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 PREFACE

WARNING;

Strong sexual
and violent themes, same sex relationships, pornographic sex;
atrocious foul language, drug use.

Louise
Legrande, at first glance a pretty, petite, slim, attractive,
frail, very French brunette, first impressions are deceiving, those
close to her call her, the Lethal Autumn Leaf. She grew up a tom
boy on the streets of Paris, along the banks of the river Seine in
view of the Eifel Tower. As a child she found she could manipulate
boys, it was fun. Full of adventure she remembered her fathers
medals locked away from her sight with his uniform of the Legion,
she missed her father and despised her step father.

Influenced by
her childhood she joined the army direct from school, she
flourished walking with ease through training and entering the
Legion as her father did. During a joint mission with MI6 she came
to the attention of John Stanton. Unbeknown to her strings were
pulled and she was transferred to the French Secret Service coming
under the wing of Bella Elizabeth Fonteyn in joint operations and
training, a life changing experience.

On a mission to
Libya things went terribly wrong, her new fiancé and only love Luke
Stanton lost his life before her eyes, one of John Stanton's sons.
She vowed to avenge his sanction and swears total allegiance to the
French Central Directorate of Homeland
Intelligence, tainted by the loss of her one love she pushes
on becoming one of Frances most powerful operatives. She worships
John Stanton and responds to his beckoning call. From the sky she
comes, silent, without fear, derived of a beautiful blooming flower
dried in a warm summer breeze, the lethal autumn leaf.
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 CHAPTER ONE

She was there
sometimes of a morning, just before sunrise, looking at the waters
of the Seine flowing beneath her feet, on the Bridge of Hardware
Vows, Notre Dam, Paris. Her beautiful brunette hair flowing down
past her buttocks sometimes flowing with the gentle breeze or
flapping in a rage in the howling wind, looking very much like a
brunette clone of Bella Elizabeth Fonteyn from behind. Once she
turned the innocence of Rose Fleming beamed amid her infectious
smile, pale white skin, slim petite features and piercing blue
eyes. One characteristic of a model French Bella was missing, her
nails were stunted, filed down to the finger and wore no polish.
Her character bore no resemblance to Bella Elizabeth Fonteyn or
Rose Fleming, but she did bear one common undetectable trait, she
had the blood of countless souls on her hands.

It was a sacred
spot for her, the one love of her life had proposed to her there
and her father would stand there of a morning around the same time
with his little daughter beside him. As the sun rose he would be
silent, he would then prop his toddler daughter on the railing
before him holding her hands, she was all he had in his heart. He
would talk of Notre Dam and the French revolution. He would speak
of the Fleur de Lys and show her the national flower tattooed upon
his arm. He would tell her stories and although only barely old
enough to speak, they never left her. Before she was three, her
father was gone forever. She watched the waters below and sometimes
could behold the face of her fiancé lost in conflict and scattered
forever to rest in the Seine. She remembered the volley of shots
from the ramparts of Notre Dam as her hands cast the ash and
forever wondered how they knew.

Some passing
locals were familiar with the French flower on the bridge, young
men had spoken with her at times but she vanished as quickly as she
appeared, polite, short, sharp and then quiet she remained a
mystery to them. In rumoured conversation along riverside bars they
called her the flower of Notre Dam; to bed her would bring bachelor
acclaim beyond their wildest dreams. However reality escaped them,
she was in fact Louise Legrande, assassin, protector of the realm,
the French Secret Service most efficient female operative, fostered
by a silent power invisible and anonymous, she was a member of the
elite.

The bridge held
so many emotions for Louise but today she waited patiently after
sunrise in anticipation. A distinguished well groomed man in a suit
and tie stopped and lent on the railing along side her, they looked
straight ahead. "Monsieur Bruce," she spoke as English as she could
muster, her accent sometimes hard to distinguish when speaking a
foreign tongue.

"Yes, you can
retrieve your support from position three. A new weapon, air gun,
fires slithers of ice, short range weapon. Silent and
inconspicuous, two magazines of liquid clearly marked, sedative and
toxin, one kills within seconds the other a sleeping sedative that
has an immediate effect. The weapon contains liquid
nitrogen..."

"I have read of
the weapon. You are aware of my target."

"No, of course
not."

"Thank you
monsieur Bruce. You will have no idea where I am."

"Louise that is
dangerous, we must know the place and time in the normal manner,
should you need extraction." There was no answer, he waited a few
seconds, looked around and she had vanished amid the strolling
public. Hurst didn't bother, she knew the gardens of Notre Dam
adjacent to the bridge like the back of her hand.

 


 





 CHAPTER TWO

Louise Legrande
was born in a two bedroom unit near the banks of the Seine not far
from the Eifel Tower. Her father was a member of the Legion and was
seldom home, when she was born he was absent and her mother Caprice
delivered Louise with only the assistance of another Legionnaires
wife in the same block of terraced units, a one Cherie, sister to
Clarice Fonteyn whom had recently given birth to a girl named Bella
Elizabeth in Westminster London, her father being none other than
Jacques Fonteyn. Jacques was a king pin in the French battles of
the Second World War, he lived in Westminster London feeding
intelligence from the French underground to Lance Belvedere
Stanton, a founding member of the Special Air Service for the
Second World War invasion of Normandy. Jacques Fonteyn and Lance
Stanton become the best of friends living next door to each other
in London. Post war they became concerned about the separation of
powers, political links to organised crime and enslavement of the
common people via the worlds banking systems derived during the
reign of Henry the VII, the Tudors. By the end of the Korean war
Fonteyn had been exiled by powers within French government, he was
concerned about arms deals controlled by public sectors that were
not in favour of Western democracy. Fonteyn maintained links with
controlling members of the French Secret Service network with
similar concerns. Fonteyn became a double agent supported by the
now deputy head of MI6 Lance Stanton. Fonteyn and Stanton trusted
no one, their loyal elite ranks were thin, they conferred that the
only way centralised abusers of their creed could be controlled
would be over many years of focus using information and advancing
technology, driven by their own families. They eventually found
support in Westminster, Albert Hollis a serving minister of the
Second World War in the war office assisted in the unofficial
forming of an operational unit, the elite. Louise Legrande's
accumulation as part of this unit was a carefully planned and
executed operation over some years, the death of Bradley Stanton
Lance Stanton's grandson and John Stanton's son during the process
was not. Bruce Hurst and Roger Barkly, groomed patriots passed
through the training and education system with John Stanton also
became major players amid the elite. Things had changed and it was
the isolated flower Louise Legrande that was dispatched to
intervene.

Louise's
character was of purity, as her father she was a French patriot of
the highest degree. When targeted for sanction by her own peers, it
was John Stanton whom intervened, reigning hell upon those whom
would threaten the elite. Upon finding out how much Stanton knew of
French powerbrokers and politicians, Louise Legrande became a
protected species among her own peers; this was not without
sacrifice as only the dead are free of war.




 CHAPTER THREE

Louise's first
recollection as a child were of her fathers face talking to her on
the Lovelock bridge at Notre Dam, she could still hear his stories
to this day bringing a smile to her face. To this day she doesn't
know what happened to him, listed as lost in action. Louise and her
mother were supported by the Legions systems and remained in their
modest unit. Her mother Caprice soon met a man of dubious
background, alluring, charming and very French they married. It
wasn't long before the dark character and doubtful background of
her step father influenced her mother. She started drinking,
stealing from stores and eventually was forced into prostitution by
her second husband. Men would come and go, Louise now school age
remembers the flow of strangers into her mother's bedroom and her
step father counting money on the kitchen table while her mother
worked, at his stage of innocence she had no idea of what was
occurring.

At the age of
nine Louise's mother was arrested for soliciting on the streets not
far from their unit, she was incarcerated, the story appeared in
the Paris news papers and suddenly things changed. Her step father
whom occasionally beat and abused her disappeared, her mother was
brought back home by a man speaking English at times, and he left
leaving her mother behind.

They moved home
a few days later and Louise was taken to a new school, she stayed
there all week, was housed in a dormitory with other girls, and
returned to a new unit closer to Notre Dam along side the river
with her mother of a weekend and holidays. Her mother worked in an
office nearby and they lived comfortably. Scars began to heal but
she housed a deep hatred of her step father, vowed to find him and
avenge her mothers inflicted plight. Now twelve she wondered why
she fostered this feeling of reprisal toward those whom had smitten
her family, she often wore her school uniform whilst at home and
out playing along the Seine River. Then at the tender age of
thirteen, she encountered her first advance by an older boy.

It was a
weekend home, spring time and the scent of blooming flowers filled
the air along the river bank. Louise jogged along enjoying the
fresh spring day, she stopped beneath the Eifel Tower along side
the river looking across the rivers bustling boats to catch her
breath. Her hair had grown well down her back and her blue eyes
sparkled in the sunlight, her tight casual athletic short sleeved
shirt clung to her developing breasts, yellow, the colour of her
school. She wore a mini dress from her netball uniform and short
socks with yellow joggers, her shapely long legs in need of
sunlight. A fifteen year old boy selling papers by the tower
noticed her, she stood out in her yellow outfit and he admired her
legs and behind. He wondered what her face would reveal, left his
papers and walked over to her, he was a handsome lean French boy of
a well to do family. He lent gently beside her. "Hello." he had a
gentle voice, a French accent of upper class.

Louise turned
to him stepping back a little. "Hello." she waited but he appeared
stricken. "Are you okay?"

He blinked and
short shook his head. "Sorry, you are so beautiful, like a fresh
spring flower."

Louise blushed,
she fought for words. "Em, thank you, I'm jogging I must go."

"No, please,
what is your name."

"Louise,
yours."

"Pierre."

"You run along
the river too."

"No, I sell
papers at the tower, from my father's news agency, some extra
pocket money."

"Oh."

"Do you live
nearby?"

"You."

"Boulogne, my
father brings me every Sunday to sell papers."

"You are
saving."

"Yes, to buy a
Vespa motor scooter."

"You like to
ride."

"Along the
river and I need to get to my fathers shop when I am old enough to
get my licence, I will work there when I leave school. What school
do you go to?"

"It's not round
here, I live at the school and come home at the weekend and
holidays."

"Your parents
must be rich."

"I only have my
mother, she works in an office."

"Can I walk
with you?"

"What about
your papers."

"People will
leave money for when I return."

"I am running,
to improve my fitness."

"What for?"

Louise thought.
"I'm not sure, but whatever it is I need to be fit, like when I
play netball and soccer at school." They walked south west along
the Quai Branly. "How old are you."

"Fifteen nearly
sixteen, and you."

"Thirteen
nearly fourteen, you are much older than me."

"Not much."

"You have a
girlfriend."

"No."

"Have you."

"Yes."

"What
happened?"

"She moved
away."

"Will she come
back?"

"I don't know,
she's gone anyway." They walked for a while in silence. "Can I hold
your hand?"

"Why."

"I don't know,
I just want too." He gently took her left hand and clasped it in
his, Louise found her loins tingled, she turned to walk back. "We
haven't gone far."

"My mum will
worry if I'm late."

"I'll make sure
you're okay, tell your mum I'll look after you."

"If she knew I
was with a boy I would be grounded."

"Oh."

"I don't see
many boys, I go to a girls school."

They walked in
silence again until back at the tower. "Will I see you again?"

"When."

"Here next
weekend."

"I don't know,
I don't usually run this way."

"Will you, for
me."

"I'll think
about it."

"Can I kiss
you?"

"Don't be so
rude, someone might see us."

"Have you
kissed a boy before?"

Louise looked
down shuffling the toe of her shoe. "No."

"I can show
you."

"Maybe next
time."

"You'll be here
then."

"I can't
promise, I'll think about it." She squeezed his hand and jogged
backwards for a few paces smiling at him then jogged away toward
Notre Dam.

Louise did
indeed return and resisted his advances for weeks, Pierre forgot
about kissing her and they talked for hours on end about many
things, then one Sunday when she was about to leave. "I'm fifteen
Pierre, you can kiss me."

Pierre's face
beamed as he took her in his arms below the tower, he thrust his
tongue deep inside her mouth, Louise was tense, she didn't expect
it, in a few seconds she went limp and passed her tongue over his
and into his mouth, her loins burned. They lay on the lawns below
the tower and kissed for quite some time, Louise's mouth became
sore, and she thought it was time to go.

Pierre's
attendance became spasmodic, as did Louise's as final school exams
and Pierre's responsibilities expanded in his fathers business.
Pierre had been attempting to expand his knowledge of Louise's
anatomy, she resisted but felt herself breaking down. She lost
control and just short of sixteen she experienced sexual
intercourse, something happened to Pierre as they de flowered each
other. He became an animal, groping at her blouse and exposing her
breasts, sucking her nipples and lunging down on her with ever
increasingly long thrusts. She had handled his large penis many
times and given him hand relief but the sudden penetration of her
loins she experienced orgasm for the first time, they couldn't make
any noise, although they were hidden people were in earshot. Pierre
rolled off and lay next to her, her panties covered her privates as
he had penetrated her by pulling them to one side in the frenzy and
she still had her short dress on. She lay next to him looking up at
the stars, her breasts exposed unable to cover them so relaxed and
satisfied by the experience. She adjusted her bra and buttoned her
blouse fumbling, a bit of a mess from the wake of the experience.
Pierre pulled up his trouser zipper then lent on one elbow looking
at Louise. "Sorry, I lost control and ejaculated inside you."

"I know, felt
so warm."

"If you have a
baby I'll marry you."

"They give out
the pill at my school, I've been on them for over a year."

"I still want
to marry you."

Louise sat up
and held Pierre's hand. She looked at him with a forced smile. "I'm
joining the army."

Pierre sat up
with a look of fear. "You're going away, I won't see you
again."

"No, you'll see
me when on leave."

"God, the army,
why, I want you to live with me and work in the business, we can be
together."

She held his
hand in her lap looking down at it, then back up into his face.
"Its not me, just doesn't sound like me, my purpose is not in a
news agency. I wouldn't lie to you, I don't love you. I've been
with other boys."

Pierre looked
at the blood residue on his hands from handling his penis. "But
you're a virgin."

"Not any more,
and it's been awful close with other boys lately." Pierre's eyes
welled up. "Its better we learn these things now than when it's too
late."

"I've been with
other girls."

"We can see
each other, doesn't mean we stop being friends. We're apart a lot,
I've seen this happen to adults, you want a suburban dream. I'm
just so different to you."

"The army, are
you going to be alright."

"I don't see
any problem."

"Aren't you
scared?"

Louise pouted
and shook her head. "No."

"I need time to
think about this."

"Press on
Pierre, or life will pass you by."

"I'll never
forget this night."

"Its not over
yet, I know a place we can go and make as much noise as we like,
not far from here." Louise took of her panties and put them in her
handbag. She rummaged around finding a small pack of damp clean up
tissues, she carefully cleaned the blood and mucus from round her
vagina and pubic hair. She opened her legs so Pierre could see.
"You wanted this now you can have it, no strings attached. I just
found out I like sex. I don't love you Pierre but who else can I
trust at the moment."

"I trust you
too, I don't think you'll ever tell anyone."

" I feel grown
up, now do you want to experiment with me or not."

"I watch these
movies with my friends, can I try something."

"What?"

He went to go
down on her, sliding his head down the inside of her legs, she
pushed him back. "Ah uh, I've seen the same kind of movies with my
girlfriends. We go to where no one can hear, I think I'll scream
the place down."

He stood up and
offered her his hand. "Show me."

She stood
straightening her clothes, she led him by the hand dropping a
tissue in a waste bin as she passed. "I have a few more of these,
clean your dick up with one before we start, I want to suck you
off, looks fun on those movies. Some of the girls come back to
school bragging about things. My turn, I want to know."

"Keep your
voice down there are people everywhere."

Louise led him
down below the Quai Branly roadway to the coach park up by the
pleasure cruiser dock. She walked along the row of dark buses
avoiding a security guard and trying the doors until she found a
luxury coach with the door left unlocked and pushed it open. She
started up the steps pulling Pierre behind her, he stopped her.
"What are you doing?"

"I've watched
couples use these buses for years, the drivers are asleep inside or
away over in the lounge area of the dock." She shouted up the dark
isle. "Anyone there." There was silence. "Come on, down the back,
they wont come back until the cruiser passengers return, they come
back around midnight, its nine o'clock."

"The driver may
come back early."

"Down the back
there is an emergency door, you can open it from the inside, I've
seen it all before."

Pierre followed
reluctantly, the seat against the toilet cubicle was the last one,
behind the cubicle was a gap with a bench with a foam mattress,
used by drivers to rest stretching the width of the coach, not
required here as alternate facilities were far more appealing. They
checked all was clear and stripped off in front of each other in
the isle. The began to explore each others body, they stayed until
they heard the docking horn of the first pleasure cruiser return
and quietly slipped back into the night along the Quai Branly
roadway. "When will I see you again?" asked Pierre.

"Next
time."

"Perhaps we
should meet somewhere else."

"I'm not
allowed to call."

"What about
when you get home from school."

"No."

Pierre held her
hands. "When then."

"I'll find
you."

"Take care
Louise."

"And you
Pierre."

"Louise slipped
away into the night."

No matter how
mature Louise thought she was her mother had different ideas. She
was hours late and grounded for weeks. Her mother would not get the
chance to apply the punishment. The next weekend home she presented
a letter to her mother from the school, it bore the crest of the
Fleur de Lys.

Dear Mrs
Legrande,

We have the
pleasure of informing you your daughter's induction into the order
of the Legion has been officially granted as per your request.

Louise will be
transferred to Military College for the final two years of her
education.

Louise has
proved to be an outstanding student passing all Key Performance
Indicators with top marks. She is the only student from her class
to progress to Military College under scholarship.

A
representative will be visiting you personally to discuss her
placement.

Again
congratulations on Louise's scholarship.

Yours
sincerely

Charles
LeBeau.

Education
administrator order of the Legion.

Louise read the
letter after her mother, she was excited, the crest she remembered
from the tattoo on her fathers arm.

Within the next
twenty four hours, a Sunday, Louise and her mother received a visit
from Charles LeBeau personally. They made him comfortable at the
modest table in the kitchen dinette in their unit. He wore the
uniform of the Legion, Louise was mesmerised, she had often broken
into her mother's closet and touched, smelt and handled her
father's uniform hidden away from prying eyes. She had found his
medals and studied them, working out from text books what they
represented. LeBeau spoke and she remained still and deadly silent.
"Mrs Legrande, you realise your daughter will be endeavouring on a
path as dangerous as her fathers."

"We have been
through this, its all Louise wants to do."

He looked at
Louise, his face was stone and cold. "And you Louise." LeBeau
waited, Louise never moved a muscle nor uttered a word. "I see." He
turned back to her mother. "Louise will not return home for at
least six months." She managed a strained smile at her daughter.
Louise took her hand and held it across the table smiling warmly.
"Tomorrow morning at six am, Louise will be picked up at your door
by a woman driving a taxi, she will ask your name and you will tell
her it is Collette Francois. She will take you to Charles Degaulle
airport, someone you know well from your school will be waiting,
you will board an aircraft and not return for six months unless you
fail progressive exams every month. Do you understand Louise?" She
remained stone faced saying nothing. LeBeau remained expressionless
and rose to his feet. "Then you must excuse me. I will show myself
out." Before he closed the door on the way out, he turned to Louise
and gave a one finger salute, then quietly closed the door behind
him."

Louise and her
mother sat together on the lounge hand in hand, for the first time
her mother spoke of her father, Louise listened. At six am the next
morning she left her mothers side, she was sixteen years old.

Pierre waited
on many occasions, but Louise never came, he was devastated but
knew Louise had been truthful and would always be a good friend. He
had nearly lost faith and his attendance fell away. He became
involved with other girls but Louise remained very special in his
heart, he returned to their spot whenever he could.

It had been
over two years, Pierre decided to take his betrothed fiancé to
below the tower and tell her of Louise, so should she surface later
in life he had been truthful with his bride. One thing Louise had
taught him that the truth was bigger than anything, especially in
romance. His betrothed laughed out loud as he explained his
experience with Louise, they held onto each other, she asked more
questions than he expected but he remained resolute and truthful.
His betrothed made some admissions to Pierre he found disappointing
but remembered things Louise had said and done, tomorrow we live
yesterday is dead. He was unsure if the loved his betroth but as
they walked from the railing over looking the Seine below the tower
fear left him and he opened his heart. Then a voice he had not
heard for over two years. "Pierre."

Pierre looked
toward the voice from his left, he froze and his face lit up.
Pierre was now twenty, he had grown into a fine man, handsome, well
groomed, stylish, hard working but he felt small in the presence of
what he saw. In the uniform of the Legion with a stripe on her arm,
Louise stood silent, still and with a beaming smile. "Louise."

They
embarrassed kissing both checks. "I came back as soon as I could,
is this your wife."

He pulled his
betroth close standing her in front of Louise. "To be, we are
engaged."

"I am so happy
for you." she kissed the woman on both checks; she looked at Pierre
with one eyebrow raised. "She has a name Pierre."

"Oh, Christine,
she is English. A holiday in London."

"I can see why,
she is so beautiful."

"She likes to
be looked after and be at home."

"Then she is
perfect for you."

"Shall we
walk?"

"No, I am sorry
Pierre, I must spend as much time with my mum as possible, she has
been alone for over two years, besides I have achieved why I came,
to say hello and goodbye, be it chance or fortitude you are
here."

Christine spoke
in English. "A corporal in the Legion, you must have worked hard.
What made you do such a thing?"

Louise answered
her in English. "My father."

Christine
thought for a while, her long blonde hair flowing across her
shoulders, she tossed it behind her. "I don't understand."

"Nor do I, but
one day I hope too. I must go." She clasped each of their hands.
"Good luck, may god be with you."

Louise faded
from sight, she drew looks from around her as she faded from sight.
Christine shook her head. "She is so incredibly beautiful, I don't
understand her, what an incredibly pretty face and infectious blue
eyes. Her perfect body is hidden by the uniform of a man."

Pierre put his
arm around his fiancé. "She told me long ago she wanted to be a
soldier, her father was in the Legion. He went missing when she was
three." Christine looked sadly at him.

"I hope she
finds what she's looking for, whatever it is." They walked off
towards Boulogne along the river.






 CHAPTER FOUR

Louise was
grafted into a reserve airborne unit of the Legion; she became
fluent in airborne decent, sniper marksmanship, small arms, hand to
hand combat and counter espionage. Problems in the French Congo
drew heavy on operational units, a problem in Argentina gave Louise
an opportunity. Involved in small operations within Europe Louise
at the time was far from a tried and tested operative, lack of
suitable operatives fell her way and she was chosen to deploy.
British and French units together in a daring raid to retrieve
kidnapped French and British political representatives held for
ransom by drug dealers in a small village on the coast of
Argentina.

Four key
political advisers two French and Two British had been kidnapped on
a visit to Buenos Aires, one of each were undercover military
advisors. The extraction of the four had become a military
priority, fresh from talks in Washington the top secret visit to
Argentina before retuning to Europe went pear shaped when drug
dealers mistaking the four for wealthy western businessmen attacked
the convoy they were travelling in amid the streets of Buenos
Aires. Taken to an unknown location contact was made with the
British Consulate in Buenos Aires by the kidnappers demanding
ransom for their return. The French were notified of the contact
and a joint operation was launched headed by the British able to
operate from the Falkland Islands under British control. A top MI6
operative named John Stanton was dispatched to the Falklands to
oversee the operation accompanied by Bruce Hurst and Roger Barkly.
Under complete cover and unbeknown to the Argentinean authorities
Stanton made contact with the kidnappers, found to be a drug
dealing syndicate from Rio De Janeiro interested in nothing more
than money. He carried cash to Rio paying upper members of the
syndicate operating in the high ground slums of Rio a down payment
of good faith in American dollars. He convinced them to move the
four prisoners closer to the Falkland's for transfer and final
payment claiming the Argentinean authorities were suspicious and
tailing his every move, he needed to be somewhere the transfer
could be undertaken from the sea and the money handed over in cash
so it could not be traced. Whilst undertaking these negotiations in
Rio the drug syndicate was raided by a rival gang, Stanton killed
six of them defending himself and the rest fled in terror. The
event was a god send as he gained the trust of the negotiating
syndicate and they informed him they had a coastal camp in Santa
Cruz, they would transfer the captives to, he was given a contact
in the port of San Julian.

Stanton
returned to the Falklands, days past, the syndicate was tracked by
an agent operating in Rio, he confirmed the four had been
transferred by boat to San Julian. Stanton didn't know where, his
concerns were doused when his contact sent word. They met on a boat
just clear of the sight of the mainland directly out from San
Julian. He just agreed with everything they demanded, many lives
were at risk, the transfer would be made on the coastal village the
syndicate controlled, Stanton was handed detailed maps of his pick
up point, after all this time its exactly what he was after. The
money would be in hundred dollar American bills, Stanton would come
alone, any sign of others and the four would die. This made
absolutely no sense to Stanton as four dead captives are worth
nothing. Stanton informed them if he was unsuccessful it would be
out of his hands and the authorities would find out. The syndicate
believed him as no intelligence was relayed back to them by corrupt
political Argentinean officials regarding the situation,
realistically Stanton was operating independently, he alone knew of
arrangements. A date and time for the deal was confirmed and
Stanton returned to the Falklands.

An hour after
Stanton's return Louise was on a transport plane with five other
Special Service Legionnaires, she was told nothing, she had no idea
where she was going or what she was expected to do. Stanton had
dispatched three Special Service members of the elite under cover
of darkness, heavily camouflaged and armed with short wave radios
they dug in around the hut within the old mining operation at the
tip of Lobos Marino's San Julian bay. Over a twelve hour period
transmitting to a British guided missile frigate fifty kilometres
from the coast of Argentina directly out from San Julian, a
detailed map of the building, how many assailants and estimation of
firepower was prepared. As soon as the four targets were sighted
escorted walking the grounds Stanton called a briefing of six
special service legionnaires, Hurst and Barkly. With night falling
he briefed the team on target, position of friendly fire and
identity of targets for extraction. Two choppers would hug the
water taking off from the heli pads of the guided missile frigate
Dover when fifty kilometres from the target area at first light.
When the choppers were over the target, aggression would be taken
out by snipers already positioned on the ground and indicated by
the friendly fire marks on the map. He continued his brief. "We are
jumping from five hundred feet, friendly fire will engage as soon
as the choppers are in ear shot, we expect the assailants to filter
from the target building. One of our placements is positioned no
more than fifty metres from the target building entrance and old
mining administration building. He will endeavour to enter the
building immediately under cover his counterparts to secure the
targets. From earshot to feet on the ground around two minutes,
five at the most. The parachutes you will be using are new, they
open instantly but descend quickly, and you need maintain forward
motion to assure an acceptable impact when landing. Engage the
enemy as soon as your chute has stabilised around three seconds."
Stanton studied paperwork in front of him on the table, he sat in
front of the briefing board, a map of the target area was drawn on
the white board. "Corporal Legrande."

Louise shot to
her feet, they were all dressed in full assault gear. "Wee
monsieur."

Stanton looked
up with a stern recourse. "This operative is female."

LeBeau spoke.
"I am glad you can tell the difference."

"I oppose
females on the front line."

"And we do not
Stanton." Louise's eyes bulged open when she heard LeBeau use the
name.

He looked at
Louise's face for a few seconds. "I read you are the best shot in
Legion."

"I read you are
a madman monsieur."

LeBeau shot to
his feet yelling at Louise. "Legrande you will retra..."

"Leave it!"
Stanton stood up looking at Legrande. "I get angry, a madman would
ignore what we are about to do." He waited but she said nothing.
"You will stay by my side Legrande."

"Permission to
speak monsieur."

"Denied, I know
what you want to say, forget it. Sit down Legrande." Louise sat
down slowly. Stanton sat referencing more documents. "Legrande you
will carry the second sniper weapon along side me. It's a new
concept, I'll brief you on the weapon on route. All others will
carry automatic assault rifles, don't shot our ground cover, they
will be easy to see when they move there's not a tree in sight the
land is baron. Of course that also means assailants can see us,
hence the fastest chutes we can use. We terminate all assailants;
extract the targets to chopper called in when ground fire has been
eliminated. Any questions."

Louise spoke
up. "What is the expected ability of the enemy?"

Stanton wore a
look of impression. "Good question. The call them Latino, members
of a drug syndicate. Id like to call them fucking idiots but I
would want to praise them up. The lifted our targets in a street
raid, they think they have western businessmen with buckets of
money, they still do. They have no idea what is about to happen to
them."

Louise spoke
again. "Argentinean air cover, the authorities will not like our
presence, how long before fighters can reach us."

LeBeau
interrupted. "Legrande focus your efforts on the ground
assault."

Stanton stood
up and began to pace back and forth in front of the white board.
"Legrande is right, when the Argentineans find out we are there
they will not be happy. Latest intelligence would have fighters an
hour and a half from contact, this will be revised before dispatch
from the ship. A squadron of Harriers will be conveniently on
manoeuvres adjacent to the no fly zone, they would be able to cover
prior to a mig getting anywhere near us. The risk is low, no one
other than you and I have any idea of this mission, covered as
training manoeuvres, as we speak bullshit training information is
being fed to the Argentineans. It's not as if I've lied to these
idiots, I'm just a day early and coming on my terms not
theirs."

"These people
must be important monsieur." LeBeau stood up looking daggers at
Legrande but Stanton signalled for him to be seated with abrupt
hand gestures.

He looked at
Legrande as he spoke, his face had warmed. "Again Legrande is
correct and she has jogged my memory. Should broken arrow be called
our targets are to be terminated, even at the expense of leaving
assailants alive." Stanton looked at his watch. "Out of time,
complete silence from now on. We board the choppers fly directly to
the Dover, refuel during a short rest prior to dispatch time being
0500, we will synchronise watches then. Disperse to transport
waiting outside, god be with you."

During the
flight to the Dover, Stanton sat Legrande next to him. He silently
ran her through drill familiarising her with her weapon. He was
impressed with her handling of the weapon, when shore of her
familiarity, she winked at Stanton with a smile.

Lewis, Baker
and Simpson, special service agents dug in around the target
building swallowed a small white pill at the sign of first light.
They became super alert, stinking of urine and aching from being
stuck in the same position for so long, they gave the final okay
just as the choppers came into earshot. By the time anyone had paid
them any attention parachutes could be seen opening, the choppers
peeled off avoiding flying directly over the target area. Sleepy
Latinos came from the building, they pointed at the choppers, to
far away to identify origin. The ground moved and cracks of gunfire
could be heard echoing around the abandoned mine workings, anyone
outside the building fell to the ground. Panic set in, automatic
gunfire spat from the windows of the building scattered and without
target. Lewis the closest to the door dragged himself along the
ground his camouflage covering his movements, when within ten
metres of the door he rose to his feet and rushed in the door left
open by dead assailants outside the door. Gunfire from the building
ceased, a radio message targets secured. Two vehicles approached
from a building not far from the target, just prior to hitting the
ground Legrande opened fire on the vehicles bringing them to a
halt. She and Stanton grounded no more than fifty metres from the
vehicles, they came under fire, Stanton opened fire as soon as he
found his feet followed by a burst from Legrande. Latinos yelled
out some lifting their hands above their head, then standing,
Stanton gunned them down. A group hid behind the damaged vehicles,
Legrande dropped her chute pulled hand weapons and rushed the
vehicles, and she killed anyone left under the covering muzzle of
Stanton's sniper rifle. She yelled secure. Stanton scanned the
landscape dispatching the odd shot when sighting an assailant. All
fell quiet, three minutes had passed, since ground contact. Stanton
accessed the target building, the team had congregated around the
target building kneeling on the ground spread amongst the corners
scanning the landscape with their weapons. The all clear was called
for the choppers, they came in from the north. Machine gun fire
could be heard from the choppers as they engaged a vehicle column
attempting to vacate the area. The choppers touched down adjacent
to the target building, the targets were bundled on board, followed
by the team. Lewis was carried injured when he entered the
building. The choppers lifted off hugging the sea to the east, the
target area fell silent, twelve minutes had elapsed. The only
movement was the occasional waft of brown dust whipped up by the
cold wind.

LeBeau took
charge of the French targets, they had some pressing questions to
answer. Before the French contingent boarded a transport back home
Stanton spoke to Legrande alone and out of earshot. "Thank you
Legrande, I believe you were outstanding, careful it does not
become an enemy rather than a ally."

"I am not sure
what you mean monsieur Stanton."

"Fear, or the
lack of it, we were in harms way."

"I have never
killed a man before today."

"Well you
certainly have now. What exactly do you want to do with your
life?"

"Kill my step
father and find my father."

"He is
lost."

"He went
missing when I was three, he was in the Legion."

"You believe
he's alive?"

"No one has
informed me he is dead."

"I'll remember
that Legrande. I won't ask about your step father."

"He is in
prison."

"Your
mother?"

"She waits for
me to return."

"And return you
shall, god be with you Legrande, we may meet again."

Legrande
saluted and raced to the transport vehicle. Stanton saluted as the
vehicle left, then turned and assessed the infirmary. He confronted
the two British target retrievals being treated for dehydration and
shock. He looked at them with a scowl. "Do I want to talk to you
bastards? You better believe it."

 



 CHAPTER FIVE

On return to
France LeBeau was in conference with controlling bodies of the
Central Directorate of Homeland Intelligence
debriefing the Argentinean affair. Disapproval was aired regarding
the allocation of Legrande to the mission by a controlling general.
The X second world war veteran now political attaché was scathing
of the use of a female operative. "I received no consultation about
this, should such things leak to the press it could be
unpopular."

LeBeau
remained calm in the final minutes of the briefing. "I'm not really
interested in propaganda, we can either use capable personnel or
loose. The female you refer to has been commended by the British
contingent involved in the operation. We have been questioning the
two extracted targets." LeBeau rose from his chair and lent with
his back to the wall, next to the door placing his hat of the
Legion with rows of gold braid on his head. "I shall no doubt be in
contact with you regarding their statements in the very near
future. The use of a female operative will emerge as insignificant
should information we are gathering prove to be accurate." He
opened the door gesturing with his hand and a smile to the exit.
The political and external members of the meeting left in silence.
LeBeau closed the door and sat back down, only he and the director
of operations remained. "I suggest we elevate Legrande to more
sophisticated duties."

"Can she hunt
and kill?"

"I have an
idea."


"Achievable."

"Would involve
some risk."

"And."

"She has a step
father she despises, I don't know exactly what this man did but she
often mentions she wishes to dispose of him."

The DOO clasped
his hands in front of him, he looked brazen and twitched his
moustache. "Does she know about her father?"

"No, she is
unaware of his status."

"Her step
father is a civilian."

"Yes, he's in
prison."

"For what?"

"Murder,
soliciting women for prostitution, robbery, and list goes on."

The DOO looked
down at this hands on the table and fiddled with his finger ring.
"How did Legrande's mother become involved with such a person, has
our system failed them"

"We don't know,
never been of any significance. We did act on her stepfather
handing him over to police, they were dragging their feet."

The DOO stood
put his hands behind his back and paced slowly up and down next to
the table. "I am told Legrande went in next to the MI6 operative
John Stanton."

"I can't
recall."

The DOO thought
for a while on how to manipulate the code of silence. "My son was
on the mission, Stanton spoke to him of the diminishing separation
of powers."

"What happens
on a mission stays on a mission, if Stanton discussed such
things....."

The DOO
interrupted. "It was because we need to know, things are on a need
to know basis."

LeBeau thought
for a while, his face softened. He nodded. "Agreed."

"Fonteyn has
pressured his contacts to have Legrande go direct to the Secret
Service branch that works with the British."

"I didn't know
that."

"You needed to
know and we need to know if Legrande can hunt and kill. I shall
have Legrande's step father released on parole."

"Excellent, I
shall inform her immediately."

"No."

"Why not."

"His release
will no doubt cause uproar when leaked to the press, Legrande will
find out herself and we will see how efficient she is."

LeBeau nodded.
"Mmm, interesting."

"Inform
Legrande she has been promoted to overseas counter espionage, she
will spend six months in London with Fonteyn's daughter Bella."

LeBeau stood
with a look of concern. "What if she defects or becomes a double
agent."

"Not such a
disaster, I also have concerns on the separation of powers. I shall
look a little deeper into why Legrande's step father would be
ignored by police considering his background. Information supplied
by the two targets you extracted from Argentina are most concerning
should they be substantiated."

"When will
Legrande go to London?"

"On the death
of her stepfather."

"If she decides
differently."

"Then she does
not posses the aptitude for what we would ask her to do."

 


 





 CHAPTER SIX

Louise without
notice was given leave to visit her mother, she walked to the tower
buying a paper from the stand run by Pierre, now operated by a
friends son. Dressed in civilian clothing she felt naked, first
time she had been out of uniform for well over two years. She had a
brief conversation with the paper boy mentioning and asking after
Pierre, pleasantries dispensed she walked toward the rivers edge
opening the paper to read the front page. She stopped in her tracks
stone faced at the headline. LIBÉRATION
CONDITIONNELLE MEURTRIER DONNE. MURDERER GIVEN
PAROLE. She read the underlying news feed, her blood ran cold
when she read the name, Mohamed Alfied, alias, Francois Dupré.
Unaware he used an alias the picture verified her fears, it was her
stepfather. She tore the paper to pieces and threw it in a bin just
below the tower, she set off jogging towards Notre Damn.

She found her
mother in tears over a paper on the kitchen table, she comforted
her, once consoled she left her mother in the company of a
neighbour and left without saying anything wearing her uniform.

She returned to
barracks, she worked without sleep researching identity and
documentation required to access files at 7
Avenue des Peupliers, 91700 Fleury-Mérogis, France, the prison that
once held her stepfather.

The following
afternoon she entered the prison complex using false identity of an
investigating officer of the Central Directorate
of Homeland Intelligence borrowing the identity of an
operating lawyer within the organisation. She falsified an identity
picture, her hair dyed black with thick black rimmed spectacles,
revealing civil clothing taking advantage of her sleek lines and
piercing blue eyes. Officials at the complex were fooled by the
accurate forgeries and accompanying paper work signed by the
attorney general. When it was suggested they would ring the office
of the attorney general to confirm the documents she flew of the
handle, screaming at the top of her voice on why she would spend so
much time following protocol to have the documents questioned by
petty officialdom. She was granted access to the file of a paroled
murderer for reasons of interest to Homeland intelligence. She
noted the location of house parole for a one Mohamed Alfied, alias,
Francois Dupré. She calmly left the complex.

Her step father
was in a halfway house not three kilometres from the prison
complex, he was on the second floor noted as room 2. Over the next
three days she watched the old two story home from a variety of
different vehicles she stole then returned to where she had found
them. She saw her father walk the grounds under supervision, then
he appeared at the window of an upstairs room just before the
lights went out, she had the information she required. She returned
in the darkness of early morning parking to the rear of the house
in the next street, in pure black including her face carrying a
small back pack. She accessed the target property through the
garden of the adjoining property carefully scaling the six foot
wooden fence with ease and creping invisible and silent to below
the upper story window she had seen her target. She carefully
scaled the wall using old cast gutter pipes passing just to the
side of the upper window. She had done plenty of homework on the
layout of the home including the ancient window latches. She
carefully cut a hole big enough for her hand to pass through over
the window latch at the base of the window using a diamond window
cutter attached with a rubber suction cup in the centre. She
carefully put the glass circle on the window ledge, released the
latch and opened the window, the far half of the window opened away
from her. She climbed in, walked to the side of the only bed in the
spacious room and there was her snoring stepfathers face. Her eyes
became more accustomed to the light, a small night light was
glowing in a power point close to the door. She pulled her back
pack around, opened the zipper and pulled out a small tin box
gently opening it on the floor beside the bed. She loaded a syringe
with liquid from a vial and without hesitation plunged it into her
stepfather's neck, he shook with shock and grunted. She held her
hand over his mouth as he coughed, he opened his eyes as the drug
took affect, he could not yell, a tranquil state came over him. She
removed her balaclava, his eyes became the size of dinner plates as
he looked into her face. Limp and unable to struggle Legrande
strangled him to within an inch of his life, then revived him, he
hunted for breath in terror. She again deprived him of air with her
bare hands until he went limp, his eyes still open dilated and
dull. She maintained her hold until she was shore she had drained
all the life from his body. She checked for pulse, nothing. She
packed her tin box, positioned her back pack, pulled on her
balaclava and vanished into the night.

It was two days
and LeBeau had an audience with Central
Directorate of Homeland Intelligence Director of Operations,
in an ancient building not far from the Arc de Triomphe. Director
of Operations was looking out the window when LeBeau entered and
sat down in front of his desk. The DOO turned and calmly sat in the
ornate high back chair behind his desk, a rather cumbersome
elaborately carved solid oak furnishing. He shuffled papers in
front of him. "I have the autopsy carried out on the body of
Legrande's step father. He was drugged and strangled. The police
have started a murder investigation, they interviewed one of our
own lawyers, she had an alibi. The murderer entered through an
upstairs window, drugged and strangled the target then vanished. Do
you think it was Legrande?"

"I have no
idea."

The DOO
chuckled. "Even if you knew you wouldn't tell me. Legrande's file
lists her as a clerk, how many airborne missions has she taken part
in."

"Fourteen. They
call her the lethal autumn leaf."

"So I have
heard." The DOO stood, he looked out the window at the back of his
chair his back to LeBeau. "An investigation into this Mohamed
Alfied, alias, Francois Dupré is causing quite a stir, its making
someone nervous." He waited for an answer but LeBeau was silent. He
sat back down. "Dispatch Louise Legrande to Fonteyn in
Westminster."

"I have my
doubts about this, six months is a long time."

The DOO looked
at LeBeau with a half smile. "Legrande is a French patriot, anyone
who can bluff an entire prison management, access a guarded
building in the middle of the night and kill her stepfather then
vanish is a very dangerous women. The kind that can give a very
special service, Legrande is now a member of the secret service.
When she returns in her absence she will be forgotten and she will
operate with allies currently out of reach. I feel we will need
these allies for what I am finding is hard to believe. Induct
Legrande into the anonymous and dispatch her to Fonteyn
immediately, Stanton will get his way and in essence we shall get
ours. I predict within a year we will have some delicate home
matters to deal with, I hope I can rely on your patriotism."

"I have no idea
what you are talking about."

"And never
will, you are dismissed." LeBeau stood and walked to the door, The
DOO stopped him. "LeBeau." he turned back. "If anything happens to
me, you know what to do."

LeBeau put on
his cap, saluted and left.


 CHAPTER SEVEN

Louise Legrande
entered the UK with an open visa under a false name issued by the
British Home Office, she was picked up at Heathrow airport by
Jacques Fonteyn. She was billeted at the Fonteyn residence next
door to the residence of Lance Stanton. She was introduced to Bella
Elizabeth, they got on well. Bella appreciated the French beauty, a
person not unlike herself she could relate to.

Bella had not
long been grafted into the ranks of MI6, to get near her one love
John Stanton. Bella attempted to break down the air of silence
surrounding Louise, but was unsuccessful. Bella picked up that
occasionally Louise would use quotes made by her distant love John
Stanton, whenever Bella asked if Louise had studied his work she
was silent. Bella began to build suspicion, she could find nothing
regarding Louise's background within files or archives, she was
listed as an office clerk in Paris.

During standard
training manoeuvres Bella was shocked by Louise's ability, an
expert sniper, vast weapons knowledge, map and celestial navigation
skills, high level fitness and deadly accurate when using a
parachute. Louise was the deadliest office clerk she had ever met,
or a student of the Legion promoted to more responsible duties.

When it came to
men Louise was a prude in comparison to Bella, Louise a French
flower had men melting at her feet, despondent, hard to get. Bella
dominated men with ease, chewed them up and spitting them out. To
experience them as passing ships in the night was something a young
man would never forget, although both had different demeanours,
they were both heartless using men as nothing more than toys. Both
Bella and Louise learned much from each other, Bella saw value in
the French flowers modest dress, focus on blushing looks and
batting eyelids. Louise learned to dress with magnetism using parts
of her body as alluring weapons, she also learnt sexual positions
she would never have thought of.

Their initial
bonding had worked, they bore a natural respect for each other they
wore in silence. They were called to a meeting at Fonteyn's home,
with Jacques and Lance Stanton. Jacques initially spoke to them
both. "Bella you have probably worked out Louise is not an office
clerk here on holiday. She is in fact a member of the French Secret
Service, her name is Louise Legrande they call her the lethal
autumn leaf. There is a reason you have been brought together."
Jacques turned his eyes to Louise. "Bella is also not as she would
claim, she is an operative within the ranks of MI6, she is their
most efficient female operative by far, you have proved to become
friends and we now have need for your talents. Lance will
explain."

"A member
within our ranks has crossed the line, he is about to release
classified information to the Russians. He has unfortunately over
the past twenty four hours gained the support of a government
minister and they plan to transfer the information tonight right
here in London for several million pounds. This is not an
officially sanctioned operation, or it would simply be
unsuccessful, we are yet to find the leaks within our ranks. The
only way we can have the pair drop their security is by luring them
into a private situation such as an offer of sex from an
irresistible source, do you have the picture." The women were
silent and motionless, he threw two envelopes on the table. "These
are your targets, they will be at the location mentioned at the
times mentioned, they are to be enticed to the stated room number
that will be vacant all night. How you achieve this is up to you
but they must be stopped tonight and the case they have in their
possession passed on to us, they must be assassinated. We will
leave you to study your mission, you don't have much time its
tonight." Lance and Jacques left the room and the girls studied
their information.

Bella looked at
the picture of a young man. "I've seen this man, he's mine,
bastard."

Louise studied
the picture of the older man in a suite. "He earns ten times more
than me and sells the souls of his people, pleasure comes with
pain." She studied other information. "Room 66 at the Ritz, 150
Piccadilly, St James."

"No, we get
them away from there."

"Our
instructions were to use room 66."

"We take
orders, we don't have to take suggestions. Chances are someone
knows about room 66. I have a place we can park a car down the side
street of this hotel out of sight. We wait at the door for their
arrival and take them from there, once they leave their car they
will be relying on security inside the Ritz."

"To where?"

"Green Park is
opposite, we walk them through the park, I know a good spot to
dispose of them."


"Neurotoxin?"

"Yes. We'll use
syringes that look like normal pens."

"You can get
these things."

"I already have
them, we dress as scantily as possible, no panties."

"They will
arrive well before this time, if I were them I would do the
same."

"I agree, will
hopefully give us enough time, will be over before anyone
knows."

They prepared
themselves, Bella fussed around Louise insistent she wear no bra or
panties beneath her scant long, low cut, side slit yellow dress. "I
have no intention of having sex with these men, I prefer to wear my
undergarments, its going to be cool tonight."

Bella stood
before her, her beautiful black hair flowing down her shoulders as
if it was part of the tight black low cut long dress she was almost
wearing. Her nipples were obvious and no panty lines could be seen
through her tight garment. "Trust me, a groping hand with subtle
access to your privates is the only weapon you need, with seven
pints of blood pumping to his dick one pint is not enough to
operate the brain, makes things so much easier."

Time was
running out, Louise reluctantly complied, they gathered their
shoulder drapes and hand bags checking lethal contents before
setting off. Bella had a common spot where she changed vehicles,
she didn't know where they came from, the waiting vehicle was a
black jaguar. She drove directly to the Ritz, it was just starting
to get dark, Bella left the vehicle in a car park down the side
street directly along side the hotel, the building was controlled
by MI .

They easily
passed the doorman waiting just inside the foyer in full view of
the main entrance waiting promiscuously on leather foyer lounge.
Warding off approaches from numerous men the pair gradually lost
the interest of security. Louise grabbed Bella's arm bringing her
attention to two men just alighting from a hire car outside the
door, they gathered their wraps and bags timed their exit to
correspond with bumping into the targets outside the door. From
information supplied in their briefs the targets were womanisers,
listed as a top weakness. One target carried a leather brief case,
the younger was about to show his ID to the door staff when Bella
and Louise walked backwards into the pair. "Sorry, how clumsy of
me." The young target starred at her cleavage, her perfume bit at
his senses, he swallowed. Bella was about to walk away.

The young man
took her arm and turned her back. "No problem, you just
leaving."

"We had dates,
they stood us up, over an hour and a half late."

"Fussiest
blokes I've ever heard of, would you like to have a drink with
us."

Louise spoke,
her French accent and blue eyes mesmerised the men. "We are going
for a walk in the park, we will decide what to do with the
night."

"Park can be a
dangerous place, ah Bill."

The elder man
adjusted his tie with his free hand holding onto the case tightly,
he stunk of cigar smoke and expensive after shave. "Ehhmm, yes, yes
absolutely, I wouldn't walk in the park alone."

They picked up
the false name used for the more mature target, Bella went to walk
away lifting her leg to adjust her shoe, there was a flash of pubic
hair. "I think well be okay, unless you want to walk a short way
with us till we decide what to do."

The younger man
pulled Bella close looking her in the face holding her against him.
"We have a top room booked." he suddenly coughed as Bella stroked
his erection her hand hidden between them.

"I don't think
so, if you want to unload that big boy we have a good night first.
We can walk and talk about it."

"You
prostitutes."

Louise giggled.
"No monsieur, we are on holiday."

"We've never
seen the park at night." added Bella. "Excuse us or cruise with
us."

The younger
target turned to his senior counterpart eyeing Louise's lines as
she purposely drew his attention exposing as much as she could. He
looked at his watch. "Were even earlier than we planned to be, few
minutes in the park and the ladies may decide to join us."

The senior
nodded quickly, his gaze fixed on Louise's antics. "Yes, why not,
few minutes walk to clear the head."

They took the
targets arms chatting and giggling, Louise followed Bella, they
stopped occasionally then well away and hidden Bella pounced, she
lent against a tree off the pathway allowing the younger target to
grope inside her dress. Louise, gently kissed the senior gent
leading him to the other side of the tree, he groped her buttocks
and pubic region furiously dropping the case beside him. Bella
turned her target around and pinned him to the tree, she groped his
erection below his clothing. "Wow." she dropped to her knees
undoing his fly zipper, she removed his erect penis and began to
gently manipulate it. She peered up at him, he lay his head on the
tree trunk with his eyes closed, she slid her lips over his penis,
he groaned. With both hands free she accessed her bag removing a
pen, she could just see Louise on her knees around the side of the
massive oak tree. Her target coughed in ecstasy between moans, he
grabbed her shoulders with his hands, Bella sensed he was about to
ejaculate and finished the job with her left hand, semen shot past
her face she had moved slightly to one side. Her young target was
hunting for breath slumped back on the tree, she stood embracing
him over his left shoulder with her head. "My, that was quick." she
jabbed the pen into his neck with her right hand, it injected a
lethal dose of neurotoxin into his bloodstream, he didn't even have
enough time to speak. Bella lowered his limp body to the ground,
picked up her bag and walked around to see Louise manipulating her
target, his pants around his ankles. She walked up along side him
looking him in the face, he was bright red with excitement, she
guided his hand inside the slit in her dress to her pubic hair. She
whispered in his ear. "My turn." He found her clit with his middle
finger, Bella dropped the top of her dress over her shoulders
giving him access to her ample bosom occupying his other hand.
Bella put her right hand down to Louise's face, she handed her the
pen from her bag. He tried to speak and seemed agitated so Louise
wrapped her mouth around his penis and held his buttocks working
him furiously, he slumped back against the tree with a moan and
groped Bella's breasts fingering her intensely. Louise wondered why
Bella had not struck then suddenly Bella orgasmed laying limp
against him, he suddenly slumped to the ground without a sound.

They gathered
their bags and the brief case, walked toward Buckingham Palace
taking the long block around back to their vehicle. Bella calmly
drove out of the car park back down the lane, onto Piccadilly past
the entrance of the Ritz and headed home. By this time the bodies
of the targets had vanished, later to be found floating in the
River Thames.

Louise broke
the silence. "You orgasmed."

"I loved it,
I'm still buzzing."

Louise was
silent for a while. "I was sexually aroused, I wanted to have him
before I killed him."

Bella looked
across at her. "Why didn't you. I would have if the useless prick
hadn't come within twenty seconds, god he had a load would have
blown my mind."

"You took about
two minutes with his hand, I think I could have if I had mounted
him."

"Two minutes is
all you have, try it next time, once they're like that their
finished. Haven't found a man yet that could lift a feather after
his balls have been emptied."

"You've done
this before."

"Many
times."

"I can't
believe I enjoyed it," she looked round at Bella. "Do you think I'm
weird?"

"If the rest of
the organisation could operate like you I couldn't give a shit if
the entire unit was weird." As she looked at Louise's sleek lines,
her loins tingled. "You didn't get yours, bit of a shame."

Louise looked
at Bella. "I'm still aroused."

"Well, you've
earned it." Bella looked vixen at her as they cruised along, she
slipped her left hand inside the slit of Louise's dress, gently
over her pubic hair and slid her finger into her wet canal and
began manipulating her. Not far down the road she had to take her
hand away to control the vehicle. Louise lifter her legs putting
her heels on the seat, opened up and finished the job screaming
with pleasure falling limp. Bella smiled at her as she lay there
smiling back satisfied. They reached the car change over point,
switched vehicles and rolled on to Westminster.

Louise was
troubled by parts of the experience, they changed clothes then
handed the brief case to Jacques, he called Lance, they had a short
debrief and the case was whisked away. Louise and Bella were left
together in the homes guest quarters kitchen. They were hungry
having only just caught up with time lapse caused by focus and
concentration. There was an ominous silence as they ate until
Louise broke the air. "I don't know what happened, I've never done
anything like that before. Have you always done things like
that?"

"No, I was
asked to try not so long ago, it was so successful we need more,
and so do the French by the looks."

"I feel like a
whore, did that happen to you."

"At times."

"Do you still
speak French very often?"

"No, I've had
no need for it."

"We learn a lot
of things we don't use."

"Yes, I tend to
stick with the things that work."

"It worked but
so different."

"How many
airborne operations have you been on?"

"Over
twenty."

Bella looked
across at her expressionless. "That's a lot, they call you the
lethal autumn leaf, how did you get that name."

"I was always
the canopy sniper on decent."

Bella nodded
with a half smile. "Mmm, that fits."

"Now I know why
they call you the vixen."

Louise could
see Bella looked solemnly saddened. "It's a long story."

"Sorry, I'm not
prying just trying to understand what's happening to me."

"I hear you'll
be here for six months, we may understand more then. I think I'm
learning more from you than you from me. I've never been with
another woman at this level before, they don't make it, you're very
special."

They were
awoken abruptly early next morning and mustered in the kitchen.
Bella's father explained. "Transport to an airfield immediately
Louise."

"What about
Bella."

"French covert
operation, Bella is to stay."

The girls
looked at each other, Louise was blunt. "No."

Jacques looked
shocked and was initially lost for words. "Louise this is an
order."

"I am detached
to field operations in a foreign land, I am entitled to compromise
where I feel the need."

Jacques looked
down running his tongue over his teeth, he thought before
answering. "True, the Legion has need of your expertise, it's an
airborne extraction, you know the risk."

Bella chimed
in. "How many are we sending."

"You know I
can't tell you anything."

"So we're
involved." Bella waited but there was no reply. "Louise had a
traumatic experience last night, only I can understand, I wish to
accompany her for more reasons than I care to mention."

"You know I
can't give permission, Lance would have to be consulted."

"If I don't get
my way I'll find John."

Louise looked
at Bella, surprise in her eyes. "John Stanton." There was
silence.

"Bella, we have
a unit pinned down in the Congo, they have enough ammunition for
forty eight hours, and for such an operation we need Louise for
canopy cover. We can't get to them in time on the ground, we have
to go in by air."

"Either way you
know whose resolve will be the same."

"We don't have
time for this, in forty eight hours you may both be dead with the
rest of them, the mission is far more likely to succeed if you are
present. Kit up, transport is waiting outside."

And the
intrepid two went forth; Louise kept Bella beside her, as they
floated in at first light they were covered by thick jungle upper
canopy. Bella watched in awe as Louise picked the muzzle flashes
and disposed of them from a thousand metres above the leafy growth.
The unit was pinned down in the only clearing for miles, enough
room to drop the three choppers in dangerously close together,
their assailants appeared to be well armed Negro rebels wearing
civilian clothing but there was allot of them, thick jungle stopped
the rebels from carrying anything but small arms. As the parachutes
dropped into the clearing Louise and Bella crouched back to back
picking of the enemy one by one using their powerful scopes. From
the centre of the group they had to pick their targets through the
scurrying allies, as the last parachute touched down the choppers
followed, they began to load the human cargo. Three French Mirage
jets screamed past in view to the north, the hostiles sent more
into the clearing to their death, Louise popped magazines as
quickly as she could load them, the rebels kept falling. As one
chopper filled to capacity it lifted away, then the second, the
girls retreated one either side of the chopper outside the doors,
they were now several strong as the group bunched toward the
chopper, the last of the dead were loaded and the girls jumped to
safety inside the aircraft. With all allies loaded the chopper
lifted off and the gas powered Gatling guns opened up on the jungle
around the clearing, the chopper banked to the west and gained
height. As if from nowhere, three Mirage fighters reined hell on
the clearing, Bella and Louise could see the red and yellow fire
clouds behind them. They forced a smile at each other, both began
to breathe heavily as the adrenalin wore off.

Although Bella
had participated in many airborne operations, she felt fear, she
had also witnessed the skills of the lethal autumn leaf.


 CHAPTER EIGHT

A month past,
John Stanton burst into the Fonteyn residence early one morning
while Jacques was having breakfast. Bella and Louise could hear him
yelling as he stood over Bella's father. "Bella! on a fucking
airborne mission in the middle of the Congo, are you insane."

Jacques
remained calm reading his newspaper, he picked up the sugar bowl
looked at John and smiled. "Its two lumps you take isn't it."

"Do you know
how much I love that woman?"

Jacques shot to
his feet in an instant rage. "And there we have it! You admit it
and marry Jodi! You must feel like my daughter has for the last few
years, having fun are you!"

"You send your
own daughter on a mission with a fifty rating and you stand there
and question my love!"

Jacques pushed
his face into Stanton's space and whispered with aggression. "Let
me tell you something, I'm into getting what my daughter wants for
I love her far more than you will ever have the chance and I just
had a breakthrough."

"You fucking
low bastard."

"Monsieur
Stanton."

Stanton turned
with a start, his face was etched with revelation. "Louise, Louise
Legrande."

"I insisted
Bella accompany me."

Stanton looked
back at Jacques with a scowl. "You've been used."

Lance Stanton
burst in, called by Bella listening in an adjoining room. "John,
stand down!" He walked between them. "What the hell is going on
here?" There was silence. "I see. Louise?" There was further
silence. Lance looked at his son. "John you're wanted at
headquarters immediately." John Stanton stormed out slamming the
door behind him. Lance followed with a scowling look as he gently
closed the door.

"I'm sorry I
caused all this monsieur Fonteyn."

Jacques sat
down returning to the paper he was reading as if disinterested.
"Been coming for a long time Louise, don't concern yourself."

"Monsieur
Stanton is in love with your daughter."

"Always has
been, wouldn't know if his fucking arse was on fire."

Louise sat down
opposite Jacques. "I understand Bella now."

Jacques looked
at her with eloquence. "Yes you would. The phone will ring shortly
and your days of airborne operations will be over, you'll become a
fucking merciless pincushion in search of the person whom caused it
all. One day I hope you find the bastard and l blow his fucking
head off, I hate them."

"Monsieur
Stanton is very angry."

"Yes."

"Is he like
they say?"

"Worse, he can
be the prior from hell or god himself, depends on how he feels,
he's a very dangerous man."

"Some say he is
mad."

"No not mad,
but today he's very angry."

Bella came in,
she slumped at the table in tears, her father looked at her, pain
etched into his face. "This is my beautiful daughter Louise, look
at her. She cries for something she can't have, and I can't get it
for her. You have come between her and John." The phone rang,
Jacques pulled it toward him and answered. He listened for a minute
or so. "Right thank you." he put the phone down. "Louise that was
LeBeau, you are now officially one of the elite, specialist areas
as deployed. Learn well from Bella."

"Who did this,
I was happy with what I was doing."

"Humph, only
one person I know can pull stings like that."

"Monsieur
Stanton."

"There is one
valuable side effect, you can now do just about whatever you want.
If anyone threatens you whilst operating within the creed, John
Stanton will kill them."

"What about my
peers, they may object."

"Your peers as
you put it are very pleased with the outcome, planned over the last
few years."

Bella rested
her head on her arm down on the table looking at Louise, she
smiled, a beaming smile worthy of a sister. "It's not dull anyway,
he loves me I knew he did."

"Agreed."
smiled Louise.

 



 CHAPTER NINE

Louise's stay
in the UK went to almost twelve months. As she was about to fly out
of Halton airfield in Buckinghamshire, she received a visit on the
tarmac. "Legrande."

"Monsieur
Stanton." they had to raise their voices above the aircraft
engines.

"Good luck, you
are unique, I may need your help one day."

"I have learnt
so much."

"You will be
able to pass that on, we need more like you."

"I don't know
what awaits me."

"You are to be
transferred to the training core of your organisation, if they have
any sense."

"I will miss
Bella."

"Not as much as
I, I'm sorry you had to witness a fit of rage, not exactly what was
planned for you."

"I hope to have
someone love me as much one day."

"You break a
thousand hearts everyday."

Louise hugged
him. "I will miss you all." She climbed aboard her transport and
the door closed. He watched the plane taxi toward the runway. He
was tapped on the shoulder and looked around to find Hurst. Hurst
took his arm and led him from earshot near the tarmac ground crew.
Hurst looked around then spoke softly near his ear. "We have been
summoned to Hollis, would appear someone is about to sell the plans
to Polaris."

Stanton
exhaled; he looked across the tarmac to the plane as it staged to
take off. "Never ends does it, always some bastard willing to sell
out. Anything to go on?"

"They want
Bella to attend to it."

Stanton's face
took to rage. "What." He strode off across the tarmac, signalled to
the pilot of his chopper to wind it up, jumped aboard and dragged
Hurst with him. The bird began to lift off, I want to know
everything we currently know."

"We have two
names, Gordon Sheldon and...."

"God he's the
fucking minister for some fucking thing or another."

"Just been
given the defence portfolio."

"Good god, he
has access to the Polaris plan."

"Yes and
everything else. Last night he contacted a Kostan Immosnavich, KGB
operative."

"How deep is
it?"

"Sheldon has
been tracked to Moscow or in Russia somewhere."

"How sure are
we?"

"Our Russian
doubles confirm the contact and intended transfer."

"Fuck it bit
late. Bella is the only one that can enter Russia with any hope of
success." He thought for a while. "How come Hollis is going to tell
me."

"He's not, he's
going to give you some bullshit story, he knows how you feel about
Bella. He's concerned about your mental state since Jodi left."

"Play along
with it, have Bella transferred to Foulness Island."

"That's what he
intends to do."

"Of course,
that's what Id do if I were he."

"This is
dangerous John, Warren Kelly from MI5 has been asking questions
about the Island. Seems we are stepping on some toes."

"Excellent,
bastards are coming out of their trenches, may get a shot at them
soon."

"John this is
dangerous, we aren't powerful enough for this yet."

"Bruce, do you
think Id risk everything for nothing."

"Well no
but..."

"Even Hollis
doesn't know how powerful we are becoming, this is a chance to get
him to sanctify the elite with his peers, we can use this to corner
them into making us official."

"And what if
that doesn't work."

"Then we'll go
it alone."

"What are you
insane?"

"Bruce things
are a need to know basis and there is a lot you don't know,
savvy."

"I hope to god
your right John."

"We stick with
this, convince Hollis that I'll blow holes in anyone that sends
Bella to this mission, we back her up, bring her home, then I put
it on the aristocracy they sanctify our existence or deal with us
as an ally."

Hurst shook his
head. "This is fucking politics John."

"Look, either
way the separation of powers needs attention. If this Sheldon was
to be found guilty of treason he'd get a pension and stuffed in the
midlands in a mansion for life. I'm sick of seeing us fall to
support that shit."

"We can't take
on the elite, what are you saying."

"If I or Hollis
asked you to do something whose directive would you follow."

"Well it
depends John, you've been getting things right for a long time now
I suppo...."

"Do you
honestly believe the elite will come after us when pricks like
Sheldon are personified as traitors and sanctioned as traitors to
the creed. Sheldon's selling the plans to nuclear submarines and
missiles for fucks sake."

"I agree, John
how the hell do you expect to pull this off."

"When you need
to know I'll tell you, till then I need your trust. You are to tell
me no more than I need to know and visa versa, should we fall into
the hands of the tainted they would do anything to extract
information."

"Would be like
that forever John, that's a fucking long time."

"Trust me,
information is gold, soon we will be untouchable."

"I have a
family."

"Me too, mines
stretched across the globe, I've thought of these things."

Hurst was
agitated, he thought squirming around in his seat, his mind jumped
to many conclusions. "All right, I'll go with the wool over the
eyes job on Albert."

 





 CHAPTER TEN

And Louise
entered a life so distorted from normality she often discussed
normal with herself, she became a recluse when not operational. She
gradually became busy training new female operatives when the
system found and produced French patriots of pristine beauty.
Louise became that well known in some circles of government as
Bella, her identity and looks required attention to maintain
stealth but as new trainees come on line she had time to change.
She at times became bored, going out and seducing men for really no
reason, she also became hooked on the adrenalin and endorphin rush
given by sex. She returned to Boulogne easily stalking Pierre and
seducing him, she found him dull, uninteresting and left him
hanging in mid air that would affect him for the rest of his life.
She did however enjoy sex with powerful men, especially more senior
that took their time, her loins tingled with the thought of having
one person, John Stanton. She often fantasised that the man in the
darkness was Stanton, she orgasmed at the thought of it. She found
it easier to kill her target when the lights went back on and her
lover was not Stanton, she would become angry and it reinforced her
actions, she understood Bella precisely.

She entered a
phase of heavy work, someone of extreme power was exposing those
whom would cross the line, links with the Middle East were on the
rise, Louise sampled rich and powerful men thinking they were
beyond the law before she killed them. She was now in charge of a
unit of women allocated to the task of sex and assassination, she
would become involved in group sex then leave the dirty work to
those whom needed the experience. This brought here attention to
the female form, she ran her hands over women of utter beauty
during assassinations and had a now endless tap of recruits, she
got them to live with her and the problem of going out and finding
men was a thing of the past.

She often
wondered if Bella had experienced anything like she had but for
reasons of security this was impossible to find out. Then whilst
coaxing a target in Paris at a business seminar, a one Nino
Ferraro, Chicago mafia boss, she noticed a woman after the same
target. She got to meet Rose Fleming, she was impressed with the
Rose's appearance and so was Ferraro. Louise questioned her,
following her into the powder room she waited until they were the
only ones there. "You want Nino tonight," asked Louise.

Rose continued
to decorate her face nonchalantly looking in the mirror. "You speak
good English, why do you ask?"

"No particular
reason, I want his money."

"You're a
stunner, arrange to fuck him after me, he'll last about five
minutes."

Louise was
taken back. "I was hoping to have him to myself, you can get who
ever you want."

Rose looked
Louise up and down. "Listen flower, lets both fuck him, then I'll
fuck you." Louise had not dealt with anyone like Rose before, she
scrambled for words. Rose dropped her top over her shoulders
exposing her enormous perky breasts. Louise moved close and
caressed them. "Thought so, I can read a sex maniac like a book,
what I have with me is a dildo called the monster, loaded with a
warm jelly that will blow your mind, you haven't been fucked till
your fucked with a monster."

Louise
swallowed and drew Rose's blouse back over her shoulders. "Not
here, when, where."

"I'm just about
to take Nino upstairs, poor thing, I touched him up and he shot in
his pants, he should be good for a half hour or so when we get him
up." She looked at Louise with a wide smile. Louise sensed this air
of innocence and childish naughtiness, made her feel at ease, she
found it quite exciting.

"You have him
first, I'll whisper in his ear."

"Sounds alright
to me, he's hung like a horse."

"What's your
name?"

"Rose."

"Louise."

"Hang on may
I." Rose slipped her hand inside the slit of Louise's long dress
and lifted clear of her buttocks, she ran her hands over her loins,
pubic region and buttock checks, she dropped the dress back down.
She dived her hand inside her cleavage feeling her nipple. "Wow,
your not fooling your ready to roll, we better get you upstairs
your wet as and your nipples are like bullets." Louise giggled and
Rose took her by the arm, they walked out together.

"Do you do this
often?"

"All the time,
if I didn't ask I wouldn't receive."

It took about
two seconds to convince Nino Ferraro to go upstairs with both of
them. The ageing mafia boss had attended the commercial conference
to take advantage of privileges supplied by potential customers
attempting to impress the entrepreneur to give them his business.
One thing Louise had picked up was the lines and techniques Rose
used were similar to hers, so much so it reminded her of Bella.
They had both convinced him they were escorts supplied by
commercial interests for his enjoyment.

They stripped
his pants and jocks before sitting him on the bed, Nino had an
enormous erection and Rose flipped, she sat him down on the edge of
the bed, lifted her skirt and nestled down onto his penis, he
yelled with delight. He pulled down her shoulder straps and buried
his smiling face in her breasts as she jumped up and down. Louise
stripped her sheer dress revealing her naked body, Rose feasted her
eyes on the desert as Louise fondled Niño's body from behind and
whispered in his ear. "I want to know what organisation bought the
last shipment of arms." Nino was mesmerised by Roses flashing
breasts up and down in front of his face. "The pounding will stop
if you don't tell us." He said nothing. Louise stopped Rose by
pushing her off, she fell on the floor. Nino tried to grab her but
Louise moved around to the front rubbing her pubic region around
his penis but not allowing him to penetrate her.

"You want to
know and how much so your employers can make a bigger offer, John
Masters, twenty million dollars." Rose was about to push her off
but was stopped by what Ferraro was saying.

She stood to
one side of Louise looking inquisitively into her face. "That's
what I wanted to know, he's right, Masters the arms dealer."

Louise twigged
and lowered herself slowly onto Nino's penis, he yelled with
pleasure. "Oh you have been a good boy, perhaps you should get Nino
a drink Rose." Rose rushed to the bar, Nino watched her bouncing
around preparing bourbon she knew he liked, she slipped a liquid
from her bag into the mixture on the way back to the bed as Louise
covered his face with her breasts. She handed it to Louise with a
half smile, Louise lent back and gently poured the mixture down his
throat as she manipulated slowly pushed herself up and down.
"That's a good boy, all of it." He coughed, Louise speed up as he
feel backwards onto the bed coughing and chocking, she threw her
hair back lunging away, he gasped his last breath and she orgasmed.
She fell back onto the floor breathing heavily, laying in wonder
with her eyes sparkling. "Die you bastard, fucking ugly fat pig, I
have all your power now." Rose raised her eyebrows looking down at
Louise, she thought shed just done a job with Bella. Louise pulled
herself to her feet sitting on the side of the bed next to a now
deceased Nino Ferraro. "Where's this monster bitch, you've earned
it."

"Ohh, yes,
yes." Rose rushed to her luggage they were using her room, she
pulled out the monster from the contents. She loaded the reservoir
with a narcotic boosted jelly and tested the pump with the trigger
button, it shot a dose across the room. She rushed over to Louise.
"Have you used one of these?"

"Nothing like
that." Rose strapped the machine on, she pushed Louise's legs apart
and poised it ominously over Louise's vagina. She switched on the
vibrator and it began to hum. "That is going to fit inside me."

"Wow this is
fun, I want to see your face." Rose slowly inserted the monster
into Louise with a half smile biting her bottom lip watching
Louise's eyes turn to dinner plate size. Louise coughed with every
inch until it met the back of her vagina. "See it did fit." Rose
thrust away, Louise fell back on the bed with her hands over her
face, she grabbed a pillow from beside her and held it over her
face then screamed into it.

"Holy
fuck."

Rose thrust
away for a couple of minutes. "Now, you'll feel a shot of warm
come, then you be off your face and screaming louder." Rose hit the
pump button giving her a blast. Louise orgasmed putting her legs
around Rose then dropping limp all over. Rose slowly withdrew the
monster, raced to the bathroom, washed it up and reloaded it on the
way back to the bed. "Stand up sunshine."

Louise stood up
and Rose strapped the machine to her thighs. Louise had the smile
of a vixen. "I'm in charge now bitch."

"Oh nasty."
Rose sat down on the edged of the bed and Louise nestled between
her legs laying poised the weapon and struck with a vengeance. "Oh
fuck, love it."

Louise thrust
away, a new sensation for her, dominating another woman just like a
man. She speed up and slowed down until Rose approved.

"That's it,
fuck like that, oh fuck I think I'm in love with you. Drown me."
Louise hit the button and revelled in delight as Rose finally
orgasmed before her eyes. Rose fell limp, Louise withdrew the
monster. She went to the bathroom and cleaned it up. She returned
and Rose had tried to stand up but fell on the floor her eyes
beaming like headlights.

"We better get
out of here, Nino is cooling down and stiffening up in all the
wrong places. I have a place we can go not far from here where I
suggest we fuck each other brains out."

Rose clambered
to her feet, staggering around, they dressed, cleaned up and left
Ferraro where he had fallen. They cleaned off his skin with alcohol
swabs removing every trace of their connection. The pulled the
sheet out from beneath him covered in their secretions and stuffed
it in one of their cases. They finally cleaned every speck of
evidence from the surrounding floor. The gathered Roses things,
opened the door, sitting in the hallway was one of Ferraro's body
guards. He smiled at them and they closed the door, Louise reached
into her hand bag and pulled out a pen. "Can I have your phone
number we have another job to go to but I like the look of you big
boy." The guard took the pen and wrote on a scrap of paper he had
in his pocket, a receipt. Louise put the paper in her handbag and
hugged the huge man as he sat with her chin over his left shoulder.
He hugged her back, as soon as she felt his hands on her arse she
rammed the pen into his neck with her right hand. Before he could
even cough he fell to the floor dead. They made their way to
Louise's room, retrieved her things and quietly left the hotel.

Louise took
Rose to her car not far away, they made haste in silence and she
pulled out into the busy roadway with squealing tyres. "Rose, you
mentioned you were after the same information when Ferraro blabbed.
What do you do exactly?"

 

"What do you
do?" There was silence. "Do you mean to tell me of all the people
in Paris I could have run into it would be someone who knows John
Stanton?"

Louise looked
across at her with the apparition of a vixen. "You know John
Stanton."

"So do you no
doubt."

"How well do
you know him?"

"Things are on
a need to know basis, and you don't need to know."

Louise looked
Rose up and down. "Better get ready, I know a house not more than
five minutes away where we will spend the night."

"You can't take
a whole night with me."

"I can take a
whole night with John."

Rose looked
daggers at her. "You screwed him."

"Ahh, so you
are one of his, have you em...."

"Like I said,
things are on a need to know basis."

"I'll get it
out of you, how to get to him that is."

"When Bella
gets to know you've been with me hell find you himself, he likes to
keep it in the creed." Louise made a call, Rose couldn't understand
fully what she said as she spoke French. "Who was that?"

"Two friends of
mine, work acquaintances, tomorrow morning you won't be able to sit
down."

"I've been
waiting for that day, I have to get back to London in the morning,
there will be a little jet at the Charles Degaulle for me."

"You can sleep
then because you wont get much tonight."

"I never get
sleep on the plane."

"Too noisy and
uncomfortable."

"No, I'll be
fucking the pilots."

Louise
chuckled. "I've never met anyone like you before."

"Are you
glad?"

"Whenever you
come to France, you stay with me."

Rose dropped
Louise's scant dress from her shoulders exposing her perky firm
breasts and pulled her long dress up her legs, Louise raised her
behind as she drove to accommodate until the dress was above her
pubic hair. "You're really something aren't you?" Rose began to
play with her erogenous zones, Louise struggled to control the car
in traffic. "By the time we get to this house you'll be wanting to
drive me through the bed. Lucky I brought plenty of monster jelly
with me."

The car pulled
up a driveway near the river Seine and entered a below ground car
park along side an ageing mansion. Two very attractive young girls
were waiting in a room adjacent to the garage.

Rose returned
to France several times and could never be found, the elite were
not overly concerned, if they couldn't find her no one could and
they heard she was in very good hands.


 CHAPTER ELEVEN

Not long after
Louise's first encounter with Rose, Louise got what she had waited
for, an unofficial call to arms in Pakistan from Stanton. French
authorities had been tracking intelligence regarding Israeli
influence operating from Pakistan in an effort to take control of
Pakistan's nuclear arsenal. LeBeau was aware of the request through
Fonteyn for Legrande to fly to Karachi and await further
instructions; he turned a blind eye to the request as Stanton had
requested her sniper talents. She was given a satellite phone by
way of Rose's second visit to Paris shortly after the first for no
more than social cohesion.

She waited in
her hotel for contact from Stanton, she noticed two American CIA
agents she was familiar with, Dirk Truman and Conrad Wayne. She
received a call on her phone, Stanton verifying she was there. She
was staying at the Karachi Sheraton, she wangled Stanton's location
from him, she dressed like Bella, put on lashings of red door
perfume and waddled down the hall. She adjusted her alluring long
dress and knocked on the door. Stanton peered through the eye level
spy hole, he gently opened the door on safety chain. "It is me
monsieur Stanton." He checked either side of her along the hall and
gently undid the safety chain letting her in. She kissed him on the
check, he watched her waddle into the living area as he locked the
door. Her appearance, smell, his senses aroused and he had an
immediate erection, hard to hide in with only a dressing gown on,
she had come for one thing and he knew it. He looked at his watch,
time was short, he joined her and offered her a drink, she lay on
the couch, her split dress way past her upper thigh exposed her
entire thigh as she crossed her leg, she pulled it over to expose
her pubic hair. She swallowed hard and her heart beat raced,
Stanton turned to give her the drink and stopped in his tracks as
he looked at her. He put the drink back on the bar and walked over
to her. "Stand up." He took her hands and helped her up. "Take it
off." She dropped her dress to the floor over her shoulders,
Stanton's chest heaved. He lead her to the edge of the bar and
fondled her curves. "Hold the bar tight and bend over." She
obliged, Stanton admired her buttocks, he dropped his dressing
gown, Louise heard it hit the floor, she swallowed. He grabbed her
thighs. "At last, I wanted to do this from when I first saw you."
He pushed his throbbing erection into her wet canal, they both
sighed with ecstasy. He thrust away for several minutes, she pulled
herself clear and turned around looking at him, he saw the look of
the vixen come over her face. She pushed him to the floor and
mounted him jumping up and down balancing herself on his chest, she
was there for half an hour. Stanton gently lay her to one side then
on her back, mounted her and pounded her into the floor with a
vengeance looking right in her eyes, it worked, she fell limp and
hunted for breath as she orgasmed he followed seconds a few minutes
later after perching her on his lap sitting on the couch his face
embedded in her sweet chest, he roared with satisfaction and again
Louise fell limp in orgasm. They lay on the couch for some time
recovering, he got to his feet and began to dress, she lay there
for some time as he got ready her face in solitude and her eyes
glowing like stars. He helped her to her feet, and dropped her
dress over her shoulders, it splashed down to the floor. "I'll call
you shortly with instructions, if were going to do this we need to
plan it, fuck that was good."

"I'm buzzing
all over, that is the best fuck I ever had, how I've wanted
you."

"Plenty more
where that came from." He slapped her on the buttocks as she walked
towards the door.

Louise waited
patiently to receive her call, a day passed. "Louise, this is
Stanton."

"Ah Monsieur
Stanton, I have been waiting for you to call. I am in Karachi at
the Sheraton shopping arcade."

"That figures.
Ten minutes to the west Pan House area grounds car park off Khan
Road. White Toyota Land Cruiser key top of front right hand wheel;
take the vehicle clear towards the airport but not far. Look under
the back seat and prepare what you find especially the M24
Remington and I will call you in around ten minutes."

"Oh Monsieur
Stanton you have the best toys." Stanton hung up looking down the
phone. His captive Mahir listened with great interest.

"You are
finished Stanton, you’d need the MI6, the CIA and the French
Foreign Legion to get you out of here and you’d still have
problems."

"Agreed but
it's a good start."

"Correct but
it's a damn good start." Stanton called Hurst. "Where's my plane
Bruce?"

"Masroor
Military Airfield is just under an hour to your north east. We have
an area there identified by two Apache attack choppers and a
Hercules gunship adjacent to them directly outside our complex and
offices; take the Hercules, one of the rare ones we operate on loan
to allies, it's fuelled and armed. Barkly is at the Karachi
embassy, he’ll be hard pressed to make it but he’s on his way. We
don't have a pilot and it’ll attract too much attention trying to
find one."

"Okay I can
work with that, head for Sydney." Stanton hung up and called Claude
on the mobile number he had given Stanton.

"Claude's taxi
service, best and most reliable in Kar......"

"Shut up, this
is John how close to the Sheraton are you?"

"Five minutes
I have a fare to the airport."

"Ditch the
fare and get here, think about where I can get a pilot that can fly
a Hercules on the way."

"Oh yes, oh
yes." Claude dumped his fare on the side of the road and sped off
to the Sheraton. Stanton continued to make good use of his
satellites and made more calls. "Louise."

"Oui Monsieur
Stanton."

"Masroor
Military Airfield to your north east; British complex building. Two
Apache choppers and a Hercules gunship; gain high ground above the
Hercules, cover us with sniper fire. Silver Mercedes Benz taxi. As
soon as the Hercules is moving make the end to the runway down wind
so we can pick you up."

"On my way
Monsieur."

Another call.
"Conrad silver taxi will be outside in a couple of minutes, follow
us to the Masroor Military Airfield to our north east. I need a
pilot that can fly a Hercules."

"Truman's a
pilot, he's with me; B52s I'm sure he can handle a Hercules."

"Tell me what
you’re travelling in and we have sniper cover within two thousand
metres of the plane."

"We’ll be in a
cab, will let you know." Stanton watched the street below and could
see Claude's taxi about two kilometres away. He gathered his things
and held Mahir in front of him by the electrical cord around his
wrists hidden with his Uzi by his light hand luggage.

"You can walk
to the transport or I can carry you makes no difference to me, if I
have to carry you it will hurt."

"I will summon
the security guards from the hotel," threatened Mahir.

"No, you have
too much to lose or I would have rendered you unconscious by now
and used an ambulance or we can always revert to that. We’d get to
where we are going quicker in an ambulance so don't tempt me."
Stanton entered the lift and waited in silence, his back in one
corner and Mahir in front of him as the lift descended to the
ground floor with people getting in and out on the way. Stanton
marched Mahir directly out the door as Wayne and Truman caused a
ruckus in the entrance way, playing drunks and drawing the security
away from their posts. Stanton pushed Mahir into the back of
Claude's taxi amid the ruckus and they took off. Claude was
familiar with the airfield and Stanton informed Louise of the
second taxi’s identity. Claude knew a pilot friend who was in the
Pakistani air force but he flew supply choppers. During the course
of heading for the airfield Stanton secured his services to test
fly an Apache attack chopper to assess his suitability to join the
elite front line Pakistani attack force.

The airport
was in sight and time would now soon run out. They got as close as
possible to the sight before having to negotiate a security check
point but Stanton was not surprised to find it unmanned and noticed
a fire in a complex well to the right in the airfield some three
kilometres away. "Barkly," he muttered. "Must have made it."

Mahir was
becoming sharper, recovering from his head blows. "What are you
doing? This is a military establishment, we will be targeted by
security forces. I tell you, you are a madman Stanton." They were
now in range of Louise's M24 and Stanton noticed a white Toyota
parked to the rear of the British complex as they turned right
around a roundabout and headed up between aprons with Apache
choppers to the right and the Hercules to the left. Claude pulled
up on the apron adjacent to but clear of the Hercules; they
alighted and Stanton could just see Louise's head above the top of
the two storey building alongside the apron and roadway. Mahir was
dragged from the car kicking and screaming so Stanton broke both
his arms forcing them up his back with the cord until they
cracked.

"I told you
Mahir you could cooperate or it would hurt." Mahir fell to his
knees and whimpered in pain. Wayne and Truman opened the Hercules
up and checked the inside, all was clear. Truman manned the cockpit
and began crank up procedure while Mahir was loaded into the seats
at the back of the flight deck and tied in. Claude got his friend
to go straight to one of the Apaches on the opposite apron; Stanton
had Hurst clear it in the security system. Stanton then convinced
the pilot he had to take off and protect the Hercules until such
time as it left Karachi airspace then land the chopper in the
British embassy grounds and someone would meet him. The Apache took
to the air and circled them.

The word was
out and a shot was heard from Louise's M24 and a tyre blew on a
Pakistani military vehicle heading along the runway, it skidded to
one side and overturned. The Apache engaged an armoured personnel
carrier some three thousand metres away with an air to surface
missile blowing the ground up in front of it causing an
undercarriage failure as it hit the crater. Louise was now bearing
fire on three fronts in an alternate pattern and the assailants
backed off out of range and regrouped.

Stanton took
Claude and the other cab driver with them and the AC 130 Hercules
lumbered down the runway. Louise climbed from the roof and took the
cruiser towards the end of the runway arriving before the plane and
setting two charges for five minutes leaving them in the vehicle.
The plane turned to stage and Louise threw in her bag and climbed
aboard with the assistance of Wayne. Truman applied full power and
Wayne and Stanton manned the GAU 12 Equalizer rotary cannons on
either side of the AC 130 fuselage engaging the magazine clip ends
with the firing mechanism and cocking the firing pins. The AC 130
lifted from the ground quickly gaining height and headed for the
open sea bearing south west.

At seven
thousand feet and nine kilometres from the Karachi coast they had
struck zero opposition and closed the gun portals and sealed the
plane; it turned south west across the Swatch in the Arabian Sea
following the coast line towards the Laccadive Sea between Male
Island and Sri Lanka reaching a height of twenty five thousand
feet. An Apache attack helicopter landed in the grounds of the
Karachi British embassy and the pilot was whisked away. Stanton
contacted Hurst relaying details of Claude and the second cab
driver’s families; they were picked up and whisked away to
safety.

Hurst
instructed Stanton to head for Singapore but Stanton knew that
although his communication was being bounced this only shielded the
signal path and not the conversation. Stanton believed Hurst had
purposely used the last place he would suggest to go to be obvious
in case the conversation was eavesdropped and the time between them
and Singapore would give someone time to act.

Stanton had
linked the communication systems of the AC 130 to his own
satellites and had a clear idea on where he was going. Whilst above
Kavaratti Island just before entering the air space of the
Laccadive Sea the AC 130 turned south on a heading for coordinates
seven degrees eighteen minutes south and seventy-two degrees
twenty-four minutes east; Diego Garcia in British Indian Ocean
territory.

Williamtown
airport Newcastle, New South Wales, Australia. An American
Government Citation personal jet touched down in Newcastle. The
lone occupant other than the crew alighted and was met by a state
police car. Stanton made the lair as the Citation lifted off for
its return to Garcia, Stanton when alone returned to the airport
and picked up Louise Legrande also aboard the little jet alighting
after Stanton and hiding in a spot showed to her by Stanton. She
stayed at the Lair until she could be lifted out to France. Passion
was unbridled, they didn't bother dressing when Stanton was
present. Between bouts of passion she told Stanton of a young man
she was attracted to, she had seen him a few times during training
and been on a couple of short missions where he was present. She
was eventually lifted from the deck of Stanton's boat the Marie
Celeste well out to sea under cover of darkness, her passage took
some time to arrange. Stanton kissed her passionately before she
was lifted by winch into a chopper, they had been in passionate
embrace and intercourse while waiting for the transport. They
shouted over the noise of the rotors to be heard. "Should silence
fail us we will all be doomed."

"I will miss
you, you look so much like Bradley." She clipped the choppers winch
line on her harness.

"Like father
like son, his real name is Luke Stanton, his entire background and
alias are false, if he loves you take him."

"Wait I need
to know more." She was whisked away.

 


 







 CHAPTER TWELVE

As Legrande
settled back into life in Paris, in an office at Westminster London
MI operative Roger Barkly was pushed for time. An efficient
operative was required from the ranks of the elite to familiarise
and take part in a covert operation along side members of the
French Secret Service. The operation was east of France was the
only information, the chosen agent would spend two weeks training
with in France, no other information was available. Barkly and
Hurst were suddenly called on so Barkly signed an authorisation
form handing it to his aid for processing as the operative was
required under immediate circumstances.

The aid matched
skills to those stated in the brief, he came up with Bradley
Thompson, far from a veteran in the elite the aid had never met him
but his background and skills met the KPIs precisely. The aid
filled the form in and Bradley Thompson was immediately dispatched
to France and the aid went home.

Louise Legrande
couldn't believe her luck when Bradley rolled up at the initial
briefing in the French countryside at the base of the Alps. They
became inseparable, over two weeks and got engaged to be married,
Louise was ecstatic, she knew whom he really was, a young clone of
her lover. The similarity extended to sex, they satisfied each
other impeccably, and life became bliss.

The final
briefing for the operation brought excitement, Luke would finally
get to bath in the spotlight akin to his father. Six members of the
legion, Luke Stanton and American CIA agent and Louise Legrande
were transported to the island of Malta part of the EU. The group
was to be dropped on the coast of Libya at Sabratah, ancient ruins
where next to the beach, they would support the extraction of
French, British and American agents hailing from Tripoli seventy
kilometres to the east that had gathered valuable intelligence amid
growing hostilities with the western powers. They boarded a
submarine for the 350 klm voyage to the coast of Libya, the sub
would sit off some 500 metres in waters deep enough to stay
submerged.

Under cover of
darkness the subs conning tower silently broke the surface and the
group dispersed in rubber power boats, the sub dropped beneath the
waves to wait.

Hurst and
Barkly had been in their office at Westminster for a couple of
hours, they were processing a backlog of messages and paperwork.
Hurst read an intelligence report from Tripoli, only he and Barkly
were aware of the details concerning the Libya extraction. Hurst
turned to Barkly. "When did this come in?"

Barkly looked
at the decoded message. "Three days ago."

"Why wasn't it
decoded earlier?"

"Wasn't
addressed to us, look." He pointed to the reference to Hollis.
"Hollis passed it on to us soon as he noticed the mistake, an hour
ago."

"Jesus Christ,
an entire division has been moved to the coast of Sabratah, our
people will be slaughtered. Who did you send to the French?"

"I don't know,
I gave a form signed to Beagle, he processed it, we were called
away for two days."

Hurst picked up
the phone and called Beagle. "Who did you assign to the French two
weeks ago when Barkly and I were called away?"

"Emm, Bradley
Thompson. Hello, hello Bruce." Hurst had put the phone down.

"He sent Luke
Stanton."

"Holy
shit."

Hurst called
Hollis, Hollis called the naval attaché and he called operations.
"Send an immediate message to the Leicester, tell her to abort
immediately, an entire Libyan division is present at their
rendezvous point, send it in plain English and get it off
immediately." He put the phone down and rubbed his forehead, he
called Hollis back. "How the hell did that happen?"

"Something to
do with the message and decode chain out of Libya I imagine, will
have to look right into it, message was held up on its way here to
me, should have gone direct to MI6 operations."

"Bit of a cock
up somewhere."

"Yes, let's
hope it's not too much of a cock up."

Aboard the
Leicester, the communications officer was handed a direct message
given by radio, silence had been broken. He read it and raced to
the bridge deck. "Sir, a message from naval command, came via
radio."

"What do they
think they're doing, well be a sitting duck." He read the massage.
"Good god, an entire division, up periscope." The captain scanned
the coast in the breaking light. "My god, armour everywhere, down
periscope." He picked up the phone along side the periscope
control. "Get me Malta air command."

The
communications officer returned. "Sir." He handed the captain a
message.

"What does it
say man."

"A squadron of
Tornados have been scrambled from Malta."

He put the
phone down. "Someone's got a brain, thank god. Come to red alert,
arm and target Tomahawks for a kilometre area each side of
Sabratah. Surface and target deck cannon on closest armour to our
unit."

The first
officer responded. "Sir we'll be a sitting duck."

"So will they."
He waited at the base of the conning tower ready to open the
hatch.

The
communications officer shouted from his seat. "Contact with
Tornados, ETA twelve minutes coming in low, they are looking for
instructions sir."

The sub
surfaced and the captain broke the seal on the access hatch, he was
covered in water. He grabbed binoculars from the first officer,
raced up the ladder and studied the coastline, he took a laser
distance with the hardware embedded in the binoculars. The first
officer had connected the intercom microphone and relayed
information to armaments and communications. Target five hundred
and sixty metres bearing two one five, come on give me an accurate
coordinate."

Linked to a
surveillance satellite a picture appeared of the stated position.
Communications yelled into the mic. "Thirty two, forty eight,
twelve north, by twelve, twenty nine, fifteen, East, tank battalion
currently bearing down on the rendezvous point of the ruins."

They could hear
gunfire across the water. "Launch one." ordered the captain.

"Launch one,"
relayed the first officer.

"One away."

They ducked
below the conning tower as the missile left the missile silo in
front of them. Once clear the captain watched its progress. It took
just thirty five seconds to strike its coordinates. "Successful,
give me another target."

The first
officer relayed. "Select target." Tank projectiles screamed in and
landed well short of them. "Second target selected, five hundred
metres to our right, other side of the ruins, tank battalion
putting us under fire."

"Launch." The
message was relayed and they ducked to avoid the missile blast. The
captain again watched the progress, the missile struck its target.
"Dive, we've done all we can." The order was relayed and they
clambered back down the conning tower as the deadly ship slipped
beneath the waves. "Report."

"We've lost the
satellite, were blind."

"Tornados."

"Two minutes
sir."

"I have no idea
where our people are."

Communications
officer chimed in. "I focused on the beach at the rendezvous point
as we dived, I'm sure I saw them on the beach, the boats looked to
be unserviceable sir."

"Inform air
support to attack areas east and west of the two smoke columns,
turn and get the hell out."

"Sir."

The first
officer asked. "We get under way."

"We wait until
the air support is clear, bring up power just in case." The water
shock as the Tornados struck their targets. Five minutes passed.
"Do we have satellites yet?"

"Nothing
sir."

"Distress
beacons."

"Nothing
sir."

"Ahead one
third, starboard twenty."

"Sir."

"Drop to one
hundred metres."

"Sir."

"What a cock
up, an armoured division, place was supposed to be deserted."

"Sir one
distress beacon."

"Heading."

"Two four
zero."

"Starboard
fifty periscope depth, summon the Tornados, survivors, require air
support, send it in plain language and get an ETA."

"Periscope
depth sir." the captain upped periscope, he scanned the water."

"Bearing." The
communications officer concentrated. "Come on man."

"Green
two."

The captain
fixed gaze on the area. "Target spotted, all ahead stop.
Tornados."

"Two minutes,
asking for instructions sir, they have migs x Tripoli just come up
on radar."

"Rein hell on
the armour, leave the buildings."

"Sir." The
captain could see a person swimming toward the periscope, the
person lined up with the bow below them.

"Surface." The
captain waited at the conning tower hatch."

"Clear
sir."

He raced up the
tower ladder, the target had been lifted by the ships bow and was
crawling towards the conning tower. He race back down the conning
tower an opened the deck level door, he and the first officer
walked carefully to the target, a female, it was Louise Legrande.
"Any others?" She shook her head, her leg was bleeding profusely.
The lifted her inside to safety as the Tornados hit the beach
screaming overhead, the Leicester silently sank beneath the waves.
"Thirty to port all ahead full."

"Sir."

"Sir the
Tornados are engaging the migs."

"They'll
run."

The first
officer looked concerned. "You think so sir."

"If they don't
think were serious now they must be fucking idiots. They don't even
know who we are. How far of are the surface vessels."

"The Invincible
is dead ahead fifty seven kilometres."

"You were right
sir the migs disengaged and fled."

"Submerged
vessel three thousand metres astern, identity unknown."

"Intelligence
on hostiles in the area?"

"Rostov,
Russian sir, Pennsylvania American sir. Doesn't identify as an ally
sir."

"Rostov, old as
the hills. All ahead full come up to periscope depth. Lock
torpedoes one and two to target, flood torpedo tubes."

"Torpedoes
locked sir."

"Hold." The
captain waited, two minutes seemed like hours.

"She's turning
away sir, out to sea adjacent to us."

"Relay her
location to the invincible and ask her to change course toward
hostile, inform them we think it's the Rostov."

"Sir." The
bridge was silent for nearly five minutes. "Sir she's turned away
back towards the Libyan coast."

"How far away
is the Invincible?"

"Seven thousand
metres and gaining sir."

"Instruct
invincible to engage her."

"Sir she's in
Libyan waters."

"I couldn't
give a rat's arse where she is, we just lost a unit of fine men,
thank god we could pull a survivor from the fray. Lets hope our
agents are in tact and we get another chance. We have to inform the
French and Americans of this cock up and we better have some
answers. Request the Invincible engage the Rostov, request more air
support to assist in withdrawal, surface and increase speed."

"Sir the
Invincible is reporting a small surface vessel to their port bow,
it launched a distress flare."

"Ask the
invincible to dispatch a recon unit and continue to engage the
Rostov. Set a course for the surface vessel. Excuse me a minute."
The captain walked to sic bay in an effort to speak to Legrande. He
consulted the ships doctor. "Can I talk to her."

"She's heavily
sedated and badly wounded in the leg, she may be able to talk but
she's not good, got a gut full of seawater as well."

The captain
smiled at her and stroked her hair. "I wonder if you can tell me
anything about a small surface vessel that launched a flare to
attract one of our surface ships attention?"

"What colour is
it."

"I don't know
at present but I can find out."

"If it is a
white speed launch it is the Tripoli agents, three of them, they
headed out to sea when we came under fire as we made the beach.
They came in to try and warn us but it was too late, the Libyan
units must have stopped them from landing and they lay off the
coast waiting for us but we must have missed them in the poor
light. Can't be anyone else or they would have fled or put us under
attack."

"Mmm, that's
exceptional, and you are."

"Louise, Louise
Legrande, French Secret Service. you must get a message to John
Stanton of MI6, tell him his son Luke was killed in the engagement,
he shielded fire and save my life." She began to break down.

The captain
took her hand. "Hey, its okay, you rest and Ill get onto it." She
smiled and lay her head back down. He took the doctor to one side.
"What's the best approach?"

"She's lost a
lot of blood and needs surgery on her leg, I suggest we transfer
her to the Invincible and have her air lifted to Malta soon
as."

"We'll do
better than that, excuse me." The captain returned to the bridge.
"Verify if the small vessel is a white power cruiser."

"The invincible
verifies that sir."

"How long
before we can get to this vessels location."

"Forty five
minutes sir."

"Ask the
Invincible to disengage the Rostov, and pick up the three agents in
the small vessel. Dispatch their chopper to our location, land on
our bow and medivac one survivor for immediate dispatch to
Malta."

The first mate
answered. "Sir the Invincible will loose her sub hunter."

"She won't need
it, she can head straight back to Malta with the agents, valuable
cargo, that's why we came. As soon as our injured survivor is
lifted we go after the Rostov."

"Sir, a Russian
vessel."

"Yes, full of
Libyan seaman, she was sold to Libya two years ago, the Russians
service her. Where is she now?"

"Seven thousand
metres astern sir, she's closing very slowly, almost at a
standstill."

"Should she
come into range while we are evacuating our survivor you're
instructed to lock on and sink her."

"Sir."

"Has the
Invincible detached her chopper?"

"It was in the
air sir, going after the Rostov, reassigned, two minutes away."

The captain
took the first mate and two ratings to the sick bay, they gently
assisted Louise to the bow deck and loaded aboard the chopper
tittering on the ships bow just in front of the conning tower, the
pilot kept the rotors loaded to reduce weight. Louise was whisked
away.

The captain
returned to the bridge. "All ahead starboard, come around one
eighty degrees then all ahead full bearing on the Rostov."

"Sir."

"Tornados three
minutes away sir."

"Hold course
remain on the surface. ETA to engagement."

"She heading
toward us sir, appears to be attempting to engage, three minutes to
lock on sir."

"Hold, flood
tubes one and two."

"Tubes primed
sir."

"She turning to
starboard sir, turning sharply." They waited. "In range in sixty
seconds sir."

"Periscope
depth."

"Migs bearing
red two sir, coming in fast. Tornados engaging."

"Hold."

"Locked on
sir."

"Fire one and
two tubes." The deadly cylinders left the Leicester's bow.

"Tracking on
target, thirty two seconds to impact." They waited. "In five, four,
three, two, one. Target destroyed sir." A shock wave shook the
Leicester.

"Air
cover."

"Engaged
hostiles, one down, circling our location sir."

"Starboard one
eighty, surface, all ahead full course Malta, lets get the fuck out
of here, gonna be a lot of pieced off people in Libya."

"The invincible
reports successful target pick up, she is bearing red one, nine
thousand metres, course Malta."

The captain
sighed heavily and shook his head. "I hope it was worth it.
Communications, do we have a satellite."

"Yes sir,
around two hours."

"Get me
Military Intelligence Vauxhall Cross, I want to talk to a John
Stanton."

The
communications officer looked puzzled. "Sir." A few minutes past.
"Sir they hung up after abusing me sir, thought it was a hoax."

"Damn." The
Captain lent on the periscope gantry his arms folded looking at the
floor. "Get onto naval intelligence, see what they can do."

"Sir."

The first
officer approached. "Sir, the captain of our special service divers
heard a name he knows well, he apparently trained with the man you
mentioned."

"Bring him
forward." A young man in camouflage uniform climbed the stairs from
the lower billets, tall stocky with cropped hair. "You know John
Stanton?"

"Yes sir, he lives in Australia, he trained me when I was in the
airborne a few years back, I've read his books."

"So have I, do
you know where in Australia or how to contact him."

The
communications officer interrupted. "Newcastle, New South Wales,
Australia sir."

"Where did you
get that?"

"Out of the on
line phone book."

The captain
chuckled. "Of course, one of the things I read, make one channel of
communication obvious, can you patch me in."

"Yes sir, via
the satellite, would give our position away to whomever may be
watching."

"Proceed." He
turned back to the special service soldier. "We have two rubber
recon boats left, could you mount a recovery mission on seven
bodies."

"Yes, would
have to make two trips."

"Go below,
prepare your men."

"Sir."

Stanton was in
his den below the kitchen, the house phone rang, he looked at it
with surprise, it hardly ever rang. "Hello."

"I would like
to speak to a John Stanton."

"Speaking."

"Would you be
from Westminster sir?"

"Stanton
thought for a few seconds, he went with it. "Yes."

"Were you in
the army sir?"

The call had a
military tone. "You're wasting time boy."

"Could you
please wait sir." He turned to the captain. "I think I have him
sir."

The captain
grabbed the periscope tower phone and nodded. "This is captain
Graham Lincoln of her majesties ship Leicester, I..."

"Where were you
twenty four hours ago?" Stanton began hack into naval military
intelligence."

"I can't tell
you that."

"Now I'm
beginning to believe you, I haven't got your call because things
are going well."

Stanton found
the files he was looking for, the captain's name checked out. "You
were born in Shropshire."

"That is
incorrect I was born in Essex."

"You are
operating in the Persian Gulf."


"Incorrect."

"Your wife's
middle name is Grace."

"Joan."

"Hang up, in
thirty seconds your phone will buzz and our call will be silent."
They hung up.

The Captain
waited and his periscope tower phone buzzed, he hastily answered
it. "Lincoln."

"You left Malta
on a training voyage some hours ago."

"That is
correct, we transported to the coast of Libya. Do you know a Louise
Legrande?"

Stanton lent
forwards in total concentration. "Go on."

"We just air
lifted Legrande to Malta, she was injured but she's okay." He
hesitated and swallowed. "She asked me to call you, sir, I have the
ominous duty to inform you that in a covert operation on the coast
of Libya your son she named as Luke was killed in action."

Stanton stood
up, so many feeling gripped his heart he hesitated, trying to
speak. "That can't be."

"The coastal
town of Sabratah, an area of the coast that was supposedly
deserted, we ran into an entire armoured division, all were lost
apart from Legrande, she informed your son saved her life." The
captain waited but there was no answer. "Your son and six other
operatives bodies are still there, I wish to mount a recovery but
the place is crawling with Libyan troops."

The
communications officer shouted. "Sir the Invincible is tracking a
submerged vessel coming in from the North West, she identified
herself as the Louisiana, nuclear class."

The captain
left the phone at his ear as he spoke. "Good god, the Pennsylvania
is close by somewhere, welcome to world war three gentleman."

Stanton began
to gather his thoughts. "I can have the coast clear within an
hour."

"You can
guarantee that."

"I can
guarantee it."

The captain
shouted. "Communications, inform the invincible we are breaking
away, starboard one eighty dive periscope depth. Get us a picture
of the Sabratah coast." He returned to the mouthpiece. "We're on
our way."

"I want my son
back."

"No one gets
left behind, if you can indeed do what you claim it will be done."
the line went dead.

The Libyans
were suddenly convinced Tripoli was to be attacked in the next
twenty four hours.

There was an
American Admiral aboard the Louisiana, she was on a routine patrol
to the Suez region, he was summoned to the bridge. "This better be
damn good."

The captain
briefed the admiral. "We've had to make contact with the British
nuclear frigate Invincible, she's fifteen miles to our port."

"So we didn't
expect to see this vessel out of port." he shrugged his
shoulders.

"Intelligence
informed us they picked up a transmission to the standard phone
network from the British nuclear sub Leicester."

The admiral
looked stunned. "Where is she?"

"Sixty five
miles off our bow, were heading nearly straight for her."

"You keep us
clear of that god damn thing, we don't even know how that things
targeting system works."

"This is the
interesting bit we just got in, this morning at first light the
Leicester was no more than half a mile off the coast of the small
town of Sabratah, they engaged a Libyan armoured division with
cruise missiles."

"What the hell
is going on?"

"The Leicester
left the flank of the Invincible not long ago, The invincible is on
a course for Malta, The Leicester is headed for Sabratah
coast."

"Get me Atlanta
command, Ill take it in my quarters." The Admiral scuffled
away."

The first
officer handed a message to the captain, "Just in, we have no idea
where from but it checks out."

The captain
studied it. "We have a man on the Leicester, CIA. Massive troop
movements across north western Libya, heading for Tripoli. Wish
someone would tell us what the fuck is going on."

"Sir here's
another one, from Atlanta command."

The captain
read, he raised his eyebrows and shouted across the bridge. "That's
it gentleman, surface, all ahead full, tail the Leicester, we are
to make our presence known."

The Leicester
sighted the coast, the captain shouted across the bridge. "Did we
get that satellite picture?"

"On screen sir,
not a thing there now sir, intelligence reports the entire division
heading for Tripoli."

"How close can
we get."

"Tides with us
sir, within a hundred metres if we stay on the surface."

"Go to
periscope depth, pull up five hundred metres clear in exactly the
same spot we were before, have two scouts don scuba and deploy as
soon as possible."

"Sir a wave of
Tornadoes, must be fifteen of them, coming in from the north ETA
two minutes, height ten thousand." One thundered past above them.
"That one must be hugging the water, couldn't pick him up."

The
communications officer received a radio call. "Leicester this is
Tomahawk, low fly by, all clear." The Tornado banked as hard as it
could in a circle round the target zone. "Your objectives sighted
just clear of the water line."

"Sir the
Tornado has sighted the objectives, all clear."

"Anything in
the air on the mainland."

"Were showing
nothing anywhere, the Libyans have grounded everything."

"Surface and
deploy immediately."

The deadly grey
hulk slowly lifted above the calm waters, there was a flurry of
action on the foredeck and seven bodies were retrieved and taken
below. In less than twenty five minutes the Leicester slid beneath
the waves and vanished just as the invincible docked in Malta. The
Louisiana diverted to her original course and the skies over the
Gulf of Gabes fell silent.


 CHAPTER THIRTEEN

Stanton bore
the weight of his son's loss alone, escorting the body from Malta
airport. His son's remains were cremated; he was the only one
present. He waited for the ashes, they were handed to him in a
brass urn. A few weeks past and he made his way to Paris, the
Hopital Prive des Peupliers. Louise Legrande had undergone plastic
surgery to repair her leg and facial cuts and was back for
observation. Her upper story room overlooked the wooded grounds she
was informed she had a visitor and beamed with a smile as Stanton
walked into her private room. Stanton had never seen Louise looking
so gaunt and pale, the experience had obviously taken its toll. He
sat down beside her and handed her the urn from under his arm.
"This is all we have of Luke, I thought you might like to put him
where you can talk to him when you feel the need." She hugged the
earn and began to cry.

"He saved my
life, does his family not wish to have him."

"His family
never had him, as I he was a black sheep, when you have laid him to
rest I'm sure they can visit him. I was wondering what
happened."

Louise had
trouble, but she struggled on. "We approached the beach, he was
next to me, we grounded the boats and suddenly a hail of gunfire.
He forced me back in the boat, turned kneeling in front of me
returning fire. The incoming fire was colossal, he fell, with his
last breath he pushed the boat onto the water, he turned but before
he could pick up his weapon he was cut to pieces." There was
silence for a while as they looked at the earn. "The hostiles shot
the boat to pieces and I was injured in the leg and grazed my face.
The force of the bullets pushed the rubber boat into the current
and I was carried clear of the waters edge drifting out to sea, the
little boat sunk and I could see men violating the bodies. I swam
as far as I could from the coast but became cold, I had put my
beacon in my top pocket, when I remembered it was there I turned it
on and what seemed an eternity later a submarine rose from below
me. Since then I have felt terrible, why me."

"Only the dead
are free of war, Luke died doing what he wanted to do. I have
walked into the enemy wanting the same thing but I never fell. I
feel the same way, why me. I saw the bodies strewn everywhere, gone
in a flash, living breathing talking laughing beings suddenly taken
and for what."

"I understand
you now John."

"You called me
John, was always monsieur or Mr Stanton, and what of us now."

"We were
engaged to be married, I wanted his children, I loved him so much."
She looked at Stanton with bland innocence. "I have been with you
more than he, I want your children."

Stanton noticed
she had lifted a little and a rosy tinge began to fill her checks.
"You have been waiting for something to cling to, I'm no longer
young, your children may be without a father when they really need
one."

"I have been
without my father, I would be good at managing that, better than my
mother."

"I have some
news for you, I believe your father is alive. You may loose one
love but gain another."

"You know where
he is."

"No, but I have
information that would make it worth looking."

Louise smiled
and began to beam. "I will wait."

"What happened
to your leg?" Louise pulled the bed covers down and showed him.
"But I see nothing."

"Yes, I know
how wonderful, they did my breasts and face look."

She got out of
bed and stood before him, she dropped her gown on the floor and
stood there naked. "You're a hard habit to give up Louise."

She walked over
and closed the door, she locked it behind her then walked back.
"Who said you had to give me up, I need you."

"Many would say
we lack morals."

"They live by
their morals because we die for them. We have needs as they do, I
need sex, you are of the creed, I know you will look after me and
right now I need help."

"Are you in
pain anywhere?"

She giggled.
"No. We have each other then we take Bradley to the Bridge at Notre
Dam and he can melt into the Seine."

"Get dressed
and we'll let Luke go."

"Funny I still
remember him as Bradley."

"Humph, part of
being what he was."

She began to
dress. "Did you send him to join up?"

"No, I forbid
it, he distanced himself, he was a man and could do as he
wished."

Louise dressed.
"A walk will help, it's not far to the river and then we can make
our way to the bridge of hardware vows."

Louise checked
in with the nurse's station and was okay to go for a walk, they
were encouraged by her sudden improvement, she had to return before
being discharged. Before they left Stanton made a call on the
cumbersome phone he carried, Louise became impatient as he spoke
out of earshot and at last they strolled off into the Paris sun.
Stanton kept stopping and admiring the view and it took an hour and
a half to walk to the bridge, the stopped mid rampart and looked
downstream. Louise lifted the lid from the urn, and began to
scatter the ash. "Goodbye Bradley my love."

Gunfire rang
out from the ramparts of Notre Dam, six members of the Legion in
full dress fired two volleys of rounds in the air as Luke Stanton's
ashes settled in the Seine.

There was
silence until the ashes drifted from sight, some sank to the river
bed others floated downstream.

"It has to
stop."

Louise looked
around at him. "What does?"

"Us."

She looked back
down at the river. "You don't love me."

"I've heard
that before, no, nothing of the kind. You need to find someone like
Luke."

"The Legion has
a saying, if you join them you will never again be alone, I have
never felt so alone. Who sent us there, who did this?"

"I don't
know."

"They knew we
were coming."

"Yes."

"I see what you
mean."

"About
what?"

"Us, we are the
only ones who know."

"You can see
what happens when the wrong people get to know about things."

"I
understand."

"Soon as I find
them I shall inform you."

"I would like
the job."

"He was my
son."

She looked at
him then back into the river. "I wish to be involved."

"Of course.
Tell me about your days together."

She lent on her
elbows holding her chin in her hands peering into the water. "He
was fearless, but his heart was soft. We walked here many times, he
asked me to marry him right here." Louise raved on and on for
several minutes, she turned around with a big smile elaborating
explanation with her hands, she dropped her hands to her sides and
fell silent, Stanton was gone.


 CHAPTER FOURTEEN

Louise returned
to work, covert operations became scant but she was kept busy by a
tide of resentment against corruption. Information would fall from
the sky, she would act on it gaining high respect and accolade. She
struggled with relationship and considered retiring from the
service, but when she really thought about it she had nowhere else
to go, nothing else to do and no one to do it with, she was
anonymous.

It was a fine
morning on the bridge at Notre Dam. The bridge held so many
emotions for Louise but today she waited patiently after sunrise in
anticipation, information from the sky that the perpetrator of Luke
Stanton's demise was near. A distinguished well groomed man in a
suit and tie stopped and lent on the railing along side her, they
looked straight ahead. "Monsieur Bruce," she spoke as English as
she could muster, her accent sometimes hard to distinguish when
speaking a foreign tongue.

"Yes, you can
retrieve your support from position three. A new weapon, air gun,
fires slithers of ice, short range weapon. Silent and
inconspicuous, two magazines of liquid clearly marked, sedative and
toxin, one kills within seconds the other a sleeping sedative that
has an immediate effect. The weapon contains liquid
nitrogen..."

"I have read of
the weapon. You are aware of my target."

"No, of course
not."

"Thank you
monsieur Bruce. You will have no idea where I am."

"Louise that is
dangerous, we must know the place and time in the normal manner,
should you need extraction." There was no answer, he waited a few
seconds, looked around and she had vanished amid the strolling
public. Hurst didn't bother, she knew the gardens of Notre Dam
adjacent to the bridge like the back of her hand.


 CHAPTER FIFTEEN

When Louise was
in London, other than her duties she could not be found, but
Stanton knew where to look. The situation was delicate, he needed
to give Louise information before she questioned her target, at the
eleventh hour checking the evidence he ascertained questioning the
target may resolve nothing.

In a lighting
visit to London he was to get back home before Jodi knew he had
left. His wife had become erratic and unstable, he liked to keep
her focused, she was in Sydney for at least a week preparing a
story for her newspaper column, she claimed to have found Sandra
Lovington but Stanton was not so sure. If the lead was authentic he
would have heard from Doc Bastard of the Overlords, but
communication channels were silent. Feeling confident about the
meeting with alleged Lovington, Stanton was at ease with the
Cadiche man watching closely, he could focus on problems at hand.
He avoided the Pimlico address, with the three vixens together it
was no place for the feint hearted, he waited until the final hour
before watching for Louise to surface.

She appeared
from the false entrance tunnelled below the terraced house rows and
took the black range rover placed at her disposal. He followed her
closely on a Harley Davidson specially requisitioned for the task.
He cut her off at Warwick Square purposely tumbling to the ground
in front of her in the quiet backstreet adjacent to the park. She
pulled to the kerb and alighted from her vehicle to assist the
fallen rider, she knelt down next to him as he began to get up from
the road. "Are you okay monsieur." He smiled at her from under his
open face helmet.

"You going to
help me to the kerb, I need to talk to you." Speechless she
assisted in the amateur dramatics and sat him on the kerb. He
pulled a handkerchief from his pocket and handed it to her. "Here
rub my face with this and look concerned."

"I am."

"I don't think
its Barkly, I only found his aid in the last week that processed
the paperwork for Luke's transfer to the mission. He disappeared
shortly after the mission, someone sent him to the US. It wasn't
Barkly, Hurst or Hollis that transferred him. Hurst and Barkly were
called away on a wild goose chase just before the mission, I don't
know by whom and nor does anyone else. I have been saddled with
grief since Luke was killed, it's clouded my judgment and we need
to have a good look at things. Barkly likes you, he's wanted you
for years, see what you can find out but he's no longer a prime
suspect or there again I don't know. Luke never died at his hand,
he's not the route cause but he could be an assisting agent. He
would never talk to Bella or Rose with ease or I would have used
them a while ago, he may just drop his guard for you."

"I studied his
background, he has met with James Felton on many occasions, they
were not to do with business."

"Felton from
MI5."

"Yes."

"How did you
know th... don't tell me."

"Our federal
police investigated Felton, he was thought to be taking bribes from
South American drug dealers for falsifying documents."

"Felton, he was
buzzing around McCrea when he was investigating the Hank Bronson
sanction."

"Hank Bronson,
wanted for selling US secrets to the Russians."

"Bronson made
the mistake of acquiring a few British military plans, he died from
a drug overdose whilst cavorting with a women in Manhattan."

"Bella."

"He had more
damaging information than you could poke a stick at. McCrea was
hounded by Felton whilst following leads here in London. McCrea was
an FBI agent at the time."

"Bret McCrea,
deputy head of the CIA."

"Hasn't he come
a long way."

"Rose talks
about him, he has an enormous di..."

"I'm well aware
of what Rose would be interested in. Felton worked with Warren
Kelly, he met his demise on Foulness Island, was sent to muscle in
on us." He thought for a while in silence. "The import paperwork
for Delores horse transport cage from south America, I wonder who
signed it."

"You have lost
me monsieur."

"I've lost
myself, coming all this way was well worth it. I have to go home I
have a lot of work to do. Press Barkly for whatever you can get out
of him, he may be an unsuspecting cog in the wheel. Fucking
astronomy, the more you learn about the universe the less you know
about the cosmos." He stood up and recovered his bike lying on its
side. Louise helped him on. "Fuck you look nice Louise."

"If you want me
I'm here."

"Stay focused,
I can't kiss you, would look a bit suspect."

"Au revoir mon
amour." Stanton roared off.

Louise drove
off in deep thought, she headed for Vauxhall Bridge over the
Thames, Hurst and Barkly frequented a coffee shop near Vauxhall
Cross headquarters and her intelligence work had suggested Barkly
would be there this morning. Her focus had been direct and Barkly
was destined to die, the visit from Stanton no matter how awkward
and over such distance had as many times before yielded scraps of
information that could save countless lives and made her think. She
rearranged her strategy, she knew she would enjoy it, Barkly was a
handsome man.

Louise had sent
a message to Hurst to make sure he was tied up and Barkly would be
alone, however the message had not reached him as Hurst attended to
a pressing matter. The body guard from MI6 tailing Stanton had
picked up a stranger from Australia following Stanton, he reported
the incident to Hurst and Hurst had picked up the stranger and was
hot on his heels from first light, he also now knew Stanton was in
London and prepared himself for anything.

Barkly was a
goner from the moment Louise batted her eyelids, reading the paper
in a corner with his back to the wall dressed in an impeccably
presented black suit, she hadn't seen him for a few years and he
looked younger and rather dashing, courtesy of the plastic surgeon.
Barkley fussed about her pulling out her chair and ordering
whatever she wanted, he was pleased to see her, he was in a period
of dark clouds. After chatting for some time Louise began to edge
to the subject. "How is your beautiful wife?"

Barkly sighed
and coughed, he played with the spoon stirring his third coffee.
"Fine, we've been together for a long time, bit like John really,
except John can trust his wife."

After spending
the night with Bella and Rose she had slept heavily after they were
all satisfied and things had become more open between the deadly
trio. "I hear Jodi has been acting rather strangely." She pulled
out her powder compact opening the mirror up, she scanned the room
behind her as she checked her plumage.

Barkley wore a
look of interest. "Really."

"She has been
seeing other men, boys actually."

Barkly looked
wide eyed and laughed under his breath. "Braver than me by the
sounds, there again Jodi can probably fuck whoever she wants should
she put her mind to it." He hesitated then Louise got what she
wanted. "My wife has just got out of bed with a younger man
herself, thinks I don't know. I'm not often home and she has
needs."

"That's sad,
does it put you off her."

"Not really,
she's not as wanting but hell my wife can bed men half her age,
depends how you look at it."

"Must be hard
for you?"

"I have to be
realistic, my marriage can hardly be considered biblical, and it's
taken a lot of heartache to get to where we are."

Louise began to
break, she harboured empathy and moved to abolish it. "You visit
Rose." Barkly sat back in his seat and looked away. "I
understand."

"I have a
second residence in the area, I have to brief Rose and Bella at
times, I admit Rose is hard to handle and I have buckled." He
looked at her sternly. "In the last few months you three have
closed ranks."

"They have told
me nothing but you just did, if you want to fuck me why don't you
ask."

He exhaled then
drew a big breath, he looked at his watch. "I have two hours."

She moved to
antagonise him. "All this fuss for a ten minute bang monsieur."

He stood up and
adjusted his pubic area, looking daggers at her, she could feel his
gaze, he lent on the table and whispered to her face. "You bitch,
ten minutes is all anyone can last with Rose, let's see what you
can do."

She calmly
picked up her bag and swanked toward the door, she looked around at
the door waiting while he paid the bill, then followed her down the
street. She tossed her hair from one shoulder to the next, it
settled down hiding her buttocks, she then pulled it over her
shoulder again waddling purposely posturing her beckoning thighs.
Barkly's pulse raced, he swallowed hard and tripped over his own
feet. Louise calmly opened her car and Barkly climbed in beside
her, she grabbed his groin and gently ran her hand over his
erection. "Mmm, nearly there."

"You know where
you're going?"

"Wee."

"Is it
far."

"No." She
pulled her dress up above her pubic hair, took his right hand and
nestled it between her legs. "Play with this." She cranked the
engine and entered the traffic flow.

While Barkly
was mounted on Louise in euphoric ecstasy pounding her into the
mattress in a ritzy hotel room, Hurst had some major concerns, he
followed the tail watching Stanton, Stanton had traded his Harley
for a Jaguar and pulled up in the adjacent street to Bella and
Roses residence in Pimlico. Hurst was on edge, he had to repel
attempts to by Stanton's guardian angels to be able to access the
risk, as he followed the stranger more information had been relayed
to him that was puzzling. Stanton alighted from his car and Hurst
pulled up two cars away, jumped out and headed Stanton off by
diverting him to an adjacent park, the stranger had pulled up right
behind Stanton and appeared incompetent. "Bruce what the fuck."

"Don't look
round, the white ford, private investigator from Sydney, followed
you all the way here."

"What from
Heathrow."

"No
Sydney."

"Someone's got
it wrong, I arrived in alone in my jet, would be impossible to
follow me."

Hurst pulled
out a cigarette and put it in his mouth looking nonchalant, he
didn't smoke. "How many jets you got John."

"Three you know
that."

"Yes and two of
them are on the tarmac at Heathrow, the other landed thirty seconds
after you."

"What, that's
impossible."

"Who else could
arrange to put your jets in the air?"

Stanton
struggled to remain calm. "Well, Jodi but... Jesus."

"Yeah, I
scanned this mans face, he's a private investigator from George
Street in Sydney, specialises in marital surveillance."

Stanton was
flabbergasted. "What the fuck, she's probably got some eighteen
year old jammed up her and she has me tagged."

"Well if you
disappeared down the tunnel things could get complicated. Jodi has
been seeing a specialist two doors down in George street from this
gentlemen's office."

"To cover her
arse while she teed this bloke up."

"I think
there's a bit more to it, your daughter Lola takes her to the
specialist."

"What kind of
specialist."

"Brain
surgeon." Stanton struggled to maintain composure. "Why couldn't
someone have told me earlier?"

"It's hardly
priority, picked it up from operative file notes while checking
this gentleman out."

"He's opened
his passenger window, he has a shotgun microphone."

Stanton acted.
"It's a nice rover but thirsty thousand quid, bit heavy."

"At least come
over and have a look, took me two hours to get here, I think you'll
find it's exactly what you're looking for."

"I was after a
white one." They walked out of the park onto the pavement toward
Hurst's Range Rover, they had to pass the white ford, the passenger
window closed as they approached. Stanton walked into the roadway
pointing past the ford. "This one here." he shouted.

"Yes."

As Stanton
passed the white fords drivers window, he pulled his semi auto
pistol and drove the handle butt through the closed window, the
driver lent away protecting his face from the glass. Stanton opened
the door and dragged him out, then opened the rear door bundled him
in, sat next to him and closed the door. Hurst climbed in the other
side and they flanked him in the back seat. "Leaving your doors
unlocked, what a fucking idiot. Where's your brief sheet."

The rotund
balding man was terrified. "What are you talking about?"

"The brief
sheet supplied for your surveillance where is it."

"Who are you
two?"

Hurst pulled
out his ID and thrust it in his face. "Bruce Hurst MI6."

"Oh my
god."

"Who are you?"
pushed Bruce, aggression in his tone.

"Emm, John
Smith." Hurst shook his head at Stanton.

Stanton cocked
his pistol and put it to his temple. "The fucking brief sheet." The
man showed signs of shock, Stanton held his pistol against his
temple as he leaned forward and pulled a sheet of paper from the
centre consol slowly handing it to Stanton. Stanton flicked it open
in front of him and withdrew his pistol, he read the information
under a clear picture of his face and shook his head. "Fred Brown,
potato farmer from Dungog in New South Wales! What the fuck."

Hurst started
laughing out loud, he snatched the document from Stanton and read
it for himself in fits of laughter. He nudged the investigator in
the ribs. "Cop this, watch for long black haired women and blonde
ones both with big tits." Tears began to run down Hurst's checks.
"Wait that's not all, if you address them as bitch and they respond
they are the women I am referring too." Ha ha ha.

Stanton
snatched the paper back, he read it. He looked at the man. "Who
gave you this, was it a blonde woman, buttock length hair, insanely
beautiful, green eyes."

"Yes."

"What was her
name?"

"Susan
Brown."

Stanton took
out his wallet and showed the man a photo. "Is that her?"

"Yes, that's
her."

"That is my
wife, except for one thing, her name is Jodi Stanton."

The man looked
a little relived. "That's where I've seen her before, in the paper,
she's always writing about that horse Flaxmead." His face turned to
stone and he slowly turned and looked at Stanton. "That means
your..."

"John Stanton,
brilliant. Now, go back to, Bruce will you shut up!"

"Sorry John
but.. he he... I can't wait to tell this one."

"How much is
she paying you?"

"Standard fee,
hundred dollars an hour."

"Wright you're
on two hundred dollars an hour and you work for me now."

The man nodded.
"Yes, I see."

"Now John Smith
or whoever the fuck you are, go back to the airport, take my plane
back to Newcastle, call my wife Mrs Brown, tell her I met a Bruce
Hurst in a park and bought a car off him, no lies."

"Agreed."

"When you've
told her, go down to my sons offices Stanton and Stanton just down
the road from your office, tell them who you are and they will pay
you. A verbal agreement, produce one piece of paper about it and I
will think about blowing large holes in you." The man swallowed.
"Return to your office and forget it, any recollection could be
deadly, do you know what you have walked into." Stanton listened
and watched his face with great interest.

"Not really,
but I learn fast."


"Excellent."

Hurst was still
laughing under his breath. "A potato farmer from Dungog, Jodi's a
gem."

"See you Mr
Smith." They climbed out, the gentleman clambered into the drivers
seat without getting out and roared off, Stanton looked down the
street. "Is that Reid down there, in the Jag."

"Yes."

Stanton
gestured with his hand, the jag fired up and roared down beside
them. Reid opened the window. "Tail that bastard, one tail right up
his arse make sure he knows his there and one sitting back. When he
gets to Sydney the close tail can loose him and the other pick him
up so he thinks he's safe. I want to know where he goes, what he
eats, who he's fucking, move."

The jag roared
off. "Is that really necessary?"


"Absolutely."

"Why?"

"Because it was
too fucking easy that's why. Do you know his real name?"

"Prendergast,
Noel Prendergast couldn't find much on him, just a private
investigator trying to earn a quid."

"I thought
there was a resemblance, he's lost hair and got fat."

"You know
him."

"I've seen him
around over the years, he's Jack Prendergast's son and he's not a
private investigator."

"What is he then?"

"He's a horse
trainer, inherited his fathers legacy, his father was a good man,
now aint that interesting."

"He checked out
with a history, nothing about horses."

"No doubt."

Hurst started
to laugh. "Hey John, fucking, potato farmer... he he." Stanton
started to walk towards the terraced houses. "What now."

Stanton walked
back with half a smile and his jaw open. "I have to go and talk to
Bella and Rose, few things by word of mouth, then I'm going to fuck
the living daylights out of Bella. Now I'm getting on a bit and
would be pushed, if you'll pardon the expression to tackle Rose.
Your mission is to keep her occupied while I complete my mission,
round the hour mark." Stanton folded his arms and waited.

Hurst raised
his eyebrows, then smiled and nodded. "Well perhaps I could stay a
bit longer."


 CHAPTER SIXTEEN

Stanton and
Hurst emerged, they were later than planned, they walked clear of
the terrace houses and stood beside Stanton's jaguar, they leaned
on the car with their buttocks. Hurst began to chuckle between
words. "What a day, I get blown by Rose Fleming and get to go back
to HQ with information on a dangerous potato farmer. That women
looks like she no older than thirty, obliging, holy shit. You going
back home?"

"I have to see
Louise, won't take long."

"She was here
last night, some are concerned, they're closing ranks."

"We did this to
them, I won't tolerate any condemnation."

"I don't think
it's like that John it's just they're damn dangerous. I was just
going to sit and chat with Rose, next thing you know I've
completely lost it."

"She's
addictive, lack of work for them is making them bored, they can't
operate at all in some areas, too well known. Louise has the same
problem, having them together keeps them occupied. I can't say I
really understand it, they're not lesbians they just like sex,
comes back to we did it to them."

"We look young
but we're getting old John."

"After all
these years we still haven't nailed the king pins."

"We don't know
how many we have saved, but sure know those we couldn't."

"Haven't or
didn't, couldn't is a word I tend to repudiate, we need to be more
aggressive. I need to have a good look at things when I get home,
looks like I'm still making mistakes."

"Were wasting
more people than ever."

"Long as the
right people get wasted."

"I'm sure the
problem generates from the Middle East."

Stanton nodded
and crossed his arms looking at the ground. "Yeah but is it from
the Middle East, I have a terrible feeling it isn't. Whoever it is
they're fucking good, dead ends are begging to tire me."

"We're selling
ourselves short, the intelligence committee estimates we're half
way."

"What if the
intelligence committee is the problem? Half way may be the only
achievable mark."

"Albert would
know."

"We don't know
the guts on the committee, but I don't think we're far away."

"He's not been
well."

"People of
Albert's age tend to be, someone is holding him to ransom for
something personal. We're wasting that person's opposition."

"You sound sure
now."

"Humph, it's
been going on for centuries."

"What could we
do if it was royalty?"

"I don't care
who it is, when Hollis passes they have to come out of the
trench."

"Way he's going
he'll outlive us."

"I don't have
any problem with that."

"If you go
before him, what then."

"I'm not the
only John Stanton on the planet."

"Bella's boy,
do you know where he is?"

Stanton slapped
Hurst on the back and opened his car. "Could be one step behind
me." He climbed in and closed the car door opening the window. "Hey
Bruce." Hurst bent down to the car window. "You're fucking ugly."
Stanton roared off laughing.

Hurst kicked a
stone in the middle of the road. "Fuck!" He started laughing
shaking his fist. "Fucking potato farmers."

Stanton drove
to the rendezvous point coded into Louise's brief sheet. She was
late, Stanton's pilot and co pilot rearranged flight plans, and she
eventually arrived over two hours late escorted by Roger Barkly, he
dropped her on the tarmac next to the jet and left. The little jet
took to the sky for the short flight to Paris. Louise was glowing,
she was happy and got straight to the point, laying outstretched on
the leather upholstery. "Monsieur, Roger is a patriot of the
British realm, he has similar problems to the rest of us, I am sure
he had nothing to do with the demise of Bradley. He bears the same
pain as we do over his death."

"I need to get
home, things are never as they seem. I wish I was sure but
everything stacks up to a terrible accident. We don't know who
called Bruce and Roger away, I can find out who sent the
intelligence that would have aborted the mission to Hollis instead
of direct to Vauxhall Cross, but I can find out, will take
time."

"I wish to be
informed mon amour."

"Yes fine, I'm
tired, I need a shower."

"Me too."

"The shower
cubicle is not real big in this thing, we carry enough water for
about ten minutes, the flights fifty."

"Then we shall
stand close together." As the plane levelled out the seat belt
light went out and Louise took off her clothes, Stanton striped off
and held her close. She held him at arms length with the vixens
scowl. "You have been with Bella, I can smell her."

"Yes I had to
see her."

"I want a gun
like hers, she says it's the only one like it."

"The converted
colt peacemaker?"

"Yes she showed
it to me."

"I'll see what
I can do."

"I'm
jealous."

"Doesn't matter
I can't let you alone anyway." He led her to the shower cubicle at
the rear of the plane, the engine noise became louder. He opened
the door and turned on the water feeling it until it was warm, then
thrust her against the back wall with her back to him. He pushed
his way in awkwardly closing the door behind him, he lent back
against the door and poised his erection at her rear, she bent over
as far as she could and as he touched her pubic region she pushed
him back.

"We are on
again."

"Yes of
course." She took her hands away and he lunged into her, she
screamed with delight, she pinned herself close to the wall so he
had room to thrust, he pounded her quickly for five hard minutes,
she screamed her head off knowing no one could hear. He delivered
and she lost breath begging her body for an orgasm and got one.
Stanton fumbled around picking up the spray nozzle from the wall as
he withdrew from her vagina. He sprayed her back then rubbed liquid
soap all over paying special attention to her pubic region, she
squirmed with delight as he took to her breasts and his penis began
to rise again between her legs. She turned a lathered him, then he
rinsed them off. They staggered out the door into the cabin drying
each other, Stanton locked the flight deck door, laid her on the
leather couch and mounted her, he pounded away until the engines
throttled back and the plane began to descend. He climbed off.

"No wait, come
here." She took him into her mouth and manipulated him furiously
clasping his buttocks, they could hear the undercarriage of the
little plane lower. She took her hair and rubbed it up and down his
buttocks as she sucked, as the plane touched down he let go,
falling to the floor with her on top of him. They staggered around
dressing as the plane taxied to the terminal, Stanton opened the
door when the aircraft stopped, he lowered the short steps, she
gathered her case and handbag, she beamed like a bright sunny day
as Stanton helped her down the steps, they smiled at each other
then Stanton spoke. "Brace to meet your father soon, I promise." He
closed the door, no more needed to be said. She climbed into a
waiting black Mercedes Benz and the little jet taxied away and took
to the air. Stanton unlocked the flight deck door then lay back
recovering while the little jet climbed into the sky, he looked out
the window at the fading lights of Paris. He pushed a button inside
the liquor cabinet and from the floor hydraulics raised a computer
station and several screens, he fired them up lifting an intercom
phone to the flight deck. "How far ahead is our other
transport?"

"It'll be held
up in Singapore as you asked."

"How long did
you manage to wangle?"

"Flight deck
will report an engine fault on approach, twelve hours."

"Going global
via satellite, turn off all transponders switch to stealth and
climb to maximum height. Refuel Malta, then head for Diego Garcia,
how far ahead of the other transport will we be on arrival in
Newcastle."

"We estimate
two hours."

"Excellent, one
of you get some rest, goodnight gentlemen, I have hell of a lot of
work to do."
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