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'Circles Of
Fear' A feel good story, initially a series of three novels, is now
more relevant than ever. An Australian blues guitarist at war with
his powerful father finds his childhood sweetheart, things couldn't
be better for Jason Brinkly. He battles the normal boredom come fun
life in a band and is thrown to the lions of darkness in the
conflict of Armageddon at the turn of the second millennium.
Carrying the sword of the cross from an unlikely source he must
rise from boredom, fight through disaster, wrangle with stardom and
confront power. Where will this lead and can a humble blues
guitarist overcome such odds.

'The Sword And
The Dagger' Fial McMurrin loved only one women,

Angelina, he also loved his country. Written between the lines of
historical fact begins amid the disastrous Expedition de Ireland by
the French in 1796 attempting to land French troops on Irish soil
during the Napoleonic wars. A young boy witnesses the mayhem with
his father, a member of the society of united Irishmen. His parents
are murdered by the British army, rescued and nurtured in the ways
of the sea; Fial joins the British Navy, when the time is right he
becomes a notorious pirate.

'Vigilante.'
The first novel in a series of works featuring the character John
Stanton and his family. A British MI6 operative retired in
Australia seeking to win back his lost family. Whilst rescuing his
beautiful wife a journalist from the clutches of Australian power,
Stanton finds a little more than he expected. With help from his
sidekick Cadiche, a part aboriginal state police officer, he
confronts the threat with ruthless application.

'In The Name Of
The Mother'. Part of the John Stanton Series. The reason why John
Stanton turns on autocracy becoming a vigilante. Burdened with the
truth, one straw breaks the camels back. Stanton must always have
six numbers before someone wins the lotto; disparity in the
equilibrium of democracy threatens the balance of power. He builds
an impenetrable network of wealth and power turning on anyone that
crosses the line within his creed, he losses his family and wants
them back.

'Bella
Elizabeth'. Further adventures of John Stanton. Bella is of French
parents, a stunning black haired blue eyed beauty. She is Stanton's
second childhood sweetheart, she looses the war against Jodi Ann
for Stanton's marriage vows. She finds other ways to become part of
his life to get her own way. As an MI6 operative, sex is the weapon
of choice, a date with Bella Elizabeth is a date with death.
Dedicated to the infamous Hay street brothels in Kalgoorlie West
Australia, where the author found incredible character reference
for this manuscript. This is another adult publication for the open
minded to say the least.

Currently in
edit, John Stanton sits between the lines of historical fact.
'Member 0026'. A gallant single red headed mother, disillusioned by
government direction in Australia builds a political party in an
attempt to bring Australia together as one nation. The party
explodes into a national threat to current political power, Stanton
sends an MI6 operative to gather intelligence on this new power.
The male operative joins the organisation early and is known as
member 0026.

Currently in
edit, 'Flaxmead. The Hunt For Rose'. Another in the John Stanton
series. Flaxmead the Australian giant thoroughbred icon is taken to
British Ascot then, on to America. Security is a nightmare; John
Stanton and his wife Jodi Ann ensure the separation of powers is
maintained amid the planets underworld. They use thin leads in an
effort to find Rose Blake, daughter of Flaxmead's original owner
Winston Blake, she vanished whilst in Bowral NSW Australia, during
the Milat Belanglo Forest backpacker murders and has not been seen
since. Whilst wrangling with the planets equine elite, things are
not quite as the optic nerve would have one believe.
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 PREFACE

Romance, from
the ashes of an Australian underworld street war centred in Sydney
grows the most unlikely marriage created by natural attraction and
pure love elevated by a news hungry media to celebrity status.
Newspaper reporter Jodi Stanton crosses paths with parliamentarian
Sandra Lovington after her husband Vigilante John Stanton saves her
from the clutches of death during a bitter street war.

Part aboriginal
police officer The Cadiche Man cuts a swath of intimidation and
dead bodies through the Australian criminal world and they don't
know which way to turn.

The war is
initiated by a new generation of mobster of Middle Eastern origin,
born of the warring planet in a foreign land and unchecked by
unstable Australian government fighting to stay in power and close
to a hung parliament.

The new breed
begins to gun down anyone that stands in their way subject to no
ones law but their own and they don't have any. They enlist support
of corrupt parliamentary members that hold the balance of power and
pay powerful lawyers to play the system. The new clan is
intoxicated with its power and lack knowledge of the Vigilante John
Stanton looming in the background and his relationship with
sidekick Cadiche. The lawless newcomers attempt to assassinate
Cadiche rendering him close to death in an effort to curb the
authoritarian onslaught and win back control.

Warring
factions of the mob for year's enemies convene an unprecedented
meeting to discuss the problem. The outcomes are unpredictable.
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 CHAPTER ONE

Cadiche had
less than a few seconds to decide, will I have to pull the trigger
or not. His suspect’s were just different so he hesitated. They
took hardly any notice of his demands and paid him no mind, then
one produced a hand gun from inside his vehicle, a black Nissan
Skyline GT. Parked on the side of the road the vehicle had both
doors wide open and rap music blaring from the speakers, the young
men of unknown origin spoke a foreign tongue as they shouted at
each other and Cadiche couldn't understand them.

Two young men
were on the kerb side of the vehicle and he could see only the top
of their torso and faces looking towards him, the other was in full
view on the road side of the black Nissan and the protagonist began
to laugh as he swung his weapon around towards Cadiche. Cadiche had
his semi automatic 44 magnum pistol levelled at his assailants head
at arms length as he held his ground standing on the white line in
the middle of the roadway in his state police uniform. There was no
one else around, Parramatta Park, Westmead, Sydney New South Wales
Australia, joggers and cyclist had passed but at this particular
moment the area was clear, still and warm. The sun caught the face
of Cadiche's assailant as it peeked over the gum trees and lit the
area where they had met, for the first and last time. The gun
wielding assailant began to put a second hand on the handle of the
gun as he swung it up and around towards Cadiche. For the first
time Cadiche could understand what was being said as the young
assailant screamed out with a pretentious grin and eyes of fire.
"Die you fucking pig bastard!"

A thundering
shot broke the background drone of cars, busses and trains bustling
Sydney commuters around and the head of the young man disintegrated
as the 44 magnum projectile from Cadiche's weapon found its mark,
his hands went limp and the gun and his body fell to the ground
next to each other.

Cadiche saw
everything in slow motion as terror gripped the face of the
remaining two young men, blood and brain fragments spotted around
their faces, an ear landed on the centre of the cars roof in front
of them. The two remaining young men began to raise their hands
with blank looks etched with fear. "Open the fucking boot"! yelled
Cadiche. They both looked at each other momentarily then shook
their heads. Cadiche discharged another round removing the head of
the assailant to his right and sending his body crashing to the
ground a couple of meters backwards. He levelled his weapon at the
remaining young man and again yelled the command. "Open the fucking
boot shit head, it'll be your arm not your head, very fucking nasty
wound now move for fucks sake."

"You killed my
brother, what the fuck, your a cop!" yelled the young man holding
his hands on top of his head.

"Brother,
smother, other makes no fucking odds to me arsehole I've seen
enough!" Another shot rang out and whistled past the young mans ear
just nicking the edge and blood ran down the young mans neck. "Open
the fucking boot or Ill kill you and do it myself, is that to much
to ask in exchange for your life!" The young man walked slowly
around the front of the vehicle stepping over his dead friend lying
beside his gun, he began to weep as he pulled the lever on the
driver's side floor and the boot clicked open. "Walk around the
back stand couple of metres back where you can see inside the
boot!" yelled Cadiche.

The young man
complied, Cadiche joined him holding his weapon to the young mans
temple, he wept as he looked at the young Asian girls body lifeless
in the boot, a look of innocence on her pale face her blue eyes
still open, her body still warm and supple. "Bit late now, crying
wont save you. I’ll ask questions the first one you don't answer
and I'll decapitate you, I think you'll understand that." The young
man swallowed and chocked to compose himself. "This girl is Lee
Chan, Chinese from one of Wu Far's brothels am I right." The young
man nodded. "You brought her here, fucked her and strangled her,
don't fuck me around. I'm pissed off; I was five minutes late,
fucking Sydney traffic, I watched you put her in there when I
rolled up, you got two minutes." Cadiche briefly looked at the
lifeless body lying in the boot on top of an array of packaged
narcotics, automatic weapons and cash. He could hear the sirens in
the background, the attending police cars were having the same
problem as he trying to get to the spot in the morning traffic. "Wu
Far, I know all about it, what I don't know is who gives you your
orders and encourages you to do shit like this. Are you insane, Wu
Far will have your arse. Now your boss his name or you die."

The young man
gulped and coughed the muzzle of Cadiche's weapon poised at this
temple. “Idris Nasih." he muttered.

Cadiche
squinted with inquisition. "Idris Nasih, are you sure."

"Fucking come
on man!"

"Your name?
Remember if it's wrong I'll find you anyway and won't make the same
mistake.

"Hakim
Busri."

"Originally
from?

"Israel."

"Idris Nasih,
Lebanese, now there's a name I haven't heard for a while. Stanton
said he'd come in handy I'm puzzled. Go, go on fuck off. Follow the
river north to the weir, cross the river and find all your mates.
Tell ‘em what you've seen; tell them the Cadiche man's coming and
he's fucking had enough." Cadiche pistol whipped the side of the
young mans head he fell gained his feet and ran off towards the
river one hundred meters away across the grassy park under the
muzzle of Cadiche's weapon, he reached the gum trees spooking a
flock of sulphur crested cockatoos, they took to the wing with
deafening cries and the young man faded from site amongst the
undergrowth along the river.

A squad car
drifted off O'Connell Street Parramatta onto Byrnes Avenue along
the Parramatta River within the park grounds and skidded to a halt
adjacent to the black Nissan and parallel to Cadiche's plain police
ford. A burly officer leapt from the driver's seat and viewed the
scene. "What the fuck."

Cadiche stood
up; he was searching the dead assailant on the other side of the
Nissan. "Where the fuck have you blokes been, I nearly got my
fucking arse blown of here, thanks for fuck all."

The burly cop
looked at his partner, another heavily built officer whom had
alighted and was looking over the roof of the squad car. "Fucking
Cadiche, what a fucking mess, what the fuck you doing here you're
off your patch, Newcastle's a hundred and twenty ks north of
here."

"Shut up and
secure the scene Nick, if you blokes got here earlier we might have
been able to ask these guys a few questions."

"Well you
certainly fucked that idea up a Rod," he chuckled as he looked at
his partner. "Pretty difficult to give evidence with no fucking
head."

Cadiche walked
to the rear of black Nissan and called the officers over. There
faces changed to stern disgust when they saw the young girl.
"Prostitute works for Wu Far. They were bundling her into the boot,
they raped and straggled her, I was too late. Fuck it." Nick and
Rod responded to Cadiche's tone.

"Who the fuck
are these mongrels, Wu Far, they must be mad." said Rod.

"Something's
wrong guys, things are getting out of hand; even Wu Far's having
trouble controlling some of the mob. Drive bys, indiscriminate
shootings are a daily occurrence, these fucking arseholes are
hiding behind the law."

"You better
have a good story Cadiche here comes CI Stokes, he was on his way
to work close by." added Nick, a smirk of a smile on one side of
his face.

A plain white
Holden pulled up with two more squad cars, people had begun to
gather near by and officers moved to secure the scene. Chief
Inspector David Stokes inspected the carnage then spoke to Cadiche
Nick and Rod. "What the fuck’s this mess and what are you doing
here Cadiche?"

"It's nothing
to do with Rod or Nick sir; they were the first to attend post
incident sir. I was attending Westmead hospital to interview a
witness to a murder as part of homicide investigations. I thought
I'd have breakfast in the park here by the river prepared last
night by my wife, lovely pastrami on rye. Upon accessing Park
Avenue from Railway parade I noticed a women struggling on the
bonnet of this black Nissan car with two men. I was to far away to
see exactly what was going on so I stopped and observed with my
binoculars across the width of the park. It was evident that one of
these young men was raping the young women on the bonnet and the
other was strangling her at the same time. Eager to assist the
predicament the young lady had found herself in and seek
clarification of the situation I raced to assist. It took me six
minutes to get here through the traffic sir, sorry I was too late,
the lady was dead, thrown into the boot by the suspects."

Stokes folded
his arms. "How did the suspects become deceased?" he asked.

"The suspect on
the drivers side of the vehicle drew a weapon and when warned
attempted to shot at me sir."

Stokes
hesitated with a stern look for a few seconds. "What exactly did
you shot them with Cadiche; their heads are missing makes
identification rather difficult."

Cadiche pulled
his 44 magnum semi auto from his holster. "This sir, gas powered
semi auto 44 magnum, very effective stopping power, can penetrate
the block of a vehicle at over two hundred meters."

"That thing
should have wheels Cadiche, far as I can remember that's the thing
Stanton gave you. I hope you have the paper work though the
necessary official channels to be able to use such a weapon in the
line of duty."

"Absolutely
sir, I'll make a report at Parramatta central before returning to
the Hunter."

"Know anything
about the drugs, automatic weapons and cash under the young
lady."

"No sir just
happened to stumble on things indirectly. I'm sure your department
will benefit from what's been found sir, get lucky sometimes."

Stokes coughed
under his breath. "What did these persons look like Cadiche, having
no head is proving to be an initial ID problem."

They appear
foreign sir, I couldn't understand the language they used whilst
conversing with each other."

"Well I suppose
congratulations are in order, appears of late you've been stumbling
on things all over the place," said Stokes. "Got anything to do
with Stanton passing on information?"

"I haven't seen
John Stanton for quite some time sir."

"There's a
satellite phone on the seat of your car Cadiche, belong to
you."

"Yes sir got
sick of Telstra and the rest of them and got something that can
pick up anywhere."

 


Stokes stocky
frame lumbered around in a circle while he kicked the ground.
"Something's not right, the framework and attitude of the mob has
changed. I hope to god that is Stanton's phone and you know what
you're doing. Things are getting way out of hand especially in the
west here, more like the wild fucking west, we’ll be strapping colt
forty fives and hip holsters on at this rate. We have some people
making a mockery of justice and the free world. We're trained and
equipped to control law abiding citizens, these bastards are
fucking evil. I'm sick of jerking the public off in front of a
camera. Find the rest of them and make sure it's to the book. The
press are here, I can at least give the public some hope. We need a
different system, or a miracle. Good day gentlemen." Stokes walked
off towards a throng of gathered media held back by a now massive
police presence.

"Fuck me you
scored points with the CI," said Rod, the wind taken from his sails
as he listened.

Cadiche looked
sternly at his partners. "He's right, what kind of shit are we
dealing with here. Things are like a pressure cooker; this just may
blow the whistle."

"Who's gonna
know about this, people can only go on what the press are given,"
quipped Nick.

"The river has
eyes, just wait and see," replied Cadiche.

"You're fucking
weird man."

 


 


 


 



 CHAPTER TWO

Wu Far's
wrinkled face told a story, he could see his reflection in the
television screen as he watched breaking news of the police
shooting in Parramatta Park. He noticed Cadiche's presence among
the newsreel footage. His jowls hung low and he starred into space,
what was happening to the normality of control he had experienced
for the last two decades. From the back of his club in China Town
his modest dwelling had seen much come and go; he went for a walk
to Hyde Park contemplating his next move. Something had to be done
and he had a bad feeling about things amid the mob. He ambled along
with his usual quant shuffle and sat down near the Railway museum
on the corner of Elizabeth and Liverpool streets. Passers by bid
him good day and he returned the gestures. His short hair and
goatee beard were the same shade of grey these days and he tugged
his goatee as he thought with his long well tanned slender
fingers.

Wu reminisced
on what was fast becoming the good old days. They first arrived in
Australia from China in the early sixties. Wu's father rented a
home in Blacktown amid a mixture of Italian and Chinese immigrants
but could find little work. His father could not speak English but
his mother well educated and was fluent with English and other
languages. His mother noticed a job add in the local paper for a
shit carter on the Blacktown council, she filled in an application
for the position and accompanied him to the interview. His father
was rejected on the grounds he couldn't read or speak fluent
English.

He smiled as he
remembered his father gathering fruit from the back yard of their
rented dwelling in Blacktown when he was a school boy; he crushed
it up and bottled it in discarded soda bottles. He took it to local
pubs and it sold well. He then consulted with other local fruit
block owners to retrieve the fruit they had on their blocks being
left to rot on the trees and ground affected by poor prices and the
onslaught of the Sydney environs and forced supermarket control.
Soon he had a thriving business and at first had family members
assist but could then hire local Chinese and Italian folk to
assist.

He financed
Wu's study through university studying law and Wu moved to China
Town leaving his father in Blacktown quite happy to stay busy in
his thriving business. It was when Wu had established his first law
practice in Liverpool Street his mother called in despair. His
father's now thriving business employing scores of people,
mechanised and making millions through years of expansion had a
visit from the Australian Taxation Department.

Wu had to
attend his fathers business and see what was going on. Wu was
shocked to see how big the business had become extending deliveries
of fruit juices to interstate supermarket chains. His father still
rented the same dwelling and extensive warehouse space to conduct
his business in, Wu had only visited his father in the dwelling and
little had been discussed about what happened with his business
other than he had enough to get by.

Wu did the
figures over a few days then informed his father he was a multi
millionaire and after paying some back tax he would still be worth
millions. Wu arranged his defence against the tax office and with a
little litigation struck a deal of payment without attending court.
Wu remembered the final comment his father had made when Wu said.
'Dad you achieved all this without being able to read or write
English, if you were able to read and write English I wonder what
you would have become.' 'That's easy replied his father; I would
have been a shit carter on the Blacktown council.’

 


Wu became
involved with the defence of Chinese immigrants that ran into
trouble. He learnt to despise the system of law as it hindered any
progress or rehabilitation of his refuge clients, those seeking
asylum clouded the issue.

He eventually
bought night clubs and became a well respected member of the
underworld stretching the law as far as he had witnessed big
business and government. Now head of the Sydney mob he could
sparsely pallet or support the attitude and tactics of new
influence from infiltrating newcomers.

Whilst in deep
thought Wu had not shown the due diligence he needed to when out
and about by himself. Two members of a Middle Eastern gang
recognised Wu and took advantage of his lack of attention. They
flanked him sitting either side on the bench, pulled out
cigarettes, lit them then one blew smoke in Wu's face. Wu realized
his plight and tried to get up and leave but the pair sat him back
down with a firm hand on each shoulder. Birds could be heard
squabbling in the tree directly above this reflected the
tension.

"Mr Wu I think,
correct me if I'm wrong?" asked the olive skinned man to his left.
About middle aged wearing a peaked cap, dark glasses, masses of
finger rings and a heavy waist length jacket, unusual for the warm
current weather." Wu said nothing and looked straight ahead set
like a stone statue. "Mr Wu you fucking piece of shit you think you
run the place eh. Time you packed up and fucked off or we'll fuck
up your entire family. We know your mother is still alive living in
Blacktown, you want to talk or you going to sit there like the
piece of shit you are."

"Harming anyone
is unwise, the sword you live by may be the one that you die by."
replied Wu with casual composure looking straight ahead.

"Don't preach a
lot of Chinese shit to me granddad. I'll shot you where you sit,
you see we're used to a fight to the death and fear nothing. Life
is of value to Australians, a weak mind is easy led, and your mind
is weakened by their pathetic tolerance." Wu attempted to stand but
was again man handled back to his seat.

A well know
outlaw motorcycle club member was about to take a walk in the park
to attend the war memorial standing his Harley Davidson in a no
parking zone along Elizabeth street he recognised Wu immediately
and monitored the trio. The mature biker of near sixty years also
recognized the two accompanying Wu. He was interested to see the
pair manhandle Wu making it obvious the meeting was not to Wu's
liking. He was no fan of Wu but the pair of Middle Eastern clansmen
were clearly on the clubs hit list. He made his way to earshot
behind the bench, Wu again tried to leave and this time he was
punched in the side of the face and sat down. The park was alive
with people and the biker quietly walked up behind the trio on the
bench. "Would you like to come for a beer Wu," the biker grunted to
the surprise of the trio. The two men leapt to their feet and
looked around, the biker was a towering man, over six feet covered
in tattoos. Long greying hair streamed down his back, he spoke in a
voice that low you had to be a Bison to understand the details.

"What the fuck
do you want," asked one of the pair.

"Your fucking
arse shit head, I been looking for you for eight months." A pack of
Harley Davidson could be heard approaching from Liverpool Street.
"Now you’re fucked, I rang when I first saw you, time to be an
Olympic boxer or runner you choose." he grunted.

The pair took
flight towards the Anzac war memorial in the centre of the
parklands. The pack of Harleys accessed the park across the kerb
the biker waving franticly towards the pair of fleeing men. The
biker group caught sight of the pair and roared off along the
footpaths sending walkers and runners fleeing for their safety. "I
gotta go I want those bastards." groaned the biker.

Wu stopped him
as he took off. "What is your name." asked Wu.

The biker
turned to Wu and stopped. "They call me Doc Bastard, as you can see
I'm sergeant of arms and president of the Overlords."

Wu pouted then
smiled at the biker. "Thank you."

The biker took
off at a furious pace; the group had rounded up the pair near the
war memorial grass verge and were busy bashing them. People looked
on at a distance in fear and disgust, mobile phones lit up
everywhere. Wu watched as the Doc Bastard picked one up from the
ground with one hand and slashed the side of his face with a knife,
the other screamed for mercy crouched on the ground. Doc picked him
up by the neck clear of the ground and growled something into his
face. He then threw him on the ground and the bikers roared of. The
pair got to their feet, looked briefly at each other, they both ran
away towards College Street to the east. Doc picked up a mobile
phone dropped by one of the pair during the skirmish, he began to
run toward Wu to mount his machine. Wu could hear sirens and he
hastily made his way back to his property shuffling along at a
frantic pace.

Wu locked his
door behind him and sat down in his old wooden chair. He lent on
his elbows on the old table used by his father in their kitchen. He
rubbed his eyes, his head was aching, he fingered the bruise on the
side of his face and he waited to settle.

It was the
first time such a thing had happened so close to home, he had never
been assaulted in his life, this was no longer something that was
elsewhere it was near his home and everywhere. Guns they never
really needed them, they used debate and diplomacy, but now it
seemed they were becoming a must.

He thought
about the moment with Doc Bastard, obviously a man with similar
views on certain things and a degree of respect among their creed.
Wu had a poor opinion of bikers but he had never really met one
before and his mind now remained open. Were the bikers having
similar problems with renegade factions of the mob, could the
answer lye in unity. He banished the thought but it came back to
him, he considered this to be a sign. He had met with the Mafia and
Stonemasons on occasions to discuss problems, he thought it would
be a step forward to do it again; someone may have an idea on how
to kerb the current disturbance in the force.

Time to do
something he had pondered long enough, he picked up the phone and
rang Chin Lu in Beijing. Head of the family in China, the initial
discussion of any business was always with Chin. The message was in
coded conversation, Chin agreed to attend a meeting soon as
possible, civil unrest by gang warfare in Australia had been
highlighted on Chinese television, Chin was keen to find out why.
Wu then rang Mafia head man Mario Francesco in the country town of
Griffith, Mario was surprised but took the call. Expressions of
concern were exchanged about current renegade threats in the
organisation and Mario agreed to attend a meeting if one could be
arranged with as many stakeholders present as possible. Wu was
uplifted by the response, there was genuine concern so far and he
continued his quest. He rang Rob Smatter grand master of the
Australian Stonemasons lodge, he was a hard man to find but
eventually tracked him down Canberra. Rob said little and suggested
a meeting be arranged as soon as possible, he would attend to hear
what was said.

Wu did not have
operations out of major cities and influence from the Mafia was
also lacking in this arena. Outlaw motorcycle clubs had chapters
everywhere; the only contact he had with them was a chance meeting
with Doc Bastard today, integration was discouraged. He felt it
serious enough to make enquires, he knew where the Overlords
clubrooms were located and decided to knock on their door, and he
found the prospect far less fearful than confronting those whom
lived by no law.

 


He summoned his
grandson an instructor at the Chin Chung martial arts academy a few
doors away on Liverpool Street. Chen Far looked like any white
Australian of a western mother and along with two Chin Chung
masters dressed in black escorted Wu to the Warlords clubhouse in
Bondi. The Chin Chung masters said nothing just looked straight
ahead with their arms folded in the back of Wu's 57 Chevy. They
pulled up double parked beside the Harleys that lined the
street.

The street was
monitored by surveillance cameras in the clubhouse. Gypsy on watch
summoned Doc. "Hey Doc, there's a mean 57 Chevy pulled up outside,
there's a load of Charlie's getting out of it," he shouted. "Get a
load of this man; these guys are from the sixties or
something."

Doc entered the
front room of the house housing the surveillance monitors, he
peered through the slots in the metal shutters and recognised Wu
coming through the gate and up to the front door. "Fuck, Wu Far,
head honcho in China Town. He was at the park today, hassled by the
two fucking idiots, must want to see us."

Gypsy laughed
at the monitor. "No weapons by the looks their clean. Check out the
weird outfits on the younger guys."

"Chin Chung
masters, they are weapons." More members had gathered in the
monitor room and Doc yelled at them. "These guys are serious shit,
I don't want this fucked up." he grunted. "We listen to what Wu has
to say, and then we talk about it."

The gathered
all nodded in silence. Wu hammered on the door "Doc, are you there.
I wish to talk with you." he yelled.

There was
scraping and grinding noises as slide bolts and locks were
disengaged, the door slowly opened outwards, it was solid steel
with a second door opening inwards of the same magnitude. Doc
nodded at Wu. "Come in, this is unexpected."

A mixed smell
of incense, marijuana smoke, petrol, grease and expensive perfume
greeted Wu’s nostrils. "Not for me," replied Wu. He turned to his
three accomplices and spoke in Mandarin. The trio sat down on the
veranda floor with their legs crossed staring into space. Doc
looked puzzled. "I will leave my weapons outside, you have invited
me into your home I must respect that." Doc pouted with a nod and a
grunt. Wu was led down the hall and into a spacious room at the
back of the premises. A bar lined one side of the room and two pool
tables were the only other furnishings. The room was filled with
club members all with the stern look of stone. Wu bowed to
them.

"Show some
respect," shouted Doc. The pack responded with pouts and nods.
"This is Wu Far from China Town, the guys outside are Chin Chung
masters, they can really fuck you up, no help from the club if you
fuck with them. Wu has come to discuss problems with the fucking
rag heads I imagine."

"Pardon me but
I think you refer to those of alternate or ethnic decent." Wu now
very Australian still spoke with an obvious Chinese accent. "I
avoid such references and hold some of these terms as statements of
endearment. I have close friends I call Poms and Italians I call
wogs although they were not born of their native land their parents
are from England and Italy. It took many years for this to happen
and only happened when we became Australians. These are things born
of much time, however rag head is something I currently fail to
hail with any dignity or recognition, I ask you use alternate
reference, that will get us nowhere regardless of our current
disapproval," stated Wu.

Gypsy butted
in. "Was you lot years back, poms, chings, slopes, wogs now it's
the fucking rag heads. Those bastards killed half my mates over the
last couple of years, be it here or overseas. Okay you’re right, I
like poms, chings, slopes and wogs. I'm married to one of them; I
keep forgetting I was born in Israel, that's because I'm an
Australian. These bastards strap explosives to their mates and blow
anyone up, what the fuck ar....."

"Shut up
Gypsy!" shouted Doc. "Sorry Wu, some of the boys are a bit edgy I'm
one of em. Some of us did time overseas with the armed forces, bit
hard to tell one from the other after a while. We must all look the
same to you, they all looked the same to me in Vietnam."

Wu chuckled.
"It is okay to express feelings about adversaries. I understand you
are not trained in the ways of my body guards whom have lost all
their families to the Japanese triads. They still prevail and while
they do the triad gangs live in hell."

"Fuck their
whole families, I’d rather die standing up than live on my knees."
muttered Gypsy."

Wu looked at
Gypsy for the first time. "And so would they, in that there may be
some clues."

Doc took Wu to
a small room with a round table and many chairs. Doc closed the
door and they sat down opposite each other. "Lay it on the table
Wu, there are no ears in this room except mine."

"I have little
respect for your organisations," said Wu. "However times change and
change brings new needs and plans. You have your own rules of which
I have also little respect. Today we executed one of our own for
collaborating with those you refer to as rag heads for no other
reason than financial gain. This is not misguidance it is
evil."

"Fuck, that's a
rough call, we give a bloke the odd kicking and chuck him out of
the club but taking life over a rag head that's a bit steep."

"Until the term
you use becomes a term of endearment, we should refer to them as
the enemy, condemnation and degradation of what they stand for and
why is yet to be established. Study the massacre of Chinese gold
miners at Lambing Flat in 1860, are we not at the same crossroad,
those whom forget the past are doomed to repeat it in the future.
It is a minor element of these migrants we are dealing with,
radical is the word I would currently use. I wish you to understand
that what you are getting into. We have a meeting planned; the
Mafia, Stonemasons possibly other stakeholders will be present. I
offer you a seat to hear about what is happening and hopefully
contribute to its eradication. I want all of your clubs
represented, can you arrange this."

"I don't know
if you've noticed Doc but some rival clubs don't get along real
well, some of the new generation don't even have bikes, it's become
complicated. We struggle to uphold our own creed, it’s being fucked
out by gangsters currently, not bikers."

"You are the
first of your kind I have spoken to and an unprecedented move on my
behalf, anything is possible when our minds are put to it. We will
not tolerate another Milperra, fuck it up and things will be out of
my hands."

"I'll have a
meeting with the boys tonight. We have an ear in our midst and we
don't know who it is. Got any ideas?"

"Tell all your
members a different story one by one that only you know, the one
that is acted on will give you your ear."

Doc chuckled.
"Fuck why didn't I think of that."

"Simple
problems require only simple remedies. These things I have done for
a long time, you learn from your many mistakes, mistakes are the
portal of discovery. I will send a messenger about the meeting by
word of mouth, only the head of each club must know of it. You will
be responsible for the conduct of all you muster."

Doc leant back
in his chair and folded his arms, he drew a deep breath. "Some
clubs may see this as a sign of weakness on my behalf."

"If you are
aware of ones weakness you must also consider their strengths. I
too have just tackled what you mention. One of my strengths is
respect, not only for my own beliefs but also others be they friend
or foe. I must tell a family friend in China we have just lost his
daughter paying her way through university studying social science,
they are very poor and have only one child. With this kind of
motivation weakness would be to do nothing."

The lines on
Docs face contorted as he mustered a stern look with a squint that
fostered a nervous twitch in the left side of this face. "The Asian
sheila in the boot of the car on the news." Wu said nothing, just
sat with his hands flat on the table. "Fucking Hell, you've painted
the picture well." He shook his head, his eyes became damp. "You're
right; weakness would be to do nothing. What kind of bloke has a
sheila strangled while his fucking her just so he can unload? I
don't understand."

"This is not an
isolated incident, I have seen this kind of thing many times, this
one someone was in the right place at the right time albeit a few
minutes late. Now the public has witness to an act so despicable
most will accept extreme measures to control it."

Doc's face
brightened. "The abo cop that shot those blokes, you must know
him."

"Why should I
know him?"

"Because I hear
you are a friend of John Stanton."

Wu chuckled
under his breath. "I know several people called John Stanton, which
one do you speak of."

"The pommy
bloke, lives in Newcastle, they call him the vigilante. They say
that abo cop the Cadiche man is his adopted son.”

"Yes I know
him, much is said about him. All I can say is he has power and
courage beyond our wildest dreams and we should not speak of
him."

"I'm not up him
or anything; I've read all his books and heard all the stories. I'd
like to talk to him."

"You don't find
John Stanton he finds you."

"No no, I need
to ask him something, just for myself. I have to know and I reckon
he can tell me."

"Interesting.
Fuck up and you'll face the Cadiche man."

"So I hear, he
can fucking shot straight that I'm sure off. They reckon those
jokers in Parramatta Park had their heads missing. Before I die I
need to know something that Stanton could probably tell me. If he
can't then no one can."

"Stanton does
not meddle in matters of the public domain. He is the keeper of the
gate for military and government bodies. He stands alone and I
advise you keep well clear of him."

"If you see him
you could always ask."

Wu nodded.
"Agreed, I have not seen him for some time. Now I have achieved
what I came for, you must bring word personally by mouth. I will
give you time whenever you request it."

"Fair enough,
let's get on with it." Wu acknowledged the club members as he left
but said nothing.

 


 


 


 



 CHAPTER THREE

New South Wales
police commissioner Harry Wallaby paced up and down his office in
the space behind his desk, he studied a memo whilst pacing and
looked at his watch every ten seconds cursing and swearing. He
looked out the window to the busy street below then returned to
pacing up and down swearing at the memo. His intercom buzzed and he
answered it. "Inspector Stokes is here to see you sir," said his
secretary.

"Send him in,"
was the stern reply. Stokes walked in neat as a pin and sat his
muscular lumbering frame on a chair in front of Wallaby's desk and
waited with his arms folded. Wallaby continued to pace up and down
reading, he suddenly stopped along side Stokes bent down and peered
in his face. "Do you know what the minister for police called me on
the phone this morning?"

"I have no
idea," replied Stokes.

"Harry fucking
Callaghan, Clint Eastwood and Dirty Harry all in the same fucking
sentence!" He threw the memo down in front of Stokes on the desk.
"Have you read this report?"

"No."

"Why fucking
not."

"No need, I
wrote it."

"Then why
hasn't constable Page from Newcastle been stood down."

"Because I've
recommended him for a medal of valour."

"What! Do you
know how many people have been up my arse this morning about this?
The minister for police, the prime fucking minister had a go, Fred
Green leader of the fucking Eco party that just happens to run the
fucking country at the moment with the balance of power. I want
this constable Page shafted out of the force and made an example
of. I have the head of several multi cultural communities in here
shortly and I don't know what to say to him because I'm fucking
embarrassed. People come here for a better life not to have their
heads blown off in a fucking park!"

Stokes shot to
his feet and Wallaby stepped back in surprise, Stokes pulled a
mobile phone from his pocket initiated a video from the phone and
held it up in front of Wallaby's face. He watched as an Asian girl
was raped screaming for mercy on the bonnet of a black car while
another man strangled her to death, just as the girls body went
limp the rapist ejaculated. Whoever took the footage could be heard
laughing and yelling out in a foreign language. The girl is bundled
into the boot of the car by the two men laughing and joking, the
footage ends with a voice yelling 'Police, put your hands up and
lay face down on the ground.' Wallaby sat down behind his desk.
"How do you feel now Harry?"

"Good god," he
hesitated shacking his head, then lent back in his chair. "Has
anyone else seen this?"

"Absolutely,
the whole fucking force has seen it."

"Where did you
get it?"

"It was found
on a sweep of the park half way towards the river directly from the
crime scene, there were three people and one got away or was
released we’re not sure. Not only that, you may want to ask the
head of a multi cultural community what a prominent member of his
communities son is doing fucking a young Asian girl on the bonnet
of his car while his mate was strangling her."

"Fuck I'm
sorry, what a mess, this will cause uproar."

“This video is
a god send, has saved thousands of hours of police work. Someone
will have to tell him about his son, may as well be you Harry, we
need a positive DNA match the body has no head. When you finished
that I'll leave the press to you. I'm going to interview Fred
Green, he was the first one to up me directly. Wanted the whole
thing hushed up, claimed it would be bad for community relations
especially at the present time when the boat people issue was being
tackled in parliament. When this breaks the major parties union
problems will fade into insignificance. What the fuck is a member
of parliament doing trying to influence the investigation of rape
and murder? This has nothing to do with boats, fucking
politics."

Wallaby held
his face in his hands and sighed out loud. "David can you leave
this phone with me."

"Don't be
fucking stupid its crown evidence and the contents bar nothing has
been extracted and put on file' some very fucking interesting phone
numbers on this phone including Fred Green."

Wallaby held
his fists in front of him on the table with a look of lethargic
strain on his face. "Take the phone and go, use official channels
to inform the deceased families. I wash my hands of this and leave
it with you. I've done my investigation; I'll ring the minister and
inform him. I'm a nervous fucking wreck please leave. I wanted
answers, I have a hundred more questions."

 


 


 


 



 CHAPTER FOUR

The sun was
just about to rise above the waves that stretched from Sheppard's
Hill lookout in the port of Newcastle NSW Australia to the eastern
horizon. A fine warm clear morning the golden beams would flash
across the rolling white water and strike your face to herald the
start of a new day. John Stanton would be there every chance he
could on such a morning to remember those whom were no longer with
us. The railing along the cliffs edge had seen many a day above the
crashing waves on the rocks some forty metres below. The sounds,
sea air and sunburst were intoxicating and people had different
reasons they would frequent the location to ponder the day ahead.
He idled his Harley Davidson to a halt on the approach road through
the public gardens; he could see a familiar form already standing
at the rail. He continued slowly towards the parking bay, his face
reflected the anguish he knew was in the familiar figures heart. He
parked his bike as quietly as he could; as he switched off the
motor the silence was ominous. He stood behind his boy and the sun
splashed across the water gracing their faces, he waited a few
seconds and walked to his side putting his hands on the rail. He
still wore his black helmet and gloves in the warm morning air.

"I'm sorry boy;
I know what its like."

"It was just
one minute, I fucked up," whimpered Cadiche thorough his
tears."

Stanton looked
down at the waves pouted then back at the horizon, the sun
flickered reflections bounced around wherever he looked, captured
by his gold Ray Ban sunglasses. "There will be many boy, some can
be less than a second. We can't change the past but we can forge
the future. Those guys had done plenty of that, they got sloppy and
we moved on it. I didn't know about the girl, sorry. The drugs,
money, guns, phones were all there, the girl fuck I didn't know.
She was under the care of Wu Far so we should do what we can.
That’s just how fucking sick these pricks are."

"The container,
will it be on the docks this arvo?"

"Yes it will
boy, don't fuck around kill them all."

"I let one go
yesterday."

"He had a phone
and made a film. Should be a fair bit of panic around at the
authorities at the moment. Was a good move boy, he should be at the
docks you can decide what to do when you see him. This should
really piss them off, fuck wits will be the perpetrators of there
own demise. Little Lee Chan is an unfortunate example of what you
are dealing with boy. She hasn't died for nothing, they won't do
that again in a hurry and they do it often. You lost one and saved
many, it's a bit like that. You're on your own this arvo boy, don't
fuck it up they have no idea you're coming. "

"I'm angry
Stanton, what if I fuck up and shot the wrong people."

"Calm down
yesterday has rattled you a bit. I'll go through it again. They
have control of this area of the dock and the truck driver and doc
worker are part of the clan. Two hummers, they are not military
hummers and can be easily stopped through the radiator. They think
they are military models and that's the joker up your sleeve. At
worst put an incendiary round into the fuel tank so make sure you
have both pistols."

"Forensics will
pick it up, how will I cover my arse."

"It'll go sky
high and be incinerated, even if they did find something would take
months and by that time would mean nothing. If it was that much of
a risk I wouldn't suggest it. I scored something new; some idiot
sold me three more surveillance satellites, one will be in range of
the docs when the containers loaded."

"Fuck, where'd
you score them."

"Don't ask
questions that you will never get an answer to boy. I'm busy
programming them into the network but they seem to work okay.
Anything blows up bit of video footage seems to make a world of
difference."

"When's this
gonna slow up, I've been at these guys for weeks."

"This one will
cause a fucking storm, there's four tonne of heroin and four tonne
of cocaine in that container, plus an unknown quantity of ecstasy,
wouldn't be surprised if they turn on themselves after this and
implode. Christ knows how many lives that container would fuck up.
They'll find another two containers there full of Turkish
cigarettes but let the Feds handle it will keep them busy with
their chests sticking out."

"These bastards
are different Stanton; they are nothing like Wu or the Mafia."

"No, I agree. I
can't step in Cadiche your on your own and good luck boy. What's
Kay doing while you're away?"

"I gave her a
crap story; she's coming around to see Jodi at your place when she
gets up about nine when it all happens."

"Excellent,
they'll be gossiping till late afternoon you should be back then.
Jodi has been a bit happier since you got Kay back on side."

Cadiche
laughed. "Working out better now I joined the force again, she
couldn’t see my side of things while I was contracting, she feels
I’m part of her life again. I asked her to marry me again."

Stanton looked
at him with a grin. "Did she tell you to fuck off you ugly prick,
what happened to your first marriage."

Cadiche raised
his eyebrows wearing a smile. "Same thing as yours at this stage of
life, Kay has been talking to Jodi a lot and things have changed.
She said yes."

Stanton ruffed
up Cadiche's hair and held his face between his hands.
"Congratulations, I learnt the hard way to. When?"

"Not sure,
soon, maybe."

Stanton walked
towards his bike, got on and turned on the ignition. Cadiche headed
for his car. "Leave their fucking heads on boy, ID speeds up
putting it all away." shouted Stanton.

Cadiche
gestured with two fingers, "Fuck off!" he yelled back. He left in a
hurry.

Stanton waited
till he got clear, started his bike, he roared onto memorial drive
and pulled up abruptly blocking in a white Toyota land cruiser
parked overlooking the Sheppard's Hill lookout. He put the bike
onto its side stand and stepped off. A young man in a tweed suit
held his hands up towards the windscreen with a look of fear.
Stanton walked slowly around to the driver's side window and
knocked on the glass. The young man with short dark hair and
sunglasses lowered the window still holding one had up where it
could be seen. "No no please Mr. Stanton I have ID."

"Lest see it."
The young man pulled out his wallet with Stanton's pistol in his
ear. Stanton studied the ID handed to him. "Fuck me your MI6.
Where's Cramer at least he can stay out of sight?"

"He's on
holiday with his family Mr Stanton."

"Fair enough,
when's he get back."

"I believe he's
being moved here sir, he likes it here, be about a week."

"Show me your
weapon." The young man handed him his 38 snub. "This is too light
for here lad, okay in close quarters but much to light for distance
work." He went to his bike and pulled a 44 magnum revolver from out
of the saddle bag. He returned and handed it to the young man.
"Scott or whatever your real fucking name is, use this and make
sure you hit what you aim at. I had to do the same for Cramer; it's
hard to get good help these days."

"You're not
supposed to know we are around Mr Stanton."

"I won’t tell
anyone if you don't, now if someone's going to shot me and you miss
they will be after you next so to save a lot of trouble for fucks
sake don't miss okay."

"My instruction
are to make sure nothing happens to you sir."

"I could
understand that, now see that white ford parked on top of the hill
in the side lane."

The young man
looked around and spotted the vehicle parked in a driveway."

"Yes I see it
Mr Stanton."

"It's not
parked in the driveway at all; it's a member of the French Secret
Service doing exactly the same thing as you. Way up on Bar Beach
lookout you can just see a black Chrysler, CIA. Somewhere around
here there is also Chinese, Russian, Indian and Pakistani military
operatives. I could find them if I really needed to but it's not
important. Now why I came to see you is so they don't fucking shot
you as you’re new. They now all know you're safe because this is
how I tell them. Now I hope to fuck that when the time comes one of
you can shot straight. Now get another car, stay in range but out
of sight. If you have any problems ring Hurst and he'll call me
straight away. Have I made myself clear?"

"Yes yes yes
sir, absolutely."

"See ya around,
no I mean I hope I don't see you around. Give that weapon to Cramer
when he gets back so I can conveniently find it somewhere, I'm
quite fond of it." Stanton climbed on his bike and roared off.

A range of
stakeholders well trained in lip reading through binoculars laughed
their heads off and prepared to change location.

 


 


 


 



 CHAPTER FIVE

The Port Botany
container terminal located in South Sydney is a hive of activity
twenty four hours a day. Mid morning is no different to any other
time at the doc Trucks come and trucks go, hundreds of containers
changing location every day. Cadiche turned into Penrhyn road from
Botany road to the far north eastern corner of the Rodney container
complex, officially he was attending interview of persons
associated with the container terminal for a murder
investigation.

The terminal
peninsula about twelve hundred metres long and four hundred metres
wide, Cadiche passed through security verifying his ID and
paperwork and drove to the far north western corner pulling up
between trucks in the parking area where road transport vehicles
stage to verify paperwork and obtain allocation before proceeding
to drop or pick up containers. This area of the terminal complex
was encompassed by sea to the north and beach sand and sea to the
west. The surveillance cameras covering the corner of the truck
parking area had somehow stopped working and only one truck was
parked right at the end of the parking bays angled at forty five
degrees along the entire western end. The nearest trucks were over
two hundred metres away to the south and a hive of activity pulling
in and out; isolating the north western corner while the security
cameras were brought back on line, this had put strain on the rest
of the complex. The lone truck had a driver waiting in the seat,
Cadiche parked adjacent to a building that appeared to house
processing staff but it was deserted and only fifty metres from the
lone truck. He remained in his seat and constantly studied the
scene noticing the truck driver an olive skinned dark haired man
looked at his watch and fidgeted constantly and was obviously
uncomfortable.

The whole scene
matched the information acquired by Stanton. Three containers were
on the ground adjacent to the truck placed there by container
handling machines as Cadiche watched. Whilst leaving the third
container the operator in the handling machine put up five fingers
to the truck driver and speed away, he assumed it meant five
minutes to return with a different machine as the one he was
operating could only bring down containers from high stacks and
could not place the container on the truck. The truck driver made a
phone call, the operator returned with a more suitable machine, and
two black hummers slowly pulled up parking along the edge of the
container stacks clear of the loading bay to the east but adjacent
with the truck. Four men all wearing caps and dark glasses in
mainly dark attire alighted from the hummer, they formed a circle
by the truck joined by the truck driver and operator. They began
talking with the operator pointing and explaining things with
plenty of hand gestures, packages were past to the operator in what
appeared to be brown bags, the operator pulled a wad of what was
obviously cash from the bag flicked thorough the wad and placed it
back in the bag, he rummaged around nodding. He mounted the loading
machine and lifted one of the containers onto the truck as the four
assailants from the hummers stood ominously on each corner of the
truck; Cadiche recognised one of them from recent conflict. The
container reference number matched the information Cadiche had been
given as the container filled with tonnes of narcotics. Several
hundred thousand dollars had changed hands prior to deal to assure
the unfortunate breakdown of the security system and clear the
area, they were unaware Stanton had hacked into the security system
and turned them back on. Cadiche put down his binoculars, pulled
back the auto bolt on his 44 gas magnum, put on his gold Ray Ban
glasses, it was a sunny warm morning.

Cadiche left a
forty five automatic pistol on his seat loaded with armour piercing
incendiary projectiles. He calmly climbed from his vehicle into
full sight of the assailants began walking towards them some fifty
metres away and levelled his weapon at the closest assailant to his
extreme right. The assailant looking his way to his left was
puzzled, he could clearly see a weapon and uniform but the penny
didn’t drop until Cadiche yelled out. “Police, lay face down on the
ground!!"

The four
assailants looked towards Cadiche the one to Cadiche’s far right
and the closest was the first one to pull a weapon from his jacket,
a shot boomed across the tarmac bouncing along the rows of
containers, the assailant was lifted from the ground and thrown
four metres before he had raised his weapon. He thudded the bitumen
surface, his lungs heart and part of his ribcage blown out his back
and spread all over the place as he fell the projectile from
Cadiche’s weapon striking the middle of his solar plexus. The two
assailants to his left began to run to the hummers and the one to
his far had drawn his weapon and quickly discharged it towards
Cadiche. Cadiche held his ground some forty metres away with his
shoulder toward the assailant to reduce the target area, the shot
missed but Cadiche’s next shot didn’t, the projectile removed the
assailants head splattering it over the ground and up against the
front of the truck and over part of the windscreen, his body fell
limp to the ground on top of his gun.

Cadiche turned
to the two running towards the hummers, the closest was a suspect
from the Parramatta Park massacre Busri, he discharged his weapon
towards Cadiche as he ran the bullets whistling all around Cadiche,
he could feel the sting as they whistled past millimetres from his
head. Cadiche gripped his weapon with both hands, crouched took aim
and fired. Busri tripped on his long coat as he ran falling
forwards, Cadiche had aimed for the centre of his back but as he
fell the bullet cut his neck at the base of his skull and his head
flew in the air spinning around anti clockwise to a height of five
metres and coming down some way from his body as it slumped to the
ground.

The forth
assailant had made it to the drivers seat of a hummer, Cadiche
walked to his left to line him self up with the road way so a clear
path could be seen behind him to encourage an attack from the forth
assailant. The hummer lit up the back wheels and spun around in a
semi circle narrowly missing the rear of the truck and roared
towards Cadiche. He raised his gas magnum and pumped two shots into
the radiator, the engine disintegrated and the vehicle skidded to a
halt some twenty metres short of him. He could see the driver pull
his sunglasses off and fumble for his weapon. He pumped two shots
through the windscreen and it was instantly clouded with blood,
brain and fragments of bone.

Cadiche raised
his weapon towards the truck, the operator and truck driver
crouched in fear at the front of the truck out of sight. He walked
closer so he could still see either side of the vehicle but in line
with the middle of the truck some twenty metres back. He looked
under the trailer and could see four legs to the front. “Move to
left of the truck with your hands up!”

“Fuck you pig,
come and get us!” was the reply.

Cadiche lay
down on his left side and took aim at the feet he could see either
side of the front of the truck just inside the wheels. He blew a
foot from each of them and they crashed to the ground screaming and
yelling in a foreign tongue. Cadiche could see they had lost their
weapons. He cautiously walked to along the left side of the truck
with his weapon poised and cocked and leapt past the corner of the
truck into view of both assailants ready to fire. Both assailants
writhed around on the ground screaming in pain. He kicked their
weapons clear and kept his gun poised as he checked their clothing
for further weapons and ID. He could see two uniformed security
guards approaching from the south with their weapons drawn and he
was forced to turn his attention to them. He aimed at the guards
and yelled. “Police, drop your weapons or I’ll shot!!”

Their guns fell
to the ground in unison and they pulled up putting their hands on
their heads. “Pick you your weapons and slowly holster them we may
need them!” The guards complied. “Walk forwards to within five
metres of me!” they complied. “Open the container on the
truck.”

“Cant you hear
the sirens, blokes up the front there need an ambulance,” shouted
one of the guards.

“They are four
minutes away they have an ambulance with them, now open the fucking
container on the truck and kick one of the two hundred litre drums
out onto the ground.”

The guards
looked at each other then at Cadiche. “I need to pull wire cutters
from my belt.”

“Make a silly
move and I’ll blow your fucking head off, it’s hard to pick the
good guys round here.”

The guards
looked at a body lying beside them. “I believe you.” The guard
slowly took wire cutters from his belt walked to the back of the
truck, cut the wire seal on the padlock and used a master key to
open the lock. They unlatched the doors and swung them open, the
container was full of pallets of two hundred litre drums. A guard
climbed up on to the ledge of the truck tray and read a label on
the side of one of the drums. “Its paint, this container is
destined for the crash repair industry, tag on the pallet sa….”

“Cut the
webbing, and dislodge the drum so it falls onto the ground, you
fatso give him a hand!” yelled Cadiche.

“Hey fucking
fair go who the fuck do y…”

“Currently you
are a suspected accomplice to one of the biggest narcotic imports
ever discovered, now dislodge the drum or your under arrest!”

The guards
slowly pulled knives from their utility belts and hacked the
webbing clear. They both grabbed the upper rim of the exposed drum
held the side of the truck with their other hand and pulled the
drum over until it overbalanced and fell to the ground upside down
just catching the rim edge as it hit the bitumen breaking the lock
ring and sending the lid and contents spewing across the ground
just as a squad car came skidding to a halt just short of the
scene.

The two
officers climbed out and drew their weapons, they approached the
scene with their weapons raised until one recognised Cadiche, and
he lowered his weapon. “Oh fuck,” he looked around surveying the
scene. “What a fucking mess.” He walked towards Cadiche and looked
at the white powder spread all over the ground. “I hope that’s a
narcotic and not flour or sugar Cadiche.”

Cadiche smiled,
“Vince how are ya mate, it is, four tonnes of it, plus four tonnes
of heroin and some lollies. This is cocaine I can taste it floating
through the air.” An ambulance speed round the corner from the
north and Cadiche made obvious gestures towards the front of the
truck and the ambulance responded.” Can one of ya get Stokes here
and as many other units as you can, everyone currently on the doc
is a suspected accomplice to this lot.”

“Fair go,”
shouted the rotund guard.”

“These two
pointed weapons at me,” stated Cadiche.

“Fuck we didn’t
know you were a cop, what kind of cop’s gun is that fucking thing
anyway.”

Vince chuckled
under his breath. “He’s got a point there Cadiche, that’s no cop’s
gun. I’d be cautious as well, and what’s with the sunglasses. You
look a bit different mate.”

“Next time
you’re at the practice range Vince, try a pair of these on and see
what results you get. See that hummer, that bloke would have got me
but this weapon stopped the fucker dead. Service autos are not
suitable for open field work; a thirty eight or nine mil just
wouldn’t cut it.

“I seldom pull
my gun and have never used it Cadiche.”

“Good man
always knows his limits Vince”

Vince gave a
dirty look. “Good one Cadiche."

Vince’s partner
returned after calling in. “The whole force is heading down here
guys, all the access roads and walkways have been secured. Better
start preparing some kind of hand over. We have to accompany the
ambulance to the hospital and secure the two injured suspects, a
medi vac chopper is a few minutes away, you take the ambulance
Vince and Ill wait for the chopper. The radio and read out screen
is choco the whole fucking world knows about this. How the fuck did
the info get out so quick.”

Vince looked
daggers at Cadiche, “How's your mate Stanton Cadiche.”

Cadiche
shrugged his shoulders at Vince. “Fuck knows haven’t seen him
today. Why don’t you just run along and look after the ambulance
Vince.” Vince grunted under his breath and walked away towards his
squad car.

Cadiche
searched the hummer vehicles for clues and stashed a few things in
his pockets. He took two of the four phones he found and one of the
assailant’s wallets when he found something of great interest
inside. Inspector in charge of forensics arrived before Stokes,
that was the end of Cadiche’s private investigations he began to
operate by the book and Cadiche briefed her.

Stokes finally
arrived, he removed his sunglasses looking sternly at Cadiche, and
he walked around the scene talking to the odd officer here and
there. He called Cadiche to one side standing next to Cadiche’s
vehicle. “Okay Cadiche, give it to me,” he asked with a smirk on
his face.

I was attending
an interview with a doc worker that five years ago worked at
Newcastle doc sir; I have a good lead that would suggest the person
could assist with a murder inquiry currently under way.”

“I want the
inquiry lead clearly listed in your report along with the
authorisation from your super, information you can't have too much
of it.”

“Yes sir.’

“Continue.”

I parked
accessed the doc area through security and parked adjacent to this
office building believing this is the area that the person of
interest works.”

“Why didn’t you
check with security before proceeding?”

“The person of
interest is known to police and easily spooked sir, I came a long
way to see him and didn’t want him tipped off.”

Stokes nodded.
“Go on.”

“Whilst
studying and gathering paperwork in my vehicle I observed some
suspicious behaviour by persons in these black hummer
vehicles.”

Stokes frowned
with one hand rubbing his chin. “What kind of suspicious activity
would lead to this fucking mess?”

“The persons in
the hummers became persons of suspicion when I observed them
handing what appeared to be bags of cash to the doc worker on the
container loading machine. Its over thirty degrees and the persons
associated with the black hummers were wearing attire that was
suspicious, the cash was concealed within their garments and I had
suspicions they may be concealing further illegal possessions such
as weapons.”

“How could you
be so sure, they could have been paying for lunch to be
delivered?”

“I was sure
sir, I recognised one of the persons I have seen him before.”

“I see,
when.”

“I can’t
currently remember sir, but his face looked familiar and the
recollection gave me cause for suspicion. I armed myself as they
appeared to discuss and carry out a plan to keep watch over the
loading of the container on the truck. A computer search of the
container number revealed the container was listed by Interpol as
wanted in connection with the transport of narcotics.”

“You called for
back up.”

“No sir, the
truck started and was preparing to leave. I approached the group to
question them and they drew weapons. I returned fire resulting in
four assailants being deceased and two being injured.”

Stokes looked
at the sky then back at Cadiche. “If thousands of dollars had not
been found in bags on the seat of one of the hummers and what looks
to be several tonnes of narcotic looking feeling and tasting
substances in the container, plus illegal firearms laying all over
the place that have been discharged I would question some of your
story. I can’t question anything you have said at present and
reserve final comment until I have all the facts. I don’t want to
pour water on your fire Cadiche but this is very fucking
convenient. What have you got to say for yourself”

“I’d do it
again if I had to sir.”

“Exactly what I
thought you’d say. I suppose congratulations are in order again but
I must stress that this is going a bit deeper than a few members of
the mob making an easy quid. To arrange something like this someone
has help from high places and not just in this country. Just
between you and me I can assure you we are dabbling with person’s
right at the top. Be careful.”

“If it brings
them out in the open we wont have to look for them sir.”

“Fuck Cadiche
you sound like Stanton. Anyone with half a brain can work out this
was set up by an expert. You are on thin ice Cadiche; we can only
do so much. If the shit hits the fan Stanton will not cross the
line. We are told he has muscle from all over the place poised to
protect him, they are all shitting themselves in case he gets hit
and his insurance policy gets released and brings down god knows
who and probably start world war three. If you get hit fuck knows
what he’s capable of, he has referred to you as my son on more than
one occasion to me.”

Cadiche looked
stone faced and steadfast. “I don’t know what you’re talking about
sir.”

Stokes shook
his head. “I don’t like some of the system any more than you
Cadiche but this will send some very powerful people to the wall.
The group pulling these stunts don’t have any respect for law.
Where they come from there is no law just kill or be killed. I’m
recalling every officer I can from leave and permitting unlimited
overtime if necessary. I’m keeping off Wu Far’s arse; I by no means
support his barely legal money tree but I hope he can sort this out
before all on war. I hope you know what you’re doing, I want a full
report before you go back to Newcastle.”

A plain clothes
officer interrupted. “Sir you better have a look at this.” Stokes
and Cadiche followed him to the back of the shot out hummer. “We
pulled out the floor sir,” he opened the back door, there were two
rocket grenade launchers, hand grenades and explosives hidden in an
underfloor compartment.”

Cadiche picked
up a rocket launcher so he could read the writing and showed it to
Stokes. “Russian standard military issue.”

Stokes looked
at the sky shaking his head. “Holy fuck,” he turned to the plain
clothed officer. “Get tactical response down here strait away.”

“Yes sir.” The
officer scampered off.

“I suppose
you’ll tell Stanton about this Cadiche.

Cadiche
shrugged his shoulders and shook his head. “No.”

“Why not?”

“He probably
already knows.”

 


 


 


 



 CHAPTER SIX

Stanton was
listening to the ABC news radio to monitor just what was being
released to the media in comparison to what was really happening.
It was a pleasant afternoon in Newcastle, warm and sunny. He had
the house entertainment system on next to the pool and studied a
paper checking yesterday’s news sometimes wide eyed and shaking his
head. Jodi stuck her head out the kitchen window overlooking the
pool, “John do you have to have that boring news channel on
throughout the house, can I turn the speakers in the kitchen off at
least.”

“Yes dear.” He
dropped the paper from in front of his face to talk to her. “Do you
know this bloke Whistler that writes for the Gazette Jodi?”

She poked her
head out the window her hair blowing all over the place from the
window draft. “Yes, why?”

“I don’t know
where he gets his information from, bloke should be a novelist not
a crime reporter. Writes absolute rubbish.”

“He writes
pretty well dear it’s the editors who are a bunch of twits and
order changes to his work.”

Stanton shook
his head and began reading again when his attention was taken by a
news flash on the radio. He again lowered his paper and listened.
‘We interrupt current programming to bring breaking news. This
morning police discovered the biggest attempted import of illicit
drugs ever recorded in Australian history. Over eight tonnes of
narcotics and an undisclosed amount of ecstasy tablets were
discovered on the docs at Port Botany Container terminal. A police
officer from Newcastle inadvertently stumbled on the stash whilst
carrying out routine inquiries. Several persons suspected to be
involved with the import of the drugs were killed in fierce gun
battle with the lone police officer. Two container loads of black
market cigarettes were also discovered on a subsequent search of
the crime scene along with a further twenty tonnes of illicit
matter capable of being made into the party drug ice. The container
terminal is expected to be closed for at least 24 hours then be
open for business on a heavily monitored and reduced basis.
Inspector David Stokes of Sydney CIB has warned that this will
further antagonise the already volatile war going on between waring
factions of the Sydney underworld. Over twenty suspected members of
the mob have been killed by police in the last three months
seventeen of them by the Newcastle police officer involved in
today’s incident at Botany docs. A media briefing is expected by
the police commissioner Wallaby within the next few hours. Eco
party leader and holder of the balance of power in Canberra Fred
Green has demanded a full inquiry into the tactics and movements of
the Newcastle police officer involved in the incidents. Green
referred to the operations leading to the death of seventeen
suspected underworld members by the officer that cannot be named as
cowboy tactics more akin to movies made in Los Angeles. CIB head
David Stokes in opposition to Greens comments said he was not
prepared to have members of the public, underworld or any other
organisation flaunting the law given a free hand to shot a police
as they deemed fit. He further stated he encouraged his officers to
return fire and shot to kill if fired on by assailants. ‘We are
dealing with people whom have no respect for the law at all and
have no intention of following it. I will not allow officers to be
killed before taking stern action just to appease members of
government looking for support from the public in this final year
before elections. The public deserve a police force that protect
their safety, Mr Greens comments are unfortunate and if the public
think the hoods should have a free hand they will back him not us.
Things are about to get worse, we have just sent several hoods
broke and they wont like it. I advise the public to pass on any
information they can regarding suspicious behaviour to crime
stoppers, we need help in the pursuit of eradicating this cancer
that is eating away at Sydney society. Finally a message for the
hoods, get a job the free ride is over,’ stated Stokes. We will
bring update information as it comes in.’

Jodi had come
outside with a concerned frown and listened with Stanton. “John is
that Cadiche he’s talking about?”

“Yes it is
love.”

“My god Kay
knows nothing about this, she left after a brief cuppa this morning
shopping for her wedding dress. This is your fault John Stanton,
Cadiche was a nice boy until he got tangled up with you.”

“Cadiche is a
son to me love and does what he feels best. You know he lost his
partner in a shot out with the mob three months ago love. I’m sure
you understand how he feels I’m bloody sure I do. He’s not a
journalist or politician he’s a police officer. Journalists write
crap, politician’s bullshit and police officers sometimes shot
people.”

“John that is
uncalled for we are civilised democratic people,”

“Yep, but the
mob aren’t, go plead pretty please see how you go.”

“John please, I
know how Kay would feel if something happened to Cadiche, how many
times has that happened to me.”

“I could have
been killed by a drunk in a car accident coming home from an office
job, factory or mine. Our boys are lawyers love and our girl is a
wonderful human being. I lost you once Jodi, I can't be someone
else and Cadiche can’t be either, it just doesn’t work. I thought
we were in this together these days and this is how it is
sometimes. Evil will reign when good men do no…..”

“Its okay I
agree John, evil will reign when good men do nothing. It just
saddens me sometimes that it’s always us.”

Stanton looked
at his newspaper again. “You never know where help may loom love.
Don’t worry things are better than they were last week and not as
good as they could be next week.” He frowned at the article he was
reading. “You carry a bit of weight down at the local paper. When
can you arrange to have this Whistler guy committed to an asylum
for journalistic wankers? “

“John, don’t be
so disgusting!”

 


 


 


 



 CHAPTER SEVEN

Doc Bastard
needed a unanimous vote from all club members to move forward with
Wu Far’s request and he got one, three members had gone missing
suspected of being assassinated by the clan Wu had brought into
question and something needed to be done. They needed business
friends not more foe. Doc had been suspicious of a certain club
member being an ear and leaking information to opposing clans, this
suspicion was bolstered when the certain member was the only one
clearly objecting to the Wu Far plan. He had initiated Wu Far’s
suggestion to identify the ear giving five members of the club a
different story, four he could trust beyond reproach the other was
the suspect. He told each one the same story, where a wanted member
of the club was being kept who had murdered a member of the violent
gang faction that was now being hunted by the mob. The five
locations were actually empty houses owned by a wealthy Sydney
businessman; Doc figured the bloke could afford to fix a few bullet
holes in one of his houses. Doc waited and within two hours the
location given to the suspect suffered a drive by shooting using
automatic weapons.

No beating was
required to get a confession from the traitor when confronted at
the clubhouse. He bragged if anything happened to him the imported
madmen would target the club and they would all suffer. Doc beat
the member to a pulp, took his colours, and threw his unconscious
body in a rubbish skip behind a supermarket at Bondi shopping
centre.

Doc now felt
confident in calling other Overlord chapters local and interstate
to arrange a meeting to discuss the pros and cons of Wu’s plan.
Interstate presidents attended Sydney, a total of five chapter
presidents from Brisbane, Melbourne, Adelaide, Darwin and Perth.
They were quick to appoint Doc meeting spokesman and supported the
contact of rival clubs in the greater Sydney area. Doc was clear to
call their worst adversaries Satan’s Sword. The contact sent
shockwaves through the biker community, Doc and Satan’s president
Dingo so named for his red hair and beard agreed that a certain
unity was required to stabilise operations currently being trashed
by new and segregated members of the Middle Eastern community

By word of
mouth a meeting was arranged and for the first time most factions
of the mob would discuss a common goal. The meeting would be in a
moving vehicle cruising the main streets of Sydney. A suitable
vehicle was sourced from a reputable limousine company with no ties
or affiliation with any stake holders in the mob. The four
representatives would be picked up at street corners one by one and
dropped off in the same manner post meeting. One of Wu’s body
guards would sit in the passenger seat of the stretch limousine to
make sure the driver made no attempt to over hear conversation in
the rear of the vehicle. Wu was to be the first in the vehicle as
he was the only one that knew each stakeholder by sight as did his
chosen body guard, with an escalation in hostility among the Sydney
gang war Chin Lu did not attend from China concerned with current
developments delegating Wu to carry the weight of decision. Wu had
the limousine pick he and his body guard up from his club in
Liverpool Street. He often used limousines to go out and entertain
customers so this would not be out of the ordinary. Early morning
during rush hour was chosen so the vehicle would make slow progress
along the busy streets of Sydney while they discussed and planned
the future.

The Limousine
left Liverpool Street China Town and turned left into Elizabeth
Street, progress was slow in the heavy traffic. On the corner of
Elizabeth and Market Street adjacent to the Archibald fountain in
Hyde Park on the right and city blocks on the left Doc Bastard
dressed in a black suit and tie knocked on the window of one of the
limousines rear doors as it waited at the lights. Wu unlocked the
door and opened it, Doc quickly got in as the limo moved off down
Market Street towards the busy intersection of George Street. The
limo stopped several cars back from the lights and Rob Smatter of
the Stonemasons stepped from the muddling crowd, the limos rear
door opened and closed behind him. The limo was again halted at the
George street intersection lights not making enough progress to
catch the light change stopping and being the front vehicle. Mario
Francesco knocked on the window, the door opened and two burly
Italian heavyweights helped him into the door closing it behind him
and walking briskly away.

Lawyer Anthony
Stanton heading for his George Street office was at the front of
the George Street lights in his Porsche. The activity round the
limo sitting in Market Street to his right caught his attention and
he immediately recognised Mario Francesco as he was assisted into
the vehicle. Anthony quickly noted the make colour and rego number
of the limo. He picked up his satellite phone given to him some
years back by his father and called his father immediately. This
was extremely irregular behaviour for the Mafia head man. The limo
pulled away but the tinted glass made it impossible to see the
other figures in the vehicle. A satellite began tracking the limo
visually as John Stanton began testing one of his new toys.

The limo with
all stakeholders aboard was to take a route across the harbour
bridge, passed Kirribilli house, Lunar Park and return, a typical
sightseeing trip. The atmosphere in the back of the limo was tense
and silent with four stone faces looking at each other. Wu and Doc
sat facing forwards and Rob and Mario opposite facing backwards. Wu
introduced everyone and firm handshakes were exchanged. “We all
know why we are here. Influences affecting our control of business
are causing considerable upheaval. The girl raped and murdered in
Parramatta Park recently is a continuing example to this
organisations contempt of humanity. The drug haul discovered by
police at Botany container terminal is also associated with this
clan. Imports of this magnitude are lunacy. The market would be
swamped and the price of narcotics would plummet, our customers may
die in hoards. The most concerning thing has been information given
to me from police informants. The vehicles seized by police at
Botany were found to contain military hardware. Russian rocket
grenade launchers, hand grenades and AK47 assault rifles.”

Rob Smatter was
a politician and had been for many years. He was an ageing man in
his late sixties and held a major city seat in NSW. He was used to
calm and control but since the balance of power in the
parliamentary lower house had gone to the Eco member Fred Green
control of anything had become difficult. Hours of arguments
between parties and party members took up precious hours of time
and things weren’t getting done. Refuges with unchecked credentials
had filtered into the country amid the mayhem and radical asylum
policies pressed by the Eco Party, Smatter was worried. He played
with his tie and crisp white shirt collar, his greying collar
length hair sometimes fell in front of his eyes, he kept his hair
long and over his ears to hide scars from plastic surgery. He
nervously brushed small specks of dirt from his black suit and had
a nervous twitch in one check. “This is most concerning. There are
some in Canberra getting hot under the collar. These people have
contacts all over the Middle East we have no control over, the
Americans, British and French have the same problem. This latest
bust will cause a war between the police and these people. This
police officer Cadiche or whatever they call him, he’s a marked man
if you ask me, wouldn’t be surprised if he is targeted by these
people very soon. No operation can manage the loss of hundreds of
millions of dollars worth of stock. We’ve been lobbying the
minister of police but the NSW police commissioner says his hands
are tied and he can cover up nothing. A video of the murder in
Parramatta Park on the girl was released to members of the police
force it’s caused a storm.“

Mario Francesco
was a huge man over six feet; he had been a member of the Sydney
Mafia since he was a teenager, he played NRL football during his
youth and was a defence player in great demand. With contacts in
Europe and the US he had been the head man for over a decade. His
perfect grey wide lapel suit always had a white flower in the
button hole and black rimmed sunglasses were a habit he could not
loose. His well tanned skin was very oily and had a slight sheen to
it. He had huge hands, his chubby fingers laden with expensive gold
rings. His costly Italian hand made shoes shone like mirrors and a
strong waft of expensive after shave followed him everywhere. His
jet black hair now had the odd grey streak but he looked much
younger than his sixty three years. “Fuck the pollies and
government ministers, what about that Cadiche blokes mate John
Stanton. This fucking stash of weapons is liable to bring him into
the deal. Friend of mine made the mistake of fucking with that
bloke in an arms deal, he’s been missing for a few years now. They
reckon he was dropped in the ocean with a block of concrete chained
to his legs, you know this man Wu what’s the fucking story.”
grunted Francesco.

Wu looked
sternly at Mario whom could feel Wu was not impressed. “John
Stanton does not get involved in public affairs. If you believe he
was involved in the disappearance of your friend he would have had
to been involved with matters of international government concern.
Stanton has guardian angels we could only dream of, he is
unique.”

Mario’s face
reflected concern. “A Sicilian family recently had a go at him, the
professional they sent didn’t even get near him. Some French joker
stuck a gun in his ear in the toilet at Heathrow airport and sent
him back home with a clear message. How the fuck did they
know?”

“I again
stipulate that to Stanton this is just small change shit. It would
have been the French Secret Service. I know Stanton well, to my
knowledge he has never become involved directly with public
affairs. The Cadiche man is the problem, Stanton would be the
source of his information.”

“What the fuck,
a pig running amuck, really fucking up our business prospects,”
replied Mario. “Everyone’s going to ground except these mad
fuckers. I need cash flow my wife and mistresses have fucking
credit cards.”

Wu smiled and
nodded. “This is not so bad, the Cadiche man has concentrated his
efforts on our adversaries, and my operations have been able to
operate largely unchecked. Going to ground is a knee jerk
reaction.”

“Okay if you’re
not in a position like me,” remarked Smatter. “I’ve never had so
much heat from both sides. The fact I’m sitting here discussing
this with you is enough evidence. Prime Minister Stanwell stopped
me in the corridor after question time recently and asked if I knew
anything about the new breed of gang on the streets of Sydney.
That’s why I’m here, he must have suspicion of me to do such a
thing. Fred Green is known to associate with Middle Eastern groups
pushing the boat people and asylum wheelbarrow, why did he approach
me.”

Wu looked
inquisitive. “If Green is dabbling in affairs of international
significance for his own gain, he will come within the realm of
Stanton. Keep well clear of it.”

Doc suddenly
spoke after listening intensely. "This is all small change shit as
previously mentioned,” he grunted. “We have come together to
discuss how to calm things down and eradicate the rag heads causing
all the problems. Drive by shootings what a waste of time, they
achieve nothing and just another weapon of terror worrying the
public, fucking clear it doest worry us.”

Smatter and
Francesco looked at each other both wearing blank looks. “What do
you suggest Mr Bast.. I’m sure you have a more tangible name I
could use to address you,” asked Smatter.

“I do but that
long since it was used I can hardly remember. Don’t concern
yourself with something you may perceive as rude, my name is a term
of endearment from my brothers.”

Smatter pouted
and nodded. “Okay Doc, what strategy would you suggest to deal with
these people?”

“Striking at
the heartbeat and staying on top of them. This cop is not so
stupid. He’s been successful in making the public aware of the
seriousness of this mob.”

“That’s exactly
the problem we are saddled with, the public approve of what’s been
done by the police and they have indisputable evidence to back up
their actions,” commented Smatter. “We surveyed only yesterday, the
opposition is on the band wagon, within forty eight hours public
opinion had support for the opposition skyrocket and the government
and independents holding the balance of power plummeted to record
lows. Probably why Stanwell has started to ask questions. This
keeps going could affect the next election. This Cadiche man just
became a protected species, we have to support the police in
this.”

“The Cadiche
man had a good teacher,” remarked Wu. “This clan appears to have no
concept of the power the Cadiche man wields, nor the existence of
Stanton.”

“I know where
these jokers work from,” said Doc. “It’s all over the place, the
strategy is they don’t have a common nerve centre it floats around
all over the place. Reminds me of Iraq and Afghanistan.”

“You served in
the military?” asked Smatter.

Doc’s face
turned to stone anger. “You beat off in the shower, yeah you’d be
dammed right none of my fucking business. Mind your own fucking
business, what a fuck wit. Ever heard of Ozzie’s holidaying in the
middle of a fucking war.” He waited but there was no reply. “We
know a wide range of locations they could be at any of them at any
time; to big for us to hit all at once ourselves, we need help to
coordinate such an operation. They always make sure they are
amongst the innocent, get’s the media and public on side while they
squabble amongst themselves and knock us off when they get the
chance. “

Wu interrupted.
“Old Chinese proverb say, turn enemy on ones enemy and you have no
enemy.”

“You fucking
made that up,” laughed Doc.

Wu shrugged his
shoulders, pouted and nodded. ” So?”

“So tell us
about it,” replied Doc.

“My arch enemy
has always been the Japanese triads; these animals remind me of
them apart from the triads are wise in business moving only small
quantities of product around all the time. If we strike at the
triads masquerading as these Middle Eastern radicals the triads
will strike back. Give them plenty of information on locations and
the war will be short and we stay calm, lay low until it’s all
over. This we can manage at a distance.”

Doc smiled,
“Where the fuck are these triad jokers. We can help out with that,
sounds like a plan.”

“I’m out, this
is dangerous. With the situation like this any suspected
collaboration will be investigated with a fine tooth comb,”
interrupted Smatter. “My hands are tied I can’t help.”

“Shut up dick
head,” snapped Doc. “You got yourself into this you can’t catch a
bus once you’re sure it’s the right one. You’re on board so get
used to it. Fucking politicians, heaps of authority and no fucking
responsibility. This is the real world not some building on top of
a hill with fairies at the bottom of the fucking garden.”

“Please
gentlemen,” interrupted Wu. “We can no longer be separated by petty
differences, we need a unified approach and we need it now.”

“Give me the
info,” said Doc. “Locations, best hours of the day to strike. Mario
can you give some back up. I don’t want to know about it, just in
case we fuck up and they have the upper hand.”

“Yeah, I get
some of the boys to hang around,” he replied. “You be easy to spot
when you hit so the boys know who to barrack for eh.”

“They won’t be
able to see our faces but will look like we are off to a fancy
dress party, AK47s and all. You fuck off back to Canberra you limp
wristed prick, put some pressure on Mr Green should stir the media
up nicely. While your there work out why there’s enough food around
to feed everyone and no fucking money to buy it.”

Mario Francesco
burst into laughter in Smatters ear. “I fucking like that.”

Wu had been
writing on a napkin from the bar in the back of the limo, he handed
the napkins to Mario and Doc. “There’s only two places and the same
time for each,” commented Doc.

“I know these
places,” commented Mario. “These maggots are there, fuck, I didn’t
even know.”

“Act quickly
and decisively gentlemen,” added Wu. “They will not be expecting
you, I cannot guarantee this information beyond tomorrow.”

Mario offered
Doc his napkin, Doc obliged with an exchange. “Extra bit of info on
this, well your going in not me,” remarked Mario and they returned
the napkins to each other.

Doc turned to
Wu, “How do I know if any of them are good guys?” he asked.

Wu shrugged his
shoulders and shook his head. “I don’t know, they all look the same
to me.”

Doc and Mario
burst out laughing, Doc offered his hand to Mario and they shook
hands. Doc slapped Wu on the shoulder and smiled. He turned to
Smatter. “Not that I don’t like you Rob, just don’t like how you
operate. At least we let the public know who we are, you hide
behind the very fabric that they look to for guidance. Pardon me
but I think that’s fucked.” The limo pulled up near Lunar Park
blocked by a parking car. He went to open the door,

Wu held his
shoulder. “You need to leave one alive with access to all your
information.”

Doc looked
smug. “No worries, I got it all worked out.” He opened the door
stepped out quickly slamming the door behind him and became part of
the crowd.

The limo made
its way back to China Town in near silence dropping Francesco and
Smatter where they requested.

 


 


 


 



 CHAPTER EIGHT

Cadiche could
just see the vehicle he was following making sure not to get to
close. His plain grey Ford Falcon blending in with the traffic, the
vehicle of interest was easy to keep tabs on it was noisy and black
with a rainbow reflective effect standing out like a duck in chook
yard. A Subaru sports, the plates were false and yielded zero
information from the computer network. What he did know is the boot
was full of narcotics and cash and was driven by a member of the
clan. The Subaru made its way off the F3 freeway towards Newcastle
following the New England Highway. Cadiche expected the vehicle to
pull up in McDonald’s car park Hexham and he was correct. It parked
below the line of trees in the car park adjacent to the next door
Shell service station in the very south western corner of the car
park. The driver a dark olive skinned young man with black cap and
yellow rimmed sunglasses pushed his head back and forth as if his
neck was made of rubber grooving to some rap music blaring on the
cars sound system. The young man had chosen the spot out of the hot
sun and no one around for eighty metres or so. Cadiche pulled up
nose on to the vehicle and turned on his red and blue lights
located in the centre front of the Fords dash board windscreen. The
young mans eyes enlarged to near perfect circles showing the whites
of his eyes, Cadiche watched for a few seconds to see if he would
attempt to bolt but black Subaru was to some degree hemmed in by
the corner kerb around the edge of the car park. The young man put
his hands up in front of the windscreen where Cadiche could see
them.

Cadiche climbed
out of his vehicle keeping his gaze firmly set on the suspect. He
held his magnum pistol by his side in his right hand. He was no
more than five metres from the suspect. “Police, get out of your
vehicle, lay face down on the ground with your arms and legs spread
wide.” The door of the Subaru began to slowly open, the young man
swung his legs round and put his feet on the ground keeping his
hands in view. Cadiche couldn’t see through the driver’s window as
it was heavily tinted so he shuffled around in a circle until he
was looking straight at the suspect at the same distance. “Keep
coming.” As the young man rose to his feet holding the door frame
with his right hand as he got his balance near upright he made a
move for the inside of his jacket as his right hand came away from
the door frame when it was closest to his body. Cadiche raised his
weapon aiming at the young mans head. “I warn you, I will shoot
if…” The young mans gun came into Cadiche’s line of sight and
Cadiche’s weapon sent a resounding boom around the buildings, car
park, nearby dwellings and service station next door. The young man
flew back against the open door stopping the power delivered by the
projectile as it opened up the young mans chest instantly depriving
his body of oxygenated blood. Cadiche blinked as a shower of fine
tissue passed his face with the blast. The young mans body fell
forwards his gun dropping just beside him as he bounced back off of
the cars roof beam hitting the ground face down, the hollow point
projectile had disintegrated on contact and didn’t carry past the
young mans body but had fractured his spine before fully
fragmentising. Cadiche rummaged through his pockets picking his way
through the warm body tissue and blood, he removed some interesting
cards from his wallet and stashed his mobile phone in his glove
box. He clicked the boot switch and it popped up. He walked around
the back and there was a back pack full of white powder and pills,
several kilos lying in the boot. A brown kit bag along side
contained bundles of cash. A crowd started to gather, he pushed
them back to a reasonable distance and called for back up.

A highway
patrol car from Newcastle was cruising the New England Highway when
the code three message beeped up on their screen, they were two
minutes away. ‘Shots fired McDonalds Hexham, officer requires
assistance suspect deceased scene secured.’ The siren and lights
groaned into action as the pursuit vehicle entered the overtaking
lane of the dual highway, a note of urgency wailing from the
exhaust system.

“Ten will get
you fuck all that’s Cadiche,” commented the officer in the
passengers seat.

“I reckon you
may be right,” replied the driver.

They drifted
into the car park sideswiping a rubbish bin on a car park island
designed for directional traffic control just inside the car park
access from the adjoining street. “Fuck it, more paperwork,” cursed
the driver. The pulled up just short of the scene next to Cadiche
holding back onlookers from the McDonalds side. Onlookers in the
adjoining service station had not ventured over the short fence
delineating one property from the other.

A coal train
rumbled by the adjacent railway line, the driving officer checked
out the scene with Cadiche, now several police units had arrived
and were buys securing the area with blue and white tape. “Haven’t
you got a fucking tazza Cadiche , what a fucking mess.” he spoke
loudly but under cover of the train rumbling by.

Cadiche pointed
to the silver plated 45 auto pistol lying beside the deceased
assailant. “Fancy taking that on with a tazza Luke, get fucking
real!”

“This is
fucking eighteen civilians, how the fuck do you find em,” Luke
spoke as they surveyed the contents of the boot. “I could easy
retire on this little lot, how much in the bag?’

“Fuck
knows.”

“Smack or coke,
looks like a couple of kilo. Could be flour Cadiche, he might be a
wealthy baker.”

“Fuck off,
here's CI Renshaw, can’t wait to see his face.”

Renshaw walked
around the scene with a long pale face. He stopped occasionally and
ran his fingers through his hair blinking profusely. “Cadiche would
you come here please,” he asked.

Cadiche walked
a short distance to join Renshaw looking into the boot of the black
Subaru. “Yes sir.”

“How the fuck
did you know about this, I’ve been in the force for forty years and
never busted anything like it. This is a daily fucking occurrence
on or off our turf.”

“I just picked
the plate sir, didn’t come up on the computer. I thought the car
was stolen and did a routine stop to check it out. Driver pulled a
gun and I was a bit quicker.”

“He’s just a
boy.”

“Bullets don’t
disseminate based on the nut pulling the trigger sir. One more
split second Id be laying there not him.”

Renshaw looked
down, rolled his lips then looked back at Cadiche. “This is a nice
fucking mess Cadiche, normally you’d be suspended during the
investigation.”

“I’m suspended
sir?”

“No, what’s the
point. You’d ring you’re mate, he’d ring someone who can kick my
arse all round the place, they’d ring me, what’s the fucking
point.”

Cadiche looked
puzzled and held face. “Don’t know what you mean sir.”

“Report on my
desk within an hour.” Renshaw walked away.

Cadiche walked
past Luke heading for his vehicle. “You’d be a decent sort of a
novelist by now writing all these fucked out reports wouldn’t you
Cadiche.”

“Get fucked,
the video footage from my vehicle will be in the report cock
head.”

“He he he he,”
Luke chuckled and walked to Cadiche’s window after he closed the
door, Cadiche wound his window down. “Don’t get me wrong mate I’m
with you. Renshaw just jealous he never made a collar like this in
his life. Fuck knows how much work you’ve saved here, what if that
lot hit the street here. We’d be busier than a one legged man in an
arse kicking competition.” Cadiche started his car and Luke put his
hand on Cadiche’s shoulder. “Careful mate, you wouldn’t have to be
Einstein to work out someone would be really pissed off by now.
You’re rubbing the mob out single handed.”

“These jokers
aren’t mob, I don’t know who the fuck they are. Keep ya head down
Luke. I don’t want anything to happen to you blokes because of me.”
Cadiche drew away closing his window.

Luke watched
him go with a wave then looked at the body on the ground being
attended to by ambulance staff. A female ambulance officer was in
tears being hugged by her partner as they struggled to come to
grips with the scene. “This is fucked,” he mumbled,” “He wouldn’t
be twenty, what the fuck’s happening to us.”

 


 


 


 



 CHAPTER NINE

Government
departments were still getting to grips and digesting information
gathered on a missing convoy of Australian weapons that
mysteriously disappeared in Afghanistan two years ago. Prime
Minister Bevan Stanwell current Prime Minister had been able to
hang on to power by striking a deal with Eco Party leader Fred
Green and four independent members of the Lower House after the
last election passing new legislation by the slimmest of margins.
They had lost majority in the senate and this was only just
beginning to kick in, unless legislation from the lower house
appeased Green things got messy with radical legislation being
handed to the senate. The government began to become the most
unpopular in history among the public but a sudden spike in support
was evident over the last couple of weeks. Australian minister for
defence Ben Porter had committed suicide in Canberra at the
beginning of the Afghan arms enquiry, new minister Joe Hartwood now
with a good handle on the job after two years attended a meeting on
the request of Stanwell

Hartwood was a
thin grey haired senior and long time member of the Stanwell’s
front bench, progressing through the ranks of union management
eventually winning pre selection for a seat in the industrial heart
of Melbourne. He had found himself ill equipped to deal with
military matters of universal magnitude and waited nervously to see
Stanwell, in recent party rumblings to change leadership Hartwood
had voted against Stanwell but Stanwell prevailed with a slender
margin a vote by the party members. Stanwell’s goal was to see his
party retain office at the next election and was making moves to
bolster recent public support.

The door to
Stanwell’s outer office opened and his secretary called Hartwood.
“Bevan will see you now Joe, please walk through.” Hartwood walked
briskly past the outer office desk and knocked on Stanwell’s
door”

“Come in!”
Hartwood took a seat in front of Stanwell who paid him no mind
studying paperwork on his desk in front of him. Stanwell held the
uncomfortable silence for some time before addressing him. “Joe,”
he leant back in his chair removed his black rimmed glasses and
cleaned them casually placing them back on his nose. Stanwell was
wearing a tie with a Carlton Football club insignia; he had done
this on purpose as he knew Hartwood was a staunch Geelong
supporter. “The federal and state police are doing well with this
street violence business in Sydney, the Botany container terminal
drug haul has been hailed a breakthrough in cleaning this mess up.
What’s your opinion?”

Hartwood took a
deep breath. “You know I have the necessary evidence to investigate
Russian military hardware found at the scene so why don’t you just
ask Bevan. Fucking around acting like a mushroom, load of fucking
shit.”

Stanwell drew
breath then coughed looking down before looking back at Joe. “Mmmm,
fair enough. So what’s the story?”

“So the
Russians tell me they know nothing about the hardware being in the
hands of members of the public in Australia. Detailed analysis by
experts on their behalf tell us the units were used in the Middle
East. The container was supposed to be full of oil by product and
paint from Kuwait, efforts to trace the origin of the container are
proving difficult and we expect little information for some time if
any. The containers full of cigarettes also contained further
automatic assault riffles, rocket launchers and grenades, they are
a mixture of Russian, American and British hardware. The Turkish
embassy says the cigarettes were stolen, radical factions gathering
merchandise and raising money on the black market. As much an
affair for the AFP and ASIO as direct military bodies, this is
fucking way over my head Bevan.”

“And we can
assume with little evaluation that some of these radicals have
slipped through the net and are walking the streets of Sydney
bringing in contraband to raise money to bring in more contraband
to raise more money?”

“I would have
to consider that appraisal; the police commissioner from NSW has
stated this line of enquiry should be vigorously pursued. The media
are busy attacking the uncontrollable influx of boat people linking
it to the latest street violence and drug hauls.”

Stanwell again
removed his glasses and rubbed his eyes; he gave a big sigh and
replaced his glasses. “Ridiculous, the biggest haul of drugs in the
history of the country, black market military hardware, all
arranged by a car park attendant in western Sydney that arrived
here on a boat loaded with horrified refuges.”

Joe looked
puzzled. “It should be investigated.”

“Oh agreed,
however I have a report here this morning recently sent to ASIO,
they have absolutely no idea where it came from. The satellites
that delivered it are untraceable though official channels. Some
interesting solid facts pictures and paper work about some persons
whom accessed the country in first class compartments of commercial
aircraft in the last two years. Rich, educated, connected
travelling with visas and passports best forgeries the departments
have ever seen. They are known members of radical organisations,
black market businessmen for want of a better word operating with
impunity in the Middle East and they are walking the streets of
Sydney and they are fucking madmen. Someone gets in their way and
they shot them, where they come from there is a war on, no one
notices or cares, in fact would appear there is a connection
between them, and Middle Eastern governments.”

“We should be
letting the departments handle this Bevan.”

“Why do you
think you’re here, my secretary probably thinks we are discussing
last weeks Cats Magpies game.”

“Without direct
action this could be serious, we don’t want to become like South
American countries run by drug lords and corrupt government.”

“The public
won’t allow that and it’s been obvious from opinion polls over the
last three months. Support for this direct action by the NSW police
is putting us back in a commanding position. I want you to direct
in depth investigation into the links listed here with Eco Party
leader Fred Green. It would appear Mr Green is a bit partial to
Middle Eastern radicals.”

“How do you
know that?”

“Because some
of the persons on this list are in regular contact with him, even
uses his office phone to conduct lengthy conversations with
them.”

“Could be Fred
is unaware of whom he is dealing with or the information supplied
is false.’

“Joe I believe
this information is from John Stanton although we can’t prove
it.”

“Good god. Its
officer Page they call the Cadiche man that has busted this wide
open including the incident on the docks.”

“You make the
same deductions as I; see what you can find out, I’ll see you the
same time tomorrow. The NSW state police commissioner is waiting to
see me, we need to keep this as quite as necessary, and I’m going
to trust you Joe”

Joe swallowed
past his unusually large adam’s apple and it moved up and down at
the front of his throat quite visibly. “I understand Bevan, fuck
what next.” He got up smiled at Bevan then left.

Bevan changed
his tie as the door closed then picked up his office phone. “Could
you send Harry Wallaby in please.” Wallaby entered Stanwell’s
office and extended this hand they had never met. They shook hands
greeting each other and sat down. “I hope you understand I did not
call you here for a beer or a picnic.”

“No, I’m here
because you want to retain office and a man in my state is
certainly beginning to help.”

“Mmmm, no
wonder you got to where you are. Straight to the point albeit off
the mark. I find your comment rather offensive but to some degree
true. I read a report, it says Harry Wallaby washed his hands of
the Parramatta Park killing of two members of ruthless western
Sydney underworld.”

“The comment is
taken out of context, the evidence produced by Sydney CI head David
Stokes was an absolute shock. I didn’t know what to do, how could
anyone do something like that I was numb. My children walk the
streets of Sydney.”

Stanwell looked
to one side then back at Wallaby with a stone face. “I must admit
it had the same affect on me and I would not have my current focus
if I had not seen such graphic evidence. I’m told Fred Green called
you direct and assured you the incident was not connected to Middle
Eastern members of the community under scrutiny by your
department.”

“That’s
right.”

“That was
before the evidence at hand was shown to him. We are having
problems contacting Fred Green.”

“David Stokes
is looking for Green and having the same problem.’

‘That’s not
what I want to discuss.”

“Yes.”

Stanwell’s face
reflected great fear and concern his eyes lit up like fire. “This
officer they call the Cadiche man why is he having to confront this
problem single handed.”

“Talent and
courage, he can find them and acts quickly. These people are not
like the usual mob. They shot first and ask questions later; in
fact they don’t ever bother to ask questions. They are worst than
the triad gangs which are thanks goodness to some degree subdued.
In every case the suspects have directed fire at the first
instance.”

“Do you think
this officer should be able to continue to gun down members of the
public prior to any questioning or carriage of official
justice?”

Wallaby became
agitated. “Officer Page has followed due course on every occasion,
I have been abused by CI Stokes regarding the welfare of his
officers. Under these circumstances due course could see officer
Page or any other officer shot in the line of duty with a split
second decision in the wrong direction. Am I to assume if it was
relative to re-election you would support the gunning down of
officers carrying out their duty? They have wives an…..’

Stanwell shot
to his feet his chair shooting out behind him hitting the wall; he
pointed his finger at Wallaby as he shouted. “How dare you fucking
suggest that I would do such a thing. I could have used ministerial
channels to indirectly communicate but I choose to see you direct.
What the fuck, the federal commissioner would not be affective in
Sydney affairs you know what’s going on there. I assumed you would
be keen to help.”

“Well of course
I am.”

“Then you can
be assured you have my support and the support of the federal
government in attending to this matter in whatever means is
available and how unorthodox it may be.” Stanwell sat down and
calmed. “This must be contained; people of the courage of Page and
a few others may hold the key to sorting this out. If indirectly it
supports the government in public opinion I can’t help that. Things
may not be as they seem. These people are fucking mad, needs a few
madmen to return the compliment.”

“I don’t think
officer page or Stanwell are mad, they are very angry as I.”

“Good way of
putting it. With the advent of military hardware Stanton may become
involved and if he does I know nothing, nothing.”

“The Cadiche
ma…. Officer Page assures us Stanton has nothing to do with any of
this and we know he will not get involved in affairs of public
domain.”

“I don’t have
to be a nuclear physicist to work out if any of these idiots lay a
hand on officer Page they will be dealing with Stanton. Officer
page is out there by himself, just a matter of time before he makes
a mistake. If they turn on the Cadiche man could be their biggest
blunder.”

Wallaby blinked
and shook his head. “Fuck I don’t want to think about it.”

I think we are
clear on things; I’ve made some diary entries about the citations
of bravery to be bestowed on officer Page. That’s what this meeting
was about.”

“Is this
because Page is part aboriginal’”

“No it’s
because he’s a fucking good shot.”

Wallaby
hesitated. “I’ll let Stokes know.” he stood and headed for the
door.

“Sometimes
negotiation and politics don’t work and it’s up to the law of the
jungle, I have Eco senate member Sandra Lovington here shortly for
a meeting on how she would tackle the problem. I’m keen to hear
some more ideas.” said Stanwell as Wallaby put his hand on the door
knob. He turned, looked at Stanwell pouted with a nod, smiled and
left.

Stanwell
studied further information alone in silence; he needed as much
background before speaking with Lovington. She had a press
conference directly after the meeting and he suspected she was
being pushed along by Fred Green whom had become difficult to
contact. He found information on the alleged gang’s treatment of
women so distasteful he could not read on, Kidnapping, mutilation,
murder, torture, slavery nothing sacred even where direct family
was involved. He was horrified and glad to hear the arrival of
Lovington some twenty minutes before her appointed time. Sandra
Lovington was a vivaciously attractive woman direct from University
she pursued politics pushing for gay rights well before she left
uni on an Eco student platform channelling new blood into what was
considered radical policies by the major parties. Her father is a
powerful lawyer and well connected. Lovington used her striking
beauty to her advantage twisting men around her little finger.
Stanwell remembered a close call with a cabinet minister from his
own ranks Jean Forbes, she operated in a similar manner with no
moral affliction to relationships. Forbes had screwed half the
caucus and he remembered having to oblige her every command for
making the same mistake, it took several months before he had
enough on her to turn things around. Stanwell was somewhat
shattered by the experience as he loved his wife and family dearly.
Forbes was still active as a minister and often orgasmic during
meetings aroused by powerful men, he had heard that lately she had
spiralled out of control. Stanwell found Forbes had her uses and
thought Lovington may be useful as well when used in the correct
quarters. Forbes had achieved things he could not and although he
didn’t understand her ways he was well aware how affective they
could be.

Lovington had
long fair hair, milky skin standing around five feet nine her
thirty eight inch bust and slim hips cut a daunting spectacle.
Although well educated in some quarters she was incredibly naive.
At twenty five some experiences at life had not yet come home, she
was single and to busy to marry or have a family. Her sexual
preferences had come into question having only a close network of
female friends but Stanwell didn’t believe the rumours and knew she
would be difficult to handle. She pushed Eco party ecological
radicalism and public right twenty four hours a day. Stanwell had
done his homework, he placed iced tea with lemon to the side of his
desk and had a mouse pad made of solar cells that charged his
mouse. He had a team shirt from the Australian men’s hockey team
signed by the entire team in a frame, he removed the aboriginal
painting from the office wall and temporarily hung the shirt in
view. These were some of the weakness’s he was aware of that could
tip conversation his way.

He summoned
Lovington via his secretary and she entered the room without
knocking, she was always dressed conservatively and wore a flowery
flowing dress very sixties. She sat down in front of Stanwell after
exchanging greetings fumbling with her handbag looking rather
awkward. Lovington’s powerful perfume filled the room Stanwell
found the sight and smell intoxicating, before she even spoke she
gained control. “Thanks for seeing me under such short notice, is
there someone else you would like to take minutes,” said
Sandra.

“No, I’ll make
a diary entry that’s all.”

“I have some
serious issues to bring up, regarding the attack on refuges and
their involvement in these gang allegations in Sydney.”

“Yes, I’ve been
spending some time on the issue myself.”

Her attention
was taken by the frame on the wall. “Is that a Kookaburras team
shirt, signed by them all by the looks?”

“Yes.”

“I thought you
liked Australian Rules football.”

“I do but I’d
much rather watch hockey.”

“Oh, Id love an
ice tea I’m parched had no time to stop today. “

Stanwell poured
an ice tea and handed her the glass, she lent over drank it
straight down then handed the glass back. “Politics, hardly any
time for anything else,” commented Stanwell.

She noticed his
mouse pad. “I have the same mouse pad as that, power supplied by
the light in the room, every little bit counts.”

“Absolutely,”
remarked Stanwell.

“I would like a
chance to talk to members of this gang in Sydney, evidence I have
been shown clearly shows Middle Eastern involvement. These people
are some of the most oppressed on the planet, they need a different
approach.”

“I’m convinced
of that.”

“If I can meet
with a representation I’m sure I can help with some of the social
integration problems they are experiencing.”

Stanwell
coughed and lent forwards leaning his elbows on table, he forced a
smile. “Em, you wish to meet members of this gang.”

“Yes.”

“Sandra these
people are responsible for some of the worst atrocities committed
in the Australian community, they make Ned Kelly look like a sales
representative for Woollies or Coles.”

“I was in
contact with a small group associated with the gang namely a Hakim
Busri and had arranged a meeting with him but that won’t happen
now.”

“Why?”

“Because a
police officer shot and killed him at Botany container terminal
during the seizure of a large quantity of drugs just recently.”

“Oh, in that
case I strongly advise you leave negotiation to the relevant
authorities.”

“I’m told they
are under extreme pressure from the NSW police and were just
picking up the containers for a friend.”

“This could be
true; currently the evidence depicts a very different story. The
containers certainly belonged to someone that could be their
friends.”

She began to
become unsettled. “Fred Green assures me these people are misguided
and under extreme duress. No wonder they arm themselves,
segregated, no one will give them a job.”

“The NSW police
commissioner would like to have a word with Fred if you can arrange
that you may be able to discuss some of your wishes with them. I
strongly advise you to leave this with the relevant
departments.”

“Do you realise
the conditions and suffering of refuges attempting to make a new
life for themselves here in Australia. I’ve seen their dilemma
first hand, risking life and limb on a flimsy boat, hundreds are
dying.”

“If I thought
the gang problems of Sydney were derivative of boats people seeking
asylum I would have stopped it ages ago.”

“Then why the
attack on these poor peoples plight everyday by the media.”

“Perhaps you
should ask the media next time you talk to them.”

“I wanted to
make an announcement on measures I could take to defuse this gang
terror. I will be doing something I’m obviously not going to get
any help here. Where do you think this problem stems from if not
the boat people?”

“Hundreds more
people enter the country on aircraft Sandra, some have lots of
money, powerful friends and no intention of becoming Australians. I
keep an open mind until given firm evidence to sway it.”

“Well I’m going
to see if I can find some myself,” she began to get up.

“Before you go
Sandra, I want to show you something. It was taken from a mobile
phone dropped in Parramatta Park after another recent gang
incident., the phone belonged to Hakim Busri he dropped it while
leaving the scene.”

Stanwell turned
his laptop computer towards her and initiated the video with sound.
Her face turned to stone, her eyes welled as the movie went on and
she put her hand over her mouth. The movie finished with the voice
of the voice of the Cadiche man. “Oh my god,” she muttered under
her hand.

“I’m sorry
Sandra; I didn’t know what else to do to convince you how serious
this is.”

“Has Fred seen
this?”

“I have no
idea, the authorities may show it to him if they can find him.”

She dithered
around as she got up, picked up her bag and headed for the door. “I
want to talk to Fred, I have a completely different picture here
and don’t know what to believe.” She opened the door leaving and
closed it behind her.

 


 


 


 



 CHAPTER TEN

Salem Khalid
looked sternly across the table at the face of Fred Green. Khalid’s
wide square brow was topped with black cropped hair. His lips round
dark and protruding, his nose a major feature large and thinning on
the end but wide at the face. His neck was the same width at his
brow and gave the impression it could not be twisted being so
robust. His olive skin had a slight sheen and a unique bouquet. His
shoulders were wide and his arms muscular and long. He had small
hands for a man so big, over six feet five; he spoke in a voice
that low it may permit communication with Water Buffalo in Kakadu
National Park. He was educated speaking fluent English several
Arabic tongues, French and German. A graduate of the Saudi
education system he was rich, ruthless, without social morals and a
radical follower of his faith. He flew in and out of Australia at
will operating several businesses from no fixed address; he was the
founder of a western Sydney gang now despised by the mob itself. He
was not as rich as he had been as the Australian government forces
had taken some containers belonging to he and his friends from the
Botany container terminal and he was fucking angry, not only that
he was fucking mad, angry and mad in this case meant vastly
different things. In two years he had built a network around Sydney
feared by its own framework. Small insignificant dwellings in the
most lowly of suburbs; where gang members could come and go when
necessary, Fred Green had been taken to one and he had no idea
where.

Khalid slammed
his fist down on the grubby kitchen table and looked nose to nose
in Green’s face. He had an obvious Arab accent. “Where are my
fucking containers?!”

Green swallowed
looking pale, he showed signs of a beating. “If you mean the
containers from the docs I have been misled.”

“You are no
longer of any use!” Khalid stood up picking up a chair next to him
and slamming it down on Greens head. Green fell to the floor and
groaned in pain, a cut on his forehead began to bleed profusely and
blood trickled into his eye.”

A man of Middle
Eastern decent stopped Khalid from hitting Green while he was on
the floor. “Salem! This man is a fucking politician in power, you
told me to gain an ally from high up we could work with. He knows
nothing of drugs or guns. He thinks the network is bringing in
stock for our business to give jobs and hope to refuges we employ.”
He glared angrily into Khalid’s eyes and held his jacket lapels.
There was a dull thud as Khalid pulled the trigger of a pistol
hidden under his suit jacket, secured in his trouser belt, pulled
and fired in a reflex action. He held the man and yelled into his
face as he chocked for breath and began to slump to the floor.

“You have
failed; I don’t care what the fuck he thinks I know what I fucking
know, a year to pay this off and its lost, we must get it back or
die the death of a thousand cuts.” The man slumped to the ground
dead. Two other men flanked Green whom had sat up dazed looking
shocked and pale. Khalid spoke to the one on his left. “You are now
in charge Abdul. I come to check my operation and find hundreds of
millions of dollars in stock in the hands of the police. Seventeen
members of our organisation killed by one police officer and you
have done nothing! What do you have to say Abdul?” Abdul was
Salem’s brother similar in appearance and stature as was the man
lying on the ground leaking blood all over the floor. “I will have
to show you my brother how to attend to such things. Take this
piece of fucking shit and get rid of him, make sure he is never
found, use the acid tanks.”

Abdul looked at
his brother on the ground. “What have you done, our brother, you do
not understand this country. We have democracy.”

Salem pointed
the gun at his brother’s head. “You don’t remember what these
fucking people have done to our lands. It is my money and honour
you lost at the docs, the price of failure is loose everything. I
will show you how to gain control. They will understand the meaning
of control when I have finished with them. Now fucking move!” Abdul
dragged a whimpering Fred Green towards the door. “Don’t kill him
here, to many clues, I will clean up here then meet you at the
basement”

Abdul continued
to drag Green, he screamed, he was pistol whipped unconscious
picked up and slumped across Abdul’s shoulder. Abdul threw Green in
the back of his vehicle and drove off. Salem wrapped his brothers
body in a rug from the modest lounge, cleaned up the blood on the
linoleum floor then threw his brothers body in his car boot and
drove off. The clan owned a chrome plating business, both vehicles
dropped by the location dumping the bodies in pickling tanks filled
with acid.

A grimy
basement below a crash repair shop in Alexandria just north Sydney
Airport was often used as clan central. The crash repair shop
looked operational but was merely a front. Middle Eastern refuges
repairing cars was subsidised by the government, one of the places
that had been used to hoodwink Fred Green. The battling remnants of
Middle Eastern conflict were unaware of the goings on in offices
and grubby rooms below the complex. Anyone finding out to much were
offered work in the clan or transferred to the chrome plating
operation if they refused and never seen again. Their families also
targeted, women used for random sex with clan members staying at
clan owned dwellings supplied to families making it hard to find or
target them. Government connections set up by a swindled Fred Green
put the plight of the damned off the radar. Salem Khalid meet his
brother in the dimly lit concrete box below the ratty crash repair
kitchen, the staff had no idea who Khalid was and rushed double
time to orders yelled in Arab tongues to the damned by his brother
Abdul. Two clan members’ keepers of the crash repair business sat
casually playing cards in the kitchen keeping watch as the brothers
talked.

The pair sat
opposite each other among car panels staked in rows stored for the
business. The basement about twenty metres square housed wooden
table and six chairs, a fridge with food and drink was nestled in
one corner. Mattresses stood against the walls and lay between the
rows of panels provided for clan members to rest on as they moved
around in an effort to avoid complacency. Salem’s voice boomed
around the solid concrete walls. “I leave my own brothers to build
an empire, supply them with all they need and they fuck it up. Tell
me why and how this could be!”

“The pig is
always there Salem, he knows what is happening. I thought it was
the politician Green knowing more than I thought but this cannot
be.”

“I can’t
believe it, eight fucking tonnes, this was for a whole year.” Salem
got up and lent with his back to the wall hit his head on the
concrete backwards with his eyes shut. “The pig is a fucking dead
man, and then we start to take back what belongs to us.”

Abdul rose to
his feet with a stern look. “This in unwise brother, we lay low, we
are loosing too much. Our men are hunted by the triads, Italian and
Chinese Mafia. Outlaw bikers have been kicking our fucking arse,
now the police have killed too many of our men.”

“The pig is the
first thing we get rid of.”

“We hear
stories of this man. He is aboriginal; they call him the Cadiche
man.”

“What does this
mean?”

“I am told
ancient tribal spirit medicine man, bearer of death to those who
disobey the tribal law.”

Salem looked
stern squinting his eyes in thought. “Is he Taliban?”

Abdul chuckled
under his breath. “My brother he is half Australian native black,
one of the oldest tribes on earth and half English.”

Salem shook his
head and shrugged his shoulders. “Why does he wear the robe of the
infidel?”

“I don’t know,
times have changed. They used bones pointed at those who should
die. This man has no bone but a big gun and knows how to use it. A
bone I can handle his gun I fear.”

“We wait a few
days; I will inspect all areas of operation and prepare to strike
the mafia and triads. While we take the lives of mob, the police
may leave us alone, we can’t take on the whole fucking world. Can
you do something with those associated with Green, politicians, buy
their services.”

“If that was
possible I would have done it my brother, this is Australia, in
their country they are free and don’t need us. I have learnt new
ways of moving amongst them, some have empathy, they are weak. I
will follow up the associates of Green and see if they can be used
in some way.”

“I need your
experience brother, I have acted in anger forgive me. We cannot
survive another loss like the doc containers. Our associates in
Kuwait and Israel are displeased; this may be the only place safe
for us for some time.”

“I will contact
Greens associates immediately.”

“Let’s go, we
don’t have much time.”

 


 


 


 



 CHAPTER ELEVEN

“Dressing like
fucking sheilas Doc, what the fuck?”

“Shut up Gypsy,
while I’m explaining things if you have any better ideas pipe up.
Like I said the Burqa is worn by Middle Eastern women, hangs all
around you down to the ground from the top of the head with a lace
window so you can see what the fuck your doing. We can carry what
we like in our hands and no one will see. We get out of the van,
cross the pavement, that’s the only place we will be seen, we’ll
look like a bunch of rag head sheilas.” Doc pointed to a white
board against the wall of the clubhouse. “We enter this first room
here, has only a table and chair, just to the left of the underside
of the table by the table leg is a button. When pushed it opens a
panel on the wall in front of the desk. We’ll have two minutes
tops. According the Wu there will be four to six triad members in
the room behind the panel counting money, that’s the motive. Kill
all of them, take the money back into the van by two minutes and
fucking high tail it. We say nothing to each other, leave masses of
AK47 cartridge cases strewn around; the triads put two and two
together and come up with the rag heads. The Burqa’s and AKs go in
the furnace on the way past the foundry, some of the boys will be
pouring castings” He turned toward two members leaning against the
wall. “Make sure you hold the pour till we come by and the furnace
is hot as, I want any evidence instantly gone.” The two members
nodded. “The foundry was a good investment; it’s saved us a lot of
trouble at times like this. You blokes who whinged about it take
note.”

“We nearly got
our arses shot off getting those AKs from the rag heads a while
back, cant we stash em for later,” asked a member.

“We’ll get hit
by the feds some time after the shit hits the fan, they won’t
tolerate this. Clean as must be, we can recover when the time
comes,” replied Doc.

Where’d you get
them Burqa things Doc, fancy dress shop? Can’t they be traced,”
asked Gypsy.

“Someone made
them for us.”

“Who?”

“Me mum.”

The entire club
roared with laughter. “Bullshit.”

Doc stared at
Gypsy his face taut with offence. “You fucking finished have ya.
She’s seventy eight, can’t you trust your mother Gypsy.”

Gypsy nodded
with a pout. “Fair enough, see what you mean.”

“Your group
Gypsy take out the guys in this van.” Doc handed Gypsy a picture of
a white Toyota delivery van. “That’s the actual van rego no and
all, this Wu joker is pretty thorough. You wear the jackets, caps
and rings in this bag.” Doc threw a back pack at him. “Use the nine
mill and silencers.” Gypsy opened the bag and began handing out
clothing; he began to inspect the semi auto pistols and silencers
from the bottom of the bag. “You hit at exactly the time listed on
the back of the picture at precisely the street given. Kill the
driver and passenger, leave the guy in the back alive and make sure
he gets this phone.” Doc handed Gypsy a mobile phone. “This is the
easier of the hits Gypsy, well out of the way no one around or sort
of. If you see a black merc full of wogs don’t fucking shot them.
Well both have back up somewhere but we don’t know really what
they’ll look like.”

“That’s a bit
scant Doc, who the fuck are they.”

“Mafia,
Francesco’s mob.”

“Ah, I know
what those fuckers look like.”

“They could be
a mile away on top of a building with a snipers rifle I don’t know
but they’ll be there. If anyone goes down we leave no one
behind.”

Gypsy inspected
the phone. “Who did this belong to Doc?”

“One of the rag
heads we bashed in Hyde Park, fell out of his pocket, triads find
half the fuckers listed in that phone it’s worked. I added a few
address’s as well so they don’t get it wrong.”

Gypsy smiled
and nodded with approval. “Good plan, how come were doing all the
heavy stuff, the chings and wogs need to pull their weight?”

“We don’t have
much trouble with the triads we never see them but Wu does, they
watch his every move, this information better than wasting lives.
The wogs are risking a lot backing us up, the feds watch them all
the time. We either do something or put up with all this shit, we
need to do our bit,” Doc looked at his watch. “We got five minutes
now squid, hammer, stinky, you go with Gypsy. Hulk, fly, johno, you
come with me. Chopper, fancy, head for the foundry. The rest of you
stay here and make enough noise for all of us. All the bikes will
stay outside; we dump the vans in the west when we finished at the
location written in black on the inside of the glove box door and
torch them. Wu will have drivers pick us up in two red and white
fifty seven Chevy’s dressed up as wedding cars. We change into
black suits and ties that will be waiting in the cars. We drive all
over the fucking place where we can be seen and then get dropped
back street behind the clubhouse. Good Luck.” They clasped inner
palms among each other in traditional biker fashion. “Detailed
brief in the vans Gypsy, everyone must know exactly what they’ll be
doing and you’re in charge. The vans are directly over the back of
the rear fence, let’s move!”

They made their
way over the rear fence, there were two white vans; doc found the
keys on top of the front right hand wheel exactly where Wu had told
him. Doc began to prepare his unit, “Hulk, drive.” He handed hulk
the keys.

“Doc, I wanted
to go in with you man.”

“You drive well
hulk, you’re a big boy and fill the whole door. We need side by
side for the first wave more firepower.” Hulk sadly nodded, his
long matted black hair hiding part of his chubby face. Hulk
unlocked the vehicle from the drivers side climbed in the drivers
seat as Doc fly and johno opened the rear sliding door on the side
footpath side accessing the single forward facing seat in the
middle of the small Toyota commercial van. The door was closed and
Doc handed hulk a GPS from inside the large sports bag he was
carrying. “Right outside bang on nineteen thirty hours, there’s
enough time for traffic problems, if we are a bit early hang back
till right on time” Hulk nodded and began to study the GPS route
already programmed into the software behind the unit’s small
screen. Doc began to unpack the bag handing long black Burqa's and
short AK47s to fly and johno. They began to load magazines with
ammunition and the van moved off towards its destination.

“Doc,” called
hulk looking round occasionally as he drove. “You fucking sure this
is right man, the location that is?”

“That’s the
information we are given.”

“Fuck, that’s
right under the pig’s noses man. I’d like to know how that
works.”

“Makes sense if
you think about it, plenty of people around. Cops all over the
fucking place.”

Johno stopped
fumbling with his Burqa peering through the eye hole at Doc “The
place will be crawling with pigs and we’re gonna kill four blokes
dressed as rag head sheilas with AK47s in broad fucking
daylight.”

“Not as bad as
it sounds, the access door is in a side lane. Directly adjacent is
a loading zone.”

Hulk
interrupted. “What if it’s full and we can’t park?”

“It’ll be
vacant don’t worry, the triads use a white van like this same time
every day, the real van will be held up.”

“How do we get
in the joint?” asked fly.

Doc clicked a
magazine into his assault rifle shouldering the weapon and looking
down the sights. “It’s just a room never locked, just a table and
chair, rooms about three metres square. Officially used as a pick
up and drop off for parcels servicing the office block above it.
Triads run the courier service, Asians go in and out all the time
picking up parcels and dropping them off. They also pick up and
drop a lot of other things like cash.”

“That’s fucking
slick man,” commented johno struggling with his assault rifle under
his Burqa, he stood up trying to work out how he would carry the
weapon beneath the garment but fell back down as the van changed
direction.

“This part of
their operation has been here for some years, complacency is one of
our allies. Would you expect three blokes dressed in Burqa’s
arriving in one of their own vans bursting in and shooting
everyone? Well be back at the clubhouse before they work out what
the fuck happened. “Ten minutes Doc,” said hulk.

Gypsy had
stinky drive the van, he followed the GPS and gave his mates a ten
minute warning. Gypsy made a final overview of what had been
planned. “Stinky will wait till the van stops at the stop
sign.”

“What if it van
doesn’t stop at the sign,” interrupted squid.

“They won’t
want to attract any attention. There’s a lot of dope in the back of
that van. Stinky will roll slowly along the kerb just before the
intersection then cut them off soon as they stop directly in line
with our side door. We’ll have the side door open and blast fuck
out of the driver and passenger soon as we see them.”

“I feel a
fuckwit in this outfit,” commented hammer.

“Yeah you look
like a fucking poofter to,” they all laughed. “Oh well, long as I
don’t look like me. Looking at you fuckwits I could believe they’d
think your fucking rag heads, fucking ugly as.”

Gypsy
continued. “When we’ve wasted the gooks in the front, I jump out of
the van to the left hammer to the right, squid keeps the bloke in
the back occupied firing from inside the van so he has to keep his
head down and thinks the heat is still coming from inside our van.
Hopefully the vans rear doors will be blown open. Remember squid
you do have a target the door lock on the rear doors not the gook
in the back, we must leave him alive and let him see what we look
like, I’ll grab some of the dope bags and conveniently drop the
phone. If you have to shot at the bloke we want alive aim at his
weapon or one hand to put him out of action.”

“I was
wondering about that, this is a bit wide,” remarked hammer. “The
bloke has to be able to get up and run off; he probably won’t
appreciate having his mates blasted and dope knocked off.”

“Stick with the
plan we can’t say a word or he’ll twig were not rag heads,” added
Gypsy. “If we fuck up and kill em all Doc has a back up plan to get
the phone to them but this is the preferred option.”

Meanwhile
across town. “Two minutes you blokes,” said Stinky. “I can see the
intersection and slowing down to a crawl.

“One minute,”
called hulk. “The place is busy as fuck, get ready I’m turning into
the lane now; I can see the loading zone by the door, its
clear.”

Doc shouted
from underneath his Burqa. “Remember split left and right when the
door opens and I’ll come through the middle. Stand your ground just
inside the door, when they’re all dead pick up some cash then
casually out the door and back in the van.” Doc had that hint of
nervous edge he had felt before as the van came to a halt and the
door slid open. They walked one behind each other up the two marble
steps through the open door; it was just as described by Wu. Fly
and johno faced the wall in front of the table; their assault
weapons suddenly became apparent under the loose fitting black
Burqa’s. Doc found the button and with a cumbersome push fumbling
inside his flowing robe a panel in the wall opened with a buzzing
noise. Fly and johno split left and right inside the door, the room
as about twelve meters square, an adjoining door in the centre of
the far wall was closed. Four puzzled looking Asian men stopped
counting money at tables randomly placed around the room, they
looked towards the black clad figures but before they could think
bullets ricochet from walls wood splinters flew from tables. Doc
nailed the last of the four as he stepped through the door, the man
had stood up moving back towards the far wall door. They all lay
twitching and bleeding strewn about the floor. Doc moved back
outside watching the lane entrance door, fly and johno picked up
two black courier bags lying open on the floor full of money easily
concealed under their robes. They quickly joined Doc walked
casually out the door behind him, climbed in the van, the door
closed as hulk drove away. Johno lay back in his seat with a groan
clutching his lower left arm under his garment. “I’m hit, copped a
ricochet from the wall.” As the van joined the traffic flow on the
main road adjoining the lane inquisitive people from the office
block came out to check where all the noise had come from. The
triad office courier was the first there aware the noise was
gunfire, he saw the mess and closed the wall panel before anyone
could see. He then redirected people from the steps in the lane
stating the noise came from the main street. As soon as he had the
chance he made a phone call on his mobile, the area was soon
crawling with triad.

At this time
amid the second hit, stinky had pulled up blocking the triad van at
the second hit site, it was two minutes late. The driver and
passenger although armed had no time to pull raise their weapons
before a hail of nine mill semi automatic pistol fire cut their
faces to pieces and pulped their brains. Squid then directed fire
thorough the hole where the windscreen used to be to the rear door
lock, he could just see the mechanism below the rear windows on the
doors. Gypsy and hammer walked down either side of the van just in
time to see the rear doors fly open nearly hitting them in the
face. Squid held fire, changed magazine and poised his weapon to
cover his mates. Gypsy and Hammer jumped behind the van with their
pistols hovering waving them from side to side; they could just see
a shoe sticking out from beneath the pile of plastic garbage bags
towards the front of the vans rear cargo compartment. Gypsy
gestured with his head to hammer by nodding towards the garbage
bags. Hammer gathered bags, as many as he could carry ran to their
van throwing them in then jumped in behind them. Gypsy kept the
rear of the van covered with his weapon till hammer was in their
van. He then picked up a couple of bags and dropped the phone on
the bare metal surface of the vans floor, it made an obvious sound.
He then fled to their vans open door as it began to move off as he
jumped in and closed the door. They watched out the back of the van
and when clear they saw a man flee from the rear of the decimated
vehicle.

Some hundred
metres along the street the triad van had travelled down to its
doom, a silver Mercedes saloon with four Mafia family watched with
stern faces. Sitting in a private house driveway its location was
obscured by an overgrown garden. A thick set man in a grey tailored
suit leant forwards between the front seats; he removed his silver
rimmed sunglasses and spoke to the driver, he was Sicilian.
“Che era
cazzo slick, testa indietro per Francesco. Abbiamo bisogno di
mantenere un occhio su questi bastardi; non saremo amici tutto il
tempo. Ho pensato che essi erano incazzati up pazzi lapidati. Che è
stata colpita una cazzo precisione professionale.” “That was
fucking slick, head back to Francesco. We need to keep an eye on
these bastards; we won’t be friends all the time. I thought they
were pissed up stoned madmen. That was a fucking precision
professional hit.”

 


 


 


 



 CHAPTER TWELVE

Sandra
Lovington had been unable to contact Fred Green, his family lodged
missing persons with the police and the media were busy linking
Greens disappearance to statement issued by authorities that they
wanted to interview Green regarding his associations with deceased
gang members. Lovington had cancelled a media conference wanting to
accumulate more information on refuge links to Sydney gangs. She
couldn’t move anywhere without being inundated with paparazzi so as
leaving her home in Sydney’s inner suburbs she gave them some time.
Unexpected the media attendance was sparse and gathered around her
on the footpath in front of her stately address. They hurled
questions and Lovington could not hear one from another. “Please
one at a time!” she yelled. The pack calmed. “You at the back.”

The man raised
his voice to be heard. “Have you spoken to Fred Green.”

“No.” She
nodded as she spoke although her comments were negative.

Another person
asked a question louder than others. “Fred Green has been reported
missing by his family, has he fled the country amid questions about
his connections with Sydney drug gang members formerly boat people
brought in by the government and now reeking havoc on the streets
of Sydney.”

Lovington
looked drained and nervous. “I have asked relevant departments
about these allegations and currently they are completely
unfounded. Please let the police conduct investigations before
pointing any fingers at anyone. People are innocent until proven
guilty let the law take its course.”

“The police are
making headway with Sydney gangs and confirm nearly all seventeen
suspected members killed in gun battles with police officer Page
from Newcastle are of Middle Eastern decent. You continue to
support intake of refuges from all quarters, is there a fundamental
breakdown in security?”

Lovington
looked sternly at the female journalist that asked the question.
“I’m not informed of any breakdown in security however I am aware
of the plight of refuges from countries at war and without
sufficient democracy to protect their population. These things are
being used by major parties to stir support from the public on a
security forum to score cheap points.”

“So you condone
the violence currently taking place on the streets of Sydney and
those who perpetrate it as long as they are or claim to be
refuges.”

Lovington
became agitated. “I did not say anything of the kind you did. This
needs to stop.”

“Today several
members of Japanese triad gangs were hit, drugs and cash several
million dollars were taken. Evidence links Middle Eastern gangs to
the hits. What do you suggest should be done to curb the escalating
violence on the streets of Sydney?”

“The police and
international authorities assure us they are doing all they can to
stop the violence and the recent seizures by NSW police have
severely affected revenue needed for their operations to continue.
“

“We had similar
answers from major parties today, when is something going to be
done, the public are concerned. Although the current inroads by
police are considered effective deterrents we continue to see
shocking blood shed on our streets more akin to a war zone.”

“I’ll take that
as a comment now if you please excuse me I have a meeting to
attend.” Lovington walked back up her driveway and struggled into
her car amid a barrage of squabbling media firing questions at her.
She closed the door of her Toyota prius, edged her way through the
pack and drove off.

As she drove to
her electorate office seven address mainly in Western Sydney
suffered drive by shootings killing four members of the public one
a child of three. Police struggled to contain the scenes and
Sydney’s CI Stokes ordered reinforcements from Newcastle,
Wollongong and as far as Albury.

Salem Khalid
was present at a Western Sydney address suffering a drive by
shooting and narrowly missed the spray from a Uzi nine millimetre
sub machine gun directed along the entire dwellings frontage. This
weapon had been used in all drive bys synchronized by the
perpetrators and the Uzi known to be the standard favourite of the
triads. Khalid returned to the basement centre in Alexandria
summoning Abdul plus any other clan leader that could be mustered
at the time. He attempted to remain calm above the outrage. The
basement swelled to capacity but Spoke to his brother Abdul in
private between crashed vehicles standing in the rear hard stand of
the business grounds. “Why do the triad attack us is such force, we
have little to do with these people. Fucking arseholes have killed
our peoples families,” stated Salem in a subdued and forlorn
manner.

“I have our own
men up my fucking arse, they want protection. Where the fuck are
these people getting their information,” stated Abdul, he was
furious flaring his nostrils as he spoke trying to keep his volume
down and out of ear shot. “I have been told someone hit the fucking
triad and they think it was us. They used clothing and weapons
associated with us, we lost AK47s to the bikers some time ago, and
these could be the weapons used in an attack on the basement of a
building in the city.”

“I have
misjudged what should be done, forgive me my brother. I will find
the pig they call the Cadiche man and kill him. I will find the
triad and make sure they know who is in control. These bikers, I
have seen them in America, these people are often x members of the
armed forces. They are easy to find going around with signs on
their back, are you sure they are responsible?”

“No we cannot
be sure. The information we have cost a lot of money, could be that
it is lies to keep us interested and pay more money.”

“What about
government people, Green’s friends.”

“I have been
able to arrange a meeting with a women, she is a member of Fred
Greens party. I need to give her all the information we can to push
our cause.”

“We have taken
more refuges from Christmas Island into our care, another hundred
and fifty this week among our network. I supplied some information
to the right places on one of our people he is wanted for terrorist
acts, this will help the politicians on our side give alternative
opinion in the media. By exposing what they are looking for it may
help. Make sure you make it clear that if the police and
authorities don’t support our efforts this will have to stop. Give
them some positive stuff to work with. The evidence this fucking
Cadiche man or whatever the fuck his name is has caused too much
trouble. I will give a quarter of a million dollars to the person
that guns him down. I want any triad seen on the street gunned down
in full public view.”

“These are
things of high risk Salem.”

“Standing
around waiting Abdul has been expensive, we are at war brother. The
time to act is now. The longer we wait the more prepared the
authorities will be, remove the head of those whom oppose us and
they cannot think.”

“I did not
think this would happen among the streets I have learnt to love
Salem. We are fighting everyone, would be safer to return to the
war I ran from. At least there the authorities could be
bought.”

“We look at
this tactic more closely, there must be somebody that values money
above all else. We have found these people everywhere we operate I
can’t believe this country is any different.”

“We have tried
this Salem, we can get people involved in petty things such as
distribution but something that would affect their state has been
met with aggressive retribution and the use of the authoritarian
influence. While the government remains divided by only a handful
of people we have moved to get sympathy, this has worked to some
degree but even this grows thin.”

“Push for
support Abdul, anything that will turn the media against the hard
line of police and immigration. These have been effective tools in
Europe, while they argue about their own petty ideals we push for
total control. Our efforts and sacrifice of our brothers gives only
control of the street, we must put more effort into the control of
government. We must gain control of the weapon of Armageddon the
money is running out.”

“This will be
slow Salem.”

“The streets
will flow red with blood, the police must suffer pressure from the
public. They will feel the fear we need to cause kayos. Come we
organise and strike now. Find me the fucking Cadiche man.” They
walked into the building to the basement and closed the door behind
them.

Harry Wallaby
called a crisis meeting with CI David Stokes. With little more than
news bulletins over a short space of time Wallaby began to receive
not only state but federal heat. Wallaby insisted Stokes come to
his office but they met in Stokes office Day Street Sydney when
Stokes questioned the access to up to date information. A media
blackout had been declared this included memos on gang related
matters to other police centres and stations. Day Street was in
lockdown and when Wallaby finally made Stokes office after briskly
wading through pleasantries Stokes got straight to the point. “If
you’ve come here to push political wheelbarrows Harry forget it. We
are way past point scoring on anyone’s behalf.”

Wallaby looked
gaunt and tired; he had dark rings around his eyes. He shuffled
around in his chair appearing to be uncomfortable in any position.
“I’m to see Stanwell in a couple of hours David and need every
scrap of information to pass on. What are you doing exactly to kerb
this spike in street violence? “

“Not what we’re
doing that’s the problem it’s what the underworld is doing. They
are on the verge of a full scale war.”

“Do you know
who killed these Japanese courier workers in Sydney and their van
driver’s casually going about their business. What an earth
ar….”

“Triads.”

“I beg your
pardon.”

“Triad gang
members all of them. We recovered hundreds of thousands of
unaccounted for cash at the Sydney scene and tens of kilos of
marijuana at the scene of the van raid. All of those killed are
known Japanese members of the Sydney triad.”

“What are they
sprouting off about in the media then?”

“We’re not
giving out any information at present so they make it up. Whatever
seems popular they’ll pedal it harder.”

“Well call a
press conference and brief them.”

“That’s exactly
what someone wants us to do, panic the public, cause hysteria,
pressure you people into coming here and pressuring us people into
doing what they want.”

“Don’t be
absurd David, now what’s the latest you have I can pass on.”

“Someone hit
the triads, looks to be the Middle Eastern clan. The triads hit the
Middle Eastern clan looks to be the triads.”

“Well do
something about it, warrant premises and find the
perpetrators.”

“Ah that’s what
they want us to do, we only have so much in the way of recourses,
tie them up and we have little to respond to anything else.”

“You have
reinforcements here from all over the state.”

“Yes and for
good reason.”

“What do you
mean?”

“All out war,
the Chinese and Italian Mafia, bikers are all here in force and not
preparing to collect for the Red Cross I imagine.”

Wallaby rubbed
his face and neck nervously. “Surely this is just speculation.”

“Ten dead
today, one a three year old child, how much speculation were you
planning on accumulating.”

“These things
could be completely unrelated.”

“All the
properties attacked in drive by shootings have been now associated
with members of the Middle Eastern community. There are five
chapters of the Warlords in town. Francesco Italian Mafia head has
more suspected members of the Mafia dotted around town than in the
history of the city. Chinatown has swelled with so many associates
of the Wu Far Chinese Mafia that we can’t even keep track of them.
I’m not a mathematician but two and two makes fucking four.”

“I can’t tell
the Prime Minister things are getting out of hand.”

“You don’t have
to tell him they already have.”

Wallaby dwelled
and blinked, he drew a big sigh. “I’m a bit disappointed; I didn’t
think a position in politics would ever come to something like
this. I got into politics to serve the people of my electorate. I
don’t know what to tell Stanwell, what do you suggest.”

“That he keeps
quiet until we can organise ourselves to cope with this. The
streets are awash with patrols its costing us a fortune. Place is
like a gum forest after a ten year drought, one match and it’s out
of control.”

“Well that’s
the first positive thing I can pass on. Patrols have been increased
to cope with the threat.”

“If you want to
do something really helpful find Fred Green, he could answer a few
questions that would really give us a lead.”

“He’s been
reported missing his family are distraught.’

“Tell me about
it they phone me every fifteen minutes.’

“What’s the
plan for the next few days?”

“Keep up the
presence and wait for someone to give us a lead.”

“Surely you
must have leads, what about the people involved in the drive by
shootings, they must be able to tell you something.”

“Yep, they tell
us to fuck off.”

“There are laws
concerning perverting the course of justice.”

Stokes laughed.
“Laws, laws are for law biding citizens. These people live by no
laws; they make their own as they go along. If we were dealing with
law abiding citizens this wouldn’t even be happening. If we can’t
find more than laws then god help us.”

Wallaby began
to rise from his seat; he blew air through his lips as he stood.
“Well I’m not going to achieve anything here, better get ready to
see Stanwell.” Stokes said nothing as Wallaby open the door, he
nodded to him as he left closing the door behind him.

Stokes picked
up his phone and talked to his secretary. “Let me know the second
officer Page gets here, what’s the hold up do you know.”

“We just have
it in sir, officer Page is involved in a gun fight in the centre of
Sydney not far from here.” Stokes stood up abruptly. “Get my car to
the front door immediately please.”

 


 


 


 



 CHAPTER THIRTEEN

Cadiche had
pulled his vehicle up in the middle of the harbour bridge across
two lanes and brazenly stood facing the vehicle he had singled out.
Traffic mayhem prevailed, he had driven down the wrong side of the
bridge in the opposite direction to traffic flow for the near
entire span of the bridge pulling up two hundred metres short of
the city end. He was on his way in to see Stokes when he received
critical information about the movements of a Middle Eastern man
currently in the country wanted for questioning in several western
eastern and the soviet block countries. The white Toyota land
cruiser he identified had four occupants, the driver and passenger
held their hands up where Cadiche could see them as he held his 44
magnum poised to fire some fifty metres away, he shouted commands.
“Get out of your vehicle, lay face down on the ground with your arm
and legs outstretched!” Vehicles behind the land cruiser reversed
in a muddle, some turning round to avoid the scene. One was a
silver Jaguar it backed up as far as it could turned and officers
arrived on foot and bicycle to direct traffic control, they had
been instructed to assist officer Page and secure the scene. The
Jaguar along with other traffic was quickly mustered as far down
the Bradfield distributor towards the city as they could go.
Occupants in the rear of the Jaguar were able to just see the
scene, they watched in horror.

The occupants
in the land cruiser fitted the description of Middle Eastern gang
members; they had not responded to instructions and before Cadiche
could respond fired a shot at him through the windscreen. The
windscreen shattered slowing the projectile and stopping well short
of its target way off line. Cadiche could just make out the figures
behind the broken laminated glass. He delivered a series of volleys
stopping between each set to check effect. The windscreen fell into
the vehicle like broken cardboard, Cadiche could now see the
suspect’s heads had been removed and spread about the vehicles
interior. The occupants in the rear of the vehicle lay as close to
the floor as they could. Cadiche ran with his weapon poised to the
left hand side of the vehicle some ten metres away the land cruiser
in the centre lane of the bridge; this put his firing line over the
Sydney harbour waters reducing the risk of overshot injuring
innocent people. He yelled further instructions to the remaining
two occupants. “This is the police, get out of the vehicle you’re
your hands up and lay on the ground with your arms and legs
outstretched.” Further police units had taken the same route as
Cadiche as the bridge was now clear the traffic flow stopped by the
incident. They pulled up adjacent to Cadiche’s vehicle the doors
flew open and officers drew their service pistols as they climbed
out, Cadiche was in the line of fire, two officers walked slowly
towards the land cruiser targeting the right side of the vehicle
covering area Cadiche could not see. They held their weapons
pointing at the ground, the rear door of the land cruiser flew open
and a man rolled out along the ground firing towards the officers
he could see approaching him. One went down in the hail of fire
catching them off guard, the second officer looked towards his
partner and the second occupant of the land cruiser rolled on the
ground and joined his friend in delivering a hail of bullets
towards the approaching officers. Cadiche had reacted dropping to
the ground lying sideways, he could clearly see the form of the
assailants under the vehicle. He opened fire the hail of bullets
cutting through the two men indiscriminately tore their bodies and
heads to pieces sending blood and tissue flying in all directions.
He waited with his weapon poised but the bodies but they were
lifeless. The approaching officers rose to their feet and continued
walking towards the vehicle, Cadiche looked their way and sighed in
relief when he could see both of them had survived the barrage.

Cadiche stood
up and refocused on the vehicle, he carefully opened the rear door
oh his side with his weapon poised. The rear of the vehicle was a
mess and the front painted red with body tissue hanging from the
roof lining, the forward assailant’s upper torsos unrecognisable.
He walked around to the men on the ground; their blank young faces
looked innocent. The two officers stood beside Cadiche looking at
the mangled bodies their faces one of the only part of their bodies
that was recognisable. “Fucking pricks nicked my arm,” said one of
the officers.

Cadiche looked
at him and the young officer looked back. “Thank fuck for
that.”

“Thanks mate; I
had no idea what the fuck I was walking into. I didn’t want to hurt
them.” Cadiche looked at the officer’s partner standing beside him,
he was pale and looked to be getting ready to throw up. He looked
towards the city and could see Stokes running towards them fifty
metres away. He holstered his weapon and walked clear of the two
officers on a heading for Stokes.

“You were right
Salem, the bastards know where we are, that is the fucking Cadiche
man,” said Abdul as the Jaguar trundled along with the traffic
clearing the bridge and funnelled into the Cahill expressway normal
traffic had come to a standstill and police concentrated on
isolating the scene. “Using the dummy vehicle worked, at least we
know our plans are being intercepted somewhere.”

Salem put his
head back on the headrest looking at the roof in absolute anger.
“That was a fucking pig, the police, what the fuck, gunning down
young men in broad daylight.” He seemed to shake with fear and his
brother was visibly shaken.

“Now you see
yourself how and why we have lost so many, now twenty two to this
one man.”

Salem rubbed
his cropped hair looking at the floor of the Jaguar. “This man must
be killed. We won’t have to find him; we know how to bring him to
us.”

A media chopper
hovered above the scene, live footage beamed into homes all over
the world including Stanton’s in Newcastle. Cadiche’s partner Kay
could be heard screaming from the lounge room. Stanton studying a
laptop by the pool rushed in to see what was happening, he had his
pistol drawn. He found Kay in Jodi’s arms sobbing her heart out. He
looked at the TV, he could clearly see Cadiche talking to Stokes
next to dead bodies on Sydney harbour bridge. He grabbed the TV
remote and switched it off. Jodi looked at him shaking her head
with a look of pain. Rage built inside him and he stormed out
accessing his cellar den below the house.

Cadiche checked
the ID of the four assailants and it was obvious a Salem Khalid was
not among them. “Was this really necessary Cadiche,” asked
Stokes.

“I don’t
understand, the bloke I was afters not here.”

“Who would that
be?”

Cadiche side
stepped the question. “I don’t really know but these blokes are all
too young.”

“These guys are
panel beaters from Alexandria,” added a plain clothed officer
addressing Stokes.

“Their best
armed panel beaters I’ve ever seen,” added Cadiche.

“Find out where
they work and live,” said Stokes to the plain clothes officer.
“Redirect tactical response they are on the way here, raid the
joints, take them to bits with a fine tooth comb. Ill have a
warrant by the time you get there.”

“Sir.” The
plain clothes officer walked clear and activated his mobile
phone.

“You wont find
anything but it’ll look good to the public, these guys are to smart
and this was to easy.”

“The bloke was
here but not in this vehicle, I fucked up.”

“You know more
than you’re giving us Cadiche.”

Cadiche looked
sternly at Stokes. “Would you do this to your blokes Stokes?
They’re just young blokes in the wrong place at the wrong time in
more ways than one. Could happen to me or you, I’ll have the report
on your desk in an hour.” He began to walk towards his car but
turned back to Stokes. “I’ll be a bit late for that meeting
Stokes.”

Stokes drew a
slight smile one side of his mouth curling up momentarily. “Yes
thank fuck, wonder where this mob was going and what the fuck they
were up to.”

 


 


 


 



 CHAPTER FOURTEEN

Abdul Khalid
was now late for his appointment to see Sandra Lovington. The
Jaguar redirected by the harbour bridge incident dropped Abdul at
circular quay ferry doc and Salem headed for Alexandria basement.
Abdul caught the ferry across the harbour alighting at Kirribilli.
From there he walked under the harbour bridge to a restaurant next
to Lunar Park, not far from Kirribilli house the Sydney residence
of Prime Minister Stanwell. Scheduled to dine that evening with
Stanwell and an array of government ministers at Kirribilli
Lovington arranged to meet Abdul prior to the dinner. She waited
nervously in the corner of the coffee shop open deck overlooking
the harbour view. She didn’t know what her contact looked like but
Abdul would recognise her from her appearances on television. She
had told no one of her intended liaison wanting to accumulate
information no one else had to use at the coming evenings
dinner.

Abdul
cautiously scanned the deck, patronage was poor at that time of day
and he noticed Sandra looking out over the harbour, her fair hair
blowing across her cleavage pronounced by the tight fitting flowery
dress she wore. He stopped taken back by her unexpected beauty,
western women did not cover their hair and he found this rather
arousing especially coupled with Lovington’s express beauty.
Sitting alone out of earshot a position considered by Lovington
before she sat down she was just about to leave when Abdul greeted
her. “Miss Lovington.”

She looked
around to see the olive skinned bulky man offering his hand. She
shook lightly smiled and stood up. “Mr Khalid.”

“Yes,” they sat
down Abdul was taken by Lovington’s beaming smile and found her
cleavage distracting as her milky breasts shimmered back and forth
as she moved, her alluring perfume stung his nostrils. She spoke
but he didn’t hear. She tried again.

“Mr Khalid
coffee, would you like a coffee?”

“He peered into
her striking green eyes and answered. “Sorry, yes please,
cappuccino white no sugar.” She nodded to a waiter with a smile
whom had attended the table in anticipation. “I’m sorry you are a
stunningly beautiful woman.”

Lovington
tucked her chin into her shoulder blushing with a smile. “Thank you
Mr Khalid. I did not expect such a dashing man either.”

Abdul raised
his eyebrows and smiled. “Call me Abdul.”

“Thank you
Abdul please call me Sandra. I don’t have much time and am keen to
hear about the problems you have with the refuge sponsorship scheme
you run. I am taking Fred Greens duties up until he comes back from
holidays.”

Abdul was
immediately inquisitive. “Fred Green is on holiday?”

“Yes he should
be back soon till then I would love to hear all about the scheme
and arrange to see some of the funds at work. That way I can better
lobby the official bodies for more funding and improve the poor
press some members of your community are receiving from the
press.”

“Ah, Sandra
this would be of great assistance, Fred was good at these things it
is a shame to hear is unavailable at the moment. I can show you our
extensive network and results of settlement efforts in several
suburbs when it is convenient for you.” Abdul stood to take the
coffee from the hand of the waitress, Lovington was unusually
attracted to the muscle bound olive skinned charmer. She noticed
the large bulge in his trousers when he stood, her nose flared and
she swallowed, she rubbed her vagina against the seat as it hassled
her brain for attention. He sat down stirring his coffee;
Lovington’s bosom began to heave over the top of her low cut dress
as she began to breathe heavily.

“I only have a
few more minutes can I make an appointment to see you later tonight
somewhere so we can map out a plan of inspection of your facilities
and meet some of your success stories.’

Abdul beamed.
“Yes, yes of course. The grand at Circular Quay, I will have a room
on the top floor for supper. Some of our community work as waiters
there a good start for your appraisal and an excellent atmosphere
to discuss things in.”

Lovington bent
down forwards to pick up her handbag on the chair beside her, she
rummaged around looking for her phone or a pen. Her waist length
hair hung down either side of her shoulders and her movement showed
the full blossom of her breasts. Abdul experienced an uncomfortable
erection in his tight black tweed pants. She found her phone and
lent back up straight tossing her hair behind her back. His cock
reached unprecedented proportions stretching the fabric of his
pants to its limit. “Can I have your direct contact number,” smiled
Sandra.

Without
hesitation Abdul blurted out his mobile phone number known only to
his brother and other members of the clan that could be counted on
one hand. “What time will your meeting be over this evening?”

“Ten sharp,
I’ll call you directly I leave Kirribilli house and well get right
onto this. Making contact and preparing arrangements will be great
stuff to use at tonight’s meeting. Especially the waiting staff at
the grand.” She looked at her watch. “Sorry I have to go will see
you in a few hours.” She stood up to leave and Abdul wondered at
her form as he stood up. Lovington caught site of the size of his
erect penis clearly outlined in his pants. Her bosom again began to
heave, she milled around getting her bag and stumbled away looking
back and waving. Abdul sat down watching her rear end bounce from
side to side. He stroked his penis below the table; his eyes began
to sparkle, he drunk his coffee slowly waiting for his erection to
subside. It took some time.

Stanwell
listened with his hands clasped in front of him his elbows on the
table, Lovington beamed with excitement. Stanwell hardly spoke, nor
did other guests at the table as Lovington rambled on and on about
refuge schemes, waiters and charming attractive Middle Eastern men.
There was a brief discussion about the whereabouts of Fred Green
and Stanwell briefed his guests on the Sydney harbour bridge
incident earlier in the day and the police believed a street war of
unprecedented proportions was in the making. Lovington was sure
that Abdul would be able to give some information on members of his
community making it hard for the newcomers arriving every day in
large numbers on smelly leaky boats. Stanwell was keen to know what
she could find out with Green missing contact and information from
the Middle Eastern community had trickled to a few radical
activists hounded by the media stirring public sentiment. The
dinner ended with Stanwell making clear his view of the push to
sanctify gay marriage using the current slim balance of power held
by a chosen few. A Christian, he mentioned the divorce statistics
and stated it was ridiculous to legislate such law as holding
heterosexual couples together under the sanctity of the church was
difficult enough. He accepted the fact that gay men and women had
difficulty within the law when applying for certain things as
couples. He suggested further consultation and legislation to allow
gay couples to have equal rights as heterosexual couples within
marriage without requiring sanctity from the church but still
connect by ceremony was an issue for the church itself, he added
this was his opinion nothing else. He felt that this issue taking
up so much time in parliamentary sessions was stalling the
development of pressing legislation on many important matters such
as manufacturing, mining and farming. He also informed the
gathering that the police and government authorities had been asked
to use all powers available to them to quell the current escalating
underworld war in Sydney. Members of his own party were commenting
they felt unsafe; the major opposition party had that day made
similar statements.

Lovington took
a private hire car from Kirribilli to Circular Quay, she had the
driver drop her a block from the Grand then rang Abdul as she
walked briskly along the street. Abdul waiting in a suite on the
top floor had prepared paperwork for her to take away from their
meeting all on official letterheads from the shame refuge
settlement program. Professionally concocted web sites backed up
shame updated daily with progress reports on Middle Eastern refuges
supposedly success stories after completing programs with the
organisation. The entire thing was a con to gain support from
parliamentary members whose agenda included support of the refuge
programs run by the government. This program money allocated to the
charade organisation had initially funded imports of drug stock and
set up a supply chain from the Middle East. The loss of Fred Green
threatened the perceived integrity of the supposed organisation if
support could not be maintained, they had also got used to the
regular cash influx. Abdul was given the task of maintaining trust
and cash flow, he knew it could be make or break for maintaining
and expanding their operation. He had encountered a further
problem; he lusted after Lovington’s body, he had been fantasising
about running his hands over her ample bosom and tearing off her
clothes to observe her form. He started to loose focus as his cock
swelled to full capacity just at the thought of it.

Lovington had
made the call short making a mental note of the room number. She
picked up speed to a near run. She bumped into people without
apology as she pictured Abduls huge cock falling out of his jocks
as she pulled them slowly down. She had been fantasising being
fucked to death by him. Bisexual lately she had restricted sex to
female close friends servicing her with dildos strapped to their
thighs. Here was a male sexual partner outside of normal circles
with a penis that looked the to be what she wanted. Lovington
swallowed up men and spat them out generally ruining their love
lives for ever. She was determined to remain single and busting for
a good hard session with a man that could satisfy her, she mumbled
the line thorough her mind and began to feel vaginal lubricant
dampen her panties. Hooked on sex with an appetite of two or three
orgasms a day she had become addicted in university at group
dormitory orgies and never questioned her sexual drive to be
hereditary rather an encouraged habit. She intended to use Abdul
for more than leverage to support her party policies; she was going
to seduce him, hold him pliable at her demands, at this she was an
expert.

The room had
extensive views of the harbour, after pleasantries they discussed
the view picking major landmarks among the lights. They settled
down at a table next to the window and began discussing key points
listed among the paperwork Abdul produced for her appraisal but it
was pretty hopeless. Lovington was distracted by the massive bulge
in Abduls trousers and he couldn’t concentrate gazing at her
breasts whenever he thought she couldn’t see. She casually made
notes, she laid the pen on the table as she read more information,
her pen rolled off the side of the table rolling beneath the table
drape. She got to her knees spotted the pen by a table leg, she
grabbed it perching up on her knees ready to stand but her face
came into line with Abduls bulging cock as she looked up, he had
stood and moved round standing next to her. She dropped her pen and
began to undo his belt, unzipped his flay and pulled his trousers
down to his knees. Her breast heaved as she could see the massive
erection under his jocks. She slowly pulled on either side of his
jocks with her eager milky white hands and his massive cock flicked
out contacting her face. She rubbed her checks back and forth on
the head of his cock, he coughed and groaned looking at the
ceiling. Twelve inches long there was ample room for both her hands
on his shaft, she began slowly jerking him off then put her lips
around the penis head, it was huge and her mouth bulged, she could
only accommodate half his cock before it contacted her tonsils.

She gently
pulled her mouth from his shaft and stood up, she noticed his eyes
twinkled like diamonds. She began to undo the back of her dress
dropping it to the floor and Abdul kicked of his pants and jocks,
he tore buttons from his shirt in anticipation as he watched her
finally unclip her bra and reveal her large dark nipples, her
breasts swayed from side to side as she removed her knickers and
stood in front of him naked. She walked to the heavy wooden table
in the middle of the room, sat on the edge her feet just off the
ground, opened her legs and beckoned him with both hands. He walked
towards her he eyed the silky white inner legs leading to her
neatly trimmed pubic hair moist with lubricant, she groaned at the
sight of his huge penis as it swayed from side to side. He nestled
between her legs sucking her ample breast running his tongue over
her nipples. She grabbed his enormous rock hard cock and offered it
to her vagina, it sucked him in and she let out a relieving groan,
he bit into the flesh of her breasts and grabbed the upper cheeks
of her behind with his hands. He began thrusting; her vagina could
only accommodate half his throbbing monster, in a two minute frenzy
he got faster and faster as she screamed and whaled for more, she
orgasmed and dug her nails into his back then felt the fury of his
testicles and hot semen warmed the back wall of her vagina as he
roared like a satisfied bull. He fell across her body kissing and
thrusting his tongue inside her mouth, he rose and fell with every
heavy breath she took and they lay holding each other for a few
minutes running their hands all over each others bodies as they
explored their new conquests. Abduls cock again hardened and
without hesitation he thrust it into her tight vagina, grabbed her
breasts for leverage and began pounding her pussy into submission.
They went on and on, they were hooked. She became too sore to
continue and time had got away on them. She staggered around
clumsily picking up her clothes and headed for the shower, her
chest still heaving with satisfaction and her entire body
trembling, she lost count of her orgasms. He followed her bending
her over against the shower cubicle before she had time to open the
glass door and buried his throbbing shaft deep into her for the
first time she felt the lash of his entire cock push back the back
of her uterus. She moaned and squealed with delight screaming for
more as he repeatedly lunged at her lifting her body clear of the
ground whilst holding her milky white thighs. She again orgasmed
falling to the floor disengaging his huge shaft, he stood over her
mucus and semen dripping from the end of his half erect penis onto
her erect nipples. She gently rubbed the mixture into the skin of
her breasts and naval looking up at his dominating silhouette with
twinkling eyes fuelled by a relaxing rush of endorphins.

She recovered
in the shower dressed but could not find Abdul when she went back
into the main room. The paperwork had been neatly arranged on the
wooden table in order, Abdul had dressed and gone, she opened the
door checked the corridor but could see no one. As she picked up
the paperwork from the table she noticed a hand written note on top
of the first page, it read; Tomorrow.

 


 


 


 



 CHAPTER FIFTEEN

Cadiche found
it necessary to consult Stanton face to face. The Sheppard’s Hill
lookout in Newcastle was a regular haunt of a morning for Stanton
and attracted no suspicious attention by those interested in his
movements. Cadiche spoke to Stanton via their satellite phone
briefly and by coded conversation informed Stanton of his
intentions. What was to be discussed was for their ears only and
Cadiche avoided Stanton’s residence eliminating the risk of being
over heard by their much loved partners Jodi and Kay.

A glorious
morning and when Cadiche arrived at the lookout railing the sun had
already broken above the waves of the Tasman. Stanton looked at
Cadiche, the skin around his eyes wrinkled by time drew taught as
he smiled. “You wanted to see me boy.”

Cadiche looked
down at the waves crashing on the rocks below. “The bridge, an
officer was injured by gunfire. The bullet nicked his arm in line
with his heart, what if the shot had been more accurate.” He looked
at Stanton. “I don’t know if I could handle that Dad.”

“You don’t know
because it hasn’t happened yet. You perceive it as a mistake. We
learn by our mistakes. Until we experience things they are just a
mix of theory and ideology. May never happen but when it does you
will then confront another hurdle in the learning process.”

“I fucked up,
this Khalid bloke wasn’t there. The four blokes were small
fry.”

“You didn’t
fuck up boy; I failed to consider these blokes didn’t get to tip
things upside down amongst the misguided because they’re silly. He
was there but not in that vehicle.”

“How do you
know?”

“His brother
still meet Sandra Lovington close the time he was supposed to, they
were close to the rendezvous point and he still made it. They must
have been with them in another vehicle or they were a decoy from
the start. Things aren’t always as they seem.”

“Fuck I really
got nowhere; taking out the pawns still leaves the king and queen
moving around wherever they like knocking off the opposition.”

“Wait till you
get all the facts on those so called pawns, it’ll just bolster the
actions of police in the eyes of the public.”

Cadiche looked
puzzled as he tried to make sense of things. “Lovington, that Eco
party woman, What’s she doing meeting with this mob?”

“The media
should point that out for ya, these blokes are pretty smart. I’m
looking for Idris Nasih and having a few problems finding him.”

Cadiche looked
concerned. “If you’re looking for Nasih that means somewhere
someone’s crossed the line to your side of the fence or you
wouldn’t be looking for him.”

“I’ve told you
boy, don’t ask about things you have no reason to know, clouds
focus. You needed to know about Lovington.”

“Give me a
fucking lead, makes no sense you have information but keep it to
yourself.”

“Concentrate on
the facts, Lovington is collaborating with known elements of the
mob. Fred Green is missing, why they would suddenly deal with
Lovington if Green was still around but he’s missing.’

“They fucking
knocked him off?”

“No one has
seen anything of him, he’s a family man never failed to keep in
touch with home all his life. Never failed to consult with his aids
morning and night. Someone of such habit would only fail these
things considering his circumstances if he was unable to. Two and
two make four boy.”

“Knocking
fucking politicians off, Lovington is she….”

“Chrome platers
in north Alexandria, hit the place with a warrant and go through
the joint with a fine tooth comb, subsidiary operation to crash
repair shops in the area. Acid tanks leave little evidence. If you
find anything that remotely suggests Idris Nasih is kicking around
I need to know.”

“Why don’t you
just tell me what he fuck’s going on.”

“Information is
on a need to know basis, some nasty people know about you boy.
Difficult to extract information from someone who doesn’t have it,
knowing wouldn’t save you anyway.”

Cadiche looked
away momentarily exhaling, he turned back to Stanton. “Fair
enough.”

“There are more
members of the mob in Sydney than anytime in history. The varied
factions of the mob have conspired to war on the new blow ins
controlled by the Middle Eastern community. The stonemasons king
pins have all left town, I’m sure you can work it out.”

“Fuck Dad we
police the misguided these blokes are evil.”

“Ah, now we get
to the point. Evil will reign when good men do nothing.”

Cadiche rubbed
his brow then nodded his head. “I better go arrange a hit on this
chrome plaiting joint.”

“Can you get
tactical response to go on standby.”

“For what?”

“War boy, if
you’re gonna fight a war you need an army.”

“Fuck I don’t
know, I’m loosing my stealth.”

Stanton smiled
and brought his right hand down on Cadiche’s left shoulder. “Well
done your dead right boy, tactical response will go on standby due
to information acquired from an unknown source.”

Cadiche became
focused finding what he had come for, he walked to the door of his
car next to Stanton’s Harley, and they smiled at each other and
left.

Stanton pulled
up next to a white four wheel drive parked overlooking the lookout,
he left his bikes motor running. The window of the vehicle opened.
“Cramer, good to see you back.”

“You’re not
supposed to know I’m here john.”

“Stick to me
like glue, looks like I’ve found something. Get it back to MI I’ll
need help.” Cramer pouted and nodded.

“What about the
rest of the fuckers parked around here?”

“We’ll need
them all.” Cramer raised his eyebrows and Stanton roared off.


 CHAPTER SIXTEEN

Wu Far, Doc
Bastard and Mario Francesco walked together in Sydney’s Hyde Park.
Body guards from the trio were scattered everywhere the meeting
being deemed necessary to share information and plan further moves
against the clan. Drive by shootings were becoming an hourly
occurrence, the police were out in such force business had come to
a near standstill. The situation had to come to a head, the
question was how.

They walked
under the trees near Sandringham gardens, the park was busy, and
they looked a strange combination of compatriots as all had
attended wearing normal attire. Wu updated a few points they could
not possibly known. “The triads have gone to ground and we have
lost track of them, their couriers and key business continue to
operate. The drive by shootings killing the public and children are
they anything to do with us,” asked Wu.

Doc raised his
voice. “Are you fucking joking?”

“Ger fucking
real,” added Francesco. “I’ve been eating Pizza delivery for the
last two days; need an army to go to the fucking restaurant.
Fucking triads are hiding all over the place.”

“I asked to
clear the air. The triads continue to hit the clan, the idea was a
success,” said Wu.

“I planted a
phone we got from one of the rag heads at the van shoot out, every
location or contact listed on the phone has been hit. I’m surprised
at the power of the triads; I thought there presence was minimal,”
stated Doc.

“And in this
they have a strength,” added Wu. “If locations they know of have
been exhausted their raids should subside.”

“Some of the
places were ransacked they probably know more than we do now,” said
Francesco. “This is all fine but we can’t fucking move.”

Doc kicked the
grass around with his boots looking down with his arms folded.
“He’s right, our clubhouses are watched twenty four seven. I had to
climb over three neighbouring fences even them I may have been
spotted.”

Wu nodded with
a positive look. “These things are true but our adversaries
continue to dispose of each other, the plan just needs further time
to take affect. The police are also disposing of the clan as they
find more information to act on. I say we sit tight.”

“I say we give
it another week,” suggested Doc. “Then we have another yarn about
things. Fucking sitting around is giving everyone the shits.”

“You’re not
wrong there,” added Francesco. “Much more of this and cash flow
problems will become a serious priority.”

“I would be
happy with one more week,” said Wu. “I suggest we will see things
settle. The clan has been weakened to a point that will seriously
affect their ability to operate at all.”

“These fuckers
are liable to do something stupid,” added Doc. “Wonder they haven’t
knocked that Cadiche bloke over.”

“The incident
on the bridge injured an officer. While they continue to fire on
police there will be a mass police presence.” Wu’s face look
strained as he spoke. “If these things do not die down the police
presence will continue to affect our movements. If they continue to
turn on police it’s just further blunder on their behalf. We need
to allow more time as agreed.” Wu directed his speech to Doc.
“You’re chapters in Brisbane and Melbourne, have they passed on any
information about Idris Nasih; we must find this man before the
authorities.”

“No nothing,
couple of the guys know of him they worked in the horse racing
industry,” replied Doc. He sniffed and rubbed his nose. “What’s so
important about this bloke?”

“We need to
eliminate this man as soon as we can. If Stanton finds him the
streets of Sydney will turn red and the blood will be from our own
ranks.”

Francesco and
Doc looked stone faced. “I’m fucking suss about this,” grunted Doc.
“I’ve asked you to ask that bloke to talk to me, something smells
in Chinatown.”

“Chinatown,
Bondi or Griffith, will make no difference to Stanton if he finds
Nasih.”

Francesco and
Doc looked sternly at each other then at Wu. “We need a bit more
than that Wu, what the fuck does this mean?” asked Francesco.

“What I say,
Nasih must not fall into the hands of Stanton, telling you more is
futile as I don’t really know. Stanton is looking for Nasih and has
indirectly warned me that if he finds a story he had found to be
true he will eliminate the mob in Sydney. I would like to know why
this is but would settle for the situation to be stabilized and
Nasih dead.”

“We got into
this to eliminate the rag head clan, what the fuck are we doing
talking about Stanton,” raved Francesco. “I don’t fancy taking on
the whole fucking world on. We will still commit to what was agreed
about on the rag heads but anything else especially this Stanton
mad bastard forget it.”

“You forget the
Stonemasons Mario. They have been conveniently unavailable over the
last few days, since our last meeting in fact.”

Mario raised
one eyebrow. “I think doc is right, something smells in Canberra
and we are being kept in the dark.”

“I can’t speak
for Doc but I do not deal with the Stonemasons only discuss items
of information, it is you Mario, that exchange goods and
money.”

“Fucking shore
we aren’t on their Christmas card list,” said Doc. “Wouldn’t deal
with anyone tied up in government circles. I want to know more, you
tied up with this fucking Stonemason mob big time Mario.”

He shrugged his
shoulders. “We deal with them; they have access to buckets of money
a commodity we require. I believe you’re mob has a finger in the
pie.”

“If they only
deal with Mario why did you invite their boss to the first meeting
Wu?” asked Doc.

“Simple, they
all disappeared and became impossible to contact so we have our
answer without asking them any more questions. They to will be
looking for Idris Nasih. When you see the likes of Rob Smatter
discussing government policy at interview on TV watch his hands,
for within the shapes he makes with his fingers are messages for
other stone masons. They can tell what parts of the statements they
are making are correct or just hype to please the public. They also
send standard messages regarding meetings.”

“Fucking
mongrels," growled Doc.

“What he says
is true,” added Francesco. “We have been shown certain hand
gestures that send us messages. The advantage of dealing with these
people is if we go down they go down, major deterrent, and levels
the playing field.”

Doc looked
daggers at Francesco. “These people are supposed to operate in the
public’s best interest. What a pack of fucking arseholes. Knocking
the rag heads and dealing with pricks like that, pot calling the
kettle black, we don’t like that.”

Francesco held
up his hands in a stopping gesture. “Hey hey, they would say the
same to me about dealing with you but Smatter came to the first
meeting as well. That’s a good move by Wu; I agree that their
behaviour would suggest a far deeper motive for wanting information
than being concerned about the affect of the clan on the public
which is why we decided to act. There could be something that will
fuck everyone up the arse that we just don’t know about. Where can
we find this Idris Nasih guy?”

“If we knew,”
replied Wu. “He would be dead and no one any the wiser but the
information we have is he is alive and still in the country. That’s
all we have to go on.”

“So we’re
looking for a bloke called Idris Nasih,” said Doc. “We don’t know
why but it’s really important. Our time may now be taken up by
looking for this bloke, is someone having a lend of us, wild goose
chase, wool over the eyes job?”

“Stanton would
not make contact as indirect as it was if this was not within his
domain. We should be thankful for small mercies. Stanton would have
some idea of what has been going on behind the scenes. I assist
Stanton for the same reason you deal with Stonemasons Mario.”

“I’m not
fucking with that Stanton guy and his network. If he rolls up on
the scene I’m in the bunker till he fucks off,” stated
Francesco.

“I’m not
walking away,” stated Doc looking at Wu. “I’ll risk my arse to talk
to him.”

“The
opportunity may arise sooner than you think,” Wu began to walk
away, he turned and looked back. “One week gentleman.” Hew bowed
and walked off towards Elizabeth Street.


 CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

The police
media black out handed Sandra Lovington front page headlines as her
entourage guided by Abdul Khalid in the background feed concocted
propaganda that sold newspapers. She beamed at cameras with her ‘I
told you so coverage’ of chefs, waiters, panel beaters, carpenters,
metal workers and chrome plate specialists all trained by an
organisation funded by government assistance. The convoy of Eco
party members along with print and TV media was carefully fostered
around business connected to or run by the clan. As the convoy left
the northern Alexandria chrome platers and travelled clear to its
next destination, a chopper dropped members of the tactical
response group on the roof of the factory building and coordinated
tactical response ground police surrounded the grounds. As the
Lovington convoy having declared its mission a success Abdul split
from the group. Lovington thanked him out of ear shot and said she
would ring later to arrange a private rendezvous, with no
affliction to romance her mind craved his thrusting penis to cap a
flourishing day. Abdul felt a growing need for her presence and
felt jealous as she physically handled members of the press taking
one young male reporter to her vehicle. He watched her closely as
he was about to leave and his face became stern as he noticed her
discreetly pass her hand across his crutch as they climbed into the
rear of the car. Abdul hurt by what he had seen refocused; he had a
meeting to attend.

Salem Khalid
used to utilitarian control was becoming irrational although his
network and operating techniques were effective in protecting the
heart of his operation changing location and existing in exile from
his surroundings apart from the most trusted began to take its
toll. Someone knew he was there he could feel it. He pondered the
amount of time he had before information the authorities were
gaining gave them leads, he knew it would take months to break down
the complicated web of dead ends and scape goats his operations had
created and he also considered if he would live long enough to
catch up on sleep he had lost. He knew this was affecting his
judgement but he vowed to go on believing victory was within grasp,
they must pursue the weapon of Armageddon.

Abdul arrived
at the shabby unit in Bondi often used by squatters looking
derelict but below the terraced property with beach views was an
old wine cellar. Unless familiar with the access the hatch could
not be found unless the property was demolished, modifications had
been made to the colonial stairway to take their burly framework
but only just. The cellar was small, more than four people was a
crowd and furnishings sparse. Small table and tow chairs, dingy
single light globe hanging in the middle of the roof. The bathroom
facilities in the upper two stories were maintained along with
bedrooms kept squatter decor for stealth, the cellar relegated for
meetings and retreat should the premises be raided. A few clan
members worked around the small garden and attended to roof
maintenance looking innocent as they kept watch. Abdul accessed the
cellar and joined Salem.

“You look
completely fucked my brother, you need rest.”

Salem rubbed
the three day growth on his chin. “I will live while alive and get
some sleep when I am dead brother. Tell me about the politician
woman.”

“Sandra, the
presentation went well.”

“Sandra, you
speak congenially of the infidel.”

“I must
establish trust and build connection, when in Rome brother.”

Salem was
silent for a few seconds. “I have seen the news on TV, tell me of
things I don’t know.”

“I will see the
women again; she uses her body to get what she wants. She is a
powerful weapon.”

“She will be
terminated when no longer of use, you know this my brother. Do not
allow her to control your mind.”

Abdul looked at
the floor with a blank face for a while before replying to his
brother. “When the time comes what must be done must be done.”

“She could be
the one feeding information to the police, we cannot be sure.”

Abdul stood and
paced around as he talked, he used his hands in strong gesture as
he spoke. “This cannot be, she is interested in only herself. It
makes no sense for her to leak information to anyone unless to
maintain or improve her standing among her party. The police,” he
shook his head. “She has not mentioned them and they were not among
today’s convoy.”

“Then why my
brother has our chrome plating business been raided and shut down
by the police no more than a few minutes after you left the
location.”

Abdul sat back
down slowly with a sad face and starred at the floor. “She will pay
for this.”

“You may be
wrong my brother, this is why I ask for guidance. Even if this is
so it can be used to our advantage.”

“I am sure she
is only interested in power, not once did she ask of Fred Green.
She has no evidence at all to suspect anything anywhere. Her
questions and focus were only of refuge outcomes through the scheme
backed by the government. The media were all over it.”

“They have
taken two of our top operators from the factory, how many times
have we told our people not to carry fucking drugs with them.”

Stern fear
gripped Abduls face and he slammed his fist down on the table.
“Fuck, this is not the work of a nymphomaniac who the fuck is doing
this.”

“I have heard
from Kuwait, Idris Nasih must be found and eradicated.”

Abdul wore a
blank frown. “That is ridiculous, the network will fall over.”

“If he is found
by the authorities we will not have a network, upright or fucking
lying down. Mr Nasih has been dabbling in things he should
not.”

“What.”

“I do not have
that information, only that he threatens the entire network if
caught due to activities that have only just been discovered. We
must take out the two from the factory and find Nasih. The Cadiche
pig must die; this all could be his doing. He is always there, we
can’t ignore this, I have a plan.”

Abdul lent
forwards in his chair towards Salem. “Tell me brother.”

Salem lowered
his voice. “I will send a message through normal channels, we watch
for the Cadiche man to roll up but he will not find what he
expects. If he attends we can eradicate him and seal the
information leak at the same time.”

“What if the
leaks are coming from our ranks, they may just feed them to someone
else.”

“One fucking
shit at a time Abdul would only be for money our people have plenty
and the hits are fucking up our income that goes for all members.
Doesn’t make sense a member would risk giving information that
would affect their own income no matter what reward they receive.
We have tried many things but still the Cadiche pig knows. We have
wasted too much time fucking around trying to find leaks; we go
from the other end of town. We must do something.”

“What was your
plan of attack?”

“The infidel
women, I send information on her termination as we suspect she is
leaking information giving the time and place we plan to strike. If
the infidel pig is there we know, if the leak is the women she will
not attend knowing she is a target.” Salem smiled at this
brother.

Abdul looked
away rubbing his face and sniffing. He looked back at this brother
nodding. “I know it is not her so it’s worth a try. Where do you
suggest we strike?”

Salem rose to
his feet and lent with his back to the wall, he looked at the
ceiling for a few seconds before answering. “Think Abdul, do you
know of her movements tonight?”

“She called me
just before I got here, she wants to see me tonight at the Grand
Circular Quay to discuss the success of today’s media briefing and
map our next move. She called as soon as she learnt of the factory
raid, she is furious with the police.”

Salem looked
daggers at him and stood up away from the wall. “Why have you not
mentioned this?”

“This is the
first we have spoken of our next moves, why the suspicion my
brother.”

“You are
fucking the infidel bitch, I warn you my brother not to become
romantically involved. This started as a simple argument about
extending our distribution network on the streets of Sydney. We now
find Nasih may take down the entire organisation the infidel
women...”

“Sandra! Her
name is Sandra, she has a fucking name.”

Salem walked to
the end of the room with his back to Abdul. Abdul looked at the
floor. Salem waited a few seconds before turning to his brother. He
was calm. “So, she has wormed her way inside you.” Salem sat down.
“What do you suggest we do?”

“You spend
little time here brother, I have had to become an Australian to be
able to move amongst them. This is becoming hard for me, I build a
world we dream of living in and now it is being torn down.”

“The answer is
finding the problem; if we cannot tackle this together we are
doomed.”

Abdul still
looked at the floor; he waited some time before answering. “I will
arrange the meeting; I may send someone in my place to tell Sandra
I am unavailable, we will see.”

Salem lent over
the table and slapped his brother on the shoulder with a smile.
“Now we are one my brother, now tell me the time and room number,
we get out men to make the hit dressed as bikers, and then the
police will work for us for a while.”


 CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

Bevan Stanwell
was in a meeting with Joe Hartwood. The Eco party were gaining
ground with the public. The media blackout worked for some things
and not for others, worst of all intelligence from overseas
demanded the authorities in Australian find a Lebanese illegal
refuge called Idris Nasih and hand him over to Interpol. The
atmosphere was somewhat more focused than their last meeting,
things required unity, the NSW state police were sure an underworld
war was imminent and the government had become the most unpopular
with the public in twenty five years. The meeting was in Stanwell’s
office in Canberra, Stanwell gave strict instructions they were not
to be disturbed, and pleasantries were brief prior to
conversing.

“I don’t want
to hear any immaterial shit about lobbying for support in the
polls,” barked Stanwell. “Lovington is doing a grand job of keeping
the media busy do you have anything on Fred Green he could clear a
lot of things up?”

Joe pouted the
sides of his mouth drooping to their full extent and shook his
head. “No, Greens DNA was found by police at the chroming factory
raided in Sydney, this has been dismissed as coincidental as he
frequented the place before disappearing. Lovington has buckets of
positive stuff about the Middle Eastern organisation operating the
training schemes and is very busy police bashing over the
raids.’

“Tell me about
it.”

“The police are
working on raiding Greens offices but I think it's a long shot we
don’t have the resources to cover it. Two persons from the factory
were found with small amounts of drugs in their possession but have
been bailed. The drugs were apparently purchased in Kings Cross for
their personal use. Will take a while to investigate this further
but looks like a fizzer.”

“Where the fuck
did the lead on the factory come from?”

“Thin air, we
have no idea, beamed from a satellite that far as we can make out
doesn’t exist.”

Stanwell raised
one eyebrow. “What do you think of the rumours Stanton has his own
satellite system.”

Harwood
chuckled. “You want to ask him. We do know he’s been sitting in
Newcastle hasn’t moved for days. However there is a clued up police
officer from the region, I fear to speculate. The NSW police would
like Page parked up for a while, they fear one more incident will
spark a tinder box.”

Stanwell shook
his head, took off his glasses, and pushed his hair back by running
his fingers through from front to back. “We need to stop these
people, they want to park up part of the network we have to combat
the problem. The only people that we'll please are the mob, have
they found something untoward with Page’s arrests?”

“No, officer
Page has not made an arrest he’s shot twenty two suspects. Lawyers
for the deceased families are making acquisitions of fabricated
evidence post incident.”

Stanwell
laughed. “Fuck really. I’m not a police officer but I thought the
evidence looked pretty strong. I see updates on my desk here hourly
that would indicate otherwise. I think these things will pan out
over the next few days. What is of concern is the request by
several countries for us to find a man called Idris Nasih and hand
him over to Interpol.”

“I was going to
bring that up. We have nothing on such a person residing anywhere
in the country. We did find an old police case file with this name
mentioned by a horse racing identity during a drug trafficking
investigation. We’re following up the lead; the man involved is
doing twenty five years for multiple drug and money laundering
offences.”

“Hang on a sec
I remember that, Theo Delores arrested at a Melbourne Cup meeting
couple years back, first year Flaxmead won the cup, Stanton was
part of the team that took the horse around the country, his car’s
number plate bears the horse’s name FLAXY1.”

“Your memory
serves you well, this name was mentioned by Delores but no trace
could ever be found of him. We’ve found out since that Stanton
assisted the French Secret Service and MI6 in extracting a
Frenchman wanted for leaking military secrets to Libya at the very
same meeting.”

“You’re
joking?”

“No, if I was
joking I would have said a horse walked into a bar and the barman
said why th…..”

“Yeah yeah
right, hardly a time for poor humour.”

“I disagree;
the anomaly indicates how we have been approaching this. It’s a
fucking joke, another thing swept under the carpet with Stanton
involved. Far as we can make out everyone is looking for this man
including Stanton because his offsider Page has accessed the file
connected to the Delores case and been asking questions. I think
this is where it’s at, this man obviously has information that
could turn things upside down and we need to focus on finding
him.”

“Mmmm.”
Stanwell thought for a while. “What’s the police commissioners view
on parking Page up for a while?”

“Same as mine
lunacy, he’s been the deterrent that’s shut down the street gangs.
They currently refuse to show their face even in the Cross. Alcohol
consumption has skyrocketed with the lack of street drug supply. If
its not one fucking thing it’s another, there are so many police on
the streets the cab companies can’t keep up and the watch houses
are full. Time we found this Idris Nasih joker.”

“Do you have
any leads?”

“ASIO are going
to interview Delores”

“Hope his
information he gives is better than the tips he dished out about
race horses. I bet on a couple of so called sure things of his and
I think the fucking things are still running.”

Hartwood
chuckled under his breath. “Yes his file makes for some interesting
reading, well see what we can find out about Idris Nasih and I’ll
keep you informed.”

“At least I can
inform interested parties overseas we are following leads on Mr
Nasih.”


 CHAPTER NINETEEN

Stanton had
been in his home bunker nearly all day; Jodi called to him down the
stairwell. “John tea is nearly ready have you forgotten Kay and
Cadiche are coming over for tea.”

Stanton looked
away from the computer monitors projecting his voice up the
stairwell. “No love will be up directly.”

“Directly means
now John, does on my watch anyway.”

“Yes love.”

“I can see Kay
coming up the drive, head up straight away I’m ready to dish up and
need you to entertain Kay at the table.”

“Fuck,” mumbled
Stanton. He shut the monitors down leaving the network running,
climbed the steps and closed the trap door.

“Run these into
the dinning room there’s a good boy and let Kay in the door.”
Stanton grabbed the side plates Jodi was holding out.

“I’m sure Kay
knows where the door knob is love, the security system will
recognise her smiling face.” He walked towards the adjoining dining
room.

“That thing is
so informal John; really, we need to be more direct with the
family. Having a machine let them in the house is very distant. I
don’t know what the world is coming to.”

Should write a
column about it tomorrow love, sure your readers would love to hear
about it.”

She peered
around the edge of the serving hatch with a stern look. Stanton had
pre-empted her move and meet her with a peck on the lips and a
smile. She smiled and giggled at him. “Bloody smart arse.” She went
back about her chores darting around the kitchen humming a tune.
Stanton sat at the table waiting for Kay to appear.

“Five, four,
three, two, one, Kay how are you love, sit down.”

Kay’s head
appeared around the hallway door, she had a half puzzled come great
to see you look her dark hair hanging down past her lower shoulder
nearly touching the floor she was bent over so far. “I was as quite
as a mouse how an earth did you know.” She walked towards the table
and sat down.

“Because I told
him,” interrupted Jodi as she walked in from the kitchen with bowls
of soup on a tray. “Will Cadiche be long?” she asked.

“Oh he’s been
called out, had to head for Sydney.” Stanton looking at the soup
Jodi had placed in front of him looked up with a straight face.
Jodi saw the look on Stanton’s face and froze.

“Why, did he
say why?”

“No, not in any
detail, just said it was a routine enquiry.”

Stanton looked
into space. “John!” growled Jodi. “What is it?”

He casually
looked back at this soup and picked up a spoon. “Nothing why
love.”

“Don’t you
nothing me John Stanton, I know that look.”

Stanton looked
back up at her with a reassuring smile. “I was looking forward to
having a yarn with the boy, so I’m a bit disappointed, can’t be
helped. Police works like that.” He tasted the soup. “Mmmm, you
made this didn’t you love, chicken and asparagus my favourite.”

Jodi looked
daggers at Stanton as she darted back into the kitchen. Kay began
to eat her soup and looked nervously at Stanton. “He was
disappointed as well John, just suddenly came out of the blue.”

“Must have been
something he thought he needed to handle rather than trust it to
someone else,” replied Stanton.

“He has a
couple of big murder cases he’s working on and really starting to
get somewhere,” replied Kay.

“Did he go
alone?”

“Yes I think
so, he left from home and was going direct.”

Jodi had sat
down between them and began to tackle her meal. She watched
Stanton’s face she could read him like a book. She finished her
soup picked up her bowl; gathered Kay’s up and stood to go back to
the kitchen.

“John could you
be a love and come and carve the meat, bring your soup bowl.”

He smiled at
her and rose to his feet. “Yes love.”

He walked into
the kitchen and began to carve the meat cooling on the work top.
Jodi poured coffee for Kay to keep her occupied then entered the
kitchen. She pulled Stanton out of ear shot and spoke in a low
voice in his face. “What is going on John, I know that look,
something is wrong.”

“Nothing’s
wrong love, I thought what he’s gone off to do could wait.”

“What has he
gone off to do?”

He hesitated.
“You don’t need to know love.”

“He’s in harms
way isn’t he?”

Stanton sighed.
“He’s always in harms way, it varies.”

“John I have a
bad feeling about this.”

“So does he
love, that’s why he decided to go.”

“Well that’s
just bloody dandy, I’ll bring in the main course keep her talking.
God John they get married again in a few months.”

Stanton
casually returned to the dinning table with a beaming smile. “Meat
looks great; Jodi’s done a great job as usual.”

“Oh great I’m
famished,” replied Kay.

Abdul was
surprised to find Lovington was not alone when he walked into the
luxurious Grand apartment overlooking the harbour. The Eco party
press secretary and a member of the Sydney press were present.
Abdul was not impressed, the bed was a mess and the two young male
and female extras had articles of underwear strewn on the floor.
They looked as though they had hastily dressed and Lovington wore
only a white bath robe. She introduced the unexpected additional
guests pouring drinks from the wall bar as they chatted. The
additional young women short blonde hair and long tanned legs sat
on a wall lounge opposite Abdul seated at the wooden table facing
her, the additional male guest had his back to her. She pulled up
her long dress around her waist, opened her legs exposing her pubic
region and thigh’s to Abdul with a wide smile, she sucked her
finger pushing it in and out of her mouth. He continued to hold
face chatting with the young man giving as much information as was
asked about the refuge support scheme and his organisation, he
studied his watch more than the young woman and began to fidget
nervously with his glass of Jack Daniels.

Cadiche had
used police privilege to access the underground car park of the
Grand. He left his vehicle parked in a disabled parking bay next to
the lift. He wore his standard police leather jacket as part of his
uniform to hide his gun and body holster, he pressed the lift
button and the readout told him it had to come ten floors. He stood
facing the lift pulled his weapon to double check load and function
whilst facing the lift door.

There was a
roar and screech of brakes behind him; he turned with his pistol
held behind his back, a white Ford twin cab utility had stopped
parallels to the lift doors ten metres away. In the back tray were
three bikers, Cadiche assumed this as they were dressed in standard
biker uniforms, leather waistcoats, black jeans and belts, heavy
buckled black riding boots and black full face crash helmets. They
all had firearms aimed at Cadiche, sawn off shotguns, the favourite
weapon of the outlaw biker. As they let fly Cadiche had reacted
dropping towards the floor and bringing his weapon to bear opening
fire at the trio. This caught the trio out not expecting to see the
target with his weapon drawn, two of the assailants received fatal
chest strikes from Cadiche’s 44 gas auto magnum sending them flying
from the rear of the utility and smashing against nearby parked
vehicles. The third dived for cover in the utility tray splattered
with blood and body tissues from his accomplice beside him as the
utility roared away for the exit. Cadiche fell to the ground with a
thud his weapon landing beside him as the standard gauge shot gun
pellets nine from each cartridge peppered his body face and legs.
The lift door opened, a group of women laughing and joking began to
walk from the lift, the leading girl from the group tripped over
Cadiche’s body dropping her hand bag to support herself with her
hands, and she looked at the blood dripping from her hands as she
lifted them from the cold concrete floor and stared at them in
front of her face. She let out a piercing scream.

Jodi and Kay
laughed and joked there way through dinner and were about to have
desert when Kay’s mobile phone rang. She looked at the screen. “I
better answer it its CI Renshaw.” She looked puzzled as she put the
phone to her ear. “Hello,” her face gradually turned to bitter
grief and tears welled in her eyes, she dropped the phone on the
table. Stanton grabbed the phone.

“Baden this is
Stanton,” his face turned to pure anger set in stone as the
Newcastle chief inspector spoke. “Yes I got that thanks Baden.” He
turned the phone off and gently put it down next to Kay now sobbing
in Jodi’s arms. “They got our boy Jodi,” he muttered. “He’s on his
way to Westmead Hospital in a chopper; he’ll go straight into
theatre. He’s on life support.” Stanton walked towards his basement
den but turned back towards Jodi and Kay. He waited for Jodi to say
something but she just shook her head and held Kay tight whom had
dropped from the side of her chair to the floor. “Anthony will pick
you up in the chopper in fifteen minutes in the park opposite,” he
said calmly. “I need flaxy one.”

Jodi began to
choke up and shake her head slightly. “Please John, no.”

Stanton drew a
big breath and swallowed. “This will stop now, it’s not what you
can see that is a problem Jodi it's far deeper, or I wouldn’t be
going.”

She clutched
Kay tighter as Stanton walked away. He accessed his bunker below
the kitchen, rang his son Anthony on their satellite phones with
instructions to pick up his mother and Kay in the park in front of
their home with the chopper and transport them directly to Royal
North Shore hospital. He gathered some weapons from his bunker
armoury, two 44 gas magnums and ten fifteen shot magazines, two
derringers with hidden arm braces. An M50 snipers rifle with fifty
rounds of ammunition, an Uzi sub machine gun with two hundred
rounds of ammunition and Winchester eight shot short barrel riot
shot gun and one hundred cartridges of SG shot. Finally he placed
an M165A assault rifle with grenade launcher on top of the stack of
weapons with ten grenades and two hundred rounds of ammunition. He
opened the hidden door in the wall that gave access to the tunnel
leading to his eight car garage carrying the weapons on a small
scissor lift. He opened the boot of his 69 boss mustang and slid
the shotgun, Uzi, M50 and M16 into rack slots made especially for
the weapons below a flap on top of a dummy compartment incorporated
into the two hundred litre fuel tank. The ammunition hidden in
false battery boxes, tool boxes and fire extinguishers sat in
moulded recess either side of the fuel tank above the rear wheels.
The boot looked like it was ready for a hot rod show. The shotgun
slid diagonally into a recess below the driver’s seat the butt
easily accessed with Stanton’s right hand, the cartridge supply in
a false compartment just behind the gear shift lever of the centre
consol in tubes of eight. One gas magnum was in a driver’s side
door holster by Stanton’s right calf the other in his body holster
strapped over his bullet proof vest. One derringer and spring
harness was strapped to his right arm beneath his jacket, the other
in a floor recess below the passengers floor mat.

He climbed
behind the wheel and pushed a button above the rear view mirror, a
computer screen and keyboard dropped from the roof. He booted the
computer and made contact with his satellite system. He sent an all
points bulletin regarding the gunning down of officer Page at the
Grand Hotel Circular Quay to all mobile police units in the state.
He requested assistance with passage of a red mustang leaving
Newcastle travelling the F3 freeway to Royal North Shore hospital.
He moved forwards and inch and the garage door opened automatically
in front of him, he idled from the garage and onto the roadway, he
leant forwards and looked out of the windscreen to see a heavy
helicopter descending towards the park opposite his home. He lent
back and engaged the supercharger clearly visible above the centre
of the muscle cars bonnet pulling the red button on the fear shift
lever up. The clutch engaged and the engine growled like a roaring
lion as it lit up the rear wheels.

The radio room
operator at police operations threw his hands in the air and called
his supervisor, they looked at the screen. “I didn’t fucking send
it, what the fucks going on,” he asked his supervisor a
distinguished desk sergeant.

The sergeant
read the text message. “Fuck, they gunned Cadiche down.” He stood
back from the screen and ran his hand through his greying hair as
he thought concentrating on the screen. “Send a code three to every
unit within range of the F3, they are to pursue a red mustang under
pursuit for excess speed from Newcastle to Royal North Shore
hospital. Have every traffic light and intersection secured for
clear passage.”

An officer
working at the opposite side of the radio room manning the phones
covered the mouthpiece of his phone took off his headphones and
spoke to the sergeant. “Sir I have instructions to call in every
available officer metro and country to muster in at city central,
what the fucks going on, that’s five hundred plus.”

“Get me
Stokes,” asked the sergeant.

“He’s out to
dinner with his wife.”

“I couldn’t
give a fuck what he’s doing call him on his mobile and patch it
through to me, he’ll answer when he sees it the radio room.”

“Yes sir.”

Stanton studied
his computer readout, listened to the news radio and powered down
the F3 towards Sydney all at the same time. He yearned to request
data via the keyboard but would have to wait. His focus was taken
by breaking news; he turned the radio volume up above the throbbing
roar of the car engine. ‘I interrupt normal news transmission to
announce some breaking news. A police officer believed to be
officer Page of Newcastle has been gunned down in the car park of
the Grand Hotel Circular Quay by three members of the Overlords
motorcycle club. The officer has been air lifted to Royal North
Shore hospital where he is undergoing surgery to life threatening
injuries sustained in the attack. The officer is believed to have
killed two of the suspects at the scene before receiving multiple
gunshot wounds. Circular Quay is a crime scene and people are
advised to avoid the area as police have cordoned off the entire
city block. Officer Page reported to be the officer gunned down has
been at the forefront of curbing mob drug distribution and money
laundering. Police are yet to comment on the reports and we will
update information as it comes to hand. We now return to our
previous story an in depth interview recorded earlier today with
Eco party member Sandra Lovington regarding the plight of Middle
Eastern refuges and action being taken to assist in their
integration to Australian society hampered by a radical group
driving the street war.’

Stanton turned
back the radio volume and took his satellite phone from the
mounting bracket on the dashboard. He linked up with the Australian
mobile phone network and called CI David Stokes personal mobile.
Stokes looked embarrassed as he received a second call within
minutes smiling awkwardly at friends gathered around the dinner
table that included members of government and discreetly looked at
the readout, it was blank. He was puzzled and answered concerned
the situation he had been just been informed of was getting worse.
“Hello David Stokes speaking”

“This is John
Stanton, the two blokes dressed as bikers at the Grand, check the
prints against data base files they aren’t bikers. They are Middle
Eastern clan members. If you’re obtaining a warrant for the
Overlords you’re wasting your time.”

“John we need
to…” Stanton had hung up. Stokes began to make another call as he
stood up at the table. “Excuse me I have to go.”

“David,”
objected his wife. “You promised we would have a night of no
interruptions.”

“That’s the
worst prediction I ever made, sorry everyone.” Stokes left the
premises his phone to his ear.”

Stanton powered
into the car park of the Royal North Shore and parked directly
outside the main emergency entrance. He alighted with haste and
when the door closed behind him air jacks shot from the underside
of the chassis lifting the car clear of the ground by a few inches
and the windows darkened. A valet approached him with a frown.
“Sorry sir you can’t park there”

“Where will I
find officer Page the policeman airlifted here just over an hour
ago,” asked Stanton.

“He’s in
theatre recovery under police guard we cant let you.”

“Where the fuck
is it.” An police officer stationed just inside the door came out
to Stanton.

“This way Mr
Stanton,” Stanton walked through the doors behind him and the
officer spoke to a nearby colleague whom then led Stanton through
several corridors and up flights of stairs. Stanton said nothing,
they came upon a wall of police, and they separated. A doctor came
through the swinging doors that gave access to the recovery ward
adjacent to the operating theatres. He steered Stanton to a bed and
there was Cadiche hooked up to a life support system. He stood next
to him as the doctor studied redouts on the monitor. “What’s his
chances? “asked Stanton as he looked at the mass of tubes and wires
coming from Cadiche’s head and upper torso.

“Not one pellet
damaged a vital organ, his lungs were punctured. He has internal
bleeding that seems to be stabilising. We could not get many of the
pellets out some are embedded in critical places from head to toe;
we will have to wait before any more surgery. When he first came in
we gave him no chance. Now he has a better than even chance I would
say.”

“Long term
damage?”

“We will have
to wait and see.”

“His partner
was here?”

“Yes she has
been assisted to emergency suffering from shock, she has another
lady with her I think it may be her mother.”

“Sort of, tell
them John was here and I’ll be home soon as I can. Is there anyone
else that came with the two ladies?”

“Yes I believe
he was called Anthony, he left to pick up another member of the
family, yes I overheard them talking. I remember him saying he
would be back in less than an hour and he spoke of Newcastle. I can
only assume he has a low flying car.”

“Chopper, it’s
on the roof.”

The doctor
smiled with a nod. “Ah that explains it.”

Stanton touched
Cadiche’s finger tips with his. “I’m sorry boy,” he muttered.
“You’re right someone has to stop this.” He smiled at the doctor
turned and left.


 CHAPTER TWENTY

Sandra
Lovington could see a mass of police activity in the streets below,
red and blue lights lit the entire street. She became close to
hysterical when she called the foyer desk and was told the Hotel
was in lockdown due to the shooting of a policeman in the
underground car park. She and her two friends hastily dressed.
Abdul Khalid was relived to hear of the demise of what he presumed
was the Cadiche man and looked for a way out, something he had not
considered should the hit be messy, he opted to come himself rather
than send a stand in as he craved for Lovington’s body. He grabbed
at straws. “Sandra, I didn't want to tell you until after dinner
but I have a surprise for you. I planned to take you for supper to
the home of a top chef fully trained through the system to meet his
family. He has just opened his own restaurant.“

Lovington had
adjusted her hair and clothing to look presentable and could see
his reflection in the bathroom mirror. “That will be great,
anything to get out of here, I planned to stay here till morning
but this murder in the basement I find terrifying.”

Abdul shuffled
up behind her putting his arms under hers and cupping her breast’s
in his hands. He rubbed his crutch against her arse and whispered
in her ear. “We can be alone there later.”

She smiled as
she adjusted her ear rings. “The other two want to stay here and
screw all night, I wanted to show you some things we do that may
arouse you but with this other business let’s go down to the lobby
and get out of here.”

Abdul hung
behind Lovington as she waded through the wall of police securing
the lobby, neither of them had arrived in vehicles and the only
area of limits was the underground car park. Stanton’s car had just
been parked at the lobby entrance and he was being shown the spot
his boy Cadiche had been gunned down. Lovington and Abdul after
leaving identity details and a statement of the evening’s movements
finally left the lobby walking towards Circular Quay docks passing
Stanton’s car. Abdul found the cars black windows and apparent
levitation puzzling; he studied the shinning masterpiece and felt
it looked intimidating. As he walked away he walked backwards and
studied the registration plate. FLAXY1. Lovington stopped and
looked back waiting for him. She noticed the gleaming red
masterpiece. “I’ve seen that car at race horse race meetings,”
commented Lovington. “It’s the guy who looks after the kids race
horse Flaxmead I think his names John Stanton.”

“That’s a mean
looking car,” added Abdul. “Flaxmead I’ve heard of that horse, what
would the guy be doing here?”

“The state
tried to prosecute him years back, he broke Billets arm then the
federal member for the Hunter the court case made him a legend.
There are stories around that he’s a ruthless vigilante, his
unofficial son is the police officer they call the Cadiche
man.”

Abdul looked
stone faced and stern at Lovington. “Are you sure?”

“Yes, I’ve been
to inquests and sat on committees where his name is mentioned many
times.”

“Where does he
originate from?”

“England, he
was an operative with MI6 and retired here some years ago. He
designed and installed our defence security system and everybody
else’s so it seem, he’s a genius with that kind of thing.”

Abdul’s eyes
began to glisten with rage and he grabbed Lovington’s arm. “He is
here, in the basement.”

“I would
imagine so, the police told me his adopted son was the one gunned
down in the basement, the one they call the Cadiche man.”

Panic became to
bite at Abdul’s guts. “You must come with me and tell my brother of
this man, how did he get past the police cordon.”

“He can go
wherever he likes, he’s supposed to have information that could
bring down every government western or eastern. Somewhere around
here they say you will find MI6, the French Secret Service, and the
CIA and god knows who else.”

“They are
trying to kill him?”

“God no, they
make sure he stays alive. He’ll find the guys that shot his son; he
can find a needle in a haystack. I think he’s really exciting, sort
of a cross between James Bond and Batman. His wife is a reporter
like such a bitch you should see some of the rubbish she writes
about me, like you know honestly.”

Abdul guided
her down the footpath to beyond the cordon, he hailed and cab and
hustled her into the back with him.

Stanton’s
vehicle scanned the 360 degree area around it via state of the art
surveillance cameras hidden in the vehicles framework. It linked
direct to the computer then the massive data basis his satellite
system had access to. Stanton was standing over the two bodies
brought down by Cadiche, their helmets had been removed and
fingerprint matching had identified them as Lebanese refuges.
Stanton had been talking to Stokes gathering information about the
scene. “You were right John, these jokers are panel beaters from a
crash repair shop in Alexandria. As soon as we knew we called of
the raids on the Overlords clubrooms saved us a lot of work for
nothing.”

The vibrating
alarm went off on Stanton’s belt summoning him to his vehicle; the
computer system had tripped the alarm to beckon his attendance for
vital information. “One got away?”

“Yes, the
utility used in the attack was found burnt out down at the rocks.
Hotel security surveillance camera footage shows the face of the
driver, he’s also looks Middle Eastern.”

“I have to go
to my car David, they shouldn’t have shot my boy.” Stanton began to
walk toward the exit.

“John for god’s
sake we are doing all we can, Stanwell rang me personally.”

Stanton stopped
and turned around. “If they have no respect for the Cadiche man I’m
fucking sure the prime minister won’t worry them. Tell you a little
secret David because I have plenty of time for you. This is much
bigger than it looks and I’m not here because by boy was gunned
down. You’ve seized military weapons from these guys, when the shit
hits the fan keep your boys clear, not because I think they can’t
do the job. I need the info these bastards have, will save
thousands of lives. You want to do something industrial find Idris
Nasih,” Stanton walked away; Stokes looked down at the bodies
beside him and summoned a plain clothes officer near him.

“Go to the exit
and watch Stanton’s car. If it roars off come and tell me
immediately.” The man nodded and walked briskly up the ramp towards
the exit.

Stanton pressed
his remote as he walked up to the driver’s door of his car, the car
dropped to the ground, the windows cleared and the door latch
released and the door opened by itself. He jumped in the seat and
closed the door behind him, he pushed the button above the rear
view mirror and the computer screen and keyboard dropped from the
roof. It booted itself and a link flashed red on the screen. The
surveillance cameras on the car had matched Abdul Khalid to a
French data base of wanted persons. He read the background and
studied his picture; he recalled the surveillance footage from
which the match had been made. He recognised Lovington immediately
and ran the footage until they went out of sight. He alighted from
his vehicle, it secured itself as he closed the door and he walked
down to the police cordon, two officers were on duty handling
security. He asked about Lovington, the officers had recognised her
and said some way down the road she had been helped into a silver
top cab by the large Middle Eastern man she was with. He made haste
back to his vehicle.
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Jacob Ahmadi
member of Kuwait’s council of ministers and educated in Australia
had voluntarily stood down. He had made no progress in tracing
clans moving drugs, money and other products through his countries
substantial port system in the Persian Gulf. He received
information from an unknown source but senior members of government
refused to believe such things were going on. The information could
not be substantiated and as the satellite system it came from
appeared to be non existent the information was thought to be
propaganda to feed the relatively open Kuwait media in an effort to
influence votes in the next election and sell newspapers. Evidence
to back up the claims had been thin, he was sure this was to do
with the amount of time it was taking for Kuwait authorities to
react to the information. The container numbers had been through
the port but processing of them had been quicker than usual and
they were always long gone. Recently the speed of incoming
information had improved and finally a container had been found and
quarantined. By the time approval was granted to check the contents
it had been removed from quarantine and found empty with its doors
wide open. Residue from within the container and on the ground near
the doors had been identified as heroin, this had caught the
attention of the Emir of Kuwait, and he was concerned. Although the
original information could not be traced and he did not trust it,
the fact heroin had been found was enough for him to give Jacob
Ahmadi permission to stand down from ministerial duty to pursue the
claims. He was granted passage to Australia to follow the trail the
container in question would have travelled. Jacob once saved from
certain death by a British soldier in Iraq, the soldier now living
in Australia had been contacted to assist Jacob with his task the.
Emir was also familiar with this man; the soldiers name was John
Stanton.

Mario
Francesco, his family and associate families had conveniently
retired to the Mediterranean for a holiday. The odd mafia
heavyweight kept watch for as long as it took for things to cool
down, the brutal attack of Cadiche and the sudden appearance of
Stanton had brought business to a complete standstill, the head
honchos bathed in the Mediterranean sun while those down the line
wondered where their next meal would come from.

Triad members
unable to leave the county still managed to operate in some areas
of Sydney as the street dealers moved away from the heat of the
police presence in traditional haunts. These hit and miss
operations continued to supply survival income.

Doc Bastard and
the Overlords were sick of eating Pizza, the novelty of a
continuous party was wearing thin and members were getting sick and
tired of being sick and tired. With the gunning down of the Cadiche
man and reports of Stanton stalking the streets of Sydney Wu Far
found it necessary to venture out, he was unable to contact
Francesco and the Stonemason corridors were also deadly silent. Wu
was left with one ally and although short of an agreed week he
decided to pay a visit. Escorted by two vehicle loads of Chin Chung
masters he made the trip to the Bondi hoping to find Doc at the
clubhouse. Phones were being hacked so the decision to visit was
known only to those making the trip, Wu was in luck and Doc was in
residence at the clubhouse. Wu was surprised to find women and
children packed into the clubhouse and grounds under the watchful
eye of roof sentries and monitored surveillance systems. Wu left
his escort sitting cross legged on the veranda, a police car
cruised by, slowed and then roared off. Doc guided Wu into the room
they had conversed in before, he herded some women and children out
left Gypsy outside the door and they sat down at the table. “Things
have changed,” started Wu. “Some fool gunned down the Cadiche man,
I was sure Stanton would not intervene but he is loose on the
streets of the city as we speak. I suggest it was not you who
organised this.”

“Get fucking
real. The pigs were all over this place and we were ready for a
raid straight after it happened, they suddenly packed and left as
quickly as the came.”

“Mmmm. Then
obviously it was not you.”

“Cause it
wasn’t fucking us, the pigs go past here every ten minutes. Every
club in Sydney currently has its own personal mobile police
station. I’d have to be the invisible man to go buy a loaf of
bread. The sheilas go in and out of here but we stay put. Every
member that rode out of here hasn’t come back; we don’t know where
the fuck they are.”

“Francesco and
the Stonemasons have gone to ground; we are left to our own
devices. The triad and Middle Eastern clan continue to defy police
presence; this may be their greatest bungle.”

“Bungle, those
bastards are probably cutting in on our turf and customers.”

“This is true;
I have confirmation that positive media coverage has some members
of the clan moving freely within our areas. Drive by shootings and
murders have not stopped. However Stanton will find and terminate
those responsible for the attack on the Cadiche man.”

“I thought he
didn’t get involved with public affairs.”

Wu stood up and
lent with this back to the wall adjacent to Doc. “The police found
military weapons in possession of the clan. He looks for Idris
Nasih, I refused to deal with this man a while back for good
reason, a Lebanese illegal immigrant he dealt with South American
drug dealers. I suspect he now has extended his business dealings
to Russian black market arms dealers gaining stock from the Middle
East. Stanton would know this if indeed it is true.”

“Fuck that’s
heavy shit, may not get to speak to this Stanton bloke liable to
get his nuts blown off.”

Wu chuckled and
sat down next to Doc. “Stanton is far from being alone, you cannot
see his army. The French Secret Service, British MI6, the American
CIA they all have an interest in keeping him alive as do the
Russians and Chinese. Lift a finger at him and you will fall before
you have time to bend it.”

“Fuck, we could
do something like that ourselves.”

“This may play
our way. Stanton considers us to be misguided, although he does not
approve of some of our ways he would not take our freedom, he feels
it is civil police whom should rehabilitate or control the
misguided. It is the evil whom he seeks no matter whom or where
they are. If they threaten democratic control with no consideration
for public equality he will act. I have been assisted by Stanton’s
sons many times; they are the most powerful lawyers in the country,
without them I and some of my counterparts would be
imprisoned.”

“Fucking hell,
I think I’ll stay here until he’s finished.”

“Don’t judge
him too harshly; he needs to see more practical evidence than any
court before he acts. Gunning the Cadiche man down has threatened
democratic control, importing military weapons and arming street
gangs threatens democratic control, these things he will pursue
with ruthless application.”

“You told me
you didn’t fucking know him. Sounds like you could write his
biography.”

Wu opened his
palms and held them up. “I would say I know of him, I consider him
friend nor foe.”

“You could have
told this earlier.”

“This becomes
relevant now because things have changed. This information till now
was unnecessary.”

“Id still like
to talk to this bloke.”

“The Cadiche
man was shot by people dressed as Overlords, Stanton will want to
know why and what you know, my guess is he will find you.”

“What drive up
to the door here?”

“Yes.”

“Bullshit?”

“Five hundred
bucks says he does.”

Doc thought for
a few seconds. “You’re on. If he comes and knocks on the door here
I don’t understand the man.”

“I have never
understood him, but I believe in him. He will see me first.”

“What makes you
think that?”

“Because he has
manners, the same reason he will come to see you.”

“So he’ll check
us out before he blows our fucking heads off, nice of him.”

Wu burst out
laughing and put his right hand on Docs shoulder. “When this is
over you will understand he has come to free us.”
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Wu’s Chinese
philosophy proved to be correct quicker than he anticipated. Plain
clothes police were tracing a silver top cab diver that had taken
Eco party member Sandra Lovington plus one male from Circular Quay
within the last hour, police didn’t know where the kidnapping tip
had originated but uniform police in the area confirmed seeing the
couple. While Stanton waited for the cabs destination to be sent
via police channels he found Wu stepping from the rear of a 57
Chevy outside his club. Stanton double parked adjacent to the
Chevy, he opened the passenger door of his Mustang and smiled at
Wu. Wu dismissed his entourage and climbed in next to Stanton.
Stanton engaged his supercharger and lit up the rear wheels, after
the smoke cleared no one had seen his car leave but it was
gone.

Wu remained
silent until Stanton pulled up just around the corner in Elizabeth
Street near Hyde Park war memorial. “I have been expecting you ever
since some fool gunned down your boy.”

Stanton looked
at Wu occasionally but was pre occupied with his compute readout.
“He’s alive.”

Wu pouted with
a nod. ”Mmmm.”

“How’s
business?”

“You know
business is the worst it has ever been since my father sold orange
juice to feed us in Blacktown.”

Stanton
laughed. “I need to find Idris Nasih.”

“So I hear, for
what?”

Stanton
chuckled. “Why ask, how long have we known each other.”

“You want to
know about the attack on your boy?”

“You have met
with the Overlords; I can see why, the Bondi chapter.”

Wu shock his
head and smiled at Stanton warmly. “John you know more than me but
I respect your respect.”

“Who am I
dealing with?”

“Doc
Bastard.”

“Well, won't
have to write that one down. Why would three so called Middle
Eastern panel beaters dress up as Overlords and shoot my boy?"

Wu looked
straight ahead with no emotion. “We hit the triad, they hit the
Middle Eastern clan, we should have followed up to finish them but
the police presence has shut us down. Only these madmen continue to
defy logic. The media paint a rosy picture of these animals; we
have failed to control our own. I have no answers for you, I’m
sorry.”

Stanton drew a
big breath and sighed. “Nobody is to blame, democracy gives all a
chance. I’m married to a journalist; they just want to sell
newspapers. These people have fucked it right up, there’re
ruthless, smart and without any moral substance. They’ve conned the
government and fucked you guys up the arse. No point in crying
hindsight won’t change things. These guys are fucking organised and
connected and it has to stop. These so called members of the public
are fucking with social moral fibre and democratic right. I don’t
like some of the system any more than you Wu but currently it’s all
we have.”

Wu looked at
Stanton with a look of sadness and clasped his hands with fingers
interlocked. “I have been an Australian for a long time and like
who I am, who the fuck are these people.”

“What did
Francesco have to say?”

Wu looked
surprised. “How do you know?”

“Is it
important, nothing that would worry you.”

Wu looked
uncomfortable moving around in his seat. “He was as disgusted as
us, now he has betrayed the creed by hiding like a coward.”

“They know what
can be done if they cross the line, I have hit them before when
they involve themselves in affairs that don’t concern them. You
don’t have that experience you don’t deserve it but don’t be to
hard on them, they are causing some problems for the clan
elsewhere.”

“Rob Smatter
he….”

“Rob Smatter
just bought a seven million dollar villa in Spain, and in deep
water having trouble explaining where the funds came from. He been
selling military information to China, he’ll have to hide for the
rest of his life or face the music.”

Wu opened his
eyes wide. “I see, what now?”

Stanton started
his car and rumbled round the block back to Wu’s club double
parking and holding up traffic. Wu alighted, Stanton lent towards
him as Wu looked back inside the vehicle. “Thank you,” said Wu.

“You love your
wife and family as much as me mate. Take your boys go inside and
lock the door,” replied Stanton. Wu bowed, closed the door and
headed inside to plan what to spend Doc’s five hundred dollars on.
Stanton roared off.

Doc Bastard was
taking his watch at the surveillance security screen in the
Overlords Bondi clubhouse. He studied the screen closely as Stanton
climbed from his vehicle. He had parked on the wrong side of the
road so his driver’s side door was facing the clubhouse entrance.
Doc noticed the car lift from the ground slightly and the windows
blacken when the door closed. “What the fuck,” he mumbled. He also
noted several cars park and turn of their lights at both ends of
the street. Stanton sat on the low red brick wall facing the
clubhouse just inside the gate and scanned the front of the
building for activity, he waited. “Gypsy!” called Doc over his
shoulder.

Gypsy raced to
Doc and studied the screens. “Fuck who’s that joker?”

“I’ve seen that
car at rod shows, belongs to John Stanton so must be him.” He
zoomed one of the roof cameras at cars that had just parked in the
street. ”He’s not alone.”

“What the
fuck’s he doing sitting out there?”

Doc looked at
his hands in front of him on the desk. “I better go and find out I
suppose.”

“We better arm
up and man the roof.”

Doc was shaking
his head. “No, let me out the door and lock up behind me. I’ve
wanted to talk to this guy for ages now’s my chance. “

“Take some of
us with ya, show em you’re not alone.”

Doc stood up
and started to walk to the door. “He’s come here for some reason
open the door and lock it behind me get a few of the boys in here
to watch what’s going on. Don’t come outside no matter what.”

“He might think
it was us that shot his mate.”

“No we’d just
disappear one by one. I don’t understand this man, he defies any
logical process. Fuck I just remembered I’ve done five hundred
bucks with Wu.” He walked to the front door and opened the fortress
like obstructions closing both behind him. He walked to the edge of
the veranda steps about ten metres from Stanton. Two red laser dots
appeared on Docs chest but he stood his ground, Stanton stood and
looked round in the direction they were directed from and they went
out. Stanton sat back down and Doc joined him sitting right next to
him. “You John Stanton?”

“Who wants to
know?”

“Doc Bastard,
can’t you fucking read?”

Stanton
chuckled through his nose. “You could be wearing someone else’s
waistcoat.”

Doc raised his
eyebrows and looked at Stanton. “Good point, yes I’m Doc Bastard.
You still haven’t answered my question.”

“Yes I’m John
Stanton.”

“What the fuck
do you want with us?”

Stanton stood
up and faced Doc sitting on the wall with his back to the
clubhouse. “You have women and children in the clubhouse.”

Doc nodded.
“Yes we’ve had to pool our families to make sure they’re safe.”

“Mmmm.” Stanton
sat back down. “Did you have anything to do with the gunning down
of the Cadiche man?”

“You know we
didn’t or you wouldn’t have come we’d just start disappearing.”

“What about
other chapters, other clubs associates and mates.”

“Don’t make any
sense, that cop had been gunning down our worst enemies and doing a
far better job than we could ever do. Twenty two, we’d be more
likely to pin a fucking medal on the bastard.”

“Go back inside
and lock the doors,” Stanton stood up and began to walk to his
car.”

“Wait, I need
to know something?”

Stanton stopped
at his car door without opening it. “And?”

“I was in the
army and I killed some people overseas.”

Stanton looked
inquisitively at Doc, his eyes strained into Doc’s face. “In
combat?”

“Yes.”

“That’s what
soldiers do, strike at the heart of the enemies military
might.”

“Some of them
were kids.”

“And you didn’t
know?”

“No, no I had
no idea.”

“You think it’s
all your fault?”

“Yes.”

“The people in
power they signed the orders to act, you’re commanding officer gave
directives under those orders. You were a well trained soldier
carrying out orders. Did you have the power or authority to change
any of those orders?”

“No of course
not?”

“What happened
when your targets were found to be among civilians and
children?”

“There was an
investigation and I was court marshalled.”

“Were you
vindicated?”

“No I was
offered a dishonourable discharge in exchange of a plea of guilty
or I would be made an example of.”

Stanton walked
closer to Doc. “What! Did you accept?”

“I was fucked,
no one to support me, no witnesses except a few civilians that were
nearby. I didn’t know what to do.”

Stanton
growled. “The government ministers who signed the directive to act,
the officers who planned and gave orders are we to assume they have
all the authority and no responsibility. The Middle East.”

“Yes.”

“I seldom
engaged foe in this region that didn’t hide behind a skirt, they
blow themselves up along with heaps of innocent people of their own
faith in the name of I don’t know fucking what. They execute women
just because they’re women, shot them in the back of the head, can
you fucking understand that because I can’t and will not accept
such principles. These fuckers are here and running amuck, they are
using similar strategy and are dabbling with military and
government collaborators demanding that their ways become part of
our life. The bastards you’re having trouble with are worse than
that.”

Doc nodded
slightly and hesitated. “I don’t know if I’m doing the right thing
here, my family and mates locked in a house.”

“I thought I
would have answered that question by coming here in the first
place.”

“I see what you
mean, what the fuck can we do.”

“You can scour
you’re network and look for a bloke called Idris Nasih.”

“I’ve heard his
name before, everyone’s looking for him.”

“Not
surprising, now go inside and lock your doors and keep an eye on
you’re telly.”

“I still don’t
have an answer and I really need to know.”

“You’d have it
some other way would you; you’d do more if you could. Being dazed
and confused after what’s happened to you isn’t unusual. You can’t
stand the government or these other fuckwits that have surfaced
from the gates of hell. I struggled to understand myself at times
and long ago asked an old church minister what you had to do to be
a Christian. I figure he’d know he’d been one for over seventy
years.”

“What’d
say?”

“He said all
you have to do is believe.”

“Do you believe
in what you do Stanton.”

Stanton smiled.
“I don’t like the system any more than you but it’s all we have run
by people that wouldn't let me in the door any than they would you
so I built my own door to walk in and out as I please. What I
believe is I need to get downtown.” The door of Stanton’s Mustang
sprang open, it dropped to the floor and the window’s cleared. He
smiled closed the door and roared off.

The clubhouse
doors opened, Gypsy and other members came out standing around Doc.
They watched parked cars start up and head off in the direction
Stanton had gone, they could still hear his car as it roared and
rumbled towards the city. “Was that him, that Stanton bloke?” asked
Gypsy.

“Yes, yes it
was.”

“What’d he
say?”

“He said to get
inside and lock the door.”


 CHAPTER TWENTY
THREE

Stanton had a
hundred leads but they were all street activity by clan members
going about their business. He choose to chase the lead that had
now surfaced on the silver top cab, it had dropped Lovington and
her escort at the Cruising Yacht club Darling Point. He parked on
New Beach Road next to the park under tree canopy spreading across
the road just short of the yacht club and marina, there he could
see the marina and club building. He had some thinking to do, he
had received a lot of leads from clan phones and computer channels,
this was unusual and had been going on since just before Cadiche
was gunned down, he assessed that someone had twigged their phones
and channels of communication were being monitored and decided to
use it to their advantage.

He contacted
Jodi via satellite phone, they were still at the hospital and
Cadiche had been upgraded to stable and taken from life support. He
had regained consciousness and been moved to a private ward.

Stanton
activated his computer, he dug deep using his satellite system and
planted software that gave him access to government and military
information banks. He searched the business name attached to the
chrome plating and crash repair business in Alexandria. The
business had a network that stretched far and wide and he came up
with what he was looking for. Annexed to the business sitting
innocently in the marina was a forty foot motor launch. Stanton
searched tax records finding the launch was listed as part of the
assets of the crash repair business and listed among entertainment
and advertising tax write off’s. He took a deep breath and stood up
his cropped hair by running his fingers through it from front to
back. It made sense to him, the marina gave the motor launch access
to the open ocean, it can be accessed relatively easily. People
like Lovington frequented the area daily so the presence of such
people would raise no suspicion no matter who they were with.
Persons invited to the boat could be easily disposed of should
negotiations deteriorate. The boat was similar to his own the Marie
Celeste and he knew six people could live comfortably on the boat
practically unnoticed. The most compelling thing was the boats name
was listed in the tax files making it easy to find. He scanned the
area of the marina he could see but found no match. He alighted
from his vehicle and walked the foreshore casually checking the
entire marina as if a sight seeing with binoculars and finally at
the far north eastern end of the marina platforms spotted what he
was looking for, ‘The World Is Ours’ not only in English but in
Arab scroll below. He also noticed a sophisticated camera
surveillance system covering all four sides of the boat.

He returned to
his vehicle and opened the boot, he put on baggy overalls he kept
in the hidden compartment that looked like the fuel tank, strapped
a spring loaded derringer to his right arm beneath the overalls,
assembled and loaded an Uzi nine millimetre machine gun. He placed
the Uzi and second magazine in a canvas work bag with Joes Plumbing
written in big letters on both sides. He placed an incendiary
charge with time delay detonator he always kept in the vehicle in
the bag with the Uzi. He checked his 44 gas magnum placing a round
in the chamber then gently un cocking the trigger and sliding it
back in his body holster. He put on a cap with Joes Plumbing
clearly embodied on the front. He opened his vehicle and booted the
computer; he hacked into the marina security system via satellite
and shutting down the surveillance cameras and opening the security
locks blocking access to the marina walkways. He opened two sticks
of chewing gum and began to chew vigorously, got out of his vehicle
closing the doors and it secured itself. He picked up the bag and
began to walk towards the Marina.

He walked
casually along the Marina decks; he noticed a security guard
milling around the power board on the outside of the yacht club
building. The odd person and couple were passed and Stanton smiled
with a nod. The location of the boat gave further suspicion to its
use, furthest from the marina buildings last among over two hundred
yachts and power boats one could say the birth was inconvenient but
not if you required privacy and quick exit. As he approached the
boat it became obvious someone was aboard with light burning on the
access cove at the rear water level deck, backed into the marina
deck one could step off the marina and onto the bottom step leading
up to the main deck. The polished alloy crafted into the ships hull
incorporating the steps glistened in the flickering lights, Stanton
expected a welcoming party but the ship was quiet. He silently and
slowly climbed the steps his right arm free and pointing forwards
in case he needed to activate his derringer and defend himself. He
stepped onto the main deck, the well lit outside living area of the
lower deck was deserted and the upper deck access to the rear of
the bridge was in darkness. He walked silently to the lower deck
indoor living area access, he looked through the glass port hole at
eye level and could see no activity in the corridor, at the end of
the corridor a stairway led down to the main front living area. He
gently opened the door then stashed his bag on the deck next to the
door whilst watching up the corridor. He took the Uzi from the bag
released the safety, stood up and began to walk softly down the
corridor listening at the galley and bedroom doors on the way but
could hear nothing. He was a couple of steps from the top of the
stairway, the corridor and stairway lights were burning brightly,
he could hear moaning and chocking.

Abdul and Salem
Khalid had become pre occupied with getting as much information out
of Lovington as they could before they killed her. The boat had
always been the safest place to entertain government ministers and
the brothers felt safer there than anywhere else they could hide.
Lovington could tell them nothing as she knew nothing and after
beating her they realised she was of no longer use. About to put to
sea to dispose of her Abdul brought Lovington’s curvaceous body to
the attention of his brother by tearing her clothes of, they tied
her to the bed and his brother was busy with his pants around his
ankles thrusting and moaning with his head buried in her breasts.
He lay with her head to one side groaning and moaning, Abdul sat to
one side with his pants of ready for when his brother had finished
maintaining an erection by slowly jerking himself. Stanton was able
to walk to the bottom of the access stairs his movements masked by
the antics. The lounge forward of the living area can be opened out
into a round bed surrounded by forward sloping windows giving a one
hundred and eighty degree view of the bow. To Stanton’s left was a
bar back directly in the corner of the living area, this was behind
the chair Abdul had placed beside the bed to observe proceedings.
From this point the only one who would be able to see Stanton would
be Lovington with her head turned his way, he moved behind the bar
for cover put his Uzi in his left hand and pulled his magnum from
its body holster cocking the hammer, he directed the weapons at the
pair. Lovington managed a smile between her moans and groans.

“Having fun
gentlemen!” Salem stopped thrusting and looked around in surprise.
Abdul stood in haste to turn around but he fell over landing on his
brother. They lay still looking at Stanton. “My names John Stanton
and I’m going to give you some instructions, any deviation will
result in your instantaneous death, do you understand?” The two
remained still and silent. Stanton gently put down his Uzi on the
bar and put both hands on the handle of his gas magnum. He let fly
with two rounds cutting the rope that bound Lovington’s writs to
the bed, the pair tried to shield their eyes from flying debris, He
let another two fly cutting the ropes that held her ankles. “Kick
them off you and get clear,” he said to Lovington. She struggled to
pull herself from under them both but finally felt Salem’s limp
penis leave her vagina and she wriggled out to the far side of the
bed landing on the floor and curling up in a ball under the
starboard window, she started sobbing openly. “You with you hand on
your dick, stand up, very slowly and don’t let go of your
dick.”

“Fuck you,”
replied Abdul. Stanton moved to his right slightly to draw line of
fire from Lovington now directly behind the pair. He fired one
round and Abdul’s head disintegrated sending blood, brain and body
tissue all over his brother and Lovington. Salem began to shake
with fear and pushed his brother off him and onto the ground.

“What the fuck,
don’t kill me, I’ll do whatever you ask just don’t kill me!”

“You greasy
sack of fucking shit, what’s your name?”

“Salem,”
shouted Lovington amid her sobbing. “Salem Khalid.”

“Mmmm,
brothers. Where is Idris Nasih?”

“Even if I knew
you think I would tell you infidel pig.”

Stanton kept
his magnum poised. “Appears you have a split personality, from one
extreme to the other. I’m picking up this Uzi and walking round
behind you. When I get there I want you to stand up.”

“He has a gun
in his jacket, he was going to kill me with it, he fired it into a
pillow next to my head!” shouted Lovington.

“Its okay love,
I can see the powder burns.“ Stanton moved to the base of the
stairwell checking up the stairs as he went putting him directly
behind Salem. “Now stand up.”

“I need to pull
up my pants.”

“Do that and
you’ll need and undertaker, now fucking stand up.” Salem began to
push himself up from the bed; he suddenly dropped back down
attempting to pull his weapon from his jacket. Stanton waited until
he had the weapon visible in his hands swinging around towards him
and opened up with the Uzi. Salem went limp jerked around with the
impact of the bullets, he laid still and bleeding on the bed.
Stanton dashed up the stairs kicking in all the doors along the
corridor checking but they were all clear. He raced back down to
the living area, holstered his magnum and placed the Uzi on the
bar. He rummaged around in the mess that was his two assailants and
found their mobile phones putting them in his pockets He took of
his coveralls and threw them at Lovington. “Put them on hurry.” She
couldn’t stand so he assisted her, she fumbled around but finally
succeeded between sobs and cries. He tried to lead her to the
stairs but she fell. He threw her over his shoulder, picked up his
weapon from the bar and climbed the stairs. He looked onto the deck
through the port hole in the access door and all was clear. He put
her down outside the door on the deck, took off his derringer
placing it back in the bag, he fumbled around and pulled out the
incendiary explosive and set the timer for eight minutes. “Wait
here I’ll be two secs, take this anyone has a go at point it at
them and pull the trigger.” He handed her the Uzi, she took it with
her trembling hands. Stanton took the stairs to the lower deck and
into the engine room, he placed the explosives on the fuel tank
under the engine. He shot back up the stairs, packed his bag, threw
Lovington over his shoulder and made his way out of the marina to
his vehicle. He opened the car and threw Lovington on the seat
straightened her up and put on her sear harness. The bag went in
the boot on his way past he shut the lid jumped in and started the
engine. “We got three minutes so hang on love.”

Stanton roared
off towards Rose Bay pulling into Lyne Park near the ferry terminal
and pulled up next to the convenience block. He opened the
passenger’s door and began to help Lovington out. The car park was
full of young car enthusiasts, the closest some two parking bays
away came over to look at Stanton’s car. One kicked the rear wheel
right next to Stanton, a middle aged man of Asian decent. “Piece of
Yank shit, what kind of poof drive’s a fucking shit heap like
this.”

Stanton
casually rose to his feet, pulled out his magnum and pointed it
touching the man’s nose. “I haven’t got time for this, how quick do
you want to make it.”

The man turned
and fled followed by his two friends, they ran into Cramer from MI6
whom had pulled up not far away. Another two men in suits could be
seen approaching the group. “You want this man John,” he shouted as
he held him in a arm lock up his back.

Stanton shook
his head as he helped Lovington to stand up. She couldn’t so he
threw her over his shoulder. Cramer broke the mans arm and threw
him at his car. “I think that’s what you were after.” The man
climbed into his car moaning with pain. Others with the group
confronted Cramer one with a hand gun. A red dot appeared on the
gunman’s temple, there was a dull thud and the man’s head jerked to
one side and he fell lifeless to the ground. There was panic as the
group accessed their vehicles and sped away under the menacing
barrels of several weapons. There was no one around other than the
group that had left and Stanton cleaned Lovington up in the toilet
cubicle best he could using water and paper towels, she now looked
human and next thing was some clothes. She stumbled back to the car
and they left as quick as they had come. Stanton cruised the back
streets of Rose Bay and North Bondi but couldn’t spot any clothes
hanging out to dry in the darkness that would fit Lovington. She
was becoming coherent and Stanton pulled over to study his computer
read out and talk to her.

“Oh my god you
saved my life, those men were animals. What an earth is going
on.”

“They’re
underworld, worst we have ever seen.”

“I thought they
were friends, how could people be like that. I just wanted to get
some information how silly of me.”

“Even the mob
doesn’t like them, time they were taken care of.”

“Is there more
like them?”

“They were a
couple of king pins, plenty more where they came from. Listen I
have to move fast, this needs to be finished.”

“Oh my god the
police should do something about this.”

“The police,
you’ve been bashing their efforts for months. With the Cadiche man
down even the mob was taking steps to eliminate them but even they
had problems dealing with these people. The mob has standards
to.”

“I don’t
believe this, what am I going to do. I’ve been involved in
supporting these people. I had no idea.”

Stanton thought
for a few seconds, why would she reinforce her actions under such
duress, he refocused and suddenly twigged a plan. “I have an idea,
I’m going to drop you at where people will take care of you, and
it’s not far from here. I really need to get going” He pulled out
both mobile phones taken from Abdul and Salem. He sent a message to
the entire phone list from both phones. ‘Meeting crash shop
Alexandria now.’ This was a long shot but he at least knew this was
familiar to the clan, had been locked up since the police raid and
in the far corner out of the way, he planned to take out as many as
would come. He roared off toward Bondi in silence and pulled up
outside the Overlords clubrooms, he helped Lovington out, Doc meet
them at the gate. “Can you look after Sandra here; she needs
cleaning up and some clothes, and then drop her in the city in a
couple of hours.”

“Man there’s a
fire at Darling point marina a boat blew up and a dead bloke in the
car park it's all over the TV Stanton. Know anything about it."

“No he
doesn’t,” snapped Sandra.

Stanton looked
at her then at Doc. “Well can you?”

Gypsy and a few
members had joined Doc “These gentleman are bikers, you’re going to
leave me with them,” whined Lovington.

Stanton pouted
and nodded. “Yeah no worries they’ll look after you.”

She looked
drained and shook her head. Gypsy spoke. “I know that Sheila she’s
Sandra Lovington one of the Eco party. Been giving to us for
months, reckons were low life.”

“Oh my god he
called me a Sheila.” said Lovington.

“Shut up
Gypsy,” said Doc. He looked over his shoulder towards the door and
shouted. “Stella! get out here!”

An insanely
beautiful tall, long dark haired women came forward from inside the
door, she went to help Sandra as soon as she saw her. “Oh my god
love what happened to you, come with me.” She took her arm. “Out of
the road you lot, and don’t call her a Sheila again or I’ll knock
your flaming blocks off.”

The crowd
split, Lovington clung to Stella put her hand of Stanton as she
walked away and said, “Thank you.”

Stella and
Sandra walked through the gathered members. Stella turned at the
door and shouted at them. “You blokes keep your spanners of her to,
touch her and I’ll kick ya fucking balls in, poor girl cant you see
she needs help.”

“No worries
Stella,” said Gypsy. Sandra waved at Stanton with a strained smile
and was mobbed by the rest of the member’s girls with verbal
support as she was led up the hallway.

“Fuck me
Stanton, I only just met you and you drop a fucking member of
parliament on me fucking doorstep. What the fuck.”

“She don’t know
what’s going on, not her fault, she’s a politician what the fuck do
you expect. I’ll take five hundred bucks she won’t grass on
us.”

“You got it;
pay Wu when she blabs to the media.”

Stanton
chuckled. “Two hours bloke, then drop her somewhere busy she can
get picked up quick, remember at least tow hours.”

Doc looked at
the rest of the members, they nodded. “Done,” said Doc.
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Stanton could
see lights in the windows of the factory. The police tape across
the door had been broken and there were several vehicles parked
outside. He rumbled further up the road turned round the block and
parked at the back of the factory that backed onto a rear access
laneway. There were windows high up the wall covered by steel bars.
Either side of the factory was a narrow access way wide enough to
drive a vehicle down but overgrown and strewn with car panels and
rubbish. On the other side of the laneway he found a carport used
by adjoining other factory buildings, it was empty used only during
the day. He rumbled to a halt quietly climbed out, opened up the
boot and prepared himself. He took of his jacket and put on a heavy
bullet proof waistcoat and over pants, went to the driver’s seat
and pulled out his stumpy riot shotgun and loaded it with eight
cartridges from the console. The back of his waistcoat had a
holster pouch and he stood up and slid the weapon down his back
into the pouch with his right arm leaving the butt sticking up
behind his head. He assembled his M16 from the boot compartment
inserted a full magazine and loaded the grenade launcher. He
checked both 44 magnums put a round in the chambers gently un
coking the hammer’s and slid them in holsters either side of his
over pants. He put on a pair of hi light night vision glasses, they
had black faces and hid his eyes, he waited for his eyes to get
used to the powerful prismatic light waves delivered to his optic
nerves. He put on a black beanie and started to chew two pieces of
gum. He checked up and down the street avoiding looking directly at
street lights, locked his vehicle and quietly began to make this
way through the long grass, panels and rubbish down the left side
of the factory. There was no lookout posted that could be seen
outside or within the vicinity of the car park.

The factory
door was slightly open just a few inches, Stanton could hear what
was being said as it echoed around the bare painted walls of the
crash shop. They spoke in a foreign tongue and Stanton couldn't
understand them, there were a few lines of English at times in
distinctly Middle Eastern accent. “We have fucking won I tell you,
Salem is probably coming to praise us for winning the fucking war.
The infidel mob is scared of the police, they are like scared
rabbits running into holes to hide from the dogs.” The mood sounded
jubilant and laughter could be heard between dialogue. Stanton
slowly peeked around the door, he could clearly see they were all
seated around the back of the factory floor some on chairs some on
the floor with their legs crossed, and most had drinks in their
hand. He could see no exposed weapons but four were seated facing
him. He wanted information but decided to immediately take out the
four facing him. He released the safety on his assault rifle lifted
it to eye level, pushed open the door with the barrel wide enough
to walk in. As soon as the sights moved across his targets four
deafening shots rang around the walls and four men fell to the
ground head shot, they were dead before they fell. “Don’t move!”
yelled Stanton. A man to his right tried to get to his feet groping
around inside his jacket, a shot rang out and the man flew
backwards against the wall with a massive chest wound. “Don’t
fucking move!!” The rest of the clan sat motionless with hands out
in front of them. Stanton walked to his left and took up a position
in the corner of the factory so he could see the door, all of the
factory and no one could get behind him. “I’m looking for Idris
Nasih anyone know where I can find him.” The remaining eight men
gazed wide eyed at each other with stone grey faces. “I’ll count to
five then kill all of you unless you pipe up!”

“No, no
please!” A man stood slowly on the far left turned towards Stanton
holding his hands out in front of him. “We know nothing we are
panel workers.” Stanton gunned him down with a burst of fire
shattering parts of his body as he fell to the floor. A man next to
him pulled a gun from his belt and as he swung it toward Stanton
who opened fire from left to right. The two men to his far right
made it to the basement stairwell but the rest were cut to pieces.
They returned fire from the stair well with automatic pistols
without looking holding the pistols above the floor and pulling the
trigger, they were inaccurate and Stanton concentrated auto fire on
the stairwell entrance. The two men retreated to the depths of the
basement, Stanton walked briskly through the still bodies taking
care not to slip on the blood and body tissue spread amongst them.
He stood well back from the hole in the floor housing the
stairwell, cocked the grenade launcher and fired into the hole; he
ducked and hid his face. The basement full of paint and thinners
exploded in fire sending a fire and shock wave into the factory, he
could hear the men scream but it died away quickly. “Fuck it,” he
mumbled.

There was a
paint and thinner store in the left corner of the factory next to a
spray booth, as Stanton left he stood in the doorway reloaded his
grenade launcher and delivered the grenade to the centre of the
paint store. He ran back towards the access way down the side of
the building as the grenade detonated causing a chain reaction
lifting the roof from part of the building, it fell in followed by
explosions as heat got to adjacent containers of flammable liquid.
Stanton stashed his gear back in the boot of his vehicle mounted up
and roared off in haste with his vehicle lights off heading for
Royal North Shore hospital with his satellite phone in hand.

Anthony Stanton
and his twin brother Robert, the most powerful lawyers in Australia
had become wealthy men. Anthony a keen helicopter pilot had
recently traded up from his Bell runabout to a Sikorsky S92
commercial machine. Using contacts from his father’s network his
commercial cargo carrier toy was Blackhawk in sheep’s clothing. The
surveillance system covering the helipad on Royal North Shore
hospital suddenly failed as a red Ford Mustang entered the grounds
used the helipad access ramp and was swallowed up by the rear ramp
of Anthony Stanton’s Sikorsky S92 just before it left the ground
bound for Newcastle. On board were Jodi Stanton and Kay Page being
taken back home after visiting Cadiche now out of danger and on the
mend. Flying just above the water five kilometres from the coast
the chopper headed north and turned west dropping in below the tree
level into Glenrock Conservation Reserve directly south and next to
Bar Beach. The chopper was the ground for less than a minute before
rising into the night sky and continuing west to Rutherford
Airport.

Stanton rumbled
along the Scenic Drive Merewether two kilometres from home, he
tuned into news radio to check the affects of frantic networking
from his satellites whilst in flight. The Media were looking for
anything to attract attention with a police media blackout and
Lovington nowhere to be seen headline news had dried was hard to
come by, was only a couple of minutes before an update. ‘In
breaking news Eco Party parliamentarian Sandra Lovington has been
reported missing by family and friends fearing she may have been
victim to the same people suspected of involvement of disappearance
of Fred Green Eco party leader now missing for over a week. An
unknown source has suggested Eco Party members have been victim of
a scam run by Middle Eastern based drug traffickers influencing
government bodies and private law firms that service the
government. Schemes set up to assist the training of refuges with
integration to Australian society has been used in subsidising the
import of gang members as refuges in first class air seats and not
the out of control boat people as has been suggested by mainstream
opposition. The escalating underworld gang war that overnight has
spiralled out of control with several boats within the Darling
Point Marina incinerated, it is suspected that Sandra Lovington’s
remains may be found within the incinerated hull of a motor cruiser
named The World Is Ours linked to key members of orchestrates of
the refuge training scam and last reported location of Lovington
accompanied by Abdul Khalid manager of several business linked to
Middle Eastern organised high crime. A subsidiary business run by
Khalid training crash repair workers in Alexandria also suffered a
massive fire with a report of eight dead; this has just been
updated by fire crews that are attending to over twenty two with
several being found burnt beyond recognition in a basement below
the business premises. Federal member for the Hunter Graham Billet
has contacted media branding the escalation of street violence to
be attributed to John Stanton inflicting revenge upon the
underworld for gunning down officer Page of the Newcastle police
department otherwise known as the Cadiche man. Billet a long time
protagonist of the x MI6 operative Stanton claimed Stanton broke
his arm when found conducting an affair with Stanton’s wife Jodi
Simpson. Billet continues to claim Stanton is a ruthless Vigilante
protected by powerful governments as he conducts operations that
cannot achieved inside normal channels. Jodi Simpson over a year
ago published an article on Billet suggesting he had been a heavy
user of cannabis and acid whilst in university in the late
seventies leading to long term insomnia and mental illness. Police
authorities confirmed Billet had a record of drug use from the time
spanning several years and once formed the marijuana party in the
early eighties. Billet claims Stanton’s iconic red mustang had been
seen in the vicinity of both incidents, the grand hotel in Circular
Quay and the Royal North Shore hospital. Billet did not reveal the
source of his information. Stanton talking from his Newcastle home
stated his car FLAXY1 known throughout the country as running
blocker for champion racehorse convoy and three times winner of the
Melbourne Cup Flaxmead was his garage. He was flabbergasted by the
claims as the vehicle would have had to travel in excess of five
hundred kilometres an hour to be in both places within the stated
time frames. He also stated he had spent a lot of time and money to
make the car as fast as it was and although it holds the current
four hundred metre drag record for a road registered vehicle he
thought the claim was laughable and a bit rich. He also stated his
wife rarely let him out these days because of the outrageous claims
made by people like Billet if he showed his face on the streets of
Sydney.’

Doc Bastard and
the members of the Overlords were in fits of laughter after
watching the report on twenty four news TV. “Fuck that is fucking
unreal man, how the fuck did he do that,” said Doc wiping tears
from his eyes after uncontrolled laughter. “Fuck it’s true, I’m
blown out.” He looked back at Lovington sitting in amongst the
girls and turned his chair around to face her. “I better take you
to town like we promised Sandra.”

“Will you ever
forgive me?” she replied quietly. The room went quiet as they
spoke. “I owe that man my life and never felt more welcome in a
place as here.’

Doc looked
around at members and girls faces, they all looked at Lovington
with interested expressions. He caught Stella’s gaze and she
smiled. “What do you want to do?’

“I want to see
Stanton?”

“What for?”

“I want to ask
him for something.”

“I wanted to
meet him took fucking decades, just after I did he dropped a
fucking politician on my doorstep so If I was you love I’d have a
good think about that.”

Gypsy asked a
question to her. “What about your family, they’ll be worried
sick.”

Lovington
looked at the floor shaking her head then at Gypsy. “I know, I’m
not ready to face anyone. I need some time to think.”

There was
silence as Doc scanned the room checking people’s faces. He looked
at Gypsy, he nodded. “You want to stay here?”

“If I
could.”

Doc looked at
Stella. “Stella.”

Stella put her
arms around Sandra and her head on her shoulder nodding as she
lifted her head. “Yes, I can see myself here years back Doc,” she
said.

“Anyone got a
problem?’

A member spoke
up. “Well freak her out, might make her worse, drinking, sniffing
coke, fucking openly all round the place, bear arses tits and dicks
all over the place. Hope she knows what she’s getting into.”

Lovington’s
nose flared and her chest heaved as she was sexually aroused by the
thought. She shrugged here shoulders. “I’m not a child, I’ll be
okay.”

“Anyone else,”
there was silence. “Anyone opposed to Sandra staying here till she
feels better raise their hand. The room remained still and silent.
Doc looked at Sandra and smiled. “You’re in, hope you know what
you’re doing, when you don’t show Stanton may come looking for you
anyway.”

“Well see, a
few drinks and some sleep will help.” The girls flocked around her
as a party started.
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Prime Minister
Stanwell had a scheduled meeting with Harry Wallaby at Kirribilli
House early in the morning, with so many new issues he called in CI
Stokes, minister for defence Hartwood and Billet. Stanwell shuffled
paper on a meeting room desk as Billet, Hartwood and Wallaby
exchanged pleasantries and admired the view over Sydney Harbour
sipping coffee. “If you would be so kind as to be seated
gentleman,” asked Stanwell taking off his glasses and cleaning
them. They arranged themselves opposite Stanwell at the grand oak
table in the centre of the room, Stanwell had chosen a seat in the
middle of the longest side of the table immediately inside the
access door and the three stakeholders sat directly opposite using
three of the twelve chairs placed either side. Stanwell put on his
glasses and shook his head. "Graham firstly I’d like to ask what
the fuck you are doing issuing statements to the press during a
media blackout and making yourself look like a complete ass?”

Billet looked
away then back. “I didn’t issue anything someone stitched me
up.”

Stanwell looked
at Hartwood minister for defence. “Does that check out Joe?”

“We don’t know,
the leak goes through a network of contacts then just disappear.
The satellites that source the output have no traceable existence
but they must be there. This is been going on for some time, some
information of late is accompanied by photographic evidence only
available from space.”

“What do you
believe of the rumours of Stanton possessing satellites, the CIA
are sure he controls any network he chooses having designed and
installed much of the security software used by the west and
east.”

Billet
interrupted. “Fucking Stanton, you let him put the entire security
network in now fuck knows what he gets up to.”

Stanwell looked
sternly at Billet. “Graham that’s all you can go, make sure you
make no comment about your comment. I don’t know if you’ve noticed
but people are going missing, Green, Lovington, members of the
underworld lying strewn around the city barbequed to a crisp.
Someone is controlling the media luckily to our advantage. Go and
try selling some coal to the Chinese or something but for fucks
sake keep your head down and avoid comment about anything to do
with what we have been talking about.”

Billet looked
at Stokes and Hartwood whom wore stern faces toward him. He rose to
his feet. “Excuse me,” he said quietly then left.

“David these so
called accidents at Darling Point marina and Alexandria exactly
what do you know of them. Could Lovington’s remains be in this
motor launch, would seem their may be a message in the news.”

“We wont know
for days, what I can tell you is there were two bodies found in the
forward section of the hull, they are that badly burnt we may never
know. The fire was so intense the anything above the waterline
prior to the boat sinking was completely destroyed beyond
recognition. If we said anything would be pure speculation.”

“A young man
was found shot in the marina car park.”

“Looks
unrelated, gang warfare. Will take ages to gather forensic and
public information.”

Stanwell took a
deep breath and sighed. “I wish I had something to tell Lovington
and Greens families.”

“One of the
bodies from the boat could be Lovington, last report was she was
dropped there by cab with a male probably Abdul Khalid as stated in
the leaked information.”

“What is known
of this man?’

“Was dealing
with Green before he disappeared coordinating a government scheme
in fact the leaked information is sound. Lovington took over when
Green disappeared all spot on.”

“Do you think
they were intentionally collaborating with underworld groups?”

“You know those
people better than I, I don’t know. We are today interviewing
Lawyers involved with legal matters between the Eco party and what
now definitely looks like scam training schemes for Middle Eastern
refuges. We have detailed and accurate leads that dropped out of
the sky at the same time as the media contacts. Will all take
time.”

“David did
someone see Stanton at home in Newcastle last night?”

“Yes a patrol
was sent to his address, he answered the door in his dressing gown
sipping tea, and Stanton showed them his car on request in his
garage.”

“But he was
seen at Circular Quay and the Royal North Shore.”

“It was early
in the evening, he must have headed home.”

“But his
vehicle was seen at Darling Point and Alexandria.”

“A vehicle
matching the description was seen, like Stanton said his car is
pretty quick but five hundred ks plus is a bit rich.”

“Anything on
the deceased people in Alexandria?’

“We hit the
jackpot there, Russian weapons, drugs, some ID still legible. All
Middle Eastern refuges. Interesting thing is we’ve already been
able to trace two of them to first class plane tickets not leaky
boats as some paperwork would indicate. I can’t question anything
in the media leak, whoever sent it knows much more than we do.
Several of the deceased were shot with an M16 assault rifle there
were spent shells around the doorway looks like a hit, mob hitting
mob.”

“Do you have
anything to add to what David’s said Joe?”

“No we’re
chasing a number of leads on military corruption as far a field as
Kuwait; everyone including the mob is looking for a man called
Idris Nasih. We don’t know why but soon as we find anything will
let you know.”

Stanwell smiled
at Hartwood and nodded. “Okay Joe could you can go I need to map a
few things out with David.” Joe stood up, shock both their hands
and left. Stanwell lent back in his chair and put his hands behind
his head. “You know I remember Lovington referring to Stanton not
so long ago as a cross between James Bond and Batman. I’m no
fucking super sleuth David but could she be right.”

“If she’s right
she could still be alive.”

“Mmmm. Stanton
once went into the centre of Karachi that’s in fucking Pakistan,
wiped out half of the Karachi underworld, extradited an Israeli
radical no one including the Pakistanis knew of, fucking with
Pakistan’s nuclear arsenal, and handed him over to the Americans in
Garcia on the way home. He coordinated help from the CIA, French
Secret Service and MI6 without any of their own authorities
knowing. Coming to Sydney hour and a half’s drive from where he
lives and taking out a bunch of evil crooks with no idea of what he
is capable of used to bullying, raping and murdering unarmed
members of the public because they shot his pseudo son would be a
walk in the park don’t you think.”

Stokes showed
no expression. “No comment.”

“We are still
fumbling around with the spin off of that fiasco; as soon as
someone gets warm they receive a reminder of skeletons in their own
closet usually from his sons Stanton and Stanton QC and run a
fucking mile. I have no where near that amount of power. He even
knows I got horribly pissed one night and fucked Jean Forbes when
she was police and customs minister. If he doesn’t get to his
computer every twenty four hours and log in a code his network
starts feeding very embarrassing and lethal information from mid
management government circles right around the globe and gradually
works its way up daily. Do you have any suggestions because I have
some grieving families and no answers?”

“The streets
are dead quiet; someone reported Wu Far was walking in Hyde Park
this morning. Francesco and his family have boarded a plane in Rome
returning to Sydney. Rob Smatter showed his face and Hartwood
discreetly took him into custody that’s where he is getting his
leads. There hasn’t been a shot fired since the crash shop at
Alexandria was hit. Does it really matter?”

“Idris Nasih
why is the whole place looking for him, do we know.”

“No, Stanton
asked me to hunt him down he’s looking for him.”

Stanwell was
silent for a few seconds. “Well we better fucking find him then, if
Stanton’s looking for him the streets are quiet but the world may
stir.”

“What so we
know about him.”

“He’s a
Lebanese illegal immigrant worked for the jailed horse trainer Theo
Delores for a while, last that was heard of him. Delores has been
interviewed about him doesn’t know where he is, says he was a
really weird guy moved large quantities of drugs around for him.
Worked with a guy called Jib Habib, he was found murdered about a
year ago, Habib worked with Joel Renoir alias Rick O’Brien x French
Secret Service wanted for leaking military secrets to Libya leading
to the torture and death of many western spies one was Stanton’s
son. They also had dealings with Delores; he knows nothing of their
past or current whereabouts. Renoir was handed over to French
Secret Service and MI6 at a Melbourne cup over two years ago by
Stanton.”

Stanwell stood
up. “What, you realise why Stanton suddenly got involved with this
Middle Eastern mob, he’s looking for something big. Why an earth
haven’t you mentioned this before?”

“Only just came
to me as I was repeating the past, the Habib case is still open his
bank accounts containing millions were emptied, efforts to trace
the money have been fruitless. That’s where I remember the name
Idris Nasih he was a major suspect in Habib’s murder. Habib was an
x Lebanese soldier and O’Brien x French Secret Service.”

Stanwell sat
down. “Were fucking around playing cops and robbers and Stanton’s
found something big enough to warrant wiping out an entire arm of
the Sydney mob. The fact Cadiche was gunned down may have been an
excuse he used to try and find this Idris Nasih among the ranks of
the clan.”

“Could be, I’ve
got my hands full and don’t have the authority to chase any of that
up.”

“There’ll be
more fallout from this than we can handle, talk to Wallaby and see
if you can lift the media blackout.”

“If we make a
statement it’ll be the same as media have already been given.”

“Wont do you
any harm, they may think the information is just being verified
through official channels. Best make hay while the sun shines the
media is lapping this up.”

“Death,
misfortune, political gain all they seem to be interested in,
wonder if any babies were saved or terminally ill kiddies cured. I
have friends that raise a family on less a week than some spend on
a business lunch, nothing ever mentioned about those poor
buggers.”

“Speaking of
death and misfortune I have to meet with some grieving people and
assure them we are doing all we can to stop all this. Please keep
me informed I’ll put you on my priority call list.”

“We should have
some forensic results this morning on the bodies from the marina
and at least know if they were male or female.”

“Thanks I have
to get on.”


 CHANNEL TWENTY
SIX

The Safir
Marina Hotel overlooking Kuwait Bay marina is a pleasant place to
conduct business. Many languages can be heard amid the dining area
as meals and deals are negotiated from near and far. A conversation
today between two Middle Eastern men was subdued but intense. "
جيسون أحمدي، يجب أن أذكر
لكم عن اسمه، الجدران لها آذان. /
Jacob Ahmadi, must you mention his name, the walls have ears."

A thick set,
dark skinned man of rotund appearance looked left and right pulling
back his thawb headdress to improve vision. He looked back at his
business acquaintance and lent forward lowering his voice.
"وأذكر هذا الخنزير لأنه
لا بد لي. وفي طريقة إلى أستراليا بمباركة من أمير./ I
mention this pig because I must. He is on his way to Australia with
the blessing of the Emir."

His friend sat
back rubbing his palms together. " الاسترخاء، سوف يجد شيئا.
السلطات ./بالقضاء على جميع الذين هم من
الحكمة.Relax, he will find
nothing. The authorities have eradicated all who are wise."

" ثم لماذا نزيه إدريس اتصل لي اليوم
طلبا للمساعدة؟/ Then why did Idris Nasih contact me today
asking for help?"

His friends
face cringed and turned pale, he leant forwards again leaning his
elbows on the table within inches of his friends ears. "
من أين هو الكلمة؟/
From where did he call?"

" أضاف أن تقول لي شيئا، يريد
20 مليون دولار
أميركي شراء صمته وتعليمات لمغادرة
أستراليا. ويقول أنه إذا كان يتم القبض عليه أنه سيتحدث / He
would tell me nothing, he wants twenty million American dollars to
buy his silence and help to leave Australia. He says if he is
caught he will talk."

" وضع 1
مليون دولار أمريكي على
رأسه / Put one million American dollars on his
head."

" ويجري رصد الاتصالات لدينا بأننا لا
يمكن أن تتبع مصدر / Our communication is being monitored by
a source we cannot trace."

" ثم نرتب الأمور بكلمة في الفم
Then we arrange things by word of mouth."

" هذا أحمق كما أقول لكم الجدران لها
آذان / This is foolish as you say the walls have ears."

" للقيام بأي شيء من
الحماقة. /To do nothing is
foolish."

The rotund man
checked around him again and drew his seat closer to his friend. "
أنا قلت السلطات لم يقتل
العشيرة، كان ستانتون / I am told the authorities did not
kill the clan, it was Stanton."

There was
silence for a few seconds. " جون ستانتون الرجل الذي وضع في نظام الأمن العسكري في
الكويت؟ / John Stanton the man who put in Kuwait's military
security system?"

"نعم، كما أن الله هو إلهي أقسم
/ Yes, as Allah is my god I swear."

His friend rose
to his feet to leave. " تأتي، يجب أن نوقف الأحمدي جاكوب متوجها إلى
أستراليا./ Come, we must stop Jacob
Ahmadi leaving for Australia."

The rotund man
shook his hands with his palms facing each other in front of his
face. " وقد ذهب، لماذا
تعتقد أنا خطر المجيء إلى هنا / He has gone, why do think I
risk coming here."

His friend
stroked his beard and threw the headdress of his thawb to one side,
he pulled at his associates shoulder to help him stand. "
نقل، يمكننا العثور على
شخص الغباء ما يكفي لقتل نزيه إدريس وجون ستانتون. / Move, we find someone greedy and foolish enough to
kill Idris Nasih and John Stanton."

Jacob Ahmadi
had already been met by the Kuwaiti ambassador to Australia in
Canberra, Jacob was keen to go to Sydney and pick up as much
information from whomever he could source it from especially the
docs that had handled containers passing through Kuwait.

He was briefed
on the gang war raging on the streets of Sydney and advised to stay
clear, the embassy would arrange Australian authorities to attend
the embassy supplying the information Jacob required. Jacob
mentioned the fact he wished to see John Stanton, the ambassador
freaked out forbidding Jacob from conducting any investigation
outside of the walls of the embassy. Jacob educated in Australia
and owing his life to Stanton wasted no time in telling the
ambassador to fuck off. Relations with the ambassador took a turn
for the worse. Jacob gathered his family hired a car and began the
drive from Canberra to Newcastle where he knew his family would be
safe and the chance of finding out what he needed to know was far
better than digesting a load of manufactured bullshit. The
ambassador reported to the Emir on Jacobs conduct expecting to be
given directions to have Jacob returned to Kuwait, the Emir tripled
Jacobs travel allowance and ordered he be given any assistance he
requested. The Kuwaiti ambassador completely freaked out and hid in
his office contacting Australian officials he thought may be able
to assist.
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The Overlords
had held the party and began to spread out surveying network
damage, they could find little presence of the clan. Although
Lovington had been given the opportunity to leave on many occasions
she chooses to stay at the clubhouse and was on first names with
all the girls and children. Relegated to Stella doing all her
bidding she began to be able to enter the main room among the
members without suspicion or remarks. Some of the members
especially Grime had been awe struck by Lovington’s beauty,
whenever he could see or smell her his heart raced. Stella noticed
Grime checking out her cleavage and arse, then smiling deep into
her green eyes whilst drinking at the bar. “Don’t think about it
Grime, I warned all of you to keep your fucking spanners in your
pants. What part of mind your own business and manners didn’t you
fucking understand,” Stella shouted into Grimes face.

“NO,” cried
Lovington. Stella looked at her in stark surprise and the clubroom
was silenced. “When in Rome you do as the Roman’s, what’s the rule
if Grime wants to talk to me?”

Stella looked
around at the members and girls faces they looked with interest,
she looked at Sandra for a few seconds before answering. “If you’re
here partying you’re a mole, any of the boys who don’t have
partners can have you if they ask. We’ve been asked to look after
you and send you back home when you’re ready, we’ll keep our end of
the deal so that doesn’t apply to you and I’m here to make
sure.”

“I don’t want
to go home I want to stay here.”

Doc was seated
at a table the far side of the room from the bar, he stood up and
walked thought the silence and pulled up next to Stella and Sandra.
“What the fuck Sandra, you’re a nice Sheila but I don’t think you
belong here.”

“If that’s one
of your rules or laws I’ll leave.”

“You can’t tell
her to leave without the support of the club and you know it Doc.
You like her and we love her, you may be trying to protect someone
who doesn’t want to be,” said Stella.

Doc turned
round leant against the bar so he could see everyone present, he
noticed the smug looks and half smiles on everyone’s face and
looked back at Stella. “You want Sandra to stay here Stella?”

“Yes.”

He looked back
around the room. “Anyone objecting to Sandra staying here?” There
was silence and no movement, Doc waited a few seconds. “Well that’s
a fucking first. Sandra you’re a mole if the boys ask you’ll have
to oblige.”

Grime spoke up.
“Stella’s with me, anyone wants her they’ll have to ask.”

Doc looked at
Stella. “Is that right Sandra?”

She smiled at
Grime. “Yes, I’m with Grime.”

“Sandra is
Grimes mole, she has the support of the club,” stated Doc.

Stella held up
a gold ear ring bearing the letters O L. “I need to put this in
your ear Sandra, tells everyone who you are.” Sandra took out one
of her diamond studs and slipped the earring in the vacant hole of
her ear lobe.

“I haven’t been
here long,” remarked Sandra.

“Play up and
you’ll be out a lot quicker. You’re a protected mole, take you
longer than that to be a members woman. What about your family
Sandra, you’ve seen them on the TV they’re fucking freaked
out.”

“I’ll call
them, let them know I’m okay, I’ll ask they keep it to themselves
for now,” replied Sandra.

“You can tell
em where you are if you want, pigs come round here looking for you
it’s up to you if you go or stay. People stay here of their own
free will it’s not a prison. They try and take you against your
will and they have to deal with us,” stated Doc.

“I’m not
grassing,” said Sandra. “I’ll tell my family when I and they are
ready to know.”

“Give her a
fucking break guys, she had two rag heads fucking her arse off,
when they were finished they were going to kill her, fair fucking
go. That Stanton bloke blew their fucking arses off and then
dropped her here, she’s got a lot of thinking to do, she’s a
politician for fucks sake,” stated Stella.

Grime moved
closer to Sandra. “You okay Sandra, maybe we ought to have a
yarn.”

“I got a few
scratches and bruises but I’m okay,” she put her hand out and he
took it.

“Stella, take
her aside and have a yarn, why didn’t you tell us that earlier,”
barked Doc.

“She didn’t
want to tell anyone took me a while to get it out of her. You
forgotten why I ended up here Doc, the fucking modelling agency I
was with treated me like a pin cushion. Tried the pigs but they
could do nothing, no evidence they reckon….”

“We know all
that Stella.”

“Yeah but she
doesn’t.”

“Like I said,
take her to one side and have a yarn.”

Stella led
Sandra away, she reluctantly dropped Grimes hand, they retired to
the meeting room and sat down at the same table as Wu and Doc had
agreed to work together. Stella and Sandra held hands at the table.
“What were you talking about you were a model, I thought you looked
familiar. I’m sure I’ve seen you in magazines.”

“Huh, yes. I
was with the world’s top modelling agency, I was seventeen. Sent
all over the planet on modelling assignments. I had men force
themselves on me. I complained to the management here in Australia
and at a meeting with the two top executives was held down and
raped, they fucked me up the arse telling me Id been fucked that
much my fanny wasn’t tight enough. I went to the police but after
enquiries said there was no evidence to back up my claims and they
had been told I had been arguing with them over salary. I started
drinking and the abuse got worse, I was a high paid whore. I was
beaten and screwed by a photographer when I refused to drop my
knickers. I ran out and hid in a bar not far away, Doc was in
there. Two guys came in looking for me from the agency and tried to
man handle me out. Doc asked if I wanted any help and all I could
do is nod. He beat them and threw them out. He took me to the
clubhouse, different one to here as it was a while ago now, and
they looked after me just like you. When they got all the facts Doc
took some guys down to the agency and hacked the execs desk to bits
with an axe, told them if that was the only communication they
understood there would be plenty more where that came from. I’ve
been here ever since, I fell in love with Johno and we got married
a few years back. I know how you feel I’ve been through it, you’ll
have to work out if you belong here”

“God, I’d be
dead if not for that Stanton man. The police couldn’t help me
either I doubt. Those men, god, I ..” Sandra began to break
down.

Stella held
both her hands tight. “Never mind love, look at tomorrow
yesterday‘s not worth it and wont do you any good.”

“I firmly
believed the police could help anyone in trouble. They have powers
given by the lower house and the senate to protect members of the
public.”

“They can
darling, as long as the people are law abiding. The guys who got to
you have no intention of doing anything of the kind they are evil
bastards. The guys who got to me are just naughty if you have a
good think about it, I had a choice and took it and so do you love.
I didn’t have to stay there and demand they live by what I
expected. Without Doc or Stanton you and I would be dead.”

“That is so
sad; I’ve been living in fairyland.”

“The boys here
are no saints but in their own ranks they’re pretty straight, this
is certainly not fairyland love although during some of the parties
here I have sighted fairies and quite a few other things.”

Sandra giggled.
“I’ve noticed, everyone gets a vote, a little presiding democracy
in itself with the ability to move on things quickly.”

“A bit too
quickly sometimes love, some of the single boys here will be
busting to get their spanners on you and may ask Grime. If he says
yes you’ll have to drop your knickers, the others can watch to.”
Sandra liked her lips and swallowed, he breast heaved and her
nostril flared, the thought of it was making her wet. “If you want
one of the boys you have to ask Grime.”

“What happened
to you when you first came here?”

“No one came
near me, Johno made sure of that, never seen it applied to anyone
that’s a partner, spouse or long time acquaintance. Some of the
fucking rags they bring back here looking for a good time will open
your eyes. Fucking sluts, no moral or social fibre, the boys have
the rules to avoid arguments, they bend em over all around the
place and unload then take them back to where they came from when
they ask. Some of em stay here all weekend it’s a wonder they can
sit down all week, some are even married. There’s one here tonight,
wife of a millionaire real estate agent. She reckons to hire this
much cock would cost her a fortune.”

“God, what if
they cried rape or took information to the police about what goes
on.”

Stella laughed.
“Movies love, we got more movies of doctors, lawyers, businessmen
and their wives fucking and being fucked that you can poke a stick
at. One fucking word and their lives would be hell and believe me
some have.”

“Wow, what
happens with me now?”

“Grime’s been
around for awhile love I know him well. You’re the first chick he’s
ever nailed as a mole. He knows you’re beautiful, classy and
intelligent. I think he’s falling in love with you.”

“Really.”

“I hope you
don’t string him along love, he’s a lovely man. He was a
businessman before he joined the club. Had a wife he loved so much,
he was supposed to go on a business trip but it was cancelled as he
was going to the airport. He went back home and found his wife in
bed with a business acquaintance. He packed his bags and never went
back, Gypsy found him in Hyde Park drunk and in tears. His story
rang a bit true to Gypsy and he appreciated Gypsy listening, he
came back to the old clubhouse years back and never left. I think
his wife stitched him up taking his business and his parents to the
cleaners as well. He doesn't speak of it much but his a real smart
man just broken inside.”

“Thanks I can
tell he’s lovely, he’s very quiet.”

“You’re really
out there, you and he would make a great couple, you talk and he’s
listen all day between fucking the living shit out of you because
boy can he fucking get it up.” Lovington’s chest heaved and she
moved her arse around on the seat as her pussy twitched. “Took me a
while to get back into it but Johno was really good and I know you
just had a far worse experience than me. You better have a yarn
with Grime do you want me to send him in.”

“Okay, there’s
always been someone there, hardly been able to really say what we
feel or think.”

Stella left the
room and Lovington thought about what was happening to her, she
felt apprehensive about returning to political life some skeletons
were falling from the closet and she was excited with her pending
talk with Grime. She couldn’t muster the reason why a sudden change
of lifestyle appealed to her so much but she accepted the latest
experience as stimulating as she had never been given the chance to
be exposed to such things. Her parents had moulded her into
something they wanted to talk brag to grandma about, she thought
about how she had masked her wild side to live within her families
expectations and it began to disgust her. Here were some of the
very people she looked down upon lifting her higher than she had
ever felt in the face of adversity, she didn’t know why but for the
first time she could see a family from her own loins.

Grime came in
and closed the door behind him, he gently lent down and kissed
Sandra on the lips. She held him around the neck still seated and
he sat down pulling his chair as close as he could so their knees
intertwined. “I never say much but you seem to say enough for all
of us.”

Sandra burst
out laughing. “I’m sorry about your wife, what a bitch."

“Stella should
keep her trap shut, what is it with sheilas they can’t help
themselves.”

Sandra laughed
loudly. “I never thought I‘d appreciate being called a Sheila.”

“Must be
different after being around all those toffee types on the hill,
have you meet Stanwell the Prime Minister.”

“Of course I
talked with him couple of weeks ago about Eco policies.”

“Id rather live
like I do, I tried other things but walked into this when I was at
my lowest, always made more sense to me than being fucked up the
arse by a system that only works for the rich.”

“Best thing is
to be rich, not much hope for the public I’ve found. I took
advantage of whom and where I was. I was confused when I first got
here but what if that Stanton guy had never found me and you had
not taken me in. Just think there are people in power trying to
have that Stanton guy locked up.”

“I don’t bother
myself with things like that, he brought you to me and I was able
to feel something I’ve not felt for long time.”

“I’ve never
loved a person, but thinking of leaving you is hurting me.”

“It’s up to you
princess, you can leave when you like but I would be broken. I’m
just happy being with you.”

“Fuck I’m the
same. Oh my god I said fuck I’ve never done that before.”

Grime chuckled.
“Wonder where you picked that up. Doc says fuck the most so blame
him.”

Sandra laughed
out loud, louder than she had ever laughed because she felt she
could. “Why do they call you Grime?”

“When I first
got here they threw me in a bath, I had been drunk for months and
more or less living in parks. It left a ring of Grime around the
bath when it emptied and Stella pinned it on me she had to clean it
up.”

Sandra kept
laughing. “Did you mind being called that?”

“If you get
called anything around here it’s a term of endearment. I’ve
forgotten my real name; no hand on it was Bartholomew.”

Sandra kept on
laughing; she had problems asking the next question with tears of
laughter in her eyes. “What will they call me?”

Grime smiled.
“Lot of things had been kicking around, horny looking bitch, sweet
tits, and awesome arse.”

“God Grime
surely they wont pin that on me.”

“Why not it’s
true.”

Lovington
blushed. “Get real.”

“I reckon
they’ll pin Sheila on ya.”

“I hated that
word, that’s no problem I should have kept my trap shut.”

“No matter what
they call you I’ll always call you princess and fuck have I waited
a long time for you.”

Sandra tried to
speak but nothing came out, tears trickled down her checks. Grime
wiped them away with his hands and rubbed them around his face.
“Here leave them with me you’ll never need them again.”

“God I’m head
over heels Grime, so this is what it feels like. Fuck I love it. Oh
god I said fuck again.” They both burst out with laughter and
embraced.


 CHAPTER TWENTY
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Stanton’s
surveillance system matched Jacobs face to memory banks before he
had lifted his children from the rear seats of his car and
assembled his family to walk up the drive. “Jodi! Jodi!”

Jodi stuck her
head around the door from the kitchen as right into Stanton’s face
as he walked briskly down the hall towards the front door pulling
him up. “John please don’t shout I’m not down the bottom of the
garden or on the roof.”

“Yes love.”

“And what
warrants this high volume outcry and hasty response, the prime
minister at the door John really.”

“No love, Jacob
and his family are outside.”

Jodi burst out
of the kitchen wiping her hands on her apron heading for the front
door. “For goodness sake John why didn’t you tell me?”

“I was going to
love but you em.”

“For god sake
John raise your voice and do something when someone as important as
Jacob arrives, like race to the door to greet him.” She opened the
door after releasing the security locks and turned back talking as
she went outside. “Goodness me he’ll think we don’t love him or his
not welcome or something.” She went out of sight.

“Yes love,” he
mumbled.

Jason and his
family finally walked in and long time no see greetings were
exchanged before they were seated in the lounge room. The front
door was closed and Stanton put the security system on a higher
alert status. He quickly scanned the street but could only see
familiar vehicles.

He managed to
prize Jacob from Jodi and Jacobs’s family, they accessed the bunker
beneath the kitchen Jacob had forgotten the lair existed but
Stanton knew Jacob would not visit openly unless it was very
important. Stanton contemplated the knowledge the containers from
Sydney Port Botany docs had come through Kuwait. “Now, is this a
social visit?”

“Officially
yes, unofficially no.”

“Mmm. The Emir
not impressed with having his docks frequented by drug
traffickers.”

Jacob had grown
into a fine man, tall thin light olive skin and dark hair he was
nearly six feet tall and always impeccably dressed in a tweed suit.
“I thought you’d know. He made it far to clear why I was coming to
Australia, how much attention did it warrant.”

“Possibly too
much but interest surfaced from an unlikely place.”

“I don’t
suppose you’d tell me.”

“You know I
would never tell anyone things they need not know. Idris Nasih does
this name ring a bell.”

“His name is
like a rash all over wanted person’s files throughout the
world.”

“I don’t expect
to be able to find him alone, I believe he’s still in Australia. If
he goes anywhere near a surveillance system at any port I’d know. I
think he’s lying low out of the way somewhere far from the
maddening crowd. Other than he is an illegal immigrant from Lebanon
what else can you tell me about him.”

Jacob looked
around before replying looking very serious. “You know nothing of
him because no military files from his time kept in Lebanon are
intact. He is a very well connected and dangerous man, why he
should retain his real name here is a mystery. He could have been
invisible had he used a false name.”

“Could he be an
impostor using his name by pure coincidence?”

“Do you have a
picture of the man who claims to be him?” Stanton made a few clicks
on his mouse and an image came up on the large wall mounted
monitor. “That is he, how long ago was this taken.”

“At a horse
race over two years ago here in Melbourne Australia.”

 

“The Melbourne
Cup, Flaxmead. The Emir would like to own this horse but would not
offer money as the horse belongs to children.”

“When you get
home tell the Emir he may get to see the horse run without leaving
his country.”

Jacob chuckled.
“You are well informed as usual, I will be sure to advise his
wishes may be granted. Now Idris Nasih was a captain in the
Lebanese army. He had arms deals with Syria and Iran through
Russia. He began to deal with South American drug lords getting to
big for his boots. The information he posses could sink a thousand
ships. Everyone is looking for him for good reason. The Emir would
like to have him questioned as it is his ports that have been
degraded by this man, the ports of other Middle Eastern waters lead
to the contraband going missing. Transferring the containers in
Kuwait proved to be a clean passage.”

“The Emir may
get a horse race but I must hand this man over to MI6 in the UK.
They have a man we captured at the same time called Joel Renoir
alias Rick O’Brien, he’s still alive in custody in France. If we
can put these two together in a cell they’ll talk to each other and
we can listen. Information extracted from Renoir has saved
thousands of lives. Had I known about Idris Nasih chances are I
would have sanctioned him. Convinced I could use him to get
information from the underworld proved to be a bad move, he
disappeared and haven’t seen him since but his name is bounced
around the Middle Eastern clan causing uproar and street warfare in
Sydney. They were responsible for gunning down Cadiche just
recently.”

“My god he’s
dead I had no idea.”

“He survived,
he should be out of hospital soon.”

“Allah be
praised.”

“He got Nasih’s
name from a member of the clan called Hakim Busri, he was killed a
later by Cadiche at the docs he was part of the crew retrieving the
container full of drugs. He was listed as a boat refuge but I have
written and video proof he entered Australian in the first class
compartment of an aircraft.”

“From where did
he originate?”

“That’s where
the trail goes cold. He boarded the plane destined for Australia in
Singapore, there is no clue as to how he got to Singapore or from
where. Flying first class he doesn’t sound like his connections are
poor. Maybe he was taken to Singapore in a private jet and came in
from there. Cadiche got his wallet all documents are forgeries,
very good ones. There is an obvious slight imperfection in the
official stamp within the Australian high commission and it appears
on his papers. The forger is a very good one or there are some
problems at the Australian High Commission. There was some
collaboration between the Eco party here and the clan, they had
scams running everywhere and managed to pull the wool over some
very powerful eyes. Unfortunately one of the politicians involved
is missing presumed dead and cross checking leads and clues
impossible because I eradicated the clan.”

“Was that wise,
they may come after you again that Billet idiot is still a
practicing politician.”

“Maybe I’ll
tell you in a couple of months. Anthony and Robert are busy
reminding the holier than thou they will answer questions if I do.
The Middle Eastern Clan had to be stopped it was making a mockery
of justice.”

“Hakim Busri
could be the son of a prominent businessman often dealing in
Kuwaiti or it’s another unbelievable coincidence.”

“We should talk
more often Jacob, take a satellite phone and head back home. Ask
this man why his son was gunned down in Sydney see what kind of
response you get. Mention it to others you can trust and some you
may not, I’ll soon pick up the hot wire. Make sure you remember
that if you use the wrong access sequence on the phone it’ll blow
up in your face and of course anybody else’s.”

“Can you get me
the DNA of this Hakim Busri?”

“It’ll take
about an hour to weed it from the network, his body hasn’t been
claimed, none of the dead clan have been apart from those whom are
actually refuges and were forced into operating for them by fear.
I’ll get onto it now.” Stanton sat down at his console and began to
request DNA from deceased clan members along with known names and
alias’s hacking into official channels. “It’s a long way to come
for a few bites of information, but ones life can sometimes depend
on a mere scrap of information.”

“Not only that
but word of mouth is all we have currently used to plan and with
one of your direct satellite phones stealth will prevail.”

“You remember a
lot for someone that has spent so much time repairing his countries
industrial and international affairs. Do tragic events of the past
haunt you these days.”

Jacob looked
sadly blank and stared at the wall. “I miss my father, only on the
way here did I think deeply of the past. I suppose fixing what has
been broken inside me helps repair the sadness of dishonour. I
can’t fix the past but I can forge the future. I remember the last
words you said to my father as you walked away after saving us in
Iraq ‘someone has to clean this mess up’. Still I try but I fear
the task will never end.”

Stanton
hesitated and looked at Jacob’s sad face. “For over forty years
I’ve been put to the task, I don’t want my nation remembered as one
that was controlled by evil and fear like the curse that has
recently spread around the streets of Sydney. I to have entered
foreign lands for the honour of my creed, taken and given life as
the need, in this case leaving a young boy and his father alive
amid war and death has saved thousands of lives. I remember holding
you when you had grown so much and become a man, maybe you didn’t
find me could be you were sent. I held one thing that among the
never ending trail of death and destruction I was able to grant
life, now you will be faced with similar decisions. I can help with
support and information but decisions regarding life and death you
will have to make yourself. I warn you that you are taking a
similar line of decisive action as I, for this you need wisdom.
This cannot be genetically passed on, mastered by superior
intelligence, nor bought with money, wisdom must be learnt. The
gaining of wisdom comes from a varied life and a pure heart,
overcoming insurmountable odds no matter what and often the risk of
your own life being taken by those you seek to protect. I would
rather strive to achieve something really great and fail than do
nothing at all and succeed. Evil will reign when good men do
nothing, and you are a good man. You no more than I wish to see
your nations pride degraded by a few evil fools, that’s why you
came and that’s why you will leave so quickly. Staying and making
the most of your long trip is an intelligent thing to do, returning
immediately with a goal and mission that is of such importance is
wise.”

“Cadiche told
me all the time he got perspective from you. I didn’t know what he
meant now I do. I wondered why I would stand down from a position I
worked so hard to achieve to come so far for guidance, I don’t know
I just did it because I felt it was important. I was surprised the
Emir permitted such a radical approach to a problem with little
evidence.”

Stanton put his
hand on Jacobs shoulder gave him a shake and smiled. “The Emir is a
wise man, it’s the evil that rely on a lack of evidence. The wise
look way beyond the realms of sanity and often act beyond it as
well. Remember the walls have ears so use them to your best
advantage, wanting to know everything in some circumstances is a
weakness.”

Jacob nodded
his face had moulded to one of content. “And I thought I was going
mad and had silly ideas. Well, I’ll take my phone and leave in the
morning, till then we better go upstairs.”

“Drop in and
see Cadiche before you leave, will do him the world of good to
think someone came so far to visit him.”

“Now there’s a
wise move.”

With DNA in
hand Jacob and Stanton returned to the upper level of the Stanton
residence. “John where have you been, must you hide in your study
the moment we have such important guests from so far. I suppose
you’ve been talking about cars and politics, really sometimes you
can be so boring. If you want to do something useful select a wine
for our guests surely you can get that right,” said Jodi.

Stanton gave
her a hug and kissed her on the forehead. “Yes love.”
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Port Hedland is
the highest tonnage port in Australia and largest town in the
Pilbara region of Western Australia with a population of
approximately 14,000. The Port is a natural deep anchorage port
which as well as being the main fuel and container receival point
for the region is perfect for shipment of the iron ore being mined
in the Hamersley Ranges located inland from the town. Other major
resource activities supported include the offshore gas fields,
salt, manganese, and livestock. Port Hedland is known by the
indigenous Kariyarra and Nyamal people as Marapikurrinya, which
means place of good water. The workforce is transient people coming
and going new faces around every day with a multicultural influence
most are there just to earn money. The port is linked to an
efficient road transport network feeding the expanding mining boom
and able to carry goods to the furthest cities of Australia
virtually unchecked. The port is adjacent to the open waters of the
Indian Ocean and Timor Sea giving several means of passage for
people, goods and contraband also means exit should one need to
leave in a hurry.

A gang war in Sydney
was putting pressure on illicit drug supply, this opened the door
for new networks wanting to cash in on others misfortune.
Contacting links in Hedland by the remnants of the clan had been
difficult, Hedland was a good place to mingle with the crowd and a
new influx of overseas mine workers just starting to ease tension
for those who wished to take advantage of the situation as they
knew the window of opportunity would not be open for long. Working
under an alias Linden Hoyle an African illegal immigrant was in a
meeting with his direct superior, Hoyle was a half cast Arab Somali
of slim build and fair complexion. Prior to landing in Australia he
worked in South African mines, he recently viewed a news clip
featuring an Australian mining entrepreneur state South African
mine workers were quite happy to work to less than two dollars a
day, having been one he struggled with the statement fleeing from a
mining operation after an ugly confrontation with mine owners
regarding pay. Many workers shot by authorities he managed to flee
leaving the country hunted by the authorities and hired militia
ending up working for pirates in Somalia. Contacts forged in by his
plight got him a place on a cargo ship working the commercial sea
lanes of the west and he jumped ship in Port Hedland the first time
it docked there. His dark curly hair was kept short in the tropical
heat and he always dressed in shorts shirt and tie. He spoke
English well with a hint of South Africana rolling off his tongue
educated in Johannesburg. He ran a courier van delivering to a
range of destinations as far as Karratha to the west, Broome to the
east and Mt Newman to the south and had many contacts. His superior
was rarely seen, and had made the trip to Hedland in a motor launch
choosing to stay aboard requiring Hoyle to access the launch at six
mile creek in the bay just adjacent to the salt evaporation ponds.
Hoyle used a kayak transported on the roof rack of his van with
fishing rod attached to paddle to the launch a hundred meters from
shore at high tide. The meeting could only be short as the launch
would need to vacate the area before the tide went out or it would
have insufficient depth to move the tide rising seven meters along
the North West coast of Australian.

There were no
pleasantries between the pair before any discussion. Although the
launch had a wide airy upper deck the pair conversed in the
sanctity of the cabin out of view. The launch swayed around amid
the healthy swell and off shore wind and his Middle Eastern
counterpart got directly to the point. “I have a chance to bring
containers into Hedland with masses of product, they must be
transferred by road to the east coast. I can up supply twenty kilo
after taking my cut.”

“Fucking twenty
kilo of cocaine.”

The Middle
Eastern man looked sternly at his counterpart. “You cannot handle
that much?”

“That is an
increase of five hundred percent. I have contacts as far down as
Perth, why the risk of using the road?”

“The war in
Sydney has the authorities checking every container that comes in
from the Middle East. We take the containers here and I can arrange
for shipments from South America to divert to the east coast. While
the setup gets going we road supply to the east coast, that is the
plan.”

Hoyle nodded.
“I see. How do you know this will work?”

“There is a
transit centre in inland New South Wales, we have customers taking
the goods from there, less risk for us. They get the South American
stock at the east docs and we continue to supply from the road
without telling them. We get a cut from the South American supply
and take over the supply through Kuwait.”

“This is a big
risk for you if they find out you are double crossing them.”

“It’s of no
concern to you, can you get rid of the extra stock?”

Hoyle leant
closer to his counterpart taking a sip of his Jack Daniel’s. “I
have new Sudanese and Somali contacts not only in Perth but on the
east coast. What if I can arrange for this stock to fall into their
hands for more money.”

His counterpart
swigged his bourbon down and poured another filling Hoyle’s glass
as well, he leant back in his chair and took a sip. He looked
through the ancient bourbon then back at Hoyle and smiled. “That’s
what I want to know, if we can find new outlets unfamiliar to the
authorities we can reduce risk by leaving the clan to find there
own way. They are finished, rebuild through our own networks and
the world is ours, that’s why I choose to discuss this with you.
You have worked hard to put yourself in this position, you will
need friends to help, and you will have to bear some risk initially
but work on handing this risk down. One thing, the stock will come
into the doc in your name and you arrange transit I just supply.
The risk is high but I will give an extra twenty kilo no
charge.”

Hoyle looked
stone faced and blinked many times. “I will be rich beyond my
wildest dreams. I could also end up in jail longer than my wildest
fears.”

“When you lost
your business that took four years to build to a rival small
courier, what cost did you get beaten by?”

Hoyle wore a
look of anger. “One cent a kilo.”

“The major
mining company you worked for sold you out for one cent a kilo. The
owner of that mining company made many billions of dollars this
year. You have recovered and found far more lucrative ways and
customers from which to earn a living. If you think bartering for
one cent a kilo is a good idea then by all means decline, someone
else will take up my offer.”

Hoyle had not
changed the look on his face it fact his anger depend. “What you
mention is true and drives me on. The people who took my contract
have been sent broke, I feel sorry for them but will not feel sorry
for myself. I will have enough information within a week and I’ll
take the twenty kilo.”

“A wise man, I
can assist with cleaning the money up should you need help my
friend.”

“Where do we
meet next, I need to work on this as soon as I can.”

“We use the
same method, I will arrange with you the day before. We can meet
like this until something makes it necessary to change.”

Hoyle rose to
his feet and put out his hand. “Deal.” They shook hands; his
counterpart went to the fridge and pulled out two fish handing them
to Hoyle.

“Take these,
would appear your fishing trip was a success in more ways than one.
Be quick there is a container being loaded in Kuwait tomorrow, I
will arrange for the paperwork to be transferred to your name, it
will be here in a few days. Had I not known you for some time I
would not have trusted you, this is the first time we work outside
the clan. Don’t fuck with me Linden or justice will be swift, only
the quiet and the dead work with us.”

Hoyle said
nothing just wore a smug look. He made his way up onto the deck and
asked one more question. “You have no crew on the ship?” he
asked.

“I know the
waters well, only you and I know I was here.”

He made his way
to his kayak tethered to the rear of the launch and paddled his way
back to the shore as the tide just began to recede and the launch
clipped the swell into the distance.
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The streets of
Sydney were returning to rehabilitated normality, recreational
drugs were still scarce and police presence high. Small operators
and those not affiliated with the main players were breaking new
ground, rulers of the turf treaded softly as they began to claw
back ground. Lovington had made a call to her parents, just saying
she was okay and happier than she had ever been in her life.
Stanley Lovington Sandra’s father unable to get his daughter to
give any hint of a location was hardly uplifted by Sandra’s call.
The call was traced to a shopping centre public phone in Bondi that
was not covered by video surveillance. Far from character he
contacted a business acquaintance he thought may be able to find
his daughter as police removed her from the missing persons list
upon getting news of her call. Although he stressed she may be
captive police removed her from missing persons keeping the
investigation open as no physical evidence of her had been found at
the burnt out boat in Darling Point marina. Police assured him all
that could be done was in place but he yearned to see his only
child safe. His business acquaintance was furious when he contacted
him concerned the direct contact may cause unwanted interest from
police and authorities, but Stanley was a broken man unconcerned
about his business affairs and more focused on finding his
daughter. To keep Stanley quiet his business acquaintance agreed to
look into it immediately and get back to him to allay any further
direct contact and reduce risk. His only lead was reference to the
call from Bondi where he knew some people whom may be able to
assist.

At the
Overlords clubhouse Grime was in the monitor room on his watch and
Sandra was right beside him they had become inseparable. Grime was
explaining how they ran security when a 57 Chevy pulled up outside,
Grime got up to shout out the door for Doc, and Sandra watched the
figure walking up the pathway, her eyes widened. “My god that’s Wu
Far president of the small business association in China Town.”

Grime screamed
out Doc then returned to his seat at the monitors next to Sandra,
he took her hand. “You know this man?”

“I know of him,
he lobbies for the business community of Chinatown and many Chinese
businessmen from mainland China. I’ve never meet him but we’ve said
hello in passing.”

Doc entered the
monitor room and upon seeing Wu promptly began to open the doors.
He invited Wu’s body guards in but they sat down cross legged on
the porch looking straight ahead. “These blokes ever had a beer
Wu?” asked Doc as he closed the doors.

Wu chuckled,
“Beer is of little interest to them. When they can catch a fly with
chop sticks and release it without harming the fly they have
achieved something. The eldest one is seventy two, he runs as far
as the youngest every day.”

“Unreal, can’t
say it sounds Australian but doesn’t come into the realm of things
that worry the public. If I can get one to have a beer would I have
achieved something?”

“Most certainly
you would be a grand master they would consider it an instruction
and obey immediately.”

“Not much
chance in the near future then.”

“No chance in
your lifetime.”

“Fuck. What
brings you here?”

“I need to
talk.”

“You know your
way by now I would imagine.”

Wu followed Doc
to the silent room, members nodded at Wu as they passed through the
main club room and past the bar. Wu sat down at the modest table,
Doc checked outside the door and closed it gently sitting opposite
Wu facing the door. “What can we do for you?”

“The politician
woman Sandra Lovington recently made a call from this area of
Sydney to her parents.”

“We know that.”
Wu stopped and thought.

“From the
media?”

“Yes and
no.”

“Her father is
a business acquaintance and is in distress, he asked me to see if I
could find out where she was living.”

Doc hesitated
and Wu felt his guilt. “What exactly does he expect to achieve if
he finds her and what the fuck would Sandra’s father a practicing
QC have to do with you.”

“He assists in
matters of law concerning members of my community whom have fallen
foul of police.”

Doc had a
definite look of concern. “Her old mans bent?”

“Our business
stems beyond practising law and is of fragile matter. Under the
current circumstances we have chosen to distance ourselves.”

“Is her old man
a mason?” Wu remained silent. “Fuck shell be shattered, she thinks
her old man’s the centre of the universe.”

Wu now looked
stern. “Explain.”

“She’s been
here ever since the incident at the marina.”

“So she was
there?”

“I said she’s
been here since then.”

The room again
fell silent for a few seconds. “We are growing apart this unwise
and will benefit you nor I.”

“Fair enough.
Stanton dropped her here, he got the two king pin rag heads in the
boat, they were busy fucking her, were gonna knock her over when
they finished and Stanton walked in. You can imagine the rest.”

Wu nodded.
“This line’s up with information I have received that Stanton was
seen in the area when the hit was made. Stanton has bestowed great
honour on you.”

Doc chuckled.
“We didn’t think so at first but now you mention it. What’s her old
man been up to, she’s a members partner now we look out for
her.”

“I’m not sure
but he had dealings with Fred Green, something to do with ,
legalities for Middle Eastern refuges.”

“Holy fucking
shit.”

“I would not
use such strong words but considering the past few weeks we can
assume he may be involved in bending rules for payment laundered as
legal services. He met with Abdul Khalid one of the deceased
persons from the marina on a regular basis, he used an alias when
conducting business with Abdul Khalid, I often do this myself but
for only one reason.”

Doc put his
face in his hands and rubbed them up and down. “Fuck it, things
like this happen to people before they end up with us usually not
after. We keep no secrets here you’ll have to tell her all you
know.”

Wu answered
briskly with intent. “A wise move considering your new friend but
risky in front of the authorities.”

“I’ll stand by
her and so will the club, this may be internally devastating but in
the long run could help her.”

“As soon as she
shows her face the police will want to interview her.”

Doc laughed.
“Good luck, I guarantee shell tell em to fuck off. A hundred will
get ya five hundred she doesn’t grass.”

Wu pouted and
shook his head. “The odds are poor no thanks.”

“Hang here.”
Doc left the room closing the door behind him, on the way past the
bar he called Gypsy. “Take a watch I need Grime.”

“Fuck man I
only just got out of the fucking monitor room.”

“Anyone got a
fucking violin, if so stick it up Gypsy’s arse so it plays on the
fucking way to the monitor room.” The bar erupted into
laughter.

Gypsy stopped
Doc before at the monitor room door. “What the fucks going on man.
What’s with Charlie Chan all of a sudden?”

Doc blew breath
out with his lips closed. “A big piece of jigsaw puzzle for Sandra
that’s all I’m saying.”

“Fair enough.”
They entered the monitor room.

“Grime Gypsy
will take over for a while, can you come with me mate.” Grime got
up but Sandra stayed seated watching the monitors. “You to
Sandra.”

She looked up,
she hesitated about to speak but then just got up and followed
them. They made their way to the silent room with no conversation.
They place themselves around the table and doc asked Wu to explain
why he had found it necessary to visit. Sandra listened as Wu told
the story exactly as Doc and he had laid it out. As the explanation
went on Sandra gradually squeezed Grimes hand tighter. The room
fell silent after Wu’s in depth story. “Could you please leave me
with Mr Wu guys for a few minutes?” Doc gestured to Grime with his
head towards the door; they got up left and gently closed the door
behind them. “Is my father a crook Mr Wu?”

“There is a
difference between being a crook and pushing the limits of the law
to beyond social acceptability.”

“What a croc of
fucking shit. Did my father fund my education and push for
political power with money from illicit deals in back rooms of
court houses.”

Wu took a few
seconds to answer. “I think the facts go a little further than
that. Your father willingly assisted known members of the Middle
Eastern underworld to access the country in the first class
compartments of aircraft. I tell you this as the authorities will
want to interview you as soon as you show your face.”

“Well they can
fuck off.”

Wu smiled. “So
I’m led to believe. The authorities may have sufficient evidence to
send your father to prison for the rest of his life. I believe your
father is protected by information Stanton could pass on causing a
domino affect among the rich and powerful. When Stanton finds what
he’s looking for your father will be venerable.”

Sandra was
breaking down and her eyes reflected her anguish. “I owe Mr Stanton
my life.”

“He will tell
you that you owe him nothing and that blood is thicker than
water.”

Again the room
fell into silence. Sandra wiped her eyes. “I love my father, my
whole family. I’ve found who I am and that will shock them as much
as this is shocking me. I'll confront my father but really don’t
know what to do after that.”

“Your father
has more respect from the authorities than I; he can help them tidy
up a lot of the problems he has fostered. While he does that he
will be of value and may be spared. However Stanton is looking for
something outside the realm of public affairs, to stand in his way
may also be disastrous; you have seen what he can achieve. If he
has information that can assist Stanton in finding a man called
Idris Nasih I strongly suggest he is forthcoming. The Cadiche man
is not dead, soon he will be on the streets again, he will hardly
be supportive of a man that been assisting in the passage of
rapists and murderers of the worst possible kind onto the streets
of Sydney, I am far more concerned about the Cadiche man than
Stanton presently.”

“My god, I’ll
talk to my father as soon as I can. Avoiding reality won't help him
or me. I feel so helpless; I thought Graham Billet was a real
crusader against the sanctions I heard about outside the law, now
I’m a product of one.”

“Billet is a
good example that Stanton will not act against members of the
public, Stanton could bury Billet whenever he liked. Do you
remember the Afghan arms affair over two years ago?”

“Yes Stanton
was supposed to have broken Billets arm when Stanton found him in
bed with his wife.”

“A smokescreen,
Billet supplied valuable information to Stanton, other affairs kept
the media busy while Stanton grappled with serious military affairs
overseas. Billet attacks Stanton on purpose to throw the dogs from
the real issue that Billet works for Stanton. Now you work for him
and so will your father. I inform you of these things so you may
act more effectively.”

“Why he brought
me here is a mystery, this is the last place I would ever have
thought of seeking shelter especially after what had happened.”

Wu chuckled and
nodded. “I am flabbergasted to find you here but in the face of
adversary when I really think about it make’s sense. You have been
able to gather yourself feeling intimidated but protected.”

“Intimidated is
the wrong word; liberated may be more to the point. All this secret
squirrel come espionage stuff is really not for me. It’s why I got
into so much trouble I just can’t see it and really not interested.
I just want to see children as happy as the ones that are here. I
need to go and see my Dad, can you get him to go somewhere open
where I can talk to him.”

“I walk in Hyde
Park every day, I will get dropped there on the way back and summon
your father to meet me there. The quicker his concern is allayed
the less risk of authorities becoming involved. Doc knows the spot
I sit and your father should respond when I indicate I have
valuable information. I hope you feel strong enough to confront
this.”

“Give me a
break, my dads a crook and some of his business acquaintances have
been using me as a pin cushion, did I need a fucking eye opener or
what. Oh sorry I said fucking again.”

Wu was indeed
correct, Stanley Lovington left his George street law practice and
waited nervously in the South Western corner of Hyde Park near the
corner of Liverpool and Elizabeth streets. He checked his watch
every thirty seconds and looked around nervously. His grey hair
looked shabby and his crisp white shirt lacked a tie. His dark suit
had not been brushed down and fleck and dandruff gave the
impression of grungy presentation. Grey stubble littered his face
his appearance and manner in general way out of character.

He looked round
and suddenly noticed Wu sitting on a bench only metres from him, he
shuffled along and sat down beside Wu eager for news. “You have
some news” asked Stanley in a reserved tone.

The thunder of
Harley Davidson’s shattered the drone of Sydney traffic, lots of
them. Approaching from the direction of Bondi along Oxford Street
some peeled off along College Street pulling up along the kerb on
the eastern side of Hyde Park southern side at different intervals.
Some stopped on the southern side of the park on Oxford street and
ten turned right into Elizabeth street two of which jumped the kerb
near Wu and Stanley pulling up on the grass verge while the rest
secured the edge of the western side of the park. Wu remained
silent as Stanley looked totally lost, the thunderous roar feel
silent as the riders placed themselves around the edge of the park
looking around with diligence. Doc climbed from his machine and
Grime helped Sandra remove her helmet, her long fair hair fell down
her back. “You have five minutes tops before the pigs roll up and
move us on,” said Doc. “I’ll wait here.” They were only thirty
metres from Wu and Stanley; Stanley had already recognised his
daughter and stood wide eyed as she walked towards him with Grime
right behind her. She stood in front of her father, he began to
break down and couldn’t speak.

Sandra spoke
reservedly only just audible. “Dad,” she hesitated. “You’ve
deceived me.”

Stanley looked
at Wu. “She knows of things, things that I would not wish my
daughter to be aware of.”

Stanley looked
back at his only offspring. “I’d do anything for you and your
mother, please you must understand the circumstances.”

Sandra shouted
in her fathers face. “You used dirty money to send me through a
righteous school. You collaborated with evil people that undermine
the very fabric of what I was taught, what the fuck…”

Grime jumped in
putting his hand gently on her shoulder, she looked around. “This
is your father, we only get one. We stretch everything we can to
look after our own.”

She looked back
at her father blankly. “What do you have to say?”

Stanley was
shacking gesturing with his trembling hands as he spoke. “What an
earth has happened to you, you come here with Overlords the worst
link the underworld has.”

Sandra blew up,
she pointed at the members scattered around the park. “Do they look
like they are hiding behind a politician or expendable laws forged
on a hill that breaths the contempt. How dare you vilify these
people just because they don’t comply with your perceived
standards.” She stood nose to nose with her father and lowered her
tone. “These people have done more for me with probable eradication
a likely outcome than you and your friends would ever contemplate.
Does the word courage and commitment ring a bell with you or did
you sell that to the fucking rich as well.”

Grime again
spoke. “Sandra, come on princess you’ve made your point.” A siren
wailed in the background.

“You work for
John Stanton now,” she looked towards Wu. “Talk to Wu we have to
go.” She turned to walk away.

“Sandra, when
will your mother and I see you?”

She turned
back. “You need to accept what has happened or never.” She embraced
her father kissing him on the cheek, turned and walked towards Doc.
Grime watched her then when out of ear shot turned back to
Stanley.

“I love your
daughter, nothing will ever harm her. I wish to have your
permission to marry,” said Grime his face and tone stern.

Stanley looked
at the ground for several seconds before looking back up. He said
nothing but slowly nodded his head.

“You’ll be
invited.” Grime turned and walked away.

Stanley watched
his daughter roar off and face into the distance. Wu and he sat
down next to each other. “I suppose things could be worse, did John
Stanton save her life.”

“Yes he
did.”

“Then I must
talk to Stanton’s sons if I am to be of any use at all. She’s right
I now work for John Stanton.”

Wu stood up.
“Come, we will talk in the comfort of my club. You have worked for
John Stanton for sometime, only now do you realise. Things are
changing.” They began to walk towards Wu’s club.

“I rent an
office from the Stanton’s in the very building they operate from
and hardly speak other than the odd hello when passing.”

“The club next
to me is owned by a foreigner, we never talk because he can’t speak
fucking English.”
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Stanton seldom
accessed his island lair on John Gould nature reserve otherwise
known as Cabbage Tree Island, Stanton headed for the d'Albora
Marina at Nelson Bay just north of Newcastle where the Marie
Celeste was moored. A large area of the cavern system on the
island was natural, left by the volcanic formation lava flows and
considerable work had been undertaken by hand to achieve the rest
by convicts under the supervision of the royal navy in the mid
eighteen hundreds to store ball and shot. It was a place where
information could be gathered in complete stealth transformed by
Stanton over a few years into an autonomous information gathering
complex. Via computer he could hack into virtually any government
of military information bank by prior placement of codes enlisted
whilst he designed and installed the systems for most western and
eastern governments. The software was self procrastinating and as
systems were modified transfer of any data implanted the stealth
virus and it lay hidden. A single access or log in to any other
system gave Stanton more scope to hack for that small piece of
evidence that may pave the way. The Island purchased from the
government had once been a nature reserve with rangers running bush
walking expeditions, when it failed to support itself it was shut
down and sold. Stanton had found information on the cavern in a
hand written log of a British man of war that operated from
Newcastle in the early colony settlement, the log was in the
British library of maritime history in the UK and Stanton stumbled
on the few short words relating to the location by accident whilst
attempting to investigate other matters. Stanton made the place
plan A, it was close to his current home, it was no where near as
sophisticated as plan B of which he was the only one knowing of its
existence.

Plan A complex
communicated with the outside world via his satellites and bounced
to his study beneath the kitchen of his home or anywhere else he
could set up or use appropriate computing systems. Occasionally a
visit was necessary to update software and check batteries, wind
generators and solar panels. His new satellites with surveillance
cameras required fine tuning and upon obtaining the necessary
software to upgrade a visit was necessary. It is just over eight
kilometres from the marina to the west side of the island where a
complex system of access was required in a motor dinghy once the
Marie Celeste was anchored and secure.

Completing his
maintenance and system checks he was about to leave the base bunker
when a bulletin from police communications beeped up on the screen.
Stanton could priorities words on computer dialogue or a person
face from video surveillance cameras should he be seeking
activities and whereabouts of certain persons from the millions of
snippets a second processed and stored by his system. This allowed
him to save time than manually searching for the information from
keyboard. One of the current priority words was Overlords. He
accessed the full message. ‘Unit 3/7 and 9 city central, Hyde Park,
Overlords Motorcycle Club twenty members plus. Restricting access,
status unknown respond code 3, caution. Tactical response on
standby.’ A return message just a few minutes later read. ‘Unit 7,
Overlords dispersed of own accord negative sighting.’

Stanton assumed
for some reason contact with Wu Far had been made, but why with
such bravado. His satellite phone lit up and rang, it was his son
Robert. Stanley Lovington had contacted him requesting an urgent
meeting at their George Street offices and would like his father to
be there as well. Stanton asked Robert to convene a meeting but he
would not be able to attend he was too wide of the mark. The name
he wanted to see in lights Idris Nasih still evaded him and he
wondered why, only questions to his whereabouts could be found when
it came to this name like a rash all over the system, there had
been no sighting for nearly two years. He thought hard whilst
cruising the Marie Celeste back to Nelson Bay but every
chain of possibility came to a brick wall.

His mobile
phone rang and Jodi telling him Cadiche was on his way back to
Newcastle cleared from hospital, picked up by Kay and for reasons
of a secure nature would spend a few days at the Stanton’s
residence. His satellite phone again lit up, it was Jacob, upon his
return from Australia to Kuwait a container was now under
suspicion. Its destination had been changed from Port Botany Sydney
to Port Hedland Western Australia. Not only had the destination
been changed the receiver and receiver’s business name had been
tampered with. The container was supposedly full of high grade
coffee beans bound for a grinding and distributing company located
in Alexandria Sydney, Port Hedland has no coffee grinding industry
whatsoever and the revised destination was a small courier company.
He was given the name Linden Hoyle as receiver. He throttled up the
Marie Celeste to full power, maybe it meant nothing but it
sounded worth some time.
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Sifting through
evidence the police began to piece together what they thought had
happened at the marina and crash repair shop. Stokes firmly
believed Stanton had left the Grand in Circular Quay and visited
the hospital on his way back to Newcastle, the timing matched
perfectly and officers sent to his residence not long after the
massacres sighted Stanton and his vehicle. The victims at the crash
repair shop were proving difficult to identify, paperwork recovered
was forged and DNA currently gave no matches. Only three of the
bodies had been recovered by family and extracting statements from
the grieving had currently been unsuccessful, two of the homes
where the families resided had suffered drive by shootings in the
past two days. Cartridge cases from an M16 assault rifle strewn
around the factory floor and grenade fragments from the basement
were being analysed by military forensics, they had to date passed
on no information of value. The media continued to front page the
street war but with little action to back up the bravado public
interest began to wane. To maintain focus away from alternate
affairs Stanton forwarded anonymous information Cadiche was out of
hospital and after a short period of convalescing was keen to get
back to work. One of the bodies from the Grand had been identified
by means of photographic evidence and was causing some concern,
identification had been requested but the family member would have
to come from over seas. This had become a touchy matter as the
young man was the suspected son of an Israeli diplomat. Stanton had
also intercepted this memo, familiar with the suspected family of
Pakistani decent and he waited to see if the diplomat made passage
to Australia, the name was on his priority list.

Stanwell
summoned Hartwood for a briefing, Bevan found this to be a
concerning development. Some two years ago or more he had been told
Israeli militants had infiltrated Pakistan’s nuclear program
believed to be attempting to take control of their weapons of mass
destruction. Although no evidence was available it was suspected
Stanton along with the French Secret Service and the CIA had
unofficially foiled the plot. Hartwood was not minister of defence
at that time and was unaware of the incident. Billet was jumping up
and down claiming Stanton had gunned down members of the clan in
response to the attack on Cadiche, the media wouldn’t pick it up
they had been stung by Billet and his rants before costing them a
fortune in damages when Stanton’s sons took them to court for
defamation of character after an attempt to indite John Stanton for
murder all brought about by Billet. Stanwell firmly believed
Stanton had broken Billets arm when he found Billet in bed with his
wife and secretly wished he had broken Billets neck as he was the
closest thing to a haemorrhoid Stanwell currently had. He wondered
why he had not shot Billet in the latest wave of violence but put
it down to wanton personal fantasy that such a thing should cross
him mind.

Stanwell was
again at Kirribilli House spending more than usual time there
showing support for the community in the midst of the gang war.
Hartwood was becoming drained with keeping everyone informed during
process that could take many weeks. His first comment to Stanwell
across his desk refected his discontent. “I’m really busy Bevan,
coming here to see you takes half a fucking day, for fucks sake
cant you get your aid to call mine.”

Bevan wide eyed
at Joes verbal attack removed his black rimmed glasses and casually
cleaned them. He put them back on and fiddled with some papers in
front of him while Joe calmed. “One of the assailants that attacked
Page at the Grand was an Israeli.”

“You called me
here to tell me that, I am aware of that Bevan and trying to get
his father to confirm ID. He’s has to come from Tel Aviv, takes
time.”

“What is an
Israeli lad doing fucking around with Middle Eastern clan
members?”

Hartwood looked
puzzled and thought for a while. “That’s a fucking good question, I
never thought of it that way although Israel is in the Middle
East.”

“His ID was
forged and states he is a Lebanese refuge.”

“Why do you
bother yourself with this Bevan, the mining industry is struggling,
the steel and car industries are in dire straits, the coal industry
is under attack from the Eco party. Farmers continue to be loose
out, Loggers in Tasmania have millions of trees and no fucking
jobs. The latest debate in the lower and upper house is gay
marriage, what the fuck. We have the biggest gay and lesbian
celebrations on the planet here in Sydney. They’ll want to make gay
marriage compulsory the way there going. Push some reality Bevan;
we need growth, investment, access to local food supplies I thought
that was your job.”

“I find some of
your comments rather offensive.”

Hartwood
calmed. “I did have a bit too much time to think on the way
here.”

“We are doing
what we can for manufacturing, mining and whatever else is dropped
in our lap Joe. I actually called you here on a matter of national
security; you remember that’s your portfolio.”

Hartwood looked
at the wall. “Yes yes.”

“Can you tell
me exactly what is being done about the risk of racial Middle
Eastern organisations raising funds by running the underworld in
this country? I’m not Sherlock fucking Holmes but when the local
mob goes underground unable to deal with eruptions in its own ranks
I feel someone is getting help from high places. You don’t build a
network the like that has been discovered operating in Sydney from
a fucking basement car park retrieving shopping trolleys for
Woolworths. Rob Smatter, anyone seen him.”

“No, a warrant
for his arrest has been issued; we believe he has left the country
hiding in Europe.”

“Would appear
that Mr Smatter may be in Spain he owns a lot of property there.
How he paid for it on his salary will be interesting reading.”

“We’re looking
into it.”

“Sandra
Lovington, I have a brief here she has been sighted several times
accompanied by member of the Overlords Motorcycle Club.”

“Cant confirm
it but seems to be true.”

“The opposition
just lost one and I just lost one, by elections will take a while
although we have had no official stand down by Lovington.”

“I can’t
understand this. Sandra was so focused on Eco policies.”

“We have the
loss of Fred Green as well and can’t seem to find a shred of
evidence on if he’s alive or deceased.”

“A report has
been forwarded to the coroner.”

“We are on the
brink of losing the balance of power, madmen have been gunned down
in the heart of Sydney, illegal Lebanese and Israeli persons have
been found linked to the operation of mob clans armed with military
hardware and you think I should just concentrate on industry and
mines. You don’t think they deserve parity?”

“Well I didn’t
mean to come across like that but I see what you mean.”

“We need
answers to all these questions Joe, where did the arms come from.
How did they get into the country? I’ve tried to contact the
shooters party to see if they can help with leads but they’re
hiding under a rock with the current influx of unchecked firearms.
Why is the dead Israeli lad from a wealthy family doing here? Where
did all the forged paperwork come from? Where’s Smatter he’s got my
fucking lunch money the robbing bastard, what’s Lovington doing
riding around on a Harley Davidson. Who gunned down half the clan
in a couple of hours with an American military weapon, who the fuck
is briefing the media with accurate information. Is it becoming
clear why I would want to speak with the minister for defence?”

Hartwood drew a
big breath. “Yes, I’m sorry.”

“Things haven’t
been easy Joe, I understand that. Now get your head together with
Wallaby and Stokes and try to come up with some answers. Your doing
well its not that progress has not been made its just hard to
identify in the current climate. Send a representative to the
Overlords residence to see if they can talk to Sandra Lovington we
may be able to sow that up pretty quick.”

“I’ll try
getting it prioritised by the AFP.”

“Delegation
wonderful, can you get a memo to me on that as soon possible
parliament sits tomorrow and we have no majority, no doubt the
opposition will be pushing for a double dissolution I need
stability and answers no matter how fine it may be. I’m going to be
busy trying to convince two independents to support us using the
current circumstances as a catalyst but I think I’ll leave the
shooters party alone for now.”

“Fair enough I
better get on with it.”
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Grime had
trundled down to Bondi beach with Sandra in tow, she was beginning
to really come out of her shell and he felt a bit of sun and sand
may improve healing after confronting her father. He pulled up on
Campbell Parade overlooking the park and beach beyond, they lent on
the guard rail along the edge of the footpath directly next to
Grimes bike. Some people walked into the road to avoid passing
close by them. Sandra let the warm sea breeze take her hair and
toss it around brushing along the side of Grimes face. She smiled
with her eyes closed looking toward the sun her face soaking up the
warm rays. “I’ve never been here before or done anything like
this,” she said.

“We do it every
day, nice to get back down here seems like forever but just been a
couple of weeks.” Grime turned her head towards him and
passionately kissed her. While dwelling just short of her lips he
spoke softly. “How you feeling about your dad?”

She opened her
eyes and looked straight into his. “I’m okay, dad’s probably
working out how to tell mum.”

“I asked him if
I could marry you.”

She moved her
head back to focus on his face and looked amazed, she hesitated and
giggled. She kissed him again holding him tight then one arm around
his neck the other still on the handrail. She pulled back and stood
up straight looking down at him. “Is that a proposal?”

“Will you marry
me?”

“Now that’s a
proposal.” She thought deep, she had not been able to have sex
since her ordeal with the Khalid brothers and Grime had never
pushed the issue although at times things had gotten pretty
passionate and they slept together. “Do you see us having a family,
you know children and a dog and chickens and stuff.”

Grime stood up
facing her chuckling under his breath. “If those are the things you
desire you’ll have them.”

“Will you go
back into business and teach your boy some kind of trade.”

“I want a
daughter just like you and she can be whatever she wishes with my
blessing.”

“The guys
families are going back home I’ll miss them terribly. Will take us
ages to build what they have.”

“You haven’t
answered my question.”

“I think I
have, it’s yes yes yes anyway.”

They embraced
again and spoke in each others ears with their chins on each others
shoulder. “Your parents will be invited, we do things a bit
different but it’s up to us where and how we marry.”

“Does it really
matter?”

“You should
consider what your mum and dad would like to see."

“Your right of
course, god mum will be freaking out. I better stop feeling sorry
for myself and sort the rest of our lives out. I’m supposed to be
in parliament tomorrow I just can’t do it.”

Grime held her
shoulders and pushed her out to where he could see her face. “Ever
thought you are in a position to change things, influence how
people are treated and live. One day I hope my kids don’t have to
live like us and are more accepted for how they are. You want some
chickens, I dream of a world where chickens can cross the road
without having their motives questioned.”

Sandra
chuckled. “Its not for me, I struggled along being led. I was no
leader just a pawn moved around like a puppet. My eyes have been
opened so much I can see exactly what’s going on. I can’t change
things because I don’t want to, I just want to be there when you
get home.”

“Okay, I
promise nothing will ever harm you and I’ll be there every night.
Lets get back and start sorting things out, I have a house just not
lived in it yet.”

Grime gently
put her helmet on, borrowed from one of the other girls it was a
little too big but her flowing hair took up the slack. He zipped up
her borrowed leather jacket. “I need to buy some clothes, and go to
my unit and collect some things. Okay let’s do it.”

They motored
the short distance to the clubhouse to find doc and Gypsy
confronting two men in suits on the footpath, a plain white Ford
sedan was double parked next to the bikes adjacent to the argument
on the pavement. Doc could be seen throwing his hands around while
he shouted. Grime pulled up as close to them as he could dismount
and shut his bike off.

Once the bike
was silent they could hear the conversation just five metres away.
“Why don’t you ask her yourself she’s sitting on the back of that
bike. I telling you she’s here of her own accord and if she wants
to go with you she can!” stressed doc to one of the well groomed
middle age gentlemen. They purposely held back their suit jackets
displaying body holsters and pistols. Doc looked at Sandra as she
got of the bike and approached the pavement. “Feds Sandra, seem to
think you are being held against your will.”

Sandra flew off
the handle throwing her helmet on the small lawn on the other side
of the clubhouse wall, her hair flew in the wind. She confronted
the man that had been talking to Doc holding out her hand. “Fucking
feds, ID please.” The shocked looking agent handed Sandra his ID
wallet from inside his jacket pocket taking one step back. She
studied the card and badge. “Captain Flanagan of the Australian
Federal Police, woo ho. What can I do for you?”

Flanagan looked
sideways at his associate for support then to Sandra her eyes shot
daggers through him. “Em, we have been sent to make sure you are
okay Miss Lovington. Parliament is in session tomorrow and no one
has been able to contact you to find out if you will be
attending.”

“Who fucking
sent you?”

“I believe
Prime Minister Stanwell is extremely concerned about your
welfare.”

“Is he indeed,
would you please cover your firearm we have no need for such a
thing here.” Flanagan and his associate took their hands from their
hips allowing their suit jackets to cover their weapons. “Do you
have a note book.?” asked Sandra in a direct tone.

“Yes.”

She held out
his ID. “Can I have it and your pen for a sec, I’ll write you a
little note.” Flanagan exchanged his ID for the note book and pen
he carried. Sandra lent on the clubhouse wall and scribbled then
handed the note book back.”

Flanagan read
the note out loud. “To whom it may concern, I hereby resign from my
parliamentary position forthwith. Signed Sandra Lovington. Are you
sure this is what you want Miss Lovington.”

“Never been
surer, you come down here making demands and flaunting firearms,
get in your car and fuck off before I call my dad and come in the
back door and kick your fucking arse all round the place.”

Flanagan looked
absolutely stone shocked. “Sorry Miss Lovington, just doing as we
were asked.”

Sandra calmed.
“Do we have to carry on like that to be shown any respect. I will
treat you as you treat me. Now you are conducting yourself in a
civil manner, thanks for your help in forwarding my resignation to
my employer. Your double parked in front of our house could you
move your vehicle please.”

Flanagan tipped
a finger from his brow with a smile, he and his associate climbed
in their car and left. “Fucking hell Sandra you handled them well,”
said Doc with a smile.

“Fucking feds
coming down here and upsetting my mates, I keep saying fuck.”
Grime, Doc and Gypsy cracked up laughing. “I’m turning into
Stella.”

The boys
immediately became expressionless. “That’s maybe not a good thing
Sandra,” commented Gypsy.

Sandra stormed
past them through the gate and turned back to Gypsy while she
walked. “Shut up Gypsy you wouldn’t know a good Sheila if one bit
you on the dick.” She disappeared into the clubhouse and slammed
the door.

Gypsy and Doc
looked at the door with blank looks and wide eyes. “Fuck we got a
pair em now, what a pain in the fucking arse,” said Doc.

“We’re getting
married,” added Grime with a smile.

“You gonna move
into your house?” asked Gypsy.

“Yeah, yeah we
are.”

“Thank fuck for
that.”

“I thought you
blokes liked Sandra.”

“We don’t like
her we love her,” replied Doc. “I was just planning on staying
alive in the near future. She gets dumped on the doorstep by a
madman, tells the feds to fuck off, and then nails the quietest
bloke in the club, fucking style if you don’t mind.” Doc put his
arm around Grimes neck. “Congratulations mate I’m fucking real
happy for ya, come on in I think a few drinks are in order.” They
retired to the clubhouse bar locking the door behind them.
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Stanton had
visions of Cadiche shuffling around with a walking frame and was
refreshingly surprised to see him studying the readout screens in
the lair below the kitchen at home. The only real scars of his
ordeal were on his face where miraculously the 000 buckshot pellets
had missed his eyes, mouth, nose and throat striking his checks and
forehead. Some pellets in his body to close to vital organs were
sterilised and left, possible surgery at a later date would remove
then if necessary. Jodi and Kay were far to busy talking to pay
Stanton too much attention discussing the upcoming marriage
preparations. Stanton sat down in the lair with Cadiche to access
the mental scars that had been inflicted.

Stanton hugged
Cadiche and then held his shoulders looking at his facial scars at
arms length with an inquiring look. “I do believe you’re uglier
than before, didn’t think it was possible,” he burst our laughing
as he sat down next to Cadiche.

“Fuck off
Stanton, fucking wanker.”

“Hasn’t
affected your vocabulary at all always has been colourful.”

Cadiche rubbed
his hand across his stubbly hair gaining length after being shaven
off for surgery. “I hear there have been a few accidents in Sydney
and the clan may not recover, know anything about it.”

“They crossed
the line boy.”

“Fuck John I
can look after myself.”

“I didn’t say
you couldn’t, shooting two of the pricks that shot you has been a
breakthrough, don t think it was for nothing.”

Cadiche
twiddled his thumbs looking inquisitive and holding his head to one
side. “Well, spit it out.”

“One was an
Israeli, his paperwork was forged identified him as a refuge. His
father is a wealthy diplomat of Pakistani decent.”

“Anything to do
with Jacob rolling up to see me at the hospital before he went back
after a lighting visit.”

“Jacob was here
to find out why containers full of drugs are passing through the
ports of Kuwait.”

“The container
at Port Botany was from Kuwait.”

“Not sure if
they were loaded there or passed on from somewhere else.”

“You can leave
this to me doesn’t concern you.”

“That’s not
entirely true boy.”

“You’d have to
give me a good reason why your gunning down blokes involved in
public affairs Stanton, this if fucking dangerous. When you run out
of crooks you gonna gun down jokers for pissing on the sidewalk and
speeding.”

Stanton looked
around the room then back to Cadiche, he left no clues with his
face muscles to show Cadiche what he was thinking. “How do you feel
about what’s happened to you, are you bitter.”

“It had to
happen some time, wasn’t any luck involved. You taught me to check
preparation, if I hadn’t drawn my weapon to check it for the second
time before entering the building I’d be dead. Maybe I’m a bit
wiser, I have no regrets. I just want to get on with it, that’s if
you’ve left anything to go on with.”

“It’s important
you hit the streets again, the public needs to see the police are
on top of things. I had to get involved boy, this had to be
stopped. The Israeli you shot, his father is an arms dealer
lobbying for the Russians. This is just a small link of many I know
of, in some ways it’s a setback the government will investigate the
link and could close in making it difficult to operate. Jacob took
a satellite phone and informed me of a container coming into the
country via Port Headland in WA known to contain massive quantities
of heroin and cocaine. What he doesn’t know and I haven’t told him
is that it also contains military hardware to arm the clan. The
Israeli diplomat actually had nothing to do with it but his son
might have. This is where it might become sticky when ASIO start to
follow leads and by the current intercepted correspondence seems it
has become a priority. I need you back on the street to throw some
bum leads.”

“I’ll be back
at work tomorrow, I’ll find out all I can.”

“I need a
diversion day after tomorrow, I’ve manage to trace the route the
container will take when it’s loaded on the docs in Headland. A
truck will pick it up and road it via the great northern highway
veering off to Kalgoorlie, across the Nullarbor on the Eyre
highway. Through Adelaide to Mildura, when its in New South Wales
just short of Hay I’m going to hit it and take the driver, open the
rear of the truck and expose its contents.”

“What you want
the driver for; he’d probably be the only innocent party. What a
fuck around surely they could find easier means to bring the stuff
in.”

“Would you
expect them to pull a stunt like that?”

Cadiche thought
for a second or two then shook his head. ”No it’s fucking
ridiculous, look at the risk.”

“Not as risky
as you think, obviously they have people they can trust in Hedland,
it’s the bloke who owns the truck I want. He was a naval officer in
Kuwait, came here when he retired after the gulf war as a refuge,
he’s an Iraqi. He built a trucking business and made heaps of
money, he hasn’t driven a truck for years to busy managing his
company, but his going to be driving this one the reason being
obvious.”

“Fuck Stanton
how do you know all this won’t be a wild goose chase.”

“Have a look,”
Cadiche studied the screens. Lines of information kept appearing.
“This is all relevant filtered info from Cabbage Tree Island,
anything with certain key words is sourced on a priority basis.
Sift through it all and you can find out fuck knows what. Find what
you’re looking for then you can hack leads and that’s how I find
out about most things the truck in this case. Looks a bit daunting
at first but you get used to it."

“Why the Hay
plain, why not just wait till it delivers.”

“Its destined
for a transit station in Parkes, I want you to start investigating
the place, that way you’ll have reason to be in the area and make
the hit site just when I leave.”

“Yah but why
there must be somewh…”

“It’s in the
state and as far as Anthony can take FLAXY1 in the chopper there
and back without refuelling. The government, police, mob, clan and
everyone else will be wondering what the fuck is going on and I
need that time. There’s only one way in and one way out, the roads
quiet but Ill need some traffic control either way far enough back
from the horizon they wont be able to see Anthony at tree top
height.”

“Parkes and Hay
are a fucking long way apart must be over four hundred ks.”

“Ah, that
reminds me, you’re getting a new squad car. One of falcon GT, black
supercharged full super car race trim.”

“What the
fuck.”

“I put the
requisition in the system months ago only just rolled off the ford
performance vehicle production line.”

“Someone’s got
to ask questions, how did ya swing that.”

“Same way
permission was granted to use you gas magnum, electronic signature
system’s venerable to abuse.”

“It’s waiting
at the newy car pool, bring it round here straight away and we’ll
reprogrammed the on board computer to communicate with Cabbage Tree
Island. You’ll get information others have no access to. This thing
can cruise at two hundred and fifty Ks.”

“What! What if
I hit a roo at that speed?”

“We’ll hook up
a couple of other little things on it as well, the infra red
scanning system that identifies flesh and blood courtesy of
military targeting systems. If anything alive is in the vehicles
path it will warn you, works okay on the open road there’s zero
pedestrians.”

“Hoorah, does
it identify Mack’s and Kenworth’s on the wrong side of the road,
hit one at two hundred and fifty ks and I’ll be vaporised.”

“Yes it does
warn of obstacles along planned route, same system as flaxy uses
works but you need read between the lines, we need to be doing
things considered impossible if were to stay one step ahead. We
need to find Idris Nasih, wearing a nuclear war head in the name of
peace is not a win win situation.”

“You sure this
bloke is key to foiling this plot.”

“Don’t even
know if it’s a genuine plot but have enough lotto numbers up to
suggest a win with just one more. Idris Nasih has military ties,
deep ones, he’s here somewhere and there’s a strategic reason for
it.”

“Fair enough,
why cant the fucking AFP or ASIO sort that out, fucking
ridiculous.”

“What if
there’s somebody stopping them, happened before, just the time and
conditions for it to happen again. There’s that much money in those
containers they would even interest the rich. This is not being
driven by someone scratching for a quid; these are evil and greedy
bastards. Even their own creed turn on them, time it was pulled
up.”

“Few days back
I was half fucking dead, I get out of bed come for a social visit
get a new car and instructions to drive it around at over two
hundred ks.”

Stanton
shrugged his shoulders looking blank. “And.”

“Kay will
absolutely freak out.”

“Tell her you
doing desk work.”

“I promised not
to fib to her.”

Stanton made
grand hand gestures. “Get one of those small desks you can get in
those shit cheap shops, the ones in a box you have to put together.
Put it in the back of the car. You’re doing desk work, not exactly
the truth but by no means a lie.”

“Fuck me.”

“When it comes
to an ally give me an alternative to you and I’ll still have to go
it alone.”

Cadiche looked
round at the floor, he looked back up and nodded. “I better go and
get this fucking car I suppose.”

“Bring it here
and I’ll give ya the drum.”

“You take me
down there and leave the girls here yarning; we probably get back
here get everything done before they know we’d left.”

Stanton pouted
nodding in agreement. “We could use the tunnel.”

Jodi’s voice
bellowed down the stair well. “John, can you pop down the road and
pick up some bread and a nice wine I’m cooking up a snack Kay and I
are hungry.”

“No worries
love,” shouted Stanton. He whispered to Cadiche. “Fuck were
laughing, we don’t tell them were picking up the car not necessary.
You know I wanted elephant’s balls on toast for a snack she must
have found we’ve run out of bread.”

Cadiche laughed
as he spoke. “Fuck of Stanton.”
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Seventy
kilometres west of Hay on the Sturt Highway its flat and fences are
long and straight. Anthony hugged the ground with no trees the
chopper kicked up a dust trail, he gained height over Ravensworth
irrigation farm then followed the Sturt Highway as he met the long
black line tracking South West putting down on the deserted bitumen
surface. The chopper was down for less than a minute then rose
again powering off towards the north putting down on the horizon in
empty open paddocks within range of powerful binoculars. A semi
trailer heading east carrying one shipping container had just
clipped the horizon and Stanton could see it with his binoculars.
Whilst on board the chopper a series of messages had been hacked
into police channels with the road from Balranald to the west
blocked ten kilometres from town, the last vehicle allowed through
was the truck. The Hay side to the east blocked west of Keri Keri,
between the road blocks the only vehicles of the road was the truck
and Stanton’s red Mustang parked at forty five degrees in the
centre of the road pointing west and blocking both lanes and a
black Ford GT travelling at over two hundred kilometres an hour out
of Hay.

The truck
driver, a well dressed middle aged man, well shaven and presented
was making a mobile phone call as he pressed on, the cab smelt of
expensive after shave and his crocodile skin shoes looked a little
out of place operating the trucks heavy foot controls. He looked at
this omega watch. “I am right on time; the next call will be West
Wyalong. / No no problems, feeling a bit tired and my back is
achieving. / This is working so inform our customer stock will be
in by tonight and send the next shipment. / I will talk to you in a
few hours all is well. / Yeah goodbye.” He switched off his phone
and became aware the road was deadly quiet and had been for some
miles, not unusual in this area but then again strange. He looked
from side to side but could see nothing, suddenly there was a loud
bang and steam spewed from the front of the Kenworth, the engine
died rattling and banging as he edged the vehicle onto the dirt
shoulder clear of the bitumen before it ground to a complete
halt.

Stanton stood
up from laying on the roads centre white line, he dismantled his
tripod from the M50 snipers rifle, removed the scope and placed it
below the rear seat from where it had been assembled. He jumped in
the driver’s seat and made haste covering the three thousand metres
flat out.

The driver
lifted the engine cover on the driver’s side of the truck, he could
clearly see massive damage to the radiator, fan and engine block,
he assumed the engine had failed catastrophically and stood on the
bitumen. He could hear the roar of Stanton’s car as it hurtled
towards him; he waved his arms above his head to gain attention.
The chrome and red paint glistened in the sun making it hard to
look at until it pulled up directly along side the driver. The door
opened and the driver’s eyes opened up like dinner plates as a gun
muzzle was thrust in his face as Stanton after turning the vehicle
off climbed out. Stanton initially said nothing frisking the
surprised driver, he found his wallet and put it in his jacket
pocket. “Open the container.” The driver staid still his face had
gone white. “I got five minutes open the fucking container.”

“Who the fuck
are you, you must be mad. This container belongs to some powerful
people, you better just fuck off.”

“My names John
Stanton,” Stanton pulled handcuffs from his belt and cuffed the
driver to the hand rail on the drivers side of the cab. “You don’t
want to open it I will.” The driver familiar with Stanton’s
reputation and finally recognising his vehicle, he fell into
shock.

“We can make a
deal,” he pleaded as Stanton took the keys from the ignition of the
truck and went to the rear of the container. He found the correct
key for the padlock and opened the container doors. The container
was stacked from front to back top to bottom with wooden crates on
pallets. He saw spare dog chain’s laying along side the load
between the wall of the container and the pallets and dragged one
out. He climbed up balancing on the container floor and passed the
chain through the base of the pallet at the top of the stack
connecting the chain to it self. He lowered himself down on the
tail of the chain and pulled it out along the bitumen to the west,
the chain was just long enough. He raced to his car and backed the
vehicle up to meet the chain. He attached the chain to a recovery
securing point beneath the centre of the car sub frame. He jumped
in the driver’s seat cautiously pulled the slack in the chain up
then powered off.

The crate
smashed to the ground breaking up on impact. He reversed back a few
feet, removed the chain then turned his car round to head east
pulling up along side the restrained driver. He unlocked the
whimpering man and took him to the mess lying on the road. Stanton
pulled both hands behind the drivers back and snapped the cuffs on.
He pulled a long slender dagger from a scabbard running parallel
along his belt and slit open one of the brown bags clearly marked
with a coffee brand. Coffee beans spilt out all over the ground
along with clear bags of white powder around a kilo each. A box
below the bags of beans and part of the pallet base had not broken.
He requisitioned a crow bar from the same place the chain had been
located and levered the lid of the box. He stood up and back in
surprise. “Fuck, M16s.” He grabbed the driver angrily by the collar
and shouted in his face. “American weapons, where the fuck did they
originate.”

“I don’t know
I’m just moving this for someone!’

Stanton threw
the whining driver in the passenger’s seat of his car, he hustled
to the drivers compartment and roared of flat out. His passenger
watched in a mixture of awe and horror as the car roared towards
what looked like a helicopter standing in the middle of the road,
the chopper swallowed them up and as the ramp ascended the chopper
took to flight hugging the ground heading North East.

A black Ford
Performance pursuit vehicle hugged the white line heading west,
Cadiche could just make out the fading aircraft but he concentrated
on the road at two hundred and fifty kilometres an hour. In minutes
he pulled up at the scene and surveyed the booty. He made a direct
call to Stokes informing him of the results of his latest
investigation and asked for discreet assistance.”

Stanton ran the
information from the mans ID along with the picture from his
licence by means of a scanner hidden within the software of his
cars GPS screen up to his satellites and through corridors of
information.

“Where are you
taking me,” asked the pale and shacking man.

“Shut up I’m
busy.” Stanton punched keys as he watched the computer screen
hanging from the roof.

“I’ll sue you
for everything you have this is kidnapping.”

“I know who you
are but for your benefit I just triple checked,” he turned the
computer screen towards his passenger. “Recognise this bloke do
you, yeah its you. Your off to the UK me ol mate, they been looking
for you for fucking years. Now have a look at this one.” Stanton
tapped on the keypad and another picture and log of information
appeared. “On the CIA list of wanted persons, for, dealing in
contraband weapons after the Iraq war and low and behold,” Stanton
again punched keys and turned the screen towards the man. “Kuwaiti
police would like to question you in relation to trafficking women
through the country from South America for the sex trade. I just
don’t have time to fuck around with questions, now there will be
another chopper at our destination that will pack you off to places
that are really good at asking questions. I have one question; do
you know where Idris Nasih is?”

The man looked
drained, pale and tired. “They’ll get you Stanton, might take a
while but.”

Stanton
interrupted. “The question was.”

“I heard the
question. What’s the difference won’t do me any good.”

“While your
singing people will listen, if you’re really good they may applaud
and reward you, you could be shot especially if you spend to long
with me, you could spend the rest of your life in a prison cell or
the worst of all I’ll put it out that you’re an ear.”

“Hey you
wouldn’t do that, my family,” the man hesitated looking at
Stanton’s stone cold face. “You fucking would.” He looked out the
window and could see his reflection in the dark glass. “I don’t
know where Nasih is, I haven’t see him for two years.”

“He has
something to do with this?”

He looked back
at Stanton. “I don’t know, to save my arse if I knew I’d tell
you.”

“Your contact
in Hedland what’s his name, remember I already know.”

“I know Hoyle
from when he had his courier business, we trucked to his
depot.”

“He’s a bishop
I’m after the king.”

“Bloke never
tells anybody his name, uses others like Hoyle as fronts. He speaks
fluent Arabic and sounds Lebanese. Gets around in a boat, I don’t
know where he lives, I’ve never seen his face.”

“You’re a
fucking maggot and you have the nerve to be concerned about your
family when you’ve indirectly wrecked thousands of lives. Surely
you understand the risk.”

“I employ many
people and pay my taxes that must stand for something.”

“If that’s what
you truly wanted to do you wouldn’t have been in the seat of that
truck.”

“Can I ring my
wife?”

“You must be
joking the next anyone hears of you will be through the British
press announcing your arrest and investigation into your
affairs.”

“They’ll get
you Stanton.”

“Not
today.”

Stokes had
flown straight to the Hay truck scene; traffic was flowing again
mothered around the site by a now massive police presence. Stokes
plane landed at Ravensworth irrigation property airstrip and he was
whisked to the site by a patrol car. The booty had been left as
found for Stokes to view personally and he stood above the crate
looking ominously at the weapons with his arms folded. He looked up
at Cadiche standing next to him. “I’m keen to hear the story.”

“Whilst
investigating a fraud lead in Parkes at this trucking companies
premises I overheard a phone conversation by an employee talking
about an incoming drug haul. I was able to locate the truck route
and schedule from company records via the computer as the person
conducting the conversation left the delivery docket on his desk
with the container number. I took a long shot and back tracked the
route expecting to find the truck in this area judging by its
schedule. When I arrived I found the scene as it is not a soul in
site.”

“Why didn’t you
inform us and wait for backup.”

“I thought
there may be a chance of information leak should my plans be aired
on communication channels sir. I did discreetly request road blocks
either side of the scene to protect the public should there be any
confrontation.”

“How much do
they think is in this thing?”

“Not exactly
sure until it’s unloaded and accessed. Several tonnes of cocaine in
small packages and possibly twenty four used M16 assault rifles
with several thousand rounds of ammunition.”

“Good god. No
trace of the driver.”

“None sir.”

“Better get the
AFP.”

“They just
arrived sir.”

Stokes beckoned
Cadiche to come clear standing next to Cadiche’s car. Stokes looked
around to check for earshot before talking. “This has got Stanton
written all over it.”

“I haven’t seen
him since I got out of hospital sir, dropped in to see him on the
way at his home for a short time, I do believe he’s doing some
gardening today sir.”

“Stanton
gardening.”

“Yes sir, his
wife Jodi is doing a gardening column in the Newcastle newspaper
and Stanton is assisting with research sir.”

“What a croc of
absolute shit. This black thing we’re standing next to is it the
city vehicle I saw the requisition paperwork on recently?”

“Yes I only
just picked it up from the car pool sir.”

Stokes opened
the driver’s door and looked inside. “What exactly is this thing it
cost a hundred and eighty thousand dollars.”

“It’s a Ford
Performance pursuit vehicle sir.”

“I read it has
over eight hundred horsepower, for what and how do you see over
that thing on the bonnet. Looks like something from a Mad Max
movie.”

“Has sufficient
power to drive it down the highway sir.”

Stokes smirked
on one side of his face. “Who initiated the req for this,
thing?”

“I have no idea
sir I attended the Newcastle constabulary after returning to work
and they handed me the keys. I think the idea is it looks ominously
mean for a reason. Perhaps sourcing the originator may give you the
answer sir.”

“I’ll give that
a miss I’m concerned of what Id find, or not find.” Stokes noticed
a long cardboard box on the rear seat and read the contents. “A new
desk, what’s it doing in the back of your car surely you have
sufficient desk space at the station.”

“Em, Kay my
partner sir, very worried about me returning to work so assured her
I would be doing some desk work sir, I wouldn’t lie to her sir I
love her to much.”

“You get all
this shit off Stanton don’t you?” Cadiche said nothing. “Report on
Baden Renshaw’s desk SAP and a copy to me at the same time.” Stokes
began to walk away but turned back to Cadiche. “The desk, not a bad
idea, I might try that myself oh and well done. Thank god that lot
won’t hit the streets.”
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Sandra
Lovington and Stella had been discussing marriage arrangements and
one thing kept popping up delaying solid organisation. The
involvement of her parents became an issue needing attention; she
wanted a church wedding and needing more than a nod from her father
to achieve her dream. Questions asked of Grime or the club were
always yes we’ll do whatever you wish.

Grime agreed to
take Sandra to her parent’s home to ask for assistance in achieving
her vision. The club insisted on an escort, Sandra was opposed but
she eventually agreed as long as the escort stayed well clear of
her parents home. She wanted to tackle the issue by direct means
and felt a visible escort would create intimidation. Her parents
lived in the exclusive suburb of Lavender Bay adjacent to the well
known location of Kirribilli in a multi million dollar mansion with
extensive harbour views. The arrival of a member of the Overlords
on a noisy Harley Davidson motorcycle would be akin to putting a
duck in a chicken run. The club agreed that the escort would park
at Milsons Point near Luna Park, keeping clear of the exclusive
address but providing visible support to deter any hostility on the
trek from Bondi. The gathering at Milsons Point would also provide
a diversion drawing focus away from a single rider peeling off from
the group.

Sandra was
hesitant but determined as Grime roared up the street Sandra had
grown up in, she indicated with a finger at her parent’s property
and Grime had already found the number backing into the kerb with
his rear wheel. Residents peered out the window recognising Sandra
as she removed her black helmet and stood at the iron gates
restricting entry to the short driveway and closed underground
garage.

Sandra’s mother
peered around the curtain and called to her husband. “Stan!”
Stanley Lovington busy on a computer in his study with harbour
views dealing with business on line took the hallway to the next
room and broad entertaining lounge where his wife looked fearful as
she looked back at him from the window. “Call the police there is a
bikie trying to break into our house.”

Stanley peered
out the window then looked down at the floor. He took his wife by
the arm clear of the window. “What I told you about Sandra was not
entirely correct.”

Her face turned
to cold stone. “What do you mean is she okay?”

“She’s fine,
she’s outside with her partner.”

“Oh my god,
bring them in before that dreadful biker does something to
them.”

Stanley
hesitated, still in his dressing gown and unshaven he looked
strained. “Her partner is the biker.”

Diane Lovington
fell back onto the gold embossed lounge shaking her head. “No, oh
god Stan what will the neighbours think.”

Stanley sat
next to his wife and took her hand. “I’m not concerned about the
neighbours Di, I'm concerned about my only child and what’s best
for her.”

The gate
intercom chime a short exert from Bach’s third in D minor rang
around the walls. Stanley rose to his feet and attended to the call
by picking up an ivory phone on the wall adjacent to the window and
in sight of the gate. “Sandra.”

“Yes it’s me
dad, can you let me in please.”

Stanley pushed
a button next to the phone, Grime watched in suspense as he heard a
whirring sound followed by a clunk and Sandra pushed the ornate
Iron Gate open. They stepped through into the driveway and the gate
closed behind them. As they approached the double garage door it
opened allowing them access to the vast ivory tower. Grime followed
Sandra, she waited at a door behind the parked Rolls Royce. “This
place is worse than our joint, and we’re persecuted.” commented
Grime. Sandra smiled at him menacingly and gave him a quick
hug.

The door opened
by itself sliding to the left disappearing inside the wall. They
walked inside and it closed behind them. They were in an entrance
hall with coat hangers and shoe racks. Sandra’s father walked in
embracing his daughter with a smile. He said nothing and gestured
up the hallway. Sandra walked on with Grime behind her, she turned
into the front lounge where her mother and father had previously
briefly discussed things, her mother had been overcome with emotion
and retired to the kitchen in tears. Sandra sat down on the gold
lounge, a clear view of the harbour from the wide bay window in
front of them attracted Grimes attention and he stood at the window
for a few seconds enjoying the view. His large frame dulled the
light until he sat down next to Sandra. He nodded at Stanley
sitting to their right, “Mr Lovington, thanks for seeing Sandra,
where’s her mum?”

Stanley
hesitated. “She’s a little emotional, she’s in the kitchen.”

“Where is it
I’ll go drag her out here.”

Stanley was
taken back but let it ride. “Down the hall second on the
right.”

Grime fumbled
his way down the wide marble floored hallway and silently opened
the second door on the right, he filled the door frame then closed
the door behind him, it clicked shut and Sandra’s mother weeping
quietly with her back to the door over a marble topped work bench
in the middle of the widespread kitchen turned around. She drew a
quick breath and held it as she saw Grime.

“You must be
Sandra’s mum,” he looked her up and down. “Yep you’re her mum okay,
no wonder she’s a stunner.” He walked forwards and embraced her.
His scent filled Diane’s nose, her breasts pushed against his
muscular frame and she could feel his ample penis press against her
pubic region naked beneath her dressing gown. She became sexually
aroused her chest heaving, she swallowed trying to come to grips
with what was happening as she rested her chin on his shoulder. He
held her at arms length with his hands on her shoulders, she
allowed her dressing gown to drop exposing her ample cleavage as if
to encourage his advance, she had lost control of her faculties.
“Sandra would like to see you she’s been worried sick about you
being worried sick.”

Diane composed
herself and walked up the hallway leading Grime back to the front
lounge. Sandra and her mother embraced then say on the lounge with
Grime sitting next to Sandra the opposite end from her mother.
Diane was stuck for words, so much raw emotion at one time had
dulled her upper class heritage and she listened after standard
introductions. “Not much point in beating around the bush,” said
Sandra. “Grime has asked me to marry him and I’ve said yes. I need
some support, I want a church wedding and to be given away by my
father. My best friend Stella is organising things and if you agree
to be involved then she needs to meet you.”

Stanley looked
at Diane but she gave no indication of status and said nothing. “I
will gladly give you away, can’t think of anything I would love
more after thinking you may have been gone. It’s made me realise
how important moments with you are, public standing and work bear
no meaning and they never should have. Is I that have made mistakes
not you.”

Sandra looked
at her mother. She frowned as her mother just looked into space.
“Mum did you hear what dad said.”

Her mother
suddenly unlocked her gaze. “Oh sorry I’m struggling here. God you
disappear believed dead then I'm told you’re safe with a friend and
now this. I need some time to think, I can understand why you want
to marry and have no objections, and just a few other things at the
moment are a big surprise.”

“You didn’t
tell me your mother was drop dead gorgeous, you’re dead ringers
apart from the pure blonde hair. Her cleavage even looks li…”

“Grime! You and
the guys will keep their spanners off my mother and curtail the
remarks to formal niceties.” She looked daggers at him for the
first time.

“Fair go, just
saying, no wonder you’re a cracker Sheila like mother like
daughter.”

Diane adjusted
her hair and rolled one shoulder. “I’ll take that as a compliment,
not sure how you people conduct yourselves but appears to be rather
direct.”

“You going to
ask mum,” said Sandra as she kicked his foot.

“Oh yeah, Mrs
Lovington would you allow me the honour of marrying your
daughter?”

She looked at
Sandra. “Of course, if that’s what she wants. I do to some degree
understand. Are you going to ask her father?”

“Already
have.”

“Oh, I'm sorry
I didn’t realise,” Diane looked menacingly at Stanley.

“I didn’t tell
you because we had enough to deal with to now. I thought when they
walk up the drive it would be an issue and here they are.”

“This Stella
lady friend.”

Grime
interrupted. “Friend yes, lady bit wide of the mark mum.”

“Grime! I’ll
bring her around and we can really get organised.”

Diane managed
half a smile. “He’s rather interesting Sandra, not many dull
moments I imagine.”

She smiled
widely at the mother and hugged Grime. “He’s wonderful mum.”

“Perhaps you
should bring her round tomorrow.”

“Be better if
you can come to the clubhouse and meet her, they won’t let us out
without an escort because of the street war. We get followed by god
knows who.”

“I see, where
is this place?”

“Bondi.”

“Well that’s
not far we can manage that,” Diane looked to Stanley he nodded.
“What happened to you I would like to know.”

“Is it really
important mum?”

“If I
disappeared presumed dead and then resurfaced would you wish to
know what happened?”

Sandra drew one
side of her mouth up with a nod. “I was sucked in by some men. John
Stanton saved my life and left me with the Overlords and I met
Grime. That’s all I want to say about it.”

“John Stanton
Anthony and Robert Stanton’s father?”

“Yes.”

“Stanley has
been talking to them just recently,” she looked at Stanley. “We
have a few problems and maybe John Stanton could help. So you know
him.”

“He’s a brave
man mum, if you want to see him ask his boys.”

“It’s a little
delicate Sandra,” said her father. “If I can’t sort a few things
out I won’t make your wedding.”

“Oh god no,”
she looked away then back at her father. “How serious is it no wait
don’t tell me.” She looked at Grime and took his hand. “He lives in
Newcastle can you take me there?”

“Its not our
turf we need the club and as its not club related they wont wear
it.”

“What an earth
are you talking about,” asked her mother.

“Dad we’ll have
to go.”

“I won’t let
you go Sandra only just got you,” stated Grime.

“The club can
escort us here tomorrow with Stella, we hop in dads car head for
Newcastle and sort the details out there and back in the car. We
hope Stanton’s at home, let him have a yarn with dad then head
back. We’re coming to sort out the wedding arrangements the details
of discussion are up to us.”

Grime rolled
his eyes. “No wonder you get on well with Stella, that’s not
illicit but stretching the rules. What makes you think this Stanton
bloke can help you.”

“If he can’t
then I’m out of options and will have to plea bargain about some
serious poor choices I made when Sandra was younger and going
through Uni.”

“I thought we
were supposed to be the crooks,” said Grime.

Sandra hugged
his arm. “You’re not a crook just different. Why don’t you just
tell Anthony and Robert you’re going to see their dad?”

“I don’t want
to engage them until such time as I access the value of the
information I can give to Stanton. Seeing him direct may bring a
personal feel to it he’s only human. I can’t resign from the things
I have done they are in the past but If what I have to tell him
helps I may feel better myself.”

Sandra chuckled
under her breath. “I can relate to that. I wish all my shit would
just go away but not likely to happen. I’ll knock on Stanton’s
door, I haven’t thanked him properly for saving my life yet.”

“His adopted
lad is back on the streets the one that was gunned down,” commented
Stanley. “He was on the news, busted another drug and weapons haul
first day back on the job was on the TV.”

“We watched
it,” added Sandra.

“Lying low and
getting married is not such a bad thing at the moment,” said Grime.
“The recreational nightlife market is a bit edgy at present.”

“How an earth
did you get the name Grime, hardly fits your character,” asked
Diane.

“The bath
ring.”

“I beg your
pardon.”

“I left a grimy
water mark around the bath after the girls tubbed me up. They found
me in a park drunk, lost and depressed. Took me back to the
clubrooms years back now. Id been living in a whisky bottle for
weeks and hadn’t had a shower or anything.”

“The women gave
you a bath?” asked Diane.

“I don’t think
I would have let the blokes wash my dick.”

“They handled
your private parts, several of them, females.”

“The moles did
it, not the club sheilas. The moles are just there for kicks and
have to do chores like the prospect male members do all the running
around and bike cleaning. I hadn’t had sex for weeks, this Sheila
blew me, fucking couldn’t believe it. I thought a herd of horses
had left me balls.” Diane became sexually aroused gently rubbing
her damp vagina on the lounge as she sat. “Stella was cleaning the
bath out when we finished and that’s where the name Grime
originated.”

“They’re a bit
different mum,”

Stanley could
see his wife was shocked she was also stimulated by the
conversation, he had never seen this happen, her nipples stuck out
showing through her silk dressing gown and her eyes twinkled.
“Rather,” said Diane. “I’ve never experienced such a way of life,
perhaps a visit to the clubrooms is it, may prepare us for cultural
diversity at the wedding.”

“We can arrange
that, in fact a good idea some of the club is a bit hard to get
used to, they call me Sheila because I loathed the term when I
arrived now I love it,” added Sandra.” added Sandra.

“I think you’d
refer to it as a strine term for women if my memory serves me
correctly. I must admit I find the term rather loathsome but each
to their own,” replied her mother.

“Nah their
Sheila’s,” added Grime with a smile.

“Grime! Bloody
hell.” Sandra could see her father’s depressed and ragged state
etched in his face. She felt guilt at her attitude towards him in
the Hyde Park, she focused on the present. “We will be back first
thing in the morning, that’s about nine. I’m sure Stanton will
listen to what you have to say dad.”

“I hope you
won’t mention this.”

“The boys are
better at keeping secrets than we are dad. We’ll make tracks and
talk to Stella and Doc about the wedding and we need to spend most
of the day here tomorrow. I’ll make sure they understand what the
fuck we’re up to.” Sandra put her hand up to her mouth. “Oh god I
said fuck in front of my mother.”
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Chief Inspector
Stokes found it necessary to convene a meeting with Baden Renshaw
Newcastle constabulary CI at police headquarters in Sydney. The AFP
had taken over the investigation relating to the truck recovered
from Hay, Stokes was concerned about the military hardware
discovered and was worried some may have already hit the streets of
Sydney in other shipments undiscovered. With the media blackout
still in place information would be sparse with investigation going
to the federal authorities. There seemed to be an air of discontent
among federal authorities as civil police dragged their feet
passing on little information unless pushed. Meeting rather than
memos was a heavy move but Stokes felt secrecy was becoming the
essence as the gang war slowed and evidence was sifted new
questions were being asked.

Stokes removed
his tie as Renshaw settled down in his seat in front of Stokes desk
opening his brief case and taking out several memos. “Long way to
come for five minutes Baden but were getting a different attitude
all of a sudden from federal authorities. We could have handled the
fucking investigation without any problems, few people with egg on
their face with your man Page making a fool of them. Got anything
we need to focus on.”

“Page gave me
this reckons it’s strange, a request for the Hay container to be
intercepted at Hedland and searched but wasn’t acted on.”

Stokes
inspected the memo passed to him. “Australian customs request to
isolate and inspect container from Kuwaiti port suspected full of
contraband coffee. Why wasn’t it acted on?”

“The coffee is
clean checks out legit from a supplier in Brazil, what’s strange is
it was shipped from French Guiana port of Cayenne.”

“This is all
interesting but we need info on coffee and containers in New South
Wales and the feds have marched off with that.”

“Why would Page
give me this, there must be something between the lines here. The
directive originates from customs in Canberra.”

“Fuck you got
anything that makes sense.”

“We know this,”
Renshaw handed Stokes another memo. “Jacob Ahmadi member of Kuwaiti
parliament recently visited Stanton for an overnight stay.”

Stokes lent
back in his chair. “I remember his name, Stanton saved he and his
father in Iraq years back and the bloke was educated here, not
surprising to see him visit hardly a breach of Australian law.”

“Fuck I thought
you might see something in it.”

“I have, I
think the bloke is minister for trade his portfolio would cover
ports.”

“Stanton’s
bringing in contraband.”

Stokes laughed.
“Yeah and I’m a monkeys uncle. Could be just a coincidence or face
to face like we’re doing right now, we still the container from
Botany how much of a look have we had at that I wonder. Looked open
and shut case maybe we missed something, might get forensic to go
through everything again with an open mind. All the info on the
Russian weapons came from the AFP, might go some digging
ourselves.”

“We have a memo
about coffee from French Guyana and one about links in Kuwait and
Stanton. Turn it round, what if Stanton’s suggesting we look for
coffee residue in the Botany container to see if the beans match
the ones from Hay.”

Stokes had a
good think. “Would mean the containers were probably from the same
source, we didn’t look for any coffee beans and I’m sure the
majority of the drums in that container haven’t been opened yet.
Wonder what’s in them.” Stokes picked up the intercom. “Can you
send someone from forensic in here SAP for me thanks Lola.”

“What does it
really mean for us if the containers come from the same source or
not, doesn’t find mob members distributing drugs or selling
firearms for us?”

“True but if
you’re looking for a needle in several haystacks all over the world
cutting it down to one haystack can speed things up somewhat.”
There was a knock on the door. “Come in.” A female forensic
inspector came in closing the door behind her.

“David you
wanted to see us.”

“Yes Leah this
is Bevan CI from Newcastle.” They shook hands and exchanged
greetings. “The Botany container we would like you to go over it
again strip all the drums and residue test the inside
surfaces.”

“We already did
that David.”

“I didn’t know
that, what happened to the report.”

“No one wanted
it, no prosecutions pending from the find as the assailants
connected to the case are all deceased.”

“Can you
remember what was in other drums and what residues were found
inside?”

“I can because
it was a worry. The container must have been used to move coffee at
some time, a few empty coffee bean bags were found marks indicated
they were from Brazil. A dozen of the drums from pallets right at
the back of the container had an M series 16 assault rifle where
ones at the front of the container had AK47 assault rifles
concealed within the powder.”

Stokes stood
up. “Why wasn’t the report forwarded through normal channels that
is critical information not just evidence.”

“An agent from
ASIO picked up the report and instructed us to hold the information
as it wasn’t relevant to civil investigation and subject to
secrecy.”

“Jesus Christ
thanks Leah, can you pass a copy to us.”

“I’ll get on to
it and lift it out of archives.”

“Thanks.” Leah
left the room.

“An M16 was
used at the Alexandria crash shop massacre, wonder how many are out
there.”

“Same calibre
projectiles have been found at the sites of drive by
shootings.”

“Fuck me, I’ll
get tactical response here and pass the brief on to them. If Page
was looking for comeback on this you better pass it on to him.”


 CHAPTER THIRTY
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Jodi shouted
down the stairwell leading to the den beneath the kitchen. “John,
do you know someone with a Rolls Royce John, one has pulled up
outside.”

“Not if I can
help it love, I’ve checked it out its Lovington’s parent’s
vehicle.”

Jodi looked out
the front window as Stanton walked toward the front door along the
hall. “Oh, it’s Sandra Lovington, a man with very long hair; oh I
think its Sandra’s mum and dad and another long dark haired girl
that’s far too attractive for my liking.”

Stanton laughed
and shook his head as he waited at the door until someone was just
about to press the bell and he opened the door. “Sandra, well I
never, looking a bit better than when we last met.” He pecked her
on the nose and held her at arms length with a smile. “I like
holding people that I saved,” he whispered. She smiled back at him
and hugged him hard under his arms. “What can I do for you?”

The rest of the
travellers waited on the footpath beside the car waiting to hear
the results of the request. “I’m getting married and we’ve been
discussing the details on the way here.”


“Congratulations, however I’m sure you didn’t come all the way here
to tell me that.”

Jodi lingered
behind Stanton. “John we have five bedrooms, three bathrooms two
entertaining areas, a rumpus room and two lounges and you entertain
Sandra on the doorstep.”

Stanton turned
his head to one side still looking at Sandra. “Yes love.” He then
lent towards her and whispered. “Can we bring up the guests will
save me a lot of heartache.”

Sandra smirked
and beckoned her entourage. Jodi was in her element as she was
introduced to the delegation one by one, she mothered them into the
front lounge and began to entertain. “Phew, now what is it you
wanted to see me about,” asked Stanton.

“What makes you
think I wanted to talk to you about something,” asked Sandra with a
sneering glance.

“Because your
father has a lot of explaining to do and is in deep shit.”

“Can we go
somewhere and talk.”

Stanton led her
down the hall past the kitchen to a gazebo beside the pool, Stanton
sat close enough as to be heard at a whisper. “There’s only one
thing that your father can do that will stem the tide of
responsibility.”

“I’m sure he
will oblige with any information, he thinks he knows something you
need to hear.”

“What would
that be?”

“You’ll have to
ask him he won’t speak to anyone else. We took a long shot coming
here mum thought this was the last place he should come.”

“Things aren’t
always as they seem love.”

“Tell me about
it. Shall I send him out here to you?”

Stanton looked
at his watch. “Just hang on a sec, five four three two one.”

Jodi came to
the patio door from the kitchen. “John really, what kind of
entertainer are you. Herding Sandra out here and totally ignoring
everyone.”

“Yes love.”

“Mr Lovington,
Stanley, would like to speak to you as a matter of urgency.”

“Yes Love.”

“I’ll send him
out and Sandra can come in here and have a chat she’s getting
married you know and we are discussing arrangements. Did you know
we’d been invited?”

“No love.”

“Well you
really should concentrate on affairs at hand John do I have to
arrange every social affair we attend. I’ll let you know exactly
what’s going on as soon as Sandra Stella and I have sorted it out.
Come in Sandra hardly the person in the household you should be
talking to I’ll send Stanley out.” She darted back inside.

Sandra smiled
and took Stanton’s hand. “You love the pants off her don’t you?”
Stanton just smiled saying nothing. She stood and walked towards
the door smiling at the father as they passed each other at the
door.

Stanley sat
down where her daughter had just vacated and firmly shook Stanton’s
hand. “I can’t thank you enough for saving my daughters life. She
won’t say too much about it but no matter she’s alive and
well.”

Stanton said
nothing for a few seconds. “Would you be familiar with the names
Salem and Abdul Khalid?”

Stanley
swallowed and ran his tongue across his upper teeth. “I’ve heard
the names in conversation I’ve not met them.”

Stanton again
waited. “They were going to kill your daughter after they finished
fucking her.”

Stanley coughed
and tapped his chest with his fist. “My god, you intervened at the
marina.”

“Yes.”

“Thank god. I
assume this is not a public affair there must be a government of
military motive.”

“Both.”

“I was held to
ransom by the cl….”

“I don’t want
to hear it. I think you know what I would like to hear.”

“Idris Nasih.”
There was silence as Stanley expected Stanton to respond. “I have
heard his name in conversation.”

The air was
again silent. “With whom?”

“Mario
Francesco.”

“In what
context.”

“He was to
purchase an ocean going motor launch thorough a friend of this
man.”

“That is
scant.”

“The motor
launch had a special alloy hull, triple skin. The recess could be
filled with contraband virtually undetectable.”

“The only thing
you’ve told me that I don’t know is Francesco knows or knows of
Idris Nasih. Why would Francesco mention this in your
presence?”

“I recovered
the money for him, the motor launch disappeared, may never have
existed I couldn’t find out. I have the details of the boat dealer
that was involved in the transaction. The money was laundered by
Francesco for a man he claimed was Idris Nasih also the benefactor
of the launch. Once I explained the circumstances to the dealer the
money was immediately returned.”

“Still no lead,
typical mafia never ending leads to nothing.”

“Francesco got
cold feet about something, I don’t know what it was. He paid me
well to handle the back payment to whom I assume was Idris Nasih, I
still have the details of the bank account the money reimbursed
to.”

Stanton sat
back in his seat and pouted the edges of his mouth dropping as low
as his face muscles could force them. “I’ll pay a visit to
Francesco, hell know where the information came from if you’re the
only one with it.”

“I’ll have a
contract out on me within hours.”

“Not
necessarily, the information could have come from the opposite
direction.”

“I can’t see
how that’ll help, Francesco will waste anyone with the information
once he thinks it’s a threat. We are talking about a substantial
amount of money and links to people of high standing some in
government circles.”

“If Francesco
paid the money back indicates he was scared of something I’d say
that was Idris Nasih. Makes no difference really, I can make a
move.”

“What will be
my fate?”

“You’ll have to
grapple with the public system. I can release some information that
will dampen the impact but I really have no time or respect for
you. Anthony and Robert can fuck around with the details. Look at
your family, what the fuck you dealt with the likes of Francesco to
make a quid when there was no real need is beyond me. Misguided
people can really make me sick.”

Stanley looked
down at his hands shaking on the table in front of him. “You don’t
know just how deep this goes, I have no idea what to do what a
fool.”

“I know more
than you would believe but of no interest to me, however the bank
account number is one thing I would really appreciate.”

Stanley reached
inside his inner lapel suit pocket and pulled out a small scrap of
paper handing it across to Stanton. Stanton studied the scribed
information. “Join the others.” They got up and walked inside
Stanton peeled off opening the lair access and closing it behind
him.

Finding the
Australian bank branch located in Sydney took only seconds, but
accessing account details would take a bit longer. Stanton accessed
the online log in with ease and applied a morphing tool attempting
millions of possible passwords per second recognised by the site as
only one attempt no matter how many scenarios were tried. He left
the lair leaving the computer to do its work.

Subsequent to
tea and light refreshments Jodi allowed the visitors to leave after
she had organised the wedding on an equal standing to Sandra and
Stella. Grime had been clearly instructed on exactly the style of
suit he would wear by Jodi agreeing wholeheartedly after first
attempting to influence opinion he realised discretion was the
greater part of valour. Sandra and Stella were smirking from ear to
ear as Jodi cut Grimes ears to pieces with every lash of her
tongue. Upon rising to leave Grime had a question for Jodi. “What
do you do for a job love?”

“I’m a
newspaper reporter, editor come columnist sort of able to write
whatever I like,” replied Jodi with a wide smile.

“I could
understand that,” replied Grime as he kissed her on the cheek
before he left.

The rolls
ambled away amid waves and smiles Jodi and Stanton standing on the
kerbside as the stately vehicle faded from sight. “Isn’t Grime a
lovely young man John so intelligent and understanding?”

“Yes love.”

“Would you
believe he’s one of those overpeople cavorting around on Harley
David things, you know the motor bikes.”

“Yes love.”

“This will be
huge John have you ever heard such a thing. My readers will be
absolutely spellbound could go global.”

“Yes love.”

Jodi turned to
walk inside Stanton following her. “John have you heard anything
I’ve said, really you should pay more attention. Fritting away time
rambling to Sandra and her father probably about nothing, sometimes
I struggle to cope.”

“Yes absolutely
love.”

As Jodi spent
the next two hours on the phone pulling every string she could in
the marriage industry then cross checking progress with Sandra and
Stella the marriage of the century was about to get its own column
in Sydney’s leading newspapers.

Stanton hid in
the lair waiting, his patience paid off as he downloaded the files
of a very interesting bank account and match some names to massive
payments deposited to its benefactor a one Idris Nasih. The
information was that inspiring it prompted Stanton to contact
Anthony and Robert suggesting they should support Stanley Lovington
in his defence of multiple fraud, embezzlement and business
dealings with known members of the underworld. Stanton put
Lovington on his list of protected person’s, his evidence would be
compelling when required in a court of law, he was far more
valuable alive than dead.
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Stanwell had
his press secretary in for a chat, a man whom had brought the Eco
party from obscurity to hold the balance of power in a few short
years was in his first term of handling Stanwell’s media affairs.
Pacing up and down in his Canberra office he threw a newspaper down
in front of his press secretary in an uncharacteristic fit of rage.
“You would have seen this yes, Lovington votes Overlord, front of
every paper in the country even made the news in China. Do you have
any idea the ramifications of this? Were you aware of her links
with the mob when you handled her affairs?”

“No, totally
out of character, could be bullshit.”

“Read on, the
wedding of the century is planned amidst our own big apple Sydney.
The silence of Rolls Royce’s and the thunder of Harley Davidson’s
will grace the grounds of St Andrews Cathedral in the heart of
Sydney for a unique joining within the sanctity of the church
Sydney has seen in its long and colourful history. Sandra Lovington
radical protagonist for the Eco Party recently resigned saved from
the clutches of death by the Overlords Motorcycle Club amid the
recent violent and bloody street war will marry Overlords
Motorcycle Club member Grime. The pair has been inseparable since
the love at first sight soul connection at what Lovington described
as the lowest point of her life. ‘Had I not been close to death, I
would not have found life and this man who has always somehow been
part of me,’ stated Lovington when talking to reporter Jodi
Simpson.”

“Simpson we can
lean on her.”

Stanwell put
one hand on his desk and the other on his press secretaries chair
leaned down and looked him in the face. “Simpson, have a good think
about it.”

“Holy fuck
that’s Stanton’s wife.”

“Do you know
how many papers this has sold? Jodi Stanton is now the most popular
Australian on twitter. Millions of people are watching her face
book site. I can’t sack you because I would be as popular as a turd
in a swimming pool. If Jodi Stanton asks for the entire George
Street block at St Andrews cordoned off for this thing the answer
will be yes. If she asks you to jump just ask how fucking high. The
opposition has hopped on the bandwagon with this claiming your
connection with Lovington puts a member of the mob in my office.
Jodi Stanton would know a lot more about this than she currently
harps on about and I’m backing this will be popular, popular enough
to put us back in office. Lead the opposition down the garden path,
let them dig and hole so deep the day of the wedding they will
never dig themselves out. I have some information from an anonymous
source indicating this will go our way when the shit hits the fan
on all this meltdown from the street war and it’s just around the
corner.”

“Do you think
it’s wise I contact Sandra direct?”

“You don’t have
to, I’m told Jodi Stanton is running the whole show. You’re a press
secretary dealing with the press is your job. I don’t think anyone
had an inkling this would happen including you so battle thorough
it for a few days is my advice. You can go if you want but just
means someone else will do the same job because it’s all we can do.
The horse Flaxmead is running in a group one race at Randwick the
same day of the wedding, that’s where the reception will be held
I’ve been graced with this information for a reason I imagine.”

The press
secretaries face lit up. “We remain neutral regarding any comment
about Lovington other than we are happy she is recovering from such
a tenacious ordeal and wish her luck in married life.”

Stanwell smiled
took off his glasses and began to clean them. “Yes.”

“You attend the
race meeting to see this incredible horse everyone loves that has
won the Melbourne Cup three times, beaten the British and Americans
on their own soil.” Stanwell nodded his face beaming. “You just
happen to run into Lovington and her new husband at the reception
wishing them well after a gala wedding watched by millions.”

Stanwell nodded
and smiled tapping his fingers on the desk. “Mmm go on.”

“The opposition
stack negative comment up to a point they cannot associate with
Lovington or it would demonise the very reason they purvey about
the whole affair and have to keep away from the whole show
including the wedding and race meeting. A member of their ranks is
publicly vilified around the same time as the wedding for suspected
association with the mob they cannot go back on their word and look
like the pack of arseholes they really are.”

“Now that’s why
I gave you the job.”


 CHAPTER FORTY

Mario Francesco
left his home on the outskirts of Griffith, he hummed operatic
notation to himself as he opened the security gates of his
homestead by remote steering his Mercedes limousine onto the
bitumen roadway to make drive the few kilometres into Griffith town
to his office. Business was just opening up after laying low for so
long avoiding the ravages of the Sydney street war. It was the
first time he felt safe enough to make the trip alone. A chopper
flew low overhead, nothing new lots of aircraft in the area and
probably the media, however this one was a big one. The road into
town was girt by irrigation paddocks all attributed to his farming
empire or those whom were associated, lonely this few kilometre
stretch of road seldom saw traffic.

He picked up a
bacon and egg sandwich made for him by his wife just before he left
and took a large bite veering across the road with his distraction.
He was quickly brought back to reality as the roar of a red Mustang
caused a fright and he dropped his sandwich between his legs on the
seat. He grabbed the wheel of the car with both hands and the
Mustang slowed abruptly with its left indicator on, he tried to
distance himself from the vehicle still startled by the move, he
looked in his rear view mirror and was unable to move back, his
rear view mirror filled with the image of a black Ford Falcon GT.
The cars muscled him over to the side of the road pinned between
them and to an eventual standstill kicking up dust in the process.
Francesco reached for a pistol in his centre consol but noticed the
ominous silhouette of Cadiche in his drivers side rear view mirror
holding a shotgun aimed directly at his vehicle standing in the
open door of the black GT resting the gun on top of the door.

He dropped his
gun and put his hands up so they could be seen, the door of the
Mustang flew open and out stepped Stanton. Francesco leaned
forwards to study the number plate of the Mustang recognising the
famous insignia. “Fucking shit,” he mumbled.

Stanton was
wearing an ankle length black leather coat, he put his hands in the
pockets and approached Francesco. His car door shut by itself, the
car lifted from the ground on air jacks and the windows blackened.
Stanton walked to the driver’s door of Francesco’s car and keeping
right hand in his pocket tapped on the window with his left
knuckles.

Francesco
opened the window the window drive motor was silent, all that could
be heard was a flock of white cockatoos squawking as they flew
above the adjacent paddock some distance away. He couldn’t see
Stanton’s eyes through the gold rim Ray Bans. “Get out I want to
talk to you,” demanded Stanton.

“I will call
the police,” mumbled Francesco.

“The police are
already here, if you are taken by them or drive to your office
depends on the outcome of our conversation.”

Francesco could
still see the shotgun poised on the top of the car behind him. “The
Cadiche man?” asked Francesco. Stanton held a stone face and
stepped back from the door.

“I didn’t come
all this way to stand in the middle of the fucking road, now get
the fuck out or I’ll drive off and Cadiche can have you.”

“You can’t go
pushing people around like this, who the fuck do you thi….” Stanton
pulled a 44 gas magnum from his body holster cocking it on the way
and was pulled up by Francesco’s plea. “Hey hey fucking hell man
settle down.” Francesco opened the door got out of the car and
closed the door behind him with his back to it.

“Opposite side
of the road to where Cadiche is, move.” Francesco fiddled with his
tie and straightened the lapels of his grey tweed suit as he walked
the short distance to the other side of the road shrugging his
shoulders with Stanton behind, Stanton could smell the expensive
after shave wafting through the air. Francesco turned and faced
Stanton with a hard blank look. Stanton opened fire nicking
Francesco’s ear. Francesco trembled with fear and held the wound
dripping blood onto his tailor made suit. “I am really getting
elusive about giving you an opportunity to contribute to your
rehabilitation.”

“Fuck you’re a
madman, what do you want.”

“I’m not mad,
angry yeah, big difference.”

Francesco
looked across to Cadiche looking straight down the barrel of his
shotgun. “I got enough stuff here to put you in jail for fucking
years Francesco,” said Cadiche. “When we put it out you’re an ear
you may be better off dead.”

“You bastards
would do that. What do you fucking want?”

“You bought a
boat for a bloke I’m looking for Idris Nasih, the deal didn’t go
through. Where is he?”

Francesco went
pale. “How the fuck do you know that.”

“I’ll ask the
questions you answer. Where is Idris Nasih. I take it you know,
laundering that much money you must be pretty close.”

“You’re
bluffing.”

“Stanley
Lovington, bank accounts, motor launches. Links to import of
military hardware.”

“Hey I was
duped, I knew nothing about the weapons.”

Stanton
chuckled. “Ah, so you do know about it.”

Francesco
swallowed. “You got nothing on me with the weapons, I was just
expanding operations.”

“Doesn’t make
any difference to me, I don’t use the court system. You have been
delving in military affairs I’ll shoot you where you fucking
stand.”

“You know I
gave the money back if you’ve been talking to Lovington.” Stanton
was still and silent. “I got enough heat, I know the fucking
consequences of pulling stunts like that.”

“Okay last
time, where is Idris Nasih.”

“I don’t know
where he is, I been looking for him as well. I’m just a small time
punk, what you picking on me for.”

“Italian people
built a lot of this country, ones I know as friends are good god
fearing people. You fucking maggot, you’re no good to me or anyone.
I’ll leave you with Cadiche.” Stanton began to walk to his car.

“Wait, look all
I know is he’s in Sydney. If you can find him you’re doing much
better than me.”

Stanton thought
for a while. “How do you know he’s in Sydney?”

“He’s been seen
a couple of times by my boys, once just recently but we cant track
him down he just disappears.”

“Where in
Sydney?”

“In the city,
Circular Quay.”

Stanton looked
at Cadiche and nodded. He walked to the rear of Francesco’s car and
poised his pistol on the lock. “Hey fuck you,” cried Francesco as
two shots rang out and the boot flew open.

Stanton pulled
a suitcase from the boot, it was heavy, all he could do was pull it
along and let it fall to the ground behind the car. He tried to
open it but it was locked, he shot the locks shrapnel flying around
some hitting his shoes. He opened the lid, the case was full of
white bags of powder some drifting thorough the air broken by the
impact of the projectiles. He turned his attention to a long black
sports bag visible once the case had been removed. He unzipped it
and pulled out a weapon, he looked around at Francesco with his
face full of rage. “You fucking lying prick,” the bag contained an
M16 and several spare magazines. Stanton dropped it and flew at
Francesco grabbing him by the collar. “Where did you get it you
fucking lying bastard.”

Francesco
turned pale. “From a dealer in Sydney.”

“Where’s the
dealer, what’s the bastard’s name?”

“Hakim Busri,
young guy, small time punk like me.”

“Hakim Busri,
he’s dead, his ol man is an Israeli, works as a diplomat in
Pakistan. You’re not fucking telling me all you know.”

Stanton let go
of Francesco and he fell to the ground. He put his hand out for
Cadiche’s shot gun but. “I can handle this,” said Cadiche.

Stanton went to
his car, the door flew open. He pulled his short Winchester shotgun
from beneath the seat put a cartridge in the chamber and stood over
Francesco. “You remember few years back an Italian family in
Blacktown, they lived near Wu Far’s parents. They were assisting
Wu’s family with his business. Seems a friend of yours wanted him
out of the way Wu’s dad was pumping out a bit too much fruit juice
for your mates and fucking his profit margin. Remember when you
stood over him just like this and his family kids and all. They all
disappeared still haven’t been found, would you like to tell me
exactly where their remains can be found.”

“I don’t know
what the fuck you’re on about.”

“Ah but you do,
you knew he wasn’t a factory worker, he was a member of the Italian
secret police looking for information on your mob. That’s why you
used the cover from your mate to knock him off, didn’t want your
overseas mates to know the authorities had got close or they would
have had you rubbed out. What a bunch of wonderful human beings. I
didn’t come here to do anything other than blow your fucking head
off, ran into the lead while chasing the gang war up got all the
lotto numbers I need to come up with a winner.”

Francesco made
a grab for Stanton’s leg but missed Stanton stepping clear of his
attempt. Francesco enraged rose to his feet stumbling towards
Stanton, several shots rang out and Francesco fell to the ground
half on the bitumen surface and half of the dirt road shoulder.
Blood ran freely from his multiple wounds as he lay face down on
the black tar. Cadiche stood over him the end of his shotgun
billowing smoke. He looked back at Stanton. “Did you get the info
you were looking for?”

Stanton put his
shotgun over his shoulder it had not been fired. “I don’t know,
wouldn’t trust the bastard as far as I could throw him. Up to the
he’s in Sydney yes, beyond that he knew he was going to die. These
blokes are like that, too much of their families involved.”

“I’ll have his
business and home raided.”

“Get some back
up from Sydney, some of your blokes are in his pocket round here.
Watch the reactions of them as they role up, some are women so keep
on your toes. I think you’ll be right they’ll run a fucking mile
when they see this. I’ll bring Anthony in and get back home. I’ll
dose up the media on the way, see ya when I’m looking at ya.” He
slapped Cadiche on the shoulder walked to his car and roared off as
Anthony swept passed overhead.

Wu Far was
doing his daily bookwork and listening to the news radio, he looked
up with a grave face as he concentrated on a newsflash. ‘In
breaking news Mario Francesco well known underworld figure and
suspected head of Australia’s Mafia was today gunned down between
his country home in Griffith New South Wales and the town of
Griffith. Pulled over by officer Page from the Newcastle homicide
squad otherwise known as the Cadiche man for questioning in
relation to a murder in Blacktown some years ago. Francesco was
gunned down when officer page discovered drugs and military weapons
in the boot of Francesco’s black Mercedes limousine. Francesco
accessed a M16 military assault rifle from his boot after an
altercation with Page regarding the right to search Francesco’s
vehicle. In the vicious gun battle Francesco was fatally shot at
close range by officer Page in a heated exchange of fire that could
have gone either way. Officer page was able to escape injury in the
skirmish being only a short time since he was released from
hospital close to death on admittance from gunshot wounds received
in the fight against Sydney’s drug lords. Evidence found in
Francesco’s vehicle will assist police in tracking down the mafia
network in Australia. A lap top computer was recovered from
Francesco’s vehicle that appears to hold vital information on the
sophisticated importing and distribution network run by Francesco.
Several illegal immigrants have been found working within
Francesco’s irrigation based farming operations in Griffith and
they are undergoing questioning to determine how they got into the
country undetected. This is the third time this year officer Page
has been recommended for civil bravery awards for his courageous
efforts in fighting the war on crim. A statement by police is
expected and will update this breaking news as soon as it comes to
hand.’

Wu closed his
book although he had not finished completing his records. He had
set his reputation on the fact Stanton would not be involved in
Sydney’s street war, he was wrong.

An urgent memo
was dropped on Stokes desk by his secretary, she waited for a
response, studying some case briefs he picked it up and read it. It
was from police commissioner Wallaby congratulating him on Page’s
breakthrough pursuing Francesco. “What the hell is this about?”
asked Stokes.

“I didn’t think
you’d heard, just came over the radio. Officer page killed Mario
Francesco in a gun battle just outside Griffith, a quantity of
drugs and military weapons were found in Francesco’s vehicle. The
report mentioned you had recommended Page for another bravery
award.”

“What, I know
nothing about it.”

“It’s all over
the news as well.”

“I hope someone
tells me what’s going on soon.”

“I thought you
knew, tactical response has been deployed they should be arriving
in Griffith about now raiding Francesco’s homes and business.”

Stokes shot to
his feet. “Get me a car I’ll head for airport and have a look for
myself.”


 CHAPTER FORTY ONE

Grime’s parents
had nothing to do with him after he was taken off the streets by
the Overlords and became a member of the club. He once tried to
interrelate but upon arriving at this parents place could not get
them to answer the door. They were big supporters of his previous
marriage and told Grime he should try harder to fix the problems in
his marriage. Grime became a businessman because it was what his
parents wanted, they paid for him to complete university, he then
built a successful chain of computer sales, marketing and software
distribution specialising in small business application. Upon
divorce he signed everything over to his wife while in a drunken
stupa and without his input the business went into receivership
within a year. His parents also blamed him for his wife’s failure
and integrated her into their manufacturing business since then he
had no contact with them at all.

In the back of
his mind the love he had for them had never waned, quiet and
withdrawn a day did not pass without thinking of how he could again
sit with his parents to chat over coffee. With the pending marriage
to Sandra and a newspaper column with hundreds of thousands of
readers watching the progress of his love life he wondered if he
may be able to talk to his father. Sandra had picked away at the
brick wall stopping Grime from telling anyone how he felt and she
finally got through. It was Grime who pushed for Sandra to respect
her father no matter what, she could see she need not ask this of
him but she did put some wedding arrangements on hold and ask Grime
to take her to see his parents. She finally heard his real name for
the first time Bartholomew Ludlow Richmond, his Christian name
apparently chosen from that of a British merchant banker
responsible for funding his father’s business ventures and a close
friend of the family.

Grime could not
bring himself to chase up his parents as previous attempts had been
crushing to his spirit. Sandra drew a blank when following up their
Paddington address but were given a forwarding address in
Blacktown, she held telling Grime his parents had moved. Blacktown
in the current street climate was a long way and Sandra needed club
support to make the investigative journey. She discussed the issue
one to one with Stella, they then spoke to Doc who took the issue
to the members in a meeting that conveniently excluded Grime
cloaked in secret wedding arrangements, but as Doc stressed this
was actually the case. The club upheld support for the expedition,
they would access the address unannounced fearful of phone
conversations being hacked. Doc took Sandra under the guise she was
to look at an exclusive wedding dress so Grime would have to ride
in the escort and sit off from the rendezvous point completely
unaware of circumstances.

The group of
twenty left in four packs to confuse those who may be watching
regrouping on the western freeway peeling off the M4 at the
Blacktown exit west of Sydney. The escort parked up near the
Blacktown railway station estimated to be a kilometre from the
address, Sandra and Doc were puzzled as they cruised down the
street of dilapidated weatherboard homes among one of the poorest
suburbs in Sydney. Doc backed his Harley into the gutter outside
the given address, two members parked either end of the street none
of whom were Grime.

Sandra removed
her helmet observing the run down ghastly shack with overgrown
garden. She could see people peering from the neighbours windows
round the curtains in an effort not to bee seen and the house
opposite closed the front door. Doc stayed by his bike and Sandra
walked boldly up the drive and knocked on the door, she could hear
movement and shuffling, the curtain by the window moved. There was
silence for a few seconds then she could hear the door latch and an
elderly grey haired lady peered round the door opened just enough
to use one eye. The woman gasped. “George, George come quickly. The
lady withdrew leaving the door slightly ajar, there was rumbling
and shuffling, she could hear the dull whisper of conversation
behind the door. The door open, there was a grey haired man of
medium height wearing a crisp white shirt and dark slacks. His
round steel rimmed glasses matched his round face she could see the
features of her man Grime in his eyes and chin. He put out his hand
to greet her. “Miss Lovington, Gerald Richmond, this is Lorraine,”
Sandra greeted her with a handshake. “We have been mapping your
progress in the news. Please come in and excuse the current
modesty.” Sandra waved to Doc, he acknowledged then sat on the kerb
by his bike. Sandra walked down the modest hall, she could see
pictures of a young girl on the hallway wall. They entered the
cramped room, Sandra sat down on the shabby lounge with Gerald next
to her, Lorraine sourced the kitchen to prepare offered tea. “I
would imagine you have come to meet us considering you are about to
marry my son.”

“Yes, I’m
puzzled, whey are you here. Grime thinks you still live in
Paddington in the city.”

Gerald looked
down and his face saddened. “Bart was right to distance himself
from his x wife. We loved her as much as our own, after she ruined
Bart’s hard work she did the same to our empire.”

“My god you’re
bankrupt, how sad.”

“We haven’t
seen Bart for years he wouldn’t be aware.”

“He will be
devastated, I must call him.”

“He’s close
by.”

“Yes minutes
away.”

Gerald called
Lorraine. “Lorraine Bart is nearby, Sandra says she can call
him.”

Lorraine
shuffled back into the lounge with a tray of cup’s, she placed them
on the dinning table against the wall next to the widow. She sat
down putting her face in her hands and began to weep. “He must hate
us, all of her own doing,” she sobbed.

Sandra knelt
beside her putting her arms round her and hugging her. “You don’t
know your son very well. I recently had an issue with my parents.
It was your son who pulled me into line and stressed the importance
of respect.”

Sandra went to
the front door and shouted to Doc. “Get Grime SAP!” Doc summoned a
member from the end of the street and once briefed the member
roared away. Sandra returned to the lounge, Gerald was comforting
Lorraine now next to him on the lounge and Sandra sat facing them
on the lunge chair where Lorraine had been. “He’ll be here in
minutes.”

“Does he know
we are here?” asked Gerald.

“No, he thinks
I’m looking at a wedding dress.”

“I won’t know
what to say to him. So many things I need apologise about.”

“Grime won’t
accept any apologies, there’s no need for them.”

Gerald held
Lorraine shaking his head. “It’s all finished we only have each
other.”

“The pictures
on the wall of the young girl,” enquired Sandra.

“Bart’s Sister
Teresa.”

“He has a
sister, strange he never mentioned it.”

“Teresa cut
ties with Bart when we did, she comes to see us all the time. Her
marriage has broken up as well. She too is of the belief that Bart
will have nothing to do with her after how we have treated
him.”

“She might get
a bit of a shock. How terrible, you don’t know you’re own son or
brother. He’s nothing like that at all, when you rejected him it
was so traumatic for him he never tried again would have killed
him.”

“My god what a
mess,” wept Lorraine.

“We lost all
our friends when the business collapsed took some of their business
with us. That dreadful women he married she has no heart and her
father is a pig.”

A look of anger
came over Sandra. “Some fucking friends. Oh sorry I said fuck
again.”

“In the context
of it strong language is appropriate I feel. Times I would have
liked to have said the same thing but never had the courage.”

“Since I’ve
been among the Overlords not one of my so called fucking friends
has bothered to inquire about my welfare. All to busy protecting
their arse, only now when so much publicity is around do they see
fit to try and call, I tell them all to fuck off even then they
scrape and bow fucking arseholes.”

“I hope Bart
remembers some of the better times we had and not just the poor
choices I made, I have a grudge with some of my business
acquaintances wont call friends ever again. I built their empires
by helping all I could, I saw only a different agenda when things
went pear shaped for us. Bart’s x claimed it was all Bart’s fault
the business went broke when he gave it all to her. I could never
understand why he would do that other than he knew it was coming
and left the blame with someone else.”

“He was so
badly damaged inside he doesn’t even really remember divorce or
agreements, did it in a drunken stupa trying to get over finding
his wife in bed with another man.”

Lorraine sobbed
harder when she heard. “Oh my god, and she told us she found him
with another woman.”

“Where’s this
woman now,” asked Sandra.

“Gone with all
our money Bart’s, she’s somewhere in Sydney not important to us the
details are somewhat upsetting.”

The thunder of
Harley Davidson’s rattled the street as Grime peeled of from his
escort and parked next to Doc. He climbed from his machine and
spoke to Doc. “What the fuck’s happening man?” Doc gestured with
his head towards the house, he caught sight of Sandra waiting at
the door, removed his helmet thrusting into Docs hands. “Wish
someone would tell me what the fuck is going on doesn’t look like
no dress shop to me. Reminds me of some hard times I went
through.”

“It’s all right
now though bro,” replied Doc.

Grime walked to
the door and Sandra took his hand leading him down the shabby hall,
he stopped at the picture on the wall looking desperate. Sandra
pulled at his hand and they walked into the lounge. There was his
sobbing mother hiding her face, his father stood. “I’m sorry
son.”

Grime looked
blank, as if all the blood had drained from his face as it went
pale. “Sorry for what?” replied Grime in a whisper. His father
walked forwards and embraced him. “God I’ve missed you my son,” he
whispered his chin sitting on Grimes shoulder hugging him
tight.

Grime let go of
his father and sat down next to his mother, she sobbed bitterly
into her hands on his chest as he held her. “That woman did this.
Took all you had and ran?”

“Yes,” answered
his father standing beside him.

“I didn’t do
enough to stop it, just hid in a bottle now have a look at this.
What a fucking hero.”

Grime’s father
put his hand on his shoulder. “Now, what’s happening tomorrow boy,
yesterday’s gone.”

“What do you
mean the woman did this, took everything.”

“She’s an
accountant, very smart one, kept two sets of books. Drained
everything. By the time I found out didn’t really matter, suppose
she convinced Dad and Mum to allow her to prove how good she
was.”

Gerald nodded
but managed a smile. “Yes she was very good boy, took the best in
the business to the cleaners.”

“Hang on you
mean your x cleaned both business out and ran off with the money
and nothing can be done about it,” asked Sandra

“That’s right,”
added Gerald. “With no money to fight in court and at the lowest of
low we choose to forget about it, like father like son.”

Sandra became
taught with anger. “By trust and manipulation they did this to all
of you. One fucking woman, what the fuck’s her name, oh god I said
fuck again?”

“Mandy
Matheson, I was head over heals with her from school,” said Grime.
“Just one of these people who can’t help themselves I think she
picked some of it up from her parents. They have a string of shonky
deals in real estate.”

“Matheson real
estate my dad had some dealings with them. Right we forget about
leaving the past. I’ll ask a friend of mine to look into the
Matheson’s business dealings must be something that can be done
about getting back what is rightfully yours.”

“We can’t take
the strain,” commented Gerald.

“The strain may
not be yours, leave it with me for a couple of days. What are you
doing here renting do you own this place.”

“We just rent
all we can afford.”

“You move into
my place,” replied Sandra.

“I was going to
get them to move into my place,” echoed Grime.

“We are
supposed to move to your place after we marry, my place will be
empty or sold,” said Sandra.

Grime thought
for a while. “What matter’s is that we get them into town they’re
close and we don’t need an army to come visit.”

“Yep, my place
is empty I have the key in my bag,” said Sandra.

“My place s
empty, it’s boarded up.”

“They at my
place until you prepare yours but you’d have to be quick the
wedding is just around the corner. They’re ours not yours and mine
Grime.”

Grime nodded.
“Yeah fair enough. What happened to Paddington dad I grew up in
that house.”

“I don’t really
know boy, ended up in Matheson’s hands. The legal side of things
was a nightmare we broke down long before trying to get to the
bottom of things.”

“Do you have a
car?” asked Sandra.

“No, we use the
train.”

Grime looked
shaken. “What, how long has you been like this?”

“The last few
years son.”

“Why didn’t I
just once have the balls to find you again?”

“Bret it’s not
your fault, we must be responsible for our own actions,” added his
mother.

Sandra had
suddenly walked outside and returned in a couple of minutes
breaking into the conversation. “My mum and dad will be here in an
hour, they will take you to my place here’s the key.” Gerald took
the key, his eyes began to well up. “Let’s go Grime I need to talk
to Stella and I’m ringing John Stanton.”

Grime stood up
helping his mother up as he stood, he looked at her with eyes of
concern. “Why Stanton.”

“I want him to
drive me and dad to the church when we marry.”

“What for
you’re supposed to go in your fathers Rolls?”

“It’s a
horrible poncy thing, I need the excuse to ring Stanton, I’m about
to step on some very powerful toes, to rise you must first fall and
I think you lot have fallen far enough.”

Gerald looked
puzzled. “You mean John Stanton the x MI6 gentleman has something
to do with this Cadiche man in the police force.”

“Yes.”

“You know
him?”

“Yes I do, he
saved my life.”

“Well I never,
I’ve always liked him since he broke Billets arm.”

“Shame it
wasn’t his neck,” commented Sandra. “The keys to my car are on the
key ring as well in the basement the white Honda accord. Come on
Grime lets go time is wasting.”

Grime hugged
both his parents at once. “Will see you in town later in the day.”
Gerald and Lorraine watched their son kick his Harley into life and
Sandra climb on the pillion seat, they roared of behind Doc and as
they faded from site the roar of many machines could be heard
joining in.

Sandra and
Stella met and Sandra got her phone call to Stanton, she thought it
was a great idea. She rang Jodi, Jodi immediately instructed
Stanton he would be taking Sandra and her father to St Andrews on
the wedding day.”

Stanton
receiving instruction via the stairwell to his home lair replied.
“Yes love.”

Jodi confirmed
the arrangement with Stella and Sandra took the phone asking to
talk to Stanton. “John would you come up here Sandra wants to talk
to you.”

Stanton wore a
frown, he did not like free conversation on public airways
especially as things currently stood. To keep the peace and find
out exactly why he walked up the lair stairwell and with a beaming
smile took the phone from Jodi. “Sandra.”

“Mr Stanton I
would like to talk to you about your assistance on my wedding day
as soon as possible until I make the arrangements to the minute we
are held up finalising things.”

Stanton replied
immediately in a effort to sound fluent, he could feel the ulterior
motive and played along. “I can bring flaxy down, fitting your
dress in the rear seat will be the deciding factor, and we need to
work out how you’ll fit. Where do I meet you?”

“The wedding
store Fitzroy Street Kirribilli.”

“Okay, two
hours be okay?”

Sandra cracked
a big smile. “Thank you see you then.”

Stanton gave
the phone back to Jodi. “What’s going on John.”

“I’m off to
Sydney some wedding shop in Kirribilli.”

“Oh really how
exciting I’ll get changed.”

“I have to be
there in two hours and you look ravishing love.”

Jodi looked
sideways at Stanton, the pecked him on the forehead and picked up
her handbag. “Well come on we haven’t got all day John, don’t want
to be late for the wedding or the arrangements.”

“Yes love.”

Sandra and
Stella discussed the necessity of escort raising the issue with
Doc, did they need escort to go to a bridal shop in the city
confines. Doc reminded everyone Mario Francesco had just been shot
by police and the war was far from over. Members of the clan had
been seen in the vicinity of the clubhouse and drive by shootings
in the west were daily occurrences among the clan now gunning down
children as new comers attempted to raise their profile and take
leading roles vacated by the dead. They struggled through the
debate and it was agreed two members would form escort for Grime
and Johno would take Stella insisting she attend the viewing of
dresses. Four groups left the clubhouse in different directions and
three returned after only a few minutes the main group rumbled
across the harbour bridge to their destination. Grime waited for a
park to appear outside the bridal shop covering the space with his
bike, Sandra and Stella chatted over coffee in the adjacent coffee
shop on the small outer deck in the warm sun beneath a brolly.
There was a distinct roar down Fitzroy Street, Grime started his
bike and withdrew as Stanton pulled up directly outside the bridal
shop waving to Grime in thanks of his effort.

Stanton waited
patently as the trio of Sandra Stella and Jodi surveyed available
suitable attire for the wedding. Leaving Jodi and Stella to ponder
over bridesmaid dresses Sandra met with Stanton on the pavement
sitting sideways in the car with the door open, Stanton knelt
beside her. “Why would you call me all the way down here to talk
when a simple phone call to Jodi would suffice, must be something
confidential?”

Sandra smiled
on one side of her mouth. “Bloody smart arse, how do you handle
Jodi making demands and telling you what to do all the time? You
don’t seem to be the kind of guy that takes to being pushed around,
you follow her around like a sick puppy.”

“Bloody
politician nosey bitch,” Sandra laughed out loud. “I caused that a
long time ago and I alone should be responsible for my actions. Now
spit it out.”

“No point in
beating around the bush with you, Grime and his parents were done
over by Grimes x wife.”

“Physically or
financially?”

“Financially
and psychologically.”

“Uh ha. What’s
her name?”

“Mandy
Matheson.”

“Matheson real
estate group.”

“Yes.”

“Is that
it?”

“What if I told
you I know Matheson handled deals for a man named Idris Nasih.”
Jodi looked out through the glass shop front, Sandra waved and put
her legs in and out of the car testing how much room available.
Jodi disappeared again and the conversation continued.

Stanton
hesitated. “How do you know the significance of the name?”

“Everyone’s
looking for him, even the club.”

“Fair enough,
what’s the angle?”

Sandra frowned.
“No angle, I did secretarial work for my dad on deals that needed
to be confidential, I remember his name on some deals with Matheson
real estate nearly two years ago.”

“Keep
talking.”

“I think the
guy Idris Nasih changed his name, the documents in relation to the
deals had to be changed as well.”

Stanton thought
for a while. “If I search for the information I may find some facts
relating to the acquisition of business and property previously
held by your partner.”

“Bartholomew
Ludlow Richmond.”

“And his
parents?”

“Gerard and
Louise Richmond.”

“If your
information proves to be correct it would be very helpful.”

“Anything that
can be found forcing the Matheson’s to return Grime and his
family’s property would be helpful. In fact this may lead you to
this man, must be some government of political reason you are
looking for him or you wouldn’t be looking for him.”

Stanton smiled.
“And you didn’t have an angle.”

“Mr Stanton
please.”

Stanton closed
the door leaving Sandra inside the car, he accessed the drivers
seat and booted his computer on line and hacked the files of
Matheson and the Australian department of lands. As he linked
events to open cases of fraud in police and government files Sandra
was able to clarify some important points. Five minutes later he
sent an anonymous untraceable message containing information that
may be released to Matheson real estate suggesting gross
impropriety in several major real estate deals. If unrelated
matters to do with the acquisition of properties and business
formerly under ownership of the Richmond family were not corrected
further information that could lead to the collapse of the Matheson
group would be given to authorities.


 CHAPTER FORTY TWO

Edward Matheson
raced to the window of his third story office looking down into
George Street he could see a man lying on the ground, people raced
around, more shots rang out and the area cleared. He could hear a
siren approaching, he shock his head and mumbled to himself.
“Bloody gang war right on our doorstep.” He returned to his desk
and continued to process his private email list, he opened one
stating no sender just marked urgent. He read through the short
message and damning attachments, his face began to become etched in
fear, he picked up his phone and pushed the intercom. “Mandy could
you come in here immediately.”

His daughter
knocked then entered, “What is it.” Pale and speechless he pointed
to the screen and stood up so she could sit down and study the
information. She read for a few minutes. “Where did this come
from?”

“I have no
idea; I’ll get someone to trace it.”

“Does it
matter, this could put us in jail for the rest of our lives.”

Edward
scratched his bald head. “Look it could just be a bluff.”

The intercom
from his secretary rang Edward answered it. “Yes.”

“An inspector
Graham from the police fraud squad is here to see you.”

Edward sounded
flustered. “Hold on.” He put his hand over the mouthpiece. “The
police are here, fraud squad, want to talk to us.”

“Oh my god, you
did this, you took Bart's business from me then his parents, I’m no
going to jail.”

“For gods sake
calm down Mandy, let’s gather ourselves and see what they have to
say, may be unrelated.” He took his from the mouthpiece, “Send him
in please.”

Inspector
Graham introduced himself, Mandy and Edward had arranged themselves
behind the desk with surrounding paperwork. Graham stood rather
than seat himself at the supplied chair. “We have some information
regarding large quantities of money passing through several real
estate deals that cannot be substantiated. We are about to
interview employees at the lands office in regard to title
transfers on properties formerly in the name of Richmond that
appear to have questions to their validity. I have just come from
the offices of the law firm Lovington whom are assisting with our
enquiries. Do you have anything to say regarding these
questions?”

Edward shuffled
paper on his desk aimlessly and he stuttered. “I I I cant really
say haven’t seen any of the relating paperwork.” Graham dropped a
manila folder on his desk with a thump. Edward opened it and
fingered through a few of the pages. “This will take a while to
digest, I’ll need some time.”

“Surrender your
passport Mr Matheson you cannot leave the country you are under
investigation pending charges for serious fraud and money
laundering accusations.”

“This may be
just clerical error.”

“Indeed, if
that is the case you can rest assured of being cleared, until then
you and your daughter are suspects of serious fraud, money
laundering and murder acquisitions.”

Mandy stood up.
“Murder, now come on we may be guilty of a few clerical errors that
can be corrected but murder.”

“How about
three hundred million dollars of unsubstantiated funds, two high
rise buildings in this very street acquired after the previous
owners disappeared just prior to acquisition.”

“They are not
dead they are in …”

Edward stood
up. “Mandy! We are saying nothing more until we see our
lawyers.”

“Make any
attempt to leave the country and a warrant for your arrest will be
issued. We require you be interviewed at police headquarters within
forty eight hours you may have a lawyer present, will be in touch,
good day to you both.” Inspector Graham opened the door and
left

Edward and
Mandy sat down in shock. “I warned you we were going to far.”

“Shut up, I
don’t fancy spending the rest of my life in jail.”

“We can reverse
the Richmond deeds and business’s citing clerical oversights. That
will reduce the volume of charges and show goodwill towards
correcting some of these.”

“We have to do
something, if the police have been talking to Lovington we have to
get new lawyers. We need Stanton and Stanton in on this if we are
to survive at all. I better call them and arrange a meeting.”


 CHAPTER FORTY
THREE

Stanton dropped
Jodi at Sandra’s parents just across the Bradfield highway not two
kilometres away in Lavender Bay, they were busy getting acquainted
with Grime’s parents. Sandra and Stella stayed for a while for
further direct discussion regarding wedding arrangements that
looked to be locked in now they had all stake holders in agreement.
Sandra and Stella left as soon as they could to get the escort back
to the clubhouse, they had been sitting well off near Lunar Park
leaving Jodi to formulate fine tuning. With a phone glued to her
ear she continued to pull strings with every contact she could
okaying every move by phone with Sandra and Stella things were
becoming set in stone for the big day. Stanton took the opportunity
to trundle into Chinatown and see Wu Far given leave by Jodi far to
focused to really pay much attention to what he was up to.

Wu Far had a
flush of shock and fear mixed into one breathtaking package as
Stanton’s Mustang parked outside his club in a loading zone, he
could hear the drone of the engine with his naked ear and see the
bright red symbol of freedom via his optic nerve on his street
surveillance screen. He shuffled to the front door from his office
in time to see Stanton shut down his vehicle, climb out and close
the door. Wu looked strained as he watched the vehicle rise from
the road and the windows go black as the door closed by it self. Wu
bowed his head as Stanton walked up the marble steps toward him,
two Chin Chung masters to the side of the main door standing on the
wide top step recognised Stanton and bowed. Stanton looked at them
and nodded. “Why don’t you get these blokes some weapons Wu, not a
fucking game you know. Some people getting around here will shoot
them where they stand.” He looked at Wu after again nodding to the
pair who then sat down with their legs crossed looking into space.
“One day I’ll come here and these blokes will be gone, times are
changing.”

“I too fear
what you say is true.”

“This is not a
social visit Wu, I need to talk to you.”

“I have feared
this since the start of the street war. Come.” Wu led Stanton into
his office he closed the door, they sat opposite each other. A body
guard came in standing just inside the door. Wu waved his hand, the
master left closing the door behind him. “Francesco is dead, am I
next?”

Stanton lay
back in his chair and smiled. “We go back a long way Wu, I’m sure
you don’t have an M16 in the boot of your 57 Chevy.”

Wu lifted one
eyebrow. “I see, that is concerning. From where did Mr Francesco
acquire an American assault rifle?”

“Same place as
the clan, if there is something you need to tell me Wu best pipe
up.”

“I can offer no
information or lead that would assist in tracing such a thing. I
will not have any of my employees use firearms.”

“Then you’ll
perish, I can temporarily halt the influx of these weapons but
they’ll find another way. The contacts they have in Kuwait have
been eliminated this needs to be kept quiet the Emir is embarrassed
by the entire affair. Some people there are back tracking the
source but the leads include places erupting into anarchy and chaos
amid civil war. The chance of stopping the source is slim at best,
the chance of finding those controlling the destination is much
better. I’m sure Idris Nasih is in Sydney, he is thought to be
living under an alias but I can’t be sure. I need to find the evil
bastard, a lot of misguided peoples lives are hanging in the
balance, some may be your own employees.”

Wu looked at
the table appearing blank then back at Stanton. “If this be so at
least allow me the dignity of taking care of it myself.”

Stanton thought
for a while. “Agreed.”

“The name?”

“Bernard
Williams.”

Wu blinked
several times. “This cannot be.”

“The name rings
a bell.”

“A property
developer has mentioned this name as a financier in meetings I have
had with Chin Lu.”

“Your mate from
China.”

“Yes.”

“I don’t like
that bastard.”

“I am aware of
your discontent with the tactics of Chin Lu.”

“I’ll give you
twenty four hours.”

Wu responded
with urgency. “This is not enough time.”

“Give me
something to work with Wu.”

“If what you
say is true Chin Lu may be unavailable to comment for a long
time.”

“I agreed you
should handle affairs within your organisation. I need a lead on
his location outside of your set up. Cadiche is not impressed Wu I
cant stop him he’s his own man, he was the one that gunned down
Francesco not me.”

“Has Cadiche no
respect of tribe or creed as you have.”

“I don’t know,
his tribe was lost long ago, he’s never been able to experience it
so he joined mine, keep going like this and you can ask him
yourself.”

“This
confrontation is unfortunate.”

“If it was a
confrontation you’d be dead Wu get fucking real. We have a maggot
getting around town fucking everyone up the arse, no respect or
consideration for creed or law. Twenty four hours Wu.”

“Wu was silent
and tapped the table top with the fingers of both hands. “Can you
give me more to work with?”

“Harbour
Towers.”

“This is
dangerous Stanton some powerful people are involved here.”

“Ha ha glad you
make the observation, you want to play lumberjacks learn to handle
you end of the log. I know who you’re thinking of, don’t concern
yourself. If we strike gold they will be so busy covering their
arse from things of the past you can walk straight in the front
door and kick them in the balls.”

“I was thinking
of the women Forbes, she has direct links to the department of
defence I can’t handle heat from such circles.”

“Jean Forbes is
a nymphomaniac; she’s been hiring university students, young men
with the correct credentials and meeting them in the top room of
this very building although she has no financial connection with
the place at all any more.”

“She’s on the
board of directors.”

“Yes but she
sold out to Bernard Williams through Stanley Lovington. Don’t worry
about Forbes I have some lovely pictures of her doing things that
would probably bring a few quid if released in widescreen.”

“How an earth
did you achieve this.”

“You need not
know anything that is irrelevant Wu.”

“I need more; I
have no way of muscling in on what goes on in Harbour Towers.”

“Ah, your boys
outside can climb twenty story buildings, walk through walls, enter
and leave and no one would know they’ve been there and surely
wouldn’t know they were coming. They may expect me or Cadiche but
not a ghost.”

Wu was silent
for a few seconds his palms flat on the table. “What area of the
building would they be targeting?”

“The entire top
floor of is an office complex, the two back rooms are used by
Forbes and others linked to the business activities of the Harbour
real estate group. No electronic communication leaves or goes into
this complex its all done on premises possibly with paper or by
mouth to mouth. Copies of documents that list names Bernard
Williams or Nasih or link them to other players and video with
audio of goings on at the premises especially the meeting rooms
where there are no audio or video surveillance.”

“This I can
work with, the rear of the towers is in darkness of a night.”

“Why do you
think I came to see you Wu, they use similar tactics to me, no
calls or electronic information transfer that can be hacked or
traced. Needs an alternative approach, I could be wrong but this is
worth a try. If I went anywhere near the joint it just close ranks.
The surveillance and alarm system on the place will be down from
midnight to six am, that I can do. After that your mates could turn
into a pumpkin if you know what I mean. There are four guards all
usually to busy watching the close circuit system set up in the
back rooms and masturbating. That footage I can access, an
oversight on their behalf probably unaware the files are available
through the security system that’s how I got the gaff on Forbes
hacked the security files. It’s the other areas that will reveal
leads that may find Nasih.”

“The results
will be available here in the morning.”
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Stanton began
to have a further distraction, Winston Blake manager of the
racehorse Flaxmead had contacted him regarding assistance with
security at the upcoming race meeting location Sydney’s Randwick
racecourse. Stanton explained the complex situation of having to
leave the meeting to attend a wedding. Blake was aware of the
pending nuptial arrangements following Jodi’s column in the
newspapers and watching the news. Blake was concerned about the
effects of the gang war on the safety of Flaxmead and the
supporting crew from the wine region of the Hunter Valley. Stanton
informed Blake he would be bringing Cadiche in to assist
considering the circumstances having him escort the float carrying
Flaxmead, child owners Anna and Dylan Fields plus crew from the
Hunter winery that housed the thundering steed while he attended to
the wedding. Stanton would be at the course immediately after the
wedding. Flaxmead’s jockey Lindy Cumberland three times winner of
the Melbourne Cup aboard the menacing black stallion was just as
bigger celebrity as Flaxmead. Elements of the racing industry had
attempted to thwart Flaxmead’s battle for the Melbourne Cup from
when the horse first surfaced at a country race meeting in Scone
New South Wales ridden by the pint sized female apprentice junior
jockey Lindy Cumberland launching the battle for the cup the horse
had been painstakingly trained for in England some three years ago.
The horse still dominated the Australian and overseas racing scene
and further threats to stop the horse’s dominance had surfaced.
Lindy Cumberland had received recent death threats to put her off
riding Flaxmead in the group one event the horse was due to run in
on the day of Lovington’s wedding. Stanton was furious, close to
finding Blake’s long lost daughter missing from the town of Bowral
in the New South Wales southern highlands years ago this was the
last thing he needed, Cadiche would have to be brought into the
fray as if Nasih could not be found by the wedding day he expected
the gang war to expand threatening the well being of all concerned
undercover of the excitement of the wedding and race meeting.

Stanton had
first struck Idris Nasih at the initial cup win by Flaxmead at
Flemington in Melbourne, he was an associate of Joel Renoir alias
Rick O’Brien x French secret service operative wanted by French
authorities for some time before Stanton stumbled on Renoir whilst
protecting Flaxmead from the clutches of car salesman turned racing
entrepreneur Theo Delores. Stanton leaving Nasih amid the mob
thinking he may be useful now believed he would find Nasih hiding
among the equine race fraternity rich and famous. Hakim Busri
released by Cadiche to carry a message to the clan after the
Parramatta Park killing and subsequently decapitated by Cadiche at
Port Botany container gun fight. Son of an Israeli Diplomat Busri’s
father was on the bank account details retrieved from information
supplied by Stanley Lovington by means of an account linked to
Idris Nasih. Massive payments to Busri an investor in the global
horse racing industry, all heading out of the country to bank
accounts in Kuwait and Switzerland were now of interest previously
suspected of being planted to throw authorities of the beaten
track.

Jacob well
informed of activities in his domain had seen persons of suspicion
vanish without trace. Stanton suspected with overseas options
drying up the clan would continue to make attempts to dominate the
mob and acquire stock from other sources. Stanton knew this would
not see an end to the clan but merely give rise to new blood as yet
undetected; this is what had happened with Nasih, Stanton would not
make the mistake again. He further chased the Busri money trail
through Kuwait and Switzerland; it led to Karachi Pakistan and Tel
Aviv Israel, both major ports. Although this may indicate where
contraband stock may be coming from it was the people Stanton was
after, this amount of money was not propping up lavish lifestyles.
Iran breaking ground with its nuclear program was forcing Israel to
consider a pre empted strike to destroy its nuclear ability.
Pakistan and India already had formidable nuclear arsenals and
money may be the catalyst that Middle Eastern radicals required to
gain access to Pakistan’s nuclear ability and use the Israel Iran
threat to mask first strike against the west. It was the
eradication or disabling of this financially feed threat that drove
Stanton along the path of public degradation amid his own home for
somewhere among the tall buildings of the lucky country were the
purveyors of evil feeding upon the greedy and misguided deep
pockets to acquire the weapon of Armageddon.

Stanton feed
information to Jacob that would pitch clan against clan in the
ports of Tel Aviv and Karachi. He hoped a desperate move by the
clan in Australia would force Nasih from his hiding place or unmask
his stealth minimising the public attrition the street war was
causing. He searched desperately for a link among the Australian
equine racing industry to Idris Nasih or Bernard Williams. A
surprising coincidence or a new key appeared on the radar,
Bartholomew Fothrington merchant banker and lifetime friend of
Flaxmead manager Blake had purchased horses from Pakistani diplomat
Busri, the horses checked out to exist, and they had been
transported to Australia in specially designed crates owned by Theo
Delores somehow still in use although Delores had been in prison
for over two years. The original source of the crates was Brazil
passing through Tel Aviv, Karachi or Saudi Arabia to pick up
purchased race horses then on to Port Botany or Newcastle right
under Stanton’s nose.

Stanton asked
Blake about the crate traced to Shangri La winery in the Hunter
Valley where race horse Flaxmead was stabled. Upon finding the
crate was still there held by Fothrington whom instructed Blake to
keep the crate until the rightful owner Delores could pick it up
although men of Middle Eastern decent had attempted to claim the
crate not long after it arrived. The crate had been at Shangri La
for over a year Fothrington refusing the purchase any more horses
from Busri as the horses delivered in the crate were not the horses
purchased by Fothrington. The powerful x billionaire banker well
known to Stanton and considered a friend had a court case in
progress against diplomat Busri regarding the horse deal but had
been unable to find him.

Stanton visited
Shangri La winery to inspect the crate standing beneath towering
gums adjacent to stabling facilities, Blake left Stanton with the
rusting framework with oxy acetylene equipment and arc welding
machines requested by Stanton as he went about his daily business
of attending to winery business and the never ending appearances of
the thundering equine champion Flaxmead in his care for Anna and
Dylan Fields. The crate was made of a series of long spars that
were hollow inside with welded caps on each end oblong in shape and
around five hundred millimetres tall and two hundred millimetres
wide. They were joined together with heavy tubing forming a
framework over the floor around the same dimensions as a standard
sea container. Stanton tapped his way along a spar of which there
were many, at times the sound was hollow but mostly dull indicating
that the spars had something inside. He carefully gas cut the end
from one spar and put his hand inside, it didn’t go far around
three hundred millimetres before he felt something smooth and
solid. He tugged on the loose object, it easily slid from the
square tube, He unravelled the package cutting loose the brown
packing tape holding the plastic sheets wrap together and his
initial fears were confirmed. An American M16 assault rifle inside
packed with preserving grease. He used a small torch on his key
ring to look further down the spa revealing further packages of
similar appearance directly behind the one he had removed. He
returned the package and shabbily welded the end back on the spar
camouflaging the worked area with dusty dirt. He then did the same
to the spar below the one he had already checked, the result was
similar apart from the first package being filled with white
powder.

He asked Blake
to contact Delores stables and inform them Fothrington wished to
return the crate after first okaying the request with Fothrington.
He gave no information to Blake other than the crate would assist
him with some questions he needed answered. He suggested the crate
be returned on a truck accompanying Flaxmead’s float when it
attended the pending Randwick race meeting so they could make sure
the crate was returned to its rightful owner protected by escorting
police officer Page. He stressed the crate was important and should
be parked close to Flaxmead’s float at Randwick so they could deal
directly with whomever wished to pick it up for Delores
operation.

Blake attended
to Stanton’s requests Delores operations manager unaware the crate
existed contacted Delores in prison; he was instructed to have the
crate picked up by a certain member of the Sydney stable team
during the course of the meeting preferably while the group one
race Flaxmead was running in was in progress. Although the
management team thought this was strange they led themselves to
believe it was something to do with an ongoing court case
surrounding horses that were in the crate when it arrived in the
country.

Stanton had an
in depth planning meet with Cadiche, they burnt the midnight oil in
the lair beneath Stanton’s kitchen. Information sourced by Chin
Chung masters from behind impregnable walls high above city streets
inside Harbour Towers had delivered a further number for a lotto
strike in the hunt for Nasih. Documents related to multi million
dollar real estate deals and massive money transfers with no
apparent reason or background wore the name Bernard Williams, no
direct lead to the name Nasih was found among the many documents
photographed then replaced. Some video footage taken live by the
silent invisible visitors gave no usable information than Stanton
already knew but when viewed was found interesting to say the
least. Cadiche sat wide eyed Stanton giggled and laughed.

“Holy shit that
guys cock must be near a foot long,” commented Cadiche. “I’ve seen
that woman somewhere before, good she’s taking the whole dick and
pulling on the guys arse for more.”

“Jean
Forbes.”

“The fucking
government minister, had something to do with defence couple of
years back.”

“Yes.”

“That bloke is
only young.”

“She’s a
nymphomaniac, there’s three of them shell have em all and walk out
begging for more.”

“That guy’s
cock is just as big, check out the size of his balls, fuck she’s
got hold of em, holy shit she got the whole thing down her throat.”
Cadiche started roaring with laughter. “The guy doing doggy
thrusting in unison with the bloke down her throat, hang on this
guy climbing on top of the guy doing doggy looks complicated. Holy
fuck that made her yelp he’s buried it up her arse. There getting
more tunes out of her than a juke box. I think she’s married far as
I can remember.”

“No, you’d
marry her would you. She’s had more pricks than a second hand dart
board. Certain members of cabinet want info chances are Jean will
suck it out of someone for you or convince someone they should do
something they have no intention of. She can become addictive
apparently.”

“What the fuck,
beautiful looking woman I just don’t understand it.”

“Everyone has
their uses,” Stanton turned the volume down as she screamed for
more cock. Cadiche leapt from his seat frightened out of his skin
but Stanton just remained calm and kept watching.

“John Stanton
what an earth do you think you’re looking at,” cried Jodi from
behind their seats.

Cadiche covered
the screen with his body looking back at Jodi. “It’s em
evidence.”

“Its Jean
Forbes Jodi,” said Stanton calmly.

“Jean Forbes, I
heard she was a nymphomaniac,” replied Jodi. “Get out the way
Cadiche.” Cadiche stepped to one side and looked back at the
screen.

“Oh my good all
over her face and she’s eating it,” commented Jodi. “The guys up
the back are speeding up must be their turn, oh bang bang. Healthy
young buggers, rubbing it all over her body oh yuk.”

Stanton looked
around at Jodi. “Finished have you?’

“Is that all
there is?”

“No she takes
on another three, showers whilst being screwed by another, dresses
again while being screwed again then leaves fresh as a daisy.”

“God wonder she
can keep it quiet. Could I write a column with this stuff.”

“Jodi! One word
and access to her bodily orifices is withdrawn apparently. She’s
addictive and those guys are all paid.”

“That’s just
not normal,” commented Cadiche. “I lead a sheltered life by the
looks.”

“I feel sorry
for her,” added Jodi. “She shows no empathy for any of them, maybe
she was sexually abused when she was young.”

“Those blokes
are sexually abused no doubt about that,” added Cadiche.

Stanton
laughed. “They looked to be pretty willing to me.”

“Willing they
were clambering over each other to get at her,” said Cadiche.

“I still think
she was abused when she was young and can’t show empathy or
affection because of the trauma,” said Jodi. “Poor thing I’ll ask
her next time I see her.”

“Jodi this is
confidential information obtained illegally,” said Stanton. “Not
exactly main stream news and of no real use other than
interest.”

“Interesting to
me and my readers, this kind of thing is really starting to draw
interest. I don’t care what you say three young guys with twelve
inch dicks mounted on a government minister has got to sell
newspapers.”

Stanton and
Cadiche looked at each other with blank faces. “Stick to the
wedding love,” said Stanton.

“Can I have
copies of that?”

“No!” was the
reply in unison.

“Humph” Jodi
headed back up the stairwell shouting back down as she got to the
top. “You coming to bed soon John it’s late.”

“Yes love.”

Cadiche grinned
at Stanton. “Your gonna cop it now Stanton, that’s got her
going.”

“What’d you
think I let it run for, far more appealing than heading back to
Sydney to look at more wedding dresses and parading around
practising driving etiquette to the second with a bunch of stuffy
blokes driving Rolls Royce’s.”
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Sandra had
struggled with direct intimacy even with so much love present in
her life, she became sexually aroused by thought and conversation
had she always had but something sent her into hysteria should
things get serious. Grime had been very understanding listening
many times to Sandra explain what had happened to her at the hands
of Abdul and Salem Khalid each time getting a bit further with the
reality of the story. Everyone that could was still living at the
clubhouse, this was straining everyone’s sex life with limited
places available with total privacy. Many had managed the situation
by exchanging partner’s, group sex on the pool table and
surrounding social areas common as people watched giving verbal
encouragement and even joining in. Married members and those with
stable partners welcomed the decision to be able to return to their
homes of a night as there had been no drive by shootings in the
location of their premises since the street war began.

Grimes home was
modest, enough for a single person the two bedroom home not far
from the clubhouse two doors away from Stella and Johno. With the
door securely locked Sandra and Grime lay on the lounge room sofa
watching television. They had not been this alone from the time
they had first meet. Grime had Sandra laying her head on his groin
her, the only thing separating his cock and her ear was his pants.
He looked down at Sandra’s flowing hair; her low cut top allowed
her ample breasts to bulge out the top of her bra. He had absconded
for so long if he went any longer he feared he may need a
wheelbarrow to carry his testicles. He stroked her hair as his cock
expanded bulging in his pants. Sandra felt the reaction, her
nipples shot out straight and her nostrils flared, she lifted her
head and looked at Grimes face. She ran her hand over his bulging
throbbing cock and he moaned. She knelt in front of him and removed
her brief top, then undid her bra her breasts falling out and
wallowing backward and forwards across her chest settling perky,
her nipples dark and erect in comparison to her milky white skin.
She threw her bra to the floor and unbuckled Grime’s jeans ripping
open the fly zipper and pulling his pants and jocks down his rock
hard cock springing from the confinement. She grabbed the generous
shaft with both hands running her tongue around the purple head
then running her lips over the head as it slipped into her mouth.
Grime groaned and moaned as Sandra slowly ran her lips up and down
his throbbing shaft, she caressed his balls far too big for one
hand. Grime pulled her from his shaft with both hands on her
shoulders and began to give a passionate kiss, they stood up while
kissing tongues deeply seated in each others mouths and dropped
their pants to the floor their kiss becoming ever more passionate.
Grime lifted her naked body from the floor and still kissing gently
lowered her onto his throbbing manhood. Sandra’s vagina caressed
the tight skin of his cock as dripping with want Sandra screamed
with contentment as his penis head struck the back of her vagina.
She held Grime around the neck tight and Grimes arms wrapped around
her body raised and lowered the love of his life up and down his
wanting shaft. Throbbing to every stroke Grimes testicles began to
deliver a crescendos flow but the orgasm starved brain cells
controlling Sandra’s sex drive demanded adrenalin and she grimaced
and smiled as she come falling limp in the arms of Grime as he fell
back on the lounge filling her vagina with hot love juices. Sandra
wore a slight smile her eyes sparkling with ecstasy, her chest
heaved for oxygen and they both fell limp on the floor rolling off
the lounge hanging on to each other the whole encounter took five
minutes.

They lay next
to each other absolutely satisfied, silent looking at the ceiling
on the cool polished floor boards. Ten minutes of satisfied silence
saw Grimes cock again swell as he watched Sandra’s breast sticking
straight up, he grabbed at the mounds pulling him self across her
and again buried his penis in her demanding vaginal cavity. She
yelped with pleasure as the thrust backwards and forwards moving
her inch by inch across the floor until he head met the wall
stopping her going any further and allowing Grime to deliver the
head of his penis to the back wall of Sandra’s love canal. She dug
her nails into his back and screamed, “Oh my god! I’m coming again
holy shit!” Her vagina flexed spewing bodily fluid around Grimes
penis and running down his scrotum leaving wet patches on the
floor, he slowed his rhythm slightly as again his testicles rose to
the occasion and drowned the hallow of her vagina. Grime laid on
top of her his limp penis still inside her, he ran his hand over
her hair looking deep into her green eyes splashed with endorphins,
Sandra had absconded from contraception since her ordeal and it was
as if Grime could see the fusion of their fruits behind her
beautiful eyes. He smiled not moving just enjoying the moment he
never wanted to end.

Sandra knew
their DNA had fused, she could feel the formation of life drain her
body of any sense of fear. From this point on sex would be more
than sacred now she experienced the real meaning of its being, she
wanted to be a mother and felt the lash of heart strings indelibly
etched to her partner’s soul. They lay together for a long time
before sitting on the lounge naked holding each other in
silence.

“I could see
things I’ve never seen before,” whispered Sandra.

“That really
meant something, far more than I can imagine.”

“I believe
now.”

“In what?”
Grime ran his hand over her hair and down her back.

“Everything I
wanted to, I never really understood religion even though my
parents sent me to Sunday school.”

“Mmm, I can
relate to that.”

“While I was in
Ireland a while back I visited a church in a small hamlet in the
far south. It was like a time capsule, I asked the priest there
what he thought you needed to do to be a Christian.”

“Did he tell
you?”

“Yes,
spontaneously. He said belief overcomes all.”

“Things are
changing for us, we no longer need the club but believe it’s where
we should be.”

They lay down
next to each other on the lounge the remnants of torrid sexual
connection stuck their skin together as if bonded as one. Sandra
starred at the ceiling. “Have you ever felt a hand on your shoulder
but there was no one there.”

Grime nodded
his head against hers looking to the heavens his gaze blocked by
the ceiling. “When I was without reality I couldn’t say but Doc
said he knew I was there and needed help, he can’t say why. I was
building a carport once, I’d never done it before and it was like
you suggest, I knew what to do felt guided.”

“I just left
the planet and came back, now something is inside me, something we
just created. Things are tingling down there.”

“Really.” Grime
slid his face down between her legs his checks rubbing on the inner
side of her legs all the way, his tongue slid into her vagina and
he enclosed her clitoris with his lips running his tongue out of
her vagina and back in again over and over again.”

“Fuck me!” she
screamed. Grime raised himself up on his knees between her legs,
his erect and throbbing penis poised over her womb. “Feed it for
god sake feed it I’m coming, Grime entered her as she had an
orgasm.


 CHAPTER FORTY SIX

“How many
ministers are implicated,” asked Stanwell he hadn’t quite digested
the statement from Wallaby having trouble getting his head around
it.

Wallaby held
his hands out palms up with his elbows on Stanwell’s desk. “You
asked to be briefed as soon as information became available from
current investigations god knows how many, what do you want Bevan
it’s the fucking facts.”

Stanwell
cleaned his glasses and took a big breath through his nose put his
glasses back on and clasped his hands in front of him elbows on his
chair arms. “You intend to question these people.”

“Anyone that
has dealt with Busri the Israeli working as a Pakistani diplomat
must be questioned even if it means just clearing the air. Green is
still missing, Smatter has dropped off the end of the earth
somewhere, and the one we really want to question is Sandra
Lovington currently not much chance of that.”

“Why?”

“Because your
press secretary has got her arse covered and every time we send
someone down to see her we get told to fuck off by a bunch of six
foot plus members of the Overlords motorcycle gang.”

Stanwell
hesitated. “If you need to question anyone then do it if it’s that
serious Harry.”

“Stanley
Lovington has been cooperating with some serious shit come down on
his daughter and it’s likely to stop even if it is only to ask a
few basic questions, we have nothing to suggest Sandra Lovington is
involved with any of the shit being dug up on this Middle Eastern
clan business.”

“Fuck me Harry
this has got way out of hand, the public must be protected at all
costs. The truck in the middle of the Hay plain loaded with
automatic weapons surely we can trace this shit.”

“The weapons
have no distinguishing marks any numbers or hall marks have been
machined off, all professional jobs.”

“What about the
one found with Francesco when he was shot by Page.”

“Same deal
about all we can assess.”

“That reminds
me what the fuck is going on with Page roaring around in a black
vehicle looking like something out of a Mad Max movie.”

“Page is
effective, doesn’t matter what he fucking looks like, if the rest
of the force was as effective as him I couldn’t care if the whole
fucking force roared around in whatever they fucking wanted for
fucks sake Bevan there is a street war on.”

“We have
tactical response can he at least be grafted into their ranks so it
at least appears democratic.”

Tactical
response is to slow and we still have a leak or our channels are
hacked, the mob knows where they are going before they do.”

“Are you
telling me that Stanton is our only hope?”

“Of course not
far as we know Stanton has been sitting at home minding his own
business. His sons however have been cooperating helping with
clarifying information supplied by Stanley Lovington. We can only
assume this is to do with the pending wedding and recent contact
made between Stanton and Lovington.”

“I read today
Stanton will be driving the Lovington’s to the church and Jodi
Stanton is matron of honour. I don’t have to be Einstein to work
that one out.”

“This is
fucking bullshit Bevan, the most popular news stream a marriage
between a radical x politician and a member of a known outlaw
group.”

“If it wasn’t
for that fucking bullshit the main news stream may be far more
attentive probably around the when you going to stop people being
gunned down in the main streets of Sydney. Not bullshit it’s a
fucking god send, I keep getting memos about this fucking Idris
Nasih.”

“Shit that
reminds me you know Edward Matheson.”

“Of course I
do, he tried to contact me recently. He sells and buys most of our
real estate good person to know really connected and switched
on.”

“Well next time
he tries to ring drop the fucking phone, he’s under investigation
for some major fraud one of them the acquisition of property and
business belonging to Bartholomew Ludlow Richmond.”

“Can’t say I’ve
ever heard of the fellow.”

“Otherwise
known as Grime member of the Overlords motorcycle club and Sandra
Lovington’s fiancé.”

Stanwell raised
one eyebrow and was silent for a few seconds. “Is there someone
else in your department I can talk to this is getting to hard.”

“That’s just
the fucking start of it; Bartholomew Ludlow Richmond was married to
Mandy Matheson.”

“What.”

“When she
finished fucking him up the arse she set about his parents Gerald
and Lorraine Richmond who took pity on her and grafted her into
their business, she did the same thing marching off with all they
owned.”

“And you came
here complaining about the direction of the press secretary. If
they get hold of this shit, I’ve had dinner in public with these
people.”

“Now do you
want the bad news?”

“Have you any
good news?”

“Page has
single handed cut a wound so deep in the street war it’s nearly
over, the evidence he has accumulated saved billions of dollars in
court cases leading to the arrest and incarceration of crooks we
only previously dreamt of nailing. The offset of information
implicating ministers for impropriety whilst carrying out their
duties is a manageable downside, some will no doubt have to pay for
what they have done and so be it.”

“Mmm, fair
enough, now the bad news you were on about.”

“Someone is
flooding the pornographic movie market with a clip of Jean Forbes
being screwed by three young men with twelve inch dicks. Suspected
filmed in rooms on top of the Harbour Towers, we have had to raid
the place today investigating the allegations and seems they are
not allegations. A member of the security staff is assisting us
with our enquires.”

Stanwell looked
out the window then back at Wallaby. “Really?”

“Yes really,
what do you suggest we do about that?”

“Get a copy
while we can.”


 CHAPTER FORTY
SEVEN

Baden Renshaw
Newcastle CI called a briefing of four officers, one was officer
Page, Luke a young officer and his partner first on the scene of a
shot out between a Sydney clan dealer and Cadiche not so long ago
in the Newcastle area. The fourth was Kay Cadiche’s other half,
Cadiche looked apprehensive as the light were turned off in the
briefing room and Renshaw sitting by his laptop computer began a
slide show against the briefing room wall life size images from a
ceiling mounted projector. The room smelt of stale coffee and old
magazines made everyone sleepy before it had began. “This is urgent
so without any pleasantries this is Sasin Busri, he is bel….”

Cadiche shot to
his feet turned around to face Renshaw as he put on the light. “I
know how he is, what the fuck is Kay doing at this briefing?”

Renshaw was
taken back and fiddled with his tie, he stood up no more than two
metres from Cadiche at the light switch adjacent to the door. “Give
me a couple of minutes Cadiche, It’s been suggested if Kay is with
you on this will raise the profile of women in the force. Things
being as they are at present, powers beyond my control wish to see
female members of the force presented in a more coal face approach
that’s all Cadiche.”

“This man is a
suspected arms dealer and Israeli diplomat working from Pakistan.
Why is his picture up there?”

“Because he has
entered our domain and we have information suggesting we keep an
eye on where he goes.”

Cadiche opened
the door to the corridor, walked outside holding the door looking
at Renshaw with a cold stone face. Renshaw looked at the other
three then quietly walked into the corridor with Cadiche who closed
the door behind him and stood with his back leaning on the door and
hand on the door knob. “What the fuck is going on, Stanton is after
this bloke,” he whispered.

Renshaw looked
even more puzzled, he rubbed his chin and played with his right
ear. “Arms dealer, Stanton interested, doesn’t match the
information I have.”

“I gunned this
blokes son down at Port Botany, blew his fucking head off.”

“That’s not in
the brief either.”

“Someone wants
this bloke dead and is giving us the job.”

“Explain
Cadiche give me a fucking break.”

Cadiche stood
within inches of Renshaw maintaining a low tone. “Stanton can’t
track this bloke and he gets put in my lap. I have my other half
with me, if someone so much as spat at her id react. Tell me what
else you know.”

“He’s up here
looking round the wineries under escort and someone obviously wants
to know a bit more about his behaviour.”

“That’s all you
have.”

“We are to
approach with caution his escort is believed to be hostile, a
Bernard Williams.”

“Holy fuck are
you sure.”

“You can read
the fucking brief yourself Cadiche for fuck sake what’s this all
about.”

“If you want to
do something really helpful find out who wanted my missus in on
this and where the information came from.”

“This is
confidential Cadiche, handed down from god knows where.”

“Find out or
god will know where, where the fuck are these blokes and what are
they in, they driving, flying what?”

“Come back
inside it’s on the brief,”

Cadiche blocked
the door stopping Renshaw in his tracks. “Kay fetches the tea, the
other two can stay probably a good choice.”

“From what you
told me so far fair enough.”

They sauntered
with nonchalant appeal back into the room Luke and Kay seemed to be
having a laugh about something. “Kay could you please get some tea
and coffee for us could be here a while.”

Kay stood up
throwing her hair to one side it had broken free of its clips
forming a swirl on the back of her head. “What’s going on
Cadiche?”

“Petal please,
I’ll tell you later.”

She casually
walked from the room closing the door behind her. Renshaw handed
Cadiche the brief, he read for a minute or so tension built for
Luke and his offsider. Cadiche threw the papers on the table, “Fuck
me,” he ran his hand over his cropped hair walked up the room and
back again kicking chairs on the way. “Just when I need Stanton
he’s held over in Sydney looking at fucking wedding dresses and
someone knows that. Luke, go and get a plain pursuit vehicle I
don’t care who you upset tell em Renshaw sent you and meet me at
Hunter Valley gardens in Pokolbin pronto.”

Luke dropped
the ends of his mouth in a major pout, nodded and headed out the
door. “What else don’t I know? asked Renshaw.

“Some things
you just don’t need to know Baden.”

“What about Kay
I’ll need some answers.”

“She’s sick and
can’t make it, you’ll get your info don’t worry.”

“You got two to
three hours.”

“A white Holden
Statesman, common vehicle I have to get visual to read the plate.
Hard even with the camera matching on my computer system. Would
like to take a plain car but I need all the gadgets. I have to take
these blokes alive or let em go.”

“They haven’t
done anything wrong.”

“Does the name
Idris Nasih ring a bell?”

Renshaw was
silent for a few seconds then slapped his forehead with his palm.
“On our patch, fuck”

“This all
sounds questionable could be a ruse to draw attention away from
something going down elsewhere. Back track the info as far as you
can, upset people, ask questions I’m short of lotto numbers on this
one.”

Kay walked up
to them they maintained silence as soon as she came into view along
the short corridor, she burst through the swinging doors the
flapped backward and forward behind her stopping just as she got to
Cadiche. “What’s going on Luke has raced down to the car pool in
silence and I have four cups of tea going cold.”

Renshaw made a
pitch. “We need your computing skills and phone manner to chase up
the source of this information, it’s just as important to establish
those facts as anything else.”

Cadiche with a
continuous show of short nods and a wide smile backed him up. “It’s
brilliant, we have two hours to establish the facts we cant
possibly do that on the road together and Luke is just doing some
surveillance in a plain car, sorry about the tea.”

Kay looked
daggers at the pair her eyes full of fire. She pulled one side of
her mouth up standing with most weight on one leg tapping her chin
with the index finger of her right hand. He put out her hand. “The
brief.” Renshaw retrieved the paperwork from the table racing back
into the corridor and handing it to Kay in a few seconds. Kay read
the brief occasionally looking sideways. She looked at Renshaw.
“I’ll start with Stokes.”

“Okay use my
office just for our ears,” replied Renshaw.

Kay kissed
Cadiche on the cheek. “Well get going we haven’t got all day.” He
gave her a hug and raced off bursting through the swinging doors
towards the car pool.

He leapt into
his car roaring from the car park as soon as the motor coughed into
life, he pushed the contact button on his satellite phone,
Stanton’s belt hummed with vibration, he left the wedding plan
meeting being held with a reputable car hire company in Sydney
under the guise of using the rest room. He walked briskly to his
car and activated his satellite phone walking to the footpath in
front of Stanton and Stanton towers on the George Street casually
leaning up against the wall as he spoke. “Cadiche.”

“You took your
fucking time.”

“Calm down,
let’s have it must be important or you wouldn’t have called.”

“I just got a
brief on Sasin Busri from Renshaw heading to the Hunter where he is
supposed to be looking around with a one Bernard Williams.”

“Find the
source.”

“Already on to
it, how come you don’t know?”

“If you find
them it will be a big piece of the jigsaw. Go to Shangri La.”

Cadiche was
hesitant. “You sound pretty sure.”

“There’s an old
horse transport crate sitting near the stables Blake can show you
where it is. If they look for it makes sense.”

“What would
they want with an old horse crate?”

“Worth a bit
more than it looks.”

“They spot me
in this fucking thing Stanton I look like a prick in a vagina
shop.”

“Get the face
recognition on the suspects, if it’s them try and take Nasih alive
in fact both of them Jacob needs that Busri.”

“What don’t you
ask me something easy like working out the compound interest of a
parabolic circle travelling at the speed of light past four men
that took three hours to mow a lawn of six acres like I got
absolutely no fucking hope. Fuck Stanton what if they have blockers
I don’t like getting shot I tried it and didn’t fucking like
it.”

“Calm down boy,
identify tail and pick your time if it doesn’t materialise we have
tomorrow. Renshaw give you any help?”

“Kay is
backtracking the info and I have a couple of young blokes in a
plain car. If I’m not home for tea Kay will kick my arse all round
the joint.”

“It’s a lovely
day Shangri La will be packed just don’t kill them for fuck sake.
Sighting Nasih is a big step forwards. How are they supposedly
travelling?”

“A white Holden
Statesman is all I’ve got.”

Stanton thought
for a second or two. “Whoever supplied the information wants you to
get close enough to them to be seen provoking provocation. Kay may
come up with something just as important as you. Get their vehicle
ID and get back to me I’ll be stuck here for a while yet, I can’t
engage anyone, more people down organising this fucking wedding
than you can poke a stick at.”

Jodi came
prancing along the footpath with a look of fire, Stanton left the
mouthpiece open so Cadiche could hear. “John what an earth do you
think you are doing, you’re supposed to be talking to the fine
gentlemen from the limousine company that have put aside an entire
day to make sure you get this right and you come out here chatting
on your damn phone.”

“Yes love.”
Stanton could hear Cadiche laughing in the background.

“Get yourself
back upstairs I have no idea what you would deem important whilst
negotiating such arrangements but I’m sure it can wait.”

“Yes love.”
Stanton could still hear Cadiche laughing his head off, he
whispered into the mouthpiece as he hung up. “Fuck off.”

Cadiche wheeled
into the Hunter Valley gardens car park, Luke and his offsider were
eating handfuls of chocolate acquired from the specialty shop among
the complex of shops. They pulled out of their parking spot amid
the busy tourist mecca and double parked beside Cadiche blocking
the access road, Cadiche left his rumbling engine switched on to
mask the short conversation. “Head to Shangri La winery, about
three k’s up the road on the left.”

“Hay that’s
where they keep that horse Flaxmead, well be lucky to get a park,”
replied Luke.

“On the left
round the back of the office is a parking area for employees, park
there first up and we’ll have a look round.”

“Wow switched
on eh.”

Cadiche moved
off and roared onto the main road, he was beginning to draw a crowd
of onlookers standing on the footpaths ogling the black Ford. A
bunch of young revellers taking in the sights noticed Cadiche one
pointed out the vehicle as it roared away the distinct exhaust note
filling the air. “Hey that’s that Cadiche bloke you know the cop,”
he explained excitedly to his girlfriend. “We should follow him he
might be gonna shot someone.”

“Yeah,” agreed
his attractive partner. “Might be us.”

“Oh, yeah,
here’s nice I’ll keep an eye on twitter.”

Cadiche found
Blake and placed their vehicles with some careful manipulation of
the relentless crowd forming a line to see Flaxmead the towering
black stallion housed in the grounds. They could hear the horse
scream labelled the cry of the banshee, every now and then rising
above the holding pen railing standing upright on his back legs and
Jessica Flametower the incredible machines strapper attempting to
control him as he put on his usual show for the crowd. From their
parking spots adjacent to the winery complex on top of the hill
Cadiche could see the crowd passing by down the hill into the
valley by the stables but his vehicle was obscured by the plain
pursuit car driven by Luke his surveillance camera adjusted to view
through a gap, everyone going to the stable complex had to pass
this point. It was the first time Cadiche had logged into the lair
system from his car and hoped he had it right, he assumed it was
okay as tracked faces were passed through data basses and dropped
off the system when no matches were found. Luke’s offsider was
stationed at the top of the access road sitting under gum trees
overlooking the wineries extensive views, he called Cadiche via
radio to inform him a white Holden Statesman had just arrived
tailed by a second. He reeled off the registration numbers and
Cadiche put them through the police system, both registered to
Matheson real estate Harbour Towers. Cadiche received a further
radio message of large group of men of Middle Eastern appearance
eight in all impeccably dressed in tailored suits had alighted from
the vehicles and walked towards the stable complex toward
Cadiche.

“What the fuck
eight,” mumbled Cadiche.

They ambled
innocently by the stake out as part of the crowd heading down the
hill along the path between the vines wide enough only for two
lines of single file, one up on the right and one down on the left
the same side as Cadiche was parked. The mumbled together in a
mixture of English and Arabic languages, Cadiche and Luke made no
attempt to hide themselves as the group was to preoccupied with
each other and Police presence on busy days at Shangri La when
Flaxmead was on show was not uncommon. The computer screen in
Cadiche’s vehicle lit up flashing the face of a Middle Eastern man
with some identification facts along side. Idris Nasih, Lebanese,
wanted by every western authority plus some Middle Eastern. Cadiche
remained calm studying the group as they filled past Flaxmead’s
holding pen, some peeled away more interested in an old horse crate
lying adjacent to the stable complex, they were herded away by
stable complex security manager Ross Hildebrand, a big red headed
Scotchman.

“Away back to
the pathway please gentleman,” in his wide scotch accent he
insisted as he approached them from the stable office his arms
outstretched to encompass the group of four from going any further.
The group reluctantly complying with the red haired giant of a man
made their way back to the line and began to file past Flaxmead.
Flaxmead reared up lunging towards the men screaming at the top of
his lungs, his strapper Jessica Flametower struggled to control
him. The crowd of onlookers withdrew in fear the Middle Eastern
group among them, Flaxmead refused to calm rearing up and screaming
people holding their hands over their ears and retreating up the
hill. One was the smallest of the Middle Eastern group shaking his
head in pain from the horse’s inexorable cries. His finger rings,
cropped haircut, black rimmed sunglasses and trimmed square goatee
beard were things that set him apart from other members of the
group. Hildebrand herded the crowd up the hill stopping any further
viewing of the steed as Jessica continued attempts to calm Flaxmead
but he continued his effort to break loose appearing to want to
jump the holding yard railing.

Hildebrand
stopped at the top of the hill in front of Luke’s car announcing
viewing would be temporarily closed, he looked at the small man
still cursing the cries piercing the air from below in the valley.
He approached the man, “I’ve seen you somewhere before, several
times.”

“The man
replied in a wide Arab accent shaking his head. “Me, no. you have
me mixed up with someone else.”

“Mmm, I may do
that but Flaxmead wouldn’t and he has far better sense of smell
than I.” Hildebrand looked at the group as they suddenly made brisk
progress towards their vehicles.

Cadiche
alighted from his car and called out. “Ross.”

Hildebrand
looked around surprised to see him. “Cadiche,” They joined each
other at the front of Luke’s car and shook hands. “You know that
man?”

“I’ve seen him
before, coming back to me now. Round the stabling facilities he had
something to do with Delores I’m sure.”

“That’s him,
get us out of here if ya could.” Hildebrand pushed the onlookers
still standing at the top of the hill looking down at Flaxmead
still attempting to break free. He cleared a path for the vehicles
to drive out.

Cadiche spoke
to Luke on the way to his car. “Pick up ol mate and tail me I’ll
speak to you on the car to car communicator. Cadiche speed off
catching both white targets at the bottom of the Shangri La access
road turning onto Pokolbin road heading east towards Sydney, he
tailed the rear car sitting right under it’s boot occasionally
nudging the back of the car.

“The smallest
of the Middle Eastern group looked out of the back window, he was
sitting next to Busri also looking over his shoulder. They spoke
English so the drive and front passenger could understand. “What
the fuck is happening,” asked Busri.

“We have been
fucking set up, what piece of fucking shit pulled this, they will
fucking die,” snarled the smallest.”

“Who the fuck
is this behind us, pull up I will shoot.”

The smallest
grabbed Busri’s arm as he tried to pull a pistol from his body
holster. “Don’t be a fool, that is the fucking Cadiche man.”

“The bastard
that has killed so many, what kind of cop car is that, this is
fucking bullshit. I come to work under cover of Australian
democracy and end up with a fucking madman up my arse.”

“I think there
are two vehicles, looks like cops in the car behind. Turn right at
the hunter valley gardens that road is quieter heading in to
Cessnock. We can maybe loose them there.”

They all made
the right turn Cadiche hugging the rear of the white car in front,
all of a sudden his car went dead. The motor died and all electrics
failed, he coasted to the side f the road, Luke stopped beside him
traffic was light. Cadiche jumped out. “Go on tail them this thing
died I’ll see what’s wrong move it.” Luke roared off in
pursuit.

Cadiche flicked
the bonnet open, he looked helplessly at the air scoop above the
supercharger and the gleaming chrome and alloy parts adoring the
powerful V8 it looked so indestructible but he had no idea what had
happened. A passing motorist in an old utility pulled up, Cadiche
was about to call Stanton on the Satellite phone. He hesitated and
threw it on the passenger’s seat. The scruffily dressed motorist in
coveralls looked beneath the bonnet and his face lit up. He pushed
his smelly well worn Akubra hat back from his forehead. “I heard
about this thing never had the chance to work on it.”

“Explain?”
asked Cadiche scratching his head.

“I work for the
mob that services the police cars in Newcastle.”

“You’re
joking.”

The man looked
at Cadiche with a smirk. “No.”

“Okay what the
fuck is wrong with this thing it just stopped no power.”

The man reached
beneath the bonnet to a red button by the battery and pushed it,
the alarms in the car went off and the dash board lit up. “What the
fuck,” remarked Cadiche.

“You been
stopped for a while somewhere.”

“Yeah how’d you
know that, about an hour down the road here”

“You had
everything on in the car.”

“Of course I
was working needed the gadgets.”

“You drained
the batteries and when you cranked up again so much power was going
back into the battery system from the extra powerful generator on
these things it overloaded the main circuit breaker and that’s what
happens you end up with nothing as its shuts down the main power to
protect wiring and batteries from getting hot and melting. You’re
supposed to run the car every fifteen minutes for ten minutes.”

“Fuck I
remember someone telling me that I was so busy I didn’t ever think
of it.” Cadiche slapped the man on the back. “What’s your
name?”

“Reg.”

Cadiche spoke
while getting in his car and closing the door using the open window
to talk. “Reg you’re a fucking legend mate, I gotta go I’ll be
recommending you for something.” Cadiche roared off leaving Reg in
a cloud of dust as the spinning wheels whipped up the roadside
before the tyres grabbed the bitumen and squealed with protest.

Reg took his
hat off and rubbed scratched his head watching the car disappear
leaving the unmistakable snarl in the air as Cadiche engaged the
supercharger. “I don’t know some of these boys worry me,” he
mumbled on the way back to his utility. “Three stripes on his arm
and he can’t even keep his fucking car running.”

Cadiche kept
his eyes on the road, he called car to car but got no answer. He
approached the right angle corner of McDonalds and Oakey Creek road
on the corner was Drayton’s wine’s he quickly glanced at his
speedometer showing over two hindered k’s an hour. He engaged his
lights and siren hoping the electrical system could take the load
as he slowed for the turn, cars sauntering from winery car parks
headed the warning and stayed put as the black missile negotiated
the turn and powered on.

The smallest
Middle Eastern man suddenly looked up as he heard the siren and
roar of the pending arrival, he was standing over Luke his weapon
poised to fire. Luke had lost control of his vehicle in the Dip on
Oakey Creek road, a strait road for four kilometres the targets
pulling up in the dip abruptly. Out of sight in the dip the target
vehicles making a split second decision to make a stand taking
advantage of the hidden terrain pulled up abruptly Luke had not
expected this loosing control under brakes clipping a tree beside
the road and flipping over blocking both lanes. Luke was injured
crawling from the driver’s broken window and lying on the bitumen,
Luke’s vehicle coming to rest with right hand side of the car
toward Cadiche and as Cadiche crested the hill he could just see
the figure standing over a body on the ground. Cresting the hill at
such speed Cadiche had to wait until the car made solid contact
with the ground before braking, the smallest middle eastern target
was startled by the cars progress catching him of guard and
holstered his weapon running back towards his vehicle hidden from
view on the other side of Luke’s disabled vehicle his partner
unconscious inside suspended upside down by the seat belt. Cadiche
slid sideways towards the scene pulling his weapon and firing two
shots toward the running figure just before he disappeared from
view some hundred metres away. The shots whistled over the
assailants head as he stumbled nearly falling, he cursed climbing
to his feet and running on. Members of his group fumbled to get in
their vehicles witnessing the shots ricochet from the bitumen on
the up side of the hill just beyond them. Both white cars fired up
and began to pull away as Cadiche stopped five metres short of the
disabled vehicle blocking access with a large limb of the tree they
had struck. He raced from his car weapon in hand. “Shot the
fuckers!” shouted Luke.

“What about ol
mate in there.” enquire Cadiche.

“I can hear him
coughing now and then,” shouted Luke.

Cadiche dropped
to one knee as soon as he had visual on the targets, took careful
aim and fired a volley of shots at the trailing white vehicle
around a hundred and fifty metres away the road being clear. The
rear window of the vehicle exploded and bits flew from lights and
trim but it was able to continue leaking benzine from a hit to the
fuel tank.

Busri shouted
at the smallest, “That guy is a fucking cop, what the fuck.”

The smallest
shouted at the driver. “Get to the change over point move, he
nearly blew my fucking head off, I swear I will kill that infidel
pig.”

Busri studied
his right hand dripping blood on the floor and could feel a
stinging sensation in his shoulder. “Fuck I have been shot,” he
cried.

The smallest
peered out the broken rear window as they crested the hill and went
out of sight. “I’ll get that fucking infidel bastard, and the
traitors that set us up. What the fuck you can’t trust anyone these
day’s”

Cadiche
holstered his weapon, released Luke’s partner from the vehicle
dragging him clear. He was breathing and had a strong pulse, he
appeared to have a head wound. He then went to Luke’s side dragging
him clear of the disabled vehicle, Luke complained of pain in his
right arm, Cadiche could see the bruise and swelling surrounding a
possible broken forearm. He made Luke comfortable and raced to his
vehicle grabbing the radio. “Officer’s down, officers down, require
medivac Oakey Creek Road Pokolbin. Suspects in two white Holden
Statesman heading for Cessnock. Eight persons of middle Eastern
decent armed and dangerous shots fired.”

The radio
responded immediately. “Sergeant one tracing and responding, injury
status.”

“Two officer’s
road accident trauma, vehicle roll over and disabled in pursuit.
Attending to injured.”

Cadiche threw
his radio hand piece on the seat and race back to Luke, Luke was
able to get to his feet and Cadiche helped him to beside Luke’s
partner still unconscious on the roadway so he could attend to both
in the same spot. “Sorry man I nearly ran into them, caught me out
pulling up suddenly.”

“Its not your
fault, my fucking car stopped had to get it going.”

“That guy was
about to kill me, you saved my life. I thought you were going to
smash into us, he must have thought so to.”

“So did I that
fucking car is dangerous in the hands of a fool and I just happen
to be one.”

Luke coughed
and raised a chuckle as Cadiche knelt beside him taking off his
jacket and propping up his head to make him more comfortable. “Hey
Cadiche, one thing I remember about that man was his gun.”

Cadiche
strained his eyes looking at his fallen comrade. “What do you
mean?”

“He had a
cowboy’s gun, like you see in the westerns, a silver one.”

Cadiche looked
into space and back at Luke with an inquisitive pout. “A colt forty
five.”

“Yeah a big
thing, I was looking straight down the barrel, I’ll never forget
it. Fuck I thought I was dead. He could hardly hold the thing in
one hand he’s only a small bloke. Heaps of rings on his fingers
with sort of Arab hieroglyphics on them, only going by what I’ve
seen in movies like in that movie the mummy.”

“Egyptian
insignia by what you say. That’s a rare weapon and why would you
use such a useless fucking thing in the field. Beyond fifty metres
you’d have to be inside a barn to hit it unless it was made
recently and just looks the part. That’s valuable information.”

“Can’t tell ya
what they were saying. All talking gobbled e dock mate, sounded
like a bunch of kiwis after an all nighter at the pub.”

Cadiche
chuckled. “Arabic thereabouts, I never thought of it that way but
see what you mean.”

“Mate I’m
starting to hurt.”

“Can you hear
that mate,” asked Cadiche.

Luke looked
pale and strained his ears, the sound of sirens became clear and
Luke cracked a smile. “Yeah I hear it mate.”

“The cavalry’s
nearly here mate, you done well, you took on one of the evilest
fuckers on the planet and survived.”

“I remember
spots of what looked like blood on his gun, fuck I can still see
it, was just about to close my eyes and you thundered over the
hill.”

“Blood on his
gun hey mate, sounds like he does use it at close range.”

“Yeah, that
makes sense, do you think you got em mate when ya let fly at
em.”

“I don’t know
mate but they wont get far in their car I reckon they’ll ditch em,”
an ambulance came into view they could see the vehicle in flight
coming from the direction of Cessnock Sydney side of the road they
were on in relation to the wrecked vehicle. “Now I wonder if these
blokes have seen em.”

“I hope you
find em mate, next person may not be as lucky as me.”


CHAPTER FORTY
EIGHT

For the first
time Sandra and Stella had locked horns with someone possessing far
more tenacity than they, John Stanton. Not only this they found his
wife Jodi willing to support him in areas she considered he
possessed expertise such as security. Stanton was successful in
changing the limousine provider supplying Rolls Royce’s and
convincing Sandra the use of her fathers car on the grounds of
family attachment was also unwise. He reminded them that members of
the clan were still loose and desperate, he expected them to become
unstable within the next couple of weeks as street supply of
recreational drugs and therefore money dried up. Police and federal
authorities continued to make major headway in seizing large
quantities of incoming supply as masses of information gathered
from crime scenes was analysed and acted upon. Only now was
information from Port Botany seizure bearing fruit for authorities
slowed by the suspicion of government ministers being involved in
corruption.

Stanton had
been able to appoint two Rolls Royce’s previously owned and used by
the British Royal family constructed with formidable defences.
Stanton’s car was bullet proof, fire proof, bomb impact resistant
and over eight hundred horsepower, able to advance or retreat at a
blinding pace. He considered horses noble as they were once
warriors and valiant in the face of adversity, he often thought of
the first world war when seeing a horse picturing them pushing into
enemy lines falling by the hundreds along side human counterparts
at places of horror such as the battle of the Somme in France. Six
surviving British black horses from the battlefields of Europe had
pulled the body of The Unknown Warrior on a gun carriage to
Westminster Abbey on the 11th November 1920. In a far
away corner of Stanton’s mind may be the trigger that brings him to
drive a car symbolized by the insignia of a horse and valiantly
protect the well being of a giant black stallion so despised by
misguided members of the horse racing fraternity and so loved by
two children. The vehicles he wished to carry the members of the
wedding party were similar in risk reducing protection as his own
but lacked the capability to be driven nimbly describing them as a
pompous underpowered mobile lounge chairs. However the drivers
running the business were licensed security personnel with military
training in counter espionage. He considered it all show but the
foe would attack the weakest spot and that was not the wedding
procession with the credentials Stanton was able to stamp on the
project through Jodi’s popularity in the press circles. Stanton’s
guardian angels would also be on high alert looking over his
shoulder this was also well known. He wanted the pressure to be
concentrated in one spot and that would be the reception conducted
in the grounds of Flemington race course the day of a major horse
racing event. The police and authorities would be busy patrolling
main events and staying one step ahead of them was imperative.
Nasih had shown him self desperate to acquire stock to continue
fundraising, for what, that’s what the billion dollar question was
and Stanton was desperate to know. Letting Nasih slip through his
fingers was not an option, he planned to deliver Nasih to his
western body guards in the midst of distraction and kayos caused by
a race horse called Flaxmead, this had been done before and was set
to happen again. However things are sometimes not as they appear to
seem by those around them and assumption can be a dangerous tool in
the face of divergence.

With officers
down and no result Cadiche was placed under investigation by
internal affairs but attempts to have him stood down were
unsuccessful with lack of evidence to indicate any misdoing.
Cadiche was devastated but Stanton convinced him to go with the
flow expecting to find the source of ministerial misguidance by
tracking the perpetrators of the investigative demands, Stanton was
used to government pressure just waiting for rats to get hungry
often brought them into the open to feed. He needed only one more
lotto number to convince him of the ministerial link, once
sidelined Nasih would have to develop alternate contacts to cover
his moves, in the current climate impossible. What Stanton was not
sure of was if the clan had alternate contacts to those currently
surfacing.

Cadiche pressed
on encouraged by Stanton seizing a container with comparatively
small quantities of narcotics when compared with previous seizures
from a transport hub in Parkes New South Wales. Seizing the owner
of an Australian trucking company had begun to bear fruit. The
container came from Port Hedland in WA carried by road through the
NT, Queensland and on to Parkes, Stanton kept the source and route
of the container to himself passing no additional leaks to
authorities suspecting a second king pin was operating in Hedland
developing his or her own network. History had shown an ability to
purchase military weapons within this source.

Wu Far survived
on sale of alcohol from his club, doing quite well the upsurge in
cliental he put down to his club avoiding the Kings Cross street
war stigma. Security around his club gave a sense of safety
applying ruthless policing to persons displaying anti social
behaviour female clientele were now the main patrons. Chin Lu Wu’s
business contact in China refused to enter Australia demanding Wu
attend meetings in Beijing but at this time correspondence remained
weak. Wu had been invited to Sandra and Grimes wedding. He was yet
to respond contemplating exposure in such public of
circumstances.

Jean Forbes
hounded by the press was stripped of her government portfolio and
left the country for a destination in Southern Europe; she was
questioned by French authorities on arrival for cavorting around
the plane drunk, half naked and screaming with ecstasy whilst
having sex in the toilet cubicle with members of the French rugby
team. Her name on Stanton’s priority filtering list brought the
information up on his computer, he laughed whilst reading it. He
squinted his eyes with astute attention when reading on. She had
been picked up by a man French authorities could find no background
on, a picture of the person was included with the French Secret
Service communication, going by the name of Hamish Carmichael
Stanton knew of him as Robert Smatter missing government minister
and Stonemason. Carmichael was reported to have picked her up
immediately after interrogation then having sex with her in the
back of a car in the airport car park. They then tracked north east
crossing the border into Germany where French surveillance was
curtailed. Upon crossing the border taking autobahn five near the
town of Freiberg their vehicle a new Bentley sedan was reported to
have struck a centre pillar of the Freiberg overpass at over two
hundred kilometres an hour plus. Two deceased bodies had been
recovered from the wreckage well beyond identification due to
horrendous injuries sustained in the accident wreckage strewn two
hundred metres up the autobahn. A second vehicle was involved in
the catastrophe believed to be an Audi R8 but this was yet to be
confirmed. The wreckage of this vehicle was unrecognisable but
intact, it appeared to have had two occupants burnt beyond
recognition.

Sandra
Lovington was graced with morning sickness. A home pregnancy test
and visit to the doctor confirmed her fertility after abstaining
from contraception since her brutal encounter with the Khalid
brothers. She was glowing, beaming, full of the future pending
holding part of her and her new love in her own arms. Not only
this, a spate of providence appeared to have become her partner’s
family. Property and business dealings previously in the Richmond
family were to be returned, Inspector Graham of the Sydney fraud
squad had arrested Edward Matheson with his daughter Mandy as they
attempted to board a plane for overseas with false documentation.
Inspector Graham had been sent up to the minute information from an
unknown source regarding the transfer of masses of revenue from the
Matheson real estate group to banks in Sweden. They were arrested
just as the announcement of the application of administrators to
the Matheson real estate group to media and business circles by
order of Edward Matheson, inspector Graham couldn’t believe his
luck. The Matheson’s facing multiple charges and years in prison
were cooperating with police, as a result businesses and property
acquired by deception from the Richmond family had been returned.
Jean Forbes and Robert Smatter had been implicated in real estate
fraud one property being Harbour Towers; Stanton thought his was a
bit coincidental when digesting other information that had come to
hand. Something else of note began to eat at Stanton’s reckoning,
another name that cropped up everywhere was Sandra Lovington.

Stanton was on
the trail of a major lead in the hunt for Rose, stuck for time he
cursed not having enough hours in a day with the street war filling
his days. However finding a dead end in the US only days ago
regarding Rose, she was alive and had been there but he needed time
to widen his enquiries found at a music recording studio in
Memphis. Rose Blake Flaxmead’s manager’s daughter, missing for many
years, her father Winston refused to concede she was dead. Stanton
had been on the case for nearly three years and amid the street war
he found an unexpected lead. As not to give false hope to Winston
Blake he chased the thin reference without mention. A Rose Blake in
the Bowral area of NSW appeared linked to a statement mentioning
Jean Forbes in Germany. They appeared related in more ways than
one. The statements suggested Forbes was with Rose the night she
disappeared in Bowral, Jean’s maiden name Stanton had never seen
before but it was listed in German intelligence data bases matching
a member of the group Rose was with the night she disappeared.
Stanton conducting a search for information on Forbes amongst
German acumen found a file on Jean Forbes with a string of minor
drug offences during holidays in Germany in the 80s. It also
mentioned a Rose Brunner Australian related to Forbes by marriage,
busted for drug possession in Berlin in the 80s not long after the
disappearance of Rose she was in the company of Jean Brunner
married name Forbes. Jean Forbes migrated to Australia in the late
70s when a schoolgirl with her parents to establish a real estate
empire and later married politician Rudolf Forbes. The marriage
lasted only a few months but she retained her married name. Jean
had a brother Andreas Brunner professional guitarist listed as
married to an Australian. Stanton wondered why none of Jean Forbes
German past was in her ASIO file he wondered if anyone was aware
Forbes was German; not only that Edward and Mandy Matheson had
tickets to Berlin when they were arrested. He wanted to go further
but he had a wedding to attend to.


 CHAPTER FORTY
NINE

“Who the fuck
thinks were gonna wear these,” shouted Doc.

“Stella,”
replied Gypsy as he watched Doc hold up the aqua blue suit, lace
white shirt and black tie for all to see in the clubroom.”

Doc looked
blankly at Gypsy and waited a few seconds before answering.
“Stella.”

“Yeah,”

“We all
supposed to wear this?”

Gypsy chuckled.
“No, just you and Grime being in the wedding party, you best man
and all.”

Doc sniffed and
gently lay the suit down on the pool table. “Stella gave it to you
to give to me.”

“No, she gave
it to Johno; he passed it on to me. She said you could see her if
you wanted to discuss anything.” Doc picked it up again putting it
in different lights holding his head from one side to the other. “I
can get Stella for you if you want Doc.”

“No!” Doc
gently lay the suit down again. “He looked around the room at
smirking faces. He smiled and laughed under strain. “Looks
alright.” The clubrooms erupted into laughter. “Fair fucking go, so
what do the rest of us wear?”

A member called
from the back of the room. “Stella’s coming down the hall man.”

The bar went
silent as Stella strutted in walking up to Doc. She stood bearing
most weight on one leg with her hands on her hips. “Have you tried
it on?”

“Er Stella, no
just about to love.”

“Get on with it
that’s why its here.”

“No worries,”
he picked the suit up gently and walked to the toilet closing the
door behind him.

Stella looked
daggers around the room. “One fucking word and you’ll all be
wearing them, got it.”

There was
muttered agreement and bland faces. They waited in silence members
looking at each other without moving their heads. Doc poked his
face around the bathroom door. “It’s all good Stella I’ll bring it
back out.”

“Get out here!”
demanded Stella.

“Now.”

“Yes right
now.” Doc walked into the bar stone faced Stella’s face lit up.
“With a hair and beard trim you’ll pass.”

“Hair and beard
trim hey Stell….”

“A hairdresser
will trim your beard and hair on the morning kick up and I’ll
fucking do it now.”

Members
struggled to hold laughter under their breath. “Err, no worries
Stella you didn’t let me finish, great idea love.”

“Take it off
and give it back to Johno to bring home to me. Mark it and I’ll
kick ya arse all round the place.”

Doc sprinted
back to the bathroom and Stella turned around just before walking
up the hall eyeing everyone in the room. She stood there for a few
seconds turned and left. Everyone breathed a sigh of relief and
continued with what they had been doing. Doc appeared after
changing and gave the package to Johno, he carefully man handled it
up the hall towards Stella. “What are you blokes wearing; remember
you’ll be in a cathedral,” Doc cracked a beer at the bar.

Gypsy lent on
the bar next to Doc with a smirk on his face. “Same thing we wear
every day.”

“What the
fuck,” Doc looked gutted.

“Yeah, Sandra
and Stella spoke to the arch bishop if you don’t fucking mind,
appears attire is not an issue in the house of the lord.” He threw
down a shot of Jack Daniels.

“Fuck me, the
entire club in the fucking cathedral in colours.”

“No, we will be
other chapters all outside lining the access road.”

“How do you
know supposed to be hush hush according to Stella?”

Grime chuckled
while playing a shot on the pool table. “Gypsy and Johno are up
Stella’s arse, your not.”

“Yeah that’d be
fucking right.”

“What about the
other clubs Doc, you spoken to them,” asked Grime.

“They’ll all be
somewhere between the cathedral and Flemington just as a mark of
respect.”

“All of
em.”

“All I managed
to contact.”

“Is that a
first?”

“Weddings and
funerals we make an effort, we always send a representative most
do. The street war has clubs that vowed never to even talk looking
after each other’s backs.”

“What about the
piss up at Flemington”

Doc sat up on
the bar. “Randwick moron Flemington’s in fucking Victoria, Stanton
carrying Sandra and Grime to the show anyone makes a prick of
themselves I’ll have to step in. You stay on deck and with it until
we get back here on dark.”

“Nothing
stopping other clubs attending the race meeting,” stated a
member.

“Stanton, the
Cadiche man, half the fucking state and federal police force, I’m
not real smart but wouldn’t be as stupid as to start something and
I don’t think anyone else is that silly either, we’ll be isolated
at the reception, have our own parking area apparently. If you see
a rag head keep your fucking eye on em, we have better things to do
than blue with our own kind.”

“Yeah what
about the fucking rag heads Doc,” added Gypsy. “Perfect place to
cause a problem, strap a few sticks of dynamite to your self and
make a statement.”

“We’ve seen
nothing like that here but like I said keep an eye on any rag head,
you’d be pretty fucking good to pull a stunt like that with half
the population of Sydney walking around the joint watching a race
horse. Could you imagine the term rag head becoming a term of
endearment like pom, wog or ching if they pulled a stunt like
that?”

“Nobody
expected nine eleven or the London underground they’ll have to wait
a long time before rag head rings an acceptable bell in my ear,”
commented Gypsy.

“Nine eleven,
London underground, Randwick race course, fuck I hope some mad
bastard doesn’t like the sound of it. Who the fuck brought that up
supposed to be a grand occasion for celebration,” stated Doc.

Sandra entered
the bar and called Grime away down the hall and onto the front
veranda; Grime opened the doors closing them behind them unlocked.
The day was wet and the rain poured down. They sat on the step just
short of the pouring rain and Sandra grabbed Grimes arm tight
looking out into the rain with a look of contentment. “Are we
asking too much of Doc, maybe he should dress how he wants.”

“No, he’ll want
to do whatever you want it’s your day.”

“What do you
want him to wear?”

“Whatever you
want, it’s important to me the day is what you wish. Everyone
will.”

Sandra moved
around as if uncomfortable. “It’s unfair, I’d just be happy with
marrying in the back yard with friends.”

Grime put his
arm around her and squeezed her tight. “Your worrying about
nothing, must be just that time with the wedding just around the
corner.”

“I don’t know
who’s making the statement and what the statement means, Jodi’s
done so much I never thought I’d look at it this way, I’m
terrified.”

Grime chuckled.
“If we don’t do what’s planned I wonder how you’d feel after the
wedding if you called it all off and hid in the garden.”

Sandra put her
head against him shaking her head gently. “I’d feel terrible,
denying our parents the event. My mum and dad so excited seeing me
do something they never believed I’d do. Your parents finally
seeing you marry again, I haven’t told anyone about the baby yet.”
She sighed. “Could be like you said it’s really going to happen
after all the talk.”

The door opened
and they looked around to see Doc standing over them. “Thanks for
making me part of the family, ya know offering me the same
identity, means a lot. The guys are acting up but any of them would
feel the same as me given the chance, I’m privileged. We all are,
would take special people to take us lot as we are.”

Sandra couldn’t
say anything although she tried. “She’s a bit taken back by
everything, lots happened in a short space of time mate. I feel a
bit like that myself at times, we usually sit around minding our
own business and this comes along.”

Doc sat down
next to Grime. “Yeah, bit like that. Just think the whole fucking
world will watch us, exactly the thing we’ve been trying to avoid.
We’ll be wide open to a kick up the arse from god knows who but I
wouldn’t be anywhere else. I don’t know what to say to the guys at
times, easy to keep to ourselves and hide when we need to. Never
was into doing things that were easy.”

“There’s more
to you than anyone knows Doc,” commented Sandra leaning out to talk
around Grime’s face. “One day you’ll have to go chase up your
demons.”

Doc looked
straight ahead into the rain, he looked down watching the water run
down the path and into the gutter on the edge of the street. He
held a face that told a hundred stories all at once. “No one can
help me with that,” he got up to walk inside.

“Doesn’t matter
what it is Doc, don’t ever think we wont love you, we always will,”
added Sandra turning and looking back at him.

Doc looked
around briefly; she felt his eyes embrace her as he smiled turned
and went inside. “No going back now princess, cant run away to a
desert Island, as you can see by Doc doesn’t work, don’t know what
it is but something bothers Doc he’d like be rid of.”

“When the
wedding’s over we’ll get it out of him.”

“Good luck
princess he’s a hard man.”

“No I have an
idea, I’ve noticed something.”


 CHAPTER FIFTY

Jodi shouted
down the stair well, it echoed around basement lair below the
kitchen, “John this is the last time I call next time I’ll come
down there myself. The wedding is tomorrow morning and here you are
watching computer screens with Cadiche, Kay has been waiting up
here all day.

Stanton
mumbled, “Fuck,” before yelling out. “Yes love, on the way, em
directly actually.”

“Id like you to
polish FLAXY1 again before we leave, we must be in Sydney at a
decent hour and I wish you’d tell me where we’re staying
tonight.”

“Yes love.”

“Well.”

“Yes love.”

“Oh god,
sometimes John Stanton you really give me the s….” Jodi mumbled to
herself as she stormed off in a huff.

Cadiche was
grinning from ear to ear. “She’s in a good mood then.”

“Wouldn’t get
to fucking cocky generally rubs off on Kay. She’s got a lot on her
shoulders, one mistake and she’ll be devastated.”

Cadiche lifted
one eyebrow as he studied the computer screens. “Mmm. Where are you
staying or is it that top secret.”

“The Marie
Celeste is moored in Lavender bay below Sandra Lovington’s parents
place, was taken there this morning. You and I are the only ones
that know other than the pilot but he’s pretty safe. You want to
ask any last minute questions, Winston and the crew are keen to see
you in the morning.”

“I haven’t
driven the hummer before, I’ll be slow with the computer and radios
and fuck.”

“You can afford
to be steady its bullet proof.”

“Fair enough,
how far behind the horse float should I sit I haven’t run blocker
for Flaxmead before?”

“Right up its
clacker, make sure you’re seen.”

“What will
people think when they don’t see the red terror.”

“You can’t be
too fucking worried if that’s the only question you have.”

“I’m fucking
freaked out, what if someone gets to Flaxmead I’ll be as popular as
a turd in a swimming pool.”

Stanton sighed.
“Don’t leave the horses side or let it out of your sight. I feel
the same, I’ll be there soon as I can.”

“I reckon the
race is the most venerable time.”

“I reckon your
right, the reception will be mixing with the crowd to watch and the
horse crate will be parked on a flattop truck next to the
float.”

“You never told
me that.”

“I’ve told no
one fuck all for a reason.”

“I hope my
wedding isn’t as stressful as this. You fucking got me into
this.”

Stanton looked
at Cadiche with his eyebrows raised. “You want for to do it with
someone else.”

“No.”

“Me
neither.”

Kay screamed
down the stairwell. “Cadiche will you get up here and bring John
with you Jodi is going spare up here.”

“Yes love,”
replied Cadiche.

Stanton laughed
under his breath. “If I polish that car one more time for this show
I’ll wear the paint off.”

They began to
walk up the stairwell. “How often should I make calls with your
mobile phone from here?”

“Give it to Kay
to use and you won’t have to worry about it and keep your satellite
phone with you all the time.”

Cadiche threw
his hands out in front of him then dropped them. “Why don’t I think
of things like that? They’ll think you’re flat out with
arrangements for the wedding, Kay’ll be jawing on there and pruning
her nails for hours.”

They entered
the lounge area Jodi looked sideways at Stanton; she was pruning
her nails at the table. “You’re done up a treat love, you look any
more vivacious and youthful they’ll ask for ID at the bar.”

Jodi smiled
with a blush. “Do you think so?”

“Absolutely
love, all the young sheilas’ awl be chasing your tail.”

“Thank you
darling, give that car the once over there’s a good boy.”

Cadiche bent
down putting his arm around Kay, she wearing a dressing gown
sitting at the opposite end of the table to Jodi. “Your looking
gorgeous my love.”

“Bugger off and
get things done, I’ll cook tea later on. Why do race horses have to
be moved so early in the morning, four o bloody clock,” snapped
Kay.

“Playing things
a bit different tomorrow, we thought it best Flaxmead was at
Randwick well before the traffic kayos. You can travel in the float
the seats are like lay back armchairs. You must be at Freeman’s
Waterhole at five to tag the float as it passes through,” said
Stanton.

“Can I travel
in the float with Flaxmead and Jessica Flametower?” asked Kay.

“Yeah, Lindy
Cumberland will be on board as well, in fact the entire crew will
be tagging along. No one knows the arrangements they’ve been kept
to ourselves as usual.”

“Do you think
Flaxmead will win tomorrow?”

“Bit of an old
times sake tomorrow with some foes he’s not run against for a long
time. They are all getting old, Celtic Storm, Flushing Meadow, Wolf
Sheppard and Brazen Heart, that’s been running well lately could
give him a stir up but I reckon he’ll scrape in by ten lengths,
could be the last time they run together.”

“Ten lengths is
that a long way,” asked Kay.

“An entire lap
if you were driving a formula one car.’

“Wow isn’t he
amazing.”

“If you’re in
the show ring when Lindy Cumberland mounts up stand clear because
he changes into a fire breathing monster, he and that girl have an
arrangement these days, I get on you run. Been like that since they
won the first Melbourne Cup. Go to the rail and keep your eyes on
the race, when he’s finished stay with him in the winner’s circle
it’s quite an experience.”

“Wow okay
sounds like a great day, getting up at four doesn’t sound so bad
now.”

Stanton and
Cadiche accessed the garage through the house entrance and stood
looking over the vehicles from the landing above the steps leaning
on the hand rail. “Your not gonna polish that again are ya, I can
see my face in it from here.”

“No but while
we are out here Jodi thinks we are.”

“Good move
putting Kay with the float and focusing her on the race.”

“I asked Blake
to get her involved and make sure the float area is clear during
the race. They have to move then no one will be at the float as the
untouchables are all in the same race and Hildebrand will clear the
area for us.”

“This is a long
shot Stanton.”

“We have to
finish it.”

“We have to be
careful it doesn’t finish us.”

“This risk is
always there, but not today, we’re still here. If things go bad at
the float and the clan end up dead the spars on the crate are
loaded with what looks to be cocaine and assault rifles. Cut the
end off the spars and you’ll find it all inside.”

“Fuck, that
crates been sitting at Shangri La for yonks.”

“I don’t know
if they inadvertently lost access to it or planted it there to
frame Blake.”

“That’s a wide
one Stanton.”

“Think about
it, Delores was hell bent on getting rid of Blake and Flaxmead,
could be the intention the crate be found in their possession.”

“No get
real.”

“I been
thinking about it, someone who disappeared must have been the only
one that knew where that crate was or they would have grabbed it by
now.”

Cadiche starred
into space. “Fuck Stanton things looked pretty scary but
straightforward now you got me thinking.”

“We sent Renoir
back to Europe when Flaxmead won his first cup, perhaps he’s not
telling all he knows, maybe he put it there as part of the plan to
foil Flaxmead but now hoping he could claim it should he be freed
at some time therefore keeping his trap shut. Wait, that crate has
M series assault rifles; I wonder if they have the serial numbers
on them. This crate may be far more valuable than we could ever
imagine.”

“Let’s check it
out.”

“No, the
crate’s under armed guard till it gets to Randwick. Fuck it, why
don’t I think while I’m doing things. I must be getting to old for
this shit.”

“I hear Jodi,
let’s look busy.” They scampered down the steps, Stanton took a
polishing cloth from a bench top adjacent to flaxy1 and began to
industrially rub the bonnet just as Jodi appeared on the
landing.

“Oh John that’s
much better, I’m ready to go when you are.” She was about to rush
back inside but turned around again her buttock length locks making
a wide swirl around her body. “Are you going to tell me where we
are staying tonight?”

“You’re female,
you’re a reporter and there’s a street war on.” She waltzed back
inside one side of her mouth drawn up in frustration.

“Here's my
mobile give it to Kay, you remember how to operate the security
system on the house.”

“Yes.”

“Here is the
key to the hummer, there’s only one so don’t fucking loose it.”

“Right.”

“Now I’ll tell
you because you need to know. I’ll drop Lovington and her new
husband at the reception right on the time Lindy Cumberland mounts
Flaxmead for the race. Everyone at the reception will watch the
race with them then back to the reception marquee.”

“The newlyweds
are due an hour before the race.”

“Yes but that
wont happen, they will be conveniently late little surprise
arranged. Nasih knows what I look like and they may be looking for
me from the scheduled time of arrival, give you a chance to survey
the opposition.”

“Then you roll
up and while the race is on grab…..”

“That’s all you
need to know for now.” Stanton put out his hand and Cadiche took a
firm grip and they shook. “Good luck boy. I have to go get changed
then we’re off.”


 CHAPTER FIFTY ONE

The street war
continued to hamper the Overlords lifestyle, the guys and the girls
split up for a hens and bucks celebration. The guys stayed at the
clubhouse and the girls used Grimes place with children under guard
a Stella and Johno’s next door. Every Overlord chapter in the
country was dotted around Bondi staying with members and associate
members, they stood shotgun over the celebrations, only alcohol was
permitted in responsible quantities as by mid morning everyone
would need their wits about them as over three hundred members on
Harley Davidson’s made their way to St Andrews Cathedral in George
Street.

The street war
put a dampener on how wild the party would be plus the magnitude of
exposure amid the public brought a sparse obligation to conform to
what was expected of such privilege. However the girls and guys
minds had worked along the same lines, they had arranged for some
heavy sexual activity.

Without
mentioning arrangements to any of the women the guys invited every
mole and nymphomaniac they knew, for some time a well known real
estate tycoon’s wife had attended the clubhouse on a regular basis.
She was insatiable and they were determined to have her beg for
mercy. Two other high flying housewives including the partner of a
well known television personality jumped at the opportunity of a
night of relentless hard cock. A total of twelve sex craving women
were smuggled through the rear fence and in the back door of the
clubhouse all eager to participate. They were first given lines of
cocaine and stripped of their clothing walking around the clubhouse
getting to know members from visiting chapters. Donna the lawyer’s
wife knew what she wanted big cocks and exactly where to get it,
first up but she was given to visiting members as a welcoming gift.
The buxom black haired beauty groped the newcomer’s groins feeling
for the sufficient manhood, she gave several members oral
disinterested in having their average size penis thrust into her.
The average man lasted just a couple of minutes of Donna’s lips
sliding up and down their shaft and her hands fondling their
testicles before dumping their load down her throat or blowing over
her face and breasts. She became the centre of attraction when she
found a visitor with a cock that hung half way down to his knees.
Her face lit up as she discovered the huge shaft inside the well
built interstate visitor’s jeans. She quickly stripped back his
belt, unzipped his fly and pulled his jeans and jocks down to his
knees. The bar was silent as they watched her drop to her knees
next to the pool table and ogle the gradually hardening shaft, her
rock hard nipples brushed past his cock on the way down. She rolled
back the foreskin of his half erect manhood and could only just fit
the purple red smooth head into her mouth and she could only handle
one testicle at a time they were so large. He groaned, a few slow
pumps were all it took to harden the giant cock to stand straight
out. She slid his dick from her mouth drew back her head and
admired the enormous straight rock hard shaft, over twelve inches.
She slid the skin along the length of his dick over top of the head
of his penis backwards and forwards her two hands appearing dainty
and small in comparison to his hot giant shaft. Looking up in his
face with a smile knowing she was blowing his mind as he waited to
spear the bearded clam, she stood up her breasts lifting his penis
as they went past then dropping it back sticking straight out. She
grabbed the head of his cock with one hand and rubbed it around her
bushy pubic hair, he drew heaving breaths. She pulled his head to
hers with her other hand behind his head and shot her tongue into
his mouth, he groaned with want, she made the gesture short and
deep with no intimacy that would suggest soul connection. Holding
his shaft she guided him to the edge of the pool table, players
stood back as she cleared the balls from an area of the table. She
pulled him close, let go of his penis and lifted her shapely rear
end onto the pool table leaving her vagina clear of the edge. She
grabbed him by the buttocks with both hands and pulled him between
her legs the head of this throbbing shaft contacted the lips of her
vagina wet with desire. He pushed his middle torso forwards and she
squealed with delight as he buried his shaft deep inside her
striking the back of her uterus with nothing to spare, his
testicles the only part of his manhood visible. He began to thrust,
she held his upper arms against his side with her arms wrapped
right around him and hands clasped behind his back. Her breast
rising up and down sweating with the tang of expensive perfume as
her chest heaved under the strain of heavy breathing, her eyes
closed her head facing up towards the sky. She triumphed he lasted
only less than thirty seconds. she held a resounding grin of
satisfaction as hot semen filled her vaginal cavity, her breathing
accelerated and she threw her head from one side to the other as
she moaned with satisfaction and orgasmed. He withdrew from between
her legs, his penis wet and half erect dripping seminal fluid, his
eyes were glistening and he stood there for a few seconds. He
slowly pulled up his jeans and jocks fumbling with his belt in a
trance of satisfaction, as he turned to access the bar mumbling he
could do with a Jack Daniels. He struggled with the massive
injection of endorphins relaxing his muscle structure propping
himself up against the bar wearing a limp smile.

A second
visiting member offered his crutch to Donna for appraisal, she had
begged for another giant cock still sitting on the edge of the pool
table with her legs wide open. She fondled the area of his manhood
and her face again lit up. The towering man undid his own trousers
dropping them and his jocks down past his knees and she slid from
the table onto her knees rubbing her face around the rock hard
cock. The excited man had watched her blow his friends psyche and
was ready nearly blowing in his strides as he watched his friend
apply lubricated abuse to Danna’s map of Tassie. She sucked him for
a few seconds then stood and put his penis between her legs, she
allowed him to suck her nipples they were rock hard as she yearned
for his shaft inside her. She lifted herself back onto the table
opening her legs wide and as the burly man guided his throbbing
shaft to her vagina his testicles could take no more and he let out
a grunting roar as he unloaded before entering her all over her
pubic hair and inner thighs. Donna pushed him away and the next in
line had stripped off completely wanting to feel Donna’s buxom top
end on his chest, he dispensed with any oral and dove his pulsating
wanting shaft into her, she put his legs around him and he went for
it thrusting that hard she was soon back down of the pool table as
he slapped his buttocks hard against her inner thighs. A line of
men formed in front of her in different modes of undress hard cocks
at the ready, she peered over her current sex partners shoulder
smiling at the waiting que.

Two more women
had been bent over hands grasping the pool table cushion rail as
they copped doggy style cock from all directions. Women were stowed
in bedrooms, hallways and the bathrooms accommodating over three
hundred willing dicks driven by pure cocaine, some hoped it would
be a long night.

Grime sat in
the corner of the bar in his usual quiet reserved manner, before
meeting Sandra he would have been amongst it but he now saw nothing
that interested him, just a few iced bourbons and a yarn with
friends was apples.

The girls just
down the road were also in party mode, Stella had arranged four
male escorts thorough an adult dating service she ran at a city
location. She had a good idea what was happening at the clubhouse
but out of sight out of mind. She knew Sandra well now and Sandra
commented she had never been fucked by a black guy with a huge dick
like she’d seen in pornographic movies, this she had mentioned many
times. Stella held concern that carrying such things in to long
term relationships can surface later in life and cause major upset
as Stella had experienced herself. Stella sampled the massive cock
and jet black skin of the recommended gigolo some days before, he
strutted around looking intimidating as his cock slapped against
his inner thighs as he walked it was ridiculously huge. She had
become sexually aroused but resisted the urge using past experience
she had now turned into wisdom. She used one of her prostitutes to
gauge the tall stocky stranger’s performance, after twenty minutes
of relentless pumping the blond girl wailing and moaning nailed to
her desk right in front of her she gave the dark figure a nod. A
few seconds later he pulled out wanking his huge rod poised over
here vagina and semen shot up the girls naval reaching as far as
her chin. She sent him off for a health check with instructions not
to fuck anyone until the hen’s night. The girls restrained drinking
and indulging in too much recreational drugs so sex was on the menu
big time. Stella released the four early in the night, they strode
into the lounge the three white skinned men had women sucking them
of in an instant but the black man had been instructed to approach
Sandra first. Stella had them all strip off before the men were
released and the black stocky figure stood in front on Sandra, she
was sitting naked drink in hand on a lounge chair in the corner.
His cock lined up with her face and his nostrils flared as he
looked down on Sandra’s milky white breasts. He was appreciative of
such a grand looking body and his cock began to rise contacting her
chin, she put her drink down fighting the urge but something passed
on from her mother took over, fire lit here eyes and she grabbed
his throbbing, rising independence with both hands stuffing the
shiny black head into her mouth, the man groaned with appreciation.
Sandra wondered what had come over her but she couldn’t stop
thrusting the hot now hard rod down the back of her throat. Sandra
was unaware her mother sometimes wept uncontrollably by herself
after fucking the arse of her husbands business acquaintances
completely unbeknown to her husband, she couldn’t kick the habit no
matter how much she tried. This had to some degree helped business
deals negotiated by Sandra’s father as after being blown by the
pretty face and generous lines of Sandra’s mother they were apt to
agree with anything assured it would happen again. Sandra rubbed
the massive length of black meat around her face, then her tits.
She pulled him down on his knees opening her legs wide propping
them up on the arms of the lounge chair offering her pretty trimmed
pubic hair and dripping wet vaginal lips to his approaching shaft
for a pounding. Sandra’s vagina sucked it in driven right to the
back of her uterus she let out a squeal grabbing him around the
arms looking over his shoulder as he began to pound her pussy with
savage relentless full strokes. Most of the girls were far too busy
waiting to be fucked or getting fucked but Stella watched with
interest as after only two minutes the black stud delivered the
full contents of his balls to the back of Sandra’s vagina, there
was so much it oozed from the lips of her love channel down onto
the lounge. His cock fell from her love channel, she whimpered for
more, Stella offered a line of white powder to the black figure, he
looked shocked and hopeless his half erect cock dripping mucus to
the floor. He sniffed up the white powder from a plate down a straw
held by Stella, he shook his head as it stung his sinus passages.
Sandra was busy attending to herself with both hands so knelt
beside the dark figure and hand manipulated his shaft. The pure
cocaine entered the veins of the fucking machine and his rod rose
to its former glory, he thrust it through Sandra’s hands to the
back of her vagina and began to pump madly. Stella became so
aroused she climbed between the pair of them bent over facing
Sandra her breasts lapping the back of Sandra’s head as she held
the lounge chair with both hands. This parked her vagina right in
front of the black gigolo’s face with Sandra’s face buried in her
pubic hair squealing and groaning with delight. The black figure
drove his tongue down her vaginal cavity finding her clit sliding
it backward and forward over the erogenous zone. Ten minutes and
Stella fell sideways to the floor her muscles relaxing with
orgasmic crescendo. He grabbed the back of Sandra’s head pulling
her hair, she screamed with pain and delight, he lifted her from
the chair standing up thrusting her up and down on his rock hard
cocaine driven shaft his head buried in her pretty white perky
breasts, he blew staggering to the floor releasing Sandra, she
flopped in a heap next to him. Their chests heaved searching for
oxygen to supply the rush of endorphins invading there veins after
climatic orgasms second’s apart.

Sandra and
Stella composed themselves going to the kitchen, they put on t
shirts but nothing else. They poured a drink sitting opposite each
other and drew their legs up putting their feet on the chairs
leaning on their knees. Sandra’s face had gradually soured. “Fuck I
feel dirty, filthy, I’m a fucking whore. I’m so glad my mother
doesn’t carry on like this, what if she found out what I was
like.”

“Come on
Sandra, you needed to get that out the way. I’m a bit disgusted
myself sitting on his face but fuck we’re human. God can that man
fuck no wonder he gets so much work.”

“Is he a
queer?”

Stella used the
weapon she thought would cure Sandra. “He fucks guys to he’s a male
prostitute.”

“Oh my god that
cock has been up guys arses.”

“That cock has
been up some of the most flamboyant arses in the country.”

“How would he
know if his cock still had shit on it, oh my god Yuk?”

“He’s clean
love had a health check you’re the first one he’s been with since.
You should have seen your look when he parked his cock in front of
your face.” Stella laughed out loud.

“How an earth
does he get that up guys arses, fuck how,” she shivered her
shoulders in disgust. “Uh never again, what a fucking sick minded
disgusting pig.”

Stella topped
up Sandra’s glass and they chatted about tomorrow.


 CHAPTER FIFTY TWO

Stanton had a
hunch and listened to news radio aboard the Marie Celeste in the
cool morning air, if he was right the information he gave Jodi
would have been tampered with. Jodi fussed around the lower deck
preparing herself, coming on deck, receiving praise then
disappearing below deck to change and re do her makeup. The Marie
Celeste brushed the edge of her mooring in Lavender Bay with an
occasional dull bump from wave wash created by harbour ship
traffic. The open rear deck pointed towards Sydney Harbour, Stanton
admired the inspiring backdrop as the traffic of Sydney Harbour
bridge hummed in his ears. He sipped his orange juice and picked up
the sound system remote control to raise the volume, the radio was
overloaded with interviews of everyone who was anyone wanting to
climb on the celebrity wedding bandwagon and Stanton was
uninterested. The main news began and the wedding took prime spot,
Stanton listened with baited breath.

‘A massive
security operation unique in the history of Sydney due to the
current street war will today surround the wedding of retired Eco
party parliamentarian Sandra Lovington and Overlords outlaw
motorcycle club member Bartholomew Ludlow Richmond otherwise known
as Grime. Over three hundred members of the Overlords motorcycle
club will form a guard of honour from the Overlords Bondi clubrooms
for member Grime as he makes his way to St Andrews Cathedral. The
entire St Andrews city block will be closed to traffic including
George Street for the duration of the wedding. Sandra Lovington and
her high profile lawyer father Stanley will be transported to the
Cathedral aboard John Stanton’s iconic 69 Ford Boss Mustang
followed by the wedding party travelling in two ex British royal
Rolls limousines. As many as one thousand outlaw motorcycle club
members are expected to line the wedding party route paying
respects as it makes its way to the reception at Randwick
racecourse. The untouchables including the unbeaten champion
Flaxmead will run in a group one event at Randwick bringing the
reception to a standstill as they join an expected crowd of over
three hundred thousand people to watch the champion black stallion
and its pint sized female jockey. Areas not usually open to public
access will be available to accommodate the expected crowd as the
champion equine take’s on old foes and attempt to break yet another
record in the group one event over two thousand metres. Security
will remain high with random road closures by police until the
reception breaks up just after dark and people are advised to avoid
the area whilst driving. We will update the wedding progress every
fifteen minutes so stay tuned.’

The radio
switched to alternate news items; Stanton turned the volume down
and called to Jodi. She raced on deck she knew the tone of his
voice suggested concern. Stanton was taken back with his wife’s
vivid beauty, he hesitated a few seconds looking at her then asked
a question. “You wrote the press release.”

“Yes you know I
did you read it.”

“Was it
edited?”

“News radio had
a change of editor just last night someone from Canberra is filling
in so the normal editor could attend the wedding.”

“You knew this
was going to happen.”

“No, the normal
editor was really excited when offered a ticket to Randwick
unexpected just yesterday and he was told to take the entire day
off.”

“Who is this
bloke from Canberra?”

“I don’t know I
heard his name mentioned but never rang a bell, why John.”

“You heard the
news.”

“No I turned
the lower deck speakers off the interviews were making me
sick.”

Stanton took a
deep breath. “The most important parts of the media release were
ignored or taken out on purpose. Someone wants Nasih dead apart
from us we’re to close, I thought Nasih was a king pin I could be
wrong. It was made to sound like neither I nor Cadiche would be in
a position to challenge the clan.”

Jodi sat down
next to him looking concerned. “They probably didn’t want to scare
people John.”

“Exactly, I
have reason to believe the clan get information from news radio at
times by reading between the lines, been happening for a week or
so. Nasih is being set up to be gunned down, dead men tell no lies.
I have been feeding alternate information to a suspected leak in
Canberra, it’s being used to modify your media releases believing
them to contain false information.”

“John
really.”

“Listen
carefully there’s a change of plan. The car in Lovington’s garage
looks like FLAXY1, its and automatic replica so you can drive it
through the city. FLAXY1 is in Anthony’s helicopter at the airport,
taken there last night. Anthony brought the Replica here, we
changed them over, took the real one to the airport and returned
without anyone knowing.”

“John Stanton I
thought you were in the toilet for a long time but I was either
asleep or half asleep. Am I going to be an espionage type
person?”

“If that makes
you happy love yes, now listen carefully because I’ll ask you to
repeat instructions after I give them to you.”

As Stanton
briefed Jodi a Rolls limousine with an escort of Overlords with
sore dicks and tired eyes was crossing the harbour bridge
delivering Sandra and Stella to her father’s mansion in Lavender
Bay. Surrounded by police vehicles media and live TV helicopters it
eventually backed into the Lovington’s garage out of sight, a
second Rolls pulled up outside some minutes later and was picked up
by the Overlords escort to return to the clubrooms. The media had
no idea what was going on so they made it up as they went
along.

Grime woke
early fresh as a daisy stepping over naked women some still
receiving a pumping from eager sex lovers. He walked to the beach
past media vehicles and police patrols unaware of who he was, he
strolled along the Bondi sand watching the sun come up and returned
non one was any the wiser. He climbed through the back fence and
passed a beaming Donna on her way out, showered and fresh as a
daisy she said hello then strutted down the road toward the beach
like it was just another day leaving a trail of sore cocks and
dishonoured egos.

Grime and Doc
began the task of preparing themselves and the rest of the club to
make the midday service. Doc walked around in his suit to
familiarise himself with smirks and rude comments but found an air
of respect for his flamboyant courage. He walked outside to inspect
his transport, the first time a Rolls Royce had parked squarely
outside the clubrooms with a direct connection. A man in a grey
suit, tails, white gloves and top hat stood stone faced and
motionless next to the rear door on the footpath, doc began to walk
around the vehicle when the figure spoke. “Corporal Bennet, is it
you.”

Doc looked at
the man, he removed his top hat and Doc could see his smiling face.
“My god, Geoffrey.”

“It is
you.”

“They hugged
each other slapping each others back hard. “Long time man, to long,
I never thought I’d ever see you again.” He pushed Geoffrey away to
arms length and looked at his face. “We’ve aged outside man.”

“We have at
that, what are you doing here, in the wedding party by the
looks.”

Doc looked down
at himself then back at Geoffrey. “I don’t usually dress like this,
I joined these guys not long after leaving the army.”

“Stanton told
me we would be carrying members of a bike club but fuck never
dreamt of finding you.”

Doc opened the
door of the car and looked inside. “What the fuck are you doing
sauntering round in this fucking thing.”

“Me and Dutch
run a security business.”

“Dutch, fuck
you’re joking.”

“Oh no, he’s
alive and well, took him two years to get out of Tel Aviv.”

Doc looked
puzzled. “Tel Aviv, how the fuck did he end up there?”

Dutch put his
hat back on. “I thought you knew.”

“Last I saw
Dutch he disappeared in the water and didn’t come up.”

Geoffrey looked
at the ground. “I’ll be damned; I always thought you swam to the
sub with him.”

Doc squinted
his eyes and looked deep. “I never made the sub and was told he
didn’t either.”

“Fuck, must be
a mix up.”

“Where is
he?”

“With the other
car picking up Lovington’s parents and the bridesmaids.”

“Doc still
looked puzzled. “He told you he made the sub with me, the fucking
sub wasn’t there man. Something fucking not right.”

Geoffrey shook
his head the corners of his mouth bent down in a firm pout. “Ah
it’s not important, maybe I got it fucked up. Don’t know about you
but you’re the first I’ve spoken to about it since I got back other
than Dutch.”

“You sure he
said that.”

“Far as I can
remember but was a long time ago.”

Doc’s face
vented savage remorse but slowly brightened. “Humph, was a long
time ago.”

Geoffrey nodded
lifting one side of his mouth in a half smile. “Yeah, maybe not
long enough, now I’ve seen you I can perceive it all again.”

Doc looked at
the ground and bit his bottom lip. “We got a wedding to do for one
of my best mates, better get on with it.”

Grime walked up
behind Doc looking at the car putting his hand on Doc’s shoulder.
Doc turned round and looked him in the face. “Nice car.”

Grime bent down
looking in the door. “Haven’t been in one of these things for
years, dead cows all over the seats, never was keen on that I love
animals to much.”

Doc slapped him
on the back. “Today is a day we maybe find destiny.”

Grime stood up
looking puzzled. “What do you mean?”

“Sandra.”

Grime smiled.
“Oh yeah, no risk. You look a bit shaken mate, like you seen a
ghost or something.”

“Was along
night, getting through today awake is the next task,” smiled
Doc.

“Better muster
the troop’s mate we have to leave in ten minutes.”

Doc looked up
towards the house; members were filling out of the front door.
“Right oh fucking mount up!” he shouted. “Ten minutes lets fucking
boogie we haven’t got all fucking day.” A media chopper flew low
overhead then round in a circle filming the scene, the footage and
commentary feed direct to news central from the chopper.

‘Looks like
things are right on time here at Bondi Overlords clubhouse, I can
see masses of motorcycles forming up behind a silver Rolls Royce
with Bartholomew Ludlow Richmond otherwise known as Overlords
member Grime standing along side the car in an aqua blue suit and
white lace shirt preparing to leave. There must be at least three
hundred motorcycles the sound is deafening as we sweep past the
landscape at low level. Police are cordoning off streets and
preparing clear passage to contain and control the hoard as it
finally pulls out of the back streets towards the beach. Will be
keeping you informed and plenty of live streaming over to news
central.’

Everyone was
watching TV or listening to the radio including Sandra and her end
of the wedding party. A media chopper buzzed around Lavender Bay
occasionally swooping low over the Lovington home. A female
reporter was running the commentary from the bridal end.

‘Oh yes and I
can confirm as you can see by our exclusive footage that Sandra
Lovington is leaving her parents home here in Lavender Bay with her
bridal party. The garage doors of the Lovington home have opened
and there is the bright red Mustang with John Stanton at the wheel
just pulling up momentarily to wait for a silver Rolls Royce
previously used by the Royal family staging up behind and they are
away. Sandra Lovington is on her way to St Andrews Cathedral, oh
and this is unexpected. Streaming from the basement of the
Lovington home several motorcycles, well just swoop in low they
have surrounded the bridal cars some leading the John Stanton’s
mustang through the back streets of Lavender bay and the rest
following behind six in all. Yes we can confirm as you can clearly
see the insignia on the bikers backs they are members of the
Overlords motorcycle club. The police are now leading the bridal
party and we can see the traffic on the Bradfield Highway being
stopped as the bridal party cross the mount street bridge to take
the on ramp and cross the Harbour Bridge. Police doing a good job
here the bridal party has not had to stop since they left the
Lovington home, back to news central and the Bondi chopper.’

The male
commentator picked up the commentary and live footage from the
centre of Sydney fed to the public.

‘We have the
same from Bondi the groom’s vehicle and over a kilometre of
motorcycles has not had to make one stop police controlling traffic
along the entire route as the procession approached. Grime and his
best man I believe to be called Doc, dressed in aqua blue suits
with white lace shirts and black bow ties are inside the cathedral
awaiting the arrival of bride Sandra Lovington. I have never seen
anything like it just about the entire route from Bondi was dotted
with members of outlaw motorcycle clubs from across the country
parked along side the roadways paying respects brought together by
this bitter street war fought on the streets of Sydney. As they
passed Hyde Park it was clear a large contingent of the Chinese
community were lining the street headed by community leader Wu Far.
We are unfortunately reminded of the danger still persisting on the
streets of Sydney with police snipers clearly visible on the high
buildings surrounding the weddings location as far as two blocks
away including those above Hyde Park. An unfortunate protest of
members of the Middle Eastern community within Hyde Park has become
violent and arrests have been made by police, fortunately the
protesters completely unexpected by authorities have broken up and
dispersed. The protest is believed to be about the police crackdown
on street crime and its demoralising affect on the Middle Eastern
communities and affects on their place in Australian society. The
cathedral block is closed to traffic including George Street and
thousands of onlookers are waiting to see what Sandra Lovington
will be wearing as she steps from the bridal car. Bathurst and
George streets are lined with hundreds of Harley Davidson’s the
riders all members of the Overlords standing patiently by their
machines showing exceptional discipline.’

News radio ran
a split screen of both wedding parties following the bridal
procession across the harbour bridge filmed at bridge level the
chopper flying along side the roadway. The commentary flashed to
the Lavender Bay end.

‘Sandra
Lovington has entered George Street minutes ahead of schedule the
bridal party moving at a cracking pace they should be coming into
sight of the Bathurst street intersection.’

Both choppers
hovered above the cathedral meeting for the first time, the
atmosphere around the cathedral became filled with excitement. The
male commentator took over.

‘Yes and here
they are, travelling very quickly a clear path made by police foot
patrols guiding the bright red mustang to the Bathurst Street
entrance of St Andrews. The bridesmaids climbing from the Rolls as
soon as it pulled up, an air of urgency about the proceedings
considering the current state of affairs on Sydney streets, they
open the passenger door of the mustang and Stanley Lovington is the
first out from the rear of the car. John Stanton not moving from
his seat and there she is for the first time we get a look at
Sandra Lovington’s wedding dress. Now I can tell you from
information given by Jodi Stanton that the dress was Sandra
Lovington’s mothers wedding dress, and has been modified by a
Sydney dressmaker to its current glory and have a look at that. I’m
no wedding dress critic but that looks absolutely beautiful, full
veil over Sandra’s face the trailing veil looking about five metres
long and she is led into the cathedral on the hand of her father.
We won’t be able to cover the closed ceremony, we are informed it
will be short and the wedding party will be heading to Royal
Randwick racecourse in about an hour. Over to news central.’

The commentary
and visual coverage switched to the female commentator inside the
Lavender Bay chopper a long time friend of Jodi Stanton.

‘For the next
hour we will cover the life of Sandra Lovington and the incredible
events leading up to this wedding. With inside help we have been
able to give the public some kind of insight as to why a sitting
member of government would suddenly desert her post and surface
among some of the most disreputable members of the community. We
will now suggest Lovington was nearly killed by clan members
involved in the street war she opted to support and saved from the
jaws of death by John Stanton. She was subsequently placed in the
care of the Overlords motorcycle club where an unstoppable love
affair blossomed culminating in today’s wedding.’

The commentary
from the choppers terminated, they returned to Sydney heliport to
refuel and return as an hour commentary prepared only day’s before
was beamed across the world.


 CHAPTER FIFTY
THREE

The St Andrews
bells broke the crowd’s anticipation and Mr and Mrs Richmond
otherwise known as Sheila and Grime made the short walk to
Stanton’s Mustang waving to the crowd, confetti and rice rained
down from all directions and a kiss before climbing aboard brought
the crowd to a crescendo. Stella helped Grime mother Sandra into
the car and the procession of three cars and over three hundred
motorcycles got under way for the short run to Royal Randwick. As
the commentary programming came to an end they switched back to the
choppers again hovering over the cathedral intersection as the
procession made its way along empty streets turning off George onto
Liverpool Street passed Hyde Park onto Oxford Street onto Flinders
Street Surrey Hills. Both choppers followed the wedding party with
commentary given by the female reporter.

‘What a story
we experienced while vows were exchanged. As we watch the wedding
party make its way down Anzac Parade we can really appreciate the
happy ending to what has otherwise been a nasty drawn out war on
the streets of our most major city. With John Stanton at the wheel
of the wedding car it’s no wonder things have happened with
military precision. The closed reception in a function room above
the Royal Randwick mounting yard will be attended by mainly family
and close friends but they will mingle with the crowd at the
running of the group one thoroughbred race featuring unbeaten
Australian champion race horse Flaxmead and his pint sized jockey
Lindy Cumberland. The pair has put Australian horse racing at the
top of the scale with a string of overseas crushing defeats of
anything the opposition could throw at them. After this appearance
they are again off overseas for tow major group one races in the UK
and America. But today they will again grace the turf of Royal
Randwick incorporating the wedding reception of this incredible
story of true love. Everyone loves a happy ending and if Flaxmead
triumphs here today Sydney will triumph and begin to heal and rise
from its wounds inflicted by this viscous and bloody street
war.’

The procession
reached Anzac Parade and Lang Road Centennial Park just short of
Royal Randwick but things took a puzzling turn as the mustang
turned into Lang Road and the two Rolls continued along Anzac
Parade and both sticking to the scheduled route to the main
entrance of Royal Randwick some two minutes away. The entire
procession of Overlords members followed the mustang entering the
Jervois Street Gate of Centennial Parklands and parking along side
the roadway not far into the park. The police had it covered as
over one thousand outlaw motorcycle riders had converged at this
spot, the female commentator and her chopper crew stuck with the
mustang. The scent in the air changed as the gentle warm breeze
carried the pleasant bouquet of pollen and freshly mowed lawns
drifting in the air from the all-embracing manicured parklands. The
female reporter became most excited.

‘This is not
part of the schedule and for those not watching the live footage
there must be over a thousand motorcycles parked in Centennial Park
the riders walking around the parklands in the vicinity of the
Jervois Street Gate looks like they were expecting this. I can see
they all have outlaw insignia on their backs of different
denomination. A Bridesmaid has jumped from the passenger seat of
John Stanton’s car I believe that would be her close friend known
as Stella and helping Sandra Lovington and her new husband out of
the car. They are embracing many of the riders as the Overlords
continue to peel in from Jervois Street looks absolute kayos down
there as they look for parking spots. Lovington has removed her
headdress and veil and standing near the car with her husband
greeting people as they come by. I have no idea why this happened
but from the conduct of the police and people in the area seems to
be causing no concern.’

The commentary
switched to the second chopper covering the rest of the wedding
party.

‘Well the
wedding party have alighted from their stately transport and been
quickly mustered into the Royal Randwick main building, people
taking advantage of access points round the building and grounds to
get a look at what they thought would be the happy couple. A lot
now heading towards the parade ring as the star of the equine
racing world Flaxmead is in the being led to the mounting yard and
his jockey Cumberland has weighed in and waiting talking with what
looks like Bevan Stanwell the prime minister and his wife at the
viewing area along side the mounting yard. Interesting point for
the first time John Stanton is not along side Cumberland as she
waits but police officer Page the Cadiche man certainly is. Stanton
currently protecting the wellbeing of Lovington and her entourage
it’s over to Centennial Park.’

News central
changed commentary.

‘Plenty of
photos being taken here, Stanton has not shown himself choosing to
stay in his car probably attending to complex monitoring systems
apparently mounted in his vehicle or so we are led to believe. Some
action now looks like, yes Lovington and her husband Grime are
getting back into the car waving to the masses of bikers
surrounding them getting ready to move on hopefully to the
reception.’

News central
again switched commentator, the interesting non scheduled event at
Centennial Park had added several thousand interested viewers and
listeners to the commentary.

‘Flaxmead is
now in the mounting yard and Cumberland has finished her
conversation with the prime minister and his wife and she is
preparing to mount Flaxmead. If Lovington rolls up in five minutes
which would be the travelling time from where she currently is will
be a tug of war on if to watch Lovington Roll up or Flaxmead run
here today. We are sweeping around past the main entrance now and
can see the mustang barrelling down Alison road under escort from
police the car is alone no motorcycle escort from the Overlords
they all remain in Centennial Park. As we sweep back around past
the mounting yard Lindy Cumberland has mounted Flaxmead and he is
putting on a hell of a show as he struts past the crowd along the
access path to the track. As we sweep hard back around again
Stanton has taken his car along Doncaster avenue going in the first
gate driving right up to the Paddock grandstand the car
disappearing out of sight undercover.’

News central
switched commentator for an interesting update from the female
commentator.

‘News here is a
huge screen mounted on the back of semi trailer has just driven
into the Jervois Street entrance and our live newsreel is beaming
to the gathered bikers and we will be going to the race in just a
couple of minutes. We will now leave the space above the park and
head to Randwick covering the race giving two angles from the air
for our viewers.’

The commentary
switched to the alternate chopper high above the starting gate.

‘Here at
Randwick the two thousand metre starting gate is in view of the
grandstand just to the punters left and Flaxmead can hear the crowd
roar when he starts, this is said to spur him on for the one
complete lap of the course before crossing the line right in front
of the winners circle below the members lounge. The field is being
loaded into the gates Flaxmead is putting on the usual show and I
have noticed Cumberland dismount and remount after talking to the
pretentious steed I’m told this is not unusual.’

Commentators
were quickly switched.

‘We are way
above the grandstand area and Sandra Lovington and her husband have
just shaken hands with prime minister Stanwell and his wife before
being given a spot in front of the winning post with Flaxmead’s
owners schoolchildren Anna and Dylan Fields from the Hunter Valley.
They have only just made it. We will now hand you over to the
Randwick race commentator.’

‘And Flaxmead
in a wild mood today is last in, drawing the outside barrier may
favour Brazen Heart drawing barrier one on the inside of turn four
where the two thousand metre start here at Randwick. Celtic storm
rearing up in barrier six the handlers calm her down. Standing by,
lights on and their away.’ The crowd let out a deafening roar. ‘And
Brazen Heart starts well with holding the rail with Celtic Strom on
the outside and Flushing Meadow three wide followed by Wolf
Sheppard Blunderbuss and the New Zealand stayer Roman Rage three
wide. Carronade Laura Lee and Billers Row right behind all from the
Leroy stable with Fortitude Chimney Sweep and Tuckers Might tucked
in behind and following closely, Sanda Warrior sitting just in
front of Flaxmead bringing up the rear. They sit together looking
solid in their places going into turn one, Lindy Cumberland
struggling with Flaxmead at the rear of the field looks like he
wants to bolt spurred on by this massive vocal crowd here today.
Going into turn two its Celtic Storm owned and trained by Scott
Ross Hildebrand pulling away from Brazen Heart and the third of the
untouchables Flushing Meadow goes with him. The field begins to
loose ground as the leading three up the pace Flaxmead ten length’s
back still in a close last position, Sanda Warrior moves to the
outside and eats up the pack Flaxmead goes with him. They continue
to make ground around turn three Flaxmead loafing along beside the
Leroy trio still right behind Sanda Warrior. Cumberland struggling
to contain the champ today as he shakes his head and losses rhythm
looks like he wants to get on with it but the pint size pilot
having none of it standing in the saddle well above his ears and
yelling at the monster. Turn three leads straight into turn four
here at and with five hundred to go and Flaxmead goes wide.’

Lindy
Cumberland pulled the right reign and shouted to Flaxmead as she
tucked in behind his ears and the surrounding jockeys heard a
familiar war cry. “Go Flaxy Go!”

‘And Cumberland
lets the monster loose, how many times have we seen this but never
ceases to amaze. Flaxmead eats up Flushing Meadow running third,
passes Brazen Heart waving to jockey Simon Adams to second and runs
well wide of Celtic Storm Cumberland giving another wave to guest
Irish jockey Sinead Courtney one of the first professional jockeys
to ride Flaxmead before he came to Australia and is quoted of
saying give me that horse and I’ll give you the world. I can see
Courtney shaking her head as she powers on to stay ahead of Brazen
Heart bearing down on them attempting to go with Flaxmead. With two
hundred to go Flaxmead thunders towards the grandstand rail kicking
up another notch to pass her young owners with Dylan Fields on the
shoulders of a man in a blue suit at the winning post, don’t know
who he is but he has a bride next to him has to be Sandra Lovington
I’ve been watching telly. And it’s Flaxmead all the way now just
breaking into full stride before crossing the line ten lengths
ahead of Celtic Storm just ahead of Flushing Meadow by a nose
Meadow near running her stable mate down in the last fifty just
clear of Prendergast trained Brazen Heart for third and I’m sure
Jack Prendergast wherever he may be would be proud to have his
champion run with this pack here today and his legacy of fifty
years in the racing industry shows itself again here today. And the
untouchable from the Harper stable in the Hunter Valley strike
again here at Randwick with a one two three.’

Flaxmead
thundered by just metres from Sandra’s face and she caught a sniff
of his unmistakable odour as he passed the winning post screaming
out his cry of the Banshee. A man of Middle Eastern appearance
climbing into a truck parked next to Flaxmead’s float covered his
ears, he could hear the piercing scream above the deafening roar of
the crowd, and he briefly looked towards the track winning post
somehow feeling the cry was directed at him. Lovington laughed as
she brushed pieces of the Randwick turf from the front of her
wedding dress kicked up by Flaxmead as he thundered past. A piece
had lodged in her cleavage and Grime was laughing as he picked it
up with two fingers and put it in his pocket.

“That was
unreal, never seen anything like it,” said Grime.

“What an
unbelievable feeling I couldn’t shout loud enough, we must come see
him run again,” replied Sandra kissing Grime on the lips. The
surrounding crowd let out a yell reacting to the couple’s antics.
Returning to the winner’s circle Cumberland pulled Flaxmead up in
front of her owners Anna and Dylan, the crowd was roaring with
approval around them. “God he’s magnificent,” added Sandra.
Flaxmead reared up further screams filled the air driven by
Flaxmead’s powerful lungs. Sandra and Grime looked at the towering
black steed with blank faces of awe, the horse and its rider moved
towards the winners circle to their left. “Good she’s tinny how an
earth does she control that brute,” commented Sandra. Anna and
Dylan Fields bid Sandra and Grime goodbye as did the Fields family
making their way through the crowed. Sandra and Grime joined
members of the wedding party and headed up to the official
reception. Bevan Stanwell climbed in his ministerial vehicle with
his wife and left the meeting, they were all winners.
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Cadiche stuck
to Flaxmead and Cumberland like glue. He had noticed the odd Middle
Eastern face in the crowd some looking unmistakably like clan
members but he was far to focused to even think about it. He
escorted Flaxmead and his entourage back to the float, the first
thing he noticed was the crate and the truck hauling it had gone.
As soon as he could he called Stanton via the satellite phone from
the cover of Stanton’s hummer. “You’re not going to believe this
but the crate and its fucking truck is missing, gone, some bastards
knocked it off in all the excitement.”

Stanton sitting
in his car parked in the rear of Anthony’s chopper just over the
way at Sydney’s Kingsford Smith Airport studied his computer read
out. “I know that boy.”

“What the fuck
Stanton I’m fucking busy here, what the fucks going on.”

“Make sure that
horse and its team get back to the Hunter in one piece. I tell you
the establishments after him again. Only the fact that your there
and two choppers flying around beaming live footage to the public
has stopped them having a go. The wedding was a godsend to us and a
pain in the arse to the misguided among the racing fraternity.”

“I have no idea
where the fucking crate is Stanton what a fuck up.”

“Ah but I do.”
Stanton pushed the enter button on his keyboard and a screen
appeared relaying live footage from his satellites of the M5
Freeway just west of Moorebank clearly showing a red flashing
marker over a truck heading west along the roadway. A truck with an
old horse crate mounted on the tray. “I’ll call Jodi and tell her I
won’t be home for tea.”

“Where the fuck
are you going Stanton.”

“You know the
information is always on need to know basis and currently you have
a very important focus and don’t need to know, the crate has a
tracking device that can be traced by the surveillance
satellites.”

“Fuck me, look
I’m gone there’s more people around this fucking horse than you can
poke a stick at. All those overseas weirdoes that follow you around
with automatic weapons under their jacket all think you’re hiding
under the grandstand in your car.”

Stanton
chuckled under his breath. “Their harmless and wont let anything
happen to you, Jodi will take the replica back to Newcastle without
showing her face and they’ll be none the wiser. Get on it boy see
ya home tonight, don’t scratch the Hummer. Tomorrow you’ll be
busier than a cat trying to bury shit in a marble staircase if my
beliefs are correct.” Stanton zoomed his camera on a two cars
following the truck.

“That’s just
fucking dandy Stanton, out of the frying pan and into the fire no
doubt. Fuck someone’s climbed under the barrier and approaching the
float I’m gone.”

Stanton put his
phone down and studied the vehicles closely. An instruction was
given to make sure the trucks fuel tank was drained near empty so
it had to stop not long after being picked up and sure enough it
accessed the Pheasants nest first fuel stop on the Hume Highway
heading south west towards Canberra. The truck fuelled under the
diesel bowsers awning of the complex and Stanton couldn’t see what
went on but the escort vehicles pulled up in the cafeteria car park
together and Stanton got a look at the occupants head dresses and
all. He played with his new toy zooming the lens of the satellite
camera as far out as it would go, the men exchanged cigarettes
talking and stretching their legs. Stanton got a fix on the vehicle
carrying his target verifying his location; he gave Anthony waiting
patiently in the pilot’s seat via the choppers onboard
communication system. “Get us up; south west along the Hume Highway
let me know when we pass the Pheasants nest.”

“Okay starting
engine,” Anthony communicated with the aircraft controllers in
Kingsford Smith tower and within minutes they were airborne. They
tracked low south over Botany Bay turning south west over Kurnell
tracking a line for Waterfall and Bowral. When clear of tower radar
they dropped to a thousand metres and changed course to intersect
the Hume Highway at the Pheasants nest.

Stanton
continued to monitor the truck and its escort, as Anthony sighted
the Pheasant’s nest the truck being visually tracked in far more
efficient fashion than Stanton could have dreamed of turned off the
Hume heading into Mittagong, a loop bearing east from the Hume,
part of a tourist drive that also took in Bowral through the
picturesque south highlands of Southern Sydney gracing Moss Vale
then again joining the Hume Highway. He asked Anthony to follow the
Hume then the Mittagong turn off; as they progressed the truck
entered a lone property in East Bowral and faded from sight inside
a building just as Anthony banked around the Bowral Township. They
decided to land at Mittagong airstrip twenty minutes from the
trucks location by car just north of Bowral towards Sydney, the
only place an aircraft would not attract too much attention; it was
deserted when they arrived. Anthony was on the ground for thirty
seconds; he saw his father roar off towards the airstrip exit, he
took off raising the cargo ramp and headed for Canberra.

The back road
from Mittagong airstrip to the target property was not mustang
country, rough, winding more apt for a four wheel drive rally car.
Stanton slowed past the property entrance; he could see the house
and outbuildings from the road. The sign by the gate said the place
was a film and music recording studio, the driveway was the only
access, Stanton double checked by using his spy satellite. The
twenty or so acre property had six foot fences all round with barb
wire capping, great to keep people out but in Stanton’s favour
stopped people getting out especially with one driveway. He noticed
a man standing outside the outhouse race inside after seeing
Stanton’s vehicle ambling along outside. Stanton cursed and called
in the dogs, he waited just in sight on the slim bitumen road both
vehicles having to put two wheels on the shoulder to pass each
other. As soon as sirens could be heard in the far distance a
vehicle made a break for it from the out building where the truck
and escort vehicles had been hidden. Stanton had anticipated this
and had an M50 snipers rifle balanced on the door of his car. The
vehicle was not the one he had seen Nasih climb into at the
Pheasants nest so he immobilised it by shooting out the front tyre
and blasting holes in the vehicles radiator. He casually replaced
the rifle after dismantling in its case then stowing the case in
the boot. The occupants of the immobilised vehicle took flight
towards the property extremity keeping the immobilised vehicle
between them and Stanton for cover as they raced toward their
destination.

The second
vehicle a black hummer then made a break; this was the vehicle
Stanton wanted. As the hummer raced past the immobilised vehicle a
burst of automatic gunfire cut the retreating occupants to pieces,
dead men tell no lies. Stanton muttered to himself, “you fucking
dirty bastards.” It smashed through the gate and Stanton followed
as it took to the road in the direction of Bowral then turning left
down a side road heading south for Moss Vale a move Stanton
expected to avoid attending authorities. He allowed the vehicle to
gain ground until just out of sight and tracked its turns via
visual from his satellite. Police entered the lone property and
after a short gunfight with two remaining persons in the out
building took control of the area. Information supplied from an
unknown source had the attending police open up the supporting
spars of a crate found on a flat top truck; they found substantial
amounts of narcotics and automatic military weapons. CI David
Stokes was informed, he was attending the Randwick race
meeting.

Stanton had
problems programming the camera lens of his satellite and follow
the hummer’s location so he pulled over concentrating on keeping it
on screen he was beginning to loose the satellite. He assessed
things looked bleak but in a stroke of providence the hummer went
to ground at the end of a one way lane in an abandoned quarry, it
parked out of sight and waited. He still felt helpless wanting to
take Nasih alive and summoned his son approaching from the west
some two kilometres away, he put down on the thin roadway in front
of his fathers car and as his wheels touched the ground his father
shot the mustang into the belly of the chopper and it took to
flight. This attracted the attention of authorities only a few
kilometres away, Anthony buzzed the quarry the hummer’s occupants
thinking the chopper was operated by the powers that be made a
break through Moss Vale and onto the Hume Highway heading in the
direction of Sydney. Stanton was about to abort when the hummer
again made a desperate move turning of the Hume onto the back roads
west of Bowral. Anthony brought his fathers attention to an
accident five kilometres toward Sydney on the Hume blocking the
road traffic building up behind the mess. Stanton wondered how the
occupants of the hummer knew of the road blockage and took an
alternate route or had they taken a back route to make open
confrontation difficult, he wasn’t sure. He had vehicle
registration details giving leads in Sydney and some face
recognition files from personnel in the Hummer one now verified as
Idris Nasih. Taking them out would be easy, taking them alive much
more difficult, desperate men of a different culture he had
witnessed this many times. He then received a call from Anthony.
“Incoming on radar dad, ID readout air police tracking to Bowral
ten kilometres to our north east, they would know something was
here they are changing course tracking our way.”

Stanton called
it off. “Hug the ground head for home.” Anthony swung north east
away from the Hume clipping the tree tops, when well clear of the
identified authorities and radar was clear he gained height and
speed heading for Newcastle.
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Stanton had
been in his basement lair for some time before Jodi parked the
FLAXY1 replica in the garage, Cadiche was not far behind her after
successfully dispatching Flaxmead and his team to Shangri La in the
Hunter Valley. They were all tired and with a myriad of information
Stanton acted nonchalant asking Cadiche to be back at his place at
first light, Cadiche and Kay left and Stanton joined Jodi already
fast asleep after a big day, he checked the location of overseas
authorities agents, all was well. He set the alarm system climbed
into bed and the night came in.

At Bondi the
Overlords were just starting to party, no one knew where Jodi had
taken Sandra and Grime after the reception they were to return in
tomorrow afternoon. Donna and several other maidens had come back
to have their fill of the festivities, they tried to have her beg
for mercy but it just wasn’t happening. Cocaine, marijuana,
powerful amphetamines, gallons of alcohol and rock hard cock was
all on the menu as the gathered partied well into the night. All
was not as well as it seemed, Sandra’s mother had been introduced
to some of the members during the reception, she couldn’t help
herself. She knew Donna from social circles speaking to her at
Randwick mixing with the crowd, Donna just happened to mention she
knew some of the members and the conversation changed tack. Donna
and Diane had affairs with the same men at times, stories relayed
to Diane had her heart racing, chest heaving and nipples hardening.
She teamed up with Donna after the reception under the guise of a
business meeting with Donna discreetly meeting two members of the
well hung Overlords in a quiet spot in Centennial Park. They blew
their partners in record time changing over and blowing them again,
Diane partaking in a line of cocaine for the first time became
insatiable. She was heralded back to the clubrooms with Donna and
Diane revelled in being fondled by so many men, she had command
over them allowing them to play with her body, the nipples of her
ample bosom just showing above her bra line and having them grope
her vagina up her dress she never wore any panties. She found an
empty room and began fully servicing member after member, she was
hooked, her eyes filled with fire as the willing pumped away
sucking her irresistible breasts and tonguing her pretty mature
face. Every time a penis entered her vagina she felt liberated,
free, she fondled the skin of their bare buttocks controlling the
length and speed of strokes moaning with absolute pleasure. She
lost all concept of time.

A black Hummer
rumbled along the Sydney city streets, the two occupants argued
about where they should spend the night. The vehicle stunk of fast
food and cigarettes. They were tired, desperate, could see no means
of income and wanted to do something about it but what. A big man,
nearly seven feet, rounded and stocky with small hands at the wheel
of the vehicle argued with his passenger, speaking English they
displayed wide Middle Eastern accents. “I don’t fucking care where
we fucking stay, we must leave early for Hedland.”

The small
figure in the passenger seat still wearing dark glasses in the
black of night looked faded and forlorn. “I am not driving all the
way to fucking Hedland and showing our face could be dangerous.
Whoever it was in that chopper knows who we are could be the police
or Australian immigration authorities. ”

The driver
turned onto George Street loafing along looking for contacts along
the footpath. “We have been fucking wiped out, I see no one.”

“To much going
on today, this fucking wedding and that fucking horse. We fucked
up.”

“Could be
Stanton.”

“He was at
Randwick when we were hit, you heard our man tell us that on the
phone. His vehicle was parked under cover our man was looking at
it.”

“I saw the red
car behind us when we left the studio.”

“You’re making
things up, that was the police the red car could have been anyone a
local who knows.”

“We can live on
the launch in Hedland, stay low for a while. Build up some stock
and bring it down in small quantities.”

“I am not
interested in small change; I have to supply money to the
cause.”

“You tell me
nothing of this; we make millions where has it gone.”

The small
passenger became agitated and shouted across at the giant driver.
“You will ask no questions, it is not a concern of yours where the
money goes.”

“All my family
is dead, my friends all dead. The foundation of what we do is
crumbling and you demand money for people we don’t even fucking
know. Have these people raced to our defence and rescue yet. I see
fucking no one just me and you.”

The small man
looked out the window at the passing pedestrians and the bright
lights. “This will all fade to ashes, when we have control of the
weapon of Armageddon we will be a slave to no one and control
everything.”

“I wanted to
buy a taxi and bring up my family in peace, this is not why I
came.”

The small man
took off his glasses and looked stone faced at his associate. “That
is beyond you and I now, unless we hold power we will perish. We do
not fit here, unless we can dominate the landscape the infidels
will change us. I do not care for democracy or freedom just money
and power.”

“I like it
here, I can shop without being followed. I can go to the beach when
I want. If I get sick I can see a doctor.”

“When the time
comes you will fight. Now go to the Harbour Towers.”

“This is
madness, our associates are angry with us we have no power to
dictate to them, we never have and we have no money to ensure our
safety.”

“I have a plan,
we need to rest and think clearly in the morning.”

The driver
turned towards the Harbour Towers. “We have lost all and have no
direction. Tomorrow we leave for Hedland, pull back it is the only
thing that makes sense.”

“Before the sun
rises we will see, for now I am broken and need rest.”


 CHAPTER FIFTY SIX

Sandra and
Grime listened to the wave’s splash against the rocks below in the
early light. They were enjoying their morning walk hand in hand
along the foreshore; they waited for the sun to burst across the
water when Sandra noticed a familiar figure standing high on the
cliff ahead of them. “That’s Stanton,” commented Sandra. “I hear
there was a place he comes to in the morning to watch the sun rise.
Jodi mentioned it but didn’t say where.”

A black Ford GT
Falcon pulled up in the car park behind Stanton, they could see
Cadiche alight from the vehicle and stand beside Stanton holding
the guard rail above the crashing waves on the rocks below. Sandra
and Grime stopped where they were two hundred metres away down the
cliff top walkway holding each other awaiting the suns arrival,
something new for them that now held a special significance.
Stanton and Cadiche stood in silence as the golden beams of the sun
struck their face and lit up the parklands behind them. Stanton
closed his eyes behind his gold rim ray bans and Cadiche bowed his
head as they remembered the fallen gone in efforts to support their
way of life. Dotted around the parklands standing by cars parked by
roadways an array of persons wearing suits from several democracies
also stood with heads bowed, Stanton was not alone.

“I fucked it up
boy, couldn’t nail Nasih.”

“I heard about
the collar in Bowral, thank fuck that lot didn’t make the
street.”

“Far as I know
that’s it but I could be wrong. Nasih is not the king pin, I’ve
made a nice fucking mess of this.”

Cadiche looked
at Stanton with smiled then back down at the waves crashing below.
The sea air filled his nostrils and cleared his head for the day
ahead. “It was a big day, no one was hurt and we collared a
shipment. Your fucking bad mannered horse ran like the wind and
Jodi organised and pulled off the wedding of the year. Where
exactly did you fuck up?”

“Flying around
the fucking countryside fucking one of my boys around risking his
very livelihood, we have to finish this we need Nasih and he’s in
Sydney.”

“Fucking where
in Sydney?”

“Do you have
anything on them blokes who were shot down in East Bowral, a
recording studio was the business.”

“They were
refuges, flew in under asylum from Syria two years ago.”

Stanton looked
at Cadiche and a warm smile filled his face, he put his hand on
Cadiche’s shoulder and shook him. “You’re getting good boy. Who
processed their paperwork?”

“Fuck I don’t
know that Stanton.”

“There in lies
the clue to tracking down the misguided leading to the evil.”

“Could be some
poor bastard just trying to save himself.”

Stanton pouted
with a nod. “Indeed, does Nasih fit this bill or was he planted,
does he have connections in high places?”

“Fucking
questions Stanton what the fuck I don’t know.”

“Well let’s go
get him alive and find out. Few members of government currently
hiding under a rock waiting to see how much we can get out of him,
we have to get him then the street war is over for a couple of
years anyway.”

“If you know
who they are why don’t you move on em?”

“I have strong
reason to believe they may be implicated, it’s up to the
authorities to verify the suspicions and act on them should they be
proven correct.”

“You’ve been
blowing a few of them away.”

Stanton was
silent for a few seconds, he displayed no facial emotion. “Dabbling
in military and matters of defence at a level affecting and
spilling into public domains is a risky business. I’m sure now some
see the dangers of going to war even if they believe it will not
affect them. These people cannot hide behind the public or move
among them without being singled out and dealt with. They fight a
war terrifying the public for financial and power gain some
directly connected with radical government bodies, terrorism.”

They stood in
silence for a few seconds. “Where do we find this Nasih?”

“I sent you the
vehicle particulars to double check.”

“Yeah, matches
the information you sent I just got it while driving down
here.”

“Then Nasih is
at the Harbour Towers and will make a run for Port Hedland in WA
before lunch by road.”

“Fuck Stanton
you sure, how do you work that out.”

“He can’t do
anything else, his government links have dried up across the globe
and the king pin has dropped him like a hot brick. The only thing
that will keep him alive is what he knows and he has to go
somewhere I can take him without any fuss and pass him on, the open
road.”

“How the fuck
do you know that.”

Stanton smiled
with a snigger. “I’ve told you many times, you need to know on a
need to know basis. Some powerful people need the information Nasih
has so it can be verified, then the chain will be broken and you’ll
be busy arresting a few members of government. One of them may be
Sandra down there trying to work out what the fuck’s gone on.”

“Sandra, what,
fuck you must be joking?”

“Go down there,
pick her up and take them back to their hotel before they get their
arse blown off. If Sandra hadn’t been kept in the public eye since
the marina fire she would be dead. She was involved in bringing in
those Syrian blokes gunned down in East Bowral and many others
linked to the clan when she held the government portfolio, not one
of em came here in a leaky boat.”

Cadiche stood
up he had been leaning on the guard rail looking at the sea, he
looked Stanton in the face. “Sandra was conned man, you know her
she was just young and naive.”

“Maybe so but
her and Green have information that may tip the balance when ready
and I’d say Greens dead so it leaves Sandra. That’s why I gave her
to the Overlords to look after.”

“You seen it
yourself, she was raped by the Khalid brothers, they were going to
knock her off.”

Stanton looked
at Cadiche with look of clean suggestion. “Or was she fucking them
to get something and I just happened to walk in on it.”

Cadiche put one
hand on top of his head shaking his head at the same time. “Fuck
Stanton, can’t anything be just straight forwards. I’ll stash em in
their hotel I think Jodi is taking them back to Sydney mid morning
then come round your place. I can see why Nasih is so important so
let’s get on with it.”

Stanton slapped
Cadiche on the back with a grin, Cadiche walked to his car and
roared off towards Sandra and Grime.

Cadiche arrived
at Stanton’s just as Jodi was leaving to pick up Sandra and Grime.
She took her own vehicle a Honda accord, her schedule was to be
back by evening after dropping Sandra and Grime to Bondi. Stanton
kissed her goodbye and arranged to have a late dinner at a
waterside club in Newcastle. They watched her saunter down the
street and when out of sight accessed the lair with urgency. They
sat down at the computer screens everything they could muster was
scanning for a black hummer, all the information they had was
injected into Australian authority’s investigation lines. “What the
fuck do we do now,” asked Cadiche.

“We wait, I got
my money on Harbour Towers, they’ll head out of town through the
Blue Mountains then North on the inland road to Cloncurry in
Queensland then across to the Tennant Creek in the Northern
Territory up to Katharine then west across the top to North
WA.”

“You into
gambling now Stanton?”

“Considering
the circumstances they are perceptions of a calculated risk.
There’s a difference in a gamble in comparison to a calculated
risk. This would be a win win for Nasih, if he makes Hedland he can
start to build again after knocking of the king pin parked on a
motor launch in the bay. On the other hand if I get him he’ll plea
bargain with the powerful information he possess with the overseas
authorities I hand him over to. Either way he’ll end up a rich man
just before I blow his fucking head off; get the way it works now.
He’s not been around in this environment for two years because he’s
stupid.”

“I bet ya ten
bucks that’s all bullshit and they’re trying to leave the country
with help from their mates.”

Stanton shot
his hand out and they shook. “No worries you’re on.”

As soon as they
stopped shaking hands the computer’s incoming alarm brought their
attention to a vehicle wanted for not paying for fuel in the town
of Bathurst just the other side of the New South Wales central
tablelands on the route from Sydney to Dubbo a town that would give
access to the inland northern highway. The vehicle was a black
hummer registration number matching that of their target. Stanton
hacked the complaint file and viewed the supplied video footage.
“There you go, a one Idris Nasih, hand over the ten bucks you
haven’t paid me the last bet I won either.”

“Fuck me,
that’s fucking bullshit.”

“We’ll use
FLAXY1 Nasih knows what it looks like and may come quietly.”

“Bathurst is
over three hundred ks how we gonna catch the bastard, hell be in
Queensland before we catch him.”

Stanton rang
Anthony on the satellite phone and he left his Port Stephens home
heading for the Rutherford airport where his chopper was prepared
on the apron. Stanton studied the road network north of Dubbo on a
military satellite site and attempted to find the hummer west of
Bathurst on the main road to Orange with one of his camera spies
where he estimated the vehicle would currently be. With no tracking
device this took longer than his patience could stand with no
tracking device on the hummer but eventually it was picked up ten
kilometres short of Orange. Cadiche erased the fuel stealing
complaint from police files to avoid the vehicle being hounded by
road patrols. Stanton also sent information to British Military
Intelligence after he pinpointed a lonely stretch of road to carry
out the operation. Five kilometres short of the town of Eumungerie,
a small bush hamlet off the side of the main road north from Dubbo,
the Castlereagh Highway, is a patch of thick scrub encompassing the
road. Hidden on the western edge of the scrub is a clearing used to
gain gravel for roadwork’s, it is big enough to land a Sikorsky S92
chopper and hide it from view whilst on the ground.

Stanton checked
FLAXY1 for the correct weapons and fuel load then left with Cadiche
along side him, they accessed Anthony’s chopper and in within
minutes were airborne heading north west for Dubbo. Arriving at the
coordinates Anthony found the clearing in the patch of heavily
wooded medium scrub and put his chopper down kicking up blinding
dust for hundreds of metres around. The landscape was rough clear
of the cargo bay loading ramp and Stanton slowly eased his vehicle
out of the clearing and waited just short of the main road on the
short dirt access was through the scrub. All his spy satellites
were out of range so Anthony took to the air scanning the road from
a distance and within minutes reported a black hummer travelling at
high speed only five kilometres short of their location. Cadiche
was pissed off with the military precision Stanton had applied
leading to the final move to shut down the street war and still
refused to hand over the ten bucks he owed Stanton. Anthony
declared the road clear for ten kilometres either side of their
location other than the approaching hummer, not unusual on this
roadway. Stanton ambled onto the road way blocking both lanes and
Stanton hacked police communications in Dubbo and Gilgandra having
road blocks set up to stop traffic accessing the scene under the
guise of the a fatal accident blocking the highway.

Stanton stood
on the white line, his full length leather coat blew in the wind,
the sun reflected off his gold ray ban glasses and he could just
make out the Hummer approaching from the south. The big man was
driving and squinted at the horizon. “What the fuck is this,” he
began to slow then it became clear what was standing before
them.

“Fucking
Stanton,” said the smaller passenger.

The driver
pulled his weapon and began to open his window. “I fucking kill
this infidel.”

The small
passenger grabbed the weapon as the driver was about to take aim
out the window. They struggled and the hummer weaved across the
road into the dirt verge then back beginning to snake backwards and
forwards, the driver fought him off but before he could discharge
his weapon the small passenger drew a pistol from his body holster,
grabbed the driver’s woolly black hair and shouted in his face.
“Are you mad, this man can help us escape.” The driver began to
turn his weapon on the passenger, a shot rang out and the driver’s
body went limp as his brains blew out the side of his head and out
the window into the wind. The Hummer drifted sideways on the dirt
hit the bitumen edge and flipped over nose to tail several times
coming to a stop upside down twenty metres short of Stanton whom
had not moved a muscle. The drivers head had become half detached
hanging by a thread of ligament and muscle decapitated by the
impact cutting his neck as his head went out the window caught
between the road and roof edge on impact. The small passenger had
been thrown clear through the windscreen and laid on the bitumen
his weapon metres from him was covered in covered in blood brain
matter.

Stanton walked
up and stood over him, the wheels of the hummer spinning freely
gradually coming to a stop as it lay upside down. The small man
quite coherent held his arm and leg in pain, dust drifted across
the clearing filling the air above them as Anthony put his chopper
down and lowered the ramp. The small man looked up at Stanton and
as the noise from the chopper abated Stanton growled at him. “Idris
Nasih.”

“Yes,”
whimpered Nasih.

“The street war
is over, you’re fucked, you should have kept shovelling horse shit
for Delores. Now do you want to live or die?”

Cadiche shouted
from the open door of FLAXY1 “Anthony tells me he has incoming
probably a chopper, air police!”

Stanton
continued paying the remark no attention. He walked to Nasih’s
weapon picking it up by the handle the only part not covered in
blood and body tissue, he studied it with an inquisitive look,
frowned and held it in front of Nasih’s face. “A Colt 45, weapon of
the wild west and you created your own wild west in the suburbs of
Sydney.” He cleaned the weapon on Nasih’s shirt, he recognised it.
"Where did you get this" he asked sternly.

"A beautiful
women with long black hair, it was hers. I keep it to use to kill
her when I find her, she killed my brother."

Stanton stuck
it in his belt. “Bella Elizabeth Fonteyn, won't happen, I’ll leave
the remaining cartridges in the chamber for your mates when I find
them. Now, you going back to Sydney with the Cadiche man to be
tried for murder or coming with me?”

Nasih slumped
back on the ground banging his head on the road surface. “I
talk.”

Stanton picked
him up and leant him against the crashed hummer; he appeared to
have superficial injuries to his arm and leg. A Bell Ranger chopper
circled the scene and put down a few metres from the crashed
vehicle, the pilot kept the motor humming as a man in a suit
climbed from the machine and ran across to Stanton. “John, am I
late.” They shook hands.

“Bruce Hurst,
they send the best must be one important messenger we have
here.”

Hurst looked at
Nasih plunging a syringe into his arm and injecting fluid. “You
don’t know just how important John, we will be taking him to…”

“Where ever you
take him is a need to know basis and I don’t need to know, I do
need to know what he tells you as soon as possible.” He placed the
Colt 45 in Hurst's hand, handle first. "Take this to Bella, tell
her not to loose the fucking thing again."

“Humph, of
course, it's hers."

"It's ours, no
other colt like it, converted to a 44 magnum. I'll have to ask her
myself, she may know something she thinks is irrelevant."

"Of course
John, Sorry.”

Cadiche
screamed from the car to be heard above the noise. “Come on Stanton
I don’t know what the fuck your doing but we don’t have much time,
the road blocks are down and the patrols are on the way here.”

Stanton looked
back at Cadiche for a second then back to Hurst and Nasih as Hurst
supported Nasih and began to help him to the chopper, they shouted
to be heard. “Will he talk with that shot you gave him,” shouted
Stanton.

“Yes, he’ll be
very cooperative.”

Stanton
summoned Cadiche with a hand gesture, he ran to Stanton’s side they
glared at Nasih. “Listen to this,” Stanton raised his voice. “Have
you fucked Sandra Lovington in the Harbour View?”

Nasih summoned
some energy in his voice. “I fucked Sandra Lovington one too many
times as has many.”

“Come on
Stanton we gotta get the fuck out of here,” urged Cadiche.

“Do you know
where Fred Green is?”

“Dead you will
find nothing.”

“Look after
yourself Bruce,” shouted Stanton.

They watched
Hurst bundle Nasih into the chopper, it lifted from the roadway and
shot off to the east at tree top height. Stanton and Cadiche roared
back to the clearing squinting through the dust kicked up by the
chopper blades as Anthony prepared to lift off. Stanton eased up
the ramp and the rotating giant lifted from the ground tipping
forwards and racing to the east over the wrecked vehicle upturned
on the roadway and clipping the light scrub beyond the road. As the
police patrols arrived the roaring engine had faded as had the
vision of its presence.

“Fuck me
Stanton,” Cadiche shouted in a half fit of admiration and half
impatience. “One fucking day man you’ll fucking cop it and we’ll be
all be in the fucking shit.”

Stanton looked
at him with a wide grin bringing his hand down on Cadiche’s
shoulder as Cadiche spat dust from his mouth and wiped his eyes.
Stanton shrugged his shoulders as he spoke. “Relax the street wars
over. What you say is surely true its one thing that everyone has
in common, but not today me ol mate, not today, now where the fuck
is Rose Blake?”
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