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To Belinda, Philip, Jessica and James


ONE

Steve Flynn was feeling just a little apprehensive. Pulling down the peak of his baseball cap to shield his eyes from the blinding glare of the hot sun reflecting off the flat, calm Atlantic, he squinted across the shimmering water, jaw rotating thoughtfully.

July and August were when the first run of the giant blue marlin passed through these waters. Flynn knew that if he were lucky enough to hook into one, it would be a big one. A 1,000lb fish had been caught not long ago and 900lb was not uncommon. The trouble was that there are no banks or shallows around these islands to hold the fish for long, like in the Caribbean, which is why Flynn was feeling the way he was. The fish were definitely out there but he knew if he didn’t get a strike soon, they’d be gone. He shook his head in frustration.

‘Isn’t it about time you got me into a fish?’

Flynn glanced sideways at the good-looking woman lounging indolently in the fighting chair of the sportfishing boat, an ice-chilled bottle of San Miguel in her hand, resting on her lightly tanned thigh.

Gill Hartland, somewhere in her late thirties, worked in the world of celebrity PR. She had built up a thriving business back in the UK, leaving two husbands gasping in her wake like floundering fish, and this was her sixth annual pilgrimage for the big marlin that cruised through these waters each year. So far, though, this year’s trek looked like being a barren one, which would be a pity for a couple of reasons.

First, this was her only real break from the hurly-burly stress of whining celebs and paparazzi. It was a chunk of time she lived for, having picked up the sportfishing bug on holiday with one of her exes. To leave empty-handed would be a gut-wrenching disappointment.

Second, though she had paid a non-refundable two and a half grand sterling up front for the week-long charter (to the owner of the boat, not to Flynn), fish or no fish, there was an additional payment on the side, and in kind, for Flynn.

However, he had been told in no uncertain terms, ‘No fish, no getting laid’ – which put a lot of extra pressure on him as skipper of this little vessel, ironically named Lady Faye. It was an arrangement the pair had come to four years ago, the year Flynn had arrived on the island, and its no-strings-attached small print suited them both; an additional facet of the trip to look forward to, but it was totally dependent on success, meaning fish.

Flynn was determined, therefore, to get into a big fish and Gill Hartland.

She reached out and ran the cold San Mig down his bare arm, letting her eyes give his muscular body a sultry once-over. He shivered involuntarily.

‘It’s not as though you haven’t caught anything,’ Flynn pointed out. She had hooked, caught and fought numerous wahoo, barracuda and small shark, but nothing approaching the size and reputation of a blue marlin even though there had been some exciting mini-contests on the light tackle that Flynn preferred.

She pouted and gave him a narrow-eyed look, which made his muscles go weak. ‘It’s the big one I want,’ she declared, leaving him no choice but to ensure the client got what the client paid for. And more. She sank the remainder of her cerveza, said, ‘I need another one,’ pushed herself off the fighting chair, walked across the deck and disappeared down the steps into the stateroom where the picnic chiller box containing supplies was stored.

Flynn watched her all the way, and she knew it, exaggerating her feline-like movements as a tantalizing reminder of what was on offer.

‘Hey!’ Jerked rudely out of his reverie, Flynn looked up to the control tower of the flying bridge and the guy presently at the helm of the Lady Faye as they trolled unsuccessfully in search of the big fish. ‘Your tongue hanging out,’ Jose laughed dirtily, letting his own tongue loll out like a dead bull’s in a butcher’s shop.

Flynn’s middle finger made it clearly understood what he thought of the remark. Although Jose was a Spaniard, he got the message loud and clear.

‘What we gonna do, boss?’ he shouted over the lovely burble of the Volvo engines. ‘Last day,’ he added unnecessarily, and tapped his wristwatch.

Flynn shrugged his shoulders and glanced at Tommy, the third member of the crew. The teenage son of the boat’s owner was bending over the bait preparation area, doing a bit of tidying up. Time was definitely against them. They were four hours into the day, another two hours to go, so Flynn had to come up with something quick otherwise Gill Hartland would be heading home rather dissatisfied on all points.

Not one to shirk his responsibilities, Flynn came to a snap decision. One he would live to regret.

They were presently about six miles due south of Puerto Rico on Gran Canaria, trolling over some very deep water. Looking north, Flynn could see the horizon very clearly and in particular the Roque Nublo – the rock in the clouds – rising majestically up from the island. The last big fish he’d caught, two weeks earlier for a one-day charter of four drunken Scotsmen, had weighed in at an estimated 700lb from the stretch of water they were currently trolling. But there had been no joy this week. Maybe it was time for a change of scenery.

‘Tommy, Jose – get the outriggers in,’ he instructed the crew. He jumped on the ladder leading up to the flying bridge, gave Jose a jerk of the thumb to get out of the way – and took control.

Jose was a big brown bear of a Spaniard, born in Madrid, but raised in Tenerife, then Gran Canaria, where he’d learned his trade on the sportfishing boats out of Las Palmas. He’d been fishing virtually all his life but though he was good and knowledgeable, he did not have Flynn’s innate intuition, his ability to ‘smell’ fish; nor did he have Flynn’s recklessness – at least that’s what Flynn told him anyway, much to Jose’s contempt.

Despite Jose’s dirty scowl and tut of annoyance when Flynn grabbed the wheel and increased the speed, Flynn shouted, ‘And when you’ve done that’ – referring to the outriggers – ‘hook on the mackerel I prepared earlier. The special bait,’ he added with a double raise of the eyebrows, designed to get Jose’s goat.

‘Special bait my arse,’ Jose responded.

Flynn turned the boat’s tail to the island with a dignified swish and powered her due south, showing how desperate, yet inventive, a man can be when his pride is threatened.

Gill Hartland was on the flying bridge next to Flynn, coming into regular contact with his bare back and arms as she swayed with the movement of the boat in the much choppier, deeper seas they were now in. Flynn was doing his utmost to ignore the deliberate touching so he could concentrate on the job in hand, but it was proving difficult.

‘You need to be ready,’ he warned her, ‘sat in the fighting chair, strapped in for when we lay eyes.’

On this boat it had become part of the tradition to use the expression ‘laying eyes’ when something special was spotted. It sounded almost religious. For a heathen like Flynn it was probably as close as he came to any form of spirituality when he laid eyes on a monster fish that was going to test his skills and ingenuity to the limit. He came over all strange and humble – happened every time.

Flynn looked at Gill. She twisted her lovely mouth down sardonically and said, ‘Yeah, right, as if,’ like some disbelieving teenager.

As he turned his head to look forward, he mimicked her voice and said, ‘Yeah, right . . .’ And then he said urgently, ‘Yeah, right – actually!’ Excitement blasted down his spine as he caught a glimpse of that most magnificent of fish, the ocean wanderer, surging through the ocean about two hundred metres dead ahead. ‘There!’ he announced, pointing with gilt-edged triumph. ‘And a hell of a big one.’

Gill Hartland had sharp eyes too and she’d spotted the fish only a nanosecond after Flynn. ‘Get me into him,’ she ordered, ‘and I’ll fuck your brains out and give you a thousand-euro bonus on the side.’ She spun away, literally slid down the ladder onto the deck and leapt into the fighting chair. Jose and Tommy, both alerted, did not miss the opportunity to help a scantily clad woman into the harness.

Suddenly the whole boat seemed to crackle with a shot of electricity, including Faye herself, who came alive like a thorough-bred racehorse. Innately, Flynn knew it could not be true, but he was certain that at moments like this, she sensed she was about to be used for what she’d been built to do – hunt big fish. She literally champed at the bit.

It took Flynn almost twenty minutes of skilful but frustrating manoeuvring before the boat was in the correct position ahead of the marlin, from which it would even consider taking the bait. He trolled the mackerel expertly in spite of Jose’s continual derogatory remarks to the contrary and Gill’s foul-mouthed curses of annoyance, most of which were lost on the wind. Thankfully.

 Initially the fish couldn’t be tempted, no matter what Flynn did, and the air of excitement on board was being gradually eroded to be replaced by tension and impatience at the shy creature’s reluctance.

But then it all came good. Before it went bad.

Flynn had the boat and bait ideally placed. The marlin tensed and then, amazingly, took the bait with a powerful lunge.

With a scream of primal excitement – which Flynn hoped would be replicated later that night – Gill Hartland heaved up the rod, her muscles turning to sinews of steel, embedded the forged steel hook into the fish’s mouth and, grimly determined, commenced battle with what Flynn estimated to be an 800lb fish.

It was an unfair contest: Flynn pitied the fish.

Half an hour later, the struggle was still in full swing, no punches being pulled on either side.

Gill Hartland’s muscles howled agonizingly as she worked the rod, keeping the pressure on, pumping the fish when appropriate, then allowing it to sound and reeling in quickly as the magnificent creature burst from the ocean depths in a series of stunning, frenzied leaps, desperate to worry the hook loose and escape this torment. Each time, Flynn’s heart was in his mouth, but Gill had the measure of the beast, kept her nerve and fought it like the expert she was becoming – ably assisted by Flynn’s superb boat handling, his ability to spin Faye on a sixpence and manoeuvre her as though she was an extension of his own being. The crew played their part too, providing Gill with a succession of energy drinks, constructive advice and buckets full of cold seawater to keep her cool.

It was ninety minutes after she had first taken the fish, after one final and unbelievably spectacular leap which could have been over a dozen feet, that Flynn knew for sure Gill had beaten it.

She coaxed the fish to the side of the boat. Flynn called for Tommy to take the wheel and he scrambled down the ladder onto the deck as Gill and Jose, who’d managed to grab the line, drew the fish alongside. Jose leaned over the side and with his safety-gloved hands, gripped the marlin’s beak and held it steady, keeping the water flowing over its superb body.

As ‘tag and release’ was company policy these days (although Flynn understood why, he achingly missed the quayside display of a monster fish and its attendant glory), Flynn took many good quality digital photos of Gill leaning over the side of the boat, stroking her catch, a huge smile on her face. He then estimated the weight and length of the fish, tagged it and allowed Gill the pleasure of releasing it back into its habitat.

With an almost arrogant roll of its body, it dived, was gone.

Flynn turned to Gill. ‘Happy now?’

The boat rolled on a wave. She lost her balance. Flynn caught her and she held on to his arms gratefully, now weary and weak from the battle royal she’d just had. ‘You will be,’ she responded, eye to eye with him. ‘How heavy d’you reckon?’

‘I’m about fifteen-five,’ he quipped and she punched him gently. ‘I’d say seven-forty, seven-fifty . . . a good fish by any standards.’ He, too, was beaming proudly, knowing just how important the photos he’d taken would be for business when posted on the website.

‘Thanks,’ Gill said. ‘I’m famished and thirsty now.’

‘Chicken mayo sarnies in the cool box, more cerveza in the galley fridge, if you so desire,’ Flynn told her. Then he looked at Jose. ‘Thanks, amigo.’

‘De nada,’ Jose winked.

Flynn looked up to the flying bridge, about to thank Tommy too – but the youngster rose from the chair, peering ahead. He looked down at Flynn, worried.

‘Boss,’ he said before Flynn could speak. ‘Problem.’

Flynn’s eyes were hawk sharp, but even so it took him a second or two to actually focus in, understand and identify what Tommy was urgently pointing to, some four hundred metres dead ahead of the boat. For a micro-flash he thought he was looking at a school of pilot whales, a common sight in these waters, their rounded heads bobbing about in between the rise and fall of the swell. But as his eyes and brain aligned he realized that the black blobs were not any sort of marine animal at all. The floating debris of a wrecked boat confirmed this. They were in fact the heads of people in the water – drowning people. The reason he didn’t compute it immediately was because what he was seeing was so out of context with the environment: at least a dozen people were fighting for their lives in the sea, almost twenty miles due south of Gran Canaria. But then he reacted like any seaman should.

‘Get the boat to them, Tommy,’ he uttered. The young lad, a skilled pilot despite his age, needed no further instruction. Flynn joined him on the flying bridge, clapped him on the shoulder and said, ‘Well spotted, kid,’ then turned and slid back down the ladder on to the deck. He landed lightly, keeping his balance as Tommy powered up and Lady Faye rose majestically out of the ocean. Jose had begun to clean the deck, sluicing it down with buckets of seawater. ‘Forget that,’ Flynn said, ‘bodies in the water, probably illegals. Could get messy.’

Jose stopped mid-throw and scowled. ‘Bastards.’

‘Nevertheless, bastards who need rescuing,’ Flynn admonished him, increasing the length and breadth of the scowl.

‘What’s going on?’ Gill had emerged from the salon, chicken sandwich and beer in hand, alerted by the power surge of the boat and the raised voices. Flynn quickly explained but by the time he’d finished speaking they were on the scene and words were superfluous. Tommy powered right down to a holding crawl.

‘Jeez,’ Flynn uttered on seeing a tableau reminiscent of something from the aftermath of a Nazi U-boat attack in a Second World War movie. The water was covered with a viscous layer of diesel oil and fuel, probably an area the size of a football pitch. And in that area was the wreckage of a small wooden boat and about twenty people bobbing up and down in the water, some clinging to wreckage, others desperately trying to stay afloat through their own efforts. Among them floated several face-down bodies, splayed out as though on invisible crucifixes. And above all that were screams for help, desperate screams.

‘Freak wave,’ Jose spat, assessing the situation.

‘Shit boat,’ Flynn said, then called to Tommy to keep Faye steady.

There was not one life jacket in sight and Flynn realized that a rescue had to be effected quickly, or even more would drown. He turned to Gill. ‘We’ll need your help – and I don’t want to sound sexist, but you get the hot water boiling on the stove for tea and there’s about a dozen blankets in the bulkhead storeroom. Get the tea on and the blankets out, please.’

Gill, a terrified expression on her face, nodded numbly and with one last look across the water, hurried down into the galley. Flynn and Jose leaned over the side and using a combination of life belts and a gaffe each, hooks removed, they began the task of dragging people out of the water. Some had already managed to swim to the side of the boat and were clinging to the ropes; others looked to have given up all hope, their energy vanished, nothing left inside them.

‘More trouble, boss,’ Tommy yelled from the flying bridge, pointing urgently.

Flynn was concentrating on reaching out with his gaffe as far as possible and getting it into the grasping hands of his first rescuee. It was a flailing black woman who was screaming desperate words in a language he did not understand.

‘Come on – take it,’ he yelled at her.

She lunged for it, missed and her head disappeared under the water.

‘Boss,’ Tommy shouted again, a worried tone in his voice.

Flynn gave him one of those irritable ‘in a minute’ chopping gestures with his free hand, then reached out as far as he could and made sure the gaffe was presented to the woman as she broke the surface covered in the slime of engine oil, fighting for her breath. This time she grabbed the hook and Flynn pulled her quickly and gently to the boat. Once she was within arm’s length, Flynn leaned over and took hold of the scruff of her neck, hauling her thin body easily out of the sea. He’d caught and landed fish much heavier than her. He spun her around and eased her on all fours on to the deck. He pointed to the galley.

‘Go,’ he pushed her, ‘go inside.’

She looked gratefully at him and crawled away, dragging her exhausted body. Flynn gasped at the futility of her plight, but did not dwell on it. Task was now, emotions could come later, maybe. He turned his face up to Tommy, who’d screamed ‘Boss!’ even more demandingly.

‘What?’ he said impatiently. Behind him, Jose had manhandled the first of his bedraggled bodies on to the boat, a young guy, nothing more than a kid, who flopped on to the polished deck, spreading oil everywhere – and also blood. He had a huge gouge to his inner right bicep, long, deep and very nasty.

Jose looked disgustedly at the mess, knowing it would be hell to clean up. ‘Shit.’

Tommy pointed, jabbing his finger.

Flynn followed the direction of the finger.

‘Hammerhead,’ Tommy said. ‘And mako.’

‘Shit,’ Flynn spat. He looked at Jose, who had also seen what Tommy was pointing at – sharks moving in. ‘Get working,’ he shouted.

Most of the survivors had managed to get closer to the boat now, but there were four of them whose strength had deserted them and were drifting away, unable to muster even a pathetic swim stroke against the current. Two dead bodies floated with them, riding the swells with ease.

Flynn’s mind raced.

The hammerhead shark was common in these waters. Flynn had yanked many of the strangely designed beasts out, but they were not particularly good game fish in his estimation, not really sought by anglers except on bad days. Generally speaking they were not a great threat to humans either. Even though a hammerhead is a consummate predator, attacks on people were rare occurrences under normal circumstances.

The same pretty much applied to the mako shark. Described as the most aristocratic of all sharks, they were a good game fish, but attacks on humans were pretty rare.

Unless of course the humans were in deep water, severely injured, with blood flowing from the cuts.

Both types of shark could easily be driven into a feeding frenzy by the scent of blood in the water.

For a moment, Flynn was transfixed, taking in what was happening – maybe six dorsal fins rushing towards the drowning or dead people. Flynn recognized two mako and four hammerhead. Suddenly there was a foaming flurry fifty metres off starboard as another unseen shark struck from below with terrible ferocity and took one of the floating dead bodies. The shark rose from the water and bit into the torso of the body, spun and dragged it under. The activity seemed to influence the approaching sharks and they speeded up excitedly, drawn by the bubbling, bloody frenzy.

With horror, the four drifting survivors had seen what had happened, the body of their travelling companion disappearing.

‘Fuck!’ Flynn breathed, feeling powerless, knowing that unless he did something, more people were going to die terrible deaths he was going to have to witness.

His mind whirred.

The boat itself was now virtually surrounded by people trying to clamber aboard. There was no way he could abandon them, because if he left them and got Tommy to spin Lady Faye around to deal with the weak, shark-threatened survivors, he’d put the ones at the boat in the same predicament.

Some alternative.

He looked into Jose’s petrified face, then up to Tommy, equally frightened, and then to Gill Hartland who had reappeared on deck. All of them were looking to him for the big decision. In other words, ‘What the hell are you going to do, skip?’

‘I came here for an easy life,’ Flynn moaned bleakly. He pointed at Jose and Gill and stabbed an instruction at them. ‘You – both of you – keep dragging these poor souls out of the water.’ His face flicked to Tommy. ‘You keep edging her slowly backwards and watch the debris,’ he concluded warningly. There was no way he could allow the boat to be damaged by the floating bits of the destroyed vessel. If Lady Faye was holed accidentally by any of these chunks, they’d all be in deep trouble – and water.

With his orders issued, Flynn rushed past Gill into the cockpit, ducked and dived for the storage cupboard under the double bed in the master stateroom. On his belly, he yanked it open, stretched into it, running his right hand along the inner cupboard wall. He pressed the hidden catch and flipped up the front of the makeshift false wall he’d built into the cupboard, then reached inside until his fingers clasped around the cold metal barrel of the Bushmaster .223 AR-15 Predator rifle secreted there.

It was an additional piece of kit he had not bothered running past the boat’s owner, put there for defensive purposes only – he would argue. There was always the prospect of encountering unsavoury people such as pirates on the seas these days and Flynn wanted to be prepared for that eventuality. He pulled the heavy gun out of the clips that held it to the bulkhead and rolled back up on to his feet. As he legged it back through the cockpit, he checked the five-round magazine, found it to be full of lethal-looking bullets and slotted it back into place. He cocked the weapon as he emerged on deck, where the others were still dragging people to safety one by one.

Once by the fighting chair, he took in the situation again.

The word ‘dire’ came to mind.

More sharks were moving in – at least a dozen of them. Several were engaged in ripping the body to shreds in a blood-foaming frenzy which was growing more intense. No one else had been touched yet, even the other floating body.

‘Flynn, what the hell are you doing?’ Gill shrieked as she dragged an oil-covered female on board. She had seen the gun in his hands and her mouth was open in shock.

Jose piped up, as he distastefully saved another life. ‘Shoot all the immigrants – good idea.’

Flynn gave him a withering look, then Gill a sidelong glance. ‘Diversionary tactics?’ he suggested. ‘Well, hopefully.’ He raised the weapon to his right shoulder and peered down the twenty-inch barrel. There was no scope fitted, but Flynn was good enough not to need it at this range. Curling his right forefinger on to the trigger, he steadied himself against the roll of the boat, pulled himself physically and mentally down, controlled his breathing, controlled his heartbeat.

His target was one of the sharks just arriving and therefore furthest away. It was a fearsome hammerhead swishing through the water, its monstrous flattened head swivelling from side to side as it used each eye in turn because its optic nerves could not produce a single, combined image. This action alone made the fish seem even more sinister and dangerous than it was.

Flynn purged everything: his surroundings, the movement of the boat, the panic-stricken people in the water. His finger tightened. It was just him and the shark. He squeezed the trigger.

Even in the open, the sound of the shot was loud, but more importantly, it was deadly. Expertly using the dorsal fin to estimate where the brain would be, Flynn knew he’d hit the fish exactly where he wanted.

The water exploded and the huge shark, mortally wounded, jerked and thrashed obscenely.

Flynn lowered his weapon, satisfied, his breath shallow.

A spark of triumph seared through him as the other sharks veered away and closed in on their companion in its death throes. Flynn made a fist and jabbed the air, hoping he’d given them a little bit more time.

He propped the gun against the fighting chair and cast his eyes over the scene. Gill and Jose were dragging two more out on to the boat, the deck of which was now a horrible mess. He saw that Gill was having a particularly torrid time with the young girl she was trying to rescue. The girl seemed to be fighting her, not wanting to be saved. Flynn moved across to them and grabbed the female’s wrist. With a heave of strength he hauled her over the side and deposited her unceremoniously on deck. But the girl, who looked no older than fifteen, lurched back to the rail and tried to scramble back into the water. Gill pulled her back.

‘What the hell’s up with her?’ Flynn shouted.

The girl shook herself free from Gill’s grasp, screamed and fell to her knees, gesticulating at the sea. She was hysterically upset and Flynn couldn’t understand a single word. His eyes followed the desperate pointing and squinting into the sun, until he saw a tiny bundle of black rags on the surface, some fifty metres starboard of Lady Faye.

His heart and insides were suddenly wrecked. He stared at Gill, who had also spotted the bundle, the object of the girl’s hysteria.

‘A baby,’ he blurted. The girl was frantically trying to claw her way overboard again. Flynn took it all in. Sharks tearing apart one dead body, others attacking their injured fellow shark, scores of fins now in the water, circling and building up courage to attack; a cluster of boat debris all around Faye making any quick manoeuvres completely impossible. His basic instinct took over.

He kicked off his deck shoes and began to climb onto the starboard railing.

‘Steve!’ Gill cried, seeing what he was about to do.

Flynn didn’t hear her, but he was suddenly brought back to reality as Jose tried to assist a young black man into the boat. As the man’s right leg dangled tantalizingly in the water for a few seconds too many, an immense mako shark powered out of the water like a rocket and took the bottom third of the leg into the huge cavern of a mouth containing rows of magnificent tiered teeth.

Gill screamed. The man emitted a sound that was unworldly.

But Jose clung on, his strong arms under the armpits of the man, and for a few moments it was as if he was competing in a tug o’ war with the mako. Then, as the huge fish twisted away, there was an ugly tearing sound and a massive chunk of the lower leg had gone, ripped off with an elemental power. Jose fell back onto the deck with his prize of a writhing man, screaming in pain, a terrible jagged wound gushing a huge amount of blood.

Flynn watched the scene for a moment. It had seemed to happen in slow motion, like a movie. But then, without further hesitation, he jumped feet first into the water.

Despite the heat of the air, the sea was incredibly cold. As it enveloped him, oxygen was sucked from his lungs as though he’d been punched in the belly. Flynn fought through this initial shock and began a powerful crawl towards the rag bundle that was a child.

His mind didn’t even start to question what he was doing. What drove him was just as inbuilt as the responses and re-actions of the sharks in the waters around him. He wasn’t being brave or stupid, he was simply responding to the stimulus presented before him, even though deep down he realized that the child would be very, very fortunate to be alive. And he would be just as lucky to get out of the sea in one piece.

Instinct propelled him through the swell, adrenaline fuelled his system and he was suddenly at the rags. He pulled them towards him as he trod water and kept an eye out for approaching fins. The bundle was firm yet pliable and instinct now told him there was a child wrapped in it. As to whether it was still alive was not something he had time to dwell on at that moment. Holding the child to his chest with his left arm, he struck out with a powerful sidestroke back in the direction of Lady Faye – and just at that moment he caught sight of a hammerhead fin cutting towards him at a terrifying rate, maybe only thirty metres to his left.

Something deep inside twisted in agonizing panic. The shark was maybe fifteen metres away now. Coming for him.

He scissor-kicked his legs hard, trying to make himself move faster, but knew it was a futile effort. Part of him wondered what it would be like to be attacked by such a creature.

Then there was a crack, followed by another crack. The hammerhead rolled away, blood gushing out of the centre of its head.

Flynn didn’t spend any time assessing what had happened. He powered back to Lady Faye, which Tommy was reversing carefully towards him through the debris without damaging the boat. Two pairs of eager hands reached over the side. Flynn could not begin to describe the unbelievable feeling of relief as Jose’s fingers gripped his right arm, he managed to pass the bundle to Gill, and then Jose hoisted him to safety, ensuring his feet didn’t dangle too long in the water.

As the Spaniard dumped him on deck, Jose looked at him in dismay and said, ‘You’re one crazy bastard.’

Lady Faye ploughed through the choppy waters of the Atlantic Ocean, throttles well open. Tommy stayed at the wheel, grimly piloting the boat north towards Puerto Rico, trying not to keep glancing over his shoulder at the mess on the deck behind and below him.

In total they had managed to rescue fourteen people, including the young man who had lost most of his lower leg to a shark, the mother and baby – and two dead bodies that had not been got at by the sharks.

The man with the injured leg had gone into deep shock. Flynn and Jose worked on the terrible wound as best they could, packing it with bandages and antiseptic cream from the well-equipped – but in the circumstances, painfully inadequate – first aid kit. They wrapped his leg and made one of the other refugees prop it up at an angle to help stem the blood flow by use of gravity.

The leg was a horrible mess and he had lost a lot of blood all over the deck, which kept Jose scowling and muttering because he knew he would never get it cleaned properly: human blood stained more permanently than anything gutted from a fish.

The baby had been snatched from Flynn’s hands before he was even pulled on board. The young mother – and Flynn was shocked by her age, or lack of it – clutched the bundle to her inadequate bosom and Gill steered both of them into the stateroom, where she wrapped them in the boat’s best quilt that had been covering the double bed. Then she hovered over them, not even knowing if the baby was dead or alive. She stood there feeling helpless as the mother knelt on the bed, holding the baby tight, rocking back and forth, wailing and chanting.

Flynn stood up from the shark-bitten man then picked his way over the splayed legs of the exhausted travellers who were packed side by side on the deck. They had all been given a hot drink. Some managed to drink it, others could not and were obviously very poorly. He then had to step over the tarpaulin that had been used to cover the two dead ones. Flynn asked if any of them spoke English or Spanish, but their responses were muted and confused. Not that he felt like holding an in-depth conversation, but he wanted to know where they were from and what had happened. The Spanish coastal police were already demanding explanations over the radio and Flynn didn’t have any answers.

‘I don’t need this,’ he bleated. ‘Not my scene.’

‘Como?’ Jose asked.

Flynn gestured helplessly and shook his head. ‘No muy bien,’ he said. ‘Not good – el crappo.’

‘Fuckin’ immigrants,’ Jose snorted.

‘Ugh – whatever . . . anyway, you mean old bastard – good shooting.’

‘Como?’ His grizzled face screwed up.

‘The rifle – bang-bang.’ Flynn pretended to shoot. ‘Killing the shark – thanks, amigo.’

‘De nada,’ he shrugged, then turned back to the injured man who was convulsing. Flynn saw him, but went down into the stateroom where Gill was tending mother and child.

It was a pathetic scene. For a few moments Flynn felt his guts wrench and breathing seemed difficult.

Gill shot him a worried glance and a hopeless gesture.

‘Is it alive?’ Flynn whispered.

‘I don’t know, she won’t let me see.’

Flynn’s nostrils flared. He stepped in front of Gill, went down on his haunches before the woman and opened his arms.

‘Please.’ He jiggled his fingers to indicate he wanted her to hand over the child. She shook her head and clung on even more tightly to the bundle. Flynn persisted and edged closer, trying to look as reassuring as a drenched six-foot-two, tough-looking man could without scaring the living daylights out of her. ‘Please . . . por favour . . . sail vows plait,’ he said as though he was multilingual. ‘The baby . . .’

She continued to hold on defensively, but her expression changed as he held in there. Her grip on the infant slowly relaxed and her arms opened until Flynn knew it was OK for him to reach forward slowly and take the child. It felt like he was taking a cold, lifeless bundle and he churned inside. Maybe he should have let her keep it.

That wasn’t an option now.

He placed the child, a boy, carefully on the bed and unwrapped the damp covers. It lay there lifeless and unmoving, its black skin blue with cold and lack of blood. Flynn could not prevent a hiss of despair escaping from his lips. The mother clamped her hands to her face and gagged a scream, while Gill laid a hand on Flynn’s back.

He leaned over the child, his hands touching its cold, clammy skin. His first and second fingers slid up to the neck, just underneath the jaw, probing for a pulse.

‘What d’you think . . .?’ Gill started to ask behind him, leaning over his shoulder. He waved her to silence and returned his fingers to the search. Was there something? Or was it his imagination? Or just a forlorn wish to find something? His fingertips probed gently. He opened one of the baby’s eyes and the eyeball rolled back. His own eyes watched the baby’s chest. Did it rise and fall? His concentration was total, cutting out everything else that didn’t matter.

He tilted back on his haunches and hoarsely whispered, ‘There’s a pulse . . . I’m sure of it. Hardly there, but it is there.’

‘You certain?’

He nodded shortly. ‘How do you feel like holding a baby to your bosom? The kid’s getting no heat from Mum. Here.’ Flynn’s eyes flickered to the refugee. She was staring with cold terror. ‘But I know you’re hot stuff.’ His eyes angled up to Gill. ‘If the kid doesn’t get some real warmth, it’ll die.’

‘It’s a no-brainer then,’ Gill said. She pushed Flynn aside, reaching for the motionless child. ‘You wrap us up tight in the quilt,’ she told him.

He did. ‘Good lass,’ he told her. ‘You’ll dine out on this for months back in London,’ he said.

But she didn’t really hear him. She was feeling so drained and emotional. ‘This is a miracle,’ she said as she felt the baby move.

‘That’s the problem,’ he winked. ‘The impossible I do at once . . . but miracles . . .?’ He shrugged with a wink.


TWO

Detective Superintendent Henry Christie scanned the printed crime report as he walked purposefully and grim-faced down the hospital corridor. His eyes quickly read the dry, formulaic words which, while succinctly summarizing the incident, went no way towards truly describing the sheer terror which came with it.


Attempted Murder/Robbery: Offenders approached superstore situated off motorway roundabout during opening hours. Three offenders posed as legitimate customers and when security guards had collected store takings from office, attacked the guards with previously secreted baseball bats and demanded the takings. One guard refused to hand over cash box and one offender produced a handgun and shot guard once in face causing serious injury. Offenders then made off in a getaway car waiting outside the store with the fourth offender at the wheel. The car was later found abandoned and burnt out on a nearby council estate. Offenders are believed to have transferred to other vehicles to make good their escape.



It was the third such robbery, but the first one that had gone utterly wrong. The first two had been particularly brutal and frightening affairs and innocent people did get hurt – quite badly – because these robbers were violent, nasty people. However, no firearms had been produced and no one got shot, a fact which ratcheted number three up to another level entirely.

The MOs of the robberies were all exactly the same.

They came in from out of town into an unsuspecting backwater and targeted a security van collecting the day’s takings from a superstore close to a motorway. The offenders knew exactly what they were doing, when to do it and how to get away – which meant that good planning had gone into the jobs. The only difference between the execution of this robbery and the previous two, other than the use of the gun, was that it had taken place in Blackpool, whereas the others had been committed over in east Lancashire. This meant the offenders had travelled further. As it was believed they had come in from Manchester, it was a big hike and more risky for them.

The change in venue had also caught the cops on the hop, something that was grating with Henry Christie.

‘How much?’ he asked.

‘Forty grand.’

Henry pursed his lips. ‘Definitely the same crew?’ The question was almost superfluous, but he had to ask it.

‘Yeah,’ the detective inspector said, trying to keep up with Henry’s pace as he strode down the corridor to A&E. ‘Deffo Manchester crims.’

Henry flicked the crime report back at the DI, nodded stone-faced and very serious. He swung a right turn and pirouetted through a double door into the cauldron that was the A&E reception area. He stopped abruptly to get his bearings, almost causing the scampering DI to rear-end him.

‘How’s the security guard?’ Henry asked. The shooting had happened some four hours earlier and Henry knew the doctors and nurses here at Blackpool Victoria Hospital had been working frantically on him since he had arrived with a bullet in the face. The said slug was lodged somewhere between his right eye and his brain.

‘Last I heard, touch and go, fighting for his life,’ said DI Rik Dean.

Henry took a steadying breath in order to regain some control over himself. ‘What’s being done . . . been done?’ he asked, meaning what the hell had the police done so far?

‘Uniform were on the scene within minutes, motorway patrols were alerted and India Ninety-Nine was put up. Statements are still being taken from some very shaky witnesses at the store, which we’ve shut down for the day, much to the management’s annoyance. There’s a big crime scene investigation going on and Manchester have been apprised of it.’ The DI shrugged. ‘They torched their car on Shoreside, which incidentally was stolen from Manchester, then divided up into maybe two or three other vehicles. And, of course, the residents on Shoreside aren’t exactly coming forward in droves to assist. We reckon they’d be back in the city within forty-five minutes, tops.’ He shrugged again.

‘And all this happened when we were running a crime op in east Lancs, checking suspicious vehicles coming off the M66, to try and catch the bastards?’

The DI nodded. ‘Correct.’ Henry tutted in frustration. ‘To be fair, though, it was a pretty high profile operation – Hi-viz jackets, marked cars and everything. Could be why they changed locations, we just displaced them.’

‘Maybe we need to be more subtle in future . . . however, just make sure the crime scene is covered as though we’re dealing with a murder – remember, you don’t get a second shot at it, so let’s miss nothing. These bastards are a dangerous nuisance and need catching.’

‘Already doing that.’

Henry inhaled again. A rush of stress rose through him like a tidal wave, a sensation emanating from his heart. It had been a tough, crappy day and to get this on top of everything else was just short of giving him palpitations. He shook his tired head to rid his mind of a disturbing image, then the two detectives walked to A&E reception and waited impatiently behind a woman with a child which had a small plastic toy inserted up its nose. The harassed receptionist took details and directed her to the waiting area. Henry stepped up to the desk, flashed his warrant card and explained his mission, adding, ‘There’s a uniformed officer with the patient, but we can’t seem to contact him . . . probably has his Police Radio switched off.’

‘Still in surgery,’ the receptionist said after consulting her computer screen.

‘Can you direct us to the appropriate theatre?’

She sighed impatiently. ‘Back through that door, end of corridor, left and left again . . . just off that corridor,’ she snapped. Henry was going to ask if there was any news but decided against it. She looked under more pressure than he was. A full whingeing waiting room coupled with a scrolling LED display that declared a three-hour waiting time, and more patients already queuing up behind him, made him give her a quick nod of thanks and withdraw.

‘You OK, boss?’ Rik Dean asked Henry, seeing him rub his eyes in exhaustion.

Henry curled his lip, Elvis style, and said nothing, just shook his head in a ‘Don’t ask’ gesture. The day had taken all the fight and energy out of him and all he wanted to do was go home, dive into a bottle of JD. He also knew that the whisky part of the wish wasn’t even a close option. Caffeine was going to have to be his crook for the time being.

He grabbed Rik and propelled him towards a drinks machine from which Henry extracted a frothy, weak coffee that was billed as Americano, but was about as far away from that as the North Pole was from the South. He took a few sips of the burning hot liquid. Even though it was rubbish, it hit the spot quickly and fired him up a gear.

They found the PC who had been assigned to remain with the injured guard sitting outside the operating theatre, bouncing his helmet from one hand to the other like a basketball. Clearly bored. He rose sheepishly when the two senior officers appeared and slid his helmet under his arm.

Henry didn’t know the lad – which was all he was, a lad – but Rik Dean did.

‘PC Berry, this is Detective Superintendent Christie from the Force Major Investigation Team,’ Rik made the introduction.

Henry gave the young man a curt nod – he did not particularly like anyone today. ‘Any news?’ He almost added the word ‘son’ but managed to hold it on the tip of his tongue. Being called ‘son’ had always irritated him when he’d been a young scamp of a bobby and he promised himself he would never subject anyone, ever, to that patronizing epithet.

‘Er, no sir. He’s been in hours now and there’s been a lot of doctors and nurses in and out, but none’ve spoken to me and I felt like I didn’t want to . . . y’know? Ask.’

‘Yeah, OK,’ Henry said. He should have added it was a copper’s job to ask, but he couldn’t be bothered to go there. ‘When did you last have a break?’

‘Dunno . . . since he went into surgery.’

‘Go get yourself something and be back in twenty minutes.’

‘Cheers, boss.’ The PC did not need asking twice and zoomed off for some refreshment.

Henry paced the tiny waiting room outside the operating theatre, the doors to which had a red warning light above them, indicating surgery was being performed.

‘What’s the relatives’ situation?’

‘Wife contacted . . . I sent someone down to pick her up. Not landed yet. She lives in south Manchester.’

Henry stretched, cricking his neck, then sat down heavily on a plastic chair. His eyes rose up to Rik, a man he had known for plenty of years. Rik’s brow creased. He detected something very clearly amiss with Henry.

Henry could still not quite believe it.

Earlier that day, at eight forty a.m. precisely, he had parked his new car, a top of the range Mondeo (having disposed of the rot-box Rover he had naively bought), on the car park near the tennis courts at Lancashire Constabulary Police Headquarters at Hutton, just to the south of Preston.

He could still not quite get his mind around getting out of the car, walking down the side of the converted student accommodation block in the grounds of the Police Training Centre, now the offices of the Force Major Investigation Team (FMIT), tapping in the entry code at the door – a privilege denied to him not very long ago – and trotting up the steps to the middle floor and walking down the tight corridor to his office.

The door had a new sign on it simply saying Detective Superintendent Christie – nothing more, but that was how he liked it. He unlocked the door with his own key, another privilege, entered and sat down behind his desk with an air of contentment.

His desk, his office, were provided for him as co-head of FMIT, a job he shared with two other detective superintendents.

It did not detract from his self-satisfaction, nor his cloud nine attitude, that his office had once been two separate student bedrooms that had been knocked into one several years before when the whole block had been commandeered for what was then the Senior Investigating Officer Team. It did not bother him that he vividly recalled using these bedrooms almost thirty years before on his probationer training courses; that he’d peed in the sinks (now removed, of course), been sick on the floor (now recarpeted), and had snuck a female colleague into his room and in his eagerness as a young stallion had, much to the young lady’s disappointment, prematurely finished before he’d even reached home and had splattered the floor with what then felt like a bucket of man-juice. Lovely memories.

None of that bothered him because today he was a detective superintendent and this was his office. The stains of his past seemed only to add to its ambience.

He gave himself a little pinch just to prove he wasn’t dreaming, allowed himself a couple more moments of self-indulgent reverie, then got down to the tasks of the day. These included progress checks on two domestic and easily solvable murders, a stranger rape that was dragging on far too long, and a couple of nasty armed robberies that had come his way even though they had been committed in east Lancashire. It was an area of the county he rarely covered. And that was just the tip of the iceberg.

He logged on to his computer, plugged in and replenished his coffee machine, and swept up the phone on his desk before the second ring had been completed.

Hell, he was raring to go.

‘DCI . . . Sorry, Detective Superintendent Christie . . .’ The words and rank hadn’t yet sunk in and he still stumbled over introductions.

‘Henry, it’s Kate . . .’ Even in those brief words, he picked up the tone and knew something was very, very wrong. He braced himself.

‘What is it, love?’ All the things it could possibly be swarmed through his brain.

‘Henry, it’s your mum . . .’

He knew she was going to die. He blinked back a tear at the thought, sat back in the uncomfortable chair and felt his stamina drain out like water down a plug hole. He rubbed his eyes, which squelched with a noise that turned Kate’s stomach. They were tired and gritty and he realized he needed to get them checked. His vision had deteriorated noticeably over the past twelve months. Somehow he had to find time to get to an optician. But it was one of those things he constantly deferred, maybe because it was a tip and a wink to his own ageing process.

Which brought him right back to his mother propped up in a bed in the cardiac unit at Blackpool Victoria. The warden of the sheltered housing in which she lived had found her face down in the bathroom and had called an ambulance. With a suspected heart attack, Henry’s mother had been rushed to A&E, then up to the specialist ward – still alive, obviously, but very ill.

Now attached to a machine that ‘pinged’ occasionally, she was sleeping open-mouthed, drugged up and, Henry was certain, very close to the end of her life.

On receiving the phone call from Kate, Henry had made some immediate calls to colleagues, asking them to cover for him. Then he’d hurried to the hospital, met Kate there and found his mum being treated in the cardiac unit, having been transferred from A&E.

He had heard her voice before actually seeing her. High pitched but croaky – and insistent: ‘I think I’d know if I’d had a heart attack, don’t you?’ She was clearly annoyed and upset. As Henry pulled back the cubicle curtain, she said to the doctor treating her, ‘I don’t need a drip, thank you.’ He was fiddling with a needle on the back of her left hand, trying to find a vein. She saw her son and breathed, ‘Henry,’ in relief. ‘Would you mind telling this . . . this man of colour I’m here under false pretences?’

Henry stepped into the cubicle, a little embarrassed by his mother’s ingrained racism. The doctor turned and Henry introduced himself, then looked sternly at the woman who had borne him. ‘Mum, you were found collapsed on the bathroom floor.’

She blinked her glassy grey eyes. ‘Was I?’

‘That’s why they brought you here in an ambulance.’

‘An ambulance? I don’t remember that.’

‘Just let him give you a drip, will you?’ Henry said gently. He sat by the bed, taking her other hand. She squeezed it and looked at him, then smiled as if she was having everybody on. Then she presented the back of her hand to the doctor.

An hour later she was asleep. Henry was talking in hushed tones to the doctor.

‘She’s actually very ill and she has had a major heart attack, believe it or not. If she hadn’t been found . . .’ The doctor let Henry finish that sentence.

‘OK, what’s the plan?’

‘The next twenty-four hours will be critical . . . once we get beyond that we’ll have to look closely at the care she’ll need.’

The conversation lasted a few more minutes and didn’t fill Henry with any great hope. He sat at the bedside and simply stared at his mother’s ashen face, more thin and wrinkled than usual because her false teeth were smiling at him from a glass on the cabinet. He knew she was in trouble.

Kate’s gentle touch made him look around. She handed him a cup of tea she’d cadged from a nurse and pulled a chair up beside him, resting a hand on his leg.

Henry pulled a face that could have been jokey or desperate, he wasn’t sure which. Part of him felt hysterical, another part completely lost. Kate moved her warm hand from his leg and clasped it over the back of his hand, her shining, probing eyes showing deep concern for the man she had loved – on and off – for twenty-odd years. Henry raised his face and caught her expression, then out of the corner of his eye he saw his mother move and groan. When he looked properly, wondering if she had woken – she hadn’t – she seemed to be nothing any more, just a ghost. Now he truly realized what the phrase ‘a shadow of your former self’ could mean.

It hit him like a sucker punch.

He swallowed, but could not hold it back. He began to cry.

Kate hugged him tightly until the body-jerking sobbing had subsided. Then, faintly embarrassed by his less than macho display, he disengaged himself gently from Kate’s embrace, stood up and crossed to a sink. He swilled his face with cold water and rubbed himself dry with rough paper towels.

‘Got a dribbly nose,’ he said with a sniff and a rueful laugh. ‘Sorry about the blubbering.’ He pouted with his bottom lip just in time to catch a wet drip from the end of his nose.

‘It’s OK,’ Kate said with a sad smile. ‘It’s what I’m here for.’

They held each other for a few seconds, then Henry felt his mobile phone vibrate in his trouser pocket and eased himself free again with a muted apology. Rik Dean’s name lit up the caller ID.

‘I told them not to call me,’ he whined.

‘It’s fine,’ Kate assured him. ‘Answer it – it might keep your mind off things.’

He gave her a weak smile, stubbed his thumb on the disconnect call button. ‘I’ll call him back from the corridor. Here’s not the place.’ He glanced guiltily at the wall notice clearly indicating that mobile phones were not allowed.

Once in the corridor he returned Rik Dean’s call. The DI informed him about the supermarket raid and the fact that a guard had been shot and was now in hospital. A short while later he went back inside and whispered to Kate.

‘That’s handy,’ she said ironically.

‘Life’s full of good surprises. I’ll bob down and see Rik and see what’s happening.’ He turned to his mother and looked at her for a few seconds, composing himself with a jerky inward sigh. He touched the back of her bony, liver-spotted hand, then left the unit, striding towards A&E. On the way he met Rik Dean, who briefed him and handed over a rough draft of the crime report. Henry read it as he walked. A few minutes later they were outside the operating theatre, inside which was a critically injured security guard with a bullet in the face.

‘Ahh,’ Rik Dean nodded sagely as Henry regaled him with succinct details of his torrid day hovering around the cardiac unit at Blackpool Vic. He didn’t say, ‘That explains it,’ although it did clarify Henry’s demeanour and the reason why he was already on hand at the hospital, something that had initially puzzled Rik as he’d scurried behind Henry down the corridors.

‘What’s the prognosis?’

‘Dunno . . . not good. She’s old, weak and knackered – but she is a fighter. I’m not sure I’ll see her walk out of here, though,’ he concluded bleakly. He sighed, ‘Anyway . . .’

As he spoke, the door to the operating theatre opened and a guy who was obviously the surgeon stepped out, theatrically removing bloodstained latex gloves, then his cap. He was round faced and young. Henry and Rik stood up slowly – again, a little bit theatrically – even though Henry’s right knee cracked and nearly gave way with a jolt of pain, which would have made it comic theatre if he’d gone down. He managed to retain his balance.

‘Are you the police?’

Henry nodded.

‘ID please.’

Henry fished out his warrant card. ‘Detective Superintendent Christie. I’m in charge of this case.’

‘Well in that case, officer, I’m afraid things have taken a turn for the worse. I couldn’t save him and now you’ve got a murder on your hands.’

So Henry was right after all. It was a shitty end to a crappy day.

‘That was the most moving thing I’ve ever done in my life,’ Gill Hartland sighed reflectively.

Steve Flynn, naked, returned from the bathroom and settled himself on the edge of the king-sized bed in her hotel room. ‘It was pretty good for me, too,’ he cracked, bringing a punch on the arm from her.

‘Not that, you idiot, although it was good,’ she said rolling back onto the bed, intertwining her fingers behind her head. ‘You know what I mean. Today.’ She blew out her cheeks and stared at the ceiling. ‘First catching that marlin, beautiful, beautiful fish . . . then those poor, wretched people . . . unbelievable . . . and that baby.’ She rubbed away a tear. ‘I don’t do crying.’

Flynn sighed too. ‘Nine thousand boat people turned up in the Canaries last year, hundreds more died on the way. No one’ll ever know how many. First time I’ve been involved with any. I always steer well clear of their boats.’

Gill rolled on to her side. The thin sheet slid down her arm, revealing her well-toned body as far as her waist. She reached out and grabbed Flynn’s wrist. ‘You’re a bit of a hero, aren’t you, Steve Flynn?’

‘I’d’ve been a dead hero if Jose hadn’t plugged that hammerhead.’

‘Jose?’ she chortled. ‘Did he say he shot it?’

‘He didn’t say anything, actually. I assumed . . .’ Flynn’s expression changed. ‘You did it!’

She smiled shyly. ‘Nearly made the winter Olympic shooting team years ago.’

‘Wow – thank you,’ Flynn said sincerely. ‘It was an amazing shot.’

‘It was nothing.’ She continued to search his face with her eyes, as though seeing him for the first time. ‘But you are a hero.’

‘Unsung – and I’d like to keep it that way.’

‘You’re too modest.’ Her eyes narrowed. ‘I’ve just realized I don’t know anything about you, Mr Steve Flynn.’

‘Nothing to know.’ He said it with a gentle finality that Gill picked up on and decided to change the subject. ‘And actually – you were pretty good.’

‘Pretty good?’ Flynn roared mock-dramatically, glad the subject had moved on. He wanted to avoid any navel gazing. What had happened had happened. He recognized he had been driven by a fundamental human force, the instinct that drove people to protect and save others, and he hadn’t particularly liked it. The last thing he needed was any deep, embarrassing introspection where he might be forced to get in touch with his sensitive side. He was a man of action, did what he had to do and got on with it. So he twisted and pinned Gill to the bed. He tugged the sheet right off her, exposing her wonderful body, and stared lustfully into her eyes.

‘Don’t you need half an hour?’ she teased. ‘That’s what blokes usually say, isn’t it?’

‘Not this one.’

‘So I see,’ she smirked and slid a warm hand around the back of his neck, paused eye to eye, then yanked his head down. Their mouths clashed as they kissed passionately while Flynn rearranged himself above her. Then for the second time that night they made love. The first session had been fast and urgent, driven by their reactions to the day. This time it was slow, long and perfectly timed.

An hour later an exhausted Flynn was fast asleep, snoring softly.

Gill eased herself away from him. She tied a flimsy wrap around her body and quietly made her way to the decking outside her room. The clifftop hotel situated between Puerto Rico and Mogan had a magnificent vista across the ocean, of which Gill’s expensive, ground floor garden room took full advantage. She settled herself on to one of the chairs, lit up a menthol cigarette – a treat she saved purely for her holiday – and ran over the day she’d just had. Turning to look through the wispy curtains, she watched Flynn sleeping. He was well gone. She picked up her Blackberry and started to make a few calls. Even though the hour was late, the Canary Islands were in the same time band as the UK, and there were people she needed to speak to, to get the ball rolling.
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