss Fonteyn."

"Really, come
with me and we'll see sort things out."

Rose chuckled.
"Let me know what's going on."

"Bit of comic
relief, seen enough death and drudgery for one day, have to keep
the spirits up, just in time to take our mind off it, well done
young man." They left and the door closed.

 


 


 


 



 CHAPTER NINE

Stillwell stood
looking over St James Park from his Westminster high rise office.
"So George Hollis just vanished today, just like that."

Reichmann
squirmed nervously in the seat beyond Stillwell's desk. "Yes, his
car and chauffeur was involved in a fatal accident in
Buckinghamshire."

"Not far from
the newly named Greywolf Manor."

Reichmann
lowered his voice to just audible. "Yes."

Stillwell
folded his arms. "Not a coincidence you think." Reichmann said
nothing. "Why have you been unable to arrange a meeting with
Stanton, you've had weeks."

"We believe
something is blocking our correspondence."

"Why would
Stanton block our communication channels, was probably he who took
out George Hollis."

"That's not
possible."

Stillwell
turned and lent on the window ledge. "Explain."

"Stanton is
gone back to Australia, he left hours ago, long before Hollis
disappeared."

Stillwell
folded his arms with a look of scorn. "Then who are we dealing
with."

"What little
intelligence we can gather suggests an agent called Greywolf."

Stillwell sat
down, he played with a pipe on his desk loading it with tobacco as
he spoke. "Intelligence has also suggested this to be a dead end
set up by Stanton."

"It also
suggests this is John Stanton yes, his son, also son of Bella
Elizabeth Fonteyn."

"I detest that
woman's name."

"Look, get
real." Reichmann's German accent broadened as he became angry.
"These people are running the show, Forbes, Ludlow's son,
Lovington, all missing presumed dead. Brenda Fleming burnt to death
in her own home in Portsmouth this morning."

Stillwell
looked up with a start. "Are you sure."

"A body was
recovered from the ruins."

"Two
bodies."

"No one."

"We assume she
was alone."

"Her personal
effects were taken from the charred remains."

"I don't buy
it, Brenda Fleming has more protection up her arse than the
pope."

Reichmann threw
his hands in the air. "We believe it's true, a customer left and
the place was hit by the elite."

Stillwell
scratched his shoulder. "Makes no sense."

"If you
consider George Hollis was taken out by the elite as well makes
perfect sense."

"Mmm, agreed.
Our people have penetrated Greywolf Manor, it's the first open
day."

"Reports
suggest all cleared security, there's no sign of Rose Cavendish or
her off cohorts Bella Fonteyn and Louise Legrande."

"The French
under our very feet, god damn man what next."

"Legrande has
been part of the elite for years."

"We have no
evidence at all to suggest that."

"Then how an
earth did she get there."

"Her
father."

"Should she
find out about her father kiss our arses good bye."

Stillwell again
went to the window and puffed on his pipe as he took in the view.
"Should we release Legrande's father we're all dead. It's the one
thing that holds an ace."

"They don't
call her the lethal autumn leaf for nothing, she could drop into
your bedroom and you wouldn't know she was there."

"Stanton has
tried twice to extract Legrande, his failures seem a little out of
character, if Stanton had wanted to extract him he would. What is
it that hounds his attempts to failure?"

"I'm telling
you Stanton is the least of our worries, you have to believe
Greywolf is real. Strange vehicles involved in the procession
protecting Rose Cavendish, one bore the emblem of a horse, the
other a wolf, they vanished in the forest. Every agent we have sent
to the area has not returned."

Stillwell again
sat down with a nervous twitch, puffing on his pipe. "I've seen the
pictures, we don't even know what powers these silent symbols of
authority. Again only Stanton showed himself, makes me think this
Greywolf is merely a myth."

"Myths that
blow holes in people are far more dangerous than weak belief."

"I'm not saying
you're wrong, just looking for answers."

"We have no
answers, we are loosing our agents and unable to replace them, no
one will work with us no matter how much money you offer."

"Yes, things
are changing, during change only information is of any use, we then
can work out a plan of rectification."

"If we live
that long."

"We are still
alive, does that not say something."

"They would
know I'm here."

"Of course, and
without us they have little to zero contact with our allies."

"We are fast
running out of allies."

"Then it will
be us whom take the reins."

Reichmann
thought for a few seconds. "I will contact the agents that toured
the Manor and get back to you." Reichmann walked to the door.

Stillwell
puffed smoke into the air, he walked to the liquor cabinet and
poured himself a brandy. "Of course."

 



 CHAPTER TEN

Stanton studied
the scenery through the small round window, things looked so
familiar as the little jet hugged the coastline then banked toward
the Newcastle airport in New South Wales Australia. He could see
the old radar station on Sheppard's Hill Lookout, tomorrow morning
he planned to be there as the sun came up. The aircraft touched
down and as the exec jet turned to taxi from the end of the runway
Stanton opened the door, threw his hand luggage to a waiting
friend, then jumped from the jets door. They left in a black police
car parked on the edge of the scrub, along a rough track, through a
gate in the perimeter fence and on to a house that he had once
called home, for without a family it was just a building. As they
approached the house in Bar Beach, he could pick the agents
assigned to watch over them, parked in places of visual dominance
for the first time he felt intrusion. The garage opened and
swallowed up the black ford, as quickly as it had closed it opened
again and the black ford speed away, the garage door closed and
wrought iron gates sealed the grounds squeaking and clanking in the
warm air of a sunny day.

His daughter
did not have to speak, she had elation written all over her face as
they embraced in the kitchen he knew so well, he could see the pool
from the window over his daughters shoulder and a sense of purpose
again crept through his body. A helicopter banked around the house,
it then set a bearing for Rutherford airport stirring the
beachgoers and home owners as it gained height from just above the
rooftops. Lola pushed him to arms length and with a wide smile.
"Mum is awake, she is terrified, ashamed, she won't get out of
bed."

Stanton looked
his daughter in the eyes. "Mmm," he smiled. "Sound's like your
mother. I anticipated she could be like this, and now I face the
truth. Leave us."

"Will you be
going away again?"

"Probably
not."

"The end of my
dad, John Stanton."

"No, just the
beginning."

Lola looked
puzzled. "Dad that doesn't sound reassuring."

"It's a long
story, now I need to talk to your mother."

"She still says
she's a skanky bitch."

"Let those whom
have not sinned throw the first stone."

"I would rather
stay."

"You have to
leave, your mother must stand alone, you would give her false
solace."

"She is my
mum."

"And I am your
father."

Lola let go of
her father with a reassuring kiss on the forehead, she gathered her
bag and began to walk to the garage access, Stanton could see her
mother in her walk, her long blonde hair down to her buttocks. She
suddenly turned back with a finger on her chin. "Oh, Anthony found
an old Lola race car, raced in France in the seventies, he bought
it for me, your right, Lola's are beautiful." She scampered
away.

Stanton climbed
the stairs and stopped looking at his bedroom door, hesitant he
contemplated the moment. He was dressed in a black leather jacket,
blue denim shirt and jeans, he looked down at his crepe soled
Redwing boots, he had dressed like it for decades, nothing had
changed. His hair was cropped but now grey, in some places white,
his face had stood the test of time but wore the lines of wisdom.
He looked at the back of his hands, they had wrinkled, but for a
man of his age he looked surprisingly young. Without fear he opened
the door and walked in, beneath the beds neatly arranged covers was
a long hump, the quilt pulled up to hide what was beneath. He
cautiously and silently walked to the bedside and sat down, the
hump did not move, he gently pulled back the covers. Jodi hid her
face with her hands. Stanton gently pulled them apart and kissed
her on the lips. "Back with us my love." Stanton was surprised
there was no sign of marks from the surgery.

She looked at
him with a bland face. "Don't look at me, I am nothing but a Skanky
bitch."

Stanton smiled,
he got up and walked to the bay window looking out over the beach
and sea. "Should I be without sin I would cast the first stone." He
turned back to her, walking over and looking down at her face. "Can
you get up?"

She covered her
face with the sheet. "I don't want to get up, young men round here
wo..."

"It's over
Jodi, to dwell in the past will serve no purpose and purpose has
always been what we are about."

She lay in
silence for a few seconds. "Have you been with her?"

"If you're
talking about Bella, yes."

"What have we
turned into?"

"You wish to
bear the burden of what you cannot control."

She pulled down
the sheet and sat up, her green eyes pierced Stanton's senses. "You
could have stayed."

He sat beside
her and rubbed his face with his right hand. "Was hard to watch,
even I sometimes falter."

"Did you hurt
any of them?"

"No."

"Thank god, it
wasn't their fault."

"No one was at
fault; the mission is to plan the rest of today and tomorrow and
the day after, yesterday has gone."

"Did you put
your hands on her?"

"We were
regularly involved in what can only be described as passionate
sex."

"Did you see me
with the young men?"

"No."

"I'm a whore, a
skanky bitch, someone whom I have despised all my life."

"Bella asked of
you every day."

"How long have
you been gone, Lola told me nothing."

"You decide
what you wish to know."

"Will it make a
difference?"

"To me no, for
you, you decide."

Jodi shocked
him. "How is John junior?"

Stanton studied
her face, he could find no messages, he held ground. "Explain."

"You know what
I'm talking about, Bella's son." She smiled at him.

"I know you
well Jodi, you would not smile at such a thing."

"I know John, I
have a media empire."

"Rumours."

"You still
deceive me John, why."

He hesitated
and looked away for a brief few seconds. "Some things are on a need
to know basis."

"Greywolf." She
could see the pain in his eyes, she held his shoulder with one hand
propping herself up with the other. "I knew of John junior long
ago, Bella had morning sickness after our wedding, she disappeared
to France. The young man so much like you, always with you, I've
seen pictures over the years, I destroyed them all and had the
perpetrators sanctioned."

He lay he down
on the bed beside her putting his head gently on the pillow. "The
tumour and surgery has taken its toll."

"I knew one day
you would be old, we would weaken and be exterminated, we have our
boys, and Bella's, thank god."

"We've both
changed." He stood up and began to undress. "For a few years now I
have been ineffective, hesitant, waiting for that little bit more
information, I'm failing. I haven't found the king pins I was
looking for and probably never will, loose and dead ends
everywhere."

Jodi moved
across the bed and opened the covers, Stanton looked upon her
beckoning thighs. "As one falls another rises, speaking of rises
I'm rather excited to say the least."

Stanton climbed
in beside his wife and embraced her, she whimpered with delight as
he ran his hands over her body. "Time to put the past aside, we
have come through far worse times than this. When the sun rises in
the morning, we will remember." He climbed gently on to her, she
gripped the sheets as he entered her body and screamed with
delight.

Lola became
concerned, concern turned to panic, she had called her mothers
phone many times but no answer. In the early morning as light was
breaking she drove to her parent's home, the ominous vehicles of
sanctuary were missing and so was her fathers Harley Davidson. She
summoned the Cadiche man, he directed her to Sheppard's Hill
lookout. She passed the warning vehicles of sanctuary, from the
road near the lookout turn of she could see them standing at the
cliffs edge, she smiled with relief and turned for home.

They stood
motionless at dawn next to the old radar station on Shepherd's Hill
Lookout, staring at the horizon over the torrid sea waters
stretched out before them. They could hear the waves crashing on
the rocks far below; their hands grasped the guardrail atop the
sheer cliffs with a white knuckled grips of steel. They would be
there every clear morning they could be, waiting for the sun to
clip the waves with gold and splash it across their face's. A tug
boat's horn broke the silence as it muscled a coal ship into port
far to their left, a jogger shuffled past behind them with a
laboured greeting from climbing the hill, "Morning," but they
didn’t respond. John and Jodi Stanton stood motionless with no
expression, not even a blink; the sun split the water with its
piercing gold light as it made its presence known and heralded the
start of the day. It shot across their face's and with a ricochet
from the gleaming Harley Davidson parked behind them and lit the
back of their black attire. They mumbled quietly, "At the going
down of the sun, and in the morning, we will remember them."

They stood in
rapture for a few seconds with their eyes closed then Jodi gripped
his hand with a clasp fuelled by adrenalin of the moment, she
opened her eyes and looked at him, her hair blew around fuelled by
the crisp wind driven up the cliff face from the sea. "You did
succeed, we don't know what would be if you had not done what is
done. As others that have come before you, democracy is handed to
those whom follow. Are you home forever?"

Stanton put
his arm around her, he maintained his gaze at the horizon. "Does a
one legged duck swim in circles?"

Jodi giggled.
"Is he as good as you?"

He looked at
her, she felt so safe. "Whom?"

"The
Wolf."

He looked back
out to sea. "He's different, to some degree I do not approve, but
my father was the same with me."

"We need
breakfast at Lola's, she'll be flustered."

"She was
here."

"You saw
her."

"I heard her
car, she's of her mother and a journalist, can't help herself,
we'll go there anyway, I'm hungry."

They stood in
embraced silence watching the waves for a while, Jodi looked up at
him. "What if he fails?"

"Whom,
Greywolf?"

"Yes."

"Then they
will awaken a sleeping giant and fill it with a terrible
resolve."
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