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Chapter One.

 


One Hour
Outside The City of Nairobi, Kenya.

June
20th 2007



THE JUNGLE HEAT
WAS MERCILESS. Humidity was over 85% and the moisture sapped
strength and energy out of the strongest men. The orchestra of
insects was deafening, like the sound of many types of power tools
being used at the same time. Showers of rain swept across the
jungle making the oppressive tropical summer even harder to
bear.

The vehicles wound
their way along the rough gravel road to the house in the clearing
on the hill. Two black Toyota Land Cruisers formed a convoy around
an armour plated Mercedes-Benz Limousine. Each Cruiser was filled
with five well-armed security operatives, chosen for their ability
to use weapons and kill without question. In the Limo sat the
leader of the Opposition National Party of Kenya, Kagai Cheruiyot,
a man who lived with threats to his life on a daily basis.

The convoy stopped
at the 10-foot high-electrified fence and two armed guards, each
carrying AK47’s, checked the members of the group before turning
off the electricity and opening the gates. The crushed granite
driveway from the gate to the house looked as out of place in the
jungle as a woman in an exclusive British men’s club. Lining each
side were mature bushes of Azaleas all in full bloom. Behind them a
manicured lawn dotted with high tropical shade trees flowed to the
large home built in classic British colonial style. At the side of
the residence a twenty-five yard swimming pool with gazebo and
waterfall glistened in the hot sun.

The drivers pulled
up and stopped in front of the entry portal and three men quickly
emerged from the leading Land Cruiser, weapons drawn to cover the
area. The remaining soldiers surrounded Cheruiyot as he emerged
from his Limo, forming a protective shield around him as together
they climbed the stairs to the front doors.

 


Kagai Cheruiyot
had only been leader of the opposition National Party of Kenya for
two years and he was tiring of the endless crowd of protectors that
his party insisted travelled him. He understood that he was in a
dangerous position as opposition leader to the Government Peoples
Liberation Party led by the President, Joshua Mambi, so he always
looked forward to coming back to the almost normal life in the
house his party had built for him in the jungle clearing.

As a boy he was
raised in this area until tribal unrest saw his parents and sisters
murdered while he was away at school in Nairobi. From then on he
dedicated his life to working towards building a Kenya where all
people would be equal and have a right to a peaceful existence. Now
he realised just how hard that task was. President Mambi led the
country with an iron fist and Kagai wondered if his Opposition
party would ever take Government.

 


Cheruiyot’s wife
Dalia stood inside the door holding their newborn son of 4 weeks,
Akinyi. She smiled and handed the boy to Kagai as she gave him a
welcome home kiss.

“I’ve missed you
my husband” she said, “Welcome home!”

“I’ve also missed
you Dalia, and our son seems to be growing before my eyes. Next
time I will not stay away so long, or he’ll be a man before I know
it and I'll have missed his youth entirely”

They both laughed
and walked through the spacious foyer to the living areas of the
ground floor.

Meals followed and
Cheruiyot shared his latest travels with his wife. He spent time
talking about President Mambi and his vicious tactics, but did not
include the stories of rape, torture and murder that were
continually reported to him. His one hope was that the world, and
in particular the United States of America, would take notice of
Kenya’s plight and put pressure on the government that would
somehow bring about change.

When the darkness
descended the choir of insects increased in volume and the humidity
became even more intense as the breeze dropped.

After the evening
meal, Cheruiyot sat on the covered veranda at the rear of the house
drinking a glass of Sherry as he watched the sun go down. The over
zealous security men were never far away but he knew that the
jungle around the home offered him good protection and at least in
this place he felt he was safe.

Dalia brought
young Akinyi to his father to say goodnight. Cheruiyot held the
baby high in his arms and said, “My son, all that I'm working
towards will be yours by right when you become a man!”

As he stood and
turned to hand the boy back to his mother, Cheruiyot stumbled and
his face exploded as a sniper’s bullet entered the back of his head
and tore through his face on exit. The baby fell to the ground as
his dead fathers hands lost their grip and he screamed with
fright.

 


 


 



Chapter Two

 


Sanders
Road,

Chevy
Chase,

Washington DC
USA

July 2nd.
2007.

 


SANDRA VISSI LOVED
HER LIFE. She was 28 years old, five foot six inches tall and
weighed only one hundred and twenty eight pounds. She was a pretty
woman with ash blond hair and a pleasant disposition. Sandra was
happily married to Antonio, living in her dream home in the
upmarket suburb of Chevy Chase and about to go on the holiday she
had been planning for 8 months to meet her husband’s extended
family in their home country, Italy.

“Italy!” Every
time she said the word visions of Tuscany, Pisa, and Venice flooded
her mind. She had spent hours pouring over travel magazines and on
the net to get a ‘feel’ of what she would experience, but she knew
that nothing would substitute for the real thing. Of course they
would stay with family, but she had also organised trips to Rome,
Florence, Venice and Milan (“You have to go to Milan for the
shopping Sandie!” her best friend Lisa told her.)

‘Why not?’ she
thought, ‘If I’m going to Italy, I’m going to buy a lot of special
things just for me while I am there.’ She also booked into the most
trendy and often the most expensive hotels, but as she said “Who
cares about the cost, we can afford it, and it’s not everyday that
we go to Italy.”

 


She met Antonio at
the place where so many people meet their life partners, her work.
Sandra held a great job, and a highly paid one, at the Pentagon.
She was personal assistant to Two Star General Francis Irving, a
job she had held for six years and loved every minute of. Early on
in her employment she had noticed the young and handsome Antonio, a
tall olive skinned European with curly black hair and rugged looks;
and on investigating, found out that he was special attaché to
another General of equal status, just a few office suites from
hers. All it took was a little ‘manoeuvring’ (as General Irving
called it,) and she was on her first date with the Italian and was
married nine months later.

Sandie often
attributed her catch to her ability in the bedroom, but she also
knew that they just ‘clicked’ as a couple and were real soul mates,
which made her think how much she missed him when he travelled with
his General. Unfortunately for her, Tony’s boss was in charge of
overseeing purchases of military weaponry and he was out of town
way too much for her liking!

 


Another thing that
got under her skin when Tony travelled was his constant worrying
about her safety.

“How many times do
I have to tell you Tony, we live in Chevy Chase, not the ghetto? We
are surrounded by politicians, military personal, multi
millionaires and large numbers of diplomats; we have constant
police patrols past the house, we have security grills on all the
windows and doors, and we have a state of the art security system,
complete with back to base monitoring and closed circuit TV
cameras. We are more secure here at home than we are at work, at
least no terrorist is going to fly a plane into our house!”

But he still took
the time to tell her to be careful to lock the doors and turn on
the alarm at night and when she left the house, as well as the
usual safety tips about making sure the car was locked when she was
driving and parking as close as possible to a lift at the Pentagon
car park.

“Good God man, I
am 28 years old not 13,” Sandie said out loud as she prepared her
breakfast of orange juice and muesli.

CNN news was on
the TV as she sat at the table, and the lead story was about the
rise in the numbers of carjackings of luxury European cars in
Washington DC.

‘Just as well Tony
is not here’ she thought, ‘or I would be getting another safety
lecture about driving my BMW on Washington roads.’ The story went
to outline that all the carjackings involved female drivers, which
the newsreader said, were ‘Soft Targets.’

‘Yeah? Well I’ve
got my can of Mace so bring it on, they will be sorry.’

World news
followed and there were still no new developments in the
assassination of the Kenyan Opposition leader, although the story
had an interview with the mans wife who said bluntly that the
Government had had her husband murdered.

‘Who would live in
Africa?’ Sandie thought, ‘If they are not killing each other in
tribal wars, they are fighting over who should rule their pathetic
little countries.’

Time got away from
her again today as it always seemed to do, and she rushed out of
the house, keys in hand, and as instructed by Antonio, locked up
the house and set the remote alarm. The only thing she disliked
about living in Chevy Chase was the ride to work. Traffic was a
bitch most days and the really annoying thing was the number of
foreign diplomats on the road, who really did not understand how to
drive in DC and made travel a real pain. Just getting to the
freeway could take an eternity if some consular loser was too
afraid to cross an intersection on a free turn.

“Do they even have
drivers licenses?” her friend Lisa would scream out in frustration.
Sandie found herself doing the same thing most days.

‘So far, so good
the traffic is moving and I’m making good time,’ she thought. She
crossed a major road and turned towards the freeway on ramp just
half a mile ahead.

Suddenly out of
nowhere, a white Mercedes Benz sports car changed lanes in front of
her without signalling forcing her to brake heavily. The windows
were dark tint so she could not see the driver but she swore loudly
at him anyway and extended her middle finger out the window in the
universal gesture of anger. Checking behind she saw a large black
Ford F350 truck sitting right on her tail. ‘Almost hit me, good
thing he was watching,’ she thought as the Benz came to a sudden
stop in front of her at a set of traffic lights.

 


Everything seemed
to suddenly go into slow motion, the F350 was right behind her, she
was on the tail of the Benz and she thought, ‘This is how they
carjack people, one blocks you from the front and the other behind,
you can’t move your car and the next thing that happens is you have
a gun in your face.’ Sandies fears stepped up a whole level when
the lights turned to green and the Benz DID NOT MOVE! The F350 sat
behind her blocking her in and she fumbled through her bag trying
to find the Mace. She sounded the horn a long loud blast but the
Benz stayed right where it was. She quickly considered getting out
of her car and running but she was frozen in time, unable to move
because of the fear and adrenaline.

‘Cell phone’ she
thought, ‘Call 911, call the Police!’

A sudden loud
blast from the horn of the F350 shook her to the bone.

He wanted her to
move and was shaking his fist out the window as he threw the Ford
into reverse and then shot past her on the wrong side of the road,
just as the Benz rolled back and smashed into the grill of her
BMW.

“This just keeps
getting better,” she said out loud, “Haven’t you ever heard of a
park brake?” Anger took over from fear as she climbed out of the
car to abuse this stupid driver. Sandie pulled open the drivers
door of the Mercedes to see a black African male sitting there,
wearing a very expensive business suit. She turned away from the
car and vomited her muesli and orange juice on the sidewalk.

A sniper’s bullet
had entered the windscreen of the Benz, hit the driver between the
eyes and blown his skull and brain matter all over the back of the
seat and rear window of the car.

 


 


 



Chapter
Three

 


US Marine Corps
Sniper Training Course,

Death
Valley,

Nevada.
USA.


1st September 2001

 


THE BELL JET
RANGER KIOWA Warrior Helicopter kicked up the dust and sand as it
touched down near the Desert Command Module of the Marine Sniper
Training Corps in Death Valley, Nevada. Outside air temperature was
already over 100 degrees and it was only 10.00am.

Colonel William
‘Bull’ Jacobs stepped out into the desert heat and was greeted by
the Commanding Officer of the unit, Major Hiram Blackwell. Jacobs
earned his nickname ‘Bull’ early in his career. Six foot two inches
tall and built like a football player, Jacobs presented an imposing
figure. His close-cropped brown hair and striking brown eyes caught
people’s attention. The Colonel was known for pushing his
objectives through against any opposition, and getting things done,
using any means possible. He kept an official eye on any marine who
stood out from the crowd. Today he had come to this god forsaken
place to personally inspect a young marine who caught his
attention.

Jacobs had studied
this soldier’s file at length and was very impressed with what he
saw.

US Marine Corps
Personal file

Lieutenant
Allen Reynolds

(EN4528793)

 


Date of
birth

January
12th 1975

 


Place of
birth

Jackson Hole,
Wyoming

 


Educated

Jackson Hole High
School, University of Wyoming, Laramie

 



Qualifications

Bachelor of Arts
in Social Science

Private pilots
license

IQ rating 158

 


Skills

Black belt 5th Dan
Aikido master

Hand held weapons
expert

Expert rock
climber and mountaineer

Highly skilled
marksman

Expert
cross-country and downhill skier

 


Enlisted

March
14th 1998

 


Training

Wilderness /
Jungle survival (Completed)

Helicopter pilot
license (Completed)

“Still as Stone”
technique (Completed)

Sniper Urban
combat (Completed)

Sniper Jungle
combat (Completed)

Sniper Desert
combat (Pending)

 


Of course the
report only dealt with facts, so a deep background check was
attached.

 


Allen Reynolds was
the firstborn child of Jonah and Mary Reynolds, and grew up in a
typical small town family. He had a brother and sister, and a
normal, mid western childhood. He loved hunting and fishing, and
his father trained him in the proper use of a rifle, which he
quickly mastered becoming a crack shot by the time he was 12 years
old. His childhood was uneventful, filled with hunting, rock
climbing and fishing in the summer and skiing in the winter. This
all changed however in his early teens.

He had just
started high school and already had grown to 5ft 10in. He was
involved in the basketball team because of his height, showing
skill at the sport. Allen was walking home from training on April
10th 1988 when he was stopped by a group of four older
boys who demanded his wallet and watch. He refused and in the fight
that followed he was badly beaten, ending up with a broken arm and
his jaw fractured in three places as well as a badly blackened eye
and various cuts and bruises.

He walked home and
his distraught mother rushed him to the hospital where he had the
arm set. An operation followed (which took three hours) to insert
metal plates in his jaw and wire it closed. The Surgeons were also
able to save one front tooth that was almost knocked out. They
reported to his parents that Allen would have to have his jaw wired
for 6 to 8 weeks, during which time he would be fed via a straw.
Allen’s eye had internal bleeding which the Doctors said may or may
not cause him problems in the future. After the operation he was
sedated and ordered to rest with eyes closed, with the help of an
eye mask. Allen was restricted to minimum movement for 10 days,
during which time his eye healed well enough to sit up and watch
TV.

His father was so
hostile about what had happened that Mary thought he might kill the
attackers, but Allen had no idea who they were. After the Police
had interviewed him the case was left open, but the local hoodlums
were never brought to justice.

Another operation
7 weeks later set Allen free from the wire. A second operation
three months after that removed the two of the metal plates from
his jaw, but one had to be left in his mouth because the bone had
grown over it which made removal impossible. He joked after that,
that he would set off any metal detector that he passed
through.

His parents helped
him through the recovery period and he returned to school once his
injuries were fully healed, but was unable to play basketball for
the next 12 months because of the risk of further damage to his
eye.

 


Jonah noticed a
new determination in his son from that time on. Allen began to lift
weights and do body building exercises and soon became fit and
muscular. He also noticed a change in his son’s manner. Somehow he
seemed cold and distant.

Once the doctors
gave him clearance to play sport again he took up Aikido instead of basketball. Over the next five years
progressed to the highest levels of the Martial art discipline. He
talked about never letting anyone bully him again, and when he
graduated high school he was accepted into the University of
Wyoming, Laramie, obtaining a Bachelor of Arts degree in Social
Science. In his spare time he learnt to fly and became a competent
pilot.

 


In his final year
he returned home for the holidays. A week later, the local hospital
rang the Jackson Hole Police Department with an unusual report. In
the past seven days four different patients had reported to the ER
department with almost identical injuries. Each man was aged in his
early 20’s and each had their jaws broken in three places, a broken
right arm, severe bruising to the eye, and two broken legs. They
also looked like they had been beaten without mercy. The strange
thing was they all independently said that they had no idea who
attacked them or why they were singled out. Each man seemed to be
in deep fear with little to say about the attack and it was also
noted that they all had had their watches and wallets stolen.

The local Police
interviewed each man in depth and came to the conclusion that this
series of crimes must have been the work of some out of town gang
that had moved on to a new town to continue their crime spree. A
few days later, Police sergeant Owen Cairns was walking through the
local shopping centre when he met with Allen Reynolds.

“Hey Allen, did
you hear about the four robbery and assault victims that are in
hospital?” Cairns asked.

“No I haven’t
heard about them,” Reynolds replied.

Cairns gave him a
knowing wink and whispered before he walked away, “The two broken
legs were a nice touch. Make sure you give me the watches and
wallets back before you return to Laramie!” Two days later an
anonymous package containing four wallets and four watches arrived
at the Police station for the attention of Sergeant Cairns. Inside
he also found a sheet of paper with the printed words ‘Revenge
is a meal best served cold!’

 


At age 23 Reynolds
enlisted in the Marine Corps and excelled in everything he did,
finally being chosen for the elite Marine Corps Sniper Squad. His
ability to take almost impossible targets quickly made him a legend
in the squad, and his fellow snipers became his close friends.
Those who knew him said he had an almost evil coldness that few men
possessed, but most of the snipers felt this was an asset in their
line of combat.

 


The Desert combat
training module was the toughest and the longest.

“We always leave
the best til last,” the trainer’s kidded the snipers at the
beginning of the module, secretly they knew this module would make
or break the men. The gruelling conditions and hardships had seen
two out of the five trainees drop out.

Over the training
period, the trainers and snipers had developed close relationships,
each training officer pouring his knowledge and experience into his
charge. Reynolds’ trainer understood the sniper and had made him
into a lethal killing machine, one of the best he had ever
seen.

The trainer’s
reports were brought to the attention of Colonel Jacobs, and he
came to see the Corps new ‘wonder boy’ for himself.

As he walked to
the command training HQ, he could not resist saying,

“So this Reynolds,
is he really a superman or have you guys just been out in the sun
too long?”

Major Blackwell
bit his lip, knowing full well that Jacobs didn’t care who he
insulted, and said “Well Sir, we have set up a little training
exercise for you so you can judge for yourself!”

He led the Colonel
out to the sniper range and pointed out the three hundred yard
boundary markers.

“Reynolds has been
out there for one hour sir, and now these three marines are going
to find him.”

Three marines
wearing helmets and bullet proof vests stepped forward with weapons
ready to search for the hidden sniper. Jacobs scanned the area with
binoculars and could see nothing but sand and scrub. If Reynolds
was out there, how could he hide? There was no cover anywhere that
a man could use to disguise himself. The marines locked into a grid
search pattern and for the next thirty minutes they were unable to
locate the sniper.

A sudden sound of
rapid gunfire broke the tension and the three marines fell to the
sand each being hit by a single rubber bullet. Like a phantom,
Allen Reynolds rose from his hiding hole in the sand BEHIND the
officers and said loudly “The Colonel is now dead Major!”

Colonel Jacobs
froze in amazement, then he realised that the officers and marines
had almost walked right over the top of Reynolds and hadn’t seen
him. He turned to look at the sniper and saw a sandy blond haired
six foot three inch soldier with an impressive physic standing in
front of him. Jacobs looked at Reynolds intently and was struck by
the cold, hard grey/blue eyes that stared back at him. He broke the
gaze and said, “How the hell did you do that soldier?”

Quick as a flash
Reynolds replied, “Sir, the sniper did it by being a sneaky bastard
sir!”

Immediately Jacobs
took a liking to the young marine and said to Major Blackwell,

“He’s passed the
training, what call sign are you assigning him?”

“ Call sign
Shadow, sir.”

“That’s
appropriate, now all we need is a war for him to fight in!”

Ten days later
terrorists flew two passenger jets into the twin towers of the
World Trade Centre in New York city and one jet into the Pentagon
building in Washington DC.

Colonel William
‘Bull’ Jacobs had his war.

 


 


 



Chapter Four

 


Homicide
Department,

Washington DC
Police HQ,

Washington
DC

July
2nd 2007.

 


DETECTIVE
INSPECTOR JOHN ADAMS WAS on the wrong end of an overnight 12-hour
shift. It was about this time when the mind started to go fuzzy,
when other most people were drinking coffee to kick-start
themselves for the working day. Adams kept away from coffee this
time of day, because he knew that it would keep him awake. It had
been a quiet night, all going well nothing would change in the next
hour so he could get home and sleep.

‘Man I hate these
9pm to 9am shifts, doesn’t matter how many I do I always feel like
crap at this time of day!’ he thought.

His team looked
like they were thinking the same thing. Detective Suzi Lopez, an
average to pretty, five foot eight inch tall Latino girl with an
athletic figure was typing reports on her computer, and Detective
Dillon Summers, a ‘full of his own self- importance’ smart alec six
foot college-type jock, was also on the computer but looking up an
Ebay auction for a set of second hand Ping golf clubs that he
wanted to bid on

Adams was pushing
forty and thirty pounds over weight. He was exactly six foot tall,
and his black hair and brown eyes gave him an almost handsome
appearance. He stifled a deep yawn and looked out the window at the
street below. The morning rush hour was easing off a little, things
were looking good for the shift to end without incident.

The phone on
Summers’ desk rang and he answered.

“What, where? Ok,
we are on our way, eta 30 minutes.”

Lopez and Adams
groaned in unison as they rose from their desks and grabbed cell
phones, car keys, cameras and guns.

“Looks like it
could be a long one Boss, gunshot death near the freeway onramp,
Chevy Chase!”

Adams suddenly
wished he had had that coffee, as they rushed from the office to
their car. Summers drove, lights flashing and siren wailing.

“Ok Michael
Andretti, the vic is dead, getting there at high speed is not going
to bring him back to life, but it will shorten ours if you smash
this thing!” Lopez yelled.

Summers backed off
a little, but was still driving way over the limit. He made the
distance in a little over 20 minutes, and they arrived to see three
patrol cars blocking a street where a BMW and Mercedes had come
together at a set of traffic lights.

“Looks like a road
rage Boss,” Summers said.

“How do you figure
that Summers? Don’t presume until you know what really
happened!”

‘Sometimes he
really annoys me,’ Adams thought, ‘especially when I’m tired!’

The DC metro
police had the street closed off and Adams noticed a pretty young
woman sitting in the front of one of the patrol cars, with an
officer squatting down outside talking to her, notebook in
hand.

“Detective
Inspector Adams, what is the situation officer?” he asked the
nearest policeman.

“Driver of the
Benz is deceased sir, single gunshot wound to the head, nothing has
been touched except the drivers door which was opened by the
witness over there in the patrol car, one Mrs. Sandra Vissi. She
works for a big shot General at the Pentagon, and is pretty shaken
up. I guess it’s not everyday that you see someone with half their
head blown off!”

‘She should try
doing my job,’ Adams thought.

“Ok thanks, we’ll
take it from here. You guys know the drill, just make sure that
members of the public and press are kept back, we don’t want
details getting out before we have examined the scene!”

“Got it sir,” the
patrolman said.

Lopez and Summers
were over at the Benz as Adams approached.

“Single gunshot
wound to the forehead, looks like a high powered rifle by the size
of the exit wound. Only the vic in the car, black male with
Consular ID on his lapel.

He is a diplomat,
name Selwyn Mambi, Embassy of Kenya,” Lopez said.

‘Dammit,’ Adams
thought, ‘this shift is now a double, and is going to get a lot
worse.’ He pulled out his cell phone and hit the speed dial for his
boss, Superintendent Harry Squires.

“Adams here sir,
we have a dead diplomat on the Chevy Chase freeway onramp. No it’s
not a car crash, it looks like a professional assassination. Yes
sir, single bullet to the head through the car windscreen while he
was waiting at traffic lights. They knew he was coming this way,
and I think it was a high-powered rifle shot. Nothing has been
touched, but we do have a name from an ID tag he was wearing,
Selwyn Mambi.

What, are you
kidding? Ok sir, we will wait for you and the FBI.”

Adams called his
team together to tell them what he had just learned.

“This is no road
rage incident, the vic is the Kenyan Ambassador to the United
States, and the brother of the President of Kenya, Joshua Mambi.
Lock down the scene people, we have an international incident on
our hands!”

Lopez called for
more backup while Summers checked on the Medical Examiner and his
team who were on route to the murder. Adams called CSI Washington
for an urgent crime scene evaluation. Then Adams looked around the
scene for a coffee shop and saw one half a block away.

“Lopez, send one
of the uniforms to that coffee shop, we are going to need a high
dose of caffeine to get through this morning, and make mine a
double!”

That was one of
the things Lopez liked about Adams, he always thought about the
team as well as the job. A policeman was sent with a coffee order
and Adams took a close look at the Benz and it’s driver.

The driver was
average height, and from the angle of the bullets’ entry through
the windscreen, it looked like the shooter had been firing from a
building or hill.

Adams took a
careful look across the intersection and down the street. The only
high point directly in front of the car was an office building at
the end of the road.

It was around 700
yards away.

“That was some
shot,” Adams said out loud, “to hit the target from that distance
and land the bullet in the middle of the victims forehead through a
six foot by three foot pane of glass sure looks like we’re dealing
with a professional hit man!”

Summers just
grunted, he had already figured that out, and sometimes he thought
his boss was slow to catch up.

More patrol cars
arrived and so did the Medical Examiner. Lopez stationed the metro
cops to block the street and keep curious bystanders well back,
while Adams talked to the medical examiner, Doctor Jesse
Holmes.

“Hey Jesse, got a
nasty one for you, looks like someone has a dislike of diplomats
today!”

“Good morning
John, lets have a look,” said Holmes as they walked to the
Benz.

“Humm, high
powered rifle shot from some distance, explosive bullet used I
would guess, not much chance of finding the slug in this one John,”
Holmes said as he squatted down outside the drivers door.

Two more cars
arrived, one carrying Detective Superintendent Harry Squires and
the other three FBI agents in dark suites and dark sunglasses.

“What is it with
these FBI guys,” Summers said to Lopez, “do they have a uniform
code that requires them to all dress like they are in a movie or
something?”

“Nah, they all
just think they are a cut above the rest of us, that’s all,” said
Lopez,

“Check out their
attitude!”

The three Feds
walked over to the scene oozing confidence and superiority.

“Who’s in charge
here?” one of them called out to Lopez.

“Detective
Superintendent Squires, that’s him over there,” she pointed.

The lead agent,
Steve Harris, walked over to Squires and shook his hand.

“Special Agent
Steve Harris Superintendent, good to meet you, can you bring me up
to speed?”

“The victim in the
Benz is Selwyn Mambi, the Kenyan Ambassador to the United States,
shot with a single bullet to the head. Nothing has been touched;
from the look of it this was a professional hit and the shooter was
an expert. There is very little to go on but the CSI team is on the
way, so if there is a clue here they will find it.”

“Of course you
understand that due to the nature of the crime, we will take the
investigation over from this point?” Harris said. “Are there any
witnesses?”

“Only the driver
of the BMW behind the Benz, Mrs. Sandra Vissi, and she is pretty
shaken up,” Squires said, “that’s her over there in the patrol
car.”

Harris motioned to
one of the other Feds to interview the witness, while
Superintendent Squires walked with him to the victim’s car. The ME
was still examining the body as they walked up, and Harris stood to
one side gauging the angle of the bullets trajectory. D.I. John
Adams spoke out loud to the agent,

“The shooter has
to be a professional when you consider the shooting position!”

Harris nodded in
agreement, “Hellava shot from that distance, want to check out that
rooftop with me?”

Adams waved his
car keys and both men climbed into the unmarked police car and
drove to the building at the end of the street.

“The witness said
the car stopped for a red light and did not move off. When she
checked on the driver, he was dead, but she did not see or hear
anything!”

“So is there any
noise on the street about planned attacks on diplomats or
officials?’ Harris asked.

“Nope, not a word,
in fact things are real quiet and peaceful at the moment, until
this of course.” Adams replied.

They parked the
car in front of the office building and entered the foyer. Nothing
seemed out of place, just another DC office building with workers
coming and going, each taken up with their different jobs. They
took the lift to the top and then walked another flight of stairs
to the roof. The door was a one-way lock system, which meant it
could only be opened from the inside. Adams noticed a scuffmark on
the ground where the door opened.

“Looks like he
jammed the door so he could get out again,” he said.

Adams jammed the
door open with his notebook. From the side of the building facing
up the street they had a perfect view of the target car. Nothing on
the ground near the wall of the building gave any clue to the
shooter.

“From here, the
windscreen on the target car looks as big as a postage stamp!
Hellava shot,” Harris said again.

“No security
camera up here, looks like he chose his vantage point well. I’ll
get the camera footage from the floor below but there are no
cameras pointing to the roof stairs, so it will be hard to pick who
the shooter was with all the workers coming and going,” said
Adams

“Get CSI to sweep
this area anyway, they might find something, but I am not too
hopeful. John, do you want to work with me on this one? I could do
with your local knowledge and street smarts.” Harris said.

“What? You want to
work with me again, I thought you had enough of me last time!”
Adams laughed.

 


The last time they
worked together, the wife of the undersecretary of the Embassy of
Iraq had been shot in her home. After a lengthy investigation,
Adams had a tip off about the shooter from someone in the Embassy.
The woman was having an affair with another staff member and her
husband had found out. He shot her in a fit of rage and when he was
arrested, he claimed it was an honour killing and he had done
nothing wrong. His Embassy agreed, and Harris and Adams were
officially taken of the case, the diplomat getting away with murder
and returning to his home country.

Adams remembered
thinking how different the rules were if you were a diplomat, and
now he was going to go through another investigation, which would
be filled with red tape and diplomatic immunity.

 


“Sure, why not,
you clear it with Squires, and maybe this time we will get the bad
guy!”

Harris brushed his
curly brown hair out of his eyes and had a random thought about
getting it cut sometime. He stood next to Adams and was a complete
contrast to the Detective. Harris ran half marathons on weekends
when he got the chance and was slim and muscular. Both men were the
same height, but Harris looked like a fitness junkie, or even a
male model, while Adams looked like he needed a new suit and a
personal trainer as well as a padlock on his fridge.

“Will we get the
use of your whole department again? The FBI is stretched to
breaking point at the moment with all the cutbacks coming at us
from the Justice Department,” said Harris.

“As usual the real
cops will do all the work and you pretend cops will get all the
credit,” Adams laughed.

“Do I detect a
little attitude there, Detective Inspector?” asked Harris.

“Nothing more than
the usual, Special Agent,” Adams replied with a grin.

 


 


 



Chapter
Five.



Aqrah,
Iraq,

March 2002.

 


LIEUTENANT ALLEN
REYNOLDS LAY ON the roof of the tallest building in the northern
Iraqi town of Aqrah. The sun had risen 30 minutes ago and the
desert heat was building quickly. Aqrah was the centre of Saddam
Hussein’s northern resistance to the allied forces and had proved
to be a thorn in the side of the US Marine Corps. So far 9 US
soldiers had died attacking the town. Today the Marine command had
decided that it was time to wipe out resistance once and for
all.

Under the cover of
darkness, Reynolds had moved without being noticed through the
town, until he was at the foot of the tallest building, a
three-story mud brick structure that was used by the town council
in better days. Now it was abandoned being partly destroyed by
allied artillery bombardment.

He climbed to the
roof and took up position facing down the main street towards the
buildings where the remaining Iraqi forces were holed up. The plan
was simple. At 0700 hours a crack squad of marines would enter the
town from the north. At the same time another marine force would
take up position at the south end of town. The northern force would
make enough noise to scare the Iraqi’s into running south where the
second group would meet them. In these type of situations the
enlisted Iraqi’s often surrendered without a fight, but no one was
taking that for granted. Reynolds was there to take out any
officers or leaders that dared to walk outside the safety of their
buildings and to also act as protector for the ground troops.

He had been lying
on the roof for around 4 hours using the ‘Still as Stone’
technique. ‘Still as Stone’ is an ability to lie in the same
position for extended periods of time without any movement. The
snipers often used a camouflage suit or cape to blend in with their
surroundings. They were almost invisible to any observer. The
technique was developed in the Vietnam war, it used yoga,
meditation and mind control to put the sniper into a trance-like
state, although each man experienced a heightened sense of
awareness to their surroundings while remaining perfectly still for
hours at a time. It took many months of training and discipline to
master the technique, but it became an invaluable part of the
snipers ability to do his job with precision and ruthlessness

The only part of
Reynolds that moved was his eyes. He constantly scanned the area
for hostiles. So far all was quiet. One guard stood outside the
door of the main building and another was positioned across the
road in the doorway of a small house. Reynolds would take them both
out when the fun started. He thought to himself that they would not
even know what hit them.

His weapon was the
US army M24 Sniper rifle. The M24 is a bolt-action lightweight
rifle with a five round magazine. It has a composite kevlar,
graphite and fibreglass construction, bound together with an epoxy
resin, with an aluminium bedding block and adjustable butt plate.
The weapon was rugged, reliable and compact. The five round
magazine was quick and easy to load. It rarely jammed. The Geneva
Convention limited his choice of ammunition. Hollow point bullets
were the best killers but never gave an enemy a fighting chance.
Any wound from these rounds would cause death from blood loss, if
the target were still alive after he was shot. The Geneva
Convention banned the use of hollow points on humane grounds, so
the US Army came up with an alternative bullet, a soft point, which
although still being deadly, at least allowed the wounded soldier a
chance to get to the medics. Reynolds preferred the hollow points
but the soft point rounds did the same job if he was taking a head
shot.

He detected
movement in the window on the side of the building. A soldier came
out of the front door then walked around to the side of the
building to relieve himself against the wall.

‘That’s the last
time you will do that before you die!’ Reynolds thought.

He moved into his
firing position with the stealth of a snake about to strike. His
movement was so slow it was almost undetectable. The rifle came up
to the firing position and he waited. The soldier by the wall lit a
cigarette and stood there relaxing. Five minutes went by. At
exactly 0700 hours the noise of armoured vehicles filled the
peaceful morning air as the northern force began to enter the town.
Perimeter guards in the buildings at the edge of town opened fire
on the vehicles but were quickly silenced by the advancing
force.

The guards heard
them coming and turned towards the oncoming troops, offering
Reynolds two full targets. His weapon spat twice. Both guards fell
to the ground, each shot through the head. He took out the third
soldier by the wall before the first guard had fallen. Two bullets
left and suddenly the building came to life. Through the windows
and back door armed soldiers scrambled, looking for escape from
their attackers. He let them go as he loaded three more rounds into
the weapon. The marines were coming in fast, so far no one seemed
to be offering them much resistance.

A movement in an
upstairs window across the street caught his eye. Two Iraqi’s with
a portable rocket launcher were lining up the first of the
vehicles.

“No you don’t
Ali,” Reynolds said out loud as he shot them both through the
head.

The hand held
launcher fell from the window smashing on to the street below, into
the path of the first vehicle which ran over it. Marines were
jumping from the vehicles firing at anything that moved. Three
Iraqi’s made the mistake of coming out the front door with guns
drawn, and were cut down in a burst of marine gunfire.

Two others
appeared in the windows of the upstairs floor of the building. They
died as they took aim at the US troops. Another Iraqi appeared on
the roof of a building nearby, weapon in hand. Reynolds shot him
before he could get to the edge the roof. Four more broke from
cover near the building and were cut down in a hail of bullets.
Reynolds spotted two officers getting into a car parked at the rear
of the building. Two perfect shots through the windscreen and they
were stopped. An Iraqi with an RPG leaned around a corner taking
aim at the group of marines in front of the buildings. Reynolds hit
him between the eyes and he went down. The lead group of marines
burst into the two buildings, guns firing. Seven more Iraqi’s died
as the troops swept the rooms.

 


In the meantime
the southern force had bailed the fleeing soldiers killing five.
The remaining Iraqi’s laid down their weapons in surrender. Hand
grenades flew through the windows of every building where the
Iraqi’s still resisted. The southern force killed a total of
twenty-two and captured twelve of the enemy.

Reynolds spotted
an Iraqi officer taking aim at a young marine and shot him through
the forehead. The remaining enemy troops surrendered as the gunfire
slowly stopped. The northern squad mopped up with a total of
twenty-seven enemy dead and ten captured. Ten of the dead were the
work of Shadow. The total time taken to clear the objective was
forty-five minutes. There was only one US casualty; a young twenty
one year old marine had taken a bullet through his left shoulder.
His Iraq campaign was now over and he would be sent back home for
treatment. The ten new kills took Shadows total to thirty-one in
the three months he had been in Iraq.

A few hours later
Colonel William ‘Bull’ Jacobs read the report of the attack and
thought to himself, ‘Shadow has become the perfect killing
machine!’

His report was
sent to HQ and unseen eyes took note of the snipers progress.

 


 


 



Chapter Six.

 


The White
House

Washington
DC

July
2nd 2007

 


PRESIDENT CONNER
EVANS REACTED TO the news of Ambassador Selwyn Mambi’s death with
anger and frustration. He was in his first term as the most
powerful man in the world and the job was much harder than he had
ever expected.

“Tell me how the
hell an ambassador to the USA can get assassinated right here on a
Washington street? Why didn’t we know that this was being planned?
We have the best security service in the world and NO ONE knew??
Didn’t you spooks even hear a whisper of the plot?”

CIA Director Miles
Sinclair and FBI Director Donald Mills had been urgently summoned
to the Oval Office for a Presidential briefing. So far it was going
badly. They both knew the young Evans was feeling his way, but the
murder was not their fault.

“Mr. President, we
have the best surveillance in the world but nothing came up to warn
us of this plot. None of our listening posts picked up a clue, and
no Intel came forward to give us any warning. No-one has claimed
responsibility for the shooting so we have no idea who did it or
why!” Sinclair said. “It’s like they are ghosts, they have left no
trail and made no contact. So far we haven’t picked up anything
from surveillance cameras in the building or outside.”

“Our best team is
on it sir, combined with the top people in DC Homicide, but so far
we have nothing to work with,” said Mills. “It could be some time
before we get a break on this one.”

“Well you both had
better get me something and quickly,” said the President, “I will
have to call that despot Mambi in Kenya in the next hour. God knows
what reaction he will have. This will probably have an effect on
our oil imports from the Kenyan oil fields, and as you both know we
need that oil. The economy of this nation cannot sustain another
crisis over oil, especially as the reserves we held on to in Iraq
are now being given back to the Iraqi Government. They know we’re
relying on that oil so the price goes up with each oil well they
get back from our control. Mambi may be a homicidal manic, but at
least our oil deal works for us at the moment. Which brings me to
my next question, why was the ambassador driving himself to his
office? Surely he had a chauffer and security forces to protect
him?”

“It seems, Mr.
President, that Ambassador Mambi was a man who liked fast cars, and
faster women. He had only owned the Mercedes for six weeks and had
driven to his office in it every day since he picked it up from the
dealer. Today he was on route from his latest girlfriends apartment
after spending the night with her, you may know her sir, the young
starlet Julia Hewson. He met her at her movie premier here in DC
and she has been his lover for the past three weeks. We don’t think
she is involved in his death but she’s under full investigation
anyway,” Mills said. “We’ve dug up a lot of dirty laundry from her
past but nothing that would tie her in to the shooting.”

The President
wondered how much dirty laundry from his past was on file at the
FBI, and shuddered inside as he thought about the things he had
been involved in over the years. The FBI had detailed files on all
of the government members as a matter of National Security, and the
President knew they investigated more than just a person’s
politics.

‘God, what a world
we live in,’ he thought. “Ok gentlemen, you are telling me that we
have nothing to go on and no clue as to who did this killing, I
want to ask you this; did either of you or any members of your
departments authorise the assassination of the Ambassador?”

Mills and Sinclair
had been expecting this; it was standard form for this President,
‘If we don’t know who did it, it must be one of us.’

“Mr. President,
with all due respect sir, the CIA answers directly to your
administration and only carries out direct orders from that
administration. We’re not a bunch of cowboys out there in the Wild
West taking the law into our own hands!” Sinclair said with a
degree of venom.

He was tired of
being blamed for everything that didn’t have an answer. One of the
biggest frustrations of his position was continually denying the
existence of ‘a CIA within the CIA.’ It was one of Hollywood’s
biggest attacks on the CIA over the years. It started in the 70’s
with the movie ‘Three days of the Condor’ starring Robert Redford.
The story was about a rogue group within the CIA who operated
outside the direction and control of the CIA administration that
performed assassinations for their own ends. It was a theme that
was picked up by other movie scripts over the years and had
recently surfaced again in the Bourne Identity movies. Of course
newspapers always blamed the CIA for things happening around the
world. Sinclair wished he had the resources and budget to do a
quarter of the things they were blamed for.

“I can assure you
Mr. President, that everything we do is either ordered by or given
approval by your administration.”

“And I concur with
Director Sinclair sir,” said Mills, “The FBI is not behind this and
believe me, I would know if we were!”

“Ok gentlemen,
settle down, you both know I had to ask the question,” said the
President. “Do you have any gut feelings about this, any hunches or
theories?”

“Well sir, I can’t
speak for Miles but I think this maybe a ‘Pay Back’ for the death
of the Kenyan opposition leader, Kagai Cheruiyot,” said Mills.
“President Mambi is a hard target, but his brother, living in the
USA and driving himself around in a high- powered sports car, is an
easy target. It would not have been hard for supporters of the
Kenyan opposition to arrange for the hit, and as you know, we have
an over abundance of willing shooters in this great land of
ours!”

“That seems to be
the most logical explanation Mr. President,” said Sinclair, “but it
doesn’t mean that there could be some other reason. We are
assigning every available person to this case sir, so we should get
a break soon!”

‘Good luck,’
thought the President, ‘you’ll need it!’

“Get me results
gentlemen, and get them soon!” he said.

 


As the two
security heads left the Oval Office, the National Security Advisor
Caleb Green, entered and said with a frustrated tone, “They don’t
have a clue what’s going on, do they?”

“No, they know
about as much as we do. But if I find out that they are behind
this, they had better find another country to live in!” said the
President.

“Get me a direct,
secure line to President Mambi of Kenya please, Anita,” the
President said to his personal secretary. “This should be an
interesting call,” he said to Green.

In the office of
the President of Kenya, the personal secretary of President Joshua
Mambi took the call and put it on hold while she buzzed her
boss.

“Mr President, you
have a personal call from The President of The United States of
America. Would you like me to put it through to you sir?” she
asked.

“Tell him I am
busy and get him to hold for a while. He thinks I’m his lap dog and
will jump to his command, so he can wait!” said Mambi.

“The Mongrel has
put me on hold!” Evans said to Green in disbelief.

“He thinks he’s
better than you sir,” Green replied, “He’s a typical power mad
dictator!”

Five minutes
later, Mambi’s secretary put the call through.

“President Evans
speaking, President Mambi, thank you for taking my call.”

“Good morning
President Evans, how can I help you today?” replied Mambi in a
disinterested tone.

“President Mambi,
I’m calling you in regard to your brother, Ambassador Selwyn Mambi,
and I regret to tell you the news I’m about to share with you is
not good!” said President Evans.

“Mr President, I
realise my brother is a law unto himself, but I ask you to overlook
his mistake this time and allow me to deal with it through our
diplomatic channels,” said Mambi.

Selwyn Mambi was a
constant irritation to his brother. The main reason President Mambi
appointed him as Ambassador to the USA was to get him out of his
sight and out of his country. Selwyn was almost uncontrollable and
left behind him a string of debt and broken laws, not to mention
the number of women that he used then discarded. Mambi could feel
his blood pressure rising again and was thinking maybe it was time
to get rid of his brother for good, when the US President
interrupted his thought.

“President Mambi,
I’m not calling to complain about your brothers conduct, I am
calling to inform you, with regret, that Ambassador Mambi has been
shot dead. He was travelling to his office this morning and he was
shot while waiting at a set of traffic lights.”

Mambi grinned with
delight. He would not have to remove his troublesome brother after
all; someone else had done it for him. Of course he could not let
his true feelings be known to the US President, so he reacted in a
way that he thought would be expected.

“President Evans,
my brother is a diplomatic guest in your country and you have
allowed him to be shot and killed. Is this some US backed plot to
make us give you more oil? Explain to me how you could let this
happen!”

“President Mambi,
we deeply regret the death of your brother and are doing all we can
to bring his killer to justice. I have our top people investigating
the case and we are hopeful that we will have a quick arrest!” said
Evans. “Let me assure you sir, that the US government had nothing
to do with your brothers death and are as shocked about it as you
are.”

“President Evans,
I demand that you find the killer and then turn him over to me for
our country to judge and sentence. In the meantime, I will have to
take a serious look at our oil deal. I feel that we may need to
review or even cancel our agreement, and most likely sever
diplomatic relations with your country. Good day to you!”

Evans held the
phone in disbelief. “That went well,” he said sarcastically to
Caleb Green. “The bastard hung up on me!”

“He’s a showman Mr
President, it’s all smoke without fire. He knows that we expect him
to react that way so he didn’t disappoint us.” said Green.

“Yeah, you’re
right, he needs us as much as we need him but we sure as hell need
to find out who did this and why!” said the President. “Caleb, take
charge of this and keep on the spooks backs until they get us a
result.”

“I’ll give it my
full attention sir, and I will put my top men on it as well.
Someone, somewhere will let a clue slip and then we will have the
killer brought to justice.”

 


President Joshua
Mambi called the Head of the Kenyan security police, Colonel Elias
Ubantu, and demanded he report to his office. A short time later
Ubantu arrived and Mambi told him of the death of his brother.
Ubantu knew that President Mambi hated his brother, but was still
not sure how he should react. With his head bowed he took the safe
approach.

“Mr. President, I
am sorry to hear of your tragic loss!”

“Don’t be smart
with me Ubantu, you know that my brother was a fool and a loser. I
won’t miss him, but I will avenge his death. Find out who killed
him, and use every possible means,” said Mambi. “And by the way,
have you found out who killed the Opposition leader yet?”

Ubantu felt his
heart sink. It had been two weeks since the opposition leader was
killed and he had found out nothing. It was not for lack of trying.
He had tortured two informants to death and seriously injured three
others, but no one seemed to know who was responsible. He was
running out of options and he knew that Mambi was an impatient man
who expected results, even when results were not possible.

“I’m sorry to tell
you this, Mr. President, but so far we have been unable to find out
who is responsible for the shooting,” he replied.

Mambi threw a
heavy glass paperweight across the room in a fit of rage, the
paperweight slamming onto and breaking a rare Ming Dynasty vase on
the floor near the door.

“Do I need to
remind you of the penalty for failure Ubantu?” he yelled. “Get me
results or you’ll be the one being tortured!”

“Mr. President, we
will work day and night until we uncover the plotters.”

As he left Mambi’s
office, Ubantu tossed the idea of leaving the country around in his
mind. He had put money into a numbered Swiss Bank account over the
past few years, now maybe the time was getting near when he would
need to use it. He flipped open his cell phone and called one of
his enforcers.

“Turtuu, arrest
the deputy Opposition Leader and the head of the Oppositions
publicity department and have them ready for me in interrogation in
two hours. No, I don’t care what the media may think, arrest anyone
who queries what’s happening as well!”

Two hours later
Ubantu entered the interrogation room of his security police HQ to
find two naked men hanging from chains in the ceiling by their
wrists. He approached them with a smile and spoke softly to
them.

“Thank you for
coming to meet with me, I have two questions to ask you and if you
answer me truthfully you will be released. If you don’t give me the
answer I want, then I won’t be responsible for what happens to you,
your wives or your children. Let me assure you that I won’t kill
you, but I will have my men rape and kill your daughters and your
wives in front of you. I will also have them castrate and blind
your sons in front of you so that your family line will not
continue. Now the choice is yours.”

The Deputy
Opposition leader spat on the floor and said, “We both know that
regardless of what we say to you, you will never let us go free and
report how you treat your prisoners, but for the sake of our
families, we’ll answer your questions!”

“Excellent, I want
you to tell me firstly, who was hired to kill Selwyn Mambi, and
secondly, who was in charge of the plot to kill him!” said
Ubantu.

The two prisoners
looked at each other in great fear and dismay. Neither of them had
any idea that Selwyn Mambi had been assassinated, let alone who
killed him.

“Colonel Ubantu,
you must believe us, we don’t know the answers to your questions,
in fact we didn’t even know that Ambassador Mambi was dead!” said
the Deputy Opposition leader.

“Obviously you
don’t take me seriously,” said Ubantu, “perhaps you need a little
help to loosen your tongues?”

He walked over to
the desk and picked up two sets of electrical cables, which were
connected to a rheostat box with a voltage controller, and carried
them to the two men. Ubantu clipped one cable to the big toe on
each mans left foot and the other to the little finger on their
right hand. He then turned on the power and let the low voltage
electrical charge flow through their bodies for a full five
seconds. The two prisoners jerked, twisted and screamed, until he
turned the power off. The air was filled with a smell of burning
flesh. Both men were close to losing consciousness.

“Now gentlemen,
shall we try again? Who killed Selwyn Mambi and who was in charge
of the plot?”

The torture
continued for an hour and a half, then Ubantu’s henchmen brought in
the wives and families of the prisoners, and he carried out his
threats in front of the helpless men.

 


The next day, the
Nairobi Daily Times reported the tragic death of Ambassador Selwyn
Mambi with a full front page news article complete with a glowing
account of the great mans life and work. It was of course, a
complete fabrication, provided by the ministry of information to
the newspaper. A tribute to Ambassador Mambi from his brother the
President filled the rest of the article, although President Mambi
didn’t write a word of it and laughed out loud when he read the
paper.

Hidden on page 24,
another article that was only one column wide, reported the deaths
of the Deputy Opposition leader and his family in a fiery car crash
on the freeway leading to the coast from Nairobi. The article said
the bodies were so badly burned that identification had to be made
with DNA testing, although there was no doubt who was in the
car.

Two pages further
back another small one column article reported the death of the
Opposition publicity head and his entire family in an overnight
house fire. Again ID had to be made by DNA tests but there was
little doubt who died in the fire.

 


 


 



Chapter
Seven

 


Baghdad,
Iraq.

November
2002.

 


LIEUTENANT ALLEN
REYNOLDS LAY ON his bed in the dark. The early morning air was
still and quiet. He was in the last month of his tour of duty and
his kill total had reached fifty-one, the highest total of any
sniper this tour. He felt no emotion, no sense of achievement, just
a feeling that he was living his life on a knife-edge, fuelled
daily by a large dose of adrenalin. ‘It was like being high on
drugs,’ he thought, remembering his beating when he was a teenager
and the drugs he was given to dull the intense pain.

He had one more
mission on this tour after which he would be sent back stateside
for some rest and recreation. ‘Bull’ Jacobs had become his mentor
over the last few months and had dropped a few hints of going on to
‘greater things,’ whatever that meant. The army was Shadows life,
he lived and breathed combat: what greater things could there be?
Jacobs had scheduled a meeting with him after this mission was over
and had said that he had some interesting things that he wanted
Reynolds to think about.

‘Man, I hate
mysteries, why don’t Army Commanders just say what’s on their
mind?’ Reynolds thought. ‘Why does everything have to be such a big
secret?’

He put those
thoughts to the back of his mind and ran through the coming mission
one more time. Intelligence had a location for the notorious Achmed
Sadkah, Saddam Hussein’s chief of secret police; a man who tortured
men, women and children without mercy, often for his personal
pleasure. He was on the Allied forces top ten most wanted list, and
had been an illusive quarry. Someone with intense hated of Sadkah
had come forward to reveal his whereabouts to the allied command.
Iraqi Army spies had confirmed the location. Now this mission was
about to ‘remove’ him from the most wanted list. He was a ‘kill or
capture’ target, meaning that no one cared if he was brought back
alive. Shadow had a particular hatred of people who tortured
children, so when he was asked to go on the mission, he accepted
immediately.

 


The small town of
Jalibah where Sadkah was hiding in was in the south of the country
in an area that was still considered dangerous to allied troops.
For that reason, Shadow had volunteered to go in alone to take out
the target. He would be dropped off three miles from the outskirts
of town and picked up by fast response helicopter when the mission
was complete. He had a hand held GPS unit with the targets
co-ordinates in it having committed to memory the face of the man
he was hunting.

He knew this was a
highly dangerous mission, but that made it all the more
challenging. He would have to rely on all of his skill and
instincts to take out the target, skills he had learned in his
teenage years, hunting in the mountains with his father.

 


The next evening
Shadow was transported to the drop point and the mission began.
Under the cover of darkness he made good time reaching the
outskirts of the city without a problem. He carried his weapon in a
compact carry case, which fitted neatly in his backpack, the weapon
being broken down for easy transport. As he entered the village,
all was quiet around him. The occasional barking dog broke the
silence but drew no attention to him as he silently made his way
down the streets, combat pistol in hand, going from shadow to
shadow. All the homes were in darkness and the moon was new so it’s
light was dim. The dull moonlight allowed him to pass through the
area unnoticed.

He checked his GPS
as he neared the building Sadkah was hiding in then realised that
he was covered in sweat, even though it was a cool night. There was
no real sniper hideout around the building, so Shadow made his way
up an external stair onto the roof of the building across the
street and settled down to wait for his chance. His targets
building was a tiny, single level mud brick dwelling with only two
windows facing the street. It joined onto the building next door,
and was a little like a very small townhouse. It only has one
entrance; the door was facing the street between the windows. As he
waited for dawn, Shadow saw a light in one window. He had already
assembled his weapon, so used the scope to check out what was
happening.

What he saw
through the window made his flesh crawl. Tied to the bed inside the
room was a young Iraqi girl aged about twelve years old. Her arms
and legs were roped to the four bedposts and her mouth was stuffed
with a gag. She was stark naked, and by the look of her body, she
was in the early stages of puberty. Standing near her, holding a
lit cigar was his target, Achmed Sadkah. The young girls thighs and
small breasts were covered in at least ten large cigar burns, and
Sadkah was moving towards her pubic area with the burning cigar.
Reynolds felt an intense hatred for the man rising within him, but
was unable to shoot because his bullet would also hit the girl as
it passed through Sadkah.

He made a split
second decision, abandoning his rifle then running down the stairs
to the street as he pulled out his KA-Bar BK11 Combat Knife. He
heard a muffled scream as he ran to the house and dived through the
glass-less window catching Sadkah by surprise. He drove the knife
into Sadkah’s groin while with his other arm smashed his face with
a vicious elbow chop. Blood gushed from Sadkah’s groin and his
smashed nose and he fell to the floor unconscious. Shadow untied
the girl and helped her dress, wishing there was more he could do
for her injuries. He let her out the door and she vanished into the
night, never even knowing who it was that saved her. Reynolds then
tied the unconscious Sadkah to the bed and gagged his mouth.

He cut away
Sadkah’s clothing, then threw water on him to wake him up. The only
light in the room was from an oil lamp. Near the lamp, was a refill
container of oil. Shadow picked up the container and poured small
amounts of oil onto the naked groin area of Sadkah, as well as his
chest and armpits, soaking the mattress around him. He ran an oil
trail from the bed, down the edge of the mattress to the floor then
poured the remainder of the two-gallon container under and around
the bed. Sadkah struggled at the ropes but could not free himself.
He stared at his captor in horror knowing what was coming, but
found no mercy in the cold, blue-grey eyes of Reynolds. He cried
out some curse in Arabic but the gag smothered it. Reynolds reached
over his victim and severed Sadkah’s penis with one cut, and threw
it across the room. Sadkah let out a muffled scream, but no one
heard it. Shadow took the burning oil lamp and lit the oil on
Sadkah’s chest and groin. The smell of burning oil and flesh filled
the room along with the muffled screams of the burning man. The
flames quickly made their way to the floor and ignited the oil
pooled there. Within minutes the wooden floor of the room was
blazing and the bed and mattress Sadkah was tied to was well
alight.

Shadow leaned
towards his victim and said, “You’re going to burn in Hell, so I’m
giving you a taste of what you can look forward to!”

As he watched,
Sadkah’s hair and beard caught fire and his face began to melt
away.

Reynolds turned
and ran out the door, up the stairs of the building across the
street and gathered up his weapon. Quickly descending to the street
again he glanced in the window of the burning room to see that his
victim had stopped struggling and most of his body was on fire.

‘Now you know how
it feels,’ Shadow thought as he made his escape. He pulled out his
combat pistol just in case he met trouble. Under the cover of
darkness he moved quickly towards his pickup point.

He took out his
encrypted satellite phone and text messaged the word ‘Shadow’ to a
preset number. Moments later he received a text with the GPS
co-ordinates of his pickup point. Shadow entered the co-ordinates
into his GPS unit and raced through the village towards his
pickup.

Near the edge of
the village he heard voices and stopped in the shadow of a
building. Three Iraqi soldiers were standing in the street,
blocking his escape. He took aim from the shadows with his silenced
pistol and the three dropped to the ground without a sound. A
fourth man came out of a house just as the dead men fell, and swung
his combat rifle towards Shadow, but he didn’t even get it to the
firing position before his forehead exploded blood and he dropped
like a stone. Stepping over the lifeless bodies, Shadow made his
way out of the village.

 


A mile from the
village he came to the pickup point just as a fast response Chopper
began it’s landing. He ran to the open door and threw himself
inside, and on cue the pilot gunned the chopper back up into the
safety of the sky. Shadow felt a strange satisfaction with the
outcome of the mission, closed his eyes and dozed off to sleep in
the choppers seat.

The flight back to
base took thirty-five minutes, and on landing Reynolds reported to
Colonel ‘Bull’ Jacobs for his debriefing. He gave account of the
success of the mission, leaving out the details of how Sadkah died,
simply saying, “Target is terminated, sir!”

“Good work. Sit
down Shadow,” Jacobs said. “We have a decision to make which
involves both of us!”

He offered
Reynolds a beer and continued.

“Three months ago
I was approached by a high level government officer who made me an
offer. Some big shots in DC are putting together a special task
force and they have asked me to come on board in a command role.
The object of this group will be to control international
terrorism. It will have virtually unlimited resources and will be
staffed by the very best operatives the USA has. It will involve a
certain amount of target kills and that’s where you come in. If you
are interested, you will travel to many of the world’s hot spots to
deal with known terrorists. You will have state of the art
equipment, a large personal fund that you can use whenever you
want, and you will carry out orders directly from the President of
The United States. You will be able to choose your own weapons and
transports and they will be yours alone to use. A private jet will
be at your disposal, and you’ll be given free of charge an
expensive apartment in Washington DC.”

Jacobs could see
that Reynolds had a question so he paused for a moment and
waited.

“Sir, is this a
CIA or NSA controlled group?” Reynolds asked.

“It will be CIA
funded and controlled, but the NSA will also be giving input when
needed,” said Jacobs. “You will not officially be a CIA spook but
you will work in close contact with them and the NSA. Our orders
will come directly down from the President; in fact you could say
that we will be his Private Security Force.”

Reynolds thought
for a moment and then said, “Do we have a choice of accepting or
not accepting a mission?” Jacobs was surprised at the question and
replied, “Shadow, when The President gives an order, he expects it
to be carried out!”

“How long do I
have to make the decision to join, sir?” Reynolds asked.

“Twenty four hours
Shadow, and if you decide to go with it, you will ship out to DC
immediately.”

Reynolds sat
without comment and Jacobs knew he was weighing up all his
options.

He then said to
Reynolds, “One more thing, if you join this team, Allen Reynolds
will cease to exist. You will be given a new identity and will only
answer to Shadow in any matters relating to the team and it’s
mission. As far as anyone who knows you goes, family included, you
will no longer be alive.”

That last
statement gave Reynolds a shock. “Sir, I will give you my answer
within the time frame,’ he said.

“No problem
Allen,” said Jacobs, already knowing that Shadow would be on the
team.

Four hours later,
Allen Reynolds reported to Colonel Jacobs and agreed to join.

Jacobs dialled a
preset number on his encrypted satellite phone and it was answered
in Washington DC.

“Reynolds has
accepted the offer and we are good to go, sir!” was all he
said.

The man on the
other end of the line said a simple “Acknowledged,” and the call
was terminated.

 


 


 



Chapter
Eight.

 


Homicide
Department,

Washington DC
Police HQ,

Washington
DC

July 4th
2007.

 


DI JOHN ADAMS FELT
LIKE HE was about to pass out. He hadn’t felt this tired in years.
Another coffee helped him push his tiredness to the background once
again.

‘God, I need some
sleep and some exercise,’ he thought as he drained the coffee
cup.

The last two days
had been one long shift, with only short periods of sleep in
between tedious amounts of fruitless investigation. His team had
been working with him, but so far no one had come up with any clue
in the hunt for Selwyn Mambi’s killer. The FBI had assigned five
agents to the case and they were all top class, experienced
investigators. None of them were any better off. Whoever the killer
was, he had hidden his actions well, leaving no trace. Lopez and
Summers had spent long hours reviewing security tapes from the
building at the end of the street, and both were complaining of
having ‘square eyes and head aches.’

The CSI report
came back without any useful clues. The Medical Examiner was only
able to find tiny bullet fragments in the body, which could not
even be used to identify the type of bullet.

Lopez and Summers
had been through all the security tapes for the two previous weeks
and had only come up with one person of interest. Two days before
the shooting a serviceman had walked along the passageway on the
top floor, heading towards the stair to the roof. Thirty minutes
later, the same serviceman came back the other way towards the
elevator. Camera footage showed him travelling to the ground floor
and walking out of the front doors of the building. He got into a
dark coloured van parked on the far side of the road and drove
away. The cameras were unable to see the registration plate of the
van, so the investigation stalled.

Further
investigation revealed that no one in the building had a service
call booked that day, so the serviceman became a suspect, that is
until Summers found out that the local telephone company had had a
reported fault in the building some days before, and the man turned
out to be a telephone company technician checking the lines in the
top floor junction box under the stairs.

 


Lopez had the
boring job of trying to match each worker on the floor with the
images on the security tape. She found out to her frustration, that
forty eight people worked on the floor and many of them moved
around the building from floor to floor during their daily
jobs.

After many hours
of comparing security images with computer records of the staff,
she called out to Adams, “DI Adams, you will need to look at
this!”

Adams came over to
her desk and she said, “I’ve matched all the images on the tapes to
the computer records of the staff on the top floor and I have one
too many people.”

Pointing to the
image on the screen she said, “This man doesn’t belong on this
floor and he’s not a member of any business in the building.
Everyone else should be here as they are all staff members employed
to be in the building. This man is not. He appears one hour before
the shooting takes place and he leaves ten minutes after the
Ambassador was shot. He enters the building through a side entrance
and leaves by the same entrance. He wears a business suit and dark
glasses the whole time he is inside and you will notice how he
positions his face so the cameras cannot get a clear view of him at
any time. He is carrying a large briefcase which could hold a
weapon, and wearing gloves so his hands cannot be seen.”

“Not only that,
but he appears in another tape three days before the shooting and
does the same things he did on this one. Same entry door, same
suit, same glasses, same briefcase, same gloves. Again he positions
his face so the cameras cannot see him. He’s in the building the
first time for a total of thirty-seven minutes, and disappears from
view for thirty minutes as he approaches the stairs to the roof. He
reappears and exits the building in the same way he came in. I’ve
tried to get a computer image of his face, but he hides it so well
it is not possible. I estimate he is around six feet tall and
weighs around one hundred and ninety pounds.”

“Great work Suzi,
lets see if the Feds can clean that image up and get us a face,”
said Adams. “Special Agent Harris is in the next room, I’ll get him
over to look and see what he thinks.”

Harris moved
quickly to Lopez’ computer screen and pulled out his cell
phone.

He called the head
of the FBI computer department, Simon Thursby, on his speed
dial.

 


Simon Thursby was
a typical computer geek. Short, nerdy and often in need of a
shower, his hair uncombed, face hardly ever shaved and his skin a
pasty white due to lack of sunlight, Thursby was a nevertheless a
computer genius. His unkempt appearance had earned him the nickname
‘Leo the Lion’ from his fellow workmates, although none ever called
him that to his face. He totally ignored FBI dress codes, turning
up to work each day in a coloured t-shirt and faded jeans, with a
pair of joggers that used to be white many years ago but were now
more a shade of dirty brown. His domain in FBI headquarters
Washington DC was on the six floor and took up half of the entire
floor. He was a brilliant computer programmer and an expert hacker,
having been arrested in his teenage years for hacking into the
computer of a large city bank and moving bank balances from rich
peoples accounts to the accounts of the not so rich, a sort of
modern day Robin Hood.

Thursby earned
himself probation for two years and a total ban on owning a
computer for one whole year as a reward. He had a hard time staying
away from computers over the time so he often went to his friend’s
homes so he could go on line.

After Thursby
graduated from University with an IT degree, he worked for a number
of companies before being recruited by the FBI to head up their
computer division.

With a huge budget
and almost free reign, Thursby had built one of the largest
computer systems in the USA. He spent twelve to fifteen hours a day
in his FBI kingdom.

He had collected
massive amounts of data on almost everyone in the Armed forces,
Police, Fire and Rescue departments, politicians, local government
members, and every other security organization in the country.
Thursby had detailed records of all convicted criminals in the US
and details of all crimes committed that were solved or unsolved.
If a normal, everyday American broke the law in some small way,
like getting a parking ticket, he had a record of it. Needless to
say, he was not someone that you got on the wrong side of. His
mammoth store of data made him one of the most feared men in the
country and earned him the respect of high-ranking people, from the
President down.

The data was
stored in a monster bank of hard drives known as ‘The Vault.’ The
Vault was a secure facility inside the six floor of FBI HQ
Washington, which had better security than Fort Knox. Entry to the
Vault was limited to only three people; Thursby, and his two top
executives. The Vault would only open after a full scan of the
palm, retina of the right eye, voice recognition, and the entry of
a secure password, which was changed by Thursby every twelve hours
and never written down. The data was protected by an unbreakable
matrix logarithm firewall, specifically designed for The Vault by
Thursby himself. It was hacker proof. Many had tried, no one had
succeeded, and for their attempt, the computer they used was
infected with a backdoor tracking worm sent from The Vault, which
allowed the FBI to locate the computer and bring the hacker to
justice.

 


Thursby was also a
‘Trekkie.’ He had copies of every episode and movie of Star Trek
ever made, and fashioned his workspace like the command console on
the Starship Enterprise. He used voice command technology to
operate his computer system, calling it ‘Computer’ just as the
characters did in the Star Trek series. He used a voiceprint of a
very special young lady that he knew for his computer voice having
tweaked the voice to sound sexy, but not too sleazy.

He was sitting at
his console as per usual, when the phone rang.

“Computer, answer
the phone please,” he said.

“Yes Commander,”
answered the sexy voice of the computer. “Simon Thursby’s office,
how can I help you?” she went on to say.

“Commander, it’s
Special Agent Steve Harris, I am putting him through to your
terminal.”

“Agent Harris, how
can I help you today?” Thursby asked.

“Good morning
Simon,” said Harris, “we have a face that we need you to identify.
The only problem is that this subject is very good at hiding from
security cameras. Do you think you can build a computer image of
him for us?”

“If you can give
me 30% of his face it will be no problem, any less than that will
be a lot harder,” said Thursby.

“I will send you
the best image we have, but I am sorry to tell you that it is a lot
less than 30%,” said Harris, “sending now.”

The partial image
of the mystery mans face appeared on the monitor screen in front of
Thursby, and he knew right away that there was not enough of the
image to build a computer face.

“Sorry Steve, the
partial is way too small, send me all that you have on this subject
and I will get my team to try and work it for you,” he said.

A mass of images
appeared in front of Thursby on the multiple screens of his console
and he assigned the computer the task of sorting them into usable
frames.

“Computer, build a
facial image from these still pictures,” he said.

“Certainly
Commander,” said the computer.

“Steve, I will
call you back the moment we have something,” said Thursby.

Only seven minutes
later, Thursby called Harris back.

“Dammit Simon, I
know you are good, but are you going to tell me you have a face for
me after only seven minutes?” Harris said.

“Not a chance
Steve, not enough in any of the images to get a face, but I do have
some good news for you,” said Thursby. “Before I tell you what it
is, confirm this for me. Those images you sent me are from the
Trackcorp Systems building, correct?”

“Yeah that’s
right, we think the shooter of Ambassador Mambi fired from the roof
of the building and if we are right he is the man in the partial,
why do you ask?”

“You may not
remember Steve, but I worked for Trackcorp Systems before I joined
the FBI, and they are super paranoid about security in that
building. The security camera’s that you see in the corridors and
offices are only one part of their surveillance system. They have
pinhole cameras and hidden spy cameras all over the corridors and
offices. You will never find them, they are so well hidden, but I
would bet you a months salary that your subject only avoided the
cameras he could see, not the hidden ones!”

“The other good
news I have for you, is that the girl I use for my computer voice,
my very close friend Cindy, is the person in charge of security at
Trackcorp Systems, and will let us check the hidden tapes for your
man. And before you ask, I am already on it, but it has cost me a
dinner with Cindy at the Ritz Carlton, which your department is
going to pay for, ok?”

“Simon, get me
that face, and I will pay for you and Cindy to spend the weekend at
the Ritz,” said Harris.

 


 


 



Chapter
Nine.

 


CIA Safe
House,

A Rural
Farm,

Washington
DC.


12th December 2002.

 


ALLEN REYNOLDS SAT
ON THE back porch of the farmhouse, assembling his new, very
special weapon.

He had just
returned from a private Gunsmith in Langley, Virginia, after
obtaining the weapon and it’s ammunition. He had the rifle made to
his express specifications and was pleased with the result.
Reynolds based the design on his favourite weapon, the M24 Sniper
rifle, but had made some personal modifications. He incorporated a
quick release shoulder stock, made of lightweight aluminium, and
had the barrel made to breakdown into two pieces for easy
transport.

Reynolds had also
shortened the body of the rifle so it would fit easily into a large
briefcase and converted the magazine to hold seven bullets, not
five. He reasoned that if he had not killed the target after seven
clear shots, then he would most likely be dead himself, so seven
would do the job.

His final
masterpiece was the ammunition. Now that he was no longer in the
army, he didn’t have to abide by the Geneva Convention. His new job
required success every time with no room for error, so he designed
a new bullet that made every shot a killing shot. The conventional
M24 bullet had a minute hole bored three quarters of the length of
the slug from front to back. Into the hole was poured a small
amount of Mercury, which filled about one third of the space. The
tip of the bullet was then closed off with a tiny, pointed Titanium
plug. Each bullet cost around one hundred dollars to produce,
mostly because of the cost of the Titanium, but Reynolds had an
unlimited budget, so it didn’t matter to him. The theory was that
the speed of the bullet would compress the Mercury in the back of
the slug, and on impact, the Mercury would be thrown forward into
the Titanium plug, creating an explosion able to instantly kill or
mortally wound the target. Reynolds expected the bullet to be able
to blow the back of a human head clean off at 200 yards or take a
shoulder and arm completely off over the same distance, which would
still result in death, but may take a little longer.

Shadow assembled
the new rifle with care and mounted the telescopic sight to the top
of the barrel. He had conventional ammunition to set up the sights
and loaded five bullets into the magazine. For a target he set up
two large orange pumpkins from the farms garden on spikes on two
fence posts. He painted two scarecrow like faces on the pumpkins
with black marker pen. Then he paced the distance out to roughly
two hundred yards and set himself to fire. The sight homed in on
the first pumpkin and he fired one shot at it. The top right of the
pumpkin recorded the shot.

‘High and to the
right,’ he thought, and adjusted the sight down slightly. The next
shot was a better height, but still right. A little more adjustment
and he reloaded the magazine with a full compliment of standard
ammo.

He took aim again
at the first target and hit it perfectly in the painted nose. He
then paced back a further one hundred yards, set himself and fired
a single shot at each eye of each target, and then between the
eyes, hitting them perfectly. With a feeling of satisfaction, he
inserted two of the special bullets into the magazine. Aiming again
at the targets, he fired one shot at each and both targets
disintegrated on impact. Reynolds smiled at the result, and looked
forward to testing the weapon on a human target.

 


Two days later,
Reynolds was aboard a Delta Airlines flight as it touched down at
Jackson Hole airport. He picked up his bag from the baggage claim
and walked over to the Avis rental car counter. He ordered a medium
compact car, and drove out of the airport, heading for his parents
retirement farm. A light snow was falling and the road was
slippery, but having grown up in the town, it was no problem for
him. The heavy winter snows were late this year so the road was
clean with only light snowdrifts on each side where the Snow
Ploughs had cleared the road. He always loved this season in
Jackson Hole, despite the freezing temperatures. The road to his
parent’s farm was slow and windy, but he took it carefully and was
making good time. At the top of the hill he stopped to take in the
breathtaking winter scenery. Down the other side of the hill, a
road crew was working on a damaged guardrail, which had been hit by
a car sliding on ice a couple of days before.

As he pulled over
at the lookout on the top of the hill, Reynolds noticed another car
there, with two men in it. Reynolds’ car pulling to a stop caught
the attention of one of the traffic controllers further down the
hill, who moved to the centre of the road with a STOP sign in his
hand. A maintenance crew had totally removed the guardrail, and the
traffic controller had to make sure the corner was safe for
traffic. The other workers removing a support for the guardrail
distracted his attention, and when he looked back up the road to
the lookout, Reynolds car had pulled out and was heading down the
road towards him. The second car had moved off in the other
direction.

The traffic
controller held up his sign to give his workmates time to move the
support off the road, but Reynolds’ car didn’t slow down. In fact
the car seemed to be gathering speed. He waved at Reynolds to warn
him to stop, but the car kept coming.

The controller
yelled out to his workmates and they dived out of the way as
Reynolds car sped through the corner and across the road towards
the unprotected edge of the cliff. The car took a support beam with
it as it plunged over the edge, dropping over 200 yards to the
floor of the valley below. On impact the car exploded and a huge
plume of black smoke rose from the canyon. All the road crew stood
in disbelief. They knew that the driver could never survive the
drop, and the foreman called his base to report the tragedy. The
two men in the other car saw the accident and drove away.

 


Twelve hours
later, a rescue team examined the site of the crash, and found the
body in the drivers seat was burned beyond recognition. The
registration plate of the car survived, so the Police were able to
trace the car back to the Avis office and determine who was
driving.

Sergeant Owen
Cairns from the Jackson Hole Police department had the unpleasant
job of travelling to the Reynolds family farm and giving Jonah and
Mary Reynolds the terrible news. Reynolds parents were devastated
by the report and their doctor arrived shortly after Sergeant
Cairns to give Mary Reynolds a sedative.

Allen Reynolds was
buried at the Jackson Hole Memorial Gardens after a short service
at his parent’s local church, attended by his family and
friends.

 


 


 



Chapter Ten.

 


FBI HQ.

Washington
DC.

July
5th 2007.

 


SIMON THURSBY
INSERTED THE DISC that he had been given by Cindy into the console
of his computer. He scanned through to the time of the shooting
then said, “Computer, search for non Trackcorp Systems personnel on
this file.”

“Yes Commander,”
replied the sexy computer voice. The screen in front of him became
a blur as hundreds of file photos were processed in a few
seconds.

“I have a record
of one male person who is not employed by Trackcorp systems,
Commander, file photo is on your monitor now,” said the
computer.

A clear image of a
man in dark glasses and a business suit appeared in front of
Thursby, and he commented out loud, “You are not as clever as you
think, the hidden camera recorded you, you are mine!!”

“Computer, run the
face through our files and get me a name.”

“Yes Commander,”
replied the Computer.

Thursby made
himself his third coffee of the day and played his favourite
waiting song through the system, ‘Time is on my side’ by The
Rolling Stones. Singing the words out loud, he took his first sip
of the coffee and then sat down to wait. Twenty-five minutes later,
the computer said, “Commander, I have a match to the face.
Lieutenant Allen Reynolds, US Marine Corps, file on your screen
now.”

Thursby studied
the detailed file for a few minutes, and then said, “Computer, call
Special Agent Steve Harris.”

Harris’s cell
phone rang and he answered, “Simon what have you got for me?”

Thursby replied,
“Steve I have a face and name for you, but you are not going to
like it. The subjects name is Lieutenant Allen Reynolds, US Marine
Corps, Iraq Veteran. Returned from combat November 2002 and died in
a car crash outside of Jackson Hole, Wyoming, on December
12th the same year. He was buried at Jackson Hole on
December 15th, and his file has been inactive ever
since.”

Harris was
dumbfounded. “Simon, are you telling me that the shooting was done
by a ghost?”

“Steve, I can only
give you the facts as I know them, you will have to figure out what
the hell is going on,” said Thursby. “As far as all the data I can
find tells me, the subject is dead and has been dead for five
years!”

“You’re not going
to believe this, John,” said Harris. “We have a name to the face on
the tape, and he died five years ago!”

DI John Adams
thought for a moment and then said, “Can we get all the details on
the subject? We are going to need to do some in depth checking on
this guy.”

“Simon, send us
all that you have on the subject, and find out what he did while he
was in the marines,” said Harris.

“I have tried that
already Steve,” said Thursby, “but his army file is classified and
if I hack into it the Army will know. You’ll need to get someone
higher up to release the file; it’s out of my hands. Anyway I am
sending you all that I have.”

The file
transferred to John Adams’ computer and he set Lopez and Summers
the task of checking the details. He then turned to Harris and
said, “Steve, you may have already thought of this, but it’s worth
checking. We have two shooting deaths within days of each other;
both high-ranking Kenyans, both shot from a distance by a
high-powered rifle, and both killed by an unknown shooter. Do you
think they are related?”

“We would be
stupid if we said they weren’t, but for the life of me I can’t see
the connection. The Opposition leader of Kenya, and the brother of
the President of Kenya are on opposite sides of the fence. What
would be the point of killing both men, and who would stand to gain
from their deaths? President Mambi wouldn’t be so stupid as to
weaken his hold on power by these killings. Already we’re getting
reports of new tribal violence and unrest as a direct result of
what’s happened and Mambi wouldn’t want his little kingdom to be
shaken like this. The USA needs peace in Kenya, and would not do
anything to threaten the oil supplies we are getting from them
either, especially now that the price of the oil from Iraq is going
through the roof. If there is a connection between the two
shootings, I can’t see it yet,” said Harris.

“Lopez get me the
medical examiner who handled the case when the subject died at
Jackson Hole,” said Adams.

“On it Boss,” said
Lopez.

The phone at the
Jackson Hole Medical Examiners Office rang and the receptionist put
Lopez through to Doctor Samuel Hopkins, the chief ME for the
district.

“Doctor Hopkins,
my name is Detective Suzi Lopez, Washington DC Homicide. We’re
investigating a car crash fatality your department processed on
December 12th 2002. The victims name is Allen Reynolds.
Can you give us the report on your findings relating to the
death?”

Hopkins entered
the details into his computer, and the file appeared on the
screen.

“Ah yes, Allen
Reynolds, local boy, well liked in the community, University
graduate, served in the Marines in Iraq. Killed when his rental car
left the road on the way to his parent’s farm. The body was badly
burned, because the car exploded after falling over two hundred
yards into a canyon. Witnesses said the car failed to take a bend
and left the road, most likely slipping on ice. He was buried at
our local memorial gardens a couple of days later,” said Hopkins.
“Tragic end of a young mans life.”

“Please send us
the file, Doctor,” said Lopez. A few minutes later the records
arrived on Lopez’ computer.

“DI Adams, I have
the file of the subjects death, but there is no DNA test to confirm
identity,” said Lopez

“Get back to the
ME Lopez and find out why,” said Adams.

After another call
to Jackson Hole, Lopez reported, “No DNA test because all evidence
pointed to the driver being Allen Reynolds and DNA testing was not
thought to be necessary,” she said.

“Ok, so we don’t
have definite proof that the man in the crash is this Allen
Reynolds. Before we take this any further, we’ll need to positively
identify the body in the ground,” said Harris. “Agent Wallis, get
hold of FBI Laramie, and get an exhumation of the body, and I want
it yesterday!”

Wallis called
Laramie and an exhumation order was arranged. The next day, the
grave of Allen Reynolds was opened and tissue was removed from the
body for DNA testing. The DNA test came back positive. According to
the Marine Corps DNA records, the body in the grave was Allen
Reynolds.

“Will someone here
please explain to me HOW a dead man could be caught very much alive
on a hidden camera five years after he died?” said a frustrated
Special Agent Steve Harris.

“There is only one
explanation,” said DI John Adams. “Someone switched the DNA
records, and did all they could to make it look like Reynolds is
dead. Someone who wanted him to drop out of this world and go into
the world of deep cover operations, someone with the power to do
this most likely works for the CIA.”

“What the hell are
we dealing with here, John?” said Harris.

“I’m not sure at
the moment, but I think it’s time we went to your boss and got him
to unlock that file for us. We have got to know what Reynolds did
in the marines, and why someone wanted him off the radar,” said
Adams.

 


The phone on CIA
Director Miles Sinclair’s desk rang and he picked it up after only
one ring.

“Miles, Donald
Mills,” said the director of the FBI.

“Good morning
Donald,” said Sinclair, “I am guessing this must be important for
you to call me on the direct secure line?”

“Yes it is,” said
Mills, “we have a lead on the Mambi shooting but have run into a
brick wall which looks like the CIA have built around the suspect.
I need you to level with me Miles; if the CIA is behind this, we’re
both going to be in serious strife. From what we can work out, you
have a deep cover operative who is ex-marines and supposedly died
some years ago. The strange thing is that we have him on
surveillance tape at the shooting point of Selwyn Mambi and he is
very much alive.

We have computer
records of him, which end with his death in 2002, but his marine
file before his death has been marked classified. According to the
Marines, your boys are the ones who locked the file, not the Army.
So far, no-one else knows about this, but unless you can give me a
satisfactory answer, this will go all the way to the
President!”

Sinclair was
silent for a moment and then replied, “Leave it with me Donald,
I’ll get back to you as soon as I find out what is going on.”

 


 


 



Chapter
Eleven.

 


Jackson Hole
Airport,

Wyoming.


12th December 2002.

 


THE CAR FROM THE
HILLTOP lookout stopped next to the private jet and the two men got
out. Walking to the jet, one of them commented, “Well, Reynolds is
dead. Do you want to go to the funeral?”

“Could be a little
strange attending my own funeral,” Reynolds laughed and climbed the
stairs into the jet. The jet taxied down the runway and took off,
heading towards a private airstrip outside of Washington DC.

Colonel William
‘Bull’ Jacobs sat looking out of the window and Allen Reynolds sat
opposite him, studying the mission instructions he had just been
given. Reynolds looked up and said, “Did you have a problem
persuading the Gunsmith to come with you from Virginia to Jackson
Hole?”

“Nope,” said
Jacobs, “a little help from a narcotic was all we needed. He did
not have a clue what was going on. You saw how he was when we put
him in the drivers seat of your rental car, kinda drugged but not
quite off the planet!”

“It’s a pity we
had to get rid of him though, he made a damn fine weapon,” said
Reynolds.

“Yeah, well some
things have to be done, and in this case we have solved two
problems at once. Your weapon is untraceable, and now that we have
deleted your Marine Corps DNA record, and put his in its place, you
are officially dead,” said Jacobs, “and we have a body to prove
it.”

“And seeing he was
single and a recluse, no-one is going to miss him for quite a
while,” said Reynolds.

“How do you feel
about this first mission Shadow?” asked Jacobs. “Are you ready to
go back into combat without the restrictions of the Marines holding
you back?”

“Well to tell you
the truth sir, I never let them hold me back before, but I do like
the new weapon and ammo. Should make my job a lot easier,” said
Reynolds.

“Ok Shadow, this
next target is a dangerous terrorist, who is high up in the
Al-Qaeda network. For once we have his whereabouts without them
knowing we do, so we might just get lucky with this one,” said
Jacobs.

“The only thing I
don’t like about the mission is the location, but I’ve been in
worse,” said Reynolds.

 


Twenty-four hours
later, Shadow was dropped by an insertion helicopter outside of the
town of Chaman, on the border of Pakistan and Afghanistan. His
target, Ali El Assfa, was holed up outside the town and there was
only one road in and out of the area. Reynolds used the cover of
night to climb a minaret of a local mosque, and settled in to wait.
He knew that El Assfa would not stay in the area long and also that
he would only get one attempt at this target. El Assfa moved
locations constantly. He never stayed in one place for more than a
week. US intelligence sources were told he would be on the move
today, and he always moved in the early morning to avoid attracting
attention. The road from his hideout passed by the mosque so
Reynolds had a perfect vantage point to shoot from. His only
problem was the Mosque’s Imam would call the faithful to prayer at
dawn and would usually climb the tower to do so.

Reynolds noticed
that the tower was equipped with huge loudspeakers and cables ran
down the wall to its base. All going well the call to prayer was a
recording that would be played through the speakers, meaning the
Imam would not even bother to climb the tower. As the sun rose, the
loudspeakers crackled into life as the call to prayer began. He was
in luck; no sign of the Imam and the call to prayer played loudly
breaking the morning silence. Reynolds breathed a sigh of relief.
At least he didn’t have to kill the Imam. He was safe in his hiding
place.

A cloud of dust in
the distance caught his attention. A car was heading down the road
towards him. He scanned the passengers and driver with high-powered
binoculars, but his quarry was not there.

Ten minutes later
another car came down the same road, again El Assfa was not in it.
Another fifteen minutes passed and another car came towards him.
This time he saw Ali El Assfa in the rear passenger seat.

‘Too easy,’ he
thought, as he raised his rifle to the firing position. As he
steadied himself for the shot, the sun reflected on the car’s
windscreen and blinded his eyes to the target. Before the glare was
gone, the car was past the point where he could shoot.

“Dammit,” swore
Shadow as he quickly dismantled his rifle packing it into his
backpack. He ran down the stairs and emerged from the base of the
minaret just as the car drove past. The faithful were starting to
come out of the Mosque at the end of morning prayers. One man was
starting his motorbike as Shadow came around the corner. A quick
Aikido chop to the neck knocked the man
out, and Shadow was on the bike in pursuit of El Assfa. His target
had a half a mile lead and the bike was only small so Shadow had to
ride at full revs to make up the distance. The little bikes engine
screamed in protest at the punishment it was being given. Reynolds
held on as the dirt road bumped and rattled him almost to the point
of falling off. As yet the occupants of the car had not noticed
him, and he began to close the gap. The car was heading away from
the town into the hills and traffic was light. Reynolds could see
the car from a quarter mile behind it. The dust it kicked up gave
him cover so he was not easily seen. Reynolds lost ground as the
road began to wind up the hills, but then it levelled out and
Reynolds rapidly closed on the car.

The driver
suddenly noticed the lone figure on the bike and went into defence
mode. He swung the car onto the verge of a corner. As he did so,
both side windows on the car went down. Two of El Assfa’s men
pointed automatic weapons at the bike and Reynolds threw the bike
into a sharp turn to avoid the bullets. He pulled up behind a large
rock near the corner, just as the guards opened fire and bullets
splintered the rock face. Reynolds couldn’t see the car from his
position, but knew where it was in front of the rock around thirty
feet away. He’d seen three men with El Assfa, so he waited for them
to exit the car to chase him down. Reynolds heard the car doors
open and men talking in Arabic as they came towards him.

He picked out two
voices as he pulled a hand grenade from his backpack. He pulled the
pin, threw the grenade towards the voices as they neared the rock,
and waited. The men cried out, just before the grenade went off.
Silence. Shadow took a careful look around the rock as the car
engine started up. He saw two men lying dead on the road on the
other side of the rock, and the car driver with El Assfa in the
back moving away.

The car
accelerated hard kicking up a huge cloud of dust, as Reynolds
gunned the bike and took off after it. He had already pulled out
his Glock pistol, and held it in his left hand as he used his right
to wind up the bikes throttle. Hitting a moving target from a small
motorbike was an almost impossible thing, but Reynolds had the
advantage of following the car and the rear of the car was a large
target. He steadied himself, aimed the Glock then fired four shots
at the car. Two broke the back window; one hit the driver in the
back of the head, and one shot took out the left rear tyre. The car
swerved as the driver, now dead, pulled down on the left hand side
of the steering wheel. The blown left rear tyre helped as the car
sideswiped the rock wall on the left of the road before nose-diving
into a drainage ditch at the base of the wall. The rear wheels left
the ground, the car was stuck fast in the ditch. Ali El Assfa
opened the passenger door, blood running from a large gash on his
forehead, with an automatic rifle in his hands. Reynolds was
already outside the door and shot him in the left shoulder and
right forearm before El Assfa could get a shot off. El Assfa
dropped the rifle and fell to the ground in severe pain.

Reynolds pulled
out his KA-Bar knife and grabbed El Assfa by the hair, pulling his
head up and exposing his throat.

“This is for all
the Americans you bastards killed on September 11th!” he
said as he sliced El Assfas throat from ear to ear. The dying man
fell to the ground as blood gushed from his fatal wound gasping for
breath through his sliced wind pipe.. Reynolds looked at him for a
moment then got back on the bike and rode back towards Chaman.

 


Nearing the town,
he stopped the bike to dial a preset number in his satellite phone.
As the phone answered he spoke only one word, ‘Shadow.’ The
coordinates for his pickup point flashed on to the GPS screen of
his phone. Thirty minutes later he was back onboard the insertion
helicopter heading towards a US base in Afghanistan. He had no
sense of satisfaction from the mission, just a cold hard feeling
inside that seemed to grow with each kill.

Reynolds landed at
the airbase and transferred to a waiting private jet, which took
off immediately for London. After refuelling at a small private
airstrip outside London, the jet took to the air again heading for
Washington DC

Once in
Washington, Reynolds drove himself to the Unit HQ outside the city
centre.

“Mission
successful sir,” he reported to Jacobs.

Jacobs smiled and
offered Reynolds a beer. “Any problems Shadow?” he asked.

“None sir, smooth
as silk,” Reynolds replied.

“Excellent, we
have an urgent new target, get some rest and see me tomorrow for
details,” said Jacobs.

 


 


 



Chapter
Twelve.

 


City of
Cali,

Columbia.

December
21st 2002.

 


ALLEN REYNOLDS LAY
‘STILL AS stone’ on the roof of a fifteen-story apartment block
near the centre of the city of Cali, Columbia. All around him the
city bustled with activity as the two and a half million
inhabitants went about their daily lives. He was covered with a
snipers cloak that was the same colour as the roof surface, so he
was almost invisible. From his vantage point he could see the
square where Columbian President Jose Remara would be giving his
political speech in two hours time. He estimated the distance to
the prefab stage from his roof to be around 550 yards. It would be
a challenging shot, but he had had more difficult ones.

The air
temperature was topping 100 degrees and sweat ran down his face.
His rooftop was out of the security area so he knew that apart from
the odd helicopter flying overhead, no one would be aware of him.
He scanned the area every five minutes, so far nothing out of the
ordinary was happening. Security forces were checking and
rechecking the area around the stage and it’s surrounding streets
and buildings. Armed men were on every rooftop in the immediate
area. All traffic was being diverted around the area. A no go zone
of 200 yards had been set up around the stage, to stop any car
bombers from getting close enough. Sniffer dogs were checking the
stage and it’s surrounds for explosives. All members of the public
were being stopped and scanned with metal detectors before being
allowed into the square.

President Manuel
Remara lived with tight security and continual protective
bodyguards, day and night. He had been the target of a number of
assassination attempts over the last year, so his personal security
force took no chances. His head of security had tried to talk him
out of appearing at this political rally, but the President
insisted that the people needed to see and hear him. The security
head knew that Remara’s enemies would not stop until he was dead,
so continually tried to talk him out of public appearances. His job
was made even harder by the Presidents outspoken stand against the
Drug Cartels of Columbia, men who were ruthless and would stop at
nothing to make money and grow their empires.

A brass band
assembled on a smaller platform next to the main stage and each
instrument and carry case was checked for concealed weapons. The
band began to tune up and practise the Columbian national anthem.
The event coordinator walked around barking orders to the staff who
were setting up chairs for the dignitaries and visitors. Huge
displays of flowers were arranged around the stage, after each was
checked to make sure they did not contain bombs. Colourful ribbons
and streamers draped the stage and a massive photo of Remara was
erected on the stage’s back wall.

Reynolds checked
the time, twenty minutes to go. He scanned the buildings
surrounding the square to see where each security man was posted.
He set his rifle and sight using the rostrum in the centre of the
stage as his target point. He moved so slowly that his movement was
not even noticed.

The band began to
play the anthem, as from the side of the square a large group of
security men surrounding the President walked to the stage. The
crowd broke out into spontaneous cheering and clapping. The
President smiled and waved as he walked to the stage. He ascended
the stairs to the stage, still surrounded by his security detail,
and sat in the front of the rows of chairs in a special reserved
seat. The Mayor of Cali was making a welcoming speech at the
rostrum. Reynolds scanned the area again as he waited for the
President to come forward for his speech.

A movement in a
window of a building near the square caught his eye. He focused his
sight on the window and saw that there was a sniper with his rifle
pointed towards the stage. The President rose from his seat to make
his speech and the sniper moved his rifle taking aim at the
Presidents head. A muffled ‘splat’ followed the firing of Reynolds
weapon, and the dead sniper dropped to the floor of the room he was
in, shot through the head. Reynolds refocused his sight on the
President and saw that no one had even heard or seen what had
happened.

His mission
complete, Reynolds broke down his weapon and walked off the roof to
a car parked in the street below, then dialled the number in his
satellite phone and drove to the pickup co-ordinates. Thirty
minutes later, he was flying in the helicopter over the Columbian
rainforests on his way to a waiting jet at a private airstrip near
the border.

The jet set a
course for Washington DC and Reynolds closed his eyes and slept
most of the way. On arrival at Washington, he went to his apartment
and logged on to his numbered Swiss bank account to check the
balance. He entered his password and the balance of the account
flashed on the screen. Reynolds was given a one and a half million
dollar salary, paid yearly in advance. He was also given an expense
account of one million that he could use as he wanted. He had
transferred half of the expense account to his personal fund just
before he left for Columbia. The balance now stood at two million
dollars in his private account. Reynolds entered a command and the
money was transferred to another secret account he had set up in a
different Swiss bank. He logged off the website then walked to his
car to drive to the Unit Headquarters.

The next five
years were filled with successful missions and Reynolds amassed a
large fortune in his secret bank accounts. At the end of each
twelve-month period, he transferred any remaining expense funds to
his private account then hid the money in a number of accounts in
different parts of the world. He was a realist. He knew that the
time would come when he would be no longer required by the unit, so
he was making sure he could disappear without a trace when that
time came.

 


 


 



Chapter
Thirteen.

 


CIA
Headquarters,

Langley,
Virginia.

July 5th
2007

 


CIA DIRECTOR MILES
SINCLAIR SAT stunned behind his desk. He had just hung up the phone
after talking to FBI Chief Donald Mills, and he felt the room
spinning around him. Sinclair had been in his position for five
years, and at age fifty-five, he had reached the top of his
league.

For the first time
since he took the job, he was scared. If what Mills had told him
was true, the CIA had a serious problem. Sinclair thought long and
hard about what he should do. His decisions in the next few hours
would determine his entire future. Someone in his organization was
running their own agenda, and using the resources of the CIA to do
it. But who? Who would be bold enough to try and undermine the
authority of the CIA for their own ends? Who would be stupid enough
to think they could get away with murder and not get caught?

Sinclair picked up
his phone and called his computer expert, Judah Elworthy. Judah
Elworthy was the CIA’s equivalent of the FBI’s Simon Thursby, and
twice the geek that Thursby was.

“Judah, Miles
Sinclair, get me all you have on Lieutenant Allen Reynolds, US
Marine Corps, and make it snappy,” Sinclair said sharply.

“Yes sir,” said
Elworthy.

Thirty-five
minutes later, Elworthy presented Sinclair with a file marked
“Limited Access” and left his office.

Sinclair saw that
the file was small and had a restricted access code. He opened it
and read the life history of Allen Reynolds, which ended with his
death in December 2002. The thing that caught Sinclair’s attention
was the time Reynolds spent in Iraq as a Marine Corps Sniper. He
noted the success Reynolds had and that he was reported to be ‘the
perfect killing machine’ by his superiors. Sinclair felt a cold
chill as he realised that this man had the training and ability to
make the shot that killed Selwyn Mambi.

Sinclair called
his Assistant Director, James Coleman to his office. Coleman was a
self-opinionated jerk, a typical government employee who had come
up through the ranks. An ugly bald headed little man, who had no
friends in the CIA, Coleman had trod on a lot of toes to get to
where he was. Sinclair had to work with him, but that didn’t mean
he had to like him.

“Sit down James,
we have a serious problem, you’re the only one I trust to share it
with,” said Sinclair. He went on to tell Coleman about the call
from Donald Mills and the file on the dead man, Allen Reynolds. He
also shared how the investigation into the shooting of Selwyn Mambi
had dug up the video of a very much alive Allen Reynolds and how
the further investigation had found that it was likely that the CIA
had recruited Reynolds as a deep cover assassin.

“Tell me the truth
James, you are in charge of all recruitment of assets, have you
recruited Allen Reynolds?” said Sinclair.

James Coleman
looked his boss in the eye and said “Miles, up to two minutes ago,
I had never heard of Allen Reynolds, and I can assure you, no one
in my department has recruited him to work for us. However I’ll do
some checking of my own and try to find out what is going on. Leave
it with me and I’ll get back to you as soon as I have
something.”

“James, this goes
no further than you, I don’t know who we can trust on this one and
I don’t want the culprits getting wind of what we are doing,” said
Sinclair.

“No problem Miles,
I won’t share this with anyone else.”

 


James Coleman left
the Directors office, walked to his own office and closed the door.
He took out a secure encrypted satellite phone and dialled a number
he knew by heart.

A male voice
answered and said “Yes Mr. Coleman?”

Coleman spoke
three words, “Reynolds is blown!” and hung up the phone.

The man on the
other end of the line called three others and said the same three
words to each of them before disconnecting, “Reynolds is
blown!”

Coleman deleted
all references to Allen Reynolds, Colonel William ‘Bull’ Jacobs,
The Unit and The Quartet from his laptop then removed the hard
drive from it and smashed the hard drive with a hammer. He gathered
up all the broken pieces and put them into a plastic shopping bag.
Coleman took out the secure satellite phone, removed the sim card
and destroyed it. Then he smashed the phone as well then put it in
the plastic bag with the broken hard drive. For good measure he
threw the laptop into the bag as well. Coleman told his secretary
that he was going out for an appointment and would be back in about
four hours time. He went to the CIA parking garage and drove from
there to Chesapeake Bay. Stopping on the side of the road high
above the water, he threw the cell phone and sim card into the sea.
Fifteen minutes later, he stopped again and this time disposed of
the laptop. He drove on for another fifteen minutes then threw away
the broken hard drive.

“Even Judah
Elworthy would have trouble getting any data from them, if he could
even find them,” he thought as he drove to a secluded private
estate on the shores of the bay.

As Coleman drove
in the gates of the estate, he saw three other cars near the
entrance to the house, and he knew The Quartet was waiting inside.
The butler led him to the conference room closing the doors after
Coleman entered.

“Please be seated,
Mr Coleman,” said the tall man in the expensive Italian business
suit at the head of the large table.

Coleman took his
seat without saying a word as the man continued.

“Mr. Coleman,
please give us more detail on the situation with Allen
Reynolds.”

Coleman shared all
that he had been told about how Reynolds had been video recorded at
the Trackcorp Systems building by hidden cameras. The men around
the table sat silently until one said, “Is the plan compromised, or
do we continue?”

The tall man
looked at the others and said, “We continue. Allen Reynolds has one
more mission then we won’t need him any longer. Our plan is secure;
no one else knows anything about it. The political unrest in Kenya
is accelerating nicely, our next move will push the situation into
full civil war. Our objective there is still secret and the outcome
is sure. Once we have tied up one or two loose ends, nothing will
be able to stop us.

He turned to
Coleman and said, “Mr. Coleman, are you able to keep the situation
contained until our objective is complete?”

“Yes I am sir”,
said Coleman, “the only problem we may have is Director Miles
Sinclair. He is definitely running scared, but I think I can manage
him for the time being.”

“We may need to
deal with Sinclair at later date, keep us informed with what he
does Mr. Coleman. Thank you Gentlemen, we proceed as planned,” said
the tall man.

Coleman got up,
left the room and drove his car out of the driveway as he wondered
what he had got himself into.

The tall man
looked at the other three and said, “We may have to let Mr. Coleman
go in the near future.” The three other men nodded in
agreement.

One of the three
others spoke, “We’re playing a dangerous and deadly game Gentlemen,
whoever we involve from this point on will need to be
expendable.”

The other men
murmured their agreement and the meeting continued for the rest of
the afternoon.

 


Coleman returned
to his office and called Judah Elworthy.

“Judah, James
Coleman. Find out who put the restriction on the Allen Reynolds
file please.”

Elworthy called
Coleman a short time later.

“It seems that the
classified rating was put on the file in December 2002 by Agent
Thomas Weeks. Strangely I have to report to you that Agent Weeks
was actually dead at the time. He was killed in the embassy bombing
in Paris in November that year. Looks like we have a mole in the
network, but I can’t tell you who. He used Weeks’ password to
classify the file and did it from an office computer in the typing
pool at 1730 hours, December 3rd. I can’t trace it any further than
that sorry,” said Elworthy.

“Ok, thanks for
that, let me know if you come across anything else,” said
Coleman.

Coleman smiled as
he walked to Director Sinclair’s office with his report.

 


 


 



Chapter
Fourteen.

 


Homicide
Department,

Washington DC
Police HQ,

Washington
DC.

July
6th 2007

 


SPECIAL AGENT
STEVE HARRIS SAT alongside DI John Adams at his desk. Both men
looked tired and irritable. The desk was littered with used
disposable coffee cups, empty takeaway food containers and screwed
up paper. The bin next to the desk was overflowing. Both men had
taken off their ties and jackets long ago.

Harris picked up
his cell phone to ring FBI HQ, when the phone rang in his hand. The
caller ID identified Simon Thursby, and Harris answered.

“Simon, speak to
me and give me good news.”

Thursby replied,
“Well I am not sure if it’s good or bad news, but I have more info
on your mystery man Allen Reynolds. I’m sending the file to you
now.”

The screen on
Harris’ computer filled with the file details and he replied, “Got
it Simon, thanks,” and hung up the phone. Both men looked at the
file and then at each other. The US Marine Corps restricted file
was in front of them with an in depth account of Allen Reynolds in
Iraq. In particular, they noticed the comment from Colonel Jacobs
calling Reynolds the ‘perfect killing machine.’

John Adams let out
a deep breath.

“Steve, this guy
has to be our man, look at his history, he’s made kills from almost
impossible distances, and is highly trained in stealth and combat
techniques. If anyone could have made the shot that killed Selwyn
Mambi, it would be him. We need to find out who he’s working for
and why the kill was made. Can we get any more detail on the CIA
involvement?”

Harris called
Simon Thursby back and asked him, “Simon, do we have any detail on
the CIA involvement in all this?”

“Interesting story
there Steve, the CIA tells us that the file was restricted because
of the sensitive nature of the kills Reynolds made in Iraq. They
say Reynolds is not one of theirs and they have never had him as an
asset. In fact they say that they’re as much in the dark about him
as we are.”

“Do you believe it
Simon?” asked Harris.

“Well, you know
that I only deal in facts Steve, but if you want to know my
feelings on it, I think they are giving us the ‘Mushroom
Treatment’; you know, ‘Keep them in the dark and feed them crap!’
Anyway I’ll keep digging and see what else I can find. Also, I have
checked on Trackcorps security video of the outside of the building
and I have a clear picture of Reynolds walking down the road after
he left the building then getting into a DC cab on the corner of
the next street. The cab company may be able to tell you where he
was dropped off, but that probably won’t help much. That’s all I
have,” and Thursby disconnected the phone.

“Lopez, get on to
DC cabs, we need to find out where they dropped Reynolds after he
left Trackcorp Systems,” said Adams. “Maybe we’re going to get
lucky.”

Lopez called the
cab company and a few minutes later had the information.

“Subject Reynolds
was dropped off outside the subway station near the freeway. The
driver reported that he walked down the subway station steps. I
have accessed the subway security system at the time he was dropped
off, and there’s a clear picture of him buying a ticket then
getting on a train heading for central DC. I have checked the
train’s progress and got him getting off at the Smithsonian
station. Outside security cameras show him as he walks through the
park near the Washington monument. Then I was able to catch him on
a Bank security camera heading towards the FBI building. He picked
up another cab at Constitution and Twelfth, I am on to the cab
company again now,” Lopez reported as she redialled the DC cab
company.

She hung up the
phone less than ten minutes later and then said, “Reynolds left the
cab at Massachusetts and Twenty First and walked one block. Street
cameras have him taking a third cab from the corner of Twenty First
and Hale, dammit, calling DC cabs again!”

Lopez hung up the
call to the Cab Company for the third time and said, “Got him on
another street camera, he left the cab on central James Street,
walked half a block and entered the Continental Imports Building,
1679 James Street. I have good vision on the building from an ATM
camera directly across the road, I’ll run through the video and
check when he comes out.”

Steve Harris
called Simon Thursby and said, “Simon, get me everything you have
on Continental Imports, 1679 James Street, Washington DC. Could you
also check on the building itself to see if it has underground
access to other buildings or car parking that exits to another
street? Thanks for that.”

Adams called out
to Summers, “Dillon, take Agent Gould and go give the Continental
Imports building the once over. Check if we can set up a stake out
in the building across the street as well.”

Summers and Gould
left quickly, both very happy to get out of the office. They drove
to the Continental Imports building and parked halfway up the
block. They walked down the street on the other side of the road,
so they could get a good view of the building. It was a typical
office building the same as many of the others in the area, and
clearly marked with a brass plaque with the Continental Imports
name on it.

Nothing seemed out
of the ordinary, however Agent Gould noticed a number of security
cameras on the outside of the building covering the view of the
whole street both ways. He thought that was unusual, as most
companies were more concerned with who was going into their
building than who was walking past it. Gould pointed to the ATM and
pretended to make a withdrawal as he spoke quietly to Summers about
the cameras.

They went to the
entrance of the building with the ATM and walked up to the building
directory in the foyer. All the floors were tenanted to various
businesses except the third floor, which was vacant with a ‘For
Lease’ sign. The men took the elevator up to the third floor. From
the windows on the floor they had an open view of the Continental
Imports building including the building entrance. It was a perfect
place for a stake out. Summers noted that there was a takeaway food
store just up the street that was open late. At least there would
be some comfort for the people who were on the stake out.

He pulled out his
cell phone to report to DI Adams. Adams organised the use of the
floor with the buildings owners. Summers and Gould were given the
first shift in the stake out, the equipment they needed was already
on its way to them.

“Fantastic,” said
Summers as he hung up his phone. “We go from a boring office job to
a boring stake out in the same day! This just gets better by the
minute.”

Gould said
nothing. He had only known Summers for four days and he hated him
already. ‘Shut up you jerk!’ he thought to himself.

 


In the mean time
Lopez was scanning the tapes from the ATM and ran through to the
current time. “No sign of Reynolds leaving the building sir,” she
said to Adams, “so there must be another exit.”

Simon Thursby
called back with a detailed plan of the building and they saw that
there was a back entrance and a parking garage exit at the rear. No
cameras were at the rear of the building so it looked like their
subject had slipped through the surveillance and got away. Thursby
gave them a complete file on Continental Imports; it’s owner and
history. Nothing out of the ordinary there either.

Adams turned to
Harris and said, “This place could be a legitimate business or a
false front for something more sinister. We need to get inside the
building to check it out, can you guys arrange it?”

Harris smiled as
he turned to one of his agents. “Agent Samuels, arrange for a team
to do an inner sweep of the building.”

Samuels pulled out
his cell phone and told his team to use the ‘Power Grid Problems’
ruse to get into the building.

“ ‘The Power Grid
Problems’ ruse, how does that work?” asked Adams.

“Watch and learn,
Grasshopper,” smiled Harris.

 


Within the hour
the electric power was cut to the Continental Imports building and
then reconnected. This happened every ten minutes. After only
thirty minutes, someone in the building had called the local power
company with a fault complaint.

Fifty minutes
later, a team of five FBI agents dressed as power company
technicians pulled up in the parking garage under the building and
reported to the building supervisor. They told the supervisor the
team would need access to every room in the building to locate the
problem and it would probably take some time to find and fix the
fault. The supervisor had no problem granting them access to the
building but said there was one area that no one could get into as
it contained sensitive company files and was off limits to everyone
except the top company executives and two computer technicians. She
went on to say that it was unlikely the fault would be in that area
because the rooms were only used to store company files and to hold
executive meetings and most of the time they were empty.

The lead agent
called Harris on his cell phone to report the supervisor’s
conversation. The rooms that were off limits were facing the street
where the stake out was. Harris called Gould and Summers, and told
them to sweep the rooms with thermal imaging cameras. The three
rooms were not empty as the supervisor had said. The thermal
imaging camera picked up the heat signatures of two people and a
large quantity of electronic equipment in the rooms.

Adams and Harris
examined the plans of the building. The three rooms had their own
access from the parking garage. No one would know who was in there,
as the occupants didn’t have to pass through the other parts of the
building to get to the rooms.

“Can we get an
video/audio link to those rooms Steve?’ asked Adams.

“Sure can,
provided they don’t have blocking devices in there. If they do, we
won’t get to see or hear anything,” said Harris.

The FBI fake power
company team went through the building and spent a long time
checking the rooms next to the three that were off limits. One of
the team members climbed up into the ceiling space to feed a camera
and microphone into the air-conditioning vent to the rooms next
door. The camera feed came on line and a jamming device in the room
blocked the picture and the audio.

“There’s something
in that room that someone doesn’t want anyone to know about,” said
Harris.

“Can we get in
there using the National Security Mandate?” asked Adams.

(The National
Security Mandate was made law after the World Trade Centre attacks
in 2001. It gives the FBI the power to enter any building and
search it without a warrant, provided they had evidence of possible
terrorist activities.)

“Well we could,
but at the moment we don’t have any evidence that gives us a reason
to access those rooms. If it turns out that there is nothing in
them that would threaten National Security, we could be in hot
water,” said Harris.

“Give me ideas
people, come on, help me out here,” said Adams.

As he spoke the
power to the building was turned off again, and suddenly the audio
and video became clear and crisp. On the computer screen, Adams and
Harris saw two men and a large amount of electronic equipment.
Harris fed the video on to Simon Thursby and called him on his cell
phone.

“Simon, get me
ID’s on these two subjects and I need them yesterday,” he said.

“Computer, get me
names for the two men in the video image,” said Thursby, and
multitudes of images began to run through his monitors. The
computer scanned thousands of facial images to compare with the two
subjects. After an hour the scan stopped and the computer said,
“I’m sorry, Commander, but I am unable to match the two subjects
with any image in my data banks.”

“Crap,” said
Thursby as he called Harris with the news.

“Ok, if we can’t
ID these two, then we need to have a word with them and see what
they can tell us,” said Harris. Calling Agent Gould on his cell, he
said, “Agent Gould, keep the thermal image camera on those two and
let me know the minute they move.”

“No problem Agent
Harris,” said Gould.

“Agent Samuels, I
need a pickup team in the parking garage of Continental Imports,
right now.” Samuels dialled a preset number on his cell phone and
the team was on its way. Adams’ cell phone rang and Summers told
him one of the subjects was on the move.

“How far away is
that pickup team Steve?’ Adams asked.

“Under two
minutes, the timing should be just right,” said Harris.

 


The pickup van
entered the parking garage just as the subject came out of the
elevator on the parking level. The van came along side the man and
stopped. The van doors burst open as four armed FBI agents grabbed
the surprised subject and bundled him into the back. The van left
the parking garage at speed headed to an FBI safe house in the
area. Their prisoner was handcuffed and had a black bag put over
his head so that he could not tell where he was going.

Adams and Harris
drove to the safe house to interview him. When they arrived the man
was tied to a chair in an empty room with the curtains drawn. Two
large spotlights faced the man and the bag was still on his
head.

Harris walked over
to him and said, “We can do this the easy way or the hard way, and
it’s your choice. Tell us what we want to know and you will be set
free; don’t talk and we will get what we want out of you anyway and
I can’t guarantee you’ll live to tell the tale. We have ways of
making you talk and we always get what we want. You will strongly
regret it if you do not co-operate.”

The prisoner spoke
in a frightened voice, “Who are you, and what do you want? I don’t
even know why you kidnapped me, and I have no idea what I should
tell you.”

Harris whispered
in his ear, “You will save yourself a lot of pain and suffering if
you give us the information we want. Tell us about what goes on in
the room you were working in.”

“I work for
Continental Imports as a computer technician. The room I work in is
the company data storage room. The company is a normal importing
business, bringing in goods from other parts of the world then
selling them in the USA. We have nothing of any real value, and we
don’t sell drugs, if that is what this is all about,” said the
man.

“Shut up and
answer my questions, and don’t speak unless I tell you to,” said
Harris in a threatening voice. “I want to know about a man called
Allen Reynolds, or maybe you know him as ‘Shadow’, tell me all you
know about him.”

The man was silent
for a moment then he said, “I don’t know anyone by that name, he
must work in a different part of the company.”

“I’m sorry, I
don’t believe you,” said Harris. “Tell me what you know about Allen
Reynolds or I’ll cause you real pain and you will still end up
giving me the information.”

“I don’t know any
Allen Reynolds or ‘Shadow’, if I did I’d tell you,” shouted the man
in real fear. “I’m a computer technician, and that’s all I am, what
can I do to convince you?”

Harris turned to
Adams and winked. “Get me the electrodes and we’ll see if we can
loosen his tongue a little.”

The prisoner cried
out in fear, “No, don’t hurt me, I don’t know the answers to your
questions, please believe me, I don’t know anyone called ‘Shadow’
or Reynolds, you have to believe me.”

Harris smiled at
Adams and pointed to the man’s trousers. The prisoner had wet
himself in fear. Adams shrugged his shoulders and whispered to
Harris, “He can’t help us, let him go.”

The other agents
in the room untied the man and took him back to the van. He was
driven ten miles away to a park then dumped on the playing field
near some trees. The van drove away and the man waited until it was
gone then removed the black bag from his head. He looked around to
check his assailants had left and then pulled out his cell phone.
He dialled a number from memory. “Jenkins here Colonel, Unit HQ has
been compromised, Reynolds has been compromised, unknown intruders,
most likely FBI, request instructions.”

 


 


 



Chapter
Fifteen.

 


The White
House,

Washington
DC.

July
6th 2007.

PRESIDENT CONNER
EVANS WAS IN a really bad mood. He was in a meeting with the
National Security Advisor, Caleb Green. So far it looked like no
one had made any headway with the investigation into the killing of
Ambassador Selwyn Mambi.

“What are you
telling me here Caleb? We have the best spooks in the world and no
one can find a killer for me? How hard is it to locate one man in
this town? Does this mean that we are all at risk because our
security services aren’t capable of keeping us secure? What the
hell am I paying these guys so much money for if they can’t find a
murderer for me? Someone had better get me a result soon or a lot
of fat cats will loose their overpaid jobs!”

Caleb Green knew
that the President did not want answers to his questions, he wanted
results, and at the moment, no result was forthcoming. Green waited
for the President to stop his tirade and then spoke in a clear and
controlled voice.

“Mr. President, so
far we have made some headway in the investigation. We have
determined that the shooter is an ex Marine Corps sniper named
Allen Reynolds. We have found out that a clever plan was put in
motion to make it look like Reynolds died in a car crash five years
ago, when in fact he dropped off the radar, and went to work for an
unknown group. We have video footage of him leaving the Trackcorp
Systems building after the shooting and have traced him to a
building downtown. As yet we do not know who he is working for, but
we are certain it is not the FBI or CIA. There is a strong
possibility that Reynolds also killed the Kenyan opposition leader
on June 20th but as yet we cannot find a connection
between the two deaths. His present location is unknown but the
moment he puts his head up we will have him. Just give us time sir,
our guys are working around the clock, and they will find him.”

“Caleb, I don’t
have to tell you how important it is that we wrap this up.
President Mambi is breathing fire at the moment and I need to
secure our oil reserves from Kenya. This has the potential to do
great damage to our relationship with the Kenyan Government, which
we can’t afford at the moment. We need someone to be a scapegoat,
and we need him fast. Get me a result!” shouted the President.

Caleb Green nodded
and left the room. Green was used to being in control and at the
moment, he wasn’t. An unmarried forty-five year old lawyer who took
up his post two years ago, Green was getting tied of being the
errand boy. He took off his thick-lensed glasses and cleaned them
as he walked down the corridor. He returned to his office and
dialled the Director of the CIA, Miles Sinclair, on his direct
line.

“Miles, Caleb
Green, I have just come from a meeting with the President and he is
NOT happy. Tell me that you have something new on this Reynolds
thing.”

“Caleb, I would
love to be able to do that, but at the moment, Reynolds is living
up to his call sign, he is a Shadow. None of my team have come up
with anything new, believe me it’s not for lack of trying. I have
men working 24/7 on this, but he has simply vanished. As soon as
something new comes up I’ll call you.”

Green thanked
Sinclair and then made another call to the Director of the FBI,
Donald Mills. He repeated the same words to Mills and was given
almost the same reply.

“Donald, I need
more than that, get me a result,” said Green. “Has anything new
come to light in the last few hours?”

“Nothing new, but
we’re still staking out the Continental Imports building and we
have DC Police and FBI agents checking every aspect of the
information we have so far. Every airport, train station and border
crossing is on high alert for Reynolds. We have agents watching bus
depots, rental car offices and Limo hires all over town. We’ll get
him, Caleb, it just may take some time.”

“I want to know
the moment something happens Donald,” said Green hanging up the
phone.

 


Caleb Green smiled
a half smile as he walked to his car in the White House parking
Garage. He drove out of the Garage, nodded to the attendant and
headed to the park near the Jefferson Memorial. He turned off the
engine of the car and sat looking at the ducks on the water in the
tidal bowl. He let out a deep sigh, as he thought long and hard
about what he should do next.

 


 


 



Chapter
Sixteen.

 


Unit Safe
House,

Langley,
Virginia.

July
6th 2007.

 


COLONEL WILLIAM
JACOBS SAT AT the table in the kitchen of the Unit safe house with
a grim look on his face. Shadow sat facing the Colonel, waiting for
him to speak. The game they were playing was a dangerous one and
they both knew it. Jacobs had expressed his concerns about a kill
on US soil when they were given the Selwyn Mambi contract, so the
detection of Reynolds had come as no surprise.

“It had to happen
sometime Shadow,” said Jacobs, “but we’re still one step ahead of
them. They know who you are but the CIA tells me that’s all they
know. The FBI has combined their resources with DC Homicide. They
have a large team of detectives and agents working on finding us,
but they have nothing more than the location of Unit HQ one. That’s
why we have an alternative HQ, and there is nothing to lead them to
it or us. Apparently they got a picture of you in the Trackcorp
building from a hidden spy camera so went from there. Jenkins and
Austin have already cleared the rooms at the Continental Imports
building HQ and destroyed any evidence that could lead to us, so
there is nothing left there for them to discover.”

“Does that mean we
go on Colonel?” asked Shadow.

“Yes, nothing has
changed. We still work for the President, and we still have a job
to do. The CIA have smoke screened the Feds and the cops, and we
are still clear to go. We have a new mission, and we need to take
the target out on schedule. The whole plan is coming together and
the people over us are pleased with our progress so far.”

Shadow thought for
a moment and then said, “Colonel, I know that we are under orders
and you told me in the beginning that we won’t have a choice in
what we do. I agreed to that when I took the job on. I just need to
understand why we are doing this next kill. I’m not arguing about
it, I just can’t see the logic in killing the Opposition leader of
Kenya, and then the brother of the President of Kenya. This next
kill seems to make even less sense to me. None of these men are
terrorists. As far as I can work out, there are no real terrorist
threats to the USA from within Kenya itself. I will carry out my
orders sir, but I’d feel a whole lot better about it if I knew the
reason.”

“Allen, what I am
going to tell you is strictly between you and me. What we’re doing
is meant to bring about civil war in Kenya, which will require the
USA and the United Nations to step in to keep the peace. It is all
about the oil. The USA needs that oil and the control over it. Now
that we’ve almost lost our supply of cheap oil from Iraq, we have
to maintain supply from elsewhere. Kenya has massive oil reserves
but they are too backward to really develop them. President Mambi
is a tyrant with real contempt for the USA. Once he’s out of the
way, we’ll be able to take over the oil reserves and manage them
properly. The Iraqi war was supposed to give us a long lasting
supply of oil, but the worldwide backlash to our weapons inspectors
NOT finding weapons of mass destruction blew that all away. The
President at that time came out of it all with a huge amount of egg
on his face, and many government members lost their jobs because of
it. This time we are going to make sure we are invited to go into
the country to bring peace. That way we can stay as long as we like
and make sure our oil supply is maintained into the future. I can’t
tell you much more than that, but I can tell you we will help to
keep life in the USA as we know it, and maybe even bring a new era
of prosperity to this country.”

“Thanks for that
Colonel, it gives me a clearer picture of what we’re doing and a
good reason to do it,” said Reynolds.

“Make sure when
you’re out in public from now on that you wear some type of
disguise. The Feds have access to security cameras all over the
country, and you can be sure they have large numbers of people
looking for you right now,” said Jacobs.

“That’s a given
sir, but the good part about this is that they don’t know where we
are or where to even start looking for us,” said Reynolds. “We’ve
covered our tracks so far, apart from that one slip, and I won’t
let that happen again!”

“Shadow, things
could get a little rough from now on, so if you have a problem,
I’ve left you a contact outside the loop. The information to find
the contact will be hidden at co-ordinates I’ll send you before you
start your next mission. You will probably never need the
information, but it pays to have a backup in this business. Good
luck, and next time we meet the world will be a different place,”
said Jacobs.

Shadow shook
Jacobs hand as they always did before a mission and left the safe
house. He wore a beanie, running shoes, dark glasses and a hooded
sweat top. To anyone passing him, he looked like a typical jogger
out for a run. He walked two blocks and then got into a car parked
in a supermarket car park. Shadow drove the car for five miles
pulling up at a bus station and leaving the car on the side of the
road. He travelled in a local bus for three blocks, got off and
walked to another car parked in front of a McDonalds. Shadow drove
the second car for two miles then pulled over at a local park. He
walked from the car to the playground area and stood watching the
entrance to the park from there. After thirty minutes he was sure
he had not been followed, so he drove to a train station one mile
away and went to a locker in the locker area to retrieve his
weapon. From the station he drove a twisting route to a small
private airstrip, climbed on board a private jet and took off on
his next mission.

As the jet climbed
over Washington DC, his encrypted satellite phone rang and the
screen showed the co-ordinates of the contact information Colonel
Jacobs had promised. Reynolds read the co-ordinates five times
committing them to memory. He then deleted the message from his
phone and sat back in the seat to read the mission instructions one
more time. After reading the mission, he put his head back and
dropped off to sleep.

 


 


 



Chapter
Seventeen.

 


Office of the
President of Kenya,

Nairobi,
Kenya.

July
7th 2007.

 


PRESIDENT JOSHUA
MAMBI HAD PLANS for the weekend. He had had a tiring week and
needed to take a break. His security force still had no information
on who was responsible for the death of his brother. Whoever killed
the Opposition leader had also got away without leaving a clue.
Mambi knew it was not the fault of his security men, but still felt
like executing some of them as an example to the others. Maybe he
just needed something to take his mind off the whole thing. He
picked up his cell phone and dialled a number he knew from memory.
A young female voice answered and Mambi told her to pack a bag for
the weekend.

President Mambi
had a wife and four children. He rarely saw them due to the nature
of his position, but really didn’t care if he ever did. His young
18-year-old mistress gave him all that he wanted and more. She was
a beautiful girl, who he kept in an apartment near his office which
he visited on a regular basis. Mambi was 54 years old, only 5ft 6in
tall, over weight, and his hair was receding to the point where it
looked like his forehead had grown and pushed his hairline off the
back of his head.

He wore thick
glasses, had a large bulbous nose, and was not even slightly good
looking, in fact most people called him ugly. His mistress put up
with him because of the large amounts of money he paid her and the
lifestyle he provided for her. What she did not know was that she
was the second mistress Mambi had had. The first girl dared to
argue with him one night, and was never seen or heard of again. The
head of Mambi’s security police Colonel Elias Ubantu had taken care
of her for the President, but not before he had sampled the
delights of the Presidents mistress for himself.

Mambi poured
himself a large glass of Johnny Walker scotch whiskey and downed it
in two gulps. The warmth from the drink filled his body, as he
gathered up the things he needed and called for his car. A knock on
his office door ten minutes later signalled the President that his
security detail was waiting. Surrounded by armed guards, Mambi took
the elevator to the garage and got into his Mercedes Benz
Limousine. Two black Hummers waited for the Presidents Limo to
move. One took the lead, with the other falling in behind the Limo.
Each vehicle was filled with highly trained security men armed with
Uzi compact machine guns. The convoy pulled out onto the street, as
waiting police stopped the traffic to allow the vehicles to move
quickly.

The convoy headed
to the outskirts of the city and into the hills towards Mambi’s
mountain retreat. The thirty-room mansion was built on the top of
the highest hill, with commanding views of the city and the country
beyond. No expense had been spared in building, with the best of
everything, from a huge $25,000 wide screen LCD television which
took up almost the whole wall in the media room, to the full size
Olympic Swimming pool and spa in the middle of a marble paved pool
area. The garage alone was bigger than most American houses and was
able to hold twenty vehicles of various types, from four-wheel
drives to motorbikes and sports cars.

The majority of
the people of Kenya were living in makeshift homes or grass huts,
but the President made sure he lived in the lap of luxury, all paid
for by the crippling taxes he imposed on the population and the
money he syphoned from oil sales. He had also stashed a large
amount of the money into hidden bank accounts in Switzerland, just
in case he needed to leave the country in a hurry.

The convoy climbed
the hill to the Mansion, crossed a swing bridge over a deep ravine,
and drove through the rainforest to the house. Armed guards
carrying AK47’s stood at the gate, and opened it to allow the
convoy to enter. The nine-foot razor wire fence was electrified,
entry any other way was impossible. As the convoy pulled up in
front of the house, Mambi smiled as he saw his mistress’s cherry
red Mercedes Benz sports car parked near the door. Servants ran to
the Limo as soon as it stopped to held the door open for the
President. Security men surrounded him as he got out of the Limo
forming a shield as he walked to the door of the mansion.

The head butler
informed the President that the evening meal would be served in one
hour and the President walked to his bedroom suite without
replying. He opened the door and smiled even more. There on the bed
was his stunningly beautiful mistress, wearing only a see through
white lacy negligee that covered little of her chocolate brown
skin. She lifted one arm as he approached her. He greedily kissed
the fingers of her extended hand. The security men closed the door
after the President and stood guard outside the room. Both guards
looked at each other and winked, wishing they were the
President.

 


The jet carrying
Shadow landed at a US base near the Kenyan border in Tanzania. He
transferred to a medium size transport helicopter for the insertion
into Kenya. The flight to his destination would take another hour
and a half, so he checked his equipment, loaded his weapon, and
settled in for the flight.

 


President Joshua
Mambi lay next to his mistress smoking a cigarette. He felt hungry,
but this time he wanted food not sex. He swung out of bed and
dressed in a pair of casual trousers with an open neck Lacoste
sports shirt. He put on a pair of brown deck shoes and went out of
the bedroom heading towards the dining room, the guards following
him like trained puppy dogs. Some time later he sat on the open
back veranda, looking at the setting sun. He drank a large glass of
quality French red wine and smoked a Cuban cigar. Mambi still felt
frustrated about the lack of progress in finding the killer of his
brother, but decided to put the whole thing out of his mind for the
next 24 hours and enjoy his mistress and the time away from his
responsibilities.
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