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To Sandra, my best friend, soulmate, and 
wife. Thank you for believing in me.
JASON STEED

FATAL WRATH




Prelude

The
early-morning
sun
danced
across Shane 
Tapai’s eyelids and gently woke him from his 
deep sleep. He would normally bury his head 
under the covers, but today he welcomed 
the morning sunlight by leaping out of bed, 
stretching, and making his way to the bathroom.

After a shower, he dried off and looked at
himself in the mirror. Today he had turned sixteen, and he would be honoured at a feast by
the villagers who would now officially recognize him as a man. He winked at the young
man looking back at him and clenched his
muscles. He examined his top lip and chin. A
faint lawn of dark hair was starting to establish
itself. It won’t be long until I have to shave.

• 1
“Shane, breakfast is ready,” his mother 
Bindi called from the kitchen.

The Tapai family lived on the edge of a village on the small island of Kagari, a remote 
island off the north-eastern coast of Australia. It was an island tradition that when a boy 
turns sixteen, he is honoured by the other islanders as a man. They would have a feast, 
music, dancing, and party the night away until the early hours. Shane’s father and grandfather had also followed this tradition when 
they had turned sixteen.

Kagari’s population of just twenty-three 
meant it didn’t happen often, so when it did, 
they made the most of it and would talk about 
it for years to come. Many people would 
leave Kagari when they turned eighteen to 
find work in Australia. Living on a remote 
island may sound romantic, but to the young 
people who lived there, it was antiquated and 
offered nothing to satisfy their ambitions. 
Yes, it had palm trees, a white sandy beach, 
and the calm waters of the ocean. But with 
just one shop, no cinemas or entertainment, 
no TV signal or night life, it became stale. 
The majority of visitors were wildlife photographers hoping to capture a glimpse of sea 
turtle hatchlings emerging from the sand or 
some of the island’s rare birds.

Tonight, however, Kagari would be different. Shane was looking forward to his moment in the spotlight. He would be allowed 
to drink wine and even smoke if he wanted. 
He had already tried it once when he stole a 
cigarette from his grandfather. When it made 
him cough and left a disgusting taste in his 
mouth, he promised himself he would never 
try it again.

As the evening approached, Shane dressed 
in a white suit his parents had brought for the 
occasion. The fishing boats were lined up on 
the beach, their nets spread across them and 
decorated with brightly coloured flowers. A 
large pig was being roasted on a spit, and 
next to that was a makeshift bar stocked full 
of alcoholic drinks from around the world. 
Fresh fruit and cakes covered tables that led 
up to a dance floor.

Music started to vibrate from DJ Pete’s 
sound system. He had travelled from mainland Australia just for the event. DJ Pete had 
a list of Shane’s favourite music; mostly Elton 
John, Rod Stewart, and his favourite band, 
Queen.

The evening was going better than anyone 
had expected. The girl closest to Shane’s age 
was eleven, so he was forced to dance with 
his mother and grandmother. It didn’t bother 
him though. Tonight, was the night for family and friends to come together and have fun.

At midnight, DJ Pete paused the music and 
passed the microphone to Roger Whitaker, 
the mayor and spokesman for Kagari.

“I want to thank everyone for coming tonight and thought we should briefly give our 
ears a break from Shane’s music,” he said.

Most of the crowd laughed and smiled at 
Shane, who was now under the influence of 
the wine and struggling to stay awake.

“We all wish Shane a happy birthday and 
wish him well in his new life as a man. We 
hope he’ll stay here on the island with the rest 
of us. As a special gift from myself and my 
beautiful wife Andrea, I would like to put on 
this show for you.”

Roger gave a signal to a man on the other 
end of the beach. He was standing behind a 
long table full of objects, which from a distance looked like bottles.

Suddenly, fireworks lit up the sky with 
a thundering crash so loud it made everyone jump. The islanders were treated to a 
spectacular firework extravaganza, which 
reached an explosive crescendo, bursts of colour lighting the faces of the spectators below. 
When it was over, they all applauded, and the 
music returned.

Bindi made her way over to Roger and 
flung her arms around him. “You’ve outdone 
yourself tonight Roger. That was beautiful! I 
can’t believe you went to all that trouble and 
expense for my Shane.”

“It’s nothing Bindi, the young man deserves it. Besides, I got the fireworks for free 
from an English businessman who visited us 
a few weeks ago.” Roger smiled, feeling awkward about being hugged by another woman 
in front of his wife.

It was the early hours of the morning before the partygoers stopped dancing and 
drinking. Many spent the night on the warm 
beach to sleep off the effects of the alcohol. A 
few staggered back to their homes. No one 
had to drive; the island had no cars.

Shane woke up on the beach with a splitting headache. His eyes were blurry and 
everything around him was spinning. Soon, 
he fell into another deep sleep and never 
woke up again. His body was found on the 
island along with over twenty others by the 
Australian coast guard. Everyone on the island had died in what would become one of 
the world’s most mysterious events.






Chapter One

Istanbul, Turkey. 1977.

his hand delicaTely clasped The alarm clock and 
squeezed the off button, ensuring his roommate wasn’t woken. He pulled off his bed 
sheets, slid out of bed, and quietly yawned.

Connor, a mischievous fifteen-year-old 
New Zealander, could pass for eighteen. He 
played for the Junior All Blacks rugby team 
and was a favourite to play for the national 
team in the next few years. But despite his 
bulk, he was still a mischievous teen. He crept 
across to his roommate’s bed. The blondhaired boy, a year younger than Connor, was 
lying on his back sleeping, his covers draping 
across his lower torso. His long fringe, which 
normally fell across his eyes, was flat on one 
side and sticking forward on the other.

Gently, Connor pulled the sleeping boy’s 
bed sheet up, sat heavily on his face, and 
wrapped the covers around his own waist to 
trap the pungent gasses he was about to unleash. And then he broke wind several times.

“Bullseye! That’s a direct hit,” Connor 
shrilled.

Jason Steed woke up and struggled to get 
out from under him. A few muffled swear 
words and coughing escaped from under the 
sheets. The struggle lasted a full minute, but 
eventually Jason managed to get a hand free 
and grab Connor’s flesh, digging his fingers 
in and twisting. Connor leapt clear and ran 
out of the bedroom, laughing hysterically. In 
the corridor he bumped into Scott Turner and 
sent him flying across the floor.

“Hey, watch it musclehead,” Scott protested, picking himself up. He was coming back 
from the shared bathroom of the dorm. Scott 
was fortunate to have his own room, which 
was situated next to Jason and Connor’s. It 
wasn’t unusual for Jason and Connor to be 
playing pranks on each other and play-fighting, but because Scott was Jason’s friend, he 
always escaped being targeted.

After Connor had run to the bathroom to 
take a shower, Scott walked into their bedroom. “What’s wrong with musclehead? He 
knocked me over,” he said, before pausing 
and screwing up his face. “It stinks in here!”

Jason climbed out of bed. “Yeah, Connor 
let one go on my face,” he said, puffing his 
cheeks up like he was going to be sick. “I’m 
gonna need your help now.”

“Doing what?” Scott asked.

A huge grin ran across Jason’s face. He 
picked up his pocketknife and ran into the 
corridor, tugging Scott along with him to the 
far end. After checking no training staff were 
around, he unfolded a small blade and pushed 
it into the lock of the fire hose cabinet.

“What are you doing?” Scott gasped.

“I don’t want to break the glass. Just keep 
watch,” Jason said.

Scott nervously looked up and down the 
corridor; he really didn’t want to get involved 
in Jason and Connor’s childish pranks.

The fire hose was housed in a red box with 
a glass front emblazoned with the words, 
“BREAK GLASS IN CASE OF EMERGENCY.” The lessons at Infinity had taught the 
junior agents how to disarm bombs, plant 
explosives, shoot, drive a variety of vehicles, 
and other simple tasks such as picking a lock.

The door clicked open.

“Got it. Keep watch!” Jason said. He 
pulled the hose off the wall and ran down the 
corridor. It was long enough to cover the entire length. Without warning, he burst into 
the bathroom where Connor was washing his 
hair in the shower. Another boy noticed Jason with the hose and ran away.

Jason turned on the hose, the force was 
much greater than he expected. He hung on 
to the hose with both hands and leant forward to prevent himself from being swept 
back. The powerful water jet knocked Connor off his feet and slammed him against the 
shower wall. Every time he tried to get up, 
Jason took aim at his legs and knocked him 
back down again. Connor screamed obscenities at his friend as he fought to stand or get 
away, but the freezing cold water pinned him 
back against the wall. When he thought he’d 
finally done enough, Jason turned it off and 
ran out.

He wound the hose back up under the 
watchful yet disapproving eyes of Scott.

“You two will go too far one day and get in 
serious trouble. Look at the state of the corridor. There’s water everywhere,” Scott said.

Jason looked at the trail of water he’d 
left. “It’s fine. It’ll dry.” He went back to his 
room, grabbed his towel and bathroom bag, 
and joined Connor in the showers.

“You are so dead Steed. That was way 
more than I deserved mate,” Connor said 
with a grin. “Look at the state of it in here. 
You got everyone’s towels wet.”

“Oops. Sorry guys,” Jason said meekly.

Connor let out a few swear words, but 
most of them thought it was funny seeing him 
get swept off his feet by the hose. Luckily, 
Jason had got away with it and nothing else 
was said. Infinity staff tried to be strict with 
the junior agents, but they weren’t like regular kids. As long as no one ever got bullied or 
seriously hurt, they often turned a blind eye. 
Infinity had a zero-tolerance policy on bullying; it would mean instant expulsion.

The junior agents themselves wouldn’t 
stand for it and would always protect a weaker student. Although Scott wasn’t technically 
an agent, he worked in the Intelligence and 
Information department. The only person 
who called him a nerd was Jason, and only 
then as a friendly jibe. No one would dare 
harm or say anything to Scott for fear they 
would feel the wrath of his best friend and 
Infinity’s top junior agent, Jason Steed.

The first lesson, in the main school with 
some of the regular students, was English; 
not one of Jason’s favourites. The second lesson, after morning break, was downstairs in 
the secret underground section of the school. 
This lesson was just for Infinity students, and 
it was called Communications. It covered 
Morse code, how to turn a transistor radio 
into a radio transmitter, and how to use a 
regular phone line to make contact with Infinity even without a phone.

As the lesson started, a voice came over 
the speaker system: “Jason Steed, report to 
Control Room Three.” All eyes in the room 
fell on Jason, and he struggled to conceal a 
smirk. Control Room Three was the new 
mission briefing room. Finally, a mission.

Jason knocked and waited until he was 
called in. He stepped in and gently closed the 
door behind himself. He was surprised to see 
Scott sitting at a long table next to Quentin 
Roosevelt. Jason’s handler, Lil, was sitting on 
Quentin’s right.

“Sir. You asked for me?” Jason said, giving 
Scott a wink, who was trying his best to look 
professional.

“Yes, Jason. Good to see you. Please take a 
seat. Scott will explain,” Quentin said.

Scott coughed to clear his throat as he 
climbed out of his chair. He turned on a large 
projector and turned off the lights.

A man’s image appeared on the main wall.

“Lord Crane,” Jason said.

“Yes,” Scott replied, surprised that Jason 
recognized the man. “Alan Crane was made a 
Lord in 1970. He is without a doubt the richest man in the United Kingdom and probably 
one of the richest men in Europe. He made 
his fortune in—”

“Car parks,” Jason interrupted. “Didn’t he 
buy up all the bombed-out buildings after the 
war and turn them into car parks right across 
London?”

“Quite right Jase. The land is worth millions, and he now owns two football clubs, 
over two hundred houses, various hotels 
across the world, and of course Crane Industries.”

Jason grinned. “I bet he’d be good at Monopoly.”

Scott ignored him. “I’ll explain Crane Industries in a minute.” He pressed a button on 
the projector.

A new image appeared of Lord Crane when 
he was younger, with a woman and a girl. Jason guessed the girl was about three or four.

“This picture was taken twenty-six years 
ago. This is Alan Crane with his late wife 
Joan and daughter Bethany. When Bethany 
was sixteen, she rebelled like many teenagers 
do. She had an unlimited budget and could 
spend money on anything she wanted. She hit 
the London club scene, and by the time she 
was eighteen, she was an alcoholic and heroin addict.

“After several failed attempts to cure her 
addiction in various rehabilitation centres, 
her parents cut her off financially. As she 
tried to fuel her habit, she ended up on the 
streets and got pregnant. Her parents tried to 
help, but by then she was too far gone and 
hated them. She gave birth to a boy and gave 
him up for adoption. A few months later, her 
body was discovered in an abandoned building frequented by squatters and drug addicts. 
Cause of death was an overdose—a toxic mix 
of heroin, toilet cleaner, and other chemicals.

“Her death drove her own mother to drink, 
and she was killed in a tragic car accident two 
months later. She was three times over the legal drink drive limit.”

Scott pressed a button on the projector and 
an image of a BMW crashed into a tree appeared. He pressed again and the next image 
showed an extremely large complex. It looked 
like a massive factory, and it was surrounded 
by a two-metre-high wire fence, with razor 
wire along the top in coils. The immaculate 
buildings looked new; the offices rose to ten 
stories and there were other large buildings 
around the perimeter. Jason noticed a guardhouse by the gates and what he thought was 
an armed guard.

“Is this in England? Can’t be. The guards 
are armed,” Jason said.

“Yes, it is. It’s in Sussex. This is the headquarters of Crane Industries. They produce 
weapons for the Ministry of Defence,” Scott 
explained.

“That’s where I’ve seen the name. On the 
gun range. They make some bullets we use.”

“Bullets, hand grenades, handheld rocket 
launchers for our armed forces, and non-nuclear bombs for the Royal Air Force. This 
is why they have all that security in place. 
However, they’ve also been building chemical 
weapons. Of course, they deny it, because the 
UK, like all the countries in the United Nations, are forbidden to produce them. They 
offered the British Army a trial, but it was 
rejected three years ago, and then they promised to put a stop to all research and production.

“However, in the last eighteen months 
they’ve employed two top scientists whose 
speciality is biotechnology. You may have 
heard about Kagari, the small island off Australia. Its population of twenty-three was 
wiped out last month.”

“The news said it was smallpox,” Jason 
said.

“Yes, we had the same reports,” Quentin 
added. “But our researchers can’t actually 
identify the strain of bacteria they discovered. 
A leading scientist thought he found something, but he mysteriously met an untimely 
death.”

“How?” Jason asked.

“He was run over. Hit and run by all accounts, and no witnesses. The police say it 
was joy riders, but we have our doubts.”

Jason sucked on his bottom lip in deep 
thought before responding. “So, you want 
me to sneak in and check the place out?”

“No. If it were that simple, we would use 
an adult agent with more experience. The security is too tight. We need someone on the 
inside,” Lil said.

Jason frowned. “I’m as good as an adult 
agent.”

“After the death of his daughter Bethany,” 
Quentin cut in, “Lord Crane spent a small 
fortune on private detectives, trying to find 
the baby she’d had. Unfortunately, or fortunately for us, they never found him. We, on 
the other hand, have found him. He’s living 
with a new family in South London. He is 
fourteen now, plays the piano, and seems 
happy with his adoptive family. We doubt 
Crane will find him. However, Scott and the 
team have been laying down clues to one of 
the detectives who’s still searching for him.”

Jason smiled. “Let me guess. This leads to 
me?”

“Yes. We will put you with a family in 
Brighton. We’ve already enrolled you at a 
school and made-up false school reports 
going back to when you were five. Again, 
we’ve used your name Jason, as it’s easier to 
lie when you’re closer to the truth. You are 
now Jason Ford. You’re into cross-country 
running. This may give you an excuse to go 
for long runs and make contact with us. In 
the next few days, Lord Crane will be told 
they’ve found you.”

“Do I get any gadgets?” Jason asked. “Exploding cricket balls, pens that shoot, shoes 
that can stick to walls?”

“No,” came a harmonious call from Scott, 
Quentin, and Lil.

“But I get to be your adoptive mother,” Lil 
said, smiling.

“I’d rather you not be,” Jason said.

“You hate me that much?”

“I don’t hate you Lil, I like you. The Triad’s 
killed the first fake adoptive family I went on 
a mission with. And my last handler, Dexter. 
Well, he was killed.”

“It’s nice to see you concerned for Lil’s safety Jason,” Quentin said. “Lil will be living 
with another female agent. They are acting as 
partners and they adopted you fourteen years 
ago. So, you have two mothers—Lil, who 
you know of course, and Sarah, who you will 
meet later.”

Jason’s eyes met Scott’s before he quickly 
composed himself and looked back at Quentin. “Okaaaaay,” he said, letting the word 
drag on.

Quentin coughed into his handkerchief. 
They all waited for him to clear his throat, although his cough seemed to come from deep 
within his lungs. “Terrorist groups across the 
world are growing. Asia and the Middle East 
are a powder keg. For us here at Infinity and 
other security services it’s getting impossible 
to control. Imagine how much worse it might 
become if a new chemical weapon was to 
find itself in the hands of one of these groups. 
That is our biggest nightmare. Jason, Scott, 
this mission is the most important mission 
you have faced yet. Don’t fail.”






Chapter Two

Jason Was enrolled aT longhill High School 
in Brighton and fitted out with matching 
dark-grey blazer and trousers, and a white 
shirt with an orange-and-black-striped tie. 
His makeshift family moved into a small 
two-bedroom house near the school.

Jason met Sarah, who was an Infinity 
ex-junior agent herself. Now she worked as a 
police officer in Brighton. It was the first time 
she had been asked to work with Infinity since 
she left, and she was delighted to be working 
with Jason and Lil, even if it was only a minor role. She would continue working as a 
police officer, and Lil was given a part-time 
job at a local bakery.

Jason’s new bedroom was smaller than he 
was used to. He had to share the only bathroom with Lil and Sarah, and for the sake of 
the mission he had to call them both Mum. 
Going to a new school was always a challenge; Jason didn’t sleep much the night before. Shooting, fighting, flying aeroplanes, 
speedboats, cars, and planting explosives 
didn’t faze Jason. But a new school! Now 
that was different.

He guessed there was about twenty-six students in his class, and it was evenly spread 
between girls and boys. Apart from the odd 
shoulder purposely being bumped into him in 
a corridor, he was mostly ignored until registration.

Mr. Shields was not only the class tutor, but 
he also taught Physical Education. He wore a 
black tracksuit with white piping down the 
sides, and dirty white running shoes. As Jason 
walked into the classroom, everyone turned 
to examine him as he came in. He felt himself 
starting to get hot in the face and could imagine his face was turning red.

“Ah. The new boy! Jason, isn’t it?” Mr. 
Shields asked.

“Yes sir. Jason Ford.”

“Welcome Jason. Please find yourself a 
seat. We don’t bite. I’m sure everyone will 
make you feel welcome.” He gestured towards the class.

They were sitting at tables in groups of 
two. Jason noticed a white boy with dark 
hair sitting alone and picking his nose, and he 
headed for the seat next to him. As he tried to 
pull out the chair, the nose-picking boy held 
it against the table.

“That’s Colt’s seat. He’s late or sick. That 
seat is spare,” the boy said, pointing at a seat 
behind.

Jason nodded, walked to the desk behind, 
and sat down next to an Asian girl. She had 
dark hair which framed her adorable face 
and delicate chocolate-brown eyes. He gave 
her a smile and said “Hi” under his breath.

She looked at him, smiled, and continued 
writing in her maths book. Jason guessed she 
was doing her homework.

Mr. Shields called the register. As he finished, a boy strolled into class with his hands 
in his pockets. He walked to the seat next to 
Nosepicker and then glanced in Jason’s direction.

“Colt Williams. Do you have something to 
say?” Mr. Shields asked.

“Better late than never,” Colt said.
A few of his classmates laughed at his remark.

“Four hundred lines by tomorrow morning. ‘I must not be late or rude.’ Got that 
Colt?”

Colt slid down in his chair. “That’s not fair. 
Our dog died. We had to bury him.”

“He died last week, and the week before 
that your cat died. And so far, you have had 
seven grandparents die, two floods, six house 
fires, and your home has been broken into 
three or four times, and each time the thieves 
seem to take delight in stealing your homework.”

“Guess I’m just unlucky sir,” Colt sniggered.

This brought on a roar of laughter from the
rest of the class. Even Jason couldn’t suppress
a smile.

“Yes, very unlucky. Make that four hundred and fifty lines. Or do you wish to make
it more?”

Colt never replied. A bell sounded and everyone got up to go to the first lesson.

“Hi. I’m Mira Patel,” the girl next to Jason said, smiling. “What lesson have you got
next?”

“Hi. Um.” Jason paused, digging his new 
timetable out of his bag. “French. Room Four 
F.”

“Same as me. I’ll show you the way,” Mira 
said.

And that was that. Jason was in a new 
school and had already started to make 
friends. Better still, he knew whom it was 
best to avoid. He noticed Colt and Nosepicker watching him as he left the classroom, and 
then they both disappeared. Jason didn’t see 
them again until after lunch at registration. 
Mira told him that often Colt and a few others would bunk off school.

*

It was nine in the morning in the offices of 
Alan Crane. He dropped a sugar lump into 
his Earl Grey tea before stirring the delicate 
china cup with a gleaming silver teaspoon. It 
was a ritual he had followed for the last few 
years. On his desk was a stack of broadsheet 
newspapers, ironed flat. Underneath the 
broadsheets were the smaller tabloid papers. 
He rarely read the tabloids unless the frontpage headline caught his eye.

A small orange bulb lit up on his phone 
and he pressed it.

“Good morning Lord Crane. May I come 
in?” his secretary Miss Goodfellow asked. 
She knew the answer; he always said yes, but 
it was customary to ask.

“Yes Miss Goodfellow,” Crane replied before taking a sip of tea.

Miss Goodfellow entered his office. She 
was in her fifties and wearing a brown suit 
with matching high-heeled shoes. Her hair 
was white and worn in a beehive. She spent 
two hours each morning preparing her hair 
and make-up. Her skin had begun to sag, and 
all the colour on her face, lips, cheeks, and 
eyelids had come out of a bottle.

Being Lord Crane’s secretary wasn’t the
highest-paying job in the complex, but she
had special access to him, so on this account
she was treated with respect by all the other
employees.

She never took holiday or had ever taken
a day off sick. She strolled in with purpose,
clutching a pile of papers in her hands and a
diary.

“A busy day today Lord Crane.” She smiled.

“Good. I would be concerned if it were 
quiet,” Crane said.

“You have a ten o’clock with James, who 
has requested an hour meeting. Mr. Snoops 
has requested a meeting at eleven. He says 
he’s made significant progress. Then after 
lunch—”

“Snoops? Who is he?” Crane interrupted.

“Ian Snoops. One of the private detectives 
you hired to find your grandson.”

“Well, I thought I fired them all. They’ve 
charged a fortune for over ten years and 
found nothing.”

“Apparently, he was still working on the 
case without pay, and now he says he has 
some news. Although, I suspect he just wants 
more money. Shall I just cancel it?” she asked.

“Yes.” He paused. “No, on second 
thoughts, let him in. I’ll give him two minutes, but if he can’t give me any new information, he can jolly well clear off.”

*

James Warner arrived for his appointment at 
exactly ten. Following protocol, a fresh pot 
of tea was made for Lord Crane, and it had 
become customary for James to pour his employer and himself a cup. He was immaculately dressed in an expensive black Italian 
suit and Gucci leather shoes. His hair was 
slicked back, and despite just turning thirty, 
he still had boyish features.

“I trust all is well today James?” Crane 
asked, sitting back in his chair.

“That’s what you pay me for Alan. We’ve 
increased production by eight percent on the 
new land mines. All it cost us was a colour 
TV for the workers canteen and that kept the 
union happy.”

“Excellent. I can see you have a handle 
on things with Crane Industries. I must admit I’m starting to find it frightfully boring 
and would rather spend time on my football 
teams. It’s a comfort to know it’s in good 
hands.”

James had been the vice president of Crane 
Industries for the last five years, and because 
of his closeness with Lord Crane, many assumed he would eventually take over the 
business. James was extremely ambitious 
and had his own ideas for the company, and 
Crane saw him as the son he never had.

The two men discussed various items on the 
agenda and agreed to meet at the same time 
the following morning, although they would 
no doubt bump into each other throughout 
the day.

Lord Crane’s next meeting was with Ian 
Snoops, who stood in stark contrast to James 
Warner. He wore a tired grey suit and his 
stomach hung over his belt. And his shirt was 
too tight to do up at the neck, so his tie—
which had a greasy smear of butter on it from 
a previous day’s breakfast—was being relied 
upon to hold his collar in place.

Although his appointment was at eleven, 
he wasn’t shown in until ten minutes past. 
Crane was like many people in his position 
and would keep unimportant people waiting 
a few minutes just to give them a sense of 
unease. When he was eventually shown in, 
Crane reluctantly shook his hand.

“Take a seat Snoops and make it quick. 
I’m very busy. Miss Goodfellow tells me you 
have some new information?”

“Ah. Straight to the point. I like that in a 
man. As I always say, I like a man who gets 
straight to the point,” he said, in a voice that 
sounded like his nose was blocked.

“Then please do.”

“Well, I found him. Your grandson that 
is.” He smiled.

“And how exactly? We had scores of detectives working on it, and if you don’t mind me 
saying, many from much larger agencies than 
yours. What do you call yourself? Snoops for 
snooping?” Crane sighed.

Snoops dug out his business card. “Snoops 
by name, snoops by nature,” he corrected. 
“As I always say, never give up. I kept up 
the work despite not being paid anymore—at 
considerable expense, I must tell you. Well, 
why I succeeded where others failed is because they were looking for a married couple 
who had adopted a boy in 1963 in the South 
of England. What no one had done until now 
was to look at all adoption across the UK.”

Crane moved forward in his seat. “Go on.”

“I discovered that a boy was adopted 
in Brighton, but the paperwork was done 
through Northern Ireland, and for good reason,” Snoops said. “As I always say, if there 
is a stone then it needs to be turned over.”

“Whatever would be the reason behind 
that?” Crane asked.

“This boy was adopted by a couple of 
women. Back in the early sixties it wasn’t really accepted for two women to adopt children. Back then, there was, quite wrongly, a 
stigma attached to . . . you know, two men or 
two women. However, seeing as they wanted 
to adopt a boy and one of the ladies was a 
serving police officer, it was accepted. They 
actually paid two hundred pounds for the 
boy. I think your daughter was paid twenty 
pounds and the rest went on commission to 
the agency. The agency has since been closed 
as its activities weren’t legal, of course, but I 
have the records. As I always say, keep the 
paperwork straight.”

“And he’s alive? Have you seen him?” 
Crane asked, eyes bulging, unable to control 
his excitement.

“Yes. Good-looking boy. Blue eyes, blond 
hair, and he’s in his school’s cross-country 
team. He came first in a race a few weeks ago 
at his school. His mums were there to cheer 
him on. They’re good parents. As I always 
say—”

“Do you have pictures?” Crane interrupted.

“Ah, well. You see, you haven’t paid me 
for a few years, and I have several people 
who owe me money. Things have been a bit 
tight, and I had to pawn my camera. So, no.”

“Good grief. I’m the richest man in the 
country—you see my grandson and don’t get 
me pictures?” He slammed his hand on his 
desk.

“Um, I have this. A copy of the adoption form.” Snoops passed him photocopies of various forms. “As I always say, keep 
the paperwork straight and the case will be 
straight. Of course, I have where he lives and 
the school, but I also have this.” Snoops gingerly slid his invoice across the table.

Crane seemed annoyed by the invoice as 
if it was an insect that needed to be swatted. 
He glanced at it and noticed the five-hundred-pound final figure. He opened his desk 
drawer and pulled out his chequebook. He 
wrote a cheque and passed it to him, hanging 
on to the corner.

Snoops twisted his head to read the figure—
ten thousand pounds. He couldn’t believe his 
luck. He had finally been paid, and far more 
than for any job he’d done before. This would 
stop his brother laughing at him when he had 
to borrow money from their mother. Despite 
being forty, he was always broke, and still 
had to borrow money from his mum to pay 
the rent. However, as he tugged at it, he noticed Crane was still holding it.

“Bring me pictures, his address, and the 
contact details of his adoptive parents in two 
days. If I don’t see you within two days, I’ll 
be taking back my cheque. Understood?” 
Crane said.

“Y-Y-Yes sir. You can rely on me. As I always say, you can rely on Ian Snoops.”

Crane released the cheque, stood, and 
took out his wallet. He plucked out four fifty-pound notes and passed them to Snoops.

“Use this to get your camera back from 
wherever you pawned it and for any other 
expenses you might encounter. I’ll keep the 
paperwork for now, and tell Miss Goodfellow that any time you come here, I will see 
you.”

Snoops stuffed the cheque and cash into his 
front pocket. “This should be easy. He’s running in a district cross-county event tomorrow, representing his school.”






Chapter Three

lil knocked on Jason’s bedroom door at seven 
thirty. “It’s time to get up, Jason. Toast or cereal?” she cheerfully called through the door.
Jason didn’t reply. He plodded towards the 
bathroom and closed the door behind himself.

He turned on the shower and could just 

make out Lil outside the bathroom door, asking the same question.

“Just tea!” he shouted from the shower.

Lil continued to tell him he had to eat 
before school, but it fell on deaf ears as he 
washed his hair.

“You spoil him Lil. He’s fourteen—he can 
get his own breakfast,” Sarah said, squeezing 
past on her way downstairs.

“I just want to make sure he eats well. He 
has the race today, and he’ll be under a lot of 
pressure to win.”

Sarah frowned. “Win? Why does he have 
to win? He’s representing the school for Year 
Nine and that’s enough.”

Lil followed her downstairs. “You don’t 
know Jason. He’ll push himself to be first in 
his year. It’s the way he is.”

Jason came out of the bathroom and purposely left the toilet seat up as he knew it 
would annoy Sarah. He plodded into the 
kitchen thirty minutes later and was still fussing with his hair. The back and sides were 
cut short, and his blond fringe hung over his 
eyes. It had to be just right. He picked up a 
mug of tea with a picture of a hippo on it and 
sat on a stool. It was the mug Lil always gave 
him.

“Toast or cereal, Jason?” Lil asked.

“Cornflakes.”

“Cornflakes  pleeeaaase,” Sarah said, letting the word drag on to make a point.

Jason smiled, climbed down from his stool, 
and put his arms around Lil. “Cornflakes 
please, Mum.” He surprised her by kissing 
her on the cheek.

Lil beamed and started to prepare his 
breakfast as he sat back down. He gave Sarah 
a wink and a dirty grin.

“Jason Steed you are a cunning little git. 
You think your good looks and charm can 
get you anything,” Sarah snapped.

“Ford. It’s Jason Ford.”

“Oh whatever.”

Jason stood and for once looked very serious. “No. Not whatever, if Scott is right, and 
he always is. Crane could bug this place and 
even put in hidden cameras to watch us until 
he makes contact. A slip up like that could 
ruin this whole mission, and that’s doubly 
bad. One, because I don’t fail on missions. 
And two, because it puts us all in danger. If 
you can’t handle it, go.” He swore loudly and 
stared at Sarah, daring her to respond.

The room fell silent. Being a police sergeant, who was respected by fellow officers
both above and below her in rank, came with
its fair share of angst. But being reprimanded
by a boy was something else! Sarah’s eyes narrowed slowly before she spoke.

“I’m sorry. I promise not to let out your real
name again, and will pay more attention, if
you promise not to use that language again.”
Jason nodded.

“Do I get a kiss and cuddle as well then?” 
she said, trying to make light of the matter.

Jason paused. “I would reply, but I just 
promised not to swear.”

Lil passed Jason a bowl of cornflakes. “Put 
your own milk on. Nothing wrong with a 
few arguments between parents and a teenage boy. It makes us a normal family.”

“Normal?” Sarah said.

“Yes, normal. No family is perfect. It’s 
good to have a few slammed doors and some 
stomping up the stairs. Just remember Jason’s 
name and we’ll complete the mission objective.”

“Exactly,” Jason said, grinning. “That’s 
why I didn’t make my bed and left my dirty 
clothes on the floor, it’s part of my cover.”

“No, you can go and make your bed and 
pick up after yourself before school.” Lil 
paused to pull a wooden spoon out of a 
drawer. “Or you can bend over and get this.”

“You got jokes!” he said.

Jason did make his bed before school and 
even went as far as to put his washing in the 
basket. Lil was enjoying the whole scenario 
of being a mother, and acting as a family had 
given her rewards beyond what she’d expected. Sarah was her ideal partner, and what was 
just a pretend relationship for the mission 
was actually blossoming into a real romance.

*

The cross-country event was held at a large 
National Trust estate. The course cascaded 
through ancient woodland, farmland, and 
eventually through the gardens and neatly manicured lawns of an imposing eighteenth-century manor house.

It was three miles long and had two steep 
inclines. Jason eyed up his opponents. He 
was quietly confident he could come top in 
his year, and he was going to attempt to win 
the overall event, even beating those in the 
years above him.

He never heard the continuous clicking of 
the camera as it snapped picture after picture 
of him warming up. A buzz of excitement 
raged through the competitors. Jason started 
to inhale heavily, filling his lungs with oxygen. He thought about a picture he had in 
his bedroom back at his real home. It was of 
his mother running for Scotland in the Olympics. “This is for you Mum, if you’re watching,” he said to himself.

The starting pistol failed to work.

“Probably damp,” the starter said in his 
fluorescent-yellow jacket. “On my whistle. 
Three . . . two . . . one . . . go!” He blasted the 
whistle, and the runners were off.

Lil and Sarah cheered along with the other 
parents and teachers. The competitors headed across a field and tried to avoid the cowpats, and the cows, who were previously intrigued by the event, now ran off scared from 
the group of teenage runners.

Jason was currently in fourth place out of 
over sixty runners, a position he would try 
and hold until near the end, hoping, at which 
time, he could sprint to the finishing line. 
As they rounded the woodland, the runners 
started to spread out. Jason was now in third 
place; the gap behind him was increasing all 
the time, and he dug deep to keep up with the 
two boys in front.

On the last incline, Jason outpaced the boy 
in second place and pushed himself to catch 
up to the lead runner, who was setting a surprisingly good pace.

The front runners came within sight of the 
crowd as they meandered across the bottom 
lawns and followed the course around large 
plumes of pampas grass and rhododendron 
bushes.

“Jason’s second!” Lil said excitedly, almost 
jumping up and down.

Sarah smiled at her and marvelled at how 
she came alive. “You really love that boy, 
don’t you? He’s a little spoilt if you ask me.”

Lil pondered her remark. “I respect him. 
He’s gone through a lot and does all this for 
our country. Give him a break. He’s just a 
boy after all—no one’s perfect. And for the 
next few weeks he’s our son.”

Sarah gently wrapped her fingers around 
Lil’s hand. “Oh, very well then,” Sarah said, 
before shouting, “Come on Jason! Whoop 
whoop!”

The front runner was fifteen-year-old Carl 
Perry from South Sussex Academy. He was 
taller and thinner than his closest rival. His 
long powerful legs stretched out far with 
each stride, trying to increase the gap between himself and the smaller blond boy hot 
on his heels.

As the finishing line loomed, Jason put his 
head down and sprinted, only to be surprised 
when Carl did the same. Both boys raced towards the finishing line as if their lives depended on it. Jason’s head started to sway 
from side to side as he forced himself forward. He was sprinting flat out. Carl lost a 
second or two by glancing back to see how 
close Jason was behind him. Jason got closer, 
but Carl pushed himself on again and seemed 
to find another gear. Jason was a metre behind him when he crossed the finishing line.

Both boys were applauded and shook each 
other’s hand. Snoops took picture after picture of Jason as he poured a bottle of water 
down his throat and over his head.

Jason gestured to Lil and Sarah that he was 
going to get changed.

“You pushed me like I have never been 
pushed before. What year are you in?” Carl 
asked as he stepped into the shower.

“Ninth,” Jason said, following him. “Maybe next time I’ll catch you.”

“I’m in Year Ten. You run much?” He noticed Jason’s body. He had a six-pack and 
larger biceps than most boys his age, but 
most of all he had well-developed leg muscles 
from years of karate training.

“Um . . .” Jason paused, remembering his 
cover. “Yeah, I like running. I run as much as 
I can.”

“You must work out as well?” He passed 
Jason a bottle of shampoo before stopping 
and pointing at a man in the far corner of the 
locker room. “Hey, put the camera away!”

Jason turned and noticed Snoops with the 
camera. He quickly covered himself with his 
hands.

“Sir. You can’t take pictures in here,” another runner shouted.

“Um, I didn’t take any. I just wanted to ask 
the winner if I can get a picture later for the 
magazine Road Runner. And if maybe he’d 
allow me to interview him,” he stuttered.

Carl nodded. “Yeah sure, but no pictures 
of us in here.”

“Of course. I’ll wait outside. As I always 
say, a good interview is worth waiting for.”

Jason’s eyes narrowed. “Did he take pictures of us?”

“I thought he did but I must have been 
mistaken. Anyway, he wants my picture later 
and wants to interview me for Road Runner
magazine. How cool is that?”

Jason rinsed off, dried himself, and got 
dressed. When he left the locker room, he 
searched for the man, but he was gone. Carl 
later emerged and was disappointed to find 
that his chance of featuring in Road Runner
had left the building. Jason met Sarah and Lil 
outside.

“Well done, Jason. You did right to let that 
boy beat you and come in second. You don’t 
want to draw too much attention to yourself,” Sarah said.

Jason sighed. “I didn’t let that boy beat me. 
I couldn’t catch him. I’m not Superman you 
know! Second is good enough though—Carl 
is a great runner. Besides, I think I’ve been 
noticed, and far more than I’d like. There 
was a photographer.”

“Yes, we both noticed him. He took a 
few pictures of us when he thought we weren’t looking. Do you think he’s working for 
Crane?”

“He must be if he took pictures of you two. 
And I really hope so. If not, some weirdo has 
just taken pictures of me and the other boys 
in the locker room.” He tugged the ring off
a can of Coke. “Besides, you ladies put on a 
great act. Lil, I’m proud of you.”

“Thanks,” Lil said, “but what do you 
mean, ‘great act’?”

“Well, you know, holding hands and kissing just like two people in love—like a real 
couple.”

“Oh that,” she said, holding Sarah’s hand. 
She moved in closer to Jason and spoke in his 
ear so no one else could hear. “It’s not an act 
anymore—we really do like each other.”

“Oh. Okay, good. You make a nice couple. 
Maybe some of your niceness will rub off on 
Sarah.” Jason smiled.

“In your dreams Jason,” Sarah said, “I’ve 
got your number. You can’t wrap me around 
your finger like you do Lil.”

Jason laughed. “Is that a challenge?”

“Come on, let’s go. I promised you fish and 
chips,” Sarah said.

Sarah was still unsure about Jason, but as 
she was growing to love Lil, she was slowly 
becoming very fond of him.






Chapter Four

ian snoops arrived aT crane Industries with 
a briefcase full of documents and photos. 
Crane set up a meeting with him immediately 
and waited patiently with his hands together 
while Snoops opened his briefcase and placed 
the documents on his desk.

“These are the boy’s mothers—Lil, a shop 
assistant in a local bakery, and Sarah, a police sergeant,” Snoops said.

Crane took a swift look at them and swept 
them aside, waiting for the pictures of his 
grandson.

“This is Jason Ford, your grandson. This is 
him at the start of a cross-country race. Here 
is a close-up of his face. Good-looking boy.” 
He passed the photos across the desk one at a 
time as if he was dealing cards.

“Here he is at about the halfway point in 
the race, and here he is at the end. He came 
second, and apparently both he and the winner broke the existing course record. And 
here he is shaking hands with the other boy.”

Snoops dealt more pictures down in front 
of Crane. “Again, here are more pictures of 
him talking to other boys, and a couple of 
him in the locker room. I pretended to be a 
journalist for an athletic magazine. He’s a 
very fit, healthy, good-looking kid.”

“Well, my daughter was beautiful. Gets it 
from his mother,” Crane said.

“Here is the address of the family, the
school, and his class.”
Crane nodded and collected all the pictures and documents, and then passed
Snoops another cheque.

“Do you need me to do anything else sir?
As I always say, Snoops by name, snoops by
nature. I’m here to help.”

“No, you have done everything I asked of
you and maybe a little too much looking at
some of these pictures.” He pointed at the
cheque. “Take that as a bonus, and unless I
call you, we won’t speak again. I can take it
from here.”

Snoops was shown out of the office, delighted with his windfall. He couldn’t believe 
his luck. How lucky he had been to receive 
that anonymous tip-off over the phone.

Jason agreed to meet Mira and her friends 
on Saturday at nine in the morning to watch 
Grease at the local cinema. They had already 
heard some of the songs on the radio as most 
were in the charts. He wore jeans, white trainers, a white T-shirt, and a denim jacket. He 
was surprised to see Mira turn up by herself.

“Hiya,” Jason said, looking behind her 
and dreading the reply. “Where are the rest 
of them? I thought you said about four of 
your friends were coming as well.”

Mira smiled at him and faked a sigh. “They 
all let me down last minute. I wasn’t going to 
come, but I didn’t have your phone number 
and didn’t want to let you down and have 
you be here on your own thinking I stood 
you up.”

Jason gave a tight-lipped smile and nodded. “Oh. Um. Well thanks, I guess. Do you 
still want to see Grease?”

“Only if you do, and you don’t mind being 
seen with me,” she said as if it was a question.
“No. I mean yes. I do want to go in 
and don’t mind being seen with you. Why 
wouldn’t I?”

“Uh. Well, you are kinda good-looking 
and you’re white and I’m . . . well, I’m.” She 
paused.

Jason took a deep breath and could see she 
was embarrassed. “You’re my friend and I’m 
not white. I’m a kind of pinky-beige-creamy 
colour, and what does our colour have to do 
with anything anyway? Don’t put yourself 
down.”

He took her hand and walked into the cinema with her. When he got to the counter, he 
looked at his money and back at her. “I’ll pay 
for us to get in if you pay for popcorn and a 
Coke.”

They sat down and watched the movie together, and to any onlookers they looked like
a boy and girl on a date. Halfway through the
film, she rested her hand on his. He felt awkward. It wasn’t long before her fingers slowly curled around to his palm. He already had
Catherine, his girlfriend in normal life, and this
was just a mission. If everything went to plan,
in a few weeks he would be back at Infinity.
He didn’t want to risk hurting Mira’s feelings.

I’ll tell her I just want to be friends
. He 
pulled his hand from under hers and placed it 
on top, and gently squeezed to get her attention. Friends. I’ll tell her now.

She turned and looked at him. He leant 
over to tell her in her ear, but she got the 
wrong idea and placed her lips on his. He 
tried to pull back, but her hand gently caught 
the back of his head. He was trapped, her lips 
hungrily kissing his. He noticed her eyes were 
closed. He tried to resist but was torn between not wanting to cheat on his girlfriend 
and the urge inside him that he was enjoying 
it. He slowly pulled back.

She lovingly looked at him, her fingers still 
holding his neck. Jason pulled away and gave 
another tight-lipped smile. She removed her 
hand and noticed his eyes were back on the 
large cinema screen.

They walked out together in awkward silence. When they were outside, the back of 
Mira’s hand brushed against Jason’s and 
he pulled it away, pretending to look at his 
watch.

“Is something wrong?” Mira asked.
Jason thought for a moment, trying to find 
the right thing to say and chastising himself 
for not being upfront about his girlfriend. 
Just tell her. “No . . . well, kinda.” He paused 
again. “Um, I like you Mira, but I haven’t 
been honest with you and I like you too much 
to hurt you. You see . . .” He paused again, 
noticing her eyes well up with sadness. “Well, 
you see—”

“You don’t fancy me,” she interrupted. 
“Or are you gay? If you’re gay, we can still 
be friends. But if you don’t fancy me, is it because I’m Indian?”

Oh, this is getting bad now
. “No. You being Indian has nothing to do with it. I’ve told 
you before, I don’t care about colour or anything. Why should I? It’s just, I have a girlfriend. Although we don’t see much of each 
other, I’m still her boyfriend and I can’t cheat 
on her.”

There. I said it. I hope that wasn’t too 
blunt.

“Oh. Well, you should have told me before 
we went out together,” Mira said.

“I thought we were going as a group. Sorry if you got the wrong idea or I gave the 
wrong impression. I did like kissing you, but 
we can’t do that again and must forget it happened. But we can still be friends.”

Mira gazed into his sapphire-blue eyes. 
“Your girlfriend is lucky.”

“I think I’m lucky. Well, I must be. I have a 
nice girlfriend and a great best friend.” Jason 
paused. “We’re still friends, aren’t we?”

Mira smiled. “It will cost you an ice cream 
and I’ll consider it.”

Jason smiled back. “You’ll have to pay. 
I’m broke now.”

“I have enough for one small tub. I’ll get 
two spoons and we can share it.”

Jason breathed a sigh of relief. His cover 
was still intact, and he hadn’t hurt the feelings of a girl he liked. They played rock paper scissors, and the winner would choose 
the flavour of ice cream. Mira won and chose 
banana flavour.






Chapter Five

a benTley purred along a small row of terraced houses. Two girls playing with skipping ropes watched as it stopped not far from 
their home. They had never seen such a car 
down here before. They ran indoors and told 
their mother. By the time the chauffeur had 
climbed out and opened the back door for 
his passenger, many of the net curtains were 
twitching, and a few people even stepped out 
of their homes to see if it was someone important. Royalty or a celebrity perhaps.

Lord Crane stepped onto the street, his silver hair shining in the sunlight. He shuffled 
some papers he had in his hand and headed 
for number thirty-seven. He knocked on the 
door. A woman two doors down, with a cigarette hanging from the corner of her mouth, 
watched him. Crane smiled and nodded at 
her. She smiled back and stroked her daughter’s hair.

Lil came to the door and was stunned 
when she saw Lord Crane on the doorstep. 
She tried to compose herself. Of course, they 
had hoped he would make contact, but right 
now, when she was in the middle of cooking 
dinner, his arrival was sudden and unexpected.

“Oh, hello,” she stuttered. “Can I help 
you?”

“Hello my dear. I take it you are Sarah, or 
Elizabeth?” he asked.

“I’m Elizabeth, but people call me Lil.”

“It concerns Jason. May I come in?”

“Jason? What’s happened? What has he 
done?”

Sarah came to the door. She was still dressed 
in her uniform. “Is everything all right?”

“This man wants to talk about Jason,” Lil 
said, standing aside to let him enter.

“Our Jason? Is he all right?”

“I’m sure he’s quite fine. Please allow me to 
explain,” Crane said.

“Tea? Coffee?” Lil asked.

Crane took a seat at the kitchen table. “I’ll 
take tea if it’s not too much trouble.”

Sarah sat opposite him while Lil put the 
kettle on.

“Milk? Sugar?” Lil asked.

“Please, and one sugar,” Crane said. He 
noticed a framed picture of Jason on the wall. 
It was a picture of him when he was seven. 
Jason had allowed a couple of pictures of 
himself to be used for these occasions when 
he was undercover. He didn’t have that many 
as his father wasn’t into taking pictures. He 
only had school photos or ones at karate 
competitions. Neither could be used for his 
mission as the school uniform would have 
blown his cover and his martial arts skills 
had to be kept secret.

Lil placed a cup of tea in front of Crane 
and Sarah. She made herself coffee and then 
sat down next to Sarah before jumping up 
again.

“Biscuit?” Lil asked, getting a tin of shortbread biscuits from the cupboard.

“Thank you, but no,” Crane said. “I’m 
watching my waistline. This is a nice home. 
How old was Jason when that was taken?” 
He pointed at a picture on the wall.

Lil and Sarah answered together.

“Six,” Lil said.

“Seven,” Sarah said before correcting herself to cover up the error. “Well, the day before his seventh birthday.” Truth was they 
weren’t sure. “What did you want to talk 
to us about Jason for? I recognize you. Lord 
Crane, isn’t it? You want to sponsor him or 
something for his running?”

Crane nodded and took a sip of his tea before responding. “I understand you adopted 
him through Northern Ireland. But I guess 
you have your reasons. It couldn’t have been 
very easy in the early sixties adopting a child, 
you being a couple. I’ve been searching for 
him for years now.”

He passed them a picture of a young woman and a document. “This is his birth mother 
and a copy of his birth certificate. She was my 
daughter.”

“Your daughter?” Lil asked gently, taking 
Sarah’s hand. It was a gesture that looked 
natural. They were both nervous and had to 
play along.

“I’m afraid she passed away a few months 
after you illegally bought Jason,” Crane said, 
emphasising the word.

“Absolutely nothing we did was illegal. We 
didn’t buy him, we adopted him,” Sarah said. 
“Any money was for the paperwork and administration fees. We did it through Northern Ireland because it was easier for us. He 
is legally our son. You may be a biological 
grandparent, but he’s very much our son and 
is happy living with us, and only knows us as 
his parents.”

“Please ladies. I’m not here to try and take 
him away or do anything to upset his happy 
home. You have done a far better job bringing him up than my daughter would have 
done. She couldn’t even look after herself, let 
alone an infant. Thank goodness you adopted him and brought him up.” He stopped to 
sip his tea.

“I merely want to be a small part of his 
life,” he continued. “He is all I have regarding family. I just want to be able to see him, 
talk to him, and give him anything he wants. 
And that goes for you two. If you want a 
larger home or money for holidays to take 
him away, then I will be more than happy to 
provide it.”

They continued to discuss how Crane 
could be part of Jason’s life. Lil and Sarah 
said they would prefer to break the news to 
Jason first, and ask him if he wanted to meet 
his grandfather. Only then would Crane be 
able to meet him. He was impressed by how 
protective they were of Jason. He told them 
he felt more comfortable knowing his only 
grandson was in the hands of two women 
who obviously loved him and only wanted 
what was best for him. Just as he was about 
to leave, the front door opened.

Jason burst into the kitchen singing, without noticing Lord Crane. “Why, this car could 
be systematic . . . hydromatic . . . ultramatic. 
Why, it’s grease lightning!” He danced and 
sang, waving his arms and legs like he had 
seen in the movie. “Go grease lightning, go 
grease light—” He immediately stopped and 
looked embarrassed when he noticed Crane.

He immediately recognized the man. Crane 
was perhaps a little neater than he’d imagined 
and had a straight face. Not one of his white 
hairs was out of place. He was dressed in an 
immaculate jade suit, with a white shirt and 
a green and gold tie. His moustache was so 
perfect it could have been drawn on with a 
pencil.

“Oh, I never knew we had company. The 
film was awesome,” Jason said, turning red.

Crane smiled. “Hello Jason.”

“Hiya.”

“So, you like musicals?”

“No. Well, I did like the film Oliver. I just 
saw Grease with a friend from school. It was 
really on point.”

“Grease? I have seen it advertised and 
heard the music on the radio, including the 
song you just sang. Was it as good as all the 
hype?”

Jason poured himself a glass of milk and 
drank half of it before replying.

“Much better.” Jason paused. “So, do you 
work with Mum at the police station?” He 
put his arm around Sarah and leant heavily against her. She responded by kissing his 
forehead and stroking his hair.

“We were going to tell you about him later, 
but you came back before he left. Don’t you 
recognize him?” Sarah asked.

Jason shrugged.

“Jason, this is Lord Crane,” Lil said. “He’s 
your—”

“What?  The Lord Crane?” Jason interrupted. “The billionaire who owns Chelsea 
football club? Shut up. No way. You do look 
like him a bit though, but smaller.”

“Well maybe this will help.” Crane stood 
and held out his hand. Jason shook his hand 
and was surprised when he didn’t let go.

Instead, he placed his other hand on top 
and held Jason’s hand firmly in his. “I’ve been 
dreaming of this moment. I didn’t think it 
would ever happen.”

What happened next surprised Lil and Sarah, and especially Jason. Tears started to 
pour from Crane’s eyes, and he started to cry. 
For a few moments, the kitchen fell silent. Jason wasn’t sure what to do; no training had 
prepared him for this. This man actually believed he was meeting his grandson for the 
first time.

Jason was befuddled. One minute he had 
come into the house singing and dancing, 
full of confidence like that of a five-year-old 
wearing a Superman outfit on Halloween. 
The next minute he was full of self-reproach 
and shame, eating his soul. He gingerly sat 
down next to him.

Sarah soon composed herself. She took the 
photo from Crane and placed it on the table. 
“Jason, this is your birth mother. Lord Crane 
was her father. Sadly, she passed away not 
long after we adopted you.”

Jason took a deep breath and composed 
himself. The Mission. I must be strong and 
play along for the mission.

“Um. So, if this was my birth mother, then 
that makes you my real grandfather?” He 
paused. “Well, I don’t mean real grandfather 
as I have two real grandfathers now. I mean 
my biological grandfather.”

Crane nodded. He smiled at Jason and took 
out a white handkerchief from his pocket.

“Can you get me free tickets to Chelsea 
football matches?” Jason asked.

Crane laughed. “My dear boy. You can 
have a private box at the stadium and have 
full access to the players if you wish. They 
work for me.” He looked at Lil and Sarah. 
“Sorry. I know you wanted to tell him in 
your own time, but I became a little overcome with emotion. I didn’t sleep last night, 
thinking I might meet my grandson today.”

Jason noticed Crane had other photos of 
him. He reached across and took them. “You 
have pictures of me at the race last weekend.” 
He started flipping through them.

“Yes, I hope you don’t mind. I have been 
trying to find you for a while and had a private detective on the case.”

Jason quickly turned two of the pictures
over so Lil and Sarah couldn’t see them. He
swore loudly. “Your detective didn’t need
to take pictures of me like that,” he said,
voice filled with anger.

He ripped them into tiny pieces, took
them outside, and threw the remains in the
bin. He’d slammed the door behind himself
so hard it had bounced open again. Sarah
and Lil probably thought Jason was putting
on a good act, but the pictures of himself in
a state of undress genuinely annoyed him.

“Quite right Jason. I guess he got carried
away. Sorry about those. Yes, destroy them
by all means. No one else has seen them,”
Crane said, before looking at Sarah and Lil.
“Look. I’m sorry it didn’t go as planned. I
should have phoned first, and I do apologize for some of the pictures. I hope I’ve not
upset him.”

“He’ll get over it,” Lil said. “I think it’s
been a bit too much for him to take in. Sorry
he swore. He doesn’t normally swear.” She
looked at Sarah. “Well okay, he does now
and again, but apart from the odd swear
word and not tidying his room, he’s a very
good boy.”

Jason plodded back into the kitchen. “Sorry mums for swearing. Sorry Mr. Crane.”

Crane stood. “Nonsense, it was my fault.
And you don’t have to call me Mr. Crane.
You can call me—”

“I would prefer that for now sir,” Jason
said before he could finish. “I have two
granddads already.” He knew how long it
had taken him to call his real stepmother
“Mum.” If he was going to make it seem
real and keep his cover, he should at least be
the same with Lord Crane.

“Yes, well, whatever you like. I don’t
wish to rush you into anything,” Crane said,
walking towards the door. He stopped. “Although, if you’re not doing anything Tuesday night, Chelsea are playing at home. I
could take you to watch the game with me
in my private box, and you can meet the
players if you wish. Of course, your mothers are more than welcome too.”

Jason nodded, bit his top lip, and looked
at Sarah. “Can I go Mum? I know it’s a
school night—I’ll do my homework first.”

Sarah looked at Lil, who nodded. “Only
if your homework is up to date, you tidy
your room, and we don’t hear another
swear word.”






Chapter Six

on The day oF The match, Jason’s dirty clothing was still left lying on his bedroom floor 
along with his towel. And he’d let a swear 
word slip out when he tasted Lil’s spaghetti 
bolognaise the night before. He compared it 
to hippo vomit served up on mealworms.

Jason was normally tidy, and always picked 
up after himself at home or in his dorm at Infinity, but he knew being untidy and purposely leaving the toilet seat up annoyed Sarah, so 
he made a point of antagonizing her. To his 
delight, she responded just as he had hoped, 
by calling him a spoilt brat who needed his 
backside whacked. It made his stay more 
amusing.

Dressed in jeans, a Chelsea top, and white 
trainers, Jason paced up and down the front 
room, glancing every now and again out of 
the window.

“Are you nervous?” Lil asked.
“Anxious and excited to see Chelsea play,” 
he said.

The truth was, Jason wasn’t really into 
football, and if he had to pick a team it would 
be Crystal Palace. His act was just in case the 
house was bugged by Crane. The importance 
of the mission was paramount.

A Bentley pulled up outside. The chauffeur 
climbed out and opened the back door for 
Crane. As he walked towards the house, Jason opened the front door and closed it after 
him.

“Hiya,” Jason said.

“Well hello Jason. Are you ready to go?” 
Crane asked.

“Yeah. I’ve never been in a Bentley before. 
How many cars have you got?”

“I’m not quite sure. I have a few here and 
a couple more in LA at my home there. Of 
course, the company has hundreds of vans 
and trucks.”

Jason slid across the back seat, followed by 
Crane.

“Do you have any sports cars? Lamborghinis or Ferraris?” Jason asked.

“Why ever would I want a car like that? 
They’re noisy, too low to the ground, and 
give a hard, cramped ride. They’re not practical—more of a young man’s car. James has 
a sports car. I’m not sure what it is though.”

“Who’s James, the chauffeur?”

The driver sniggered.

“No. This is David,” Crane said.

“Damn. I was hoping after football we 
could say ‘home, James!’” Jason said, trying 
to put on a posh voice.

Crane chuckled. “James Warner is my 
right-hand man. Practically runs Crane Industries now.” He looked forward at the 
driver. “David, what car does James drive?”

“He has an E-Type Jaguar sir,” the chauffeur said, looking at them in the rear-view 
mirror.

“Wow, they’re wicked,” Jason said.

“Maybe when you’re seventeen and can 
drive, I’ll get you one for your birthday,” 
Crane said. “That is of course if your mothers agree and you work hard at school. You’ll 
meet James and his wife Claire tonight. I told 
him I have a guest with me. He hasn’t heard 
the good news yet.”

“Good news?”

“You Jason. You are the best news I’ve had 
in years.” Crane placed his hand on Jason’s 
knee and gave a gentle squeeze.

Jason fell silent. Again, Lord Crane had 
shown affection towards him. It was difficult 
to dislike this man. He seemed to just want to 
be a part of his life and was offering him anything he wanted. He really believed he was 
his grandson.

A few late fans were hurrying along to the 
stadium. The Bentley was waved through a 
gate into a private car park where various 
sports cars and a coach were parked. Jason 
guessed the coach was for Newcastle United, 
who had travelled from the north of England. 
A space was reserved for the Bentley.

David got out and opened Crane’s door, 
expecting Jason to follow him out, but instead he opened his own door and got out the 
other side. Jason looked at James’s E-Type 
Jaguar. He peered through the window, partly to play the part and partly because it was 
a nice-looking car. Crane gestured for him to 
follow.

Jason ran and caught up with him and 
looked back at David. “Isn’t David going to 
come with us and watch the match?”

“No. He has to be ready in case I need to 
leave before the final whistle. Although tonight we will stay for the whole game.”

They walked through glass double doors 
with the Chelsea logo painted across them. 
The entrance hall was lined with framed photographs of players from the past, some in 
black and white and wearing shorts so long 
that Jason couldn’t tell if they were actually 
shorts or trousers that didn’t fit.

What Crane called a “private box,” Jason 
could only describe as a function room. Plush 
royal-blue carpet covered the floors and walls. 
The end frontage was massive, with floorto-ceiling glass that overlooked the football 
pitch. There were tables, leather chairs, and a 
bar. Jason counted six men in suits and four 
women in long evening dresses. He felt slightly out of place in jeans, a football top, and 
trainers.

Crane nodded at the barman. “The usual 
and whatever my grandson wants,” he said 
in a louder voice than normal. He wanted to 
make sure everyone heard the word “grandson.”

A gasp spread across the room. All eyes fell 
on Jason, whose cheeks started to turn crimson. He walked up to the bar, trying to ignore 
all the eyes on him.

“A Coke please,” he said.

“Slice of lemon and ice?” the barman 
asked.

“Um. Nah. I’ll take it neat. Straight from 
the can.”

Jason looked at himself in the mirror behind the bar. He noticed a man striding towards Crane. He wore alligator-skin shoes, a 
heavy gold watch hung off his wrist, and his 
tailored brown suit matched his large, watchful eyes.

“Did I hear you correctly Alan? This is 
your Bethany’s son. Your grandson?” James 
Warner asked.

“Yes. Gorgeous, isn’t he? Jason he’s called. 
Jason Ford by his adoptive parents,” Crane 
said.

A waiter brought Crane a glass of champagne, and both men watched Jason as he got 
his Coke.

Jason dug his hand into his pocket and 
pulled out a fifty-pence coin. “How much? 
Or is Lord Crane buying it?”

The barman smiled. “All the drinks are 
complimentary here.”

Jason walked back towards Crane and 
James while sipping his Coke.

“Jason, meet James Warner. James, this is 
Jason, my grandson. And Jason, if you ask 
James nicely, he might take you out in his 
car.” He looked at James. “The boy has a 
thing for sports cars. I told him about your 
car. He was quite impressed, although he said 
it was wicked. I guess that means good in 
teenager language.”

Jason held out his hand, and was surprised 
when James gripped it too tightly, squeezing 
much harder than he needed to. He made a 
mental note not to trust the man. Anyone 
who had to show his strength and power off
to someone who was smaller was in Jason’s 
mind a bully, and bullies always spelt trouble.

“Nice to meet you, young man. I hear you 
like sports cars,” James said, squeezing his 
hand even harder.

Jason kept a straight face and tried to ignore the pain. “Um. I like them but wouldn’t 
want one. Normally they’re for people who 
are small in other areas and trying to compensate for something.” He looked down at 
James’s groin.

A woman behind Jason roared with laughter and placed her hand on his shoulder. 
“Nice to meet you, Jason. I’m Claire Warner, 
James’s better half.”

Jason pulled his hand away from James’s 
tight grip. His fingers had turned white with 
red welt marks from the pressure. He smiled 
at the woman. “Hello,” he said.

James took Crane by the sleeve, led him 
away, and whispered in his ear. “Are you one 
hundred percent certain? He seems a little 
rough around the edges. I mean, you know 
what people will do for money,” James said.

Crane nodded. “Thank you for always 
looking out for me James, but in this case, 
oh yes, he’s the real deal. He was a little reluctant to come. He has a family and is happy with his current situation. It’s me who’s 
pushing this—I need to get to know him. Imagine, Bethany’s son.” Crane paused in deep 
thought. “Why, when he’s older, he could 
even work for Crane Industries. I finally have 
an heir.”

“Yes. How wonderful,” James sneered. 
His eyes narrowed and he looked away before knocking back his whiskey. “How wonderful indeed,” he said under his breath.

“They’re gonna start,” Jason said, looking 
at the players on the pitch.

Jason sat next to Crane. He was amazed 
at how much they all drank. He was certain 
Claire was drunk when he first met her, and 
he counted that she’d drunk at least six glasses of wine since. She sat on the other side of 
him.

She wore a long black dress with a large 
split up the side. It was cut so low that a few 
times Jason was certain her breasts would 
pop out. He found it hard to talk to her, having to concentrate to keep his eyes up at her 
face. She called him “Jason darling” in a fake 
deep voice and insisted on stroking his blond 
hair.

At half-time, the waiters brought out a 
table with food—a selection of cheeses and 
crackers, and hundreds of sandwiches. He’d 
already eaten dinner with Lil and Sarah but 
took a plate of crisps. Jason noticed everyone 
was laughing at Crane’s jokes, even if they 
weren’t funny. He made his way over to Jason, who was standing close to the massive 
glass windows, looking down at all the fans.

“Enjoying yourself Jason?” Crane asked.

Jason turned and nodded, and Crane 
placed his hand on his shoulder.

“Yes thanks.” He paused. “Um, if I want 
to be successful like you, what type of business should I get into? I don’t think being a 
cross-country runner will make me successful.”

“I have been asked that a few times. I don’t 
have an answer really. When I do have a business idea, and I have many, I do it myself. But 
the mere fact you asked me that question is 
impressive. It shows you have ambition.”

“It does?”

“Yes. Because you said you wanted to be 
successful. Most say they want to be rich and 
are only interested in money. Don’t get me 
wrong, I like making money, but it’s more 
important to have successful companies and 
football teams. I like to win at everything, 
even life. I felt like a failure after I lost Bethany and my wife died. You have given me a 
new lease of life.

“As my grandson, I hoped maybe you’d 
want to work with me in the business. Your 
grandmother would have been so proud of 
that.”

“I’m not sure what your businesses are,” 
Jason lied. “My mums said you have factories and make stuff.”

“I don’t suppose you’ve heard of Crane Industries?”

Jason shook his head.

“Crane Industries produces military equipment for the Ministry of Defence and other 
countries.”

“What, like tanks?” Jason said excitedly.

“Mostly weapons.”

Jason turned and looked at him with a 
huge grin. “Wow, like guns and missiles?”

“Guns, ammunition, bombs, missiles, the 
list goes on. War is big business.”

Jason put in as much enthusiasm as he 
could. “Can I see the factory and the guns? 
I’ve never seen a real gun. Can I shoot one? 
Do you test them? Do you test the bombs out 
and blow stuff up?”

Crane smiled. “Why of course. This is the 
first time I have seen you excited. You really are adorable.” He moved forward and 
hugged him.

Jason felt awkward. “The match is starting 
again Mr. Crane.”

He was released. “Sorry, I hope I didn’t 
overstep the mark,” Crane said. “It’s been a 
long time since I hugged someone, and having found you after all these years, it’s hard 
to control my feelings. And I know I’ve said 
it before, but you can call me Granddad, or if 
you don’t feel comfortable, Alan would suffice.”

They sat back in their seats to watch the 
second half. “I can’t call you Alan, that would 
be rude. I would prefer Mr. Crane, but if you 
want—” Jason paused and thought of his 
own grandfather, the only man he had ever 
called Granddad. “I guess Granddad sounds 
better. I’ll make a deal with you. I’ll call you 
Granddad if you promise not to hug me in 
public again.”

“So, in private I’m allowed to give my 
grandson a hug?”

“Yes Granddad.”

As soon as Jason said it, he felt guilty about 
his betrayal. He kept his fingers crossed that 
Scott was correct about Lord Crane, that 
he was evil, and responsible for the deaths 
on Kagari. If not, he would only break this 
man’s heart, not something Jason relished the 
thought of doing to someone.






Chapter Seven

The school inTroduced a “bring Your Child 
to Work Day.” It was of course prompted by 
Infinity, but it gave Jason an excuse to call 
Crane and ask if he could spend the day with 
him. He told him most of the boys in his class 
were going to work with their dads, and as 
he didn’t have a dad, his granddad was the 
next best thing. Jason knew all too well that 
mentioning the name Granddad was enough 
to get him anything he wanted.

Crane, of course, agreed, and knew Jason 
wanted to see the factory above all. The date 
was planned by Infinity to coincide with when 
Crane and James Warner would be away for 
a few hours after lunch.

David gently slowed the Bentley as he approached the gate. A security guard with an 
automatic rifle slung over his shoulder walked 
towards the car.

“Morning Lord Crane. Morning David.” 
He was just about to wave the gate open 
when he noticed Jason sitting in the back. He 
looked at David for an explanation.

“This is Jason Ford, Lord Crane’s grandson. He will be spending the day here,” David said.

The guard waved them through. Crane 
pulled out his ID badge and lanyard from his 
pocket and hung it around his neck.

Jason had been to Buckingham Palace 
many times. He had been to other royal residences and the Royal Navy’s offices, and even 
MI6. This, however, was a stunning building. 
A Union Jack fluttered high on the roof. Massive doors, at least six metres high, greeted 
them, and the entire wall was made of immaculate glass. The doors opened as they approached, leading to an impressive hallway 
with a floor made from the finest marble imported from Italy.

Massive marble columns sprouted from 
the floor to support a ceiling painted like the 
sky, light blue with fluffy white clouds. Three 
security guards were standing behind a large 
mahogany reception desk. They nodded at 
Crane and looked at the boy he was with. 
Jason heard the clickity clack of high heels 
pacing towards them.

“Morning Lord Crane, and this must be 
Jason,” Miss Goodfellow said. She held out 
her hand to Jason. He was in school uniform 
and had taken a small backpack with him.

“Jason, I want you to meet my secretary, 
Miss Goodfellow,” Crane said. “She will 
show you around this afternoon while I attend a meeting. This morning, I’ll give you as 
much of a tour as I can, but Miss Goodfellow 
will take you anywhere you want to go, and 
yes, to the gun range too. I can’t stand loud 
noises and won’t be going. I’ll see you in my 
office when you have your ID badge.”

Jason nodded and watched Crane disappear into an elevator. “Hello Miss Goodfellow,” he said.

“Come with me, Jason. We need to take 
your photo. You do look smart in your uniform.” She gave the faintest of smiles.

“I hate it. Makes me look like a nerd.”
“Well, we all have things we hate. I’m 
Alan’s personal assistant, but even after all 
these years he still calls me his secretary. 
Some things in life we just have to accept and 
make what we can out of it.” She paused. 
“For now!”

Jason nodded. He wouldn’t admit it, but 
he liked her. She was very smartly dressed; 
although, her perfume was a little overpowering and she had so much hairspray on her 
head that it made her hair look coarse, like a 
toilet brush.

He was taken into an office with a large
plaque on the door with the word “security” written on it. A security guard got up
from behind the desk. Jason thought he was
far too overweight to be a security guard; he
was as round as he was tall. He reminded
Jason of a picture of Humpty Dumpty he
had seen in a book his baby sister Alice had.
He didn’t seem to have a neck; his round
head and various chins just seem to sit flat
on his shoulders.

“Miss Goodfellow. Is this the boy?” the 
man said.

“Yes. Jason Ford. The boy I told you 
about.”

The man put a box on the desk. “Hello Jason, nice to meet you. After a few security 
questions and a search, I’ll need to take your 
picture.”

“Okay,” Jason said, without having really 
listened to what he’d told him.

“Can you put your clothes in here please. I 
need everything off before I search you.”

Jason started to pull at his tie. “Um, 
everything?”

“We take security really seriously here Jason.”

“Oh, ok. Is she staying in here?” He meekly gestured towards Miss Goodfellow with 
his head.

Both Miss Goodfellow and the man burst 
out laughing.

Jason frowned. “Are you messing with 
me?”

“Ha! Of course, I am lad,” the man said. 
“You’re Lord Crane’s grandson. Your pass 
gets you in nearly all the buildings in the compound, even places I can’t go. No, we won’t 
search you. Put your tie back on.” He pulled 
a camera out of the box.

Jason laughed. “So that’s how it works 
here. Okay, Miss Goodfellow and”—he 
looked at the man’s name badge—“Chris 
Charlesworth. You’ve started something now. 
I promise I’ll get you both back for that.”

Once he’d received his ID badge, he was 
taken to Crane’s office. He proudly wore his 
badge around his neck and showed it off.

“There. Now you can go anywhere,” 
Crane said.

“No. Humpty said I have access to nearly
all of the compound. I have to write a thousand-word report on my day here for English. 
It would be easier if I could go everywhere, 
Granddad,” Jason said, making a point of 
calling him Granddad.

Crane and Miss Goodfellow looked at each 
other, trying to parse his remark.

“Humpty?” Crane asked.

“Oh. Jason, that’s not nice,” Miss Goodfellow giggled when she’d worked it out. “He’s 
referring to Chris Charlesworth in security.” 
She struggled to compose herself.

Crane held back his grin and turned away, 
also struggling to compose himself. “Jason, 
we don’t really call people names because of 
their appearance here. As my grandson, you 
will need to be respectful to our staff. I hope I 
don’t hear remarks like that again.”

Jason nodded. “Yes Granddad. Sorry for 
calling Mr. Charlesworth that, but he’s more 
of a friend now. He pulled a major prank on 
me and actually got me. But he did say I can’t 
go everywhere.”

“Happy to hear you’re making friends already. Just remember, you represent me as 
well. As for your pass, I do believe James 
Warner is working on a few new products, 
and even I can’t get into Building Six. Not 
that I would want to. Our security has to be 
high, and some of our research is on a needto-know basis. We wouldn’t want our competition or a foreign government finding out 
what we’re working on. Lives would be at 
stake.”

Jason heard all he needed to: Building Six. 
Now he just had to find a way in.

He sat in on Crane’s meeting with James 
Warner. He found it boring. James always 
spoke to him as if he was a five-year-old, and 
Jason really didn’t care for him much, and 
knew the feeling was mutual. Jason wasn’t 
sure if he trusted him. From the moment he 
had set eyes on him, he didn’t trust him. After observing Crane sign all the cheques that 
needed signing and being given a personal 
tour of the main factory that produced handheld rocket launchers, they went to the canteen for lunch.

“I always have lunch here with my staff. It 
makes me feel part of the team, and if they 
wish to ask me anything, they can,” Crane 
said.

Jason followed him and joined a line of 
people picking up trays and waiting to be 
served. He chose a burger and chips with a 
Coke. He looked at the deserts but didn’t 
choose anything.

“Hello Lord Crane, and who is this 
good-looking young man?” a woman serving 
food asked.

“Hello Marjorie. This is Jason, my grandson.”

“I heard a rumour he was here today. Nice 
to meet you, Jason. Are you hoping to take 
this over when you’re older?”

“Hiya. I don’t know. I will have to see how 
my grades at school go. But I want a job testing the rockets out,” Jason said.

She looked at his tray. “No desert Jason? 
We have cake, fresh fruit, or ice cream.”

“No thanks. Um, do you ever do carrot 
cake?”

“Carrot cake? Is that your favourite?” 
Crane asked.

“Do dogs pee on trees?” Jason said, implying it was a matter of fact.

Crane looked at him for a moment, trying 
to understand his reply. He paid Marjorie and 
they walked along the rows of tables, where 
the staff were eating and chatting, before sitting down at a table together. Jason sensed he 
was the topic of conversation. Many eyes had 
followed him and Crane as they walked.

“I have to admit, Jason. I’m out of touch 
with how teenagers speak. Do dogs pee on 
trees! Well, so I guess that means you do like 
carrot cake? Is this how you speak with your 
school friends?” Crane asked.

“Yeah, well, sort of. Although with them 
I wouldn’t have used the word ‘pee.’” Jason 
grinned.

Again, Crane looked to be in deep thought 
before laughing and tucking into his salad.

“Are you not going to tell me I should have 
chosen something healthy like a salad, and 
not burger and chips?” Jason said.

“Would you take any notice?” Crane 
asked.

Jason smiled. “Good point.”

After lunch, Crane met up with James. 
They had a planned meeting in the boardroom with shareholders. In the meantime, 
Miss Goodfellow took Jason to the firing 
range, and it was impressive. He was allowed 
to use a new Crane Industries nine-millimetre 
pistol, called the CI9, but before that he was 
introduced to the range supervisor, Eric, who 
gave Jason safety equipment and instructions.

He had done weapons training with Infinity, but not wanting to blow his cover, he 
aimed a few centimetres off the centre of the 
target. He was impressed by the gun. It had 
little recoil and was very accurate. He made 
a mental note to let Infinity know about the 
new gun; it could be one they would use going forward.

Miss Goodfellow constantly looked at her 
watch and forced a smile whenever he looked 
at her. He put his gun down and walked over 
to her, removing his earmuffs.

“Miss Goodfellow, I would like to stay 
here until Granddad is free. I’m safe here. 
You can go back to your office. If I get bored 
of shooting, I’ll come over,” Jason said.

She looked at Eric. “Will he be okay on 
his own?” There was something very precise about the way she spoke. Each word 
was measured before it was projected. Jason 
assumed she was afraid to make her thick 
make-up crack.

“Yes Miss Goodfellow. I’ll keep an eye on 
him. He is quite safe and he’s using the weapon correctly,” Eric said.

When she’d left, Jason gave Eric a nod of 
thanks, who gave him another box of bullets 
to use.

He emptied another clip at the target and 
stopped.

“Are you finished Jason?” Eric asked.

“Yeah, my wrist is hurting now. I’ll go back 
to Miss Goodfellow’s office,” Jason lied.

“No problem. Can you find your way back 
okay?”

“Yeah,” he said before pausing and turning back. “Oh, Eric. James is showing me 
Building Six later. Where’s that?”

“Building Six? Are you sure? That’s pretty 
secret—all sorts of weirdos work there.”

“Weirdos?”

“Well, you know, nerdy types. They don’t 
mix with us in the canteen or attend the 
Christmas party. Most of them are foreign.”

“Okay, so where is it?”

“It’s below us. The door is off the security office. I think it’s one or two floors below 
us, although, I’m not sure. That’s just what I 
heard. But I thought you were going back to 
see Miss Goodfellow?”

“I am. It’s just I hadn’t seen it and thought 
Building Six was a building on its own. That 
explains it. James Warner is showing me later. Besides, Dickydoo would never let me pass 
his office without a pass.”

“Dickydoo?”

“Yeah, Chris Charlesworth. His belly 
sticks out more than his dicky do.”

Eric laughed. “Don’t let your grandfather
hear you saying that. He has a zero-tolerance policy on any sizeist or bullying remarks.”

Jason left the gun range and hurriedly
made his way back to the main building.
Pretending to admire some artwork on the
walls, out of the corner of his eye he noticed
Chris sitting in his seat, watching the monitors.

Jason went back to the canteen and
bought a large slice of cream sponge cake
and requested a paper plate so he could take
it back to Crane’s office. He also picked up
a strawberry milkshake. When it was time
to pay, he asked if his granddad could pay
later. Of course, no one would say no.

He left and stopped to untie one of his
shoelaces.

“Hi Chris. I got you a present,” he said, 
striding into the security office.

Chris looked up and smiled. “Why?”

“You made me feel welcome and you’re in 
charge of my granddads security. Probably 
one of the most important people here.”

“I’m not head of security. I just hand out 
ID badges and take pictures and issue the 
parking permits. But thanks for the cake,” he 
said, holding out his hand.

Jason locked his feet together and fell forward, throwing the cake and milkshake directly over Chris before falling on the floor. 
Chris watched the cake come flying towards 
him as if in slow motion, spinning in mid-air, 
followed by the milkshake. The cake splattered on his chest. The milkshake, however, 
splashed all over his face and head.

Jason looked up and had to concentrate 
not to laugh. He pretended to have hurt his 
knee. “Ouch, my knee!” He gasped. “Oh, 
sorry Chris.”

Chris slowly stood, pink milkshake dripping from his forehead and down his face, 
washing the sponge cake into his chest. “Are 
you okay?”

“No. I hurt my knee.” He pretended to 
almost cry. “Please don’t tell my granddad, 
I’m sorry. It’s my stupid shoelace—it’s always coming undone. My knee hurts so bad. 
I smacked it on the floor when I fell.”

Chris wiped himself off, walked around his 
desk, and helped Jason up. Jason was trying 
so hard not to laugh that he started to shake 
and had to cover his eyes with his forearm. 
Chris thought he was actually crying.

“Jason, take a seat. No point crying over 
spilt milk as they say. I’ll clean myself up. 
Will you be okay? And of course, I won’t tell 
your granddad.”

Jason hobbled to the chair and sat down, 
rubbing his knee. He bent down and tied his 
shoelace back up, watching out of the corner 
of his eye as Chris started walking out of the 
room. He stopped at the door.

“If anyone comes in, tell them I’ll be back 
in a second. I’ll get cleaned up and bring back 
a mop and a clean shirt,” Chris said.

Jason nodded and watched him leave. He 
ran to the double doors at the back of the 
office and tried his ID badge on the lock. It 
bleeped a red light and didn’t budge. Jason 
ran back to Chris’s desk and looked at the 
monitors. The machine that Chris had made 
Jason’s ID badge on had various buttons on 
it. Jason pressed the green “ENTER” button.

On the screen a message came up: “SCAN 
ID.”

He scanned his ID, the magnetic strip connected, and a new image appeared. It was a 
picture of himself and his ID badge. His eyes 
darted across the screen until he saw a button saying, “SECURITY CLEARANCES.” 
When he pressed it, various options appeared. 
There was an “ADD” option. He typed “6,” 
and a prompt came up on the screen asking 
for a password. Jason typed in “Password,” 
“Food,” “Bacon,” “Chips,” “Hamburgers,” 
but nothing worked. He heard footsteps in 
the corridor. He quickly pulled out his ID 
badge and pressed “CANCEL” on the screen.

Jason just had time to sit back down before 
Chris, now with wet hair after cleaning himself, came back carrying a mop and bucket.

“How’s your knee?” Chris asked.

“It’s sore, but I’ll live. Sorry about the cake. 
I’ll get you another,” Jason said.

“Thanks, but no. I’ll pass.”

Jason nodded and limped his way back to 
Miss Goodfellow’s office. At the end of the 
day, Jason was driven home by Crane and 
David. He told Crane he had a great time and 
would like to go again, maybe at the weekend, and spend more time on the range.






Chapter Eight

When Jason goT home, he asked if he could 
call his mate Scott and go for a run. He was 
a little paranoid that Crane or James Warner 
had bugged the house. They arranged to meet 
in an hour at the common.

Jason ran to the common and waited for 
Scott, who eventually turned up on a bike.

“Hi mate. I said we were going for a run,” 
Jason said.

“I’m half dead now just cycling here. No 
way could I run and keep up with you. Unless you wanna carry me,” Scott said as they 
bumped fists.

“Nerd. Okay, I’ll jog. You ride alongside 
me just in case someone’s watching us.”

“What have I told you about calling me 
that?” Scott said. He knew that the more he 
complained the more Jason would say it, but 
it was only in jest.

Jason started jogging and Scott rode next 
to him.

“I’ve got an ID badge,” Jason said. “I’ll 
give it to you later for when I go to Crane 
Industries again. I need you to make it so I 
can get into Building Six. I tried. I managed 
to scan it on the computer but—”

Scott slammed on his brakes, skidding on 
the grass.

“You?”

“Yeah?” Jason said.

“You? A computer? Now who’s a nerd?”

Jason laughed. “Ah. But I couldn’t get it to 
upgrade my ID, so I’m not.”

“What sort of computer did they have?”

“A white one. It has four screens, but one 
main one that’s connected to the scanner you 
swipe your ID badge through.”

“I take it back. You could never be a nerd 
Jase. A white one! How does that help?”

“I dunno. You asked. That’s all I know 
about it.”

Jason started jogging again and Scott followed.

“What colour was the screen and lettering?” Scott asked.

“Dark green, and the writing was a lighter 
green, I think. It could have been white writing. Does it matter?”

“Yeah. A company called Apple in America just started making computers and there 
are a couple of others. Did it have a floppy 
disc drive?”

“A what?”

“Never mind. Give me the pass and I’ll see 
what we can do.”

Jason stopped running and took Scott’s 
water bottle. He took a swig and passed it 
back to him with the ID badge. Scott stuffed 
it in his pocket.

“If I had the password, I would be able 
to do it myself. I tried several but it didn’t 
work,” Jason said.

“We should be able to do it. We have some 
computers now at Infinity. They are the future,” Scott said.

“Ha! I doubt it.”

“They are the future Jase. One day we 
won’t need paper. We will only use computers.”

“Well, I wouldn’t want to wipe my butt 
with a computer after taking a dump.”

“What’s so special about Building Six?” 
Scott asked, laughing at Jason’s remark.

“Dunno yet, but it is seriously over my pass 
level, and only James Warner goes in with a 
few guys like you, so it must be special.”

“Guys like me? You mean good looking, 
smart, brave, and irresistible to girls?”

Jason laughed. “No, nerds. Scientists. Guys 
in white coats. Oh, don’t look now, but a girl 
from school is coming with her mum.”

“Hi Jason,” Mira said.

“Hello Mira.” Jason hadn’t seen her in traditional Indian clothing before. Her mother 
wore a similar silk dress that wrapped itself 
around her head, and she had a deep cut above 
her lip that hadn’t fully healed yet. “This is 
Scott. He helps me train for cross-country.”

“Hi Scott. Have you seen Grease yet? My 
friends and Jason all went to see it,” Mira 
said.

Jason’s eyes met Mira’s. She’d obviously 
not told her mother that she had gone alone 
with a boy.

“Hello Jason. Mira tells me you’re new at 
school. Are you settling in well?” Mrs. Patel 
asked.

“Yeah, I like the school. Mira and the 
others made me feel welcome, although the 
school dinners suck. Well, they sucked at my 
last school too so nothing’s different.”

Mrs. Patel noticed Jason was looking at 
her lip and unconsciously tried to cover her 
mouth with her hand. “I’m clumsy. I walked 
into a door. It was nice to meet you. We have 
to go and meet my sister now.”

“Bye,” Mira said.

“Yeah, bye. See you at school tomorrow,” 
Jason said.

Scott nodded at Mira and her mother, and 
both boys watched them walk away. Mira 
glanced back, gave Jason a second look, and 
smiled.

“She’s nice. You always seem to make 
friends with pretty girls,” Scott said.

“Yeah, and a good kisser too.”

“You didn’t?”

“Well, she sort of kissed me and I just went 
along with it. I told her I have a girlfriend 
after, so it won’t happen again.”

“I should hope not. What would Catherine 
say?”

“I’m on a mission. I have to go with the 
flow,” Jason protested, “and she really did 
just kiss me and hold my head. I couldn’t just 
pull away—it would have hurt her feelings.”

“Yeah, I bet you couldn’t. Don’t get too 
close to her. What if Lord Crane sees her and 
asks her how long she’s known you. The records we faked say you’ve been at the school 
for three years, and here’s her mum calling 
you the new kid.”

“Um.” Jason paused. “I didn’t think of 
that. I was just trying to fit in.” He started running again. “Come on,” he said. He 
knew Scott was right. Being undercover was 
difficult sometimes, and the slightest mistake 
could jeopardize the whole mission.

Scott rode alongside Jason for another thirty minutes before they said goodbye. Jason 
continued running along the park towards 
home. He rounded a corner and stopped as 
he noticed four youths, aged about sixteen, 
standing a few doors down from the house he 
was staying at with Lil and Sarah.

He briskly walked, taking in his surroundings, all of his senses alert. He could run, but 
they might just be chatting. It could all be in 
his head, and he was probably just being paranoid, he told himself. As he got closer, they 
all watched him. One of them stepped forward and looked right at him.

“Are you Jason Ford?” the youth asked. 
Like the other four youths, he was of Asian 
appearance.

Jason stopped in his tracks. He was relieved he had used the Ford name. It meant 
they weren’t anything he couldn’t handle. 
“Yes,” he said.

“What did you do to Mira? You upset her 
when you took her to see Grease,” the boy 
sneered.

“Mira’s my friend. I wouldn’t upset her. 
Why? What did she say? Why was she upset?”

“She went to see the film with you, and 
when she came home, she was crying. Did 
you touch her? ’Cause she’s my sister, and if 
you did—”

Jason raised his hand. “No. We kissed. Or, 
well, she kissed me. I like her, but I have a 
girlfriend. We’re still friends. I saw her just 
now with her . . . with your mum. Of course, 
I didn’t touch her.”

Another boy stepped towards Jason. He 
was about the same age, but had eyes that 
seemed too close together, and he’d already 
grown a moustache. “So Indian girls not 
good enough for you then?” he said.

“What has her race got to do with anything?” Jason snapped back. He unconsciously took a step forward. “I have a girlfriend 
and I told her that after she kissed me. I’m 
sure she wasn’t crying over me. But I’m glad 
she has a big brother to look out for her.”

The four youths stared at Jason, surprised 
that he wasn’t the least bit afraid of them.

He held out his hand to Mira’s brother. 
“I’m Jason. What’s your name? I’ll tell Mira I 
met you. You and Mira must be close ’cause 
she told your mum we went with a group.”

Reluctantly, he took Jason’s hand. “Omar. 
Glad to see her friend has balls. Just don’t 
upset my little sister or I’ll be back.”

“I won’t. Plus now I know if I did you 
would be coming to see me.” Jason smiled. 
“I got to go in and take a shower. My mums 
will have tea ready.”

“Your mums?” the other boy said.

“Yeah. I got two mums.”

“What, two mums? Like they’re—”

“So what if he has two mums?” Omar interrupted. “He’s Mira’s friend, what of it?”

The boy nodded and stepped back. Jason 
walked through them and noticed Lil and Sarah looking out the window. As he entered 
the house, they met him in the hallway.

“Are you okay Jason? We noticed those 
boys earlier and were worried they were 
waiting for you,” Lil said.

“Yeah. Just a little misunderstanding. One 
of them is Mira’s big brother. She was upset 
after we went to see Grease and he thought 
it was my fault and I’d somehow upset her.”

“You were the perfect gentleman I hope?” 
Sarah asked.

Jason snapped. “Of course. I’m fourteen! 
She kissed me that’s all.” He went into the 
kitchen, pulled out a pint of milk from the 
fridge, and started drinking.

“Then why was she upset?” Lil asked.

Jason stopped drinking, burped, and wiped 
his mouth with the back of his hand. “I only 
just found out she was upset, but I think it’s 
because I told her I had a girlfriend.”

Sarah smiled and nodded. “Infinity probably hasn’t trained you on how to handle your 
shortfall.”

Jason frowned. “What shortfall?”

“Your looks.”

“My looks? Are you saying I’m ugly or 
something?”

“No. Quite the opposite Jason. To a girl 
your age you’re probably quite attractive, 
and they can easily fall for you.”

“How is that a shortfall? That’s a plus.” 
Jason purposely smiled and fluttered his eyelashes.

“Yes, if you want something, but not if you 
hurt a young girl’s feelings.”

“And you must of led her on if you two 
kissed. Jason, you have a girlfriend,” Lil said.

Jason continued drinking the milk and nodded at Sarah and Lil. “I’ll be careful, mums.”






Chapter Nine

a clock, high on a wall at the front of a classroom, is torture when you’re bored, and either 
want to go to break or better still go home. 
Mira watched the large minute hand click to 
the next minute. She’d been certain it was almost twelve, but it was still ten minutes to. 
She inhaled deeply. Jason was wearing some 
sort of body wash and it smelt gorgeous.

She loved how Jason came in each morning fresh and confident, his blond hair just 
perfect, hanging low over his eyes and neatly trimmed at the back and sides. His sapphire-blue eyes didn’t seem real.

I wonder if he wears blue contacts. And 
what is that he’s wearing today? He smells so 
cuddleable. Is cuddleable even a word? Why 
does he have a stupid girlfriend? He’s a great 
kisser. I wonder if he closed his eyes when we 
kissed.

“Did you close your eyes?” she asked. Immediately she felt ridiculous. OMG, I just 
said that out loud.

Jason looked at her and raised his eyebrows. “What?” He had been concentrating 
on his maths work.

“Oh nothing, sorry. Go back to your boring maths.”

“Did I close my eyes when?”

“Nothing.”

“What?”

“Nothing. Get on with your maths and 
your secret girlfriend, if you have one that 
is.”

“Mira, what’s wrong?”

“Master Ford and Miss Patel. Do you wish 
to share something with us?” Mr. Jones, the 
maths teacher, asked. “Please stand, both of 
you, and tell the class what you need to discuss that is so important.”

Jason and Mira looked at each other and 
slowly stood.

“Well, what is so important that you can’t 
wait five minutes to discuss it?”

Jason shrugged his shoulders. Mira looked 
down at the floor.

“She was begging him to go out with her 
sir,” Colt Williams shouted from behind 
them.

“Yeah. She has his name written all over 
her jotter book with little hearts on it,” Nosepicker said.

The class started to laugh. Jason swung 
around and gave Colt and Nosepicker a filthy 
look. He glanced at Mira—she had tears in 
her eyes. It hurt him to see her being humiliated and ridiculed in front of the whole class.

“It was me sir. Sorry. I like Mira and was 
asking her out. She turned me down and I 
was asking why. Sorry sir. I won’t talk again 
in class,” Jason said.

Mira took a deep breath. She already had 
a crush on Jason, and now that he’d come to 
her rescue and defended her reputation, she 
loved him even more.

“Ah young love. So sweet. But it belongs in 
the playground or out of school. Not in my 
maths class,” Mr. Jones spat.

“Yes sir. Sorry sir,” Jason said.

“Learn to take no for an answer young 
man. It will hold you in good stead as you get 
older.” He pointed at their seats and Jason 
and Mira sat down again.

As they left for lunch, Colt bumped into 
Jason on purpose. He was surprised that Jason didn’t flinch and stood his ground.

“Watch where you’re going Ford,” Colt 
said.

Nosepicker laughed. “Yeah, watch where 
you’re going loser. Just ’cause you can’t get a 
girl to go out with you. Even Mira.”

Jason’s hands instantly grabbed both 
boy’s throats, squeezed and pressed them up 
against the wall. His eyes turned black as 
he forced them back against the wall. Nosepicker looked terrified. Calm down, they’re 
schoolboys. Don’t hurt them.

“Don’t ever disrespect Mira again or I’ll 
snap your necks like a pencil,” Jason said under his breath.

Colt looked just as shocked. Mira looked 
on as Jason released his grip Nosepicker and 
Colt stood back.

Mira smiled and stepped between the boys. 
“Ok, I will go out with you.” She noticed Jason’s pupils. They had dilated and his beautiful blue eyes were lost. They had turned black 
and resembled a long, sinister passageway, 
leading to a place she wouldn’t want to go.

She took his hand and led him away. Jason took several deep breaths, trying to calm 
down. It was only when they rounded the 
corridor that he noticed they were still holding hands. He stopped and looked at her.

“You do know I only said that because 
of what those two idiots were saying about 
you,” Jason said.

“Yes, of course, and thank you. I was just 
playing along,” she said.

She led him to the back of the playground 
where it met the playing field. She stopped at 
the base of a massive oak tree.

“Why are we here?” Jason asked.

“I’m still playing along. It’s where other 
students who are going out come and . . .”

Jason looked at her. Her large brown eyes 
were staring into his. The tree cast a shade 
across her face—she was beautiful.

“They come here and what?” he asked. A 
voice inside him was screaming no, but it felt 
so intoxicating and exciting.

“Well, you know,” she said, moving closer 
to him.

Time stood still and Jason gazed into her 
eyes. “You mean they do this?” He leaned 
forward. Their lips met and they kissed for 
almost a minute.

Mira smiled. “So, you do close your eyes.”

Jason smiled back. His arms were wrapped 
around her.

“And, you don’t really have a girlfriend, 
do you?” she asked.

Jason let her go and pulled back a little, 
trying to think of something to say.

Should I tell her I do really have a girlfriend and am now cheating on her? I can’t 
tell her I’m a spy. What would Scott say? 
What would Wong Tong say?

Finally, words came out of his mouth, and 
what he ended up saying hurt him. “No, I 
don’t. I’m just shy I guess.”

Mira noticed some girls behind them walking in their direction. “We better go and get 
lunch. Some of them know my mum, and I’m 
not really allowed to have a boyfriend. She’s 
a little old-fashioned and quite religious.”

Jason nodded and they walked back towards the lunchroom. He was in deep thought 
and was trying to think of a way out. Then 
again, he liked her, but the thought of hurting 
Catherine put his mind straight.

They sat down together with their lunch. 
Jason drank his juice before speaking. “I 
don’t want to go behind your mum’s back. 
She seems like a really nice person,” he said.

“She is. She works so hard, and I know 
everyone thinks their mum is special, but my 
mum really is,” she said.

“Then it’s not fair on her that we lie to her. 
Will you be allowed a boyfriend when you’re 
older?”

“Of course I will. She won’t arrange a 
marriage for me—it’s not that bad. Although 
Dad might. But I think she would prefer me 
to marry someone of my own faith. But when 
it comes to it, I hope it’s my choice.”

“Then maybe we should just be best friends 
for now?” he said, as if it was a question.

“Did you like kissing me?”

A grin spread across Jason’s face, and his 
brilliant white teeth shone like he was advertising for Colgate toothpaste. “Yes, but I—” 
He paused, trying to force the words out. “I 
don’t want to be sneaking around behind 
your mum’s back and risk getting my head 
kicked in by Omar. Will your mum be okay 
with us being best friends for now?”

Mira nodded. She looked disappointed and 
her eyes welled up, but she coughed to cover 
it up and put on a brave face. Jason sighed 
with relief. This wasn’t easy to handle; Infinity training never covered emotion or what 
you should do if you got too close to someone on a mission. Then again, neither does 
real life. It’s something we all have to face one 
day, no matter how painful. But behind each 
corner is a new friend who will bring a whole 
new world of happiness and laughs.






Chapter Ten

Jason ran TWo miles To the common, found 
a secluded wooded area, and performed karate kata until it got too dark to see. Martial 
arts always seemed to clear his mind. He felt 
guilty for not only kissing Mira but enjoying it. He promised himself he would never 
do that again while he was going out with 
Catherine. She was his soulmate. They had 
grown up together, and if he was honest with 
himself, she was the one he loved and wanted 
to be with. It was Catherine he thought of 
when he closed his eyes at night. She alone 
understood him, and he could be honest with 
her about his life. She was the one.

Scott came around the house after school 
on his bike and asked if Jason wanted to go 
out for a run. It was, of course, so they could 
discuss Jason’s progress and give him back 
the ID badge with all the access codes. Although Scott admitted they were only fifty 
percent sure it would work.

With half-term approaching, Sarah and Lil 
asked Crane if Jason could spend the week 
with him. They wanted a break and had 
hoped to take a trip to Paris. They hadn’t had 
a holiday alone in fourteen years since they 
had Jason and asked if he would help. Crane 
jumped at the chance to take in his grandson 
for a week.

It was the first time Jason had been to 
Crane’s stately home. It was over three hundred years old and had sixteen bedrooms, 
nine bathrooms, a lawn tennis court, and an 
indoor pool. Of course, Jason’s real home 
was large and had the luxury of a pool, but 
this had to be forgotten and he had to act like 
anyone would seeing it for the first time.

Jason’s eyes opened wide when Crane led 
him to the swimming pool. He dropped his 
bags, ran over, and felt the temperature of 
the water. “Wow, its warm. Can I go in?” He 
started stripping off. “I can’t believe you have 
a pool. Why didn’t you tell me Granddad?”
Crane laughed. “The house also has a sauna, a steam room, and a tennis court, which 
I haven’t showed you yet. Don’t you want to 
see where you’ll be sleeping?”

His question was answered with a splash. 
Jason had stripped to his underwear and 
jumped in. When he came to the surface, he 
smiled at Crane. “This is wicked. Are you 
coming in?”

Crane beamed, knelt by the side of the 
pool, and looked at what he thought was 
his grandson. “No, I won’t come in just yet. 
Maybe tonight after dinner we can have a 
swim together. Don’t you have any swimming shorts?”

“I do at home but didn’t know you had 
a pool, so I didn’t bring them.” He ducked 
down and started swimming away.

“Jason,” Crane called.
Jason gave no reply and was turning at the 
other end. “Jason!” he called again.

Jason popped his head up and could see 
Crane was agitated. “What?”

“That’s it? You’re going to just stay here and
swim? I was going to show you around. That’s
rather rude you know. If you’re staying here
all week, we need to maintain some rules.”

He swam over and held on to the side next 
to Crane. “What rules?” Jason smiled, pushing his blond fringe back over his head and 
revealing his adorable blue eyes.

Crane smiled and nodded. “Forget it son. 
No rules. You’re a teenager after all. Enjoy 
your swim. The towels are on the towel rail. 
After lunch I’ll get David to drive us into 
town. We can go shopping. I’ll get you some 
swimming shorts and I noticed your shoes 
are quite scuffed. Maybe we can fit you out 
with some new gear. How does that sound?”

Jason pulled himself out of the pool and 
stood next to him. “Can we go alone? Can 
you drive?”

Crane nodded. “Why of course I can drive. 
I normally have David so I can work in the 
back, but if you prefer to go alone, sure. I 
expect you’ve only been shopping with your 
mums—I’ll show you how men shop.”

Jason flung his arms around him. “Thanks 
Granddad.” It was a small gesture of emotion 
and the first Jason had given him. He was trying to play the part of the perfect grandson 
and it seemed only natural, but as he did it, 
and Crane hugged him tightly back, he felt 
guilty. If Infinity’s information was wrong 
about Lord Crane, this would only make the 
heartache even worse after his true identity 
was revealed.

He stepped back from Crane and laughed. 
“I got you wet. Looks like you’ve gone for 
a pee and dribbled Granddad.” He laughed 
again and jumped back into the pool.

Crane marvelled at the boy; he was falling 
in love with him. Finally, he had found his 
grandson, and he was adorable, funny, and 
loving. Jason had played his ace card and 
now had Crane just where he wanted him.

Although he was on a mission, Jason 
couldn’t help enjoying himself while shopping. They turned up at the shopping centre 
in the Bentley with everyone watching. He 
could buy whatever he wanted, so he decided to get a new leather jacket. After they’d 
driven into a narrow street which threaded 
its way between offices, shops, and restaurants, Jason saw the sign for Savile Row. The 
world’s greatest tailors had been doing business here since the mid-1800s, and Gordon 
Skinners was probably the finest of the lot. 
Jason was measured for a suit, given shirts, 
and asked to pick a collection of ties.

He objected at one point, saying he 
wouldn’t need one and they were for old people, but Crane explained he would need one 
for Sunday. The tailor, however, remarked 
that it wouldn’t be ready for two weeks. This 
was the first time Jason had seen a different 
side to Crane. He demanded that the tailor 
come to the house to give Jason a final fitting 
on Wednesday and deliver it on Saturday. If 
he wanted to continue getting business and 
fitting out the Chelsea football players, he 
said, he had better deliver. In a thinly veiled 
threat, he also mentioned he hadn’t put the 
tailor’s rent up in two years. Reluctantly, the 
tailor agreed.

The tailor seemed to cower slightly. It reminded Jason of the time he saw a horrible 
man shout and beat his dog at the park. The 
tailor acted in the same way the dog had. Jason wanted to intervene, but for the sake of 
the mission he said nothing. He said nothing 
for some time.

As they left, Crane asked if Jason wanted 
to go for an ice cream or milkshake. He was 
surprised when Jason gave a cold “No.”

On the way there Jason had sat in the front, 
but on the way home he decided to sit in the 
back. Crane was quiet; he had picked up that 
something was bothering Jason.

After switching off the engine, Crane 
turned and looked at him. “Fancy a swim before dinner Jason?”

“No,” he snapped.

Jason got out of the car and walked up the 
steps, closely followed by Crane.

“Come on then son, spit it out. What’s 
wrong?” Crane asked.

Jason turned and glared at him. “Why did 
you talk to the tailor like that? He was doing 
his best. Threatening that you wouldn’t give 
him any more business and would put his 
rent up—I was embarrassed to be with you. 
You sounded like a spoilt kid.”

Crane looked shocked at first before turning a dark shade of red. “Do you know who 
you’re talking to? How dare you!”

“I can see why my birth mum left home 
now. You may be rich, but you can’t talk to 
people like that. So what, now he has to work 
all night just to finish a suit that I probably 
won’t wear now anyway?”

Jason ran up to his room. He could hear 
Crane walking behind him, so he slammed 
the door shut as hard as he could for good 
measure.

A minute or two passed before Jason heard 
a knock at the door. He was packing his 
clothes in his bag. “What?” he snapped.

“Can I come in?” Crane asked.

“It’s your house.”

Slowly, Crane opened the bedroom door 
and was horrified to see Jason packing his 
clothes. “Oh dear, I’ve made a mess of things 
haven’t I.”

Jason pulled his pyjamas out from under 
his pillow and stuffed them in his bag.

Crane sat on the bed and gently took Jason’s hand. “If I said sorry, would it make a 
difference?”

Jason thought he had done enough and 
had certainly got Crane’s full attention. He 
was playing the part of a teenager brought up 
with liberal views by Lil and Sarah.

“S’pose,” Jason said.

“I do own that property and many more 
in London. I usually get my own way and we 
really need you to have a suit for next Sunday. We are going somewhere really special. 
Most people say yes to me. Did I look like a 
spoilt child?”

“My mums taught me to be kind to people. No one is better than anyone else just 
because they’re richer. That man may have 
plans. Maybe he has a holiday booked or is 
about to go to hospital for an operation, or 
his wife is.”

Crane studied him. “Well, you have your 
grandmother’s point of view, that’s for sure. 
My wife was always doing stuff for charity 
and helping others. So how would you have 
handled it if you knew you needed that suit 
by next weekend?”

“Um. Go to another tailor. There were 
loads in that Saville Row place. Or just go to 
the shop and buy one off the peg.”

Crane laughed. “I want you to have the 
very best. It’s a special occasion and he’s the 
best tailor in the country.”

“What’s the special occasion Granddad?”

Being called Granddad again and seeing his 
grandson calm down brought Crane’s smile 
back. “It’s a secret. I’ll do a deal with you. I 
won’t talk to someone like that again if you 
stay and accept my apology. And believe me, 
it’s not often that I apologize to people.”






Chapter Eleven

on monday and Tuesday Jason stayed at home 
and learnt Crane’s daily routine. Crane only 
worked half days so he could spend the afternoons with him. Jason spent the mornings 
swimming, doing karate, and working out, 
and he made a plan to go into Crane Industries the next day.

On Wednesday morning, Crane knocked 
on Jason’s door as usual, just before eight. 
Jason never replied; he always pretended to 
be asleep. Crane popped his head around the 
door and marvelled at his sleeping grandson. He crept over to Jason’s bed, gently bent 
down, and kissed him on the cheek. Jason 
kept his eyes closed. It reminded him of being 
kissed by his own father when he’s at home.
Crane gently pulled the covers up to Jason’s neck and quietly left, stopping for one 
last look. As soon as the door closed, Jason 
leapt out of bed. He was already in his jeans. 
He pulled off his pyjama top and forced his 
body into a T-shirt and jumper. After he 
pulled on his shoes, he opened the window, 
climbed onto the windowsill, and lowered 
himself down. It was quite a drop, but one 
he was certain he could make without injury.

He hit the ground, bent his legs, and rolled 
before springing to his feet. The trunk of the 
Bentley was closed, but not locked. He quickly opened it, climbed in, and closed it on himself, just as he heard David talking to Crane 
from the hallway.

Within moments, Crane and David got in 
the car and they were off, not knowing they 
had a stowaway. The car purred around the 
London suburbs before David was able to 
cruise along at speed towards Crane Industries.

When they arrived, Jason waited for David 
to park the car, lock it, and walk away. Using the emergency release, he slowly opened 
the trunk a crack and peered out. David was 
talking to a security guard; he had to wait. 
After five minutes, they were still talking. 
How much longer are you two gonna talk 
and not do any work?

Eventually, the two men parted and walked 
away in different directions. Once he’d 
checked the coast was clear, Jason sprang out 
of his hiding place and headed for the main 
doors. On his way, he hung his ID badge 
around his neck and waved at the front desk. 
The three guards watched him. Two of them 
had seen him before, and the other asked 
them who the boy was.

“Hi guys,” Jason said. He walked over to 
them. “Do you need to scan this or anything 
before I see Granddad?”

“No, you’re good. You will need it for 
the elevator. Do you know the way?” one of 
them said.

“Yep. Thanks.” Jason walked briskly 
away.

He made it to the security office and stopped 
at the corner, bending down and pretending 
to tie his shoelace. He noticed Chris Charlesworth sitting at his desk. He crept across 
the hall and rolled a ten-pence coin across the 
floor to the corner of Chris’s office.

The coin rolled to the corner, hit the wall 
with a slight crack, rattled, and shuddered to 
a stop. Chris looked away from his monitors 
and noticed the coin just before its final shudder. He looked through the doorway and the 
window to the corridor. Surprised to see no 
one around, he forced his heavy body from 
his seat and made his way to the coin.

Jason had taken his shoes off. In his socks, 
he darted across the office behind Chris and 
leapt onto his back, toppling him over. He 
forced the fingers of his right hand into his 
neck and squeezed his carotid artery, and 
with his left hand he tightly covered his eyes. 
Chris swore and rolled over, crushing him, 
but he managed to maintain his tight grip. He 
grabbed Jason’s hands, his fingernails digging 
into his soft skin, trying to pry him off, but 
the pain made him squeeze even harder.

Jason was unable to breath with his heavy 
weight on top of him. They struggled together for another minute before Chris went limp, 
and Jason held on for a second or two for 
good measure before releasing his grip. He 
was unconscious. Jason studied his hands; 
he had deep cuts from Chris’s fingernails and 
was bleeding. That was like fighting with a 
bouncy castle.

He squeezed out from under his motionless 
body and ran back to the corridor to collect 
his shoes. After checking no one was around, 
he ran back and dragged Chris’s body behind 
the desk. The polished floor made it easy to 
drag him; he must have been three- or fourtimes Jason’s weight.

He swiped his ID badge on the door. Nothing. He swore and tried it again. With a beep, 
the red light changed to green—it opened. He 
snuck inside and closed the door behind himself.

He was in a corridor, and at the end was 
a set of glass double doors leading to a stairway going down. It reminded him of a hotel 
fire escape. The walls and stairs were crudely made of concrete and there was a metal 
handrail painted neon orange. The faint hum 
of machinery permeated the atmosphere. He 
ran down the stairs two steps at a time, trying 
to be as quiet as possible. He needed to get in 
and out before Chris recovered.

The stairs led, after three flights, to another 
set of glass doors. Slowly, he made his way 
over and peered through them to check it was 
clear. He opened them and crept in.

He was in what he could only describe 
as an aircraft hangar. The ceiling must have 
gone up at least three floors. He counted over 
twenty rooms, all with glass walls and stainless-steel tables with people working in white 
jackets. It reminded him of the chemistry lab 
at school. Then he noticed that some of the 
people working were wearing face masks. 
Looking up, he saw massive, sprawling steel 
girders supporting the building.

He kept low and ran to the room at the 
end, shielded by racks of test tubes and glass 
beakers full of colourful bubbling liquids. 
Crouched over, he crept along a corridor, but 
then a door opened at the far end. Having 
nowhere to hide, he ducked inside the closest room. It was huge and full of plants. Tray 
upon tray of short, grass-like plants with yellow flowers filled the shelves, and large rubber plants were growing from glass troughs 
on the floor. It made for the perfect hiding 
place.

He heard the unmistakeable sound of boots 
on concrete and hid behind a large plant 
growing from a container. A sticky, treacly 
substance dripped off its leaves. Four guards 
walked past him, all carrying machine guns, 
and he waited until they had passed. Strangely, there didn’t seem to be any CCTV.

He peeked through the leaves and watched 
two men in white suits and face masks holding clipboards. The large room at the end 
caught his attention. It was built differently 
to the rest and went on further than he could 
see. Just how big is this place? He could make 
out three men working in there and they 
were wearing full protective clothing hooded 
white rubber suits and glass dome helmets. 
He thought they looked like a cross between 
a deep-sea diver and an astronaut.

If any room contained a chemical weapon, this would be it. The suits were definitely 
what you would wear if you were handling 
a chemical weapon of sorts. He noticed vials 
filled with a purple-coloured powder stacked 
up against the right-hand wall and decided to 
make this his objective. After picking a few 
leaves and shoving them in his pocket, he 
crept out of his hiding place.

As he approached the room, he noticed the 
same kind of suits hanging outside. At first, 
he thought it was the perfect disguise, but 
as he climbed into one, he quickly realized it 
was far too big for him. Still, it covered most 
of his features, so if he was caught, he hoped 
he wouldn’t be recognized.

When he pushed the door open, it made a 
sucking sound like air escaping from an inflatable. He plodded into the room, his oversized glass helmet rocking from side to side 
like his head was about to fall off.

He pulled down a tray full of vials, each 
the size of a large cigar. He intended to take a 
few, but the large, thick gloves made handling 
them difficult. He placed the rack on the floor 
and managed to take one vial in each hand. 
He made sure to take them from the back of 
the tray so the missing ones would go unnoticed. His suit had a pocket on the front and 
he placed the vials inside.

Secure in his suit, he decided to have a look 
around and perhaps discover other items, or 
even paperwork, that could be useful.

He found another room full of glass cages 
containing white rabbits. He approached for 
a closer inspection.

“Can I help you?” a female voice asked.
Eastern European, Jason thought. Maybe 
Romanian or even Russian. He ignored her 
and walked faster towards the rabbits.

“Do you know who that is?” she asked 
one of her colleagues.
The woman and a tall man approached 
him. Jason decided it was time to leave.

The tall man caught his arm. “Excuse me. 
Who are you?” he said with a Scottish accent.

Jason pulled his arm away. “Please don’t 
touch me,” he said in French. “I’m with the 
French Animal Resistance. I demand you release the rabbits!”

“How did you get in here?” the man replied, also in French.

Jason started walking away again, closely 
followed by the two lab workers. Another 
larger person approached, also dressed in the 
same clothing.

“Call security,” the woman said.

He paused, unsure if he should try to stop 
them or run. He made up his mind and ran 
for it. The oversized boots and rubber suit 
didn’t help his escape, and his pursuers were 
able to keep up with him. He made it to the 
door and opened it, but a hand caught his 
shoulder. Jason knocked it away with his elbow, span on his left leg, and threw a kick 
with his right. His boot hit the man’s stomach, sending him sprawling across the floor.

Jason wobbled down the corridor to the 
main door, snuck through, and stripped off
the suit. He kept a glove and put a vial down 
each finger to protect them, and then he tied 
it up and shoved it down the neck of his shirt. 
He put the helmet back on, hoping it would 
hide his identity should he be seen.

By the time he had made it to the second 
flight of stairs, there were red warning lights 
everywhere. The scream of the alarm was so 
sudden, so loud, that he actually ducked. Its 
high-pitched shrill seemed to cut the air like 
a paper shredder. He leapt up the stairs, and 
as he approached the third level, he heard the 
door close behind him. A man in a suit was 
running down the stairs too, and Jason tried 
to run past him.

“What’s happening?” the man asked.

Jason stuck his leg out and he fell down 
the stairs. He watched him fall, hoping he 
wouldn’t be hurt too badly. He was Asian, 
slim, and Jason guessed in his early thirties. 
He fell headfirst and crashed at the bottom, 
motionless.

Jason swore under his breath and carried 
on up the stairs. As he opened the door to the 
security office, he noticed Chris was stirring 
and trying to get up. The two guards from 
the reception desk had joined him. They noticed Jason’s hooded figure peeking through a 
gap in the doorway and shouted.

A guard rounded the corner, seeming to appear out of nowhere. The ball of Jason’s foot 
slammed into his solar plexus, knocking the 
wind out of him. He followed through with 
a ferocious back strike, targeting his throat. 
The guard crumpled.

Jason pulled the door shut and continued up the stairs, knowing that it was a bad 
decision. How could he expect to get away 
from here? After six flights of stairs, he finally 
found an exit with a sign marked, “ROOF—
AUTHORIZED PERSONNEL ONLY.” His 
ID badge opened the door.

The roof gave him a vantage point over the 
whole of Crane Industries. Below, he noticed 
more guards scurrying towards the building. 
He ran to the east side and looked below. 
He could see Crane’s car. What would Wong 
Tong say now? Going back down the stairs 
was no longer an option and jumping six stories was also out of the question. This is why 
they should give me gadgets.

Trying to come up with an escape plan, he 
ran back to the stairs and smashed open the 
fire hose cabinet. “I hope this is as long as the 
one at Infinity,” he said to himself. He ran 
back out and lowered the hose down the side 
of the building; it was only long enough to 
cover one floor. He ran back to the hose reel 
and unscrewed the brass connection.

He heard shouting and footsteps approaching up the stairs. He twisted the tap and water shot out of the open valve and smashed 
against the wall of the stairway.

Carrying the hose, he ran back out to the 
side of the building, tied it to a pipe, and 
threw it over the side. It was still at least two 
stories up, but he hoped he could drop and 
roll for the last bit.

Without hesitating, he swung over the wall 
and made his descent, his legs wrapped firmly around the hose. It wasn’t long before his 
hands started to burn from the friction as he 
slipped down. Sooner than he expected, the 
nozzle came between his legs. He gripped 
tighter and stopped himself just before the 
end.

Jason was still two stories up and below 
him was a privet hedge. He let go, hoping he 
wouldn’t get hurt too badly. The hedge broke 
his fall and he rolled as soon as his feet hit 
the ground. He jumped to his feet and ran towards the corner of the building. After checking the coast was clear, he ran to the Bentley, 
opened the trunk, and climbed back inside. 
This was when he noticed his waistband was 
wet.

Consumed with panic and fear, he started 
to sweat. He froze. Do I jump out and ask 
for help? Will I die here? He started to feel a 
pain in his stomach—a burning, stinging sensation. The vials must have broken. Slowly, 
his trembling fingers felt under his shirt.






Chapter Twelve

Jason FelT his sTomach. he had been cut and it 
felt deep. 
Have the vials broken, and the glass 
cut me? He gently removed the vials and examined each one with his fingers in the darkness, dreading what he might discover.

Both vials felt intact. He examined his cut 
again, ignoring the pain he was putting himself through. “Oh, you lucky plonker,” he 
whispered, finally realizing that a branch of 
the privet hedge had stabbed him. Miraculously, both vials were undamaged. After 
kicking off a shoe, he used a sock as a bandage. Now he just had to wait.

After what seemed like days, but was 
probably only a few hours, the Bentley’s 
twelve-cylinder engine purred into life. The 
car drove slowly and then stopped. Then he 
heard a door close, and they were off again. 
Jason guessed Crane had now got in and they 
were heading back home.

The journey was over faster than he had 
expected. He could hear the gravel crumbling 
beneath the car’s tyres, signalling they were 
on a private driveway. When the car had 
stopped, he waited for a minute for the doors 
to open and slam shut. He opened the boot 
slowly, checking that no one was there, and 
jumped out.

He ran to the back of the house, hid the 
two vials in the soil of a plant pot, and then 
ran to the side door by the swimming pool.

“Jason,” he heard Crane call.
With seconds to spare, he stripped off his 
clothing, dumped them in a heap, grabbed 
his swimming shorts from the drying rail, and 
jumped in. Underwater, he quickly slipped his 
shorts on before coming up for air. As he did, 
Crane rounded the corner.

Jason smiled while holding a hand over his 
wounded stomach. “Hi Granddad, are you 
coming in?”

“I guessed you would be in here. No, not 
tonight. The day hasn’t gone well. I’ll leave 
you to it,” Crane said. As he turned to walk 
away, he stopped and looked back at him. 
“Have you been in here all day?”

“Yeah, most of the day. I wanted to go for 
a run but didn’t want to go out without asking you first. Is it okay if I go for a run? I have 
a cross-country run in three weeks and I’m 
representing the school. I need to make sure 
I’m fit.”

“Sure. Of course you can. I’ll see you for 
dinner later. You can cheer me up.”

“What happened at work?”

“Some bloody French man broke into the 
compound and got away. Caused a major security scare.”

“Did they put him in prison? I bet Mr. 
Charlesworth dealt with him.”

Crane smiled. “If only everything in life 
was as simple as that. No. They, or he, got 
away, but no harm done. James increased the 
security and I think he fired Charlesworth.”

“Oh. I liked him.” Jason’s mouth made an 
O shape. He felt guilty knowing the man had 
lost his job.

“I need a stiff drink. See you at dinner dear 
boy.”

When Crane had left, Jason pulled himself 
out of the pool. His stomach was still bleeding, but he saw that the cut wasn’t as bad as 
he first thought now that the pool water had 
cleaned it.

He padded the wound with some clothes. 
At Infinity, all the students were given various 
first-aid lessons; he knew he needed stitches. 
He changed into his running gear and put 
on a tracksuit top. He left through the back 
door, collecting the vials as he left.

After half a mile, he came to a phone box. 
He called Scott at Infinity, requested to meet, 
and asked for a doctor. Scott was staying at 
an Infinity safe house close by, and for good 
measure he called an ambulance that was 
staffed by Infinity paramedics.

Jason smiled when he noticed the black 
Range Rover following him. He bent down 
to tie his shoelaces and it flashed its headlamps three times. It was the signal Jason was 
expecting. As it drew closer, it slowed. The 
back door opened and he quickly jumped in.

“Hey Jase, what do you need a doctor 
for?” Scott said.

Jason lifted his clothing and took away the 
temporary dressing.

“Yuk! Looks like you’ve been shot or 
stabbed. I have an ambulance following us, 
but you might need to go to the hospital. 
Does it hurt?”

“Scott. For someone so smart, sometimes 
you say really dumb stuff. Yes, it hurts,” Jason said. “Here, keep these safe and test them. 
The people in the lab were all wearing protective clothing, so it might be dangerous.”

Scott gently took the vials and leaves and 
placed them on his lap. They pulled over under a bridge, down a side road. Jason got out 
and climbed into the ambulance along with 
Scott. The driver of the Range Rover headed 
towards the Infinity offices with the vials and 
leaves.

“So how will you get back?” Jason asked.

“The ambulance can drop me off,” Scott 
said.

Jason pulled off his shirt and sat back on 
the stretcher.

A female paramedic looked at his wound. 
“It should have stitches,” she said. “I’ve 
heard of you. Our top junior agent. You 
probably need to get back out there and save 
the world.”

Jason read her name badge. “Not quite, 
Cathy. Just a routine job.” He swore as she 
cleaned his wound. “Agh! That hurt.”

Scott laughed. “Wimp.”

“Sorry Jason. Would you like a local anaesthetic before the stitches?” Cathy asked.

“Don’t you normally do that?” Jason 
gasped.

“Normally the hospital would do it, but I 
thought you were a mini superhero. Sorry.”

“I’m still a fourteen-year-old who feels 
the same pain as anyone else my age.” He 
frowned at her and then looked at Scott. 
“How long before you get the results of that 
stuff? It’s getting kinda weird with Crane.”

Cathy injected him with lidocaine near his 
wound to numb the area before stitching.

“What do you mean weird? I thought you 
said he likes you,” Scott said.

“That’s the problem—he likes me a little 
too much. He thinks I’m his real grandson 
and loves me now.”

“Oh, that is weird.”

“Nope,” Cathy said. “I think it shows you 
are good at your job Jason.”

“I hope you’re good at yours. I won’t get a 
scar, will I?” Jason said.

“I doubt it. It’s just a small hole. Just keep 
it clean for the next few days and if possible, don’t do too much running and jumping 
about,” Cathy said, tying his stitches.

“That’s kind of impossible, but I’ll try.”

When she had finished, she returned to 
the front of the ambulance and allowed Jason and Scott to talk. Jason lay back on the 
stretcher and put his hands behind his head.

“I saw your mum and Alice yesterday,” 
Scott said.

“She’s not my mum. She’s my stepmum. 
Why did you see them?”

“You call her Mum. I’ve heard you.”

Jason grinned. “Well, only when I want 
something.”

“She was taking Alice out for a walk in the 
pram near my house. She sends her love and 
tells me to tell you to be careful. Oh, and I 
got told off for calling Alice ‘Snowy.’ She said 
you’re a bad influence on me, and that Alice 
won’t know her real name if you and your 
friends keep calling her that.”

“Well, she was born in a snowstorm. Any 
other news?” He looked at his watch.

“No. What are your plans with Crane for 
the rest of the week?”

“Nothing special. Oh, well I’m having a 
new suit made for me at some fancy place on 
Saville Row for a fancy do on Sunday. When 
the mission is over, will I be able to keep the 
stuff he bought me?”

“Why would you want it? He’s a crook 
and a murderer. Anything he bought you 
came from black money.”

“Not everything. It’s just the chemical 
weapons that’s wrong. You know, the suit he 
got me, the leather jacket, the trainers they’re 
all used now and won’t fit anyone else.”

Scott frowned. “Seems like you like Crane 
now. What ‘fancy do’ are you going to on 
Sunday?”

“Dunno. I don’t dislike him. He’s really 
nice to me.”

“We may be able to analyse those vials 
you got by Saturday, so you won’t have to 
go. Then we can bust the place and stick his 
backside in jail.”






Chapter Thirteen

For The nexT FeW days, Crane stayed at home 
with Jason; he wanted to spend more time 
with him. Infinity shipped the vials to a laboratory in Switzerland that could handle them 
safely, but they said it would take a couple of 
days to get the results. The leaves were sent 
to Kew Gardens in London.

It was Sunday morning, and Jason was still 
sleeping when Crane knocked on his door. 
Slowly, Jason turned over. He heard Crane 
call his name from outside.

“Yeah?” he said.

“Can I come in?” Crane asked.

“Yeah,” came his yawned response.
Crane walked in wearing black trousers, a 

white shirt, a waistcoat, and bow tie. “Sorry 
if I woke you, but we need to leave by nine. 
We must be there by ten. My hairdresser is 
downstairs. She can give you a haircut or tidy 
up if you want.”

Jason nodded. “I’ll come down as soon as 
I’ve showered.”

After his haircut, during which he made 
sure the woman didn’t trim his fringe, he got 
dressed into his suit. He looked at himself in 
the mirror. It was as if a stranger was looking back at him. He had never worn such a 
well-fitted suit. He looked older, healthier, 
and fitter than he had ever been before. He 
would never admit it, but living with Crane, 
eating the best food, and wearing expensive 
clothes, was gratifying.

Crane and Jason sat in the back of the 
Bentley and David drove them towards the 
centre of London.

“Can you guess where we’re going yet?” 
Crane asked.

“If we have to be there at ten, I know it’s 
nothing to do with football, unless you just 
signed a new player and are having a press 
release,” Jason said.

Crane shook his head. “No.”

“So where are we going that we had to 
dress up like this for?”

“All in good time, Jason. All in good time.”

They were driving through Knightsbridge. 
Jason now assumed they would be going for 
a fancy brunch at the Ritz or somewhere similar, but when they turned off Hyde Park and 
followed Constitution Hill, he started to get 
nervous.

“Can you guess now?” Crane asked. He 
passed him an invitation to a garden party at 
Buckingham Palace.

Jason gasped. “Um, we aren’t really going 
in, are we?” His father had taken him to a garden party when he was five. He had jumped 
in a Koi pond and rescued Princess Catherine 
and had since been countless times.

Crane smiled. “Don’t be nervous. They 
don’t bite. I doubt you will have to do anything more than say hello to members of the 
royal family.”

Jason’s mind was racing. What if the 
Queen says hello? What if Catherine is there 
and runs up to me and greets me with a kiss?

“Are you okay Jason? You’ve gone white 
as a sheet,” Crane said.

The Bentley stopped near the palace on 
Spur Road. David jumped out and opened 
Crane’s door. Jason gingerly slid out behind 
him.

Crane showed his invitation to a police officer and was directed inside. Jason stuck by 
his side, with his head down, following the 
flow of people into the gardens. Women in 
long dresses struggled to walk in high-heeled 
shoes, and they tried to wear their new hats 
as if they wore them every day.

A man in his fifties with a much younger 
woman approached.

“Alan, how nice to see you. Have you met 
Martha, my wife?” the man said, shaking 
Crane’s hand.

“Ah. Robert, isn’t it? Yes, I heard you remarried. Very nice to meet you, Martha. This 
is my grandson, Jason.”

Jason forced a smile and shook their hands. 
“Granddad, I need to freshen up. I won’t be a 
minute,” he said.

He tried to move away, but Crane gently 
clasped his shoulder. “Not now Jason. The 
Queen and Princess Catherine are coming.”

Catherine noticed Jason and smiled. Jason 
stepped forward and threw out his hand to 
shake hers. He winked at her and squeezed 
hard. “Nice to meet you ma’am. Um, do I call 
you ma’am or princess? This is my granddad 
Lord Crane.”

Crane looked a little surprised by Jason’s 
behaviour. “Yes. Nice to meet you, Your 
Royal Highness. And may I say you do look 
nice in pink.”

Jason released her hand and leant forward 
to whisper in her ear. “I’m working, just 
laugh.”

She laughed, but still looked confused.

“I told her you were using your posh voice 
Granddad,” Jason said, smiling. “This is the 
first time I’ve been to the palace. Can you 
show me around?”

Catherine looked at him and nodded. “Yes, 
and what did you say your name was again?”

“Jason Ford. I’ll let you lead the way.”

Jason was desperately trying to get away 
before the Queen came and said something to 
him that would break his cover.

“Thanks. I thought you would give me 
away,” Jason said.

“Jason, I nearly died. What’s going on? 
Why does he think he’s your grandfather?” 
Catherine said. The back of her hand rubbed 
against the back of his. He wanted to hold it 
but fought against his feelings.

They rounded a corner, and she took him 
inside an office. A lady was checking names 
against a list.

“Please can you give us a moment?” Catherine asked.

The woman smiled and left. Catherine 
closed the door and threw her arms around 
him. For several minutes, they kissed.

“I’ve missed you. Is he a bad guy? He’s a 
Lord now!” she said.

“I’ll go away again if I get a kiss like that 
every time I come back,” he said with a 
cheeky grin. “I can’t really say if Crane’s bad. 
He thinks I’m his grandson and I’m working 
closely with him. That’s all I can say. I never knew I was coming here, or I would have 
warned you.”

They chatted for nearly twenty minutes, 
and she agreed to tell her parents not to say 
anything if they bumped into him during the 
party. He rejoined Crane in the gardens, who 
was talking to two Middle Eastern gentlemen. One had a full beard, and the other was 
clean-shaven but had an acne-scarred face.

“Jason. Where did you go? You made 
friends with the Princess?” Crane asked.

“Well, she’s kinda hot, and I thought it 
would be more interesting talking to someone my own age and less boring.”

Crane laughed. “Hot? You can’t say things 
like that about the Queen’s daughter. You’ll 
end up in the Tower of London. What’s that 
on your lip below your nose? Looks like you 
have something red.”

“Oh.” Jason wiped his face with the back 
of his hand, removing a small lipstick smudge. 
“Strawberries I think.”

“Well, what did you two talk about? Where 
did you go?”

“Just around the garden. And she took me 
to the kitchens, and we had some lemonade.”

“That’s my boy,” Crane said, patting Jason on the shoulder.

Crane introduced Jason to the two Middle 
Eastern men he was talking to. They smiled 
but seemed to be distant, and they were looking around at the other guests. Without saying goodbye, they walked away.

“Did we say something to upset them?” Jason asked.

Crane took a sip of his wine. “No, I don’t 
think so. Maybe they saw someone they 
know. So, tell me. Now you’ve been to meet 
the Chelsea football team, and come to Buckingham Palace and spent time with a princess, how much are you enjoying life since I 
found you?” He placed his hand on Jason’s 
shoulder and tenderly ran a finger up and 
down his neck.

“It’s wicked. I like having another granddad, and this is all amazing.”

“You know, if you wanted . . . Well, it 
would be your choice of course. But if you 
wanted, you could live with me full time. Of 
course, you’d visit your mums whenever you 
wanted to.”

British weather never failed to disappoint 
and deviate from its reputation of being temperamental. The grey clouds gave in and 
started to release their contents on the gardens. Many of the guests rushed to a marquee that was soon overflowing.

“Come with me. The Princess showed me 
an entrance we can shelter in until David 
brings the car around,” Jason said, tugging 
Crane.

They headed towards a side door. A police 
officer stood aside and allowed them in. Inside, Crane removed his glasses and wiped off
the rain with a silk handkerchief.

The Duke came through the door, followed 
by the Queen and Princess Catherine.

“Bloody weather never fails to make 
everything a damp squib. Still, it means one 
can escape the party and fake smiles. It’s a 
godsend,” the duke scoffed before noticing 
Crane and Jason. “Ah. Lord Crane. How 
about a tipple of something stronger? I’ve a 
bottle of mature malt I’ve been saving for a 
rainy day.”

“Yes sir. That would be delightful,” Crane 
said.

The Queen looked at Jason and nodded. 
Princess Catherine smiled, and as she walked 
past, her finger brushed the back on his hand.

“Shall we go home now Granddad?” Jason 
asked.

“Nonsense, dear boy. It’s not every day we 
get invited for private drinks at the palace. 
Besides, it looks like your new friend will be 
there as well.”






Chapter
Fourteen

They FolloWed The royal parTy up a large flight 
of stairs to a small drawing room. It was 
extremely large, but by Buckingham Palace 
standards it was a small room kept only for 
small gatherings. A few other guests were also 
assembled, including the chancellor of the 
exchequer and his wife. A butler was serving drinks, but the Duke insisted on pouring 
the Scottish malt whiskey himself. He passed 
Crane a glass.

Catherine stood by a window, watching 
the crowds of guests running to their cars, 
trying to avoid the downpour. She put her 
hand over her mouth to hide her laugh when 
she witnessed a large woman slip on the wet 
grass and fall flat on her face.

Jason caught her smiling and joined her by 
the window. “What’s so funny?” he asked.

“That poor lady fell. I do hope she’s okay,” 
Catherine said.

Jason looked at the large woman and the 
two men trying to help her up and laughed; 
she had now lost a shoe. “Ha! I heard the 
bang, but I thought it was thunder.”

Jason’s comment made Catherine roar with 
laughter. She noticed some of the other guests 
were now looking at them and struggled to 
keep her composure. “Really, that’s not nice. 
That poor lady could have been hurt.”

“I didn’t say she was fat. Just easier to see 
than most,” Jason said. “I bet even her bath 
has stretch marks!”

Catherine eventually let go and started to 
laugh, and the more she fought it, the more 
she laughed. Crane and the Duke looked at 
them from across the room. They were now 
in a fit of giggles.

“That’s my grandson Jason,” Crane said.

“I see. Seems they’re getting on rather 
well,” the Duke said, eyeing the Queen.

The Queen walked over to the two teenagers. “For someone who is pretending to be a 
total stranger, you’re not doing a very good 
job, Jason. Everyone is looking,” she said. 
“But do tell, what is so funny?”

Catherine shook her head and was still unable to speak.

“I’m afraid I made a joke in bad taste about 
a lady who slipped over ma’am,” Jason said.

Suddenly he noticed something out of the 
corner of his eye. His senses cut in and he 
leapt forward. He pushed the Queen aside and 
threw his right fist at an object coming their 
way. The handle of a dagger smashed against 
his knuckles. He stood in front of Catherine 
and the Queen, and a butler jumped on the 
man who had just thrown it.

A few women screamed, watching them 
fight on the ground. It was the Middle Eastern man with the acne-scarred face he had 
seen Crane talking to earlier. Jason’s eyes 
darted around the room, looking for his accomplice. There he was in the corner, unmistakable with his jet-black beard. He pulled 
out a gun. Jason quickly stepped back, crushing the Queen and Catherine behind him, trying to protect them.

The man shot the butler in the back and 
fired a warning shot into the ceiling.

Acne Face got up and dusted himself off. 
“Kill her,” he said, pointing at the Queen.
“No one move,” the bearded gunman 
said. “I have a bomb and will detonate it unless our demands are met. You!” He pointed 
at the Queen. “Come here bitch, or everyone 
dies.”

Jason stood firm and shielded her, but 
he was now concerned that if he refused to 
move, he would be shot, and there would be 
nobody to protect them.

“Stand aside Jason,” the Queen said. She 
addressed the terrorists. “I’m afraid my government won’t give in to your demands, but 
if you let the women and children go, maybe 
I could help with your cause.”

She moved from behind Jason and walked 
forward. Acne Face pulled out some chains 
from his jacket and wrapped them around 
both sets of double doors. When they were 
secure, he padlocked them and swallowed the 
key. He then fitted what looked like a small 
transistor radio to each chain. Jason held 
Catherine’s hand. He hadn’t noticed that his 
knuckles were bleeding from when they were 
hit by the dagger.

The two men were conversing in Arabic. 
While they were checking the doors, Jason 
bent down and scooped up the dagger. He 
slipped it in his waistband and covered it 
with his suit jacket.

“Gentlemen, what are your demands?” the 
Duke asked.

“Yes, tell us. You know who I am? If it is 
money you want, you can have it. Just let the 
two children go,” Crane said, pointing at Jason and Catherine.

Jason was surprised. He had initially 
thought Crane was part of it. Someone was 
knocking from outside.

“Your money is worthless here,” the 
bearded one said. “The weapons you supply 
to your government kill my people. And your 
British Empire is responsible for the death 
of over ninety thousand African Mau Mau. 
Your country and government are responsible.”

“Sir, that was over twenty-five years ago 
and there was an uprising. It is nothing to 
do—” an elderly man began to explain before he was promptly shot. He slumped to 
the floor.

“Does anyone else want to talk?” the 
bearded man said. He paused and then pointed at the Queen. “You were Queen at the 
time and you did nothing to help my people.”

He took off his jacket. He was wearing a 
vest covered with explosives. A hushed gasp 
went around the room. He forced the Queen 
to put it on. When she had it on, she slowly 
sat down on a chair. Jason was surprised by 
how calm she was.

The bearded man took a small black box 
out of his pocket. “Lord Crane. Do you know 
what this is?”

“Some form of detonator I presume,” 
Crane said glumly.

“No. It’s a Crane Industries ‘One-Set.’ 
Would you like to explain to the guests what 
it does?” He pressed a switch on the box and 
a red light turned on. It also activated the 
lights on the Queen’s vest and the devices on 
the doors.

Crane sighed and nodded. “You have just 
set the bomb to explode. Nothing will disarm 
it. I assume if the chains on the doors are broken, that will set it off. Even if you turn it off
now, it won’t stop it. This is why it’s called 
the ‘One-Set.’”

“This is bloody ridiculous, you silly fools. 
That means even you two will get killed,” the 
chancellor said.

“We will be martyrs for our cause. The 
death of ninety thousand people will be 
avenged. But I think we should kill her now,” 
Acne Face said.

The bearded man told the Duke to inform 
the people outside the door not to open it 
and clear the building. As the Duke spoke 
through the door, Jason took in his surroundings. They were two floors up; too high to 
jump out of the window. Even if he cut the 
key out of Acne Face’s stomach, opening the 
doors would set the bomb off. He doubted he 
could disarm the bomb in time, and no one 
could get in or out. Or could they?

“Always look beyond what you can see,” 
Jason whispered.

“What?” Catherine asked. She looked 
at Jason. He was in deep thought, his eyes 
scouring the large room.

“Don’t you wish to negotiate?” Crane 
asked.

“We have done what we wanted to achieve. 
Look,” the bearded man said, pointing out of 
the window.

Across the courtyard, outside the gates, an 
army of press and TV news vans had arrived. 
Reporters were making statements to the 
camera with the palace as their background.

“The whole world will see this and questions will be asked,” the bearded man continued. “The British monarchy will be destroyed. The chancellor is here with his wife, 
and a few other privileged people. We have 
achieved our goal. In fifteen minutes, the 
world will know our names.” He smiled, and 
Acne Face punched the air.

Jason released Catherine’s hand and felt 
inside his jacket. He felt the dagger. Can I 
throw it? No. I need another plan.

He slowly raised his hand like he was in 
school. “Um. Please sir. I’m bursting. I need a 
pee. Can I go in the corner and use the plant 
pot?”

“Pathetic British schoolboy. You will be 
dead in fifteen minutes. Hold it or wet yourself,” the bearded man said.

The Queen looked at Jason and her eyes 
narrowed. “If you blame the British for the 
killing of the Mau Mau, and you know your 
history, you no doubt know that no children 
were harmed. Let the boy go to the toilet.”

“Okay, go,” the bearded man said.

Jason started to breathe deeply to increase 
the oxygen in his blood. He concentrated on 
creating an adrenaline rush in his system. 
“Thank you, sir,” he said politely.

He walked towards the corner of the room, 
his right hand by his groin as if he was going 
to unzip his trousers. When he was as close 
as he could get, about three metres away, he 
pulled out the dagger and sprinted towards 
the bearded man. Two seconds later, the dagger was sticking in his throat. Jason quickly 
grabbed the gun, turned, and unloaded two 
rounds into Acne Face.

The whole assault took less than six seconds. Jason rushed to the Queen and slowly 
removed the vest.

“It will still kill us this close,” the Duke 
said.

“Jason, what are you doing?” Crane asked 
in astonishment.

Jason took the vest and ran towards the 
fireplace. He looked up the chimney, ran 
back to Catherine, gave her a kiss, and ran 
back to the fireplace. Crane’s jaw dropped.

“Jason,” Crane said.

An adult would never fit up the chimney, 
but Jason hoped he was small enough. He 
took off his belt, put it through the arm of 
the vest, and tied it to his ankle. He climbed 
up and found a small handhold. From here 
he had to scramble up. Catherine and Crane 
stood by the fireplace, listening and offering 
encouragement.

A minute passed and then Jason’s shoes 
came crashing down, followed by his socks. 
He had removed them for better grip. It had 
been just over one hundred years since a boy 
had climbed the chimneys of Buckingham 
Palace. In the days when Victoria was queen, 
boys were forced to clean them. Many boys 
died. Some got stuck, and some suffocated as 
the master sweep would light the fire to make 
them work faster.

Jason had large leg muscles for a boy his 
age, and it helped him climb up more easily. However, being much better fed than his 
Victorian predecessors meant he was more 
squashed. He clawed at the brickwork with 
his fingers, and his toes scraped the walls, trying to get a grip. Unlike a chimney sweep, he 
had to move fast.

The chimney seemed to be getting narrower. He was sure he could feel it closing in on 
him. Was he imagining it, or was it getting 
difficult to breathe?

After what seemed like a lifetime, he came 
across an adjoining chimney. He moved 
across and started to descend, hoping he 
would come out in another room. How long 
have I been?

He fell the last two metres and landed 
heavily on a cast-iron grate, cutting his foot. 
He clambered out of the fireplace and found 
himself in another room. He picked up the 
vest and ran towards the door and down the 
hallway. The armed police looked shocked 
when they noticed the small black figure, covered in soot, running barefoot towards them, 
carrying an explosive vest.

“Don’t open the doors yet or this will blow 
up,” Jason shouted.

An armed officer pointed his gun. “Just 
stop there son.”

“I’m Jason Steed. Move out the way this is 
the bomb. Don’t open the door yet.”

They looked bewildered but stood aside. 
“Jason who?”

He ran down the stairs, leaving a small trail 
of blood from the deep cut on his foot. Once 
he was at the bottom, he sprinted towards 
the gardens. It was still raining as he raced 
across the gardens as fast as he could, and 
he was followed by several armed policemen 
who had no idea who he was.

The Koi pond seemed further away than 
he remembered, but the willow trees eventually gave away its location. As he drew close, 
he looked at his watch. How long have I 
got? He launched the vest into the pond. He 
turned and ran back towards his pursuers. 
“Get back!” he screamed.






Chapter Fifteen

The bomb WenT oFF. Jason was thrown to the 
ground by the blast. A few seconds later, he 
was drenched with water from the pond. It 
went deadly quiet. He could feel his heart 
pounding. He opened his eyes and saw three 
rifle barrels pointing at him.

They were saying something, but the explosion had temporarily deafened him. He 
ran his hands over his body to see if he was 
hurt. He was kicked and kneeled on by a 
man. He cried out in pain as he was given 
another kick in his side. They rolled him over, 
frisked him to make sure he wasn’t carrying 
any weapons, and handcuffed him.

“Are you serious?” Jason said. He was 
hoisted up onto his feet by his shirt collar. 
A policeman gripped around his throat, and 
he could hear a muffled noise as he shouted 
something at him. His grip got tighter. Jason 
brought his knee up to the man’s groin and 
kicked himself free.

“I’m Jason Steed. Call MI6, MI5, SYUI, 
Scotland Yard or the Queen herself. But don’t 
strangle me again. I don’t want to hurt you.”

“Hurt us?” a voice asked.
Jason didn’t hear it and looked down at 
himself. His feet were black with soot, and 
one of them was covered in blood. His new 
suit and white shirt were covered in a mixture of soot, blood, and pondweed.

His hands were cuffed behind his back and 
he fell to his knees. “Whatever. My hearing 
has gone. Just don’t strangle me again. I just 
got rid of the bomb—I’m one of the good 
guys.”

They helped Jason to his feet again, and 
two armed officers marched him back towards the palace, one either side of him holding his arms. Another two followed with their 
guns pointing at him.

Once they’d heard the bomb go off, the 
police cut open the doors. The royal family 
were escorted to the private residence and the 
others were questioned by the police. Crane 
and the Duke asked where Jason was. When 
he turned up, they were delighted to see him, 
but unsure why he was in handcuffs. The 
Duke explained the whole story and he was 
immediately released.

Jason called Infinity. They used their contacts at MI5 to make sure he wasn’t questioned. When the counter-terrorism unit arrived, they questioned everyone, but left Jason 
alone. Even Crane was asked for a statement.

Jason was escorted to a private bathroom, 
and he removed his ruined clothing and took 
a shower. A doctor went in to see him and so 
did Crane, who was still under the impression Jason was his grandson.

“Will he be okay?” Crane asked the doctor.

The doctor nodded. “The cut looks worse 
than it is. Once he gets cleaned up, I’ll take 
a look at him. His old stomach wound has 
opened again. And he said his hearing is still 
a little muffled, but I’m sure that will improve 
in a few hours. I’ll pop back in to see you in 
ten minutes Jason.”

Crane looked at Jason, who was now trying to clean the soot from his hair. “Are you 
okay Jason? I can hardly recognize you.”

Jason smiled. “It’s definitely me under this 
soot.”

“No, I don’t mean that. You deflected a 
dagger thrown at the Queen, stabbed one of 
the men, and shot the other one. You took 
the bomb off the Queen and then climbed up 
a chimney.” He kicked Jason’s blackened suit 
that was on the floor.

“Hey. I like that suit.”

“I’ll replace it. I have never been so proud 
in all my life. My grandson just saved the 
Queen and other members of the royal family. You only used the firing range once and 
you picked it up so quickly. You shot that 
man like you do it every day. You stabbed a 
guy and came up with that excuse to go for a 
pee. Jason, I am so proud. Your mother and 
grandmother would have been so proud.” He 
started to cry.

“I loved you before, but now, Jason, my 
grandson,” he said through his tears. “What 
did the doctor mean by your old stomach 
wound? Didn’t you just do that?” He pointed 
at Jason’s stomach.

“Um.” Jason paused, took a deep breath, 
and turned the shower off. He pushed his 
hand over his hair. It was tearing him up inside, watching this man break down and declare his love for him. This was beyond cruel. 
When he finds out it will destroy him.

There was a knock on the door. “Can I 
come in?” Catherine said.

“Um . . . Granddad. Can you pass me a 
towel quick?” Jason said, relieved he didn’t 
have to answer the question about his stomach wound.

He climbed out and wrapped the towel 
around his waist.

Crane opened the door. “He’s decent. I’ll 
leave you two to chat—you seem to get on 
well.”

Catherine blushed. “Is it okay to come in 
Jason?”

“I’m covered,” Jason said. “Hopefully they 
can find me some clothes to wear home.”

Catherine sat on the bath, watching him 
try to clean the soot from under his fingernails in the sink. “That was the Jason Steed 
I don’t normally get to see. It was horrible.”

“Sorry,” Jason said, looking at her in the 
mirror.

“No, not what you did. That’s twice now 
I’ve seen you in action. You’re awesome. Seeing people get killed in front of me—that was 
horrible. All that blood.” She noticed his eyes 
were bloodshot. “Are you okay?” She got up, 
walked over to him, and gently rubbed his 
shoulder.

Jason sighed. “It’s hard staying undercover. Lord Crane is really nice and seems to love 
me. He really thinks I’m his grandson. I’m 
worried what will happen when he finds out 
it’s all been a lie.”

“But isn’t that what you do when you go 
undercover?”

He turned his head and gave her a kiss. 
“Yeah, I guess, but this is different. I actually 
like the guy.”

“Then why are you working undercover, 
watching him? What do your people think 
he’s done?”

“I can’t say. Sorry.”

There was a knock on the door. The doctor had returned. “Can I see Jason again?” 
he said.

“I’ll see you later Jason,” Catherine said. 
She winked and blew a kiss before she left.

The doctor dressed the wound on his foot 
and gave him a clean bill of health, and the 
palace staff found some clothing for him to 
put on. On the journey home, Jason was quiet. Crane let him stay that way, with his own 
thoughts.

When they got back to Crane’s mansion, 
Jason took a swim. He still had soot in his 
ears and couldn’t seem to shrug off the smell. 
He later dressed and came down for dinner. 
He was surprised to see Lil and Sarah in the 
house, both with a glass of wine in their hand.

“Mums. What are you doing here?” Jason 
said. Crane was there too, so he gave them 
both a hug and a kiss.

“Well Jason,” Crane said, “I know you 
said you’re fine, but after what happened I 
thought you might just be putting on a brave 
face for me—trying to be a man. So I asked 
the two people in the world who care about 
you as much as me to come over for dinner. 
We’re all family now after all.”

“Oh, okay. Did he tell you what happened?” Jason asked Sarah.

“Yes. Apparently, you took on some terrorists and turned into Santa Claus.”

“Like James Bond he was,” Crane said. 
“And you’ll never guess who’s taken a fancy 
to him—Princess Catherine. They seemed to 
hit it off quite well.”

“Princess Catherine?” Lil asked.

“Well, she’s my age and we were talking 
when it happened, that’s all. It’s not like she 
would ever go out with someone ordinary 
like me,” Jason said, giving Lil a wink. “Although she is good looking.”

They ate at the table as a happy family, 
and Jason did his best to play along. After 
dinner, Crane gave Lil and Sarah a tour of 
the house. Jason managed to get a minute 
alone with Lil in the garden, out of earshot. 
He asked if Infinity had discovered what was 
in the vials yet. He was hoping to leave soon 
as it was getting far too uncomfortable with 
Crane. She told him to hang on in there and 
keep going. They were close. As Jason was 
deep undercover, they might as well use it to 
their advantage.

On Sunday night, Jason returned home to 
Lil and Sarah. Although he had to go back to 
school on Monday, he hoped they would be 
able to analyse the vials by then. But it was 
not to be.

On Monday, Mira was waiting at the gate 
for him and smiled when she saw him. Despite the cloud hanging over him, he couldn’t 
help but smile back.

“Hi Jason. How was your week off? I 
went around to see you, but your mums said 
you went to stay with your granddad for the 
week,” Mira said.

“Hey,” Jason said. “Nothing eventful. 
What did you get up to?”

“It started off bad. Omar got beaten up 
by someone and Mum fell down the stairs 
again.”

Jason gasped. “Oh wow. I’m sorry. Are 
they okay? Didn’t your mum fall a week ago 
and cut her lip?”

“Omar’s fine. I don’t know who did it. 
They all went quiet when I got home. Mum 
spent most of Monday in the hospital. She 
has a broken nose and black eyes.” Mira 
started to tear up. “Dad was in a right mood, 
even shouting at me. So I went to my best 
friend’s house.”

“At least you had somewhere to go.”

“No. You were at your granddad’s.”

Jason nodded. Wow. I’m in deep undercover here. “Um, yeah sorry. I should have 
given you his phone number.”

“You are my best friend, aren’t you?”

Jason didn’t respond. They had just arrived at the entrance to the school corridor. He was lost for words. Soon he would
be whisked away, never to see her again.
Would she be heartbroken like Crane? He
noted that Infinity had a councillor he could
speak to about this type of thing. His upbringing was more stiff upper lip. Very little
love was shown by his father for the first ten
years of his life.

The situation at home had recently improved somewhat by the arrival of his stepmum Brenda and baby sister Alice. Up to
now, he had always tried to present a tough
exterior, but he realized he was just like anyone else and should seek help if he needed
it.

Today was a long day. It was one of those
days that seemed to go on and on, so much
so that he was certain the clock had stopped
or was even going backwards. The time
only went at a normal pace at break and
lunchtime.

Worse still, Mira, who was normally bubbly, was depressed. Jason sensed something
was troubling her. He really didn’t want to
get involved, but she was still a person in
trouble, and he couldn’t help himself. Jason
noticed a cut above her eye. When he asked
her about it, she said she had slipped in the
shower. He would have accepted this explanation, but her eyes welled up.






Chapter Sixteen

inFiniTy Finally goT The resulTs regarding the 
contents of the vials. It was a chemical they 
hadn’t seen before, but it could get into the 
bloodstream and turn the white blood cells 
into arsenic. The more arsenic in the body, 
the more white blood cells would be produced. Eventually, the body would poison 
itself to death. What made it unique was that 
it only affected humans. They had found a 
similar substance in the dead bodies on the 
island of Kagari.

Infinity agents, MI6, and MI5 held an 
emergency meeting and made plans to storm 
the compound. They knew Crane Industries 
had armed security guards and electronically operated doors. Based on what Jason had 
told them, they knew that Building Six in particular would be heavily guarded. They concurred that Jason was extremely lucky not to 
have broken the vials he’d stolen. The entire 
population of London and the surrounding 
area, some eight million people, could have 
been killed. If a gunfight broke out during the 
raid and a single vial was broken, it would 
have the same devastating effect.

Using Scott was suggested. He could pose 
as a school friend. If Jason could get him into 
the security room, they were confident he 
could disarm the electronic doors and turn off
the security systems and alarms. This would 
make a huge difference to the success of the 
mission. Scott insisted he didn’t go on active 
missions, but the idea of working alongside 
Jason and helping to solve a major problem 
in the UK sparked his interest, and he put his 
fears behind him.

*

The prime minister and defence secretary 
held an emergency meeting with the heads of 
MI6, MI5, and the chief of defence, the head 
of the British Armed Forces.

The chief of defence stood. “Gentlemen, 
we have a code red. Infinity have uncovered 
a chemical weapons factory just outside London and—”

“Infinity? Who are they exactly?” the defence secretary asked.

The room went silent. All eyes met the 
prime minister’s. He nodded and eventually 
spoke. “Infinity are, shall we say, an international intelligence agency. They have agents 
in probably every secret service in every 
country, including MI6, MI5, and our own 
armed forces and police. I also suspect a few 
members of parliament are agents as well.”

“Why do I not know about them? I’m the 
defence secretary.”

“Until now you didn’t need to know. They 
are not a British organisation. We have no 
hold over them or say in what they do. But 
when they have information, we act on it. 
They are the good guys.”

The chief of defence continued. “They 
have an agent deep on the inside of Crane Industries, one of Lord Crane’s businesses. Our 
agent stole two vials, and it’s been confirmed 
that they contained the same chemical responsible for the deaths on Kagari. The agent 
reported that they have several hundred of 
these vials. Just one could wipe out London.”

“Good grief,” the prime minister said, 
standing. He took out a handkerchief and 
wiped his brow. “What do you have in mind?”

“We will work alongside Infinity. The last 
thing we want is an explosion. They also produce weapons at the compound. They suggested that their agent goes in with another 
agent from their intelligence division. He can 
disarm the security system, linked to some 
new type of computer. They will give us the 
all-clear and then we can raid the building. 
It’s not perfect, but if it cuts down the risk, 
we will go ahead with the plan.”

“When is this happening?”

“The undercover agent will go after he finishes school today.”

The room fell silent. They all looked at 
each other.

It was the prime minister who spoke first. 
“School? This agent . . . is just a teacher? Or 
is that just his or her cover?”

The chief of defence cleared his throat. 
“No sir. He is a pupil. You may have heard 
of him. Jason Steed.”

The prime minister sat back down and 
nodded. “I see.”

“You see?” the defence secretary said. “Are 
you saying the agent they have is at school? 
A pupil? How old is he for goodness’ sake?”

“Fourteen,” the chief of defence said.

“Fourteen? Fourteen! You have a weapons 
factory in London with enough vials to wipe 
out the human race and their plan is to bring 
in a boy who will go in with his friend and 
disarm the security. How old is his friend?”

“I’m not sure, but probably a similar age. 
I don’t know the intelligence agent, but Jason 
Steed I know.”

“But fourteen!” he said again.

The prime minister stood up and lit his 
pipe. “Jakarta. Three years ago. The same 
person who recovered the cassette and released the prisoners. The Triads and the Cocoa Bites drug scandal. The United Nations 
team held in Vietnam and the destruction of 
an EMP bomb in Germany. Plus, I believe, 
many other cases that Infinity haven’t shared 
with us. The very same boy, Jason Steed. The 
very same boy who just last week killed two 
terrorists and saved Her Majesty’s life and 
scaled a chimney in Buckingham Palace with 
a time bomb strapped to his ankle.”

“It goes without saying this is top secret,” 
the chief of defence said. “Lord Crane believes 
Jason is his long-lost grandson. The boy has 
access to Crane’s home and factory. It was 
Jason who stole two vials and gave them to 
Infinity. So far, they don’t suspect him.”

“What is he?” the defence secretary said.

“Who?”

“This Jason Steed. Is he real or a robot or 
something?”

The head of MI6 nodded. “He’s a pain in 
the rear. You failed to mention, Prime Minister, that during the Cocoa Bites scandal, over 
twenty people were killed, including four of 
my men. He’s been expelled from two schools. 
He’s a loose cannon and has a temper like a 
bull that’s been stung by a whole colony of 
wasps. I agree he’s saved this country many 
times, but he’s too young and should be in 
school playing football and doing homework. Not flying around the world tackling 
terrorists.”

“A schoolboy,” the defence secretary said. 
“Have you any idea how much embarrassment it would cause if this boy managed to 
get himself killed? How many know about 
Jason Steed?”

The prime minister stiffened. “Very few. 
And where would we be without him?”

“Probably all dead,” the head of MI6 said, 
“but—”

“But nothing,” the prime minister interrupted. “He puts his life on the line to save 
us, just like he saved the Queen this week. I 
haven’t met him yet, but when I do, I for one 
will shake his hand.”

“For now, gentlemen, we wait. He gets out 
of school at three thirty,” the chief of defence 
said. “Infinity will drop him and his friend off
at Crane Industries. Steed will get them both 
in and they will make it safe for our teams to 
intervene. We could pull him out of school 
now, but we don’t want to raise any suspicion.”

*

When the final bell rang, the chairs squealed as 
Jason and his classmates scrambled to leave. 
Nothing was better than leaving school at the 
end of a long day. He noticed Mira slowly 
putting her pens and books in her backpack; 
she didn’t seem to have the same enthusiasm. 
Like any good friend, he wanted to help.

“Want me to walk home with you?” Jason 
asked.

Mira finally managed a smile. “Really? Yes 
of course. But why? It’s out of your way.”

“It’s not charity. When we get to your 
house, I want something to eat. I’m starving, and my mums won’t be home until after 
five,” he lied.

“Sure. I always have my mum’s homemade 
lemon butter biscuits when I get home. You’re 
gonna love them. Better than that carrot cake 
stuff you like.”

“You’re just being silly now. Nothing is 
better than carrot cake.”

They walked out of school through the 
back entrance towards Mira’s home.

By the front gate, Scott was waiting next 
to a black Range Rover that was illegally 
parked on the yellow zigzag lines. Around 
the corner, two others were parked, full of 
Infinity agents.

Three police armed response units, a bomb 
disposal team, and Falcon Squadron—the 
army’s Chemical, Biological, Radiological, 
and Nuclear (CBRN) response team—were a 
mile from Crane Industries, waiting for the 
go-ahead.

The prime minister had cancelled all engagements and was waiting in the briefing 
room at Ten Downing Street with the defence 
secretary.

Scott’s eyes darted around as he scanned 
the young faces, looking for Jason. Nearly 
two hundred pupils piled out of the school 
with no sign of him. He looked back at the 
Range Rover and the rear window was winding down.

“Where is he?” Sarah said.

“Dunno. I can’t have missed him, and surely he would see me here,” Scott said.

He looked at a girl aged around twelve 
waiting at the gate. “Excuse me. I’m waiting for a friend. Is this the only exit from the 
school?” Scott asked.

She looked at him, and her large brown 
eyes narrowed before she spoke. “My mum 
got a parking ticket here last month. Your 
dad shouldn’t park here. And no. This is the 
main gate, but people who live on the other 
side of town leave through the Wood Lane 
exit by the playing field.”

Scott jumped back in the Range Rover. 
“The school has two exits. He must have 
gone out the other one.”

“Oh yes, I forgot to mention that one,” 
Sarah said. “Why would he leave that way? 
It’s much further. If we leave now, we’ll catch 
him. I think I know what way he’s going.”






Chapter
Seventeen

The back oF Jason’s hand accidently brushed 
against Mira’s. His first reaction was to pull 
away and stick his hands in his pockets; he 
didn’t want her getting the wrong idea again. 
But then he felt her rub the back of her hand 
against his leg. He knew something was 
wrong but couldn’t put his finger on what it 
was. Jason took his hand out of his pocket 
and found hers. They held each other tight.

She looked at him and he smiled.
“Mira. If we’re friends, tell me what’s 
wrong,” he said.

She tugged his hand and kept walking with 
him. “It’s nothing. Come on. I know a shortcut down this alley.”

She took him down an alley between a row 
of terraced houses.

As soon as they had walked out of sight, 
the Infinity Range Rover with Scott and Sarah sped down the road. They looked at a 
large group of children walking home, hoping to spot Jason’s blond hair in the crowd.

“Where is he?” Sarah said.

“Did he go to school today?” Scott said.

“Yes, of course. And we know he’s been 
there all day. We have someone watching.”

“He must have run home. Hopefully he 
will be at the house.”

Mira stopped at a tall wooden gate. It was 
taller than both of them. She reached over 
and found the bolt to open it.

“Oh, I see I have to come in the tradesman’s entrance at the back,” Jason teased.

She smiled. “This is reserved just for 
friends.”

He followed her up the garden path, both 
dodging the damp clothing blowing on the 
washing line. Mira opened the back door and 
gestured to Jason to take his shoes off just as 
she did.

“Mum, I’m home. I brought a friend. Can 
we have some biscuits?” Mira shouted from 
the kitchen.

Omar came into the kitchen and seemed 
shocked to see Jason.

“Hello Omar,” Jason said. He noticed 
Omar’s black eyes and broken nose.

“Jason. Hi,” Omar said, looking nervously 
over his shoulder. “Mira, now is not a good 
time.” He gestured with his head towards the 
hallway.

A man was shouting. “I do everything for 
you and the kids, and you disrespect me in 
my own home! I work hard and have to put 
up with your nagging and crying. This house 
is unclean, and the children are disrespectful 
and thick. They should be getting A grades, 
not Bs and Cs.” They heard a smack sound 
followed by a scream.

Mira and Omar ran into the living room.

“Dad. Please don’t,” Omar pleaded.

“What has it got to do with you?” the man 
shouted.

Jason slowly walked into the hallway. He 
took in his surroundings. Mrs. Patel was 
on her hands and knees crying, blood coming from her nose. A tall man with a beard 
sprouting unevenly on both sides of his face 
and wearing a burgundy turban—who Jason 
suspected was Mira’s father—grabbed Omar 
by the throat and pushed him against the 
wall.

“Jason, I think you should leave,” Mira 
said.

Mr. Patel looked at Jason and back at 
Mira. “Who is this?”

“That’s just Mira’s school friend Jason,” 
Mrs. Patel said through sobs.

Mr. Patel had an ugly, crooked smile. He 
wore a velvet waistcoat, which might have 
been turquoise and silver when he purchased 
it but was now threadbare and faded with 
stains. He had dark, deep-set eyes and rough 
skin, and it was impossible to tell his age. He 
could have been twenty-five or fifty-five.

His bulging eyes glared at Omar. “Do you 
know this boy?” he spat.

“He’s okay Dad. Just a friend of hers at 
school,” Omar said.

“Jason, you should go now, please,” Mira 
said urgently.

Mr. Patel punched Omar in the stomach, 
and he slid down the wall.

“So, you all know this boy. How do you 
know Mira?” Mr. Patel said.

Jason looked at Omar and Mrs. Patel, and 
then back at Mira; they all looked terrified. 
It reminded him of a small flock of sheep he 
had once seen who were being chased by a 
dog. The dog had got off its lead and was 
snapping at the sheep’s feet. The sheep had 
the same look of terror in their eyes.

“I’m in her class at school. We had a homework assignment to do together. I’ll leave if 
my presence upsets you sir,” Jason said.

He turned to leave, bent down, picked up 
his shoes, and then heard a loud smack. Mira 
cried out. Mr. Patel had slapped her across 
the face. Jason ran back and bent down to 
help her.

“Boy. Leave my home at once! You’re trespassing,” Mr. Patel said.

Mira tried to push Jason away. “Leave Jason. You’ll make it worse.”

“Worse? How can it get any worse?” Jason said. He stood and faced Mr. Patel. Up 
close he was much larger than Jason had first 
thought. He was at least six feet, and his turban made him look taller. “Come with me 
Mira. You can’t stay here,” he said defiantly, 
looking directly at Mr. Patel.

Mr. Patel swung his hand to smack Jason’s 
face. It was an easy block, but the momentum knocked Jason onto the floor.

“No Dad. One of his mums is a cop,” 
Omar said.

Jason jumped to his feet and stood in a 
fighting stance, fists clenched, balancing on 
his toes, rocking gently back and forth. He 
induced an adrenaline rush into his system 
and fought to control his temper and hold 
back. “Mira, you’re coming with me,” he 
said slowly.

Mr. Patel lurched forward and raised his 
hand to strike him. Jason stepped forward 
and struck out with his fist, which was perfectly aimed at Mr. Patel’s nose. Blood and 
snot covered his face and he screamed abuse 
at the top of his lungs. Mr. Patel picked up a 
chair and swung it towards him. Jason dove 
and avoided it. Then he sprung to his feet, 
span on his right leg, and kicked Mr. Patel 
in the chest, sending him flying back towards 
the wall.

“Mira. We are leaving. Now!” Jason 
shouted.

He ran towards Mira and helped her up. 
Omar and Mrs. Patel looked on, wide-eyed. 
They had never seen anyone stand up to Mr. 
Patel before. Mr. Patel threw himself at Jason, 
who fought to stay upright. They exchanged 
blows and Jason blocked each of his punches. It was clear Mr. Patel had gone absolutely 
berserk. Punch after punch was thrown at Jason, but all were successfully blocked, and he 
managed to get a couple of counterpunches 
in.

Mr. Patel didn’t care that he was literally foaming at the mouth. Blood, spit, snot, 
and froth escaped from his teeth, and he tried 
everything to hurt him. Jason kept moving 
back, trying to create distance between himself and his attacker so he could attack back. 
Eventually, he had stepped back too far. He 
reached the back door and fell backwards.

Mr. Patel dove onto Jason, swinging his 
fists wildly. Two of his swings caught Jason 
in the face. He was pinned down and getting 
hurt. The next-door neighbour shouted at 
them to stop. He was an elderly, round man 
with a walking stick, and he reminded Jason 
of Winston Churchill. Mira came out and 
tried to pull her father off, but he grabbed 
her arm and threw her across the garden. The 
neighbour ran back into his house and called 
the police.

Jason lost his temper. He seized Mr. Patel’s 
collar with his left hand and pulled himself 
up, while with his right he thrust his fingers 
into Mr. Patel’s eye. He screamed in pain.

Jason managed to wriggle himself free 
from under the screaming man, but then 
Omar caught him from behind and attempted to hold him in a headlock.

“You hurt my dad,” Omar shouted.

“What the?” Jason said. He tucked his 
right arm under Omar’s legs and threw him 
over his shoulder, smashing him into the garden fence. Mr. Patel dove at Jason a second 
time. This time Jason had room to move, so 
he stepped aside and threw a powerful roundhouse kick, sending Mr. Patel across the garden and into the fence on the other side.

Jason stepped back and resumed his fighting stance, angled towards Mr. Patel. He 
looked back at Omar. “What did you attack 
me for? I was helping your sister and family.”

Mrs. Patel ran over and helped her husband. She took off her cardigan and used it 
to wipe the blood off his face. His turban had 
come off, and he was covered in blood and 
panting heavily.

“Are you okay Mira?” Jason asked. Sensing the situation had calmed down, he relaxed. He felt his top lip. It had been punched 
and was bleeding. He also had a small cut 
above his left eye. Slowly, keeping an eye on 
Mr. Patel and Omar, he walked over to Mira 
and helped her up. She was shaking and crying almost hysterically.

He hugged her and wiped her tears with 
his hand. She paused when she noticed his 
knuckles were bleeding.

“Come with me. We need to report this. 
You’ve been assaulted. This can’t go on. I 
witnessed it,” Jason said, taking her hand.

He was walking her down the garden path 
when he heard the doorbell ring. They got to 
the gate and Jason stopped.

“Wait here. I’ll get our shoes,” he said, 
walking back up the garden. As he picked 
them up and started heading back, he noticed 
four police officers in the neighbour’s garden.

“What happened here?” the female officer 
asked. Her fellow officers came around and 
attended to Mr. Patel and Omar.

“I saw that boy fighting Mr. Patel and his 
son. He threw that one into my fence. Look 
at it. I only stained it last month—took me 
two days it did. It’s destroyed,” the neighbour said, pointing at his broken fence. “I’ve 
not seen him around here before.”

Jason slipped his shoes on.

“What happened here madam?” the woman officer asked Mrs. Patel.

Mrs. Patel looked away.

Mr. Patel stood up and picked up his turban. “Are you all right my dear?” he asked 
his wife. “That boy. He assaulted me, my 
son, my wife, and my daughter. He does some 
sort of kung fu. Ask any of my family. He’s 
crazy and he destroyed my home. Thank you 
for coming officers. We are so lucky to have 
brave policemen like you. Thank you very 
much.”

“Are you crazy?” Jason said. He swore 
loudly.

“We don’t need any of that language. 
Please put those down,” a male officer said.

“These are just Mira’s shoes.” He walked 
over to Mira and passed them to her.

“Mira. Tell these nice, brave police officers 
what this horrible boy did,” Mr. Patel said.

A policeman approached Jason and Mira. 
He was West Indian, well built, and seemed 
to be in charge.

“Jason helped me up,” Mira said.

“Mira!” Mr. Patel shouted. “Tell these nice 
policemen what this boy did to me and your 
brother.”

The policeman took Jason by his arm and 
held him. “Miss. Did this boy hurt your family?” he asked.

“My dad hit me. He hit my mum and 
Omar. Then he hit Jason,” Mira said, with 
tears in her eyes.

“Mira. How can you say such a thing 
about your father?” Mrs. Patel said.

“Huh,” Jason gasped, scratching his head.

“She’s a foolish teenage girl and will say 
anything to keep her boyfriend. Look at what 
he did to me and my son and my poor wife,” 
Mr. Patel said.

“I did see him throw Mr. Patel and his son
into the fence. Some sort of judo throw it
was,” the neighbour said. “I want to press
charges for the damage to my fence, and he
damaged the other fence too. I think my rose
bush has been snapped as well. It’s taken me
years to grow it to this size.”

“Come with me. I think we should talk
about this down at the station,” the policeman said, gripping Jason’s arm. “I want
statements from everyone.” He walked Jason to his car.

“Can you bring Mira as well? She’s not 
safe here. He will hit them again,” Jason said.

The policeman opened the back door of his 
car and gestured for Jason to get in.

“I’m Jason Ford. Can you call my mum, 
Sarah Ford? She’s a sergeant.”

“Your mum? I’ve known Sergeant Ford for 
a few years, and I didn’t know she had children,” he said.

“I’m adopted. I’ve said enough. Make sure 
Mira leaves as well—she’s not safe here.”






Chapter
Eighteen

inFiniTy checked The house Jason was staying 
at with Lil and Sarah. They sat outside and 
waited. Scott looked at his watch and was 
starting to get nervous.

“Do you think they worked out it was Jason who took the vials?” Sarah asked.

“No. Jason was too careful. They had no 
idea,” Scott said.

“Then where is he?”

Scott couldn’t answer. He looked up and 
down the street, hoping to see his friend coming.

The prime minister and defence secretary 
were waiting in the briefing room and were 
told there had been a small delay.

The prime minister decided it would calm 
his nerves if he opened a bottle of brandy he 
had been saving for such an occasion. “It 
settles the nerves and helps keep things calm 
and in perspective,” he said.

Another two police cars and an ambulance 
arrived. Mr. Patel feigned a head injury from 
his assault; although, when he heard that 
Mira, Omar, and Mrs. Patel all had to go to 
the station as well, his condition suddenly improved, and he insisted on going with them.

The police station was an old Victorian 
building with frosted glass, making it impossible to see inside, and the interior was cold 
and uninviting. Jason was led into an interview room. He sat at a desk, trying to figure 
out if he should say who he was or keep his 
cover going. As the mission was so important, 
he decided to stay fully undercover. A female 
police officer came in with another woman, 
who looked to be in her forties. They both 
smiled at him.

“Jason Ford, isn’t it?” The policewoman 
said. “I’m Officer Jenkins and this is Christine Wicket. She is here as an appropriate 
adult for your protection until we can locate 
your parents.”

They both sat down. Christine sat next to 
Jason and shook his hand. “Hello Jason. I 
will take a few notes. So, you’re Jason Ford, 
and how old are you?”

Jason slumped down in his chair. “I’m 
fourteen. Thanks, but I’m not sure I need 
you. Can you just call my mum? She’s working today. Sergeant Sarah Ford.”

“All in good time Jason. I put a call in for 
her, but she called in sick today. I thought 
you would have known that,” Jenkins said. 
“Can I call anyone else? Grandparents perhaps?”

“Um, my granddad? No . . . On second 
thoughts maybe not. Okay, I’ll work with 
you Christine,” he said. “Um, can I make a 
phone call?”

“This isn’t like on the TV Jason. You haven’t been arrested—we just want to question 
you,” Jenkins said.

Jason studied her. She was the sort of woman you would forget instantly, assuming you 
had noticed she was there in the first place. 
Her eyes gave nothing away.

“Christine. Can you make a note that I was 
refused a phone call?” Jason said. He wrote 
a statement, read it through to fix a couple of 
spelling mistakes, and slid it over to Officer 
Jenkins. “I hope you can read my writing.”

The male officer who had been at the house 
came into the room and sat down next to Jenkins. “I’m Officer Collins. I’ve tried calling 
your mother but she’s not at home. You’re 
not under arrest for now—we just need your 
statement,” he said, picking it up and glancing over it.

“Okay, here’s the deal Jason,” he continued. “You might want to change it. I have 
three witnesses who state you went berserk 
because you couldn’t see your girlfriend. The 
only one who corroborated your story is 
Mira, and let’s face it, she’s your girlfriend. 
This will probably go to court. For your sake 
and your mother’s reputation, do you want 
to make some changes to your statement? 
You could be facing assault charges.”

“Did you see Mrs. Patel’s injuries? How 
did she get them? Or the ones she had last 
week when she went to hospital. Check the 
records,” Jason said, folding his arms.

“Mrs. Patel said you hit Mr. Patel and her 
son Omar,” Collins said.

“Of course she did. He put her in hospital last week and assaulted her today when I 
was there. And he assaulted Omar and Mira. 
They’re terrified of him. Just check the hospital records. Besides, you have two witnesses 
who say different and that is me and Mira.”

“Our independent witness said you threw 
someone at his fence,” Jenkins said.

“And I admitted that in my statement,” Jason said. “I was protecting myself and Mira. 
Check out the hospital records.”

*

An hour had passed, and the prime minster 
was getting concerned. The whole operation 
was under threat. Eventually, a call came 
through to Downing Street to the defence 
secretary. The call was put on speaker phone.

“This is the defence secretary and I have 
the prime minister with me. Please tell us the 
operation was a success.”

“Gentlemen, this is the chief of defence. I’m 
afraid not. They seem to have lost the Steed 
boy. Now we are not sure what approach to 
take—whether to try and find him or storm it 
on our own. Of course, the risk to life is far 
greater with the latter.”

“Lost him? How can you lose him?” the 
prime minister said.

The chief of defence cleared his throat. 
“Well, apparently he didn’t come home from 
school. They waited for him at the gate and 
they must have missed him. He hasn’t arrived 
home. He’s been missing for an hour sir.”

“I’ll give you thirty minutes to find him or 
call it off,” the defence secretary said. “We 
will have to find another way in. Outright incompetence if you ask me. The bloody boy 
might have gone to a friend’s house for tea or 
is playing bloody football, and we have nearly a hundred men waiting. What is he playing 
at? Does he know how important this is?”

“Well sir. He doesn’t. We only came up 
with the plan today. He has no idea we’ve 
discovered what the vials contain, and he 
went to school as normal.”

The defence secretary cut him off.

*

“Scott. Where could he have gone? What 
about that girl he was seeing? They seemed 
close,” Sarah said. “Didn’t they kiss? Maybe 
they had something. Do you know where she 
lives?”

“No. He wouldn’t. He likes Catherine too 
much. I think they were just friends. Check 
the hospitals to see if anyone fitting his description has come in,” Scott said.

They saw a police car stop outside their 
house. “What does Jenkins want?” Sarah 
said.

They watched the female officer go to the 
door and knock. Sarah jumped out of the 
Range Rover and walked over.

“Jenkins. Can I help you?” Sarah asked.
Officer Jenkins looked Sarah up and down. 
She was wearing her uniform. “Sorry, I 
thought you were off sick. We’ve been trying 
to get hold of you. It’s about Jason.”

“Jason? Is he all right? We’ve been waiting 
for him.”

“He’s not injured. He’s been pulled in for 
an interview. He’s been accused of assaulting 
three people and damaging property. I never 
knew you had a son. Does he do martial arts 
or something? The injuries are pretty bad.”

“Where is he now, at the station?”

“Yes. He’s in an interview room. I made 
sure he had an appropriate adult.”

Sarah ran back to the Range Rover. 
“Brighton Police Station. He’s been taken in 
for questioning for assaulting three people.” 
She looked at Scott with a frown.

“Must be for a good reason. Jase doesn’t 
hit just anyone for no reason,” Scott said.

The black Range Rover raced towards 
Brighton Police Station, sometimes reaching 
speeds of nearly seventy miles an hour. When 
they had arrived, Sarah jumped out and ran 
inside. Scott waited.

Jason was still being questioned in the interview room. Sarah threw the door open 
and stormed in. “Has he been arrested?” she 
asked Officer Collins.

“No madam. He’s helping us with our inquiries. We did try to contact you,” Collins 
said.

Sarah grabbed Jason’s arm. “Come on you. 
We’ve been looking for you everywhere.”

She marched Jason out of the station and 
almost threw him into the back of the Range 
Rover. Immediately it sped off.

Jason rubbed his arm. “Okay. You overdid 
the angry mum routine. That hurt.”

“We’re going to raid Crane Industries. 
We’ve been looking for you since you left 
school. What have you done now?” Scott 
asked. “Let me guess. It has something to do 
with that girl you made out with.”

“No,” Jason said, still rubbing his arm. 
“Well, okay, yes. But it’s not what you’re 
thinking. Her dad has been abusing her mum 
and her brother, and he hit Mira. I just protected myself and the police got called.” He 
looked at Lil, who was sitting in the front 
looking back at him.

“The substance in the vials—it’s a match 
for Kagari,” Lil said. “We now believe it 
was packed into fireworks. Turns out James 
Warner took a trip there a few months before. We need you to get Scott inside to disable the security systems and open all the 
gates and doors to Building Six. The leaves 
you gave us are from the Solanaceae family, 
or hybrid. They are very toxic, and it’s what 
they use to produce the XR2. What time does 
Crane normally leave work?” She looked at 
her watch.

“About five thirty, so in ten minutes. Um, 
have you guys really all been looking for 
me?” Jason said. “And did you say Scott? 
Scott can’t come in. It might get dangerous.”

“Can you work the computer systems?” 
Scott asked.

“Nope. But mate, it could get nasty,” Jason said. “How do I get you in anyway?”

“We just turn up. Say I’m a friend from 
school to the security guards and that we’ve 
come to see your granddad?”

“Okay. Swap clothes. You need a school 
uniform if we’ve just finished school.”

“What will you wear?” Lil asked.

“My school running kit,” Jason said, opening his backpack.

They struggled to get changed in the car as 
it sped around corners.

“Your shoes are a size bigger than mine, 
and sweaty,” Scott said, pulling on Jason’s 
shoes.

“Stop whining. This is what you have to 
do on missions,” Jason said. “How do we let 
them know we’ve disarmed the security and 
opened the doors?”

“I’ll call them. You know, with a telephone. 
It’s this thing that you can dial and talk to. 
Ouch!”

Jason thumped his arm.






Chapter
Nineteen

claire Warner, James’s WiFe, greeTed her first 
guest when he arrived. Vladimir Knockemoff, 
a Russian arms dealer, shook her hand and 
inhaled deeply from his cigar. It glowed an 
angry red before he blew out a thick cloud of 
smoke.

Claire smiled. “Thanks for coming 
Vladimir. I think you will be impressed with 
the XR2. Please help yourself to a drink. I 
had a nice vodka flown in from Russia for 
you.”

“It takes a lot to impress me Mrs. Warner, 
and it depends on price of course,” Vladimir 
said in a thick Russian accent.

“Well, hello Mohammed, and this must be 
your brother Amar. Nice to finally meet you 
Amar,” Claire said to two Middle Eastern 
men.

Eventually, ten men of various nationalities were sitting behind desks positioned in 
a semicircle, facing a large screen. An older 
man in his late sixties, smartly dressed in a 
pinstripe suit, sipped on a glass of port and 
took in his surroundings. He sat quietly and 
ignored the others who were exchanging 
pleasantries with each other. His grey hair—
cut short, military style—matched his handlebar moustache.

*

The Range Rover stopped a few metres away 
from the corner of Crane Industries. Both 
boys climbed out and adjusted their clothing.

“You guys look okay. Scott, the uniform 
fits you fine. You look as good as Jason in it,” 
Lil said.

Jason grinned. “Except I don’t look like a 
nerd when I’m wearing it.”

The two boys walked up to the main gate. 
Jason pulled out his ID badge and hung it 
around his neck. A security guard smiled 
when he saw them.

“John, isn’t it? Lord Crane’s grandson,” 
the man said.

“No, it’s Jason, but at least you got the 
first letter right, so not bad. This is Peter, my 
best friend from school. We’ve come to see 
Granddad and get a ride home with him,” 
Jason said.

“And pizza, Jase. You said we would get 
pizza. I’m starving,” Scott said.

The guard looked at them. “So, you just 
turned up?”

“I had PE last lesson. Peter is helping me 
with my homework, and I promised him a 
ride in Granddad’s Bentley, and pizza,” Jason 
said.

The guard waved them through. “Go on 
then boys. Have fun.”

After a few paces, Jason smiled at Scott. 
“See. Being a teen spy is easy—everyone 
trusts us.”

“I’m a bit nervous Jase, but I do like coming on a mission with you. Wow, look at this 
place,” Scott said as they approached the 
massive glass doors of the entrance. “Peter! 
You could have given me a better name like 
Albert.”

“Albert. What kind of a name is that?”

“After Albert Einstein.”

Scott was in awe of the building. He looked 
around and up at the ceiling. Jason smiled. 
Anyone would naturally be impressed. It 
made the undercover work better to be in 
such a place. Scott followed Jason to the reception desk.

“Hello Jason. Have you lads just come 
from school? Let me guess. Your last lesson 
was PE?” Clive, the receptionist, said.

“Yep. This is Pete. Does he need an ID 
badge to come with me and see my Granddad?” Jason asked.

“No, but he will need a visitor badge,” 
Clive said, putting a card into a printer. “Full 
name?”

“Most of us call him Pete, but his full name 
is Peter Ennis.”

Clive typed the name in and pressed print. 
The card disappeared and came out of the 
side. He clipped a lanyard onto it and passed 
it to Scott.

Jason looked at it and beamed. He had to 
look away to suppress his laughter. “Thanks 
Clive. Come on Pete.”

Jason hurried away and Scott chased after 
him. They rounded a corner and Jason started laughing hysterically, much to the annoyance of Scott. Neither of them noticed James 
Warner approaching.

“Come on boys. Share the joke. What was 
so funny?” James said.

“Hi James. Um, my friend just broke 
wind,” Jason said.

“Teenagers—repulsive individuals. I never 
knew you were coming. And who is this?”

“This is Pete. I promised him a ride home 
in Granddads Bentley if he helped me with 
my homework.”

The two boys started walking away and 
then James piped up again. “Not so fast Jason. I wanted a word with you. I heard you 
saved the day at Buckingham Palace. That 
you took down two terrorists, climbed up a 
chimney, and threw a bomb in a pond?”

“It wasn’t like that. You know Granddad—he exaggerates,” Jason said.

“Still. It has made me look at you a little 
differently now. You are quite a hero. Climbing a chimney, no less. Did you hear we had 
a breach of security last week?” James said.

“Yeah, I heard, but Granddad said nothing 
was taken. So I guess they never got away 
with any guns or missiles.”

“Seems to be a lot of people climbing 
buildings lately. The staff who were assaulted 
said it was someone small, even female. They 
climbed down the building on a fire hose and 
managed to get out unseen.”

“Must be the weather or something,” Scott 
said.

James looked at them and his eyes narrowed. “Something or someone,” he said. He 
adjusted his tie and strutted off.

“I’m guessing that was James Warner,” 
Scott said.

“Yeah. His nose is so far up Lord Crane’s 
business, that if Crane broke wind, James 
would suffocate,” Jason said.

Scott laughed. “Ha! Does he suspect you?”

“Who cares if he does now? Let’s get this 
done. Crane is responsible for all the lives lost 
on Kagari. I can’t believe I actually started to 
like him.”

They walked into the security office. Jason 
was disappointed not to see Chris Charlesworth and was still sad he had lost him his 
job. A woman was sitting at the desk instead. 
Jason stopped and Scott bumped into the 
back of him. It took him by surprise as he 
was expecting to have to knock out a man. 
He didn’t relish the idea of hurting a woman.

“Hiya,” Jason said. “I’m Jason. I’ve got to 
get something for my granddad, Lord Crane.”

The female security guard stood up. She 
was slim and had dark, shoulder-length hair. 
“And you are?” she asked Scott.

“He’s Pete. He’s a friend from school,” Jason said, walking past her. He pushed his ID 
into the slot and the door opened.

“Does he have a pass for there?” she asked. 
“This is maximum security. He can’t go in 
without a pass.”

“You must be new. We always go in there. 
We’re doing a science project.”

“I’m new, but not about to let him in without the correct pass. Building Six is our highest security building. I was told no one without a pass could go in.” She walked between 
Scott and the door.

Jason looked at Scott. “Pete. Can you do 
what you came to do from here if I go down?”

Scott’s large brown eyes darted across at 
the screens and then back at his friend before 
he nodded yes.

Jason opened the door and took a step in. 
He turned back to the security guard. “Oh, 
I’m sorry. I never properly introduced myself 
or asked your name. I’m Jason Ford, Lord 
Crane’s grandson,” he said, holding out his 
hand.

“Pleased to meet you, Jason. Please, don’t 
think I was being mean to your school friend. 
I’m just doing my job. I’m Sandra.” She 
smiled and shook his hand.

Jason gripped her tight with his right 
hand and held the door frame for extra support with his left. Then he yanked her back 
with him, pulling her through the open door. 
Pushing her leg out of the way while she was 
sprawling on top of him, he kicked the door 
shut. It hissed and locked itself.

“What are you doing?” she said, pulling 
herself up. She turned to open the door, but 
Jason caught her and put her in a headlock. 
With his free hand he grabbed her neck, his 
fingers searching for her carotid artery. He 
squeezed his fingers and tried to hold her 
tight, but she got an arm free and tried to 
punch him.

“Sorry Sandra,” Jason said. He felt her 
start to go limp. After he thought he’d held 
on long enough, he released her. She was 
unconscious. He opened the door and Scott 
was busying himself with the computers. He 
turned and looked at Jason and Sandra.

“It’ll take me a few minutes to work this 
out,” Scott said.

“I’ll go down and see what security they 
have below. Hopefully I can knock ’em out,” 
Jason said. He closed the door again and 
started running down the stairs.

*

James Warner met Crane in the lobby, and 
they discussed a new order from Dubai that 
had just come in for semi-automatic rifles.

“It’s larger than I thought. Clearly they 
were impressed with the new sights,” Crane 
said.

“Exactly sir. I think this could be our best 
year yet,” James scoffed.

“It’s already been the best year out of many 
for me now that I’ve found Jason. I have the 
will to live again, and I’m hungry for more 
business deals now.”

“Yes. Where is he now sir?”

Crane looked at his watch. “Well, he’s 
probably at home doing his homework by 
now. He’s only stayed with me for one week 
so far.”

“No. He’s here. I saw him just five minutes 
ago with a school friend. Do you mean to say 
you haven’t seen him?”

Miss Goodfellow was walking past, carrying some envelopes. She overheard James.

“Jason. Here? But where? I’ve not seen 
him,” Crane said. “Have you seen him, Miss 
Goodfellow?”

Her eyes met James’s. “No. I used the elevator. Maybe he used the stairs—I’ll check.” 
Her heels clicked as she hurried towards the 
stairs.

“I’ll check the security office,” James said, 
running off in the other direction.

It surprised Crane to see James running. 
He followed behind him at a slower pace.

Scott had started to open the two main 
gates, and he was busy disconnecting the 
alarms when James ran in.

“What the devil are you doing? Where is 
Jason?” James shouted.

Scott jumped but carried on with what he 
was doing.

James came around the desk and looked at 
the bank of computer screens. “What have 
you done? Stop it now!”

Crane caught up and walked in. James got 
hold of Scott’s shoulder and pulled him out of 
the chair. Scott struggled to pull away. James 
swung the back of his hand and caught Scott 
square on his nose. The blow knocked him 
back against the wall.

“James! Have you lost your mind? He’s just 
a schoolboy. Is this Jason’s school friend?” 
Crane said. He hurried over to Scott and 
helped him up. Blood trickled from Scott’s 
nose. His normally pale complexion had 
turned crimson, and his hair was no longer 
perfectly combed into place. He tenderly 
wiped his nose on his sleeve.

“What have you been doing to the computers?” James screamed.

“Um. Nothing. I was just looking at it and 
pressed a few keys. I haven’t seen a real computer before,” Scott said in a muffled tone.

James pushed Crane aside, lifted Scott 
by his collar, and dragged him back to the 
screens.

“James. Have you gone completely mad? 
Release the boy at once!” Crane said.

Scott looked at the monitors. “Well.” He 
moved the cursor to the button that deactivated the main alarm and clicked. “That 
should do it.”

James punched Scott in the face, knocking 
him to the ground. He stood over him, pulled 
out a gun, and pointed it at him. “Where is 
Jason?”

“James. For goodness’ sake,” Crane said.

“He’s turned the alarms off and opened the 
gates. I believe it was Jason who broke in last 
week.”

“What? My Jason? Ridiculous.”

James bent down and pulled Scott up by his 
collar. He forced the barrel of the gun against 
Scott’s temple. “Last chance. Where is he?”

“Boy, if you know where my grandson is, 
please tell him, or there is no telling what will 
happen. I fear he’s lost his mind,” Crane said.

Scott was terrified. He told himself he was 
an idiot for agreeing to go on a mission. He 
hadn’t realized it yet, but he had urinated himself. He shook uncontrollably and pointed to 
the door going down to Building Six. Crane 
and James noticed that he had lost control of 
his bladder. The boy was absolutely terrified; 
he was telling the truth.

“How did he get in there? The security 
is—” James said before stopping. He took 
out his ID, still clinging to Scott, and swiped 
it through the reader. The door hissed and he 
kicked it open. They saw Sandra lying unconscious on the ground. “Seems Jason is a little 
more than just your grandson.”

James forced Scott through the door, still 
holding the gun to his head. Miss Goodfellow entered the security room, and both she 
and Crane followed slowly behind.






Chapter Twenty

Jason had reached The basemenT. He peeked 
around the corner of the corridor. A guard 
was walking towards him just a few metres 
away. The unsuspecting guard was winding his watch as he walked, and then he saw 
something move in the corner of his eye. Jason stepped out of his hiding place. The guard 
tried to react, reaching for his gun, but it was 
already too late. Something; A hammer? A 
brick? No, Jason’s fist, smashed into the side 
of his temple. He was unconscious before he 
hit the ground.

After making sure the guard was not going to bother him again, Jason continued to 
the glass door separating the corridor and 
Building Six. This time, however, an armed 
security guard was standing with his back to 
the door. Jason opened it and strolled in. “Hi. 
James Warner said to meet him here. Has he 
come down yet?”

The security guard was in his early twenties and still showing signs of acne. He looked 
around, felt his gun, and put his hands back 
in his pockets. “Hello. And you are?”

Jason noticed his name badge: “T. 
Worden.” “Hello Mr. Worden, I’m Jason. 
I’m Lord Crane’s grandson.” He held out his 
hand.

Being called Mr. Worden by Lord Crane’s 
grandson, no less, made the guard smile and 
brim with confidence. He relaxed and held 
out his hand to shake Jason’s. Jason shook 
his hand and swiftly brought his right knee 
up into the man’s groin. Doing this to a man 
only has a fifty-fifty chance of achieving the 
desired effect. Jason knew this and didn’t 
want to take any chances. He caught the 
semi-automatic rifle that the guard was holding and thrust it up into the man’s face.

Worden groaned, his legs buckled, and he 
fell as if a trapdoor had opened beneath him. 
Jason bent down and felt his pulse. He was 
alive but unconscious. That was good enough 
for now. He hoped Scott had by now opened 
the doors, turned off the alarms, and called 
Infinity to storm the building.

Jason familiarized himself with the rifle. It 
was a Colt M16. He had been shown how to 
use a similar model at Infinity. After checking the safety was off, he slung the strap over 
his head and hoped he wouldn’t have to use 
it, but it felt nice holding it in his hands. He 
wondered why the security team didn’t use 
the guns they made here at Crane Industries.

Slowly, he edged along the corridor. He 
could make out some people in the large 
room at the end with the coloured vials. Four, 
maybe five people were wearing the protective hazmat suits and the dome helmets.

The meeting room to his right, which was 
empty during his previous visit, now had various people sitting at tables in a semicircle—
around ten in total. In the centre of the room, 
Jason saw James’s wife Claire Warner pointing at a screen. She was smartly dressed in a 
tight-fitting skirt suit. He headed to the room 
with the vials.

After checking the coast was clear, he put 
on a hazmat suit himself and picked up the 
M16. With his thick gloves he was only just 
able to get his finger on the trigger.

He eased the door open and stepped inside. The workers were all looking at a large 
worktop full of glass vials, test tubes, and colourful, smoking liquids. One of them noticed 
him and gestured to the others. Jason quickly 
darted forward and aimed the gun at them.

“After what I found out about this stuff, 
I’ll show no mercy,” Jason said. “You will either do as I say or eat bullets. All of you, put 
up your hands and slowly walk towards the 
door. I’m afraid you’re all now unemployed, 
but Her Majesty’s Government will put you 
up for a few years, so you won’t have to worry about paying rent.”

He kept calm, keeping his finger well away 
from the trigger. The last thing I want is a 
bullet hitting a vial while I’m in here.

His prisoners made their way to the door, 
left the room, and started to take off their 
hazmat suits.

“No. Keep them on,” Jason said. “It will 
stop you making any sudden movements. 
We’re going back up the stairs now. Is anyone 
else down here?” He pulled his helmet off.

“Yes. We’re here,” James said.
Jason jumped and spun around with the 
gun in his hand. He froze. James was holding a gun to Scott’s head and Scott’s face was 
covered in blood. It had rained down onto 
his white collar, making his injury look worse 
than it was.

“Drop it Jason, or Peter here—if that’s his 
real name—gets a bullet to his brain. You are 
familiar, are you not, with the CI9 pistol?” 
James said.

Jason looked at Crane and Miss Goodfellow. “You’re a bunch of sickos. You killed all 
those people on Kagari and now you want 
to shoot a schoolboy. Who hurt him?” Jason 
demanded.

“Jason. What are you doing? Put the gun 
down. And that goes for you too James,” 
Crane said.

Jason was puzzled by his remark. “Sure. If 
he does, I will.”

“On the count of five, I’ll pull the trigger,” 
James said, forcing the barrel hard against 
Scott’s temple. Scott yelped in pain.

Jason eyed him and forced an adrenaline 
rush into his system. Darkness covered his 
eyes as his pupils dilated. The muscle fibres in 
his body tightened and his heart raced. Scott 
couldn’t help but notice. He had witnessed 
Jason lose his temper once before and he had 
taken down four men in less than a minute.

“Okay. You take it,” Jason said. He lowered the gun, held it by the barrel, and gestured for Crane to take it.

Crane took the gun from Jason and looked 
back at James. “Take the gun away from the 
boy’s head James.”

James pushed Scott down onto the ground 
and pointed the gun at Jason. “You meddling 
little brats have failed. It just means we’ll have 
to bring our sales date forward today.” He 
looked at his technicians in the hazmat suits. 
“You guys get back to work. Let’s join Claire 
in the sales room shall we? And keep your 
hands up. We can give them a live demonstration. Move!”

“What meeting is this, James? Why is 
Claire here?” Crane asked.

Jason helped Scott up, never taking his eyes 
off James, and they all slowly walked into the 
meeting room.

Claire Warner stopped talking. A quiet 
gasp spread across the room when the two 
boys, one covered in blood, walked backwards into the room with their hands raised. 
Scott glanced around the room, trying to take 
in his surroundings. He counted ten people of 
various nationalities. The screen was paused 
on a picture of two halves. One half was 
tanks, troops, and aircraft, and the other half 
showed a green vial. Under the vial was written, “XR2.”

“Sorry to interrupt, ladies and gentlemen, 
but it seems we have a couple of intruders. 
They will give us a live demonstration of 
what XR2 can do,” James said.

Claire smiled. “Shame. Such a pretty boy.” 
She strolled towards the corner of the room 
and pulled back a curtain, revealing a small 
glass cubicle just larger than a shower unit. 
She pressed a purple button and the cubicle 
door hissed open.

“James. What on earth is going on? And 
for goodness’ sake man, stop pointing that 
gun at the boys. Jason is my grandson,” 
Crane said.

James ignored him. “Both of you, in the 
cubicle,” he ordered.

Claire placed what looked like a glass Petri 
dish on the floor. It had a small box fitted to 
it with a green light. She held a remote in her 
hand and smiled at Jason.

Scott looked at Jason and walked in.

Jason stood firm. “If you want to kill me, 
pull the trigger. I’m not going to be a demonstration for you and the rest of these sickos 
here.”

James frowned. “I’ve never liked you. 
Now you want to spoil my fun. Get in with 
your friend or I will shoot to wound him. 
He doesn’t seem to be as tough as you.” He 
aimed his gun at Scott’s legs.

Jason paused, trying to work out if he 
could get to James and disarm him.

Scott stepped out of the cubicle. “Yeah, Jason is right. I’m not gonna be a guinea pig. 
Go ahead and shoot. It’s better than dying of 
that toxic poison.”

James tilted his head and smiled. “Have it 
your own way.” He fired a single shot, hitting Scott in his thigh.

Scott was thrown back and he collapsed on 
the floor, screaming in pain and clutching his 
leg.

Jason quickly leapt forward before James 
could take another shot. With one hand he 
caught the gun and thrust it towards the ceiling, and with the other he punched James’s 
face. He dug his fingers into his eyes and 
kneed him in the groin.

The gun went off and the stray bullet 
smashed a light on the ceiling. Both James 
and Jason crashed to the floor, with James still 
screaming in pain as Jason tore at his eyes. 
James dropped the gun, desperately trying to 
pry Jason’s hands off his face, but then Jason 
climbed on top of him and started pummelling him, his fists pumping like pistons, each 
strike containing as much power as he could 
summon.

Claire Warner screamed. She was unable 
to pull Jason off. She scooped up the gun and 
took aim. A single shot rang out. Jason froze. 
He looked up. Claire was pointing the gun at 
him with a contorted expression on her face, 
more in shock than anything. She coughed up 
a mouthful of blood before collapsing on the 
ground. A pool of blood grew around her.

Jason turned. Crane had shot her. The gun 
Jason had given him was trembling in his fingers.

“I-I-I had no choice. My grandson,” Crane 
stuttered.

Jason climbed off James, who was unconscious, and ran to Scott’s aid. Scott’s face was 
streaming with tears and snot. Jason covered 
the wound with his hand.

“Give me your tie,” he shouted at Crane. 
Despite Scott’s protests and screams of agony, Jason wrapped his T-shirt around his leg 
and tied it secure with Crane’s tie. “It has an 
entry and exit wound. He needs an ambulance.” He held Scott’s hand and noticed that 
his friend had urinated himself, but he kept 
his thoughts hidden.

A few people in the room had got to their 
feet and were heading towards the door. Jason noticed this and ran to block them. “No 
one is leaving. Crane, don’t let anyone leave.”

Crane was still in shock. He didn’t even realize that Jason had called him Crane and not 
Granddad as he had before. “What’s going 
on?” he asked. He gestured with the gun for 
everyone to take their seats.

“You bunch of sickos killed everyone on 
Kagari with this XR2 formula. It’s too late 
now. MI5, MI6, and the army are outside. 
You might as well give yourself up before you 
make matters worse Crane.”

“I demand we leave now,” a man from 
the meeting said. He was Asian and smartly 
dressed in a dark suit and bright-red tie. Jason suspected he was Chinese.

Jason looked at Crane. “You have the gun. 
Make your choice. Let me call backup, give 
yourself up, and cooperate with us, or get arrested.”

“Arrested? Us? But she was going to kill 
you. I know nothing about this stuff down 
here. And who is us?” Crane said. He pointed the gun at the Asian man. “Sit back down 
sir. We need to find out what’s been going on 
behind my back.”

A shot rang out, making Jason jump. Crane 
was thrown forward onto his front and Jason 
saw a dark hole in his back. He looked up 
in disbelief. Miss Goodfellow had shot Crane 
and was now aiming the gun at him.

“I need you now,” she said into the radio 
she was clutching.

Jason’s eyes narrowed. “Why?”

Three armed security guards burst in, carrying automatic rifles. The first guard looked 
older than the others and had a scar across 
his cheek. His sunken eyes were almost hidden under his grey bushy eyebrows. Jason 
hadn’t seen him before, but he appeared to 
be in charge.

“What do we do with them?” the guard 
said to Miss Goodfellow.

“They’ll come with us. They’re after all our 
customers. Bring James too if he’s still alive. 
We will take the tunnel, gentlemen.”

“What about the kids?” He looked at the 
boys. Jason was hugging Scott, trying to prevent him from going into shock.

Miss Goodfellow aimed her gun at Jason. 
“Goodbye Jason, or whoever you are.”

Four shots rang out. Jason flinched, expecting to feel the hot pain of metal tearing 
through his flesh. Then he realized that the 
bullets had come from behind him. He and 
Scott were wide-eyed. Miss Goodfellow and 
the three guards had been shot in the head. 
Jason was impressed. Whoever the shooter 
was, they had been accurate and fast. Slowly, he turned his head. There was movement 
behind him.

“Sorry to scupper everyone’s plans,” a man 
said with an upper-class British accent, “but 
blood is thicker than water, and despite him 
being an absolute pain in the rear, he—” The 
man paused. “Well, he is still family. Now, I 
suggest you make a fast retreat through the 
tunnel. No one touch the XR2 unless you 
wish to join the others on the ground.”

Jason got to his feet and his mouth dropped 
open. “Uncle Stewart?”

“Don’t bloody uncle me. This is the second 
time you have foiled my plans. This deal is 
worth millions. Stay here with your friend. If 
you try to follow me, I will use the gun, and 
as you can see, I haven’t lost my touch.”

Jason frowned. “Why would you want the 
XR2? In the wrong hands it could wipe out 
London or New York in minutes.”

“Give my regards to your father dear boy. 
I hear you have a sister now. Be a good big 
brother. Go home like a normal boy and look 
after her.”

“I told you that the next time I saw you I 
would take you in,” Jason said through gritted teeth.

Jason knelt back down next to Scott, who 
had tears of pain streaming down his face. 
Scott lifted his head and dropped it heavily 
back down on the ground. He was still bleeding, and it was obvious he was in severe pain. 
Jason watched Stewart Steed take a case of 
vials and pass it to a younger man with bulging muscles in a black suit.






Chapter TwentyOne

all The arms dealers Took the tunnel Claire 
Warner had told them to take. Stuart Steed 
and his muscle-bound helper looked at the 
two boys. Jason glanced up. He thought the 
other man was his uncle’s bodyguard. He 
had a face that, from the look of it, had never 
learned to smile. His hair was close shaven, 
and his eyes were endlessly staring at them. 
Something about the man gave Jason the 
creeps. Soon, both of them left and headed 
for the stairs.

Jason took in his surroundings. He was 
surrounded by blood and dead bodies, and 
for once none of them had died by his hand. 
James Warner was still alive but unconscious. 
Scott was sweating, his face turning pale.

“I’ll run and get help mate. Did you call 
Infinity?” Jason said, gently squeezing Scott’s 
arm.

“I opened the gates but never got the 
chance. Jason, it hurts mate. Please help me,” 
Scott cried.

Jason nodded and was about to get up 
when he was kicked across the face. The 
blow sent him sprawling across the floor and 
he spat out blood. Instinctively, he jumped 
to his feet to face his attacker. It was James. 
He had regained consciousness and was now 
picking up Miss Goodfellow’s gun.

Jason sprinted forward and pushed James 
into the cubicle. He fell in head first, and 
before he could recover and shoot, Jason 
slammed the door shut and locked it.

“Foolish boy. I still have this,” James said, 
waving the pistol as he got to his feet. Suddenly there was a crack—the sound of breaking glass. He had stood on the Petri dish and 
broke it. His eyes met Jason’s, who was feeling his teeth with his tongue, checking he 
hadn’t lost one.

“Who’s foolish now?” Jason said.

“Help me. Open the door. Open the door!” 
James pleaded. He tried to shout again but 
nothing came out. He coughed and fell to his 
knees, his eyes bulging in fear and panic as 
his lungs collapsed in on themselves. Jason 
looked away and went back to help Scott. 
James pounded the door for a few moments 
longer before drawing his last breath.

“I can’t stop the bleeding Scott. I’ll run up 
and call Infinity. They have ambulances outside,” Jason said.

“No. Stay,” Scott pleaded, grabbing Jason’s arm. “Please don’t leave me. It hurts.”

Jason bent down and kissed Scott’s forehead. “I’ll be right back mate. You need medical help—trust me.”

He stood and raced up the stairs. The female guard he had previously knocked out 
was making her way down. She was surprised 
to see Jason running up the stairs covered 
in blood. He had used his T-shirt as Scott’s 
bandage and was wearing just his shorts and 
shoes.

“You!” she shouted. She tried to stop him.

Jason ducked and squeezed past her, running up the stairs as fast as he could. He 
burst into the security office and picked up 
the phone. He dialled Infinity’s number and it 
was picked up on the first ring.

“This is Jason Steed—Operation Kagari. 
Gates are open and all electric security fences 
are off. Come in now and bring an ambulance 
to the main building. Scott has been shot.”

“We got the go ahead. Move!” the female 
voice said on the other end. “Get an ambulance to the main building. We have an agent 
down. Jason, we’re coming. Are you okay?”

“Yes. Oh, and keep an eye out for SS. He’s
wearing a suit and is with another guy, aged
about thirty, also in a suit and carrying a
briefcase. The briefcase contains some vials
of XR2.”

“SS? You mean SS the arms dealer?
Your—”

“Yes, him. I will go to the front and get the 
paramedics. Bye.” Jason dropped the phone 
and ran to the front of the building.

Operation Kagari went into action. Altogether, six hundred police officers were 
drafted in from the Metropolitan Police and 
other surrounding police forces. Within five 
minutes, a ring with a two-mile radius had 
been formed around Crane Industries. Nobody would be able to get in or out without 
authorization. Every street was closed, and 
buses and trains were brought to a standstill.

A few staff members were surprised to 
see Crane’s grandson running bare-chested 
through the offices. A couple of the security 
guards got up from behind the main reception desk.

Jason turned and looked at them. “The 
police are coming in. We’ve had an intruder 
again. Put your guns down!” he shouted.

The guards looked at each other. They 
could see the flashing blue lights approaching. 
Jason burst through the large glass doors of 
the entrance and beckoned the approaching 
convoy of police cars, armed response teams, 
and army personnel trucks full of troops. Following behind them were three or four black 
Range Rovers with Infinity, MI5, and MI6 
officers, trailed by two ambulances.

Twenty-two members of the SAS—dressed 
in black body armour, their faces almost completely obscured by black helmets, goggles, 
and facemasks—headed towards Jason. He 
would normally smile at the sight of them as 
it was his ambition to join them when he was 
older, but right now Scott was on his mind.

Sarah was following them and she ran up 
to Jason, closely followed by Lil.

“Did you say Scott was shot?” Sarah asked.

“Yes, in the leg. Get the paramedics, and 
quick. He’s losing blood,” Jason said.

The armed police ran in first, followed by 
the army. They stopped in the large reception 
area and seemed unsure what to do next. Jason saw this, swore under his breath, and ran 
back in.

Jason addressed the soldiers first. “There’s 
an underground tunnel. Take some men and 
see if you can find an exit somewhere outside.” He pointed at the armed police. “You 
guys follow me.”

They were standing with open mouths, 
looking bewildered. This blond boy, covered 
in blood and wearing just his running shorts, 
was giving orders. At first, they seemed unsure who was in charge.

“You heard him. He’s one of us. Move,” 
Sarah barked. She pulled out her pistol and 
ran after Jason.

“Lil. Get the paramedics to follow us, and 
quick!” Jason shouted back.

Jason ran to the security office, followed 
by Sarah and twenty armed police officers. 
Lil, with four paramedics, wasn’t far behind. 
The basement room was quiet. The laboratory technicians had started to leave and make 
their way up the stairs.

“Arrest these guys,” Jason said.

Sarah looked at the police officers and 
nodded. She had to take a deep breath when 
she saw the number of vials stacked up in the 
laboratory. “Well done, Jason. You managed 
to protect them. How many did SS take?”

“Dunno. Maybe eight or ten,” Jason said. 
He knelt back down next to Scott. “Told you 
I’d be back. The paramedics are right here. 
You’ll be all right now mate.” He held Scott’s 
hand and waited for the paramedics.

The first two paramedics looked at the others who had been shot. They stopped over 
Claire Warner and felt for a pulse.

“Never mind her. Get here. He’s the good 
guy,” Jason said.

They cut Scott’s trousers open, wrapped 
his wound in heavy gauze, and bandaged it 
to prevent further blood loss. Then they gave 
him a saline drip. Jason stood over him, holding it up.

The other two paramedics arrived carrying 
a stretcher, and they placed it next to Scott. 
“Is he being air lifted or coming with us in the 
ambulance?” the female paramedic asked.

“Take him with you. We don’t have time to 
wait for an air ambulance,” Sarah said.

They lifted him onto the stretcher and the 
female paramedic took the saline drip from 
Jason. “The air ambulance landed on the roof 
of the building before we came in,” she said.

“Lil. Go with Scott. Don’t leave his side,” 
Jason said, grabbing Sarah’s pistol. He ran 
back out of the laboratory and forced himself 
up the stairs, running as fast as he could. Sarah told two armed policemen to follow him. 
They ran but couldn’t keep up with his powerful legs.






Chapter TwentyTwo

The door To The rooF was swinging back and 
forth in the strong wind, and Jason could 
hear the roar of a helicopter engine. As he 
emerged, he could just about see Stuart in 
the cockpit and the muscle-bound man at the 
controls. It lifted off. Jason sprinted towards 
it and dived at it, catching a wheel. He swung 
his legs over and held on tight as it roared up 
into the sky. He looked down. The two police 
officers also giving chase had come onto the 
roof just in time to see Jason being whisked 
away.

Within a few minutes, Jason regretted his 
decision. The height was disconcerting, and 
the downdraught of freezing wind smacked 
his bare upper body and legs. He wasn’t sure 
where they were flying to, but he knew he 
wouldn’t be able to stand this temperature 
for much longer and still hang on, and he was 
too far away from the open door to climb in. 
It’s not like the movies.

Below the thundering helicopter, Jason 
saw familiar landmarks like the Post Office 
Tower and the River Thames snaking its way 
through the bustling city of London.

After what seemed like a lifetime, it passed 
over Cobham, an attractive village that was 
still rural, although London was slowly encroaching on it.

The air ambulance flew for another twenty 
minutes towards Brighton before it started to 
descend. He noticed he was over a park at the 
back of a housing estate. There was a canal 
nearby and some overgrown fields. He pulled 
his legs clear of the wheel he was hanging 
on to. When he was about four metres off
the ground, he dropped and ducked down to 
make sure the helicopter didn’t land on him.

He crouched down behind a wheel and 
waited for the engine and rotor to stop. The 
passenger door opened and Stuart stepped 
out, the briefcase in one hand and a gun in 
the other. He scanned the area to ensure no 
one was around, but foolishly he didn’t check 
underneath the helicopter itself. Jason sprang 
from his hiding place, struck down heavily on 
Stuart’s arm, and snatched his gun away. For 
good measure, he followed up with a roundhouse kick and sent his uncle flying across the 
ground.

The muscle-bound man jumped out and 
darted across to help. He assumed a fighting 
stance.

“Are you on something? Dude, if you 
work for Uncle Stewart, he must have told 
you about me. Plus, I’ve got a gun.” Jason 
waved the gun at him and smiled.

“Go ahead. Shoot it. He used up the bullets—it’s empty,” the man sneered back with 
what Jason thought was an American accent.

“Fine. I’m cold and I need to warm up anyway,” Jason said, tossing the gun into the 
canal.

Stuart climbed to his feet. The American 
looked at him and asked, “Do I have your 
permission sir?”

“Go ahead Styles. He lives by the sword. 
It’s only fitting he dies that way, nephew or 
not,” Stuart said. He turned and looked at 
Jason. “I did warn you. Sorry it’s come to this 
dear boy.”

Jason was puzzled by his remark. 
Surely 
they’ve heard of my martial arts skills? The 
man Stuart called Styles took off his jacket and tie before ripping off his shirt. Jason 
studied him. He was well built; his muscles 
seemed to be packed onto more muscle, and 
he had the US Marines logo tattooed on his 
right arm. On his left arm was the American 
flag with the words “In God We Trust” written underneath.

Styles moved forward and threw a kick 
at Jason, who instinctively blocked it and 
stood to one side. Before he could retaliate, 
Styles attacked again with his right leg before 
switching to his left. Jason counter-attacked, 
but Styles blocked his kick, spun around, and 
punched the side of his face, knocking him 
down. Jason jumped to his feet, trying to 
force adrenaline into his system.

Styles pounced forward and threw a barrage of punches. Jason blocked most of them 
and went into defence mode. The blow to 
the side of his face had stunned him; he was 
hurt, and knew he was up against a good opponent. Jason switched techniques and tried 
to counter-attack. He was getting caught in 
the face and body and was unsure how much 
more he could endure. So far, he hadn’t even 
touched Styles.

The landing of a helicopter had brought 
unwanted attention and a crowd had gathered.

“Styles. Let’s do this. We need to move. 
He’s just a bloody kid for goodness’ sake. Put 
him down and let’s get out of here,” Stuart 
said.

“Yes sir. He’s going down now,” Styles 
panted.

Styles hopped on his left leg, jumping forward, and then his right leg shot out. Jason 
blocked it, but the power, weight, and momentum was too much, and he flew backwards. Styles kept hopping forward, his right 
leg shooting out like a piston at its smaller 
and lighter target.

Jason was in unknown territory. He had 
never lost a fight before; no one had ever 
been good enough or fast enough. He drew 
on all of his training, every technique he had 
learned, to try and protect himself. He dove 
to the floor, landed in a push-up position, and 
swung his legs around to sweep Styles’s foot 
away.

Styles was quick. He hopped over Jason’s 
legs and brought the heel of his foot down on 
his head. The blow made Jason’s face smash 
into the cold concrete. Before he could recover, Styles pounced on him and grabbed 
a fistful of his hair. With his other hand, he 
smashed his fist into the side of Jason’s face. 
Again and again, Styles pounded him. Jason 
wrapped his legs around Styles’s neck and 
tried to squeeze with his thighs, but the blows 
were too powerful. After the fourth blow, Jason was knocked unconscious.

Styles climbed off him and rolled him onto 
his back with his foot. He jumped into the 
air and stomped down hard on Jason’s face. 
The blow broke Jason’s nose and three front 
teeth. Styles pulled out a knife from his waistband.

“Hey, he’s had enough. Let him go!” a 
youth’s voice shouted from the gathering 
crowd. “He’s just a kid. They’ve called the 
police.”

“Mind your own goddamn business, unless you want to end up like him,” Styles said.

It was Omar. He stepped forward with five 
of his friends.

“You need to put that knife away and clear 
off Yank. He’s a local kid. I’m not sure what 
he did, but whatever it was, he’s had enough,” 
Omar said.

“Styles. Let’s go,” Stuart said.

Styles moved the knife from his left hand 
to his right and back again. He wanted more 
than ever to kill Jason and prove to Stuart 
how good he was, but after years of military 
training, he also knew to obey orders. He 
tucked the knife back in his pocket. Before 
leaving, he kicked Jason in the ribs, which 
brought him around and made him cough up 
a mouthful of blood.

Stuart and Styles climbed into a Jaguar 
parked on the other side of the street.

“You dead Jason?” Omar said, bending 
down and looking at him. “Holy mother. You 
look like you’ve been run over by a steamroller. Asif, go call an ambulance.”

Jason heard the Jaguar start up. He turned 
his head. “The XR2,” he croaked. “Help me 
up.”

“Probably best you stay put until the paramedics come. You just had the stuffing kicked 
out of you.”

Jason rolled onto his side and forced himself up. He watched the Jaguar pull out and 
speed towards the high street.

Slowly, Jason limped back to the helicopter and climbed through the back door.

“Yeah, good idea Jason. Probably got some 
bandages in there or something,” Omar said, 
following him.

Jason staggered forward and climbed into 
the pilot’s seat. His eyes darted across the instruments. He had only flown a helicopter 
once before. His pilot’s licence was only for 
an aeroplane, but things like that didn’t seem 
to matter now. He was determined to make 
his mission a success. He clicked the red starter and the blades slowly started to rotate.

“Jason man, what you doing? You can’t fly 
this. Turn it off man or you’ll be in a heap of 
trouble,” Omar said, climbing behind him.

Jason turned his head. “If you want to live.” 
He stopped to catch his breath. “Thanks for 
the help, but if you want to live, get off.”

Omar couldn’t describe the look Jason 
gave him, but it frightened him. He wasn’t 
about to argue, so he reluctantly climbed out 
of the helicopter. Omar and his friends stood 
back as the rotor blades increased in speed. 
He was puzzled. Just who was this kid, covered in blood, spitting out his teeth, and now 
about to fly a helicopter?






Chapter TwentyThree

The
helicopTer
liFTed
oFF
The ground. Jason 
concentrated, his eyes darting across the controls, trying to remember everything. It was 
harder than he remembered to level it off, 
and it was much larger than anything he had 
flown before. It took his mind off the pain in 
his body. He felt his gums with his tongue 
where his teeth used to be. He had lost three, 
but it felt like he had lost a lot more.

He wiped his brow, thinking it was sweat, 
and looked horrified when he saw on his 
hand that it was blood. He felt his head; he 
had a large, deep cut.

The helicopter climbed above the trees. 
From here he could see the main road. 
Climbing higher to avoid the power lines, he 
followed the road. From out of nowhere a 
police helicopter appeared on his right. He ignored it and continued. He knew they would 
follow, but they probably thought Stuart was 
still on board.

He passed car after car and kept increasing 
speed. It was a few minutes before he caught 
sight of the Jaguar. He flew higher and noticed a second helicopter, this one a Westland 
Wessex like the one he was flying, with RAF 
colours and front-mounted machine guns.

Jason dropped the helicopter down close 
to the road. It was a reckless move, scaring 
many drivers and causing them to skid to 
a halt. The driver of one car, looking up at 
the helicopter, took his eyes off the road and 
smashed into the back of another car. This 
then caused that car to hit the back of another car. The helicopter cast a shadow as it 
swept forward.

“We’re being followed. Put your foot 
down!” Stuart screamed, straining to see the 
driver in the cockpit. “Good grief. You’ll 
never guess who’s flying it. It’s only bloody 
Jason. No wonder they value him so much—
he’s remarkable.”

Styles floored the accelerator and the Jaguar’s V8 engine roared into life. It was moving at over a hundred miles an hour at times. 
Styles turned off the main road, trying to lose 
his relentless pursuer, and fought to control 
the car on the small country roads.

Jason gave chase and lowered the helicopter further, this time directly on top of the 
Jaguar. The helicopter’s front wheel smashed 
the windscreen, blocking the driver’s view, 
but Styles punched a hole in the glass and 
kept going. Jason took it down again, but this 
time the wheel dented the roof and sent the 
Jaguar hurling towards the side of the road, 
where it veered down a ditch and came to a 
crashing halt.

Jason lowered the helicopter down in the 
middle of the road, its rotor blades just a metre from nearby trees and bushes. Leaves and 
dust flew up into the air, making it difficult 
to see. As soon as it touched down, he ripped 
the flare gun from the side panel, checked it 
was loaded, and jumped out while the rotor 
blades above were still spinning. The police 
and RAF helicopters looked for a safe place 
to land.

He tucked the flare gun into the back of his 
shorts and walked towards the Jaguar. Styles 
was trying to pull Stuart from the wreckage. 
Stuart was dazed and had a cut on his forehead, but he was still clinging to the briefcase.

“You should have let me kill him when I 
had the chance,” Styles spat.

“My foot. It’s stuck,” Stuart said, trying to 
free his right foot.

“I’ll take that,” Jason said, holding his 
hand out for the briefcase.

“Never,” Stuart replied.

“Your car is leaking fuel. You need my 
help. Give it to me and I’ll help you Uncle 
Stewart.”

Stewart looked at Jason and swore. “Finish the little brat off. I’ll try and get my shoe 
off and get free.”

Styles smiled and walked towards Jason. 
“This time you die. I have to admit, you were 
good, but not good enough.” He assumed a 
fighting stance.

“This time you fry,” Jason said. He pulled 
the flare gun from his shorts and fired it at 
Styles. It caught him in the centre of the chest 
and knocked him back against the car. A redhot flame, followed by red smoke, covered 
the screaming man. The fuel caught fire and 
started to spread.

The police and RAF arrived, and three 
more police cars came from the opposite direction. They were confused. It was difficult 
to know what was happening at first.

From within the red cloud of smoke, a 
fourteen-year-old boy—covered in blood, 
wearing just his running shorts—emerged 
carrying a briefcase. The armed response 
team looked on in bewilderment and tried to 
take charge.

Jason turned and looked back at the burning wreckage. The smoke surrounded him, 
and it was being spread around the area by 
the still-spinning rotor blades.

“You flew that?” a police officer asked, 
pointing at the helicopter.

“Take me to the hospital please,” Jason 
said. He held out his hand for support.

The policeman attempted to take the briefcase and help.

“No. That stays with me.” Jason grimaced. 
The pain in his body had started to flare up.

They helped Jason over to the pavement, 
where he sat down with his head tucked 
between his knees. They placed a blanket 
around him. A fire engine and an ambulance 
arrived, followed by two black Range Rovers. He was being helped into the back of the 
ambulance when Sarah climbed in with him.

“I need to speak to him alone for a minute,” Sarah said.

“We need to get him to the hospital. He’s 
suffered a head injury and is losing a lot of 
blood,” the female paramedic said.

“One minute.” Sarah pointed at the back 
doors. “Hurry. I won’t be long.”

Jason was lying on his back on the stretcher, 
still clutching the briefcase. “How’s Scott?” 
he croaked.

“Did they get away with any of the vials 
Jason?” Sarah said matter-of-factly.

“Is he okay?” Jason repeated.

“Jason. I want you to concentrate, and 
then we can get you to the hospital. The vials. 
Did they get away with any?”

“What about Scott? Is he okay?” he asked 
again.

“He’s at the hospital. I haven’t heard anything else, so I assume he’s still breathing. 
Jason. The vials. It’s important. Did they get 
away with any?”

“Lil is too good for you. You don’t actually 
have a heart, do you? Here, take the briefcase. 
It has some vials in it. All the others are back 
at Crane Industries. Is Lord Crane alive?”

Sarah gently took the briefcase from Jason. 
“You mean to say you knew they had these 
in the car, and you still crashed the helicopter 
on them? How irresponsible was that? If they 
had broken, half of London would have been 
killed,” she said, waving her finger at him.

“Thanks for saving the vials Jason and 
completing the mission. I hope you’re not in 
pain,” Jason said sarcastically. He lay back 
and closed his eyes.

“Yes. Well done Jason. I’ll send the paramedics back in.”






Chapter TwentyFour

“peepo.  peepo,”  scoTT said in a high-pitched 
voice.

Jason woke up, but he kept his eyes closed. 

Is Scott talking to me? Then he heard the 

chuckle of Alice, his baby sister. He finally 

opened his eyes and took in his surroundings. 

Scott was in a bed next to him with a drip 

attached to his wrist and his leg heavily bandaged. Scott was pulling the covers on and off

his face, making faces at Alice.

Alice was sat on Mrs. Turner’s lap, Scott’s 

mother. He turned to his right. Brenda smiled 

at him and gently stroked his fringe away 

from his forehead. He noticed he had a drip 

in his arm too.

“Hello Jason. How are you feeling?” Brenda said.

“Um, fine, I think,” Jason said. He tried 

to move. “Ouch! Nope, it hurts everywhere. 

How long have I been out?”

“You look like crap mate,” Scott said.
“Scott. We don’t need that kind of language 

in front of Alice,” Mrs. Turner snapped.
“Hi Snowy,” Jason said, looking at his sister.

Alice smiled at him and waved her hands 

up and down rapidly.

A nurse overheard that Jason was awake 

and came in to check on him. She took his 

temperature and inspected a bag beside his 

bed half full of yellow liquid.

“What’s that?” Jason asked.

“It’s your urine Jason. We fitted a catheter. 

You were dehydrated and lost a lot of blood 

before the doctors could operate. It was fitted 

then.”

Jason moved his hand to his groin. “Oh. 

How long have I got to have that?” he asked, 

looking embarrassed.

The nurse smiled. “Just until the doctor 

says.”

“Yeah. So you can’t, you know . . .” Scott 

said before his mum tapped him on the shoulder.

“We don’t need to hear that. Both of you 

are lucky to be alive,” Mrs. Turner said.
The nurse left. Jason looked at Brenda and 

asked, “Where’s Dad?”

“He went for some fresh air with Dr. Turner. They will be back in a minute,” Brenda 

said.

Moments later, Scott’s father, Dr. Turner, 

and Raymond Steed walked into the room. 

Scott and Jason had been given a joint room 

at the London Military Hospital.

“Hey Dad,” Jason said.

Raymond strolled towards his son, bent 

down, and kissed his forehead. “Well, here 

you are again. This time Scott gets shot and 

you, well, you nearly died. Again. Look at 

the state of you.”

“How bad is it?” Jason asked, looking at 

Dr. Turner.

“You’ll need surgery on your broken nose. 

I’ll fix that,” Dr. Turner said. “And I know 

a cosmetic dentist who can replace the teeth 

you lost with crowns. He’s making them as 

we speak. Your head has twelve stitches in it 
and your ankle has over forty stitches. Don’t 
worry though. I did them, so they won’t scar. 
You have three cracked ribs and you dislocated your left index finger. And your fractured 
eye socket should heal—they will check your 
eyesight later.” He briefly examined Jason’s 

pupils with a small torch.

Both boys stayed in hospital for another 

six days. Scott’s wound was quite severe. His 

quad muscle and tendons were damaged, and 

they were still unsure as to whether he would 

end up with a permanent limp. Only time 

would tell.

Jason’s body recovered quicker. He refused 

to allow Princess Catherine to visit him until his teeth were fixed. Nothing was said 

regarding the mission; Scott and Jason discussed it between themselves but had a lot of 

questions.

On their fifth night in hospital, just after 

nine in the evening, Lil arrived with Quentin 

Roosevelt in his wheelchair. The boys were 

watching TV, and at first they took no notice; 

they were used to nurses coming in and out. 

Lil walked across the room and turned off the 

TV.

“Hey, we were watching that,” Jason said, 
but he immediately broke off when he saw 

Quentin. “Oh, hello sir.”

Scott’s large brown eyes almost popped 

out of his head. He didn’t think Quentin ever 

left the school in Istanbul, let alone travel to 

London.

“Jason. Scott. I won’t ask how you are as 

I have read your medical reports. I wanted to 

handle the debrief myself, considering what 

happened. Plus I was here anyway on the 

third floor for a minor operation. However, I 

need to know the facts,” Quentin said.
Jason nodded.

“I got the report from Lil and Sarah, but 

we have some gaps and I need them filling.”
“Gaps? We told Infinity everything. We 

didn’t leave anything out,” Scott said.
“Really? Then explain to me why Jason 

fired a flare gun at SS’s bodyguard.”

“To kill him,” Jason said matter-of-factly.
“But you knew the Jaguar was leaking 

fuel, and so was the helicopter. I presume you 

also knew they had the vials. Wasn’t that irresponsible Jason?”

“What was I supposed to do?”

“Good god boy. You’re one of the world’s 

greatest martial arts experts. Why not do 

what you normally do?”

“He was better than me. He almost killed 

me. I tried earlier, and he left me half dead.” 

He started to get annoyed by the questions. 

“You weren’t there. You don’t know what 

happened. This wasn’t from the helicopter 

crash—it was from him. He kicked my head 

in, literally. Sorry I lost. I’ll train harder so 

it doesn’t happen again. I’m not perfect. He 

was amazing and untouchable.”

Quentin picked up on Jason’s tone. “Okay, 

okay, sorry Jason. I truly am sorry. It’s just 

unusual for you, that’s all.”

“If I had tried to fight him again, he would 

have killed me, and him and Uncle Stewart 

would have got away with the vials of XR2. 

Wong Tong told me that I would one day 

come up against a better opponent, and that 

was the day.”

Quentin nodded and made some notes. He 

continued to question the boys and eventually thanked them for the great job they had 

done. They had recovered all the XR2, and 

they were pretty sure Lord Crane knew nothing about it.

“I thought he was too nice to do that. I 

quite liked him. Shame he never got to meet 

his real grandson,” Jason said.

“He’s not dead Jason,” Lil said. “He won’t 

walk again—the bullet shattered his spine—

but he’s very much alive. He’s fully cooperated with the police. James and Claire Warner 

were following the orders of Miss Goodfellow. She was the one behind it. James had it 

packed in Fireworks and gave it to the Kagari 

islanders. Fortunately, those three and Stewart all died.”

“Regarding Stewart Steed,” Quentin said, 

“in your report you said his foot was stuck in 

the car when the fire started. You ran in and 

grabbed the briefcase while he was trying to 

free himself.”

“Yes. He dropped it to try and free himself,” Jason said.

Scott looked at Jason and his eyes narrowed slightly.

“Well, I’ll let you boys get back to your 

TV program, and thanks again for a job well 

done. Although, we don’t like having our junior agents end up in hospital,” Quentin said.
“Agents?” Scott said.

“Yes Scott. You proved yourself and completed a mission with Jason. As well as working in our intelligence department, you are 
now officially an agent with experience in the 

field. Well done.”

Scott and Jason smiled at each other. Scott 

was delighted to be called an agent.

Just as Lil and Quentin were leaving, Quentin stopped his wheelchair and turned back. 

“Oh, just one thing Scott. Why did you call 

yourself Peter Ennis?”

“Oh, I didn’t. Jason came up with the 

name. Why?” Scott said.

Jason started roaring with laughter. He 

laughed so much he had to hold his ribs. 

“Oh, it hurts when I laugh. Ha! That was 

awesome, and Scott’s big brain still hasn’t 

worked it out.”

“Worked what out?” Scott asked.

All eyes fell on Jason. He pulled his bed 

sheet off, still laughing to himself. He climbed 

out of bed and got something from his drawer. “Here.” He waved the ID badge Scott was 

given at Crane Industries and slipped it over 

Scott’s neck for Lil and Quentin to see.
“Oh Jason. How could you do that to your 

friend?” Lil said.

Quentin smiled. “Junior agents. You can’t 

live with them and you can’t live without 

them, especially you two boys. That was cruel Jason. Funny, but cruel.”

“What?” Scott said. As they left, he looked 

at his name badge. Written across the front 

was the name “P. Ennis.”

Scott frowned. “Jason you little toad. I was 

going around Crane Industries with ‘penis’ 

written on my ID.”

“Ha! I know. Classic. You always were a 

bit of a willy.”

Scott saw the funny side but swore revenge 

on his friend.

Raymond arrived to collect Jason the next 

morning. Scott’s parents were already in the 

room, helping Scott get dressed. For now, he 

had to walk with crutches.

“Good morning Mrs. Turner, Dr. Turner. 

Hi boys,” Raymond said.

“Ah, Raymond. I bet you’ll be glad to get 

him home,” Dr. Turner said. “Can you please 

lock him up to prevent him from being blown 

apart? I can deal with his injuries but now 

Scott’s getting injured too.” He sighed.
“Dad, I’m fine,” Scott said, trying to stand 

up with his crutches. “This wasn’t Jason’s 

fault.”

“I’m sorry to hear about your uncle, Raymond. I know he followed the wrong path, 
but he was still family. Will you have a funer

al?” Mrs. Turner asked.

“No. They didn’t recover anything from 

the wreckage. The helicopter’s fuel mixed 

with the car’s. Cremated him and the bodyguard on the spot,” Raymond said.

Jason looked away and pulled on his socks. 

When he looked up, he saw Scott looking at 

him. He tried to pretend he hadn’t noticed 

and ignore him.

“Mum. Dad. Can you wait in the car for 

a minute? I’ll come out with Jason and Mr. 

Steed. I just need to ask something,” Scott 

said.

Scott’s parents looked at him and nodded. 

They left the boys with Raymond and walked 

out to their car.

Jason put on his shoes, purposely taking 

his time to tie the laces, trying to avoid eye 

contact with Scott.

“Okay Scott, spit it out. What was it you 

wanted to say? You boys can tell me anything—I was fourteen once,” Raymond said.
“It’s not me who has something to say, is it 

Jason?” Scott said, looking at his friend.
Jason sighed. “Having a smart friend is a 

pain sometimes. I wasn’t ready to say anything yet.”

“You lied to everyone about what happened.”

Jason stood up. “No. I never lied to you 

or my dad. I would never lie to you two. 

Dad knows why I wouldn’t lie to him. And, 

well, lying to you Scott would be like lying 

to myself. Besides, you’re so smart it would 

make no difference anyway, and I don’t want 

any secrets between us. We tell each other 

everything.”

Raymond sat down on Scott’s bed. He 

looked at Jason and raised his eyebrows.
“The statement I gave Infinity,” Jason said, 

“wasn’t exactly the whole truth. I shot Styles 

with the flare gun. He was thrown back and 

the car started burning. I had no choice. I 

knew I couldn’t fight him. Even if I was fit, 

he would have beaten me, and I was already 

injured. The red smoke from the flare was 

everywhere. I ran through it and got hold of 

the briefcase.

“Uncle Stewart was holding it tight and 

gave me his other hand. So, I pulled Uncle 

Stewart out of the car and he passed me the 

briefcase. I couldn’t see a thing. He shouted 

at me, telling me to get away before it blew. I 
went one way and I think he went the other. 

But you knew that already, didn’t you Scott?”
“I was ninety percent sure,” Scott said.
“Did you see him again?” Raymond asked.
“No. And I really didn’t care to after he 

told Styles to finish me off. I was just glad to 

stop him taking the XR2,” Jason said.
“So, what will do you if he shows up again, 

trading weapons?” Scott said.

Jason shrugged. “I dunno. I hope he will 

think himself lucky to be alive. Maybe he will 

finally retire somewhere.”






Chapter TwentyFive

TWo days laTer, Jason’s TeeTh were fixed. He 
was pleased he could eat and talk properly 
again. He took Alice out for a walk in the 
pram, which gave Brenda and Dad a break, 
and he liked spending time with her as long 
as he didn’t have to change her nappy.

Jason walked a few blocks from his home 
to the park. He gazed up at the sky and 
watched a plane slowly curve out of sight.

On the plane, in first class, an elderly man 
was reading the Times. He glanced out of 
the window and looked at the city of London below him. Now on his way to Florida, 
this would be the last time he would see London or Great Britain. He licked his thumb 
and forefinger before twirling his handlebar 
moustache.

He took a large swig of his gin and tonic 
and reflected on his life. Retirement in Florida now seemed like the best option. He had 
come too close to death and his nephew had 
once again spoiled his plans. It seemed the 
best solution all round.

Jason looked back down and smiled at 
Alice as he entered the park, away from the 
noise, dust, and diesel fumes of the city, unaware he was being watched. It was much 
harder to push the pram on the wet grass. 
The colourful plastic animals filled with 
beads, strung across the front of the pram, 
rattled as it bounced. Alice swiped them to 
make them rattle more. Jason stopped by 
a concrete bench and sat down, pulling the 
pram towards him.

“When you’re older Snowy, I’ll bring you 
here and push you on the swings like them.” 
He pointed at some children being pushed 
on the swings by their parents. She smiled at 
him and continued to suck on her finger and 
swipe at the rattling animals.

“Snowy, can’t you see I’m in misery . . .” 
Jason started singing a song from Grease, 
changing the name from Sandy to Snowy. 
The song was currently top in the UK charts, 
and he’d heard it again that morning while 
having breakfast.

He stopped singing abruptly when he saw a 
man walking towards them. The man looked 
out of place. He was wearing a midnight-blue 
suit and tie and was heading straight for them. 
His polished black shoes gleamed and seemed 
completely incongruous with the grass. Jason 
sprung to his feet and pushed the pram behind himself.

“This is why I should carry a gun, Snowy,” 
he said.

“Hello Jason. It’s been just over a year. 
How are you?” the suited man asked with an 
American accent.

Jason recognized him. “I forgot your name. 
You work for Dumbasses on Drugs don’t 
you.”

“Max Fisher,” he said, striding forward 
with purpose and shaking Jason’s hand. “The 
DOD is the Department of Defence, but 
you knew that didn’t you. I see you haven’t 
learned any manners. Is this your sister?”

“Yeah. This is Snowy. Well, Alice. But 
Snowy to me because it annoys my dad and 
stepmum,” Jason said, sitting back down.

“Are you just out for a walk with her? 
What happened to your face? Looks like you 
have a black eye.”

Jason studied him. Max was just as he remembered. They had met when he was at the 
US military academy. “Well, spit it out. What 
do you want?”

“I hear you got in a tussle with some arms 
dealers. So, you’ve been doing what you do 
best, no doubt. And you go to a school in Istanbul now? So how many schools have you 
been kicked out of?”

“I asked a question.”

“All in good time Jason. Two schools now? 
Would you like to go back to a US military 
school? I could make it happen.”

Jason paused. Max obviously didn’t know 
about Infinity, so he decided to play along. 
“You could get me back into the academy?” 
he said, forcing a smile.

“Why sure I could. But I need a little info 
first—you know how it works. And I’m sure 
your parents would be happy knowing you’re 
doing well in a military academy. Must be 
stressful having a teen like you coming home 
black and blue, and now they have a new 
baby. Will probably be glad for a break.”

“What do you want me to do?”

Max looked around to check no one was 
watching. He opened a large Manila envelope and pulled out a photograph.

“Styles,” Jason said.

“The mere fact you know his name confirms our intel. Greg Styles to be precise. Retired US marine and navy SEAL. South Dakota karate champion. He was disqualified 
from the Olympic team for using contact—
broke a man’s jaw. US Marines middleweight 
boxing champion for two years solid. His 
wife left him for another guy. She and her 
new boyfriend were found dead, both beaten 
to death. The police are looking for him for 
the double murder.

“Since then, he’s worked as a mercenary, 
mostly in Africa. Styles was Augusto in 
Spain, Jean-Paul in France, and John Smith in 
the UK. He has a different passport for every 
country he visits. No two passport photos 
were the same of course. His hair could be 
blond, black, red, or even shaven bald.

“Recently he’s been working for an arms 
dealer, SS. Yep, your uncle. Now we find out 
an arms deal went wrong. Styles was killed 
and our info says a boy fought with him, flew 
a helicopter, crashed it into the car Styles was 
driving, killed him, and recovered a briefcase.

“The DOD are mighty interested in the 
contents of that briefcase. Now what boy do 
we know who can fight someone at that skill 
level, fly an aircraft, and actually kill Styles? 
So that’s why I’m here Jason. We need to know 
what you recovered from SS and how the hell 
you were involved in all this. You scratch my 
back and I’ll scratch yours.” He stopped and 
swiped one of Alice’s rattles that she had on 
the pram before sitting on the bench.

Jason sat back down, in deep thought. 
“This boy sounds tough, and you think it’s 
me?”

“Come now Jason. You recognized Styles 
from the photo straight away. Don’t fool 
with me now son.”

“I guess I’ll be staying at the school in Istanbul then. I’ve got nothing to say Max.” 
Jason stood up and released the brake on the 
pram. “I better get her home. I’ve been out 
long enough.”

“You’ll be making a big mistake boy. What 
was your involvement in this? Our intel says 
this was big.”

Jason paused and looked at him. “It was 
nice seeing you again, but I’ve got to get 
Snowy home.” He started walking away, 
smiling at Alice. “So Snowy, let’s get home. 
I saw some carrot cake in the fridge with my 
name on it.”

Max studied him. He wasn’t used to someone turning him down. “They have soft 
bones, don’t they? What is she, six months?” 
he said.

Jason turned and wiped his blond fringe 
from his eyes. “What?”

“Babies. At six months, she’ll still have soft 
bones. You have to be careful. Wouldn’t want 
any damage would we. What do you say Jason? How about you tell me what was in the 
briefcase that cost Styles and SS their lives 
and almost killed you to get it.”

“Are you threatening me?”

“Not at all Jason. Just, accidents do happen. I would hate to see something happen to 
her, or you or your father, come to think of 
it,” he sneered.

Jason swore quietly at him as if to prevent 
Alice from hearing. “How dare you threaten 
my sister.”

Max shrugged. “It’s just information. 
Curse at me all you want. What is it you Brits 
say? Sticks and stones can break my bones, 
but words will never hurt me?”

“You had better take back what you said 
about my family getting hurt.”

Max stiffened. He knew he had Jason’s full 
attention. “One way or another, I need that 
information. My country needs it. The choice 
is yours. Just tell us how you were involved 
and what was in it for you, and no harm will 
come to—” He paused. “What is it you call 
her? Snowy? Such a soft, delicate little thing.”

Jason knew he had a temper. He had lost 
it many times and had sometimes gone too 
far. His eyes darkened and adrenaline pulsed 
through his body. He strode towards Max.

“Come now Jason. It’s just inform—” Max 
broke off when he saw Jason’s eyes, like two 
black holes.

Jason threw a kick and the heel of his foot 
smashed into Max’s chest. The powerful blow 
knocked him off his feet and back several metres. He flew backwards, arms flailing, trying 
to grasp at the air as he fell; he looked like 
a bug on its back. The back of his head hit 
the corner of the concrete bench and it made 
a crunching sound. The loud crunch echoed 
across the park.

“You ever threaten my sister again, I’ll kill 
you.” Jason fought to hold himself back. He 
wanted to hurt him. He was willing Max to 
get up so he could kick him again. “She’s a 
tiny baby. How sick are you?”

Max had an emotionless expression and 
stared back at him.

Jason stayed on his toes, rocking from side 
to side. “After all I’ve done for this world 
and your bloody country, you come here and 
threaten my sister?” He swore again at the 
top of his lungs.

Alice started crying, which quickly brought 
Jason back to his senses. He turned and 
walked back to her. His hands shook uncontrollably as he stroked her face. “It’s all right 
Snowy. The nasty man won’t hurt you.” He 
bent down, kissed her forehead, and pushed 
off with the pram. He glanced back. A twisted knot began to form in his stomach. He 
blinked and looked again. The knot grew 
tighter.

Jason slowly pulled Alice’s pram back towards Max. He still had the same look on his 
face. “You okay?” Jason said, willing him to 
answer. He bent down and felt Max’s neck 
for a pulse, and that’s when he saw it. Clear 
cerebrospinal fluid leaking from his nose. 
Thick, dark-red blood dripped from the back 
of his head and started to pool around his 
body.

The colour suddenly drained from Jason’s 
face. He shook uncontrollably and looked 
around. Panic started to set in. I should call 
an ambulance. No, the police—he’s dead. Or 
Infinity. I’ll call them. He took a deep breath 
and took in his surroundings. They were 
alone, and the houses at the edge of the park 
were probably too far for anyone to see them.

He grabbed the pram and started to run. 
He knew there was a phone box nearby. But 
who should I call? In the distance, at the edge 
of the park, a car had stopped and a family were getting out. What if they see Max’s 
body? Among the family members were 
young children. His mind was racing. He 
stopped, turned around, and ran back, trying to run without bumping Alice, who was 
oblivious to her big brother’s angst.

Again, he checked Max’s pulse as if by 
some miracle he would be alive. About six 
metres behind the bench was a horse chestnut 
tree, and surrounding its huge base were laurel bushes. Jason got hold of the dead man’s 
ankles and dragged him back into the laurel 
bushes. He peered over at the family. They 
had gone the other direction and were throwing a ball for their dog.

He checked his watch. Almost four. It 
would be dark in less than an hour. Then it 
finally came to him. “Scott. He’ll know what 
to do,” Jason said to himself.






Chapter TwentySix

Jason’s Face Was WhiTe and covered in sweat 
when he carried the pram with Alice in it 
through the front door. He kicked off his 
shoes and was about to take Alice out, but 
stopped short. I can’t touch her until I clean 
my hands. I just touched a dead person.
He ran into the downstairs bathroom and 
washed his hands.

Brenda came into the hallway and started 
to unbuckle Alice from the pram. “Looks like 
you needed to go as fast as your brother,” she 
said, sniffing her daughter.

“What?” Jason said, coming out of the 
bathroom.
“She needs changing. Looks like you needed to go fast as well. Now you’re being the 
perfect big brother, do you want to change 
her for me?”

“Sure,” he said. He wiped his brow with 
the back of his arm.

Brenda studied him. “What’s wrong Jason?”

“N-Nothing. Why?” He took Alice into 
the living room and pulled out her changing 
mat.

“For one, you are covered in sweat. You’re 
as white as a sheet, and you never volunteer 
to change Alice.”

“Um, I like Alice. Well, love her. She’s my 
sister. I don’t mind helping.” He pulled a face. 
“Oh, it’s a stinky one.”

“Alice? Since when do you call her Alice? 
Here, I’ll do it. You go and sit down. You 
don’t look well Jason,” she said, taking over.

He sat down for the briefest of moments 
and then got up again. “I have to see Scott. 
I’ll have dinner at his place. Bye Brenda. Love 
you,” he said.

He went into the hallway to put his shoes 
back on. Brenda had her hands full with a 
wriggling Alice and a dirty nappy. She knew 
something was troubling him. He had never 
said he loved her before.

*

Jason ran to Scott’s house. It took him just under five minutes and he let himself in through 
the back door. Mrs. Turner was ironing.

“Hi Mrs. Turner. Is he in his room?” Jason 
said, kicking off his shoes.

“Oh, hello Jason. Yes, go on up,” Mrs. 
Turner said, even though he was already 
pounding up the stairs.

He knocked on the door.

“Come in Jase,” a voice called.

Jason opened the door. “How did you 
know it was me?”

“Who else would run up the stairs like 
that,” Scott said. He was lying on his bed, 
reading a thick book called Science and Technology.

Jason closed the door behind himself, and 
Scott continued looking at his book.

“Are you staying for dinner?” Scott asked.

“He threatened Snowy,” Jason said quietly.

Scott turned and immediately jumped off
his bed and stood in front of Jason. He tilted his head slightly, looking intently with his 
large brown eyes. “Who threatened her?” he 
asked, placing a hand on Jason’s shoulder.

Jason’s eyes welled up with tears. He 
opened his mouth to say something, but 
nothing came out.

“Jase mate. Is she all right?”

Jason nodded and wiped his nose with the 
back of his hand. “He threatened her. Said 
her bones could break easily. And he threatened my dad.” He suddenly looked younger 
than his fourteen years. His bottom lip quivered and his face had lost all its colour. “I lost 
my temper.”

Scott took a deep breath and nodded. He 
knew what was coming next. “Don’t worry 
mate. Infinity will have your back. How bad 
did you hurt this person?”

“I think he’s dead.” Jason paused. “No, he 
is dead. I only kicked him once. His head hit 
the bench.”

Scott nodded again and put both of his 
hands on Jason’s shoulders. “I’ll help you. 
What happened?”

Jason let out a breath. It was like an enormous weight had suddenly been lifted off
him. He had finally told someone, and now 
the problem didn’t seem so bad. He sat on 
the bed with Scott and explained what happened. All was going well until he told him 
he’d hid the body in the bushes. Scott got up 
and started pacing back and forth. He went 
quiet and was in deep thought.

“I know it won’t help saying this Jase, but 
this is bad. This could change everything,” 
Scott said.

“I know, but will you help me?” Jason 
pleaded.

Scott nodded. He stopped pacing and 
looked out of his bedroom window. His father had arrived, and he was parking his car.

“We’re gonna have to tell a heap of lies 
now,” Scott said, with a few swear words 
thrown in. It was unusual for Scott to swear, 
but even he was nervous now. “Who else 
knows he met you?”

“No one. Well, I guess the Department 
of Defence knew he was going to contact 
me, but it was pure chance that I went out 
with Snowy. I would normally just push her 
around the grounds of my house. He must 
have been watching my house and saw me 
leave,” Jason said.

Scott nodded. “It’s a huge risk. And if you 
go down, I go down with you. You could get 
charged with manslaughter, and me as an accessory, but I know you would do anything 
for me, so let’s go.” They gave each other a 
brief hug and went downstairs.

Dr. Turner had just arrived. “Hello boys,” 
he said, ruffling Scott’s hair.

“Hey Dad, I gotta love you and leave you. 
Sorry. Mum, I’m going to Jason’s for dinner,” 
Scott said.

Dr. Turner stood in their path and took Jason’s chin in his hand. “How are your new 
teeth, Jason? Give us a smile.”

Jason smiled and let Dr. Turner see his new 
teeth and then examine the bridge of his nose.

“You boys heal fast, but please be more 
careful in the future. I can’t fix you if you end 
up dead,” Dr. Turner said.

“I will Dr. Turner. Bye Mrs. Turner,” Jason said, forcing his feet into his shoes. When 
they were outside, Jason looked at Scott. 
“Manslaughter?”

“Probably Jase. You’re the British under-sixteen karate champion, so you would 
have trouble getting off if he’s dead. You can’t 
really claim self-defence, can you?” Scott 
said.

Jason stopped, looked at Scott, and nodded. “You better go home. If we get caught, 
you’ll go down as well,” he said glumly.

“There’s more chance you won’t get caught 
if I help, so come on.” Scott walked ahead.

“Where are we going?”

“Your house.”

They jogged to Jason’s house. The small 
run had almost killed Scott, and he arrived 
red-faced and out of breath. Brenda was 
bathing Alice. Mrs. Beeton, the housekeeper, 
asked if Scott was staying for dinner. Jason 
was going to reply yes, but Scott interrupted 
and politely declined.

He made Jason get his pocketknife and 
coat. Before they left, Scott phoned his mum 
out of earshot of Brenda and told her he was 
staying with Jason for the night. Just as he 
placed the phone down, Brenda came in.

“Hello Scott. You look a bit better now, 
Jason. Are you feeling better?” Brenda said, 
passing over Alice.

Scott smiled. “Hi Brenda. Hi Snowy.”

“Yeah, I’m better now thanks,” Jason said. 
He kissed Alice’s cheek.

“Are you staying for dinner Scott?” Brenda asked.

“Thanks, but no. Didn’t Jason tell you he’s 
staying with me tonight?” Scott said. “We 
were just getting his toothbrush and stuff and 
then we’re off.”

“No. But you seem to have made him feel 
better. You looked quite ill earlier Jason. You 
both be good for Scott’s mum,” Brenda said, 
taking Alice back.

Jason nodded and left with Scott, grabbing 
his coat on the way out.

“You should be a spy, Scott. You can lie so 
naturally,” Jason said.

“I haven’t lied to anyone,” Scott snapped.

“Ha! If telling lies was a job, you’d be a billionaire. You told your parents you’re staying 
at my house and just told Brenda I’m staying 
at yours.”

“You need to pay better attention. I told 
Brenda you were staying with me, and I told 
my parents I’m staying with you. I never said 
we were staying at your or my house.”

Jason paused and thought for a minute. “I 
hate having a smart ass for a best friend,” he 
said.

They walked to the park together and 
went to the main entrance. Scott stopped and 
looked up and down the street. A few cars 
were parked, mostly belonging to residents.

“If I was a gambling guy, my money would 
be on the yellow Ford Cortina,” Scott said, 
nodding in its direction.

Jason looked at where Scott was gesturing. 
Parked across the road from the park was a 
yellow Ford.

“What about it? You want me to steal it? 
Put the body in the back?” Jason asked.

Scott ignored him and carried on into the 
park. Jason caught up with him. They walked 
to the bench and Scott noticed the thick pool 
of dark-red blood on the corner. Both boys 
checked no one was looking. It was dusk 
now, so soon the area would be smothered in 
darkness. Jason went ahead and peered behind the bushes. Max Fisher’s body lay lifeless.

“Check his pockets for car keys. I don’t 
want to touch him,” Scott said.

“He might not have a car,” Jason said. He 
bent down and felt Max’s pockets. In one of 
the pockets, he felt a lump. He put his hand 
in and pulled out a set of car keys.

“How did you know he had a car?”

“’Cause I’m smart,” Scott said. His eyes 
were darting around. He was terrified they 
were being watched.

“Scott Turner, sometimes you can be too 
clever for your own good. How?”

“Let’s go.” Scott walked away, tugging Jason with him. “It’s obvious he was watching 
you at your house. He wouldn’t be standing 
around, so of course he would have a car. 
Does it say Ford on the key?”

Jason looked at them again. “I was hoping it would say British Leyland or something 
else, but you’re right again.”

They walked back to the gate of the park 
entrance. It was connected to a black iron 
fence which surrounded the whole park. Next 
to the pedestrian gate was a double gate used 
for council vehicles that needed access to the 
park for maintenance work. It had a chain 
around the centre with a padlock.

“Can you pick it?” Scott asked.

Jason took out his pocketknife and knelt 
down. His tongue was sticking out of the 
side of his mouth while he concentrated on 
the padlock. The chain fell to the floor in less 
than thirty seconds.

“Now let’s see if I’m right about the car. 
It’s a new model. Probably just a few months 
old and the sort of car rental companies use,” 
Scott said.






Chapter TwentySeven

They Walked along The pavemenT. Their heads 
were straight, but their eyes darted from left 
to right to check they weren’t being watched. 
Jason walked to the driver’s side of the yellow 
Ford and tried the key. The door opened. He 
jumped in and opened the passenger door for 
Scott.

“Can you drive it?” Scott asked.
Jason brought the seat as far forward as he 
could and raised it as high as it would go. He 
pulled off his coat, folded it, and sat on it to 
make himself look taller. “I think so. It’s dark 
now so we won’t be seen.” He started the engine. They sat there for a moment, looking 
around. No one had seen them. Jason pushed 
down the clutch with his toes and put the car 
into first gear. Gingerly, he released the clutch 
and applied the throttle. It lurched forward 
and they were off. Second gear was a crunch, 
but third was smoother.

They drove around the block and returned 
to the unlocked gate. Jason slowed down, 
turned off the lights, and drove into the park.

“Faster. We need to move fast now and get 
out of here. If someone sees a car in here at 
this time, they’ll call the police,” Scott said.

Jason put his foot down. Although he had 
a pilot’s licence, he wasn’t allowed to drive a 
car. He had driven on other missions and had 
received driving lessons at Infinity but driving in London would be an experience that 
would terrify him.

The car slowed down behind the bench 
and skidded to a stop. Rather than use the 
brakes, which would turn on the brake lights, 
Jason used the handbrake.

Both boys jumped out and Scott opened 
the boot. Jason grabbed Max Fisher’s ankles 
and started to drag his body to the back of the 
car. Scott surveyed the area to check no one 
was approaching or watching. Jason tried to 
pick Max up by his shoulders, but his dead 
weight was too much for him.

“Help me Scott,” Jason grunted.

“Um. Get his wallet,” Scott said.

Jason searched Max’s pockets, found the 

wallet, and passed it to Scott. He bent down 
to pick Max up again and looked up at Scott, 
who took a step back.

“Scott?” Jason said.
Scott grimaced. “Um. Can you do it Jase? 
Your strong enough. Build up your adrenaline or something.”

“He’s too heavy.”
“But he’s dead. I can’t touch something 
dead.”

“Scott!”

“Someone’s coming. Quick Jase,” Scott 
lied.

Jason bent down, slid his hands under
Max’s arms from behind, grunted, and lifted with his legs. He managed to get the
body up to the edge of the car boot. Scott
swore under his breath and used his foot to
help Jason lift the body over the edge. They
shut the lid.

Jason looked around. “Which way did
they go?”

“Let’s go,” Scott said, climbing back into
the car.

Jason stopped and looked around. He 
couldn’t see or hear anyone. He climbed into 
the driver’s seat. “There wasn’t anyone was 
there? You just didn’t want to touch Max and 
knew it would make me lift him myself.”

Scott smiled. “It worked.”

“Wimp.”

“Murderer.”

Both boys looked at each other and, after 
a second, started to laugh. Jason started the 
car. They left the park and drove back onto 
the street.

“Where’re we going?” Jason asked.

“South. Follow A23. We’re going down towards Brighton. We’ll dump him in the sea,” 
Scott said.

“Brighton? That’s a two-hour drive. It 
would be easier to just torch the car somewhere. That’s a big risk driving that far.”

“Cars have identification numbers engraved on the chassis. They will trace it back 
to the rental company, who will trace it back 
to the missing US agent who was watching 
you. That’s a risk we need to avoid.”

Jason opened his mouth to argue. He still 
thought his idea was better, but knew Scott 
was smarter than him, and if he was going to 
get away with dumping a body, it would be 
best to do it with the help of someone with 
one of the highest IQs in the country.

Jason’s thoughts turned to fear when he 
saw that a police car was following him. “A 
police car is following us,” he said, checking 
his speed.

“No. A police car is behind us. Carry on as 
normal,” Scott said.

Jason was already concentrating as hard 
as he could. His knuckles became white as 
he clenched the steering wheel. For another 
mile, through three sets of traffic lights and 
a roundabout, the police car stayed behind 
them. Finally, it turned off the road.

Jason sighed. “It’s gone.”

“Good. Now try and relax mate. We will 
be out of London soon and it will be quieter,” 
Scott said.

They continued for another hour. As they 
approached Brighton, Scott instructed Jason 
to turn left and follow the coastal road east. 
Scott was sitting on the edge of his seat, looking for something. After another three miles, 
they reached the sleepy village of Peacehaven.
“There, look. Pull over there,” Scott said.

Jason slowed down and parked next to 
three small, upturned rowing boats. Among 
them were some lobster pots and fishing nets.

“How did you know about this place?” Jason asked.

“There are thousands of places like this 
all-around Britain. These boats probably belong to locals who go out fishing or try to 
catch crab or lobsters as a hobby,” Scott said, 
climbing out. “Wow it’s cold out here.”

Jason checked the boats. He went for a 
small, white fibreglass one. It was no more 
than four metres in length, but he thought it 
would be lighter and easier to carry down to 
the shore some twenty metres away. Together 
they dragged the boat down to the sea.

Jason checked the oars. “How far out are 
we going?”

“Depends on if we can find an anchor,” 
Scott said.

They went back to the other boats. Scott 
found what he was looking for: a home-made 
anchor. It was crudely made from a lump of 
concrete and had a rope attached. It looked 
like it had been moulded in a bucket, but it 
would still do what Scott wanted.

“You get the body. I’ll take this,” Scott 
said.

Jason nodded. He opened the boot and 
struggled to pull Max out. He knew Scott 
wouldn’t help, and it took all his effort. He 
dragged the body down the pebble beach and 
slumped it into the boat.

They took off their shoes and socks and 
pushed the boat out into the sea. Scott climbed 
in as soon as the water was knee-deep. Jason 
kept going, pushing the boat all the way out 
to the breakers. The water was almost up to 
his chest. He pulled himself up, clambered in, 
and placed the oars in the oarlocks.

“You’re soaked,” Scott said.

“Really? I hadn’t noticed. I wondered why 
I was bloody freezing,” Jason snapped, shaking his head.

Jason started rowing out to sea. Once they 
had got some distance away from the shore, 
the going got easier, although it was quite 
choppy. The small boat was getting bounced 
around by the waves. Occasionally, a wave 
would smash against the side and cover the 
boys in a spray of salty, freezing water. Scott 
tied the makeshift anchor around Max’s leg. 
When he was confident it was tight enough, 
he looked at his watch.

“It’s half past nine, so we shouldn’t be disturbed now. Keep going as far as you can and 
then we can dump him,” Scott said.

“We’ll be in France at this rate,” Jason 
panted. He was cold but was working hard 
to keep his body warm. “What do we do 
with the car?”

“I think we should drive back to London 
and torch it there. Maybe north of the river. 
Make it look like joy riders stole it and burnt 
it out. That way no one will guess it’s been 
here by the sea.”

Jason nodded and kept going. His back 
was aching, his hands were forming blisters, 
and he was exhausted. The event had taken a 
physical toll on his body. Regardless, he gritted his teeth and kept going.

Eventually, they both agreed on a spot 
about two miles away from the shore. They 
could only just make out the streetlights of 
Peacehaven. Any further and they could lose 
their sense of direction and put themselves in 
a perilous position.

Jason lifted Max’s head to the edge and 
Scott sat on the other side to prevent the 
boat from tipping. Slowly, Jason rolled Max 
into the dark, murky depths of the English 
Channel. He lifted the concrete anchor and 
dropped it over the side, which took the body 
down and out of sight.

“Sorry you died Max. But you won’t 
threaten my little sister again now will you,” 
Jason said.

“Are you sorry?” Scott asked.

Jason sat back down, put the oars back in, 
and nodded. “Of course. I didn’t want to kill 
him. I just kicked him for threatening to hurt 
Snowy and Dad.”

“I was hoping you would say that. Do you 
want me to row back?”

“I’ll do it. I’m still wet and cold and I need 
to keep warm.”

It took nearly three hours to get back to 
shore against the outgoing tide and southerly wind. Jason was exhausted, almost to the 
point of collapsing, when they got back. He 
dragged the boat back up to where they had 
found it.

Once in the car, they put their socks and 
shoes back on and set off. It was now early morning. Jason drove for an hour before 
pulling over just outside London. Scott was 
asleep. When the car stopped, he woke up 
and took in his surroundings.

“Why did we stop?” Scott yawned.

“I can’t keep my eyes open. I can’t drive 
anymore,” Jason said, rubbing his eyes with 
the back of his hands.

“Do you know where we are?”

They climbed out of the car. Scott relieved 
himself on the front wheel.

“Purley is half a mile away,” Jason yawned.

“So, a little bit south of Croydon,” Scott 
said, zipping himself up. He looked at Jason. 
“You look wrecked mate. Do you think you 
can drive another five minutes—get us into 
Croydon?”

Jason nodded. He looked up at the blanket of stars that covered them before climbing back in. “We’ve got less than a quarter 
fuel left. We’ll never make it north of the river 
now.”

He started the car and they continued 
north. Scott looked around for a place to 
stop. He was giving Jason directions when he 
noticed some high-rise buildings. Eventually, 
he pointed at a small patch of waste ground 
which looked like it had been used for fly-tipping.

Jason got the car cigarette lighter and 
opened the windows. Scott plucked the money out of Max’s wallet, put it in his pocket, 
and discarded the wallet on the back seat. 
He rolled up part of Max’s newspaper and 
pushed it into the fuel filler.

“Go. I’ll catch you up,” Jason said.

Scott took off towards the housing estate. 
When he was fifty metres away, Jason lit the 
roll of paper in the fuel filler and ran after 
Scott. Jason’s shadow caught up with Scott 
before he did. The car was suddenly ablaze, 
lighting up the whole area.

Scott wasn’t sure where he was going, 
but he knew it would be harder to find two 
teenage boys in a housing estate; although, it 
wasn’t the sort of place either of them would 
venture into at this hour. They eventually 
managed to catch an early bus at four in the 
morning and they got back to Jason’s house 
just after five. They crept in through the back 
door and collapsed on the sofa, only to be 
woken just after seven by Brenda, who had 
got up early to feed Alice.

Jason suggested they go to his room to get 
a change of clothes.

“I hope we are friends until we die. Thanks 
Scott. If it wasn’t for you I—” Jason broke off. 
He was still tired and emotionally drained. 
He was brimming with emotion and could 
say no more.

Scott used the back of his finger to wipe a 
tear from Jason’s face. “It was nothing mate. 
I would do it all over again. Just try not to 
kill someone again. Besides, if we’re friends 
until we die, we can still be friends as ghosts 
and go and haunt people. I wonder if you can 
peek in a girl’s room if you’re a ghost.”






Chapter TwentyEight

Jason
and scoTT
Travelled
To Scotland for 
two days and stayed at Jason’s gran’s cottage. 
Both boys had to sleep in the living room as 
Scott’s girlfriend, Erica, was using the spare 
room. Jason noticed a change in Scott when 
he was with Erica; he acted more mature 
than he normally would. The couple had pet 
names for each other, and it was obvious they 
loved each other. Despite Jason’s gran saying 
they were both too young, they were inseparable whenever Scott visited Scotland.

To give them space, Jason walked the dog 
for hours every day, taking in the rugged 
moorland views and fresh air. It reminded 
him of his late grandfather and his memories 
of visiting him when he was younger.

At his gran’s, Jason was always on his 
best behaviour. He chopped wood for them, 
cleaned the windows, and did various odd 
jobs he thought his grandfather would have 
done if he was still alive. Using his grandfather’s rusted and worn tools made him feel 
part of the family. When staying at your 
grandparent’s you’re always on your best behaviour; that went without saying in Jason’s 
case.

Infinity did release the information on 
Crane’s real grandson, and they were introduced to each other. Jason and Crane’s paths 
would never cross again; although, he still 
kept the clothing he had been given. It was 
the same for Mira; they would never meet 
again.

Mr. Patel was charged with domestic abuse. 
After witnessing Jason fight Styles, Omar decided it was time to stand up to his father. He 
did, and he protected his mum and sister.

*

The day before Jason left for Infinity, he received a box in the mail. He opened it to find 
a gold pocket watch on a gold chain. It looked 
old but in great condition. A letter came with 
it. He sat down, opened it, and read.

Dear Jason,
I doubt you will ever forgive me for 
my actions. I did what I did to protect 
you and your father. As you know, I 
got too involved.

Regardless, you gave me a second 
chance. I have read that they think I 
perished in the car. Thanks to you, I 
will now live out my retirement in a 
country that I won’t mention. Our 
paths will never cross again. This 
watch was my father’s, your great 
grandfather’s. Look after it and please 
look after yourself.

In the book are several names and 
locations of arms dealers. Pass it on 
to your people. The world has seen 
enough death. Take care of your little 
sister and your father for me.

Love, Uncle Stewart xx
Jason flicked through the book and saw the 
names and contact details of various people 
around the world. He gave his dad the letter 
and watch for safekeeping. They never heard 
from Stewart Steed again.

Infinity agents rounded up illegal arms 
dealers using the details in Stewart’s little 
black book.

Jason and Scott returned to Infinity. It 
seemed to Jason like Lord Crane, Max Fisher, 
and the XR2 were all a bad dream—a nightmare he would hope to forget.

Quentin returned to Istanbul. News spread 
that he was ill, but no one quite knew what 
the issue was apart from his eighty plus years 
of living.

Connor, Scott, and Jason were sitting on 
the dormitory room floor playing Monopoly 
when a knock came.

“Come in. It’s not locked dude,” Connor 
shouted.

Slowly, it opened, and Quentin Roosevelt 
was wheeled in by his secretary. All three 
boys jumped to their feet.

Connor blushed. “Hello sir. Didn’t mean 
to call you dude. I thought it was someone 
else.”

“How are you feeling?” Jason asked.

Quentin turned to his secretary. “Please, 
Miss Cramer. I’m sure you have work to do. 
Jason can wheel me back when I’ve spoken 
to them.”

Miss Cramer nodded. “Very well.”

“Sorry Connor, I know it’s yours and Jason’s room, but I need to speak to Jason and 
Scott alone,” Quentin said.

Connor looked disappointed but nodded 
and walked off. He glanced back at Jason. 
His eyes opened wide, looking worried for 
his friend.

“Is it terminal sir?” Scott asked.

Quentin studied the boys and smiled. 
“Please sit boys.”

Both of them sat on Jason’s bed.

“How did you guess?” Quentin asked.

“In London, at the hospital. You said you 
were having an operation on the third floor. 
That’s the cancer ward,” Scott said.

Jason was annoyed with himself that he had
never put two and two together like Scott had.

“I’m having treatment and for now . . . well, 
for now I’m still here, although I am a little 
concerned about something. Does the name 
Max Fisher mean anything to you two?”

Scott’s pale complexion suddenly turned 
even whiter. He looked up at the ceiling and 
shrugged.

Jason, on the other hand, had been given 
interrogation training. He concentrated and 
looked Quentin in the eye. A glance away is a 
tell-tale sign of a lie.

“I have. He was my contact in the US when 
I was at the academy. Are we going to be 
working with them again?” Jason said.

Quentin studied the boys. His eyes narrowed and he nodded. “It seems the US Department of Defence were interested in SS 
and Styles. Apparently they were watching 
you Jason, and now this Max Fisher has vanished. We have close connections to the DOD 
and have a few Infinity agents working there. 
They wanted to know, unofficially of course, 
if you had heard from him.”

Scott shrugged again and so did Jason.

“I see. Well then. He’s simply disappeared—it’s just a coincidence. Although, we 
don’t believe in coincidences at Infinity, do 
we?” Quentin said.

“Maybe someone he arrested in the past 
took him?” Jason said.

“Maybe. And oh, what a stroke of luck 
that you and Scott managed to get a list of 
known arms dealers across the world. Again, 
a coincidence.” Quentin’s eyes gave away his 
knowledge.

Both Jason and Scott glanced at each other 
and swallowed hard.

“Your mission was a huge success. As for 
Fisher, we will never know what happened. 
Have you any idea, Jason?” Quentin asked.

“Wong Tong always said if you fly too 
close to the sun, you will get burnt. I guess 
Fisher was flying too close to something and 
got burnt,” Jason said.

“Too close to something, or someone. Be 
careful boys,” Quentin said. He knew that 
somehow the boys were involved, but never 
said anything. Infinity and the world needed 
them, and they had been sucked into a life 
that would never release its grasp on them.

No more was said regarding Max Fisher; 
Jason had got away with it. Everyone had 
warned him that his temper would get him 
into trouble one day. The US Department 
of Defence were suspicious but could prove 
nothing. They would, however, keep an eye 
on him.

Jason still found making new friends and 
returning to his own life difficult. He buried 
himself in martial arts training and spent time 
with his family and Catherine. He wondered 
what had happened to Mira and her family. 
It was a strange life. A life that was far from 
normal for a fourteen-year-old boy. But then 
again, who could possibly call Jason Steed a 
normal boy?
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