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The only sound in the car was Alexa’s nervous breathing. She was trying to control it but her nerves were getting the better of her even though she knew exactly why she was so nervous. What she was about to do was wrong in so many ways and went against everything she had dedicated her career to. She caught criminals for a living but what she was about to do would make her one. She had been planning this for months, the brutal murder of her best friend Tracey had forced her hand. Alexa and her team had tried to investigate her murder the right way, the way they always did. It hadn’t worked, she had come up against a wall of silence when trying to gather evidence and find witnesses to Tracey’s murder. This was London, how could there be no witnesses. The wall of silence was because of fear - fear of Martin Fenner. He was pure evil. The head of a notorious drug and human trafficking ring who had eluded conviction by eliminating anyone who dared to cross him or act as witness against him. She had reached the end, her desire to see him pay for his crimes outweighed any reasoning that what she was about to do was against the law she would normally uphold. She had to take control. She had to do what she came to do. She opened the car door and stepped out into the empty car park. She collected her rucksack from the passenger seat and started the short walk to the Fenner house.

* * *

Gaining entry to the Fenner house had been simple. The house itself covered a large expanse of land on Forest Lane and had a state of the art alarm system but one of the advantages of locking up criminals for a living was that you also learnt a lot from them. She had bypassed the alarm, picked the lock to the front door and walked into the house with ease. She was now stood in the kitchen that was at the back of the house. It overlooked a large garden which was well looked after and ended with a fence that adjoined the Chigwell golf club. The kitchen itself was large, an American style fridge/freezer in the corner surrounded by bright white units and cupboards. The marble worktop was as black as night with a mottled effect that imitated the night stars. She took a bottle of vodka from the rucksack she had brought with her, placed it on the worktop and started to look for two glasses. She found some in the central kitchen island. She poured two fingers of vodka into the glasses and emptied the contents of a small sachet of white powder into them.

She had finished mixing in the powder as the door bell rang. She took a deep breath, walked to the door in the hallway and opened it.

“Mrs Fenner?” Caterina asked.

“Yes, come in,” Alexa replied.

Alexa had relied upon the fact that Caterina had never met Felicia Fenner. The Sig P320 she was hiding behind her back would have persuaded Caterina into the house if she had resisted but Caterina walked in without any argument.

“I am a bit confused why you asked me to come to your home Mrs Fenner,” Caterina asked. “Is Mr Fenner not happy with my work.”

“No, Caterina, your work is excellent.”

Alexa turned to the two glasses, picked one up and offered it to Caterina.

“Drink?”

“Thank you,” Caterina said as she took the glass from Alexa and drank the contents in one large swallow.

“I am afraid though that I’m not actually Mrs Fenner.”

“But...”

Alexa brought her right hand from behind her back and pointed the Sig at Caterina.

“Bedroom,” Alexa stated as she pushed the Sig into the shoulder of Caterina.

“I’m not going anywhere.”

“You will do exactly as I say. Your drink, as well as being vodka, contains scopolamine. You will do what I ask you to do.”

Alexa could see that Caterina was started to feel the effects of the drug, she would be losing her grip on reality. Alexa told her once more to go to the bedroom, this time she complied. Alexa guided her up the stairs and into the bedroom.

“Remove all your clothes and lie on the bed.”

Caterina did as she was told.

“Why?” slurred Caterina.

“Your employer is a human trafficker, you must know that and from what I know you are his recruiter. Frequent trips abroad, selecting his next batch of innocent women.”

“I ...”

“He also killed a friend of mine, so this is recompense for that and all the other girls lives he has ruined.”

Caterina was becoming even more unsteady as she undressed. Alexa helped her remove her underwear and onto the bed.

“I’m afraid you are a means to an end, think of it as your way out.”

Caterina was on the bed, conscious but no longer in control of her limbs. Alexa made sure she was lay exactly as she needed her then returned to the kitchen, washed the glass and returned it to where she had taken it from.

Alexa looked at the clock, it was now eleven-thirty AM, she had thirty minutes before Felicia Fenner arrived home.
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Alexa had spent weeks shadowing the Fenner’s, mapping their every move, learning their habits. Today was Friday, Martin played golf until twelve noon, had a drink in the nineteenth hole and was normally home by one PM. Felicia, Fenner’s wife went out the same morning and got home at twelve, and hour before her husband returned. She wouldn’t want her husband to know she had been out. The rumours about Martin Fenner’s temper were a badly kept secret, the rumours said that he was a very possessive man who would use his fists when Felicia stepped out of line. It would be more than a beating though if he knew who she was with on her morning out. Alexa had followed her to the flat of a young lady, the ladies name was Jessica, but that didn’t matter. What happened behind those doors played into Alexa’s plan perfectly. When the police came to investigate what was about to happen, they would discover exactly thew same about Felicia that Alexa had and come to the same conclusions.

Alexa went about her work, staging the room with empty vodka bottles. It needed to look like the ladies were having fun. She staged the room and made sure that Caterina’s prints were on the bottle. It was eleven-fifty five when she finished. She heard a car pulling up onto the drive, the home owners wife was back from playing with her girlfriend. She looked out of the window of the bedroom and watched as Felicia got out of her car. Alexa quickly moved downstairs to meet her at the door. Felicia opened the door and let out a squeal as she saw Alexa standing in front of her.

“What the hell are you doing in my house?” Felicia asked.

“I just came to say hello, and frame your husband for your murder.”

Felicia took a step towards her, but was stopped dead in her tracks as Alexa raised the Sig P320 she was still holding in her right hand. Alexa beckoned her into the kitchen. She took the glass from the kitchen worktop that she had readied with vodka and more of the white powder, a smaller dose though than she had administered to Caterina.

“Drink it,” she said as she offered the glass to Felicia.

She refused. Alexa held the gun against her forehead and spoke softly and slowly to Felicia.

“I really don’t care if you don’t, either way this is going to end the same way. You will feel a lot less pain if you drink the vodka.”

Alexa could see the fear in Felicia’s eyes, it was the same fear she saw in Caterina’s eyes minutes ago. She didn’t like to instill fear into people but she had been pushed to her breaking point with the loss of her friend and she had decided to act. Felicia drank the whole glass.

“Upstairs.”

Felicia climbed the stairs, closely followed by Alexa, the pistol pointed at her back. As they reached the landing Alexa beckoned her into the bedroom. Felicia stopped as she turned into the doorway.

“Why is this woman in my bed?” she asked of Alexa.

“Is she dead?”

“No she isn’t dead,” replied Alexa. “Not yet anyway.”

“Who is she?”

“She works for your husband. Organising his tarts. But for now she is your lover.”

“She is drugged just enough so she can’t move for now. That will start wearing off in about twenty five minutes. Just enough time for you to undress and lie with her.”

“Why would I do that?”

“You like women don’t you? You certainly find Jessica very interesting.”

Felicia looked at her, how did she know about Jessica, she had been at pains to make sure no one knew, especially her husband.

Alexa looked straight at Felicia, her blue eyes cold and piercing.

“You will end up on that bed whichever way you choose to do this.”

The small dose of drug in the drink that Felicia had taken was now starting to take effect, she felt dizzy.

“You had the same drug in your drink that poor Caterina has been given,” Alexa explained, pointing at the bed. “You only had a small dose, so it will only last for about twenty minutes and will make you very suggestible. You need to undress now.”

Felicia tried to stop herself but she started to undress.

“Lie on the bed, right up next to Caterina.”

Felicia did as she was told, she lay down with Caterina.

Alexa had work to do. She made sure the window to the bedroom was shut, she wanted to make sure no one in the vicinity of the house heard what was coming next. She spent the time she had left making a sweep of the house to make sure she had left nothing that could be traced back to her and that every window in the house was shut tight.

Now she just had to wait.
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It was seven minutes past one as Alexa heard the car pulling up onto the drive. Martin was a little late, but that shouldn’t matter. The scopolamine was wearing off now and Caterina and Felicia were starting to move on the bed, not enough to ruin her staging but enough that if they ran a toxicology on their blood they wouldn’t find anything but the alcohol.

She waited for Martin to open the front door and then emptied the contents of the Sig into the two ladies on the bed. She was an excellent shot and she wasn’t happy that she was just spraying bullets into the two on the bed, but expert pinpoint shots were not what she needed at this moment. She made sure the bullets hit the women but also sprayed some around the bed and wall to make it look like they had been fired by someone who was angry and couldn’t control themselves. She needed it to appear that Martin Fenner had come home, found his wife and her lover and snapped. This needed to look like a crime of passion. The gun clicked as she emptied the mag. She needed to get out.

The bedroom was at the front of the house, she couldn’t go out the window but she already knew that. She had planned her exit route when she had visited the house the week before when the occupants were at their respective Friday morning pursuits. She dropped the gun in the doorway, the gloves she had put on before entering the hose ensured she didn’t need to worry about prints. She moved quickly to the back of the house where there was another set of stairs that led to the kitchen. Alexa descended them just as she heard the sirens approaching from the main High street. Three minutes she thought before they arrived in the drive, it would be an area car and an Armed Response Vehicle. She had reported the sound of gunshots using a burner phone at one PM. Plenty of time for the local police to arrive and for her to be gone.

She descended the stairs two steps at a time into the kitchen. She quickly moved through the kitchen into the utility room and left by the back door. She ran the length of the perfectly manicured lawn to the fence at the bottom of the garden that adjoined the gold club. She clambered up the fence and over into the grounds of the golf club and found herself in the trees that ran the length of the course that backed onto the houses.

She kept close to the fences, keeping the trees between her and the actual course. She moved slowly to the end where the exit was and exited the golf club onto High Street as the two police cars sped past. She walked slowly back to her car, and got into the drivers seat. As far as she was concerned her plan had worked perfectly.

* * *

Martin looked around him, where had the shots come from.

Upstairs.

He quickly ascended the stairs that led off the marbled floor of the grand entrance hall.

Martin reached the bedroom door as the two police cars slid to a halt on his gravel driveway. At first he was taken by surprise. Felicia and another woman were on the bed in the master bedroom, both covered with blood from the gunshots littering their bodies. He suddenly recognised the other woman, he moved through the doorway to get a closer look. He didn’t even notice the gun that Alexa had discarded on the floor.

Why was Caterina in bed with his wife.

Why were both of them dead.

Who had done this.

“Armed Police.”

The ARV team started clearing the rooms as they moved upstairs. They reached the top of the stairs as Martin came out of the bedroom.

“On your knees.”

“On your knees,” louder this time.

He heard them the second time and dropped to his knees.

“On the floor, face down, hands behind your head, interlock your fingers behind your head.”

Martin did as he was told.

The ARV team moved in and zip tied his hands behind his back.
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Frank Trainer was an old style policeman, he had been in the force for thirty years since he was in his twenties. He had grown weary of all the paperwork and posh graduates coming into the top jobs that had no idea about policing. His current boss was one of those posh graduates. He suddenly realised, as he thought about how much he disliked his boss, that he didn’t know where they were. The office at the end of the room was empty and had been all morning. Just as his mind started to wander, his phone rang.

“Trainer.”

The voice on the phone sounded flustered, it was the rookie on the front desk.

“Reports of shots fired on Forest Lane in Chigwell, ARV and area car have been dispatched.”

Trainer immediately put the phone down and shouted across the open plan office.

“Shots fired, Forest Lane. I want forensics on route and the area sealed off once the ARV team have cleared it. MOVE EVERYONE.”

The officers around the room sprung into action, picking up phones to organise forensics and then moving through the office to their cars to get to the scene. Trust the boss to be out of the office, where the hell was she. Trainer walked to his car, noting the time of the call in his notebook one PM. He knew Forest Lane well. It had been a nice street, full of old money, but over time it had been taken over by bankers, drug dealers and some of the worst east end scum you could imagine.

He started his car and drove out of the station car park, heading up through Barkingside main high street and turning left at the traffic island to take Tomswood Hill. The area car and ARV were already out on patrol and would be coming in from the direction of Epping, past the Chigwell Golf Club and turning right into Forest Lane. They should arrive just before he did. He got to the brow of Tomswood Hill and turned right onto New Forest Lane, he could hear the sirens of the ARV and area car, they were close now. As he crossed over Manor Road onto Forest Lane, he could see the ARV and area car pulling into the house. A minute later he was pulling onto the gravel drive just behind them.

As he got out of his car he could hear the ARV team clearing the rooms and then the distinct sound of them ordering someone to the ground, maybe the killer was still in the house, now that would be convenient. He turned to the two police officers from the area car.

“Don’t let anyone else onto the drive unless they need to be here.”

The two moved into position at the end of the drive.

* * *

Trainer looked up at the house from the driveway. It was an impressive structure, one of the older houses on the street. He also knew exactly whose house it was. It belonged to Martin Fenner, he was well known to the police. His firm was into drugs, prostitution and human trafficking. They had been after him for years but he was clever, he wasn’t a hands on type of crime lord, he kept a distance that allowed him the luxury of always having an alibi. And when they got a bit too close he was ruthless, people had gone missing just as they were about to turn on him.

They had come close about a year ago, Trainers boss had cultivated an informant to the point where she was going to give them information on the next shipment of girls coming in from the eastern block and she said Fenner would be there to meet it. But before the informant had given them the information she was found face down in Fairlop Waters lake. Her tongue had been cut out, an obvious warning to anyone else that might decide to talk to the police. It had hit Trainers boss hard, the informant was only a young girl and his boss felt responsible for her death. They had been working with her for months and against all protocol and advice from her bosses, they had even become friends.

The gravel driveway formed a semi circle around the front of the house, forming an obvious in and out route for vehicles. From the driveway was a pathway that led between the majestic marble columns that created a frame around the solid wooden double width front door. The door was open and so he entered slowly, he couldn’t hear the ARV team anymore so assumed that they had cleared all the rooms and hopefully had a suspect in custody. The hallway was even more impressive, a double height ceiling lifted up from the marble floor, a large glistening chandelier hung down from the ceiling, the sunlight coming through the large glass panes that ran the length of the front of the house was bouncing off the glass of the chandelier and creating patterns on the bright white walls, dancing like fireflies across the walls and marbled floor.

In front of him was a double staircase that led to the upstairs. Like the driveway it seemed to create an up and down route as the two staircases started on each side of the hallway and met at the first floor landing. He looked up at the landing and could see one of the ARV team beckoning him. Trainer climbed the stairs and was greeted with the scene of the ARV team surrounding a man. The man was on the ground, face down with his hands zip tied behind his back.

“So who is the lucky gentleman to have the latest fashion bracelets,” Trainer asked of the ARV team.

As he looked at the man on the floor, Fenner lifted his face from the floor and looked Trainer straight in the eyes.

“I didn’t do this,” He shouted. “I’ve been framed. I walked in to find them like this.”

Trainer couldn’t believe his eyes, it was Martin Fenner. Had they finally got something on him. His boss would love it if they had. It would be a big win for the team.

“Of course sir.”

“I didn’t do this you idiot, if I wanted to kill anyone do you think I would do it in my own house,” retorted Fenner.

“You make a habit of killing people sir?” responded Trainer.

“Before we go any further sir, I am going to read you your rights.”

“Fine, I want my lawyer.”

“Of course sir, as soon as we get you back to the station.”

Two members of the ARV team hooked Fenner under his arms and hauled him to a standing position. With a grin from ear to ear Trainer said the words he had longed to read out to Martin Fenner.

“You do not have to say anything...”
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As with all reports of shots fired an ambulance had been dispatched from the local station. They arrived at the scene just as the two police officers were taking up their positions at the end of the drive and they were waved onto the drive. They parked up and rushed out of their cab and went round the back of the ambulance to get their kit. Shots fired could mean anything, so they made sure they had everything they thought they would need, from wound dressings to a defibrillator. They headed towards the door and caught sight of Trainer entering the house. They followed behind him, assuming if he was going in that it was safe. As they entered the house they saw him climbing the staircase so they followed a few steps behind. As they reached the top of the stairs they saw the man on the floor, hands zip tied.

“Are there any victims?” One of the paramedics asked.

“Yep. Two victims in the bedroom.”

The two paramedics entered the room and took in the situation. There were two victims, both female, lying naked on the bed. Both covered in blood. They could see the amount of shots that had hit the bed and the wall, it looked like a crazed person had just sprayed bullets everywhere. They moved to the bed and checked the pulse on one of the victims, there was none.

“This one’s dead, Steve.”

“I’m not surprised.”

“You alright Steve,” said one of the ARV team as he entered the room. “How do you like the porn scene?”

“What sort of porn you been watching, Pete,” replied Steve.

“Will you two shut it and show some respect for the dead.” added Debbie as she got up and moved over to the second body.

“You gotta make a joke in these situations, Debbie, or it will eat you alive,” replied Pete.

“Idiots,” she chided.

Debbie got to the other side of the bed and put her fingers against the victims neck.

“Fuck sake,” she shouted

“Whats up now, we haven’t said anything,” moaned Steve.

“Not you two idiots, this one has a pulse.”

“What.. No way, that’s impossible,” said Pete.

“Its weak, very weak, but its there.”

Their training kicked in and they started to work in unison.

“Pulse, shallow breathing. She needs oxygen and we need to get these wounds dressed to stop the bleeding,” Debbie stated.

Steve was fitting the defibrillator to the victim, it would monitor her heart rate.

“She has stopped breathing,” Debbie said as she placed a mask and bag on the victim and started to squeeze the bag to push air into her. Steve had fitted all the defibrillator pads to the victim and was monitoring her heart rate. It was very shallow, hardly noticeable. Suddenly the defibrillator started to beep.

“No pulse, starting CPR.”

Steve took up position and started CPR on the victim. They worked together, squeezing the bag to get air into her lungs and CPR to keep the oxygen and blood flowing around her body. They needed to stem the flow of blood from her wounds, otherwise all the bagging and CPR would be a waste of time. There was only two of them, they needed help.

“A little help in here, Pete” said Steve.

“What do you need?”

“We need to keep going but also dress all her wounds to stop the flow of blood,” Debbie said. “Come and take over the bagging. Just squeeze the bag when he tells you to. You need to do it between the CPR compressions.”

The three of them worked together to keep the victim alive. Slowly but surely Debbie worked around the body and dressed all of the wounds, trying to stem the blood loss.
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As Trainer completed the last line of the arrest rights his boss reached the top of the staircase.

“Detective Sergeant Trainer, have you read Mr Fenner his rights?”

“I have, Ma’am.”

“Does he have anything to say?”

“Nothing that really matters Ma’am.”

“Apparently he has just returned home to find the scene in his bedroom.”

“Mr Fenner, I am Detective Inspector Alexa Blake,” she looked him right in the eyes as she introduced herself.

“Let’s go see what you have been up to, shall we.”

She walked to the bedroom door. What she saw when she reached the door shocked her to the core. She wasn’t expecting to see paramedics in the room working on one of the victims, that hadn’t been in the plan.

What was she going to do now?

What if she survived?

She turned to Trainer trying to remain calm and not show any outward signs of the panic that was building up inside her.

“Is that the gun used to shoot these women?” she asked.

“We believe so Ma’am, the ARV team found it on the floor in the doorway after they had subdued him.”

She walked out of the bedroom doorway and onto the stair landing. She turned to Fenner.

“Not able to satisfy your wife Mr Fenner?” she said trying to bait him, it looked like it was working.

His face couldn’t hide the anger although he resisted the temptation to respond. It would be futile to engage with her, given so many other people around.

“Maybe downstairs wasn’t up to the job?” she carried on with her baiting.

A ripple of laughter went around the officers.

“Get him to the station and once the paramedics are finished get the forensic team in here. I want everything fingerprinting and bagging. I want the evidence to nail his arse to the wall for this.”

Alexa turned on her heels and walked back to the room. She had planned the whole operation, it had taken her six months to plan all of this and now she was looking at the possibility of the whole plan falling down around her ears. The paramedics were working hard on Fenner’s wife, was she going to survive. If she did that could cause problems for Alexa. She had seen her face, she hadn’t bothered with hiding it as she never expected anyone to survive. Maybe she wouldn’t pull through and even if she did, the scopolamine had perfect side effects, it virtually wiped the memory of the person who took it. Hopefully the dose was large enough to bring on amnesia. Alexa walked back through the house and to her car, she needed to get to the station and start the interview of Fenner.
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Alexa turned left out of the drive and headed down Forest Lane, across Manor Lane and onto New Forest Lane. As she reached the junction of New Forest Lane and Tomswood Hill, thoughts kept flashing through her mind.

How the hell was Felicia alive?

She had emptied the clip into both bodies, she should be dead. She couldn’t get the picture of the paramedics working on Felicia out of her head, it was like it was on repeat. A car behind her sounded it’s horn. She pulled out onto Tomswood Hill and made her way to the station. Her head full of the possible paths that this mess could now take if Felicia survived.

She pulled up to the station gate, swiped her ID badge and watched as the barrier lifted. She drove in and found a parking space. She sat for a few moments, composing herself before she went in. She needed to carry on as if everything was normal even when her head was shouting at her to get the hell out while she still had a chance. She got out of the car and made her way to the custody suite door.

“Ma’am.”

Alexa took a while to register that the custody officer had spoken to her.

“Sorry Sergeant, I was miles away.”

“I’m not surprised Ma’am, from what I hear you may be about to take down Martin Fenner, we have been after him for years.”

“Yes, it will be quite a win for us if we can make it stick.”

She walked to her office. She couldn’t help but think about what had happened. If this all goes wrong she could end up in prison alongside people she had put there, that wouldn’t end well for her. She didn’t regret what she had done, Fenner was a nasty piece of work, they had been hunting him down for years. The final straw for Alexa was the murder of Tracey. She had been arrested by a local constable for prostitution and offered some information on Fenner. The information had led to the closing down of quite a few of Fenner’s whore houses. Alexa had got involved when her best friend from School, Tracey had been arrested for the fifth time, this time though she had offered up more than just a whore house or dealer, she had offered a lot more.

She walked through the office that was home to all the detectives she was in charge of. Most of them were at the house of Martin Fenner, collecting evidence. Trainer was sat at his desk.

“Fenner is in a cell Ma’am. Once you are ready we can start the interview.”

“Thanks Frank. We can get started in a few minutes.”

She sat down at her desk. How was she supposed to interview Fenner when all she could think about was her own predicament. She needed to find out quickly what had happened to Felicia.

Was she alive?

Will she survive?

What might she remember?

A sudden thought came to Alexa, what if she needed to deal with Felicia before she had any chance to remember what had happened. Could she do that. Framing Fenner had been necessary, she needed to avenge Tracey’s murder. She had considered ending Fenner’s life but had decided framing him for murder was a better plan. He would end up where he should be and she could take pleasure in visiting him regularly on the pretense of getting information about his businesses. There wasn’t a choice, she had used Felicia as a pawn in her plan once, she saw no reason that she shouldn’t finish the job she started and kill Felicia if necessary.
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“Frank.”

Trainer heard Alexa shout from her office. She may very well be a posh graduate but she had the ability to shout across the office like a Hull fish market seller. He rose from his desk and went to Alexa’s office.

“Yes Ma’am.”

“Has Mr Fenner’s lawyer arrived?”

“Yes Ma’am, they arrived shortly after Fenner was brought in. The advantages of having a scum lawyer on speed dial.”

Frank didn’t like his job, he had once, a long time ago. He liked the scum lawyers even less than the criminals. They chose to feed off the dirty money coming from their clients and that left a bad taste. He waited while Alexa picked up her notebook and started to walk out of her office.

“Well we had better get started then, we don’t want to leave him too long, he may think up a half decent alibi.”

########

They walked out of the detectives room and down the stairs to the custody desk. The custody officer looked up from his desk at the two of them.

“Good afternoon Ma’am, I assume you are here to speak to Mr Fenner?”

“Yes please sergeant.”

“He is in his cell with his lawyer at the moment, lets go see if they don’t mind being disturbed.”

The custody officer came around from behind his desk and the three of them walked past the first few cells until they got to cell six. He rapped on the door and opened it. He took a step inside so he could see both Fenner and his lawyer.

“Mr Fenner, Detective Inspector Blake would like to speak with you.”

Alexa stepped into the cell behind the custody officer so that she too could see both the occupants.

“Detective Inspector Blake, my name is George Tythe, I am Mr Fenner’s lawyer. He is ready to give a statement but will not be answering any questions.”

“Shall we move this conversation to one of the interview rooms and we can discuss everything in there,” Alexa replied.

They all left, what was now, a very cramped cell and walked through the block to a set of interview rooms at the far end of the ground floor. Alexa opened the door to interview room four and beckoned everyone in. The room was rather bland, cream walls with the panic alarm bar running around the room half way between the ceiling and the floor. In the middle of the room was a single black top desk with metal legs that were screwed to the floor. On each side of the desk were two black plastic chairs. Alexa moved around to the left of the room, pulled out a chair, sat down and invited everyone else to. She pressed record on the digital panel in front of her and waited for a few moments.

“This is a recording of an interview with Mr Martin Fenner. Present are myself DI Alexa Blake, DS Frank Trainer, Mr Martin Fenner and Mr Fenner’s lawyer Mr George Tythe. The interview is being audio and video recorded and copies will be made available to Mr Fenner’s lawyer. The date is the 21st July 2017 and the time is three PM. Mr Fenner, you were read your rights at the scene of the crime. Do you wish me to read them to you again or did you understand them at the time?”

“I don’t need to hear them again.”

“Mr Tythe, are you happy that your client understands his rights?”

“Yes I am.” Tythe replied.

“Good, shall we move on to how and why you murdered two people in your bedroom then Mr Fenner.”

* * *

Fenner’s lawyer had read the prepared statement and true to his word Fenner had not spoken a word after that.

“So let me get this straight Mr Fenner, you’ve been setup. You walked into the bedroom, saw the two women on your bed but have no idea what happened.”

“As my client has already stated, that is what happened and he will not be answering any questions,” Tythe said.

Alexa had grown tired of the interview now. The evidence all stacked up against Fenner, she had made sure it would.

“Thank you Mr Tythe, for the last hour your client hasn’t answered any questions, despite the fact his story... sorry statement, makes no sense. Maybe you need some time to think.”

Fenner finally broke his silence.

“I don’t need any time to think, you stupid bitch. How simple can it be, let me repeat it for you,” barked Fenner.

“No need to repeat it Mr Fenner, it’s just that the time-line and evidence we have really is air tight. DS Trainer can you outline everything for Mr Fenner and his lawyer.”

Frank looked down at his notes, up until now he had been silent, letting his boss do all the talking.

“Mr Fenner, it’s very simple really, we have all the physical evidence that we could ever want. The murder weapon was found in the bedroom that you were standing outside of when you were arrested. We also have reports of gun shots at one PM.”

Alexa’s heart dropped, had Frank actually done his job for the first time in years and taken note of the time the gunshot was reported. The time that is that it was reported by her.

“One PM,” a grin started to appear across Fenner’s face. “If someone heard the gunshot at one PM then that puts me in the clear. I didn’t leave the car park of the golf club until after one PM and I have witnesses that can prove it.”

* * *

Alexa called a halt to the interview and left the room with Frank.

“You need to follow up on that gunshot report,” she said.

“Yes Ma’am. I’ll go and grab the rookie that took the call first to see if he kept a note of the time, but I wrote it down in my notebook as I was at my desk when the call came to me. If it checks out then we have a problem and Fenner’s story is starting to look like it could have legs.”

“Lets not get ahead of ourselves, make sure the times are right and then we can run down his alibi.”

“Maybe your watch is wrong,” Alexa shouted as she walked off back towards her office.

She knew that was a long shot as she knew exactly what time she had reported the sound of gunshots. She had planned on the rookie being on the desk to take the call and in his naive panic he wouldn’t take note of the time. What she hadn’t planned for was Frank taking the call in the office and then actually doing some solid police work. He never kept notes. It was one of the things she kept berating him about.

She found herself back at her office. It wasn’t large but it did have a door and blinds, which meant when she needed to she could cut herself off from the chaos of the detectives office and now was one of those moments. She shut the door behind her and closed the vertical blinds. The windows that looked out onto the park across the road let plenty of sunlight in so even on a dismal London day she didn’t need to use the harsh strip lighting that they put in these buildings. She sat down at her desk and opened up a file. It had laid there for nearly a year now, it was the file on the murder of Tracey Hind. She was greeted by a crime scene photo of Tracey. Even in death she was a beautiful young woman. In her early twenties she had managed to keep herself away from the drugs that normally dulls the senses of most prostitutes and so they hadn’t taken a toll on her body.

Over the months that Alexa had been meeting with Tracey they had rekindle their friendship that had struggled over the past years. Tracey was a criminal, Alexa a Police officer. They kept in touch by phone but meeting up was difficult, Alexa didn’t want to put Traceys life at risk. She was a strong young woman, she may have been a prostitute caught up in the circle of Martin Fenner but she had made a choice to live the life and use it to her advantage. She had managed to climb out of the seedy brothel side of the business into the more high end side and so she managed to make herself some money and used it to make sure she looked good and enjoyed the finer things in life. Throughout the months of meetings Alexa had been professional but she came to realise now that she had always been fond of Tracey and maybe even found her attractive. A knock at her office door broke Alexa out of her thoughts.

“Come in.”

Frank entered the room with two notebooks in his hand.

“What have you got there?” Alexa asked him.

“My notebook and the rookie’s notebook.”

“And?”

“Well sorry Ma’am but the timings match in both notebooks apart from the minute it took for him to write it down and then ring me.”

“Right, get to the golf club and find out if anyone did see Fenner that morning.”

“Yes Ma’am.”

“I am off to the hospital to check on the surviving victim.”
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The constable turned as Alexa approached the nurses station.

“Ma’am.”

“How is our victim?”

“She is in surgery, they managed to patch her up before she left the house and stabilise her down in the ER.”

Alexa was annoyed with herself and normally she would have excused the lack of an answer from the constable, but not today.

“I guessed that, she made it this far or I would be down in the morgue. But how is she now, will she survive? Am I going to get a witness?”

“Sorry... sorry Ma’am, I don’t know. She was stable when she went in there but that was three hours ago now and no one has come out so I don’t have anything else to tell you.”

Alexa turned to the nurse at the nurses station.

“Hello, I’m DI Blake. Could you give me any update on our gunshot victim?”

“I am afraid not, as your constable said, she went in three hours ago and no one has been out to give us any update.”

Alexa was getting more frustrated by the minute.

“Thank you.”

“Constable, stay here until...”

Before she could finish her sentence the doors to the operating theatre’s swung open and a doctor and nurses came out followed by a hospital bed with Felicia on it. Damn she was alive.

“Can you give me any update on the patient please,” Alexa asked as she stepped in front of the person she assumed was the doctor.

“And who are you?” he replied.

“DI Alexa Blake,” she said as she flashed her warrant card.

“Right, she is doing remarkably well given what she went through. Luckily what bullets did hit her all missed major organs so it really was just a case of remove the bullets and patch her up. She has lost a lot of blood but I think she will be fine.”

“When will I be able to talk to her. To see if she knows who did this to her.”

“I would of thought she should be able to talk tomorrow. She may be a bit groggy from the painkillers though.”

“Thank you Doctor,” Alexa stepped out of the Doctors way and turned to the constable. “Constable, as I was about to say, don’t lose sight of her and let me know as soon as there is any change.”

Alexa headed back towards the stairs, she needed to get out of here. She was sure they could all see it in her face, that she was the killer and that she would have to kill Felicia before she identified her. She couldn’t take the risk that the drugs would wipe her memory.
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It had been a long day. Alexa had been up early getting everything ready for what she thought was her very well planned framing of Martin Fenner. She sat in her lounge, drained and not wanting to move. Thoughts, fears and the ‘what might happen’ running through her head. She had bought the house when she became DI at Barkingside station. It was a standard London town house, three levels, four bedrooms, way too big for her but she had planned ahead. She didn’t like to keep moving and this would make an ideal family home when the time came, if it came. She could be locked up by the end of the week at the rate everything was going wrong. Her phone beeped. Calendar reminder. She looked at the screen.

Singles night.

She had forgot all about singles night. Alexa and a few friends from University would go out to a singles bar, have some fun and most times end up coming home alone. And that was when she could even be bothered to go out. She normally managed to get out of it, work was her normal excuse. She played with the idea of making excuses again, she was so drained. Her phone rang.

“Hello.”

“So what excuse are you going to come up with tonight?”

It was Tamara.

“Hi Tamara. I’m not going to make any excuses this time around. I need some fun. Where are we going?”

“Bloody hell, are you feeling alright?”

“Bad day at work. Could do with working off some demons.”

Tamara knew exactly what Alexa wanted.

“Hilton, Docklands. Hopefully there are some newbies we can get our teeth into.”

“Okay see you there at nine.”

* * *

Alexa showered and started to look through her wardrobe for something to wear. Her normal daily routine meant she wore a blouse, trousers and a jacket. She needed something different tonight, very different. She decided on a red dress, it was short enough to draw attention to her long slender legs but not short enough to draw attention any higher. The plunging neck line would accentuate her breasts, they needed it as they were nothing to write home about.

She put the dress to one side. Dried herself off and dressed in matching red underwear. She dried her dark flowing hair and applied a small amount of makeup. Finally she put the dress on, fastened it and looked at herself in the full length mirror. She looked a completely different woman from the one that had been sat in her lounge an hour ago. Finally she picked out a pair of heeled shoes, not too high and a black jacket.

* * *

Alexa took her car to the Fairlop underground station, she didn’t fancy the walk home late at night on her own.She caught the first central line train heading towards the city center. The train was empty but filled up as it passed through Leyton and then Leytonstone. The trains during the day and especially at the end of the working day smelt of workers and it wasn’t always a good smell. The smell of an night train was very different. Gone was the smell of sweaty workers mixed in with their ever diminishing aftershaves and perfumes to be replaced with a mixture of all the smells of tarted up women and men on the pull. It reminded her of walking through the Harrods perfume section with all the sales people spraying their perfumes under your nose as you walked by. The look of the train was very different as well. The carriage was full of single men and women and couples all dressed up for a night in the city. Dresses and skirts of varying lengths with some only just covering the essentials. She settled in for the long journey to her destination.

* * *

Alexa finally alighted at the Canary Wharf station. She walked out of the underground station and headed in the direction of the Canary Wharf ferry terminal. It was a beautiful summers night in London. The sun was starting to set behind the skyline casting shadows of the many buildings across the streets. There was a warmth to the night which meant the city was still thronging with tourists and city workers. She loved London when it was like this, a hive of activity and people having fun.

Tamara was waiting for her at the ferry terminal. They needed to catch the ferry that took them across the river Thames to the Hilton Docklands on the opposite side. It always amused her that to get to such an impressive Hotel you needed to catch the ferry. Alexa was glad it was a warm summers night and not a windy winters one as she never had liked boats, no matter how small they were. They alighted the ferry and walked up the gangway to the hotel entrance.

“This is a first, Alexa Blake on a night out. You must have had one hell of a day.”

“You could say that.” Replied Alexa

“Let’s have some fun then shall we.”

“I fully intend to.”
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The hotel function room that had been hired out for the singles night was full, there was a lot of single females in the room, and luckily not a single male in sight. Alexa and Tamara were dancing to one of Alexa’s favourite tunes. She was finally having some fun and was slowly starting to forget all about her day.

“I need a drink,” Alexa said.

She pushed her way through all the people and made her way to the bar.

“Vodka and blackcurrant please.”

The barman went to make her drink, Alexa couldn’t help but feel slightly sorry for him. He was surrounded by women of all shapes and sizes, but the likelihood of him getting anywhere with any of them was remote. If he was really lucky he might find a bisexual in the crowd. This was a lesbian singles night. She picked her drink up from the bar and turned to go find a seat. She hadn’t realised someone had come so close behind her and the whole glass went down the front of the ladies white dress.

“I am so sorry,” Alexa apologised.

“Well that’s the dress ruined.”

“I am really sorry. I will pay for it to be cleaned.”

“That’s fine, I think it might be beyond cleaning,” the lady said as she looked down at the blackcurrant seeping into the white dress and spreading across the front.

“We could go and see if we can find a shop open and get you a new dress. My treat,” Alexa said.

“No need, I have a room here. I didn’t fancy a late night underground ride home, so I can go change.”

“That’s good then. Well sorry again.”

Alexa started to turn back to the bar to order another drink.

“My names Letitia by the way.”

“Alexa,” said as turned back to Letitia. The dress was getting worse by the second.

“Well Alexa, would you like to come and help me out of the dress you have ruined? I think it’s the least you could do.”

Alexa looked at Letitia to try and gauge if she was joking. She wasn’t. Alexa was certainly attracted to her. Smaller than Alexa at about five foot, five inches. Slim with long brown hair, Letitia was a beautiful woman.

“I don’t think so, we have only just met.”

“Does that really matter. All I want you to do is take this dress off me. Then you can decide what you want to do.”

* * *

They left the lift on the fourth floor and made their way to room 413. The room was facing the Thames with the Canary Wharf skyline beyond. The earlier sun set had now been replaced with a full moon that was shining directly into the room. It cast its glow around the room, making for a surreal light that was bright enough to see but romantic at the same time.

Letitia turned as they neared the end of the bed and kissed Alexa full on the lips. The intensity of the kiss grew as Letitia started to unzip Alexa’s dress. As soon as the zip had reached its end Letitia removed the dress and very expertly slid her hand behind Alexa’s back and undid her bra. Alexa was now stood in just her knickers and all of this time their lips hadn’t parted. Alexa suddenly broke away.

“I’m not sure this is a good idea.”

Letitia didn’t say a word. She slid the straps of her white dress off her shoulders and let it drop to the ground. She was stood naked in front of Alexa. Alexa had noticed the firmness of her breasts in the bar as the blackcurrant had seeped into the dress. Up close they were even more impressive. She stepped back toward Letitia and cupped her right breast in her hand as she slowly kissed her on the lips. This time she felt a tongue pushing to explore her mouth, she happily let it in and returned the favour. They were stood at the end of the bed as Alexa felt a hand starting to work its way down from her breasts where it had been slowly caressing the nipples. The hand reached its intended destination and removed her final piece of clothing. She felt a single finger enter her and play expertly with her to the point where she felt she was about to climax.

Before the climax could peak, Letitia pushed her onto the bed and started to kiss her inner thigh. Slowly she got closer and closer to her intended destination until Alexa could feel her tongue all over her. Alexa could feel the climax that she had been close to, starting again. This time it was more intense, starting where Letitia was expertly using her tongue, and then enveloping her whole body as Letitia plunged her tongue inside her. Alexa lost herself and couldn’t control the screaming, she had never climaxed like this before and she didn’t want it to end.
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Alexa was woken by a knocking noise. She opened her eyes and remembered where she was. She looked across the bed and around the room but she was alone. The knock was coming from the door. She wrapped a sheet around her and opened the door slightly.

“Room service madam.”

“I didn’t order room service.”

She heard someone behind her. She turned to see Letitia coming out of the shower room with wet hair and a towel wrapped around her body.

“Let the poor man in Alexa. I ordered breakfast for us.”

He put the breakfast tray on the table in the middle of the room and left, shutting the door behind him.

“I hope you like what I have ordered.”

“I am sure it will be fine.”

Letitia took the covers off the food. There was toast, croissants, a mixture of pastries and some tea and coffee. They sat on the bed eating, Alexa still wrapped in the sheet from the bed and Letitia in her towel which was slowly becoming looser and dropping to show the top of her breasts. They looked at each other but didn’t speak. Alexa didn’t know anything about Letitia apart from her name, but she was happy with that. She wasn’t ready for a relationship, she had been hurt badly a long time ago and didn’t like the idea of that happening again. She also had work to do, the death of someone she cared for to avenge. Letitia must have noticed the distant look in her face.

“What are you thinking about?”

“Nothing, just day dreaming.”

Alexa finished her coffee and got up from the bed.

“Leaving already?” Letitia asked.

“I have work to do.”

“Its a Saturday morning, I am sure it can wait.”

Alexa could see the glint in her eye, it was the same one she saw last night.

“I really must be going.”

She was starting to gather her clothes from the hotel room floor as Letitia stood from the bed and dropped the towel in front of her. She looked at the slim petite body stood in from of her and knew she was rapidly losing her resistance to staying. But why should she. She stood and took a long look at Letitia, her half dried hair framing her face. Work could wait.
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Trainer was woken by his alarm. He rolled over, the digital display on his clock read seven AM. He hit the stop button to silence the alarm and rolled back over onto his back. It was Saturday morning and he wanted to get back to the golf club. He had gone to the golf club after the first interview with Fenner to see if his excuse for an alibi had any merit. He had spoken to the golf professional at the club and a few other people who had all seen Martin Fenner having an argument with another member in the car park at one PM. He needed to follow up the conversations with more details. He finally managed to get himself out of bed and into the shower.

Trainer lived in a one bedroom apartment on the fifth floor of an apartment block in Barking, unlike his boss he didn’t fancy living in the area he worked. Plus it was all he could afford after two failed marriages and all the alimony he was paying to his two ex wife’s. It was a bit of a dive, paint peeling off in the corner of some of the rooms where damp was coming in, but it was home and it had everything he needed to eat, clean and sleep. After a quick shower Trainer dressed, ate breakfast and made his way down the stairs to his car. He wanted to get to the station, check his notes from the day before and get to the golf club for nine AM.

* * *

Trainer walked into the detectives office, you wouldn’t think it was Saturday, the place was full. Everyone busying around doing jobs that he had assigned them the day before.

“DS Trainer.”

Trainer turned in the direction of the person shouting his name to see one of the local constables walking towards him.

“Yes, Constable.”

“It may be nothing, but I heard about Fenner’s alibi and we had a report of some suspicious activity from the garden centre in High Road yesterday between ten AM and one-thirty PM.”

“What sort of activity?”

“A member of staff who was working outside all day yesterday reported a car parking up at eleven AM in the corner of the car park.”

“And how is that suspicious?”

“Well sir, the female occupant just walked out of the car park and down the high street.”

Trainer was becoming annoyed and frustrated. If this story was going somewhere it had better get there fast.

“Maybe you could give me the short version and not the war and peace one.”

The Constable went red and looked embarrassed, he was trying to be thorough.

“Sorry sir, short version is. Car parks up at eleven AM. Female leaves the car and walks right up the High Street. She returns later from the same direction gets in the car, waits and leaves a little later. She never enters the garden centre.”

“Okay not exactly terrorist attack suspicious but we need to be thorough, you know what Blake is like.”

“What do you want me to do sir?”

“Go check it out, see if you can get a description of the female and also any CCTV footage they may have.”

Trainer didn’t like to admit it but there might actually but a shred of truth to Fenner’s alibi.
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Trainer had never understood the game of golf. Using a big stick to hit a small ball to a small hole in the middle of some grass. Nope... couldn’t understand the attraction. He also didn’t like the type of people who played golf, especially at this particular golf club. Chigwell Golf Club was in the middle of one of the most affluent areas of Essex, just on the outskirts of London. Chigwell had been made famous by a TV comedy show about two couples who lived in Chigwell, with the wifes completely oblivious to the fact their husbands were bank robbers. The trouble is it wasn’t too far from the truth. He turned right into the entrance to the club and found a parking space, his Ford Mondeo didn’t really fit in surrounded by the Porches, Aston Martins and Bentleys. He walked to the reception and was greeted by a pretty young lady.

“Good morning sir, how can I help you?”

Trainer took his warrant card from his jacket and showed it to the young lady.

“Detective Sergeant Frank Trainer. Can I speak to whoever is in charge please?”

“Of course sir, let me get the club manager.”

Trainer turned from the desk and looked around the reception area. There were pictures of celebrities and professional golfers hung around the simply decorated reception area.

“Hello. My name is Duncan Wright the club manager. How can I help you?”

Trainer flashed his badge again.

“Is there somewhere we can speak?”

“Of course, we can go to my office.”

They walked in to the main clubhouse, this was very different to the reception area. Now he could see the opulence and money being put on show. They reached the other side of the clubhouse and entered Duncan’s office. Duncan pointed to a chair in front of a simple wooden desk.

“Take a seat. Would you like anything to drink?”

“No thank you.”

“So how can I help?”

“Is Martin Fenner a member here?”

“Yes he is. May I ask why you are asking about him?”

“He was arrested yesterday for the murder of a woman and the attempted murder of his wife.”

Duncan didn’t say a word but the look on his face told Trainer everything. It was a look of inevitability, not one of surprise. The fact Fenner had been accused of murder wasn’t out of the realms of possibility. Trainer broke the silence.

“I need to know if he was here yesterday and if he was is there any way of telling me what time he left.”

“Oh he was definitely here yesterday morning and I can give you the time he left to the minute.”

“You sound very sure Mr Wright.”

“I am. There was a bit of an incident in the clubhouse between Mr Fenner and another club member which carried on into the car park.”

“That all sounds good but how can you be so sure about the time.”

“We had just calmed everyone down in the car park when my phone alarm sounded as I had a meeting at one PM.”

“And what time did your alarm go off.”

“Five minutes before the meeting so twelve fifty-five.”

“So you were all in the car park at twelve fifty-five.”

“Yes.”

Trainer thought for a moment, trying to line all of the time-line up in his mind.

“So Mr Wright. You and Mr Fenner were out in the car park at twelve fifty five.”

“Yes.”

“Did Mr Fenner leave straight away?”

“No he didn’t.”

“He asked me about my one PM appointment.”

“Why would he do that?”

“Because he had arranged it. We are having some building work done, a new extension to the clubhouse and Mr Fenner arranged for a colleague of his to come and give a quote.”

“Do you know what time he left?”

“Yes. My watch said two minutes past one as he left the car park.”

“And how can you be so precise Mr Wright?”

“Because as he left the car park I looked at my watch because my appointment hadn’t turned up and I hold a lot of significance in time keeping. If people can’t be on time for an appointment how will they fare when it comes to the actual job.”

“Well thank you for your time Mr Wright. You have been very helpful.”

They both got up and left the office and Duncan walked Trainer back to reception. They shook hands and Trainer walked out into the car park. Trainer walked back to his car, his mind racing. If Fenner didn’t leave the car park until tow minutes past one then how the hell did he manage to be in his house and shoot the victims when the sound of a gunshot was reported at one PM. Yes there could be time discrepancies but this was starting to sound more like a fit up of Martin Fenner.
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Trainer had spent the drive back from the golf club to the Police Station trying to fit all of the timings into his head. He had left the golf club and driven to Fenner’s house. He had timed it and the drive was a very short one, it only took five minutes from starting his car engine to pulling up onto Fenner’s driveway. But even that didn’t account for the gunshot being reported at one PM, with Fenner being seen at that exact time in the golf club car park. Even accounting for differences in watches, it just didn’t add up. He needed to write it all down so he could visualise the times.

He walked into a hive of activity, all of the officers in the team were on a mission. As far as they were concerned they were working towards convicting a man they had been after for years and what had happened yesterday seemed to hand him to them on a plate. He didn’t have the heart to tell them that may not be the case. He grabbed hold of a portable whiteboard and wheeled it into a side office and shut the door behind him. The office was small with a table in the middle and had no windows. The door had no window either so no one could see what he was about to write down.

He started at the top of the board and started to write down the time line of first the call logging the gunshot and then the ARV team arrival at the house.

1:00pm - Gunshot reported

1:10pm - ARV team at house

He didn’t need any more than that for the time line, it was pretty straightforward. The more difficult time line was Fenner’s movements. He started to write them on the right hand side of the board in line with the timing already on the board.

12:55am - Fenner in car park with Duncan Wright

1:00pm - Fenner asks Duncan Wright about appointment

1:02pm - Fenner leaves car park

1:07pm - Fenner home?

Trainer took a step back and looked at the timings, they didn’t look good for their case against Fenner. Looking at the board showed that he was somewhere else at one PM when the gunshot was reported. He then didn’t get back to the house until seven minutes past one if he went straight home. And then the ARV team walked in at ten minutes past one. He didn’t like it but it looked like Fenner had an air tight alibi and this was an attempt to set Fenner up.

* * *

Trainer was still stood looking at the board as there was a knock on the office door. He opened the door ajar, he didn’t want anyone to see the board, not yet.

“Sir, I have been to the garden centre as you asked and spoken to the manager about any CCTV footage.”

“And is there any?”

“Yes sir.”

“Well,” Trainer was becoming annoyed. “Have you looked at it, is it of any use to us?”

The constable paused. Trainer could sense he didn’t want to tell him what he had seen.

“Right, do you have a copy of the footage?” Trainer asked.

“Yes sir.”

“Okay, lets go take a look.”

The constable sounded nervous as he pointed to the office that Trainer was in.

“It might be better if you view it in here sir, alone.”

“Okay, give me the copy.”

The constable handed over a DVD that he had taken from the garden centre and walked off. Trainer followed him out of the office and closed the door. He looked around the office and found the portable DVD and TV unit. He wheeled it into the office and closed the door. He powered it all up and pushed the DVD into the player. A view of the garden centre car park came up. The time on the DVD read 10:45. There was only a few cars in the car park, one of them parked all on its own in a corner. He could make out a figure in the car but the resolution of the video was terrible so he couldn’t make out the face. She sat in the car for a while finally opening the door and exiting the car. He couldn’t believe how bad the CCTV was. The person picked a rucksack from the car shut the doors and walked away in the opposite direction to the garden centre towards the High Street. He fast forwarded the video and watched as the same figure reappeared as the time on the video read 13:10, got in the car and drove off. The quality of the video wasn’t good enough quality to see the face of the figure and the clothing gave no clue to the sex of the figure. Something in his brain was telling him there was something he recognised but he couldn’t think what it was.
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Alexa was dressed and ready to leave the hotel room. Letitia was still dressing, luckily she had boooked a late check out of the room so she had plenty of time. Alexa checked herself in the full length mirror, she had planned to go straight from here to the hospital to check on Felicia Fenner but there was no way she could go dressed in this outfit. She suddenly felt apprehensive, it was now one PM and she needed to check to see if there was any sign of Felicia waking up. She turned to the bed and picked up her handbag.

“I need to leave now Letitia.”

“That’s Okay, Alexa, I hope to see you again. Can I have your number maybe?” Letitia asked.

Alexa paused, it had been a long time since she had made love and more importantly it was even longer since she had seen any of her one night stands for a second time. Letitia sensed her unease.

“If this was just a one off that’s fine, I just thought we made a little bit of a connection and I would like to see how far we could take it. No expectations though.”

Alexa looked at Letitia, she was beautiful and the night had been amazing. It was about time she started to enjoy herself. She only had one issue to deal with and then her mission would be complete and she could get back to having a normal life.

“Okay then, yes lets see how far we get. I really enjoyed your company.”

Alexa grabbed a pen and paper from the desk in the room and wrote her number down. She passed it to Letitia and then had one last lingering kiss.

“Call me,” Alexa remarked as she left the hotel room.

* * *

Alexa caught the ferry across the Thames and walked to Canary Wharf underground station. There were a lot more people about than there was yesterday evening, but it was a sunny Saturday afternoon in London. She descended the escalator to the underground platform and caught the train. It was full and hot. The smell of sweaty people hit her as the door to the train opened and now she was standing in the middle of it. She had to change trains for her journey but she arrived back at Fairlop Station where she had left her car the night before. She had spent the journey thinking of all the scenarios that could happen, it was a mess of her own making and she needed to fix it. It was only Felicia that could identify her as the person in the house and the person that shot her and Caterina. She may have been drugged but that only inhibited her movement, her mind was still very active. Alexa couldn’t trust that the drugs would wipe her memory, she had only taken a small dose.

How long did she leave it

Should she finish the job now

All of this had been going through her mind and she just needed to get to the hospital. She couldn’t exactly turn up in the dress she was wearing though, she needed to get home, change into her work suit and get to the hospital as quick as she could.








  
  
  Seventeen

  
  




Alexa pulled into the hospital car park and made her way to the hospital reception. The doctor from the day before had told her that Felicia would be taken to the Intensive Care Unit in the hospital. She just needed to find the signs and make her way there. Alexa didn’t like hospitals it reminded her too much of all the time she spent in them when she was younger. She had once had a sister who had been diagnosed with cancer when she was thirteen. Alexa and Sarah had been twins so she had spent as much time with her as possible and had gone with her on every hospital trip. She didn’t enjoy the visits but she wanted to be there for her sister. She finally found the directions to the unit and started on the tortuous journey through the hospital. She arrived at the door to the unit to find a constable guarding it.

“Any visitors for Mrs Fenner?” she asked.

“No Ma’am. The only people who have been in to see her have been the doctors.”

“Okay, go get a drink and something to eat. I will be in there for about half an hour getting an update on her condition.”

The constable left to find the canteen as Alexa pressed the buzzer to be let into the unit.

“Hello, can I help you?” came the voice from the speaker on the wall.

“Detective Inspector Alexa Blake to see Mrs Fenner.”

The door buzzed, Alexa pulled it open and walked through. She made sure the door closed behind her and headed towards the nurses station.

“Hello, I am DI Alexa Blake. I’m here to get an update on Mrs Fenner.”

“Yes of course. She had a comfortable night. Would you like to speak to her doctor?”

“Yes that would be good. I need to know when we might be able to talk to her.”

Alexa didn’t really want to talk to her, but she needed to keep the pretence that Felicia was a witness to the crime and that she could help the police with their enquiries. What she actually wanted was for her to die quietly.

“I don’t think she will be up to talking this afternoon. But maybe tomorrow for a short while. But the doctor will be able to tell you more.”

Alexa was taken aback by the nurses response.

“I’m sorry I thought she would be unable to talk for a while given her injuries.”

“Oh no she is doing really well. She regained consciousness this morning, quite amazing really. She seems a fighter.”

“Any issues with brain damage, she lost a lot of blood at the scene?” Alexa asked, hoping for an answer that would help her.

“I don’t think so. She seemed fine this morning.”

Not the answer Alexa wanted.

“She was a bit disorientated which is to be expected given all the pain medication she is on, but doesn’t appear to be any lasting problems,” continued the nurse.

“That’s good then,” Alexa hoped the nurse couldn’t sense the disappointment in her voice.

“She is sedated at the moment but the doctor plans to reduce that in the morning.”

Alexa turned and started to walk away from the nurses station.

“Would you like to speak to the doctor?” shouted the nurse after her.

Alexa turned back towards the nurses station. “No thank you, maybe tomorrow.” She walked back out the unit door and into the corridor. The one person who could identity her. The one person who could end her life and put her in prison alongside people she had put there. How had she been so stupid. How had she not made sure she was dead.

Why did she ever think her plan would work.
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Alexa arrived at her car, she had no idea how she had actually got here. Her mind had been full of possibilities and more importantly fear.

What was she going to do?

Did she wait to see if the drug she had given to Felecia did have the side effect of wiping her memory of anything that had happened that day. Could she take that chance. She fumbled in her handbag for her car keys. Found them and pressed the button to unlock the car. She got in and sat in the drivers seat.

What were her options?

She could wait and see if Felicia remembered anything. That approach had one big flaw. If she did remember then it was all over. She could disappear. She knew people through her work that could get her a passport and false documents so she could get out of the country. That was giving in though. She had never given in to anyone or anything and she wasn’t going to start now. The final option was to finish the job she had started and kill Felicia.

How would she do that though.

As she had found out just a few minutes ago, you need to gain access to the unit by a nurse letting you in. The intercom on the wall was both voice and video so if she did get in the nurses would be able to identify her. Once she was in how would she get to Felicia’s bed without being seen and finally how would she finish the job she started yesterday. Shooting her wasn’t an option. A knife would be messy. It had to be a drug that she could inject into one of her drips.

Alexa was pulled away from her thoughts by her phone ringing. She fumbled again in her handbag, took it out and put it to her ear.

“Blake.”

The voice on the other end was Trainer.

“Ma’am. We need you back at the office. There is something you need to see.”

“I am just at the hospital. I wanted to check on Mrs Fenner. What is so important?”

“You really need to see it.”

“Okay, I am on my way then.”

Alexa put the phone back in her handbag, started the car and drove out of the car park. She couldn’t get over the feeling that everything was about to get worse, much worse.
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Alexa walked into the detectives office of the station. She could see people at their desks on the phones, people working on computers, others talking with colleagues. The office was home to twenty detectives. She was in charge of all of them. She couldn’t help a wry smile that she had tasked them to find the evidence to convict Martin Fenner of the murder of Caterina and the attempted murder of his wife Felicia; when she was the murderer. She saw Trainer beckon her over from the corner of the office. He was stood at the door to one of the smaller rooms that was used for team one to ones or just for some privacy, you didn’t get much of that in a large detectives office. She diverted from the direction of her office and walked over to him.

“So what is so bloody important that I have to see it right now?”

Frank turned into the room and Alexa followed. She could see the whiteboard in the room with what looked like times down the left and right hand side of the board.

“What’s this then?” she asked.

“Its the timings of the murder and the sightings of Fenner.”

“So what is it telling us?”

She asked the question but she had already worked it out that if she was reading it right, Fenner had a perfect alibi for the time of the shooting. It was getting worse. Trainer started to explain the whiteboard.

“On the left are the timings of the report of the gunshot and then the arrival of the ARV team at the house.”

“Okay, I can see that.”

“On the right are times that I have got from my interview with the club manager at the golf club that Fenner said he was at yesterday afternoon.”

Alexa just stood looking at the whiteboard, she hoped that Trainer couldn’t see the panic that was racing through her body. These timings meant that Fenner was in the clear. She would have to task the team to look elsewhere for the suspect, for her.

“Ma’am. Can you see what all this means?”

“Yes I can. Fenner has an alibi and therefore he has been setup.”

“There is more Ma’am.”

How could there be more, she thought. Trainer was never this efficient. She had worked on the assumption that he wouldn’t investigate fully as he wanted to nail Fenner as much as she did.

“More?” she enquired.

“Yes.”

Trainer explained that someone at the local garden centre had reported a suspicious woman in the car park and that he had sent a constable to question them and see if there was any CCTV footage. He turned towards the portable TV and DVD unit in the room and turned it on.

“We got this footage from the CCTV at the garden centre.”

Trainer fast forwarded the DVD to the point where a woman can be seen sitting in her car. She watched as she saw herself get out of the car, collect her rucksack and then walk out of shot. The panic that Alexa was feeling increased a hundred fold as she watched herself on the TV, how had she not known about the CCTV at the garden centre. The only plus point had been the fact she hadn’t used her own car.

“Since when did they get CCTV, they had a break in six months ago and didn’t have it then.”

“They installed it after the break in. They just didn’t pay much for it so the quality is awful. But you can see Ma’am. It is rather strange behaviour.”

“It could be, or this person could have just parked their car there and gone for a walk. We don’t have anything to tie that person to the Fenner case.”

“No Ma’am, but there is something. Something about this that I can’t put my finger on.”

“Well until you do we need to carry on with door to door and now finding exactly who did shoot those women and tried to frame Fenner for it. She turned to the door, turned the handle and walked out into the detectives office.

“Listen up everyone. Fenner’s alibi holds up, he can’t have been at the house when the report of shots fired was reported. We are looking for a different suspect. Frank will fill you all in.”

She turned and walked into her office. Shut the door and blinds. Her plan had failed, Fenner would walk. She needed to save herself now. Felicia had to die. And it had to be tonight.








  
  
  Twenty

  
  




Alexa arrived back at the hospital, it was midnight and the place was eerily quiet. She had parked her car in a street away from the CCTV of the hospital, she had learnt that lesson the hard way. She had changed from her work suit into an all black outfit. She knew how to avoid the cameras in the hospital and she picked her route through the corridors carefully. Knowing where the intensive care unit was made life much easier than having to look at the signs to find it.

She had spent most of the evening at home going through her options again, she could run, just disappear. She knew the right people to get new documents and she could be out of the country before anyone knew what had happened, before Felicia could describe her. The two had never met, she had only got involved with the Fenner’s when Tracey had started to offer up more intelligence on them, up until then it had all been down to Frank and he had never got anywhere in his pursuit of Fenner. Frank had spent years chasing them and when it looked like he was getting close a key witness would go missing or they would raid a location only to find that Fenner had emptied it hours before they arrived. Alexa had come to the conclusion that she had started on this route of killing so she would continue. She hadn’t managed to get to Martin Fenner this time but if she ran then she would never avenge the killing of Tracey, Fenner would never pay his Recompense for all his crimes.

She arrived at the end of a corridor, turning left would take her down the corridor where the unit was. She stopped and looked around the corner. The police officer was still stationed outside the unit, she needed to get past him, get into the unit through the locked door and then get in and out without being noticed. This wasn’t going to be easy. After she had decided not to run she had spent the rest of the evening working out how to get in and out quickly without being seen. She didn’t want to hurt anymore people than necessary.

She had done some research and found that in the event of a fire alarm in a block all of the locks on the security doors would click open, it was a failsafe that made sure that people could get out and not get trapped if the power went off during a fire and the security doors wouldn’t open. She also knew that the intensive care unit patients wouldn’t be moved immediately, they would stay put until they knew there was an actual fire. There would be panic though; a night shift with minimal staff would mean the nurses wouldn’t notice her. The only variable was the Police Officer, what would he do?

* * *

Alexa walked back up the corridor the way she had come to the nearest fire alarm, broke the glass and pressed. The alarm went off immediately, filling Alexa’s ears with a deafening siren. She walked back to the corner of the corridor and looked around hoping the Police Officer had moved position. He had, she didn’t know where he had gone but she was going to assume into the Intensive Care Unit. His training would tell him to protect his charge and with a fire alarm now filling the corridors he would go straight to her bed, she had planned for that.

Alexa pulled on the door and it opened, her research had been right she was in the Intensive Care Unit. She stopped at the entrance and looked up and down the main corridor, there was no alarm sounding in the unit only a flashing red light at intervals along the ceiling. She could see the nurses station halfway down with each room that held four patients off to the left of the corridor. At the end, just past the nurses station was Felicia’s room, she had been put in a private room at the request of the Police. The Officer wasn’t outside the door, had he gone into the room or just disappeared at the sound of the alarm. Alexa walked slowly down the corridor. She had assumed that having minimal staff on the night shift would mean that the sound of the fire alarm would make them check their patients and ready them for a possible transport. She was right. She reached the edge of the nurses station and it was empty. She quickened her pace and walked to the door to Felicia’s room. She had no idea if the officer was in the room or not, she had planned for him being outside the room.

She slowly opened the door and walked into the room. Being a private room meant it had a window and the moonlight shed a small amount of light across the room. She could see Felicia in bed, asleep hooked up to the monitoring equipment showing her heart rate and blood pressure. Alexa looked for the drip that she hoped Felecia had. It was in her right arm, it looked just like water but Alexa didn’t care what it was as long as she had one. Her plan was to inject air into the drip right near to the arm, this way it would enter her blood stream and eventually reach her heart. She had read that she needed to inject at least fifty millilitre of air into the blood stream for it to be fatal. She had brought a one hundred millilitre syringe with her and planned to inject that much into Felicia. It would create an air emboli and prove fatal.

She turned off the monitoring equipment, she didn’t want that sounding once the air reached her heart and started to do its job. She suddenly felt a presence in the room.

“Why have you turned off the monitor? What are you doing?”

She didn’t turn, she didn’t want whoever was in the room to see her face.

“If you don’t want to get hurt, leave the room now. Let me do what I came to do.”

“I can’t do that, I am her doctor.”

She turned and saw a shadowy figure standing in the corner of the room.

“I really don’t think you should be doing this Alexa.”

Alexa moved towards the shadow in the corner, how did the doctor know her name. As she moved closer the shadowy figure moved into the moonlight. It was Letitia.

“Letitia, you need to let me do this. Just walk away and forget what you saw,” Alexa pleaded.

“I cant do that.”

“Why?”

“This woman is my patient, I have a duty to keep her alive and letting you kill her isn’t part of that and you are here to kill her aren’t you?”

“This woman is the wife of a criminal who deals in girls, trafficking them around the world for profit.”

“But why does she need to die?”

“Because she can identify me as the person who shot her.”

Alexa could see Letitia just staring at her, she knew that what had happened between them on Friday night would count for nothing, it was just sex. Would she have to kill Letitia as well as Felicia. She didn’t want to too but if it came to that..could she?

* * *

They had been staring at each other for what seemed like an age, Alexa knew time was running out. They would either discover there was no fire soon or the Police Officer would return to his post. She had to act.

“Letitia please leave and forget you ever saw me,” implored Alexa.

“I can’t.”

“I don’t want to have to hurt you but I need to do this or my life will be over.”

“Your life will be over if you do it as well. How will you live with yourself?”

“Live with myself, her husband murdered someone I had grown to care about, so I will live with myself just fine.”

Letitia moved close to Alexa and took her hand.

“I lost contact with my sister years ago, losing touch or the death of someone close to you affects people differently. I tried for months to find her but found nothing. In the end I buried myself in my work and did nothing else.”

“But if she wakes and identifies me then I will go to prison.”

“And we will deal with that when it happens.”

“What do you mean we?” Alexa asked.

“Friday night wasn’t just sex to me, I like you Alexa and if you will let me then I will be there for you. Now lets get out of here.”

Letitia pulled on Alexa’s hand and they left the room together.
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Trainer was woken by his phone ringing. He looked over at his bedside clock, it read 12:15AM. He picked the phone up from his bedside table, hit the answer button and put it to his ear.

“Trainer.” he answered sleepily.

“Sir, it’s constable Pritchard. I tried ringing the station but no one picked up.”

“Do you realise what time it is?” Trainer didn’t like being woken up at this hour, for anything.

“Yes sir, sorry sir. Its just that there is a fire alarm going off at the hospital where Mrs Fenner is.”

“And?”

“Well sir, I wondered if it could be a distraction to try and come and finish her off.”

Trainer was lost for words at the level of intelligence or lack of in some of the recruits they were getting.

“Look, if it is then you are outside the door to the unit, don’t let anyone in.”

“Yes sir... thing is sir...”

Trainer sat up in bed, he didn’t like the sound of the constables voice.

“Where are you constable?”

“I couldn’t get a signal in the corridor sir, I had to come outside.”

“Get back in there and check everything is Okay. Ring me back from the nurses land line if it isn’t. I DO NOT need waking up if she is still alive.”

Trainer pushed the end call button, threw the phone back onto the bedside table and rolled over to go back to sleep.

* * *

Alexa let Letitia drag her through the Intensive Care Unit, the red lights in the ceiling still flashing.

What if the Constable was back at his post.

Alexa had to make sure she wasn’t seen, she hadn’t carried out the task she had come here to do but it would still raise too many questions if she was seen leaving the unit. She pulled on the door to open it. She ensured she kept out of the view of the cameras. She looked up and down the corridor, luckily it was empty.

“Doctor. Is everything Okay?”

Letitia stopped and turned, the constable was rounding the corner at the other end of the corridor. Alexa carried on walking.

“Yes everything is fine. I was in the Intensive Care Unit when the fire alarm went off. I need to go and find out if we need to move any patients.”

“Is your colleague alright?”

“Yes they are fine. Just one of the nurses not feeling well so I am taking them home.”

“Okay, I better go check on Mrs Fenner.”

The Constable turned to the Intensive Care Unit door and pulled on the door to gain entry. Letitia turned and walked in the direction that Alexa had gone. Her heart was pounding.

What if he hadn’t believed her or he asked questions of the nurses.

She turned the corner and saw Alexa waiting for her. She grabbed her hand and they walked to the exit.

* * *

The cool air of the night hit Letitia as the two of them left the hospital reception.

“We need to get away from the hospital,” Alexa said.

“We can go to my flat. Its just down the road. We can walk there.”

“My car is round the corner. I can go home.”

“Your not going home. We need to talk. I need to know what you were doing and why.”

Letitia was still holding Alexa’s hand as they walked the five minutes to Letitia’s flat. She lived in a first floor flat in a converted house. The house was large and had been converted into two flats, one upstairs and one on the ground floor. Letitia guided Alexa round the side of the house and climbed a small flight of stairs, she took a set of keys from her pocket and opened the door to her flat. She beckoned Alexa to go in. Letitia followed flicking the light switch on to flood the small hallway with light. Alexa looked around and could see there were four doors leading off the small rectangular hallway, one on each side of her and two directly in front of her opposite the entrance door. She assumed it was a kitchen, living area and two bedrooms. She followed Letitia through the door to her left and found herself in the kitchen. Letitia had put the kettle on to make a drink for the two of them.

“Let me show you the lounge. You can sit in there while I make this drink and then we can talk.”

Letitia beckoned Alexa to follow her and walked across the hallway, through the door opposite the kitchen and into a lounge. Alexa sat on the sofa as Letitia returned to the kitchen. A few minutes later she came back with two large mugs of tea.

“So Alexa, talk to me.”

“Where do you want me to start?”

“I don’t know. I want to know everything leading up to why you were in that room, about to kill Mrs Fenner.”

Alexa looked Letitia in the eyes. She suddenly realised she was actually having feelings for her, did she want her to know what she had turned into.

“Are you sure about that? You may not like what you hear,” Alexa asked.

“Like I said, I want to be here for you. So tell me.”

“Okay then. Firstly I am a police officer, Detective Inspector.”

Letitia just listened intently as she told her about what she had done on Friday and why she was prepared to kill Mrs Fenner to protect her from being identified. Alexa explained in detail who Martin Fenner was and what sort of person he was. Letitia just listened.
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Alexa stopped talking. She waited for Letitia to say something. The wait seemed to last for an eternity.

“Do you feel justified in what you did?” Letitia asked.

“Yes I do. I know its wrong in the eyes of the law, which I should uphold, but I can live with it if one evil person is off the streets. If it means it saves at least one of his girls from the hell he puts them through then yes, I can live with it.”

“So you did what you did to save people. And did it work?”

“No it didn’t.”

“Why?”

Alexa paused, took a drink from her mug of tea and then proceeded to explain how one of her officers had discovered that Fenner had an alibi for the time of the shootings and so now the Police were of the mind that it was a setup job to frame Fenner.

“It all seems a lot of effort to go to just because you wanted to lock him up.”

Alexa realised that Letitia was right. She had gone to a lot of effort and changed as a person just to lock up Martin Fenner

“I had other reasons as well,” Alexa responded.

“What reasons are they? I need to know everything.”

“Fenner killed a young woman who I had gotten close to.”

“You mentioned that in the room, who was she?”

“She was an informant. She had worked for Fenner for years since she was a child. She had run away from her parents and ended up on the game.”

Alexa paused to take a breath, she could feel herself getting emotional. Letitia reached over from her chair and took her hand.

“Keep going, I really do want to know everything. I haven’t thrown you out yet have I.”

Alexa went on to explain how the informant had been arrested and to get out of going to jail had offered information to the Police on locations of brothels where Fenner was keeping his girls. The information had been good and they had raided the houses and found girls as young as eleven working in filthy rooms with just mattresses to sleep on in between entertaining the perverts that came to the brothels. As she explained Alexa could feel the emotions she had felt at the murder returning and it made her realise that what she was doing needed to be done. She carried on to explain that the informant had offered more and more information until she had offered to find out the location of the next delivery of girls. She had explained to them that Fenner always met the deliveries to check the merchandise as he put it. She continued to explain that it was at that point that she had been brought in to work with her. She worked closely with her, spending a lot of time with her outside of the Police Station and really getting to know her as a person. She had discovered her real name as well.

“Sounds like you got really close to this woman,” Letitia said.

“Yes, she reminded me of my sister. She was the same age that my sister would have been if she had survived cancer.”

“You cared for her?”

“Yes I did. And for her to give me her real name meant she trusted me and I let her down.”

“How did you let her down?”

“She had offered to tell us the information but it meant she had to spy on Fenner. We lost contact, she didn’t show up for two meetings and then we found her in the Thames with her tongue removed as a warning to others not to cross Fenner.”

“And thats the real reason you went after him?”

“Yes. He murdered her and he needed to pay.”

“You said she gave you her real name, so could you return her body to her family.”

“No we are still trying to find family. We knew her full name but no history and her surname matches so many in the UK. We had no idea where she came from and you cant go knocking on everyones door just to see if they are missing a daughter. She is still sat in the morgue waiting for that moment we can find her family.”

“What was her name.”

“Tracey Hind.”

Letitia let go of Alexa’s hand and sat back in her chair. “Tracey Hind?” she asked.

“Yes,” Alexa was intrigued by the tone in Letitia’s voice.

“Describe her to me.”

“Why?”

“Just tell me.” Letitia’s voiced was raised now and that worried Alexa.

“She was about five feet, six inches tall. Slim. Black hair.”

“Did she have any identifying marks.”

Alexa thought the question was a strange one but she answered anyway.

“Yes she had a crescent shaped birth mark at the top of her right leg.”

Letitia stood from the chair and went over to a set of drawers in the corner of the room, she opened the top drawer and pulled out a photo album. She sat down next to Alexa and opened the album to a photo towards the end.

“This is one of the last photos of my sister.”

Alexa looked at the photo.

“Her name was Tracey,” added Letitia.

Alexa didn’t like where this was going. Letitia took the photo album again and turned to another picture.

“This is of Tracey on one of our last holidays.”

The picture was of a young girl on a beach wearing a swimming costume. She was on her hands and knees digging in the sand smiling at the camera. Alexa looked closely. There it was, a crescent shaped birth mark at the top of the right leg of the girl in the picture. She looked up from the photo and could see the tears starting to run down Letitia’s cheeks. She softly wiped them from her face.

“I am so sorry. I didn’t know your surname.”

Letitia stared at Alexa, the tears now streaming down her face. Her voice broken as she spoke.

“My name is Letitia Hind. My sisters name was Tracey, when she was fifteen she ran away from home after an argument with my Father and we never saw her again.”

“She never mentioned a sister.”

“Our parents split up when Tracey was only five years old. She lived with our mum and I went with our father. We always spent a family holiday together every year. They were the only times I ever saw her.”

Alexa pulled her closer in an attempt to comfort her. After a few minutes of silence Letitia pulled away from Alexa and looked her straight in the eyes.

“How do we finish what you started?”
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Trainer arrived at the Intensive Care Unit to find the Constable at the door.

“Was there a fire then last night?”

“No sir, they said someone broke the alarm panel in the corridor around the corner and set the alarm off.”

“I assume that as you didn’t ring me last night Mrs Fenner is fine.”

“Yes sir, she was fast asleep, although...” he paused as he was about to finish the sentence.

“Although what?” Trainer was getting annoyed now.

“Her monitoring machine was turned off and the nurses all say it was on before the fire alarm.

It was obvious to Trainer that someone had come back to finish what they started with Mrs Fenner. He pressed on the intercom button for the unit. Flashed his badge at the video screen and the door buzzed to let him in. He looked around the unit and found the nurses station.

“Detective Sergeant Frank Trainer.”

“Yes Detective Sergeant how can I help you?”

“I believe you had a fire alarm in the early hours of this morning.”

“Yes we did, although according to security, it had been set off deliberately. Probably some drunk found their way up here from Accident and Emergency.”

“The constable also said that you found Mrs Fenner’s monitoring machine turned off.”

“Yes we did. We went to check on her after the alarm had gone off along with the constable and found the machine turned off. No one here can remember turning it off and we would have no reason to either.”

“Can I take a look at the room?”

“Sure, its down the corridor on the right.”

Trainer walked into the room to find two doctors at the bedside of Felicia. They were talking among themselves about reducing the sedative that they had given her to keep her asleep. One of the doctors turned to Trainer as he entered the room.

“Who are you?”

“Detective Sergeant Frank Trainer. I am investigating Mrs Fenner’s shooting and the events of last night.”

“Okay, we are nearly done.”

“Will Mrs Fenner be able to talk today,” Trainer asked.

“We are about to reduce her sedative so she should start waking up over the next few hours.”

“Thank you doctor. Given the events of last night I will wait and try and talk to her as she wakes up.”

“Thats fine.”

The doctor who had been doing all the talking pointed to his colleague.

“This is Mrs Fenner’s Doctor. She will be around all day in the Intensive Care Unit. If you need anything please let her know.”

“Thank you.”

Trainer stood in the corner as the doctors removed one of the drips that was in Felicia’s arm, he assumed this was the sedative.

“She should start waking up over the next hours and get more lucid as the day goes on.”

“Thank you Doctor.”

One of the doctors left the room leaving only Trainer and what he assumed was the junior Doctor in the room.

“So who do I ask for if I need anything?” Trainer asked of the Doctor.

“I am around all day in the unit. I look after everyone in here so you should be able to get one of the nurses to find me.”

“And if they can’t. Who do I get them to hunt down?”

“Just get them to page Doctor Hind.”

Letitia turned and left the room, closing the door behind her. There was something familiar about the name Hind, but Trainer couldn’t place it. Frank sat in the chair next to the bed and got the paper out of his jacket that he had picked up on the way into the hospital.

Where had he heard the name Hind before?

Why was it so familiar?

Then it came to him. The murdered informants name was Tracey Hind. Was it a coincidence that a Doctor with the same name worked here or was she part of last nights events and possibly even Fridays murder.
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Trainer had been sat in the chair for over two hours now and Felicia hadn’t stirred. He had read the paper he had brought with him and was getting bored. He decided enough was enough and he couldn’t wait any longer, he would go and get a coffee and then get back to the station. He needed to look at that CCTV footage again, there was something in that footage that was playing on his mind and he couldn’t put his finger on it. Maybe another look would enlighten him. He rose from the chair, he really had been sat there too long, his old bones ached and creaked as he got up. He took one last look at Felicia to make sure she wasn’t about to wake up and left the room and walked out of the Intensive Care Unit. As he walked down the corridor he turned his phone back on, you weren’t allowed to have mobile phones turned on in the unit. The phone connected to the mobile network and he saw two missed calls from Alexa and a text message.

Ring me when you get this.

He swiped through his contacts and selected the contact named DI Blake.

“Blake,” came the response as the call was answered.

“Its Frank. I got your text message.”

“Has Mrs Fenner woken up yet?”

“No. I sat with her for a couple of hours and she hasn’t stirred.”

“I am on my way to the hospital. Should be there in about thirty minutes. I will meet you at her room.”

“Yes Ma’am.”

The line went dead. Trainer continued on to the canteen, got a coffee and walked back to the Intensive Care Unit. He pressed the intercom and flashed his badge to gain entry. He made his way down the corridor to Felicia’s room. He opened the door and entered the room to find Felicia awake.

“Mrs Fenner. How are you feeling?” he asked. In the few minutes he had been gone, Felicia had woken.

“Like someone shot me. How the fuck do you think I feel,” she replied sarcastically.

Trainer couldn’t respond, there wasn’t much he could say.

“Have you caught the bitch that did this to me.”

“No. You know who it was?”

“It was a woman. She said she was going to frame Martin.”

“Do you know the woman?”

“No. But when I find her she is dead.”

“Is that a wise idea?”

“Frank. I don’t pay you to tell me what to do. I pay you to keep me out of trouble, to warn me when your lot are getting close.”

“I know and I think you get your monies worth.”

“I didn’t get my monies worth this time did I. Your on my payroll, do your fucking job.”

* * *

Alexa pressed the intercom button, flashed her badge and gained entry to the Intensive care unit. She made her way down the corridor that she had last seen with flashing red lights as she had set off the fire alarm as part of her plan to kill Felicia. She opened the door to the room to find Felicia awake and Trainer standing next to her bed, it looked like they had been in conversation and stopped as soon as she walked in.

“Hello, Mrs Fenner. How are you feeling?”

As Felicia turned from Trainer to look at Alexa, she could sense that she had recognised her.

“I have felt better,” Felicia replied.

“Well at least you survived. Do you mind if I ask you a couple of questions?”

“Of course not.”

“Thank you. Do you have any idea who would want to kill you and the woman you were with?”

“Oh yes. I have perfect recollection of the afternoon up until the point you drugged me and then shot me.”

Alexa could feel Trainers eyes on her. She turned to look at him.

What would he do?

Would he arrest her on the spot or assume that Felicia was trying to frame a police officer?

“There’s no point looking at him,” Felicia said, nodding towards Trainer. “You see. The reason your lot never get close to the business is that Frank keeps me very well informed.”

Alexa stared at Trainer. She had no idea that he was on the take, he was the reason Fenner was always one step in front of them.

“Frank. Is this true?” Alexa asked.

“Yes. I have a gambling problem and I owed money to some very bad people.”

“And I bought his debt,” interjected Felicia.

Alexa was struggling to make sense of everything that was happening. Felicia could identify her and Trainer was on the take, feeding information to Fenner. She turned to look at Felicia again.

“So what are you going to do about me?” she asked.

“There are a few things you need to realise,” Felicia replied. “When you came into my house you said you were going to frame Martin for my murder. I guess because you thought he ran the business.”

“Yes.”

“You couldn’t be further from the truth. Martin is a lovely man and I love him dearly, but he has no head for business plus the problem is, men in this line of work don’t like taking orders from women so he had to be the face of the business.”

Alexa started to realise. Felicia was the brains behind the trafficking, prostitution and drugs business. She had targeted the wrong person.

“I can see from your expression you are starting to get it. I am the boss. I run the business and now I need to decide what to do with you.”

Alexa turned to Trainer.

“Did you feed her information about Tracey Hind?”

Felicia didn’t give Trainer a chance to answer.

“Oh yes. The little tart that thought she could cross me. She had to be made an example of. I quite enjoyed cutting her tongue out and watching her face as the blood seeped down her throat. No one crosses me. As you will soon find out.”

Alexa dived towards the bed. That was the last straw. She lost all control. Trainer jumped in between them before Alexa could reach the bed. Felicia smiled at Alexa and turned to Trainer.

“Frank. I think its time I made a statement about those terrible events on Friday.”

“I can get that done,” he replied.

“As for you my dear. I am going to make sure you end up in prison alongside plenty of people who would like to get to you.”

Alexa’s stomach dropped, she couldn’t do prison. She would die in there.

“Oh dear. Has it just hit home my dear. You will die in prison. So I get to kill you but without lifting a finger.”

Trainer turned to Alexa.

“Ma’am. I am going to have to take you in.”

Trainer took his cuffs from his jacket pocket and placed them around Alexa’s wrists and guided her to the door and out of the Intensive Care Unit.
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Alexa’s Monday was starting from where Sunday had left off... badly. She had never spent very much time in a cell. A twelve foot square box was going to be her home for a long time or maybe a very short time if Felicia got her way and she probably would. She was waiting for her turn in front of the judge. Her day hadn’t gone well yesterday. Her plan had gone completely wrong and turned on her so she was now the one accused of the incidents of Friday. To make it worse she had found out that her colleague was corrupt and had been feeding information to the Fenner’s for years. She had been paraded by Trainer in front of all her colleagues who had gathered in the custody suite to see her brought in. She wasn’t exactly popular among her colleagues, too young and too pretty to be their boss and now a murderer. Trainer had made sure there would be plenty of people to see her brought in. He had radioed in for someone to take Felicia’s statement and then went into a full explanation of how he had caught a bent officer who had tried to frame Martin Fenner. Now she was sat in a cell in the basement of the court waiting for her remand hearing, where she would no doubt be remanded to prison awaiting her trial. She doubted she would make a trial though if Felicia had anything to do with it. There wasn’t much to do in a cell, its not like it had a TV or they gave you papers and magazines, her mind started to wander. She smiled as she thought about her twin sister, Sarah, they had been inseparable as young children, but that had all changed when she was diagnosed with cancer. They were only thirteen when Sarah had been diagnosed and she had fought it but eventually it had taken her sister away from her. Her parents took it badly especially her Father, he had tried to cope like most men do. He had tried to stay strong for the family but eventually he succumbed.

A tear started to trickle down her cheek as she remembered finding her Father slumped in a chair in the lounge when she got home from School. To start with it was drink that he turned to and when that wasn’t dulling the pain enough he turned to drugs. More tears came as the image of her Father slumped in the chair again filled her mind. That time though she couldn’t rouse him. She had found out later that it had been an overdose, it had eventually become to much for him. It was at that moment she decided to join the Police and avenge her Fathers death by locking up his dealers and any other dealers she could get her hands on. She wiped the tears away, was she about to blame her Father for being in this cell, how could she do that. They were her choices. She had spent years watching her colleagues chase after Fenner’s gang, she wanted in but she was only a woman and her bosses didn’t think it would be appropriate. She had finally found a way in when they asked her to speak to Tracey Hind. To use her friendship to gather information. Al they saw was a young Fenner prostitute who was offering information. Alexa realised it had been a mistake to use her friendship, it was just that she reminded her so much of her sister and it had brought back all the memories of her Father. Tracey’s murder had been the catalyst though that made her go down the route that had ended in her sat in this cell. It was all her own fault

She was dragged back to reality by the sound of her cell door being unlocked and then the door opening. One of the court security guards stood in front of her.

“It’s your turn. Stand up and hands in front of you.”

Alexa did as she was told and the guard placed the cuffs around her wrists and then beckoned her out of the cell door. She walked out followed by the guard, through the corridors of the basement to the base of the stairs to Court number one.

* * *

She walked up the stairs that led directly into the dock. She looked around the court, the press gallery was full but that wasn’t surprising, a corrupt police officer would make headline news. As she continued to look around she made eye contact with Frank Trainer. She didn’t blink, she stared into his eyes hoping he would understand that if by some magical feat she ever got out of here she would kill him alongside Felicia. As Trainer eventually looked away she continued to look around the court room, she didn’t expect her to be there, but a little bit of her hoped she would. She hadn’t intended to but she was starting to fall for Letitia. Fate had brought them together but fate had also dealt them a bad hand when she found out that she was in fact Tracey Hinds sister. Letitia had stopped her from killing Felicia and the truth about who they both were and their connection had come out. That night they had decided to carry on with the fight against the Fenner’s, but that had come to an abrupt end when Alexa had returned to the hospital.

She looked in detail at all the faces in the public gallery, no one she recognised. She started from the beginning again, maybe she had missed her. When she got to the end of the line again, her heart suddenly felt heavy in her chest as she realised she wasn’t there, it was probably all too much for her. She was interrupted in her self sorrow by one of the court officials reading out the charge against her. And so the beginning of the end started.
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The inside of prison transport was very small. Alexa was sat in a tiny cubicle, she could imagine that someone of larger stature would touch the sides as they sat down. The court room farce had gone as expected, Trainer reeling off his lies with what she thought had been a permanent smirk on his face. She had cast that from her mind and had spent the drive feeling sorry for herself, not because she was going to her death but because she hadn’t had a chance to look into the eyes of Letitia before she was taken from the court room. Maybe she had got up that morning and realised the foolishness of their plans and had decided to drop Alexa and get on with her life. She couldn’t blame her.

The van stopped and she could just about hear the sound of a metal gate rolling slowly along its guides. They must be at the prison gates. As the sound of the rolling gate stopped the van slowly moved forward and stopped again. They would be in the space between two gates now. The first one would close and then the second one would open. The van would move forward again and then she and anyone else in the van would be taken to the prison intake reception. The judge had ordered she be remanded until her trial but he had also ordered she be in solitary confinement for her own safety. That would give her some hope of safety, not being in general population but it wouldn’t last long, they would get to her eventually.

* * *

There were only four people in the van, Alexa didn’t recognise the other women so that was good. At least this part of the process should go without someone trying to kill her. She knew that Felicia would have put a price on her head and there were plenty of people in here who would like to see her dead and even if they didn’t know her, money was always a good motivator. She lined up behind the other three women to collect their prison clothes and hand over any valuables and of course there was the search. It wasn’t going to be pleasant. Alexa got to the desk, the inmate on the other side looked at her and picked a batch of clothing from the shelf behind her.

“Here you go. This should be your size. I’m a good judge of sizes.”

“Thank you,” replied Alexa.

“No need to thank me, you wont be wearing them for too long anyway.”

The inmate leaned over the desk to whisper in Alexa’s ear. She got so close Alexa could smell the stench of sweat and felt her greasy long hair hang against her cheek.

“Mrs Fenner says hello. She has said we can have some fun with you before we kill you. I am looking forward to seeing what is underneath your prison clothes.”

Alexa pulled away and looked the inmate right in the eyes and held her stare. The inmate turned away laughing.

“Move along inmate,” the guard called out to Alexa.

Alexa walked in the direction the guard was pointing. Alexa looked around the room she had been ushered into. There was a small table in the corner next to a door that was opposite the one she had entered through. There were no windows. The door behind her shut and the key turned in the lock. She was alone in the room. She didn’t like it, there was no way out apart from the door opposite. She took a step towards the door to see if it was open. As she reached out with her hand she heard the key turn in the lock and the door started to open. She stepped back towards the door she had come through. A woman in a white coat entered the door. It was Letitia. Alexa couldn’t contain her joy. She flung herself at Letitia and planted her lips on hers. They kissed for what seemed like an age before Letitia pulled away.

“What are you doing here?” asked Alexa.

“An old friend of mine works here. She became ill this morning so needed someone to cover her shift and I offered.”

“That was convenient.”

“Not really, I think the laxative I gave her made it impossible for her to come to work.”

Alexa couldn’t help but giggle to herself.

“So what exactly are you doing here?”

“I just needed to see you.”

“And that’s great but they are going to wonder why I’m not walking out the door in a few minutest’

“Then we better make the most of the few minutes we have.”

Alexa wondered what Letitia meant but then she went into the pocket of her lab coat and handed Alexa a mobile phone.

“If you need anything use this. Or just ring me late at night to let me know you are Okay.”

“Of course.”

“I am working on a way of getting you out of here but it will take time. I am going to talk to the police to tell them about Felicia.”

“No don’t do that. One of my colleagues, Frank Trainer is on the Fenner payroll. As soon as you go to them he will get to hear about it and you will be treated to the same fate as your sister.”

The mention of her sister made Letitia’s blood boil. She was angry but she needed to stay alive.

“Okay. What do we do then, that was about all the plan I had. I’m not very good at this am I.”

She sounded despondent. Alexa realised she thought talking to the Police would solve everything. It wouldn’t.

“Listen. We will sort something out,” responded Alexa.

“I just need to stay alive until I can think of something.”

“What do you mean stay alive.”

“I don’t know how much time I will have. Felicia has put a hit out on me, she wants me dead. I have already been told they are going to kill me and I’ve only been here ten minutes.”

Letitia took hold of Alexa’s shoulders and pulled her close. She looked her straight in the eyes and spoke slowly and softly to her.

“You will survive. I need you to survive. I love you Alexa and once you are out of here we are going to take the revenge we both want.”

Alexa kissed her again.

“Now get changed. We need to get you through that other door before the guards suspect anything.”

Alexa changed into her prison clothes and followed Letitia out of the door. She found herself in a space that was surrounded by bars with a single sliding barred gate into the general population of the prison. This was it, she now needed to survive. She had every reason to survive. She had found a woman she could love and they would get their revenge.
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Alexa stood with Letitia waiting for the gate to be opened. She knew where it led as she had been here many times before. This time though she was dressed in prison clothes and about to be locked in a twelve foot square cell. She tried not to look at Letitia, she didn’t want any of the guards watching the cameras to see her feelings for her, it could put her in danger as well.

A guard approached the gate and stood looking at Alexa. As she thought he was about to say something the gate buzzed and slid to the right. The guard beckoned the two of them through. Letitia peeled off to the left, she wanted to look back but just kept walking to the end of the corridor and out another barred gate that led to the way out of the prison. Alexa couldn’t help but feel alone, because she was. She had no friends in here, if she hadn’t locked them up then by now they would know her name from the hit that Felicia had put out on her. She waited with the guard for the gate to close and then followed him down the corridor to another barred gate at the opposite end to the one that Letitia had gone through. They waited for the gate to buzz and slide to the right.

As she stepped through the space left by the gate she could see the rows of cells. She was in the general population area. She shouldn’t be here. Maybe this was just a through route. The noise was deafening, it was the middle of the afternoon and all the inmates were milling around the recreation area in the middle of the rows of cells. Alexa and the guard were separated from all the inmates by a wire fence that ran the length of the cells from the floor to the bottom of the walkway above her. Alexa looked up and she could see the feet of other inmates walking along the metal walkway that served the next level of cells. Alexa realised that it had gone silent. She looked back at the recreation area to see all of the inmates lined up along the fence staring at her, she recognised some of the faces. People she had locked up. The guard pushed her in the back and moved her down the corridor towards an open gate that led from the wired corridor to the recreation area. It looked like she might not make it to her solitary cell.

As she approached the open gate she kept looking forward in the hope that she would be able to just walk on past. That hope faded quickly. The guard pushed her again, this time into the recreation area. Alexa managed to keep her balance and stood just inside the open gate. The same inmate she had gotten her clothes from came up to her. She stood so close she could smell her sweat again and her bad breath as she spoke to her.

“It’s nice to see you Alexa. We have all been looking forward to seeing you. We are going to make you very welcome,” she leaned a little closer to her. “This will just be like tenderising beef. Your not going to die today.”

Alexa felt another push in the back. This time she couldn’t keep her balance and before she knew it she was on the floor, trainer clad feet raining down onto her from all directions. She curled into a ball, pulling her knees up to her chest to protect her stomach and covering her face with her arms. She knew she couldn’t fight back, there were too many of them, she just had to survive without taking too many hits to areas of vital organs. She was pretty sure she felt a couple of ribs crack as the punishment continued.

After what seemed like hours of being used as a punching bag they all moved away and left her on the floor. She had managed to protect most of her face but her once beautiful thin lips and pronounced cheek bones were now a thick lip with blood flowing from cuts and cheek bones that luckily weren’t broken but would be a very good shade of purple in a short time. She could taste the sweet warm blood coming from her lips in her mouth. Her eyes were already swelling up as she felt two arms pick her up and drag her from the recreation area.

She didn’t know how long they had been dragging her or the directions they had taken. All she did know was that when she managed to look at the feet of the people who were dragging her, they were guards. After what seemed like numerous twists and turns the two guards threw her into a cell. She landed on the floor, she could feel the coldness of the concrete starting to seep through her clothes. She looked around as much as she could through the slits that once used to be her eyes. Four blank walls and a bed. She crawled along the floor and leaned her back against one of the walls so she was sat up. She manoeuvred herself to find a comfortable position, which wasn’t easy with what felt like quite a few broken ribs.

“Make yourself comfortable and get some rest. Tomorrow I think they plan on playing pinata with you.”

The door slammed shut and she could hear them laughing as they walked away from her cell. At this rate she wasn’t going to survive long. She needed a plan and she needed one soon.








  
  
  Twenty Eight

  
  




Alexa had managed to manoeuvre herself onto the bed in the cell after the guards had left. She had found it hard to get comfortable but she had managed to get at least a few hours sleep. She was awake now and trying to open her eyes. The cuts above her eyes from last nights beating had seeped blood around her eyes, it had dried around her eyelids making it difficult to open them. She went to the sink on the corner of the cell and ran some water over her hands. She used her wet hands to slowly wipe away the dried blood. She could open her eyes and luckily the swelling hadn’t impinged on her vision. She felt a buzzing sensation and remembered the phone that Letitia had given her. She pulled it from its hiding place and saw an alert for a text message. It was from Letitia.

Morning, hope you are Okay. I am seeing someone today who may be able to help us. Love you.

Alexa typed her reply.

I am fine, be careful who you speak to. Love you too.

She hit send and then put the phone back in its hiding place.

As a protected inmate the judge had ordered her to be kept in solitary confinement for her own safety, that meant she should have breakfast in her cell and exercise alone. Last nights introduction to the prison didn’t fill her with confidence that that was gong to be the case. It was obvious that not only did Felicia have friends in the inmate population but she also had friends in the guards as well. That was going to make her life even more difficult. She needed to think of a way out, would Letitia be able to come up with something. Who was she going to talk to this morning and would they be able to help? Alexa’s mind was full of ideas and scenarios as she heard the door to her cell unlock. She got up from her bed as quick as her aching body would allow her and positioned herself against the wall opposite the door. She was going to fight back this time even if she came worse off. The door opened and a young woman entered with a breakfast tray in her hand.

“Breakfast,” she said as she looked at Alexa.

Alexa recognised her.

“It’s Harmony isn’t it?”

“Yes. You tried to help me when I stabbed my husband.”

“Of course. He was beating you. How are you still here. That was fifteen years ago. We worked hard to get you a short sentence because of the beatings from your husband.”

“I was depressed when I arrived here and did some silly things.”

“But how did that end up with you still here?”

“A judge ordered me to be put on public protection order and as you know they don’t have a sentence length. So here I am.”

Alexa was surprised. She had met Harmony when she had been brought in on a stabbing case. Harmony had stabbed her husband who had eventually died from his wounds. The prosecution wanted to prosecute her for murder and therefore a life sentence. She had listened to her and then found evidence of the beatings from her husband; police reports, hospital records, it had all added up and the prosecution dropped the charge to manslaughter.

“You only got ten years and should have been out in six.”

“My family are fighting hard to get the order lifted, our solicitor is hopeful we will succeed.”

“Thats good then.”

“Yes and I get privileges now as well so its not too bad.”

Harmony walked further in to the cell and put the tray on the bed.

“You got quite a welcome last night then,” she said pointing at Alexa’s face.

“Yes, they did quite a job.”

“I heard what you did, its all over the prison.”

Alexa thought she saw a smile on Harmony’s face, maybe she could be a friend in here, she wasn’t going to have many. Harmony turned to leave.

“I have to go before they come in and we both get into trouble.”

Harmony left and the door slammed shut. Alexa looked down at the breakfast, it didn’t look appetising but she needed her strength for whatever came next.
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Letitia looked at the text Alexa had sent her and smiled, she liked the fact that Alexa had returned her affection but was a bit annoyed with her that she had told her to be careful. She had a meeting arranged with an old University friend which hopefully would lead to finding a way out of prison and away from all this mess before it was too late for the both of them. She finished her breakfast, placed the dishes in the dishwasher and went to shower. She had phoned in work sick so she had the whole day to come up with a plan. She was hoping her friend would help as she didn’t have a clue where to start, she was a doctor at the end of the day, not some trained SAS operative. She showered and dressed quickly, she needed to be in central London for noon. She thought she heard movement downstairs but thought nothing of it until she descended the stairs and saw a man standing in her lounge.

“Who are you and what are you doing in my house?” she asked.

“Detective Sergeant Frank Trainer,” the man replied.

“So...”

“I came to give you a bit of advice.”

“You could have knocked on the door. Is it normal for police to just walk into a house.”

Trainer moved closer to her. She had her back up against the wall and couldn’t move out of his way as he advanced towards her. He was scaring her now. Police shouldn’t act like this.

“Get out of my house,” she snapped.

“Miss Hind. I have some advice for you.”

“I don’t need the sort of advice that comes with intimidation.”

“Miss Hind. My advice is simple. Stay away from Alexa Blake. I know you have been working with her and it would be in your best interests to walk away.”

“Who I spend my time with is nothing to do with you.”

She tried to step sideways to get away from Trainer but he blocked her path and slammed her back into the wall.

“Letitia, you need to listen.”

“I don’t need...”

Trainer didn’t let her finish. He slapped her across the face, splitting her lip. She could taste the sweetness of her own blood as it trickled into her mouth. She looked into Trainers eyes. She wanted him to understand her contempt and anger. The blood still trickled into her mouth, instead of swallowing it she spat it into Trainers face. She watched as he wiped her blood from his face.

“Who the fuck do you think you are.”

“Letitia, I know who you are. I know about your sister. I know you want revenge on her killer, but you wont get it. Walk away while you still have your life.”

“Are you really Police?” she asked.

“Oh yes, I’m Police. I also work for the people who got Alexa locked up and your sister killed. Don’t make the same mistake and get yourself killed as well. Walk away now. Next time it wont be just a slap.”

Trainer turned away from Letitia and walked to the front door. He opened the door and turned to look at Letitia one last time.

“Don’t make me have to come back.”

Letitia watched him leave and then jumped to the door, locked it and pulled the security chain across.She was scared but that wasn’t going to stop her. She had never given up on anything in her life and she wasn’t going to stop now. She went to the upstairs bathroom and cleaned the blood from her face and made herself look presentable again. She had a meeting to get too and she was more determined than ever. No one threatens her and gets away with it.

* * *

Letitia left the Hyde Park corner underground station. She squinted as the sunlight of the morning sun hit her. She had left her home in plenty of time and had arrived at Hyde Park an hour before she was due to meet her old University friend. She walked into the park and started to walk the pathway around the edge. She hadn’t been into central London for a long time. She had been too busy and anyway, she had lived in London for over five years now and had done all the sites when she first moved here. It had got boring now.

She had forgotten how beautiful Hyde Park was in the summer. The trees were casting shadows across the pathway and the flowers were in full bloom. The heat, the colour and the throngs of people around her, made her forget all about her troubles, only for a moment though. They soon came flooding back. Her sister, Alexa and now being threatened by a crooked police officer. Could it get any worse, she thought to herself. Her phone buzzed in her pocket. She took it out and looked at the text from her friend.

I’m early where are you?

Letitia replied telling her friend that she was in the park and would walk to the refreshment stand that they had arranged to meet at. She walked around the pathway to one of the many refreshment stands that were nestled under the trees in a corner of the park. As she approached she caught a glimpse of her friend. He was ordering a drink and he was exactly as she remembered him, he hadn’t changed in the years since she last saw him. They had been lovers for a time, but that came to an end when she moved to London. He didn’t know that since leaving for London she had discovered her real self. He probably thought that the text out of the blue inviting him to London was a way for her to try and get back together. He was in for a shock. In fact he was in for one hell of a shock.
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At about the same time that Letitia was sitting down for coffee with her friend, Alexa was sitting in her cell still trying to recover from the beating she had taken the night before. Her ribs were sore and the bruising was a lovely shade of purple. Her eyes were still swollen, she couldn’t see the bruising around her eyes but she imagined that it would be the same as that on her ribs. Her lips were sore where the cuts were and like her eyes they felt swollen and probably a nice purple as well. She could only imagine what she looked like. She heard a key in her cell door. She jumped to her feet from her bed and moved against the far wall. As at breakfast, if this was another visit for a beating she wanted to make sure whoever they were, they were in front of her. The door opened and a guard stepped in.

“Exercise time,” it was one of the guards from the night before, that worried Alexa.

Was this going to be a repeat of last night.

The guard beckoned her to leave the cell. She walked out to find another guard standing outside, she hadn’t seen her before, hopefully she wasn’t as crooked as the ones she met last night. The guard exited Alexa’s cell.

“Follow me.”

Alexa followed the guard and the other one fell in behind her, standard procedure in a prison, a guard in front and one behind. They walked through the prison going through gates between blocks and eventually through a final gate that led to the exercise yard. Alexa should have been alone in the yard, she was a protected inmate, but she wasn’t. The inmate with the greasy hair and bad breath was in the yard along with some friends. Alexa didn’t imagine they were there to make friends with her.

* * *

The gate to the exercise yard shut behind her with the guards on the opposite side. She was alone in the yard with four inmates. The greasy haired, foul breath smelling inmate that she had first met when she collected her prison clothes and three others. Alexa had already decided that this time she would fight back, assuming she wasn’t massively outnumbered and four wasn’t outnumbered in her book. These poor women were in for a shock. The thing was, she had decided to join the police force when her Father died. She had only been young but had researched the best way to get in and make herself stand out. She had studied hard but also trained hard. Alexa had joined a shooting club and become an expert marks person, winning lots of competitions when she was young and she had also trained in one of the most efficient and brutal martial arts. Krav Maga was a military self defense system devised by the Israeli defense force, it is known for its brutal, aggressive nature and its use of combined defensive and offensive manoeuvres. Alexa planned to bring its full force on these four poor women.

She quickly weighed up the opposition as they walked towards her. The greasy, smelly one was overweight and in poor condition, she would go down easily. The other three may prove more of a challenge. There was a blond one that was small in stature but from what she could see, she had a good muscle tone. The red head was about the same size and build as Alexa so she may take a bit more time. And finally the last one, with black long hair, was taller and much more muscular than Alexa. She would need to disable her first and then deal with the other three. She also needed to make sure the guards couldn’t intervene. They were closer now, she was ready for them but were they ready for her.

* * *

One of the many principles taught in Krav Maga is situational awareness and Alexa was excellent at that discipline. She had already taken two steps to her left to make sure she wasn’t in front of the gate that the guards were now stood behind with their arms folded waiting for what they thought was going to be a good show, it would be but maybe not the one they expected. She needed to take down the most challenging one first but as soon as she did that the guards would more than likely enter the yard to ensure she didn’t get the better of the remaining three inmates. The four of them were cocky, they had no idea of the skills Alexa had, why should they.

Alexa readied herself, they were now two strides away. As they took another step forward she sprung forward covering the difference between her and the black haired inmate. She put her full force behind her outstretched arm and landed her clenched fist into her throat, crushing her larynx, she went down holding her neck struggling to breath. Before the others or the guards could react she moved in behind the greasy haired larger inmate. Alexa roundhouse kicked her into the fence, her face hitting the corner of the square gate post. She went down just as Alexa had planned, blood streaming from a broken nose and rolling in front of the gate. The size she was the guards wouldn’t get through quickly. She was enjoying herself. The two remaining inmates turned to face her and she looked them in the eyes.

“I think its time I sent my own message, don’t you?”

Before they could answer, she dropped and swept their feet from underneath them. Before they could react and get to their feet Alexa swung around on her back and elbowed the one to her left in the throat, another crushed larynx. Alexa planted her feet firmly on the ground and sprung to a standing position, she took a step forward and followed through with her trailing foot, kicking the remaining inmate in the head, knocking her out cold. Alexa turned to the gate to see the guards fighting to roll the large inmate away and get into the yard. She looked around her, there were four inmates spread around her, all incapacitated. She had made her point.








  
  
  Thirty One

  
  




While Alexa was dealing with her new friends, Letitia was making acquaintances with an old one. She had met Drew while she was at Nottingham University studying Medicine. He had been on a computer science degree. They had met at a students union freshers event for new students. For Drew it had been love at first sight and he made it his mission in that first year to get a date with Letitia, it had taken him six months but he had got a date and for the next two years they were inseparable.

“Hi Drew,” Letitia said as she approached the coffee stand.

Drew turned and smiled at her. “Hello Letitia. Its been a long time.”

“Yes it has.”

“Would you like a coffee? I’ve already ordered myself one.”

“Yes please, can I have a Latte?”

They collected their drinks and found somewhere to sit.

“It was nice to get your text, but you were very cryptic,” Drew said.

“Yes, sorry about that. I wanted you to come but if I told you why I didn’t think you would.”

“That doesn’t sound good.”

“Its not, but I need to be honest with you and then you can decide if you want to help me or not.”

Letitia went on to explain about her sister, Tracey. How she had been murdered by a drug gang because she had talked to the police and how she had spent months trying to find the killer. She then explained how she had come to meet Alexa and that they had become lovers. Drew stopped her at that point.

“So let me get this right, you and this woman are lovers. How long have you been...”

“Gay, a lesbian,” Letitia interrupted him as he floundered for the right words.

“Well, yes.”

“All my life I suppose, but I just fought it. I tried to be normal, or rather what people perceive to be normal.”

“But we were an item for two years,” Drew said, very confused.

“Yes and I loved you and I loved our time together, but I have to be honest with myself. I hope you will still listen to what I have to say?”

Letitia could see the confused look on Drew’s face, she knew he still had feelings for her and she hope those feelings would mean he wouldn’t run out on her now. The biggest hurdle was over as far as Letitia was concerned. The fact that Drew was still sat opposite her drinking his coffee meant that maybe, they would be able to work together to help Alexa. At least he would listen to the next bit of the story.

* * *

Letitia continued with the story. She explained to Drew how Alexa was in fact a Police Officer and that it was Alexa who had been the contact for her sister. As she talked she started to realise how complicated all this was. Drew just kept looking at her and nodding.

She paused between sections of the story. The pause before the next section was longer. This was the section of the story where she had to explain how Alexa had decided to kill the man she thought responsible for Letitia’s sisters death only to fail. She explained how Alexa had only injured one of the women she had tried to use to frame Fenner and she had identified Alexa as the killer and Alexa was now in prison with a price on her head. She then went on to explain that it was actually Fenner’s wife that ran the gang. Drew took a sip of his coffee.

“That is quite a story.”

“Yes it is. There is one more thing though.”

“More,” exclaimed Drew.

“The Police are corrupt.”

Letitia went on to explain about Frank Trainer and how he worked for the drug gang, feeding them information to make sure they were one step ahead all the time. She explained how it was Trainer that had fed the information to them about her sister and so it was his fault that his sister was dead. Silence fell between them. Letitia hoped he would help but she couldn’t force him, she no longer had a hold over him. She just hoped their friendship would mean something to him. She eventually broke the silence.

“Your the only person I could think to turn to for help.”

“You haven’t actually said what you want me to do.”

“I need to get Alexa out of prison.”

“How? It’s a prison for Christ sake.”

“I have an idea how to get her out but then we will need help to disappear.”

“You do know I’m only an IT Consultant. I’m not Jack bloody Reacher.”

Letitia stared at him. She had one last card to play which would hopefully get him to help. It was a risk and it could backfire on her, but she was desperate.
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Alexa started to wake.

Where was she?

What had happened?

The last thing she remembered was looking at the guards as they eventually broke through the gate after she had dealt with the exercise yard welcome group that they had laid on for her. She started to open her eyes, the walls were white and the bright lights made her squint. As her eyes acclimatised to the lighting she realised she wasn’t in her cell and the bed was a lot more comfortable than she had slept on the night before. As she woke more she could feel the pain in her limbs and then the events of the exercise yard after her show of strength started to come back to her. They had broken through the gate that she had blocked with the fat inmate and hit Alexa on the back of her legs to make her go down. As she had hit the floor more guards had come through the gate. The two who had set her up must have radioed for help, they probably realised they would need it once she had taken down the four inmates so easily. She looked around to see if she could see the welcoming group, they weren’t in the same ward as her but she doubted the prison hospital would have been able to cope with the injuries she had inflicted on them. They would have needed urgent medical help.

She tried to move her arms, they weren’t restrained but moving was difficult as they were painful, she didn’t think they were broken though. She did think she had more cracked ribs on top of the ones she had suffered in her first beating though. In fact there wasn’t much that wasn’t painful. More of the events from the exercise yard came flooding back to her. The extra guards had decided not only did she need restraining but she also needed a good beating as well. They had rained down on her with batons and feet from all angles. She had tried to protect vital organs but that just meant her arms and legs took most of the punishment.

“You’re awake Miss Blake.”

Alexa turned to see a man standing at the bottom of her bed in a white coat. She guessed a doctor.

“So it would appear. How long have I been here?” she replied.

“You were found unconscious by the guards yesterday morning and have been unconscious since they brought you in.”

“And how long was that?” Alexa asked.

“Just over twenty four hours,” the doctor replied.

“So its Wednesday afternoon then.”

“Yes it is. It would seem you took quite a beating. Any idea who did this?”

Alexa knew better than to tell him what had happened, it would only make matters worse. She had enough to deal with without alienating the guards as well.

“No idea.”

“Well you have some cracked ribs and lots of bruising to most of your body.”

“Not too bad then.”

“You need to be checked out at the hospital though as I’m not sure if there is any damage to your kidneys as there is a lot of bruising around that area. So I am going to send you for a scan.”

“And when will that be?”

“Well it’s not like we can just pop you over there, we need to book an appointment and the guards to go with you. So a couple of days.”

“Okay, thank you.”

“For now you will stay here until you have been to the hospital and we get the results back from your scan.”

Alexa was glad she was staying put, it might keep her safe for now at least. The trip to the hospital might turn out to be an opportunity. An opportunity she would take as soon as she had the chance.
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Felicia was sat up in her hospital bed as Frank Trainer entered the room.

“Hello Frank.”

“Mrs Fenner,” Frank replied

“Is she dead yet?”

Frank knew who Felicia was talking about, Alexa. He had been keeping in touch with the warden of the prison where she was being held. He had shown concern for her wellbeing, he didn’t really care. He needed Alexa dead. She knew he was in the pocket of Felicia, but she also knew that he was the one that had told Felicia about Tracey and how she had been speaking to Alexa about her drug and people trafficking business. Tracey had ended up dead because of him and the last time he saw Alexa he could see in her face that if she had the chance she would kill him.

“No, she is still alive,” he informed Felicia.

“I think its time they finished the job on her don’t you?”

“That may be more difficult now.”

“Why?” Felicia asked angrily.

“She is in the prison hospital wing. Some of the guards beat her.”

“What the fuck were they playing at. I own that prison. The governor, the guards, the prisoners. They belong to me and they do what I tell them to.”

“They had to do something. Alexa had taken out four of the inmates who they had lined up to have a bit of fun with her.”

“Four?” Felicia’s anger was rising.

“How the fuck did she take out four of them?” the words spat out of her mouth as the anger in her grew. She wanted this woman dead now.

“I have no idea, but she left one with a broken nose, two with a crushed larynx and one with concussion.”

“And what were the guards doing. Just watching?”

“She managed to take out one of the inmates and use her to block the gate. She was a big girl so the guards couldn’t get into the exercise yard.”

“Thats enough. Once she is back in population I want her dead. No messing, no playing, just make sure she dies.”

“I will let them know.”

Frank turned to leave, but Felicia called after him.

“Frank, make sure it is done. She has as much on you as she has on me and if you become a liability then I will remove the liability.”

Frank knew exactly what she meant and he also knew she would carry out the threat. He had come to realise over the years that Felicia was ruthless and had no issues with removing people that got in her way or were a ‘liability’ as she put it.

* * *

While Felicia was ordering the extinction of Alexa, Letitia was playing her final hand with Drew. What she was about to do was a risk, she could alienate him completely, if she did then she was on her own and she would have no idea what to do next. If this didn’t work it would more than likely mean the end for both Alexa and herself.

“Are you sure you can’t help?” Letitia pleaded.

“I don’t see how I can,” replied Drew.

Letitia chose her next words carefully.

“You may have some IT skills that...”

She paused.

“That what?” Drew asked.

“That maybe you thought I didn’t know about when we were an item.”

“What the hell are you talking about?”

Letitia knew that Drew knew exactly what skills she meant. While they were lovers at University she had once used his laptop and had accidentally come across emails that talked about a hacking group. The groups mission was to bring down what they saw as corrupt bosses and officials and from the emails it looked like Drew was one of the leaders. Letitia had known he was good at computer’s but she had no idea what the emails actually meant so had spent time researching all about the group. They had been attributed with bringing down the bosses of some of the biggest companies in the world and purportedly even brought down corrupt governments. She had never been able to ask him about it as they had gone their separate ways as Drew finished his University course and she could never find the right moment to talk to him about it. Well now was the time.

“Cut the crap Drew,” Letitia dove straight in, she didn’t have time for niceties anymore.

“Again, what are you talking about?”

“You were a member of a hacking group, quite a big group and from what I saw at University you were one of the leaders.”

“How...What...When,” Drew couldn’t finish his sentence so Letitia did.

“I borrowed your laptop once and saw a bunch of emails about the group and your involvement.”

“You really shouldn’t have seen those.”

“Well I did and now I need your help.”

“Okay, tell me what you need and then I will see if I can help. No promises though.”

Letitia smiled at him, she had hoped he would cave in and he had. Maybe there was hope after all.

* * *

It had only been hours since Alexa had learnt that she would be going to the hospital for a scan tomorrow. After her performance in the exercise yard the guards were on edge, they wouldn’t let her out of their sight, she had shown how dangerous she could be. She knew this was going to be her only chance to get out of the position she was in, if she didn’t then she would die in prison, they would just increase the number of attackers until she had no chance of survival. She had been making plans for the last few hours, working out how she could break away from her guards. She knew she was having a scan and that was probably going to be the only time she would be alone. She had no idea what the room layout would be but that would have to be the time to make her escape. There was one missing key element, even if she could escape her guards she would need transport, she would need Letitia, she would need her mobile. She needed a friend to get it from her cell, maybe Harmony would be of use after all.
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Alexa had slept well, she was starting to feel more like herself. The beating the guards had given her had cracked a few ribs and given her some lovely bruising but she didn’t think it had caused any lasting damage. She was doing a very good impression of a woman in pain though, she didn’t want to go back to her cell and she didn’t want them to cancel her hospital appointment, that was going to be her one chance of escape. It would be time for breakfast soon and she hoped it would be brought in by Harmony, she needed it to be Harmony.

Alexa could hear the trolley coming down the corridor, she sat up in her bed and stared at the door. She needed the person pushing the trolley to be Harmony, she needed her to be the next person through the door that she was so carefully concentrating on. Harmony had been in the prison for years and had privileges most of the other inmates didn’t have. Alexa needed clothes for her hospital visit and it would be Harmony who would be sent to collect them. If Alexa could get to her first then she hoped that Harmony could collect the mobile that she had hidden in her cell, she needed that mobile to contact Letitia once she was away from her guards at the hospital.

The door swung open and a guard walked in and held it open for the breakfast trolley to come through. Alexa found herself pushing forward on her hands, willing the next person to be Harmony. Eventually the front of the trolley appeared through the door, followed by Harmony. Alexa let out a sigh of relief and relaxed back into her bed, she would get her mobile, her plan was starting to come together.

* * *

Trainer was sat in what was once Alexa’s office, he was acting Detective Inspector now that Alexa was suspended pending investigation. The investigation would of course relieve her of her command and ultimately her job. She had plead guilty to murder and attempted murder so it was a foregone conclusion. He didn’t want the job full time, he didn’t want the stress and it would also make it more difficult for him and the arrangement he had with Felicia Fenner. He would be happy when they got a full time replacement. The investigation into Alexa would also be inconvenient for him and Felicia so it was a necessity that Alexa not be around for it, she had to be dealt with and dealt with soon. He felt his jacket pocket buzz, he took his phone from it and looked at the screen and answered the call.

“Trainer.”

“Alexa will be going to King George hospital tomorrow. Her appointment is for eleven AM so will leave at ten AM.”

The caller hung up.

Trainer navigated his phone to WhatsApp and sent a message.

Our problem is leaving the prison at ten AM and will be at King George Hospital at eleven AM.

He put his phone back in his jacket pocket. He knew that Alexa wouldn’t be leaving the hospital alive.
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Harmony had collected the clothes that Alexa needed to attend her hospital scan. She had also found the mobile that Alexa had hidden in the cell and brought that to her as well. The mobile was key to her plan, without it she would never get away from the hospital. She would think about what came next once she was away from the danger of the prison. Getting Felicia and now Trainer to pay Recompense for their crimes was high on her list but she couldn’t do that if she wasn’t alive. The curtains around her bed had been drawn so she could dress. She put her clothes on and then was thankful that her mobile was small as she pushed it between the cheeks of her bottom and squeezed tight to hold on to it. She knew that she would be searched before she left the prison and although it was uncomfortable it was the only place she could think of that would avoid the search. The curtains swung open and two guards were stood in front of her.

“Its a good job I was dressed,” she said to the guards.

“You haven’t got anything I haven’t had before,” laughed the male guard.

Alexa stared him in the eyes.

“Try to take this and I will treat you to the same that the little bitches in the exercise yard got.”

The guard turned away.

“Search her.”

The female guard patted Alexa down and checked her pockets. Alexa squeezed onto her mobile a little tighter as she was patted down in the bottom area, just to make sure she didn’t find the mobile. The female guard nodded to her partner.

“Hands in front of you,” he said to Alexa.

She did as ordered and handcuffs were put around her wrists.

“You step out of line and you will feel my baton.”

“You think you will get that close,” Alexa replied with a smile.

The male guard stepped forward, his nose nearly touching Alexa’s.

“I will get as close as I like and if the baton doesn’t work then I will just use the taser. In fact I may just use that for the fun of it.”

“It’s the only fun you will ever get,” Alexa goaded.

The female guard pushed Alexa in the back and they left the hospital wing of the prison and started the journey to the hospital. This was going to be Alexa’s chance, her only chance of survival.

* * *

Felicia was flicking through the TV channels as two people entered her private room.

“All these fucking channels and still nothing to watch,” she said.

A man and woman stood at the end of her bed. Felicia threw the TV remote onto the end of the bed and looked up at them. It amused her to have a brother and sister hit team on her payroll, it was the quirky kind of thing she liked. She had met Pasha and Ionna on a trip to Georgia to organise a consignment of girls. They had been assigned as her bodyguards on the trip by her Georgian contact and she had seen their skills at first hand as they took out one of the girls parents when they tried to stop their daughter being taken. She knew then that she needed them back in the UK to work as her personal execution team.

“Do you know what you have to do?” she asked of them.

“Yes. Alexa Blake doesn’t leave this hospital alive,” replied Pasha.

“Her appointment is at eleven AM and she is having a scan so you need to find out where that will be. I don’t care how it is done but I want her to know that I sent you.”

“Do you want it clean or should she suffer?” asked Ionna.

“If you can make her suffer even better, just make sure she doesn’t survive. I want her dead.”

“Consider it done.”

Pasha and Ionna turned and left the room. Felicia stretched for the TV remote and went back to flicking through the channels. She was happy, she knew that with her personal team on the job Alexa would not be alive much longer.

* * *

The journey to the hospital had not been the most comfortable one. She had travelled in the back of a police car flanked by her two guards. It hadn’t been the closeness of the guards that had made it uncomfortable, it had been her mobile phone. The fact there were three of them in the back seat had made it impossible to position herself, she would be glad when she could remove the mobile. She needed to visit the toilet as soon as possible.

“I need the toilet,” Alexa said.

“You will have to wait,” replied the male guard.

“The doctor says I should go often until they know the level of damage caused to my kidneys from your beating.”

Alexa knew full well there wasn’t anything wrong with her apart from some sore ribs and bruising but she needed to keep up the act to ensure she got this visit to the hospital.

“Fine, as soon as we get into the building you can go,” he replied.

Alexa also knew that if they were going to scan her kidneys she needed to have a full bladder, going to the toilet would help her get hold of her mobile and text Letitia but it would also give her time as she would need to drink lots before she could be scanned. She needed that time to let Letitia get to the hospital, she had no idea where she was or if she would even help. The male guard got out of the car first followed by Alexa and the female guard. They walked, one at each side of her into the hospital reception area.

“There’s a toilet over there,” said Alexa.

“Okay, but she goes with you,” replied the male guard.

Alexa and the female guard entered the toilet, it was empty.

“Make it quick,” the guard said.

Alexa entered a cubicle and removed her trousers and underwear. Before she sat she removed the mobile from its hiding place. She sat and then used toilet paper to wipe the mobile. As she relieved herself she sent Letitia a text.

At King George. Come pick me up in the car park.

* * *

At the same time Alexa was sending her text, Pasha and Ionna were preparing for the job they had been given. It wasn’t a job they were unfamiliar with, they had liquidated more people than they could count for Felicia. They left the hospital and returned to the car they had parked in the corner of one of the many hospital car parks. It was parked away from prying eyes and the CCTV cameras. They opened the boot of the car and lifted the carpet covering the trunk floor to reveal a foam filled area that had various weapons slotted into spaces. They had the choice of knives, sidearms and a sub machine gun.

“What is your weapon of choice sister?” asked Pasha.

“I don’t think the sub will be any good here. We need to do this quietly and then just get out.”

“Agreed. Knife if possible and the Beretta 9mm with a suppressor if not.”

The two of them took a knife each and slipped them into a sheath that was attached to their belt and then hid it with their jackets. They then took a Beretta each and screwed a suppressor to the end. They checked the magazine was full, racked it to ensure one was in the chamber and placed it in the shoulder holsters under their jackets and zipped them up. They were ready. They walked back to the reception of the hospital. Ionna walked to the left out of sight while Pasha walked to the lady on the reception.

“Hi, I am really sorry to ask a stupid question but my wife is having a scan today and I don’t know where to go.”

“That’s not a problem sir. Is it a maternity scan?” asked the receptionist.

“Oh no, she isn’t pregnant,” replied Pasha.

“In that case then it will be on the second floor, east wing. Just follow the signs for outpatient ultrasound.”

“Thank you very much.”

Pasha turned and headed for the lift, followed by Ionna.
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Alexa turned left out of the lift flanked by her entourage. They weren’t going to make it easy for her, she would have to be ready to make her move quickly when it came. A few more twists and turns around the corridors and they reached the outpatient ultrasound.

“Alexa Blake,” barked one of the guards.

The receptionist looked up from her computer screen.

“Ah yes, the prisoner appointment.”

“Can we get her in and out quickly?” the guard asked.

“I need to ask her some questions first and then you can take a seat along with everyone else.”

Alexa stepped forward and smiled at the lady looking up at her.

“Date of birth please?”

“30th May 1987,” Alexa replied.

“Current address?”

“Prison.”

The receptionist didn’t know where to look, she continued with easier questions.

“Are you on any medication?”

“No.”

“Could you be pregnant?”

“No.”

“Have you emptied your bladder in the last three hours?”

“Yes.”

“Okay, you will need to drink some fluids for the next hour and only then can you have the scan.”

“That will be after her appointment time,” interjected the female guard.

“Nothing I can do, she needs to have a full bladder. She drinks for an hour and then she gets the scan. Take a seat.”

The receptionist looked back at her computer screen before any of them could question her. The three of them left the desk and found three seats in the corner of the waiting room.

* * *

The waiting room was like most hospital waiting rooms, seats all around the outside edges of the room with rows of seats in the middle. Her guards had positioned themselves and Alexa in a corner at the back of the room where they could get a full view of people coming in and out. It also meant Alexa would have a long way to go to make it to the door if she decided to make a run for it.

Alexa was sipping on her beaker of water and scanning the room as she noticed two people come in through the swing doors into the waiting room. It was a man and a woman but that wasn’t what made them noticeable. The fact that they scanned the room in a methodical way as they walked in and the bulges underneath their jackets just below but slightly in front of their left armpits was what made them noticeable. She had seen those exact bulges before and they normally only meant one thing, they were carrying shoulder holstered sidearms. They tried not to look at her for too long, but she could sense a pause in their scanning as they caught her gaze. They sat at the opposite end of the room by the door, they had a perfect view of the waiting room and Alexa. Not only did she have to get away from her guards she would now have to deal with two of Felicia’s lackeys as well.

* * *

An hour passed and Alexa’s bladder was well and truly full, she needed to visit the toilet again but she new her guards wouldn’t let her do that. Her only hope was that she would be alone in the scan room and that there was another way out. The radiographer came out of one of the scan rooms. She was a tall lady about the same height and build as Alexa with short blond hair. Alexa would be able to overcome her if she needed to. She didn’t want to involve anyone else she just wanted to get away from here quietly and disappear but if she needed to she would do what was needed. Quiet would be the best option if she wanted to avoid Felicia’s goons.

“Alexa Blake.”

Alexa rose from her seat and walked towards the radiographer, closely followed by her minders. As she reached her she turned and looked down at her still handcuffed wrists.

“Are you Alexa Blake?” she asked.

“I am,” replied Alexa.

“I am Jane. I will be doing your scan today,” She said as she turned to the guards. “She will need to have those taken off.” she added as she nodded towards the handcuffs.

“They stay on,” replied the male guard.

“Not if you want her to have the scan they don’t. I cant scan her with those on.”

“I don’t think you understand, this woman is dangerous. She is here because we had to restrain her after she nearly killed four other inmates.”

She stared straight at the male guard.

“Remove the handcuffs. There is only one way in and out of this room and you will be standing right here. So where exactly is she going to go.”

The guard stared back but eventually broke away. He took the keys from his pocket and removed the handcuffs. Alexa rubbed her wrists to get some of the feeling back she had lost. Jane turned to go into the room. Alexa followed hoping that she was lying about the door she was passing through being the only way in and out.
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Alexa followed Jane into the scan room. She instinctively scanned it to get her bearings and see if there were any escape routes. It was a square room, about twenty feet square with no windows. In the centre of the room was a hospital bed with what Alexa assumed was the scan equipment at the side of it. Her eyes continued to move around the room, there were various posters on the wall and then she found it, her escape route. In the corner of the room was a door. Alexa had no idea where it went but she didn’t care, it was a way out of the room and away from her minders and Felicia’s goons.

“If you can lie down on the bed please Alexa and pull you trousers and underwear below your waist line.”

“I am really sorry Jane but thats not going to happen.”

Jane turned to Alexa, her eyes had filled with fear.

“I’m not going to hurt you. I only hurt those that deserve it and as long as you don’t get in my way then we will be fine,” Alexa smiled at Jane, trying to reassure her that she was safe as long as she did exactly what she wanted her to do.

“Please... I will do whatever you tell me to.”

“Where does that door lead to,” Alexa pointed at the door on the corner of the room.

“It leads to an open space where all the scan rooms converge and then from there into the back of the X-Ray suites.”

“Can I get out that way.”

“Yes. Through the door into the space. Any of the other doors opposite will take you into the X-Ray suites. You can go through those into the waiting areas and then out into the main corridor.”

Alexa’s pocket buzzed. She took the phone from her pocket and looked down at the text message that had appeared on the screen.

In car park. Will meet you at the main reception area.

It was from Letitia, she had got her text message. The sense of relief was overwhelming, everything was coming together.

“Take you clothes off,” Alexa ordered Jane.

“Why?”

“Because I need to blend in and these prison clothes won’t exactly do that.”

Jane removed her clothes and threw them in Alexa’s direction. Alexa undressed and put on Jane’s clothes, they fitted very nicely. She moved to the door, turned the handle and went through closing it behind her. She knew that as soon as the door was shut Jane would run to the guards and they would follow her. She also knew that Felicia’s goons wouldn’t be far behind either.

* * *

Alexa was in the space that Jane had told her about. There were six doors spread around the walls of the hexagonal space. All of them had plaques, she quickly scanned them and found one that said X-Ray one. She darted towards the door, turned the handle, opened the door and walked though. She found herself on the other side of a screen, in front of her was a computer and a panel with lots of buttons. She assumed it was the control panel for the X-Ray machine. She moved around the screen into the empty X-Ray room. She scanned the room and found a door at the opposite end to the screen. She moved around the bed in the middle of the room and headed to the door and quickly moved through it into the waiting area. As she stood in the waiting area scanning for her next exit route she could see all the people staring at her.

Did they know who she was?

Would they start running and screaming in fear?

It was then she remembered that she was wearing a radiographers uniform, they were all staring to see if she would call their name next. They would be disappointed. She continued to scan the room and found the sign that read Exit. She headed towards it and passed through the door into the main corridor. The corridor was full of people; patients, relatives, doctors and nurses, all going about their business. She walked with the flow of people trying to blend in, she had made it this far but she knew her guards and Felicia’s goons wouldn’t be far behind.

* * *

Jane was glued to the spot for what seemed like hours. She couldn’t believe what had happened to her, she had been stripped of her clothes and was stood in the middle of her examination room in her underwear. She knew she had to raise the alarm that Alexa had escaped but the realisation that everyone in the waiting room would see her undressed didn’t make it any easier to step outside of the door. Eventually she summoned the courage to go into the waiting room. As soon as she stepped through the door, everyone turned to look at her. She turned to the guards. She didn’t need to say anything, they knew straight away that Alexa had made a break for it. They immediately ran into the room, Alexa was gone.

“How the fuck could we lose her,” exclaimed the male guard.

“She must have gone through that door,” the female guard said as she pointed to the door that had been Alexa’s escape route.

“You call it in and then follow me. I’ll see where that door leads.”

The male guard left the room as she took the phone from her pocket and dialled the number for the police. Alexa was dangerous, they would need all the help they could get in finding her. She had a head start and was dressed in hospital clothes, she would blend in to her surroundings. Her call was answered by the operator. She hadn’t noticed Pasha entering the room through the door behind her.

* * *

Ionna and Pasha were scanning the waiting room for exits as Jane came walking through the door. Pasha couldn’t help but notice her slender body only covered by her pink underwear set. He was still gazing at Jane’s body as his sister hit him in the arm to snap him out of it.

“Stop looking at the woman and find Alexa,” Ionna said.

“I was thinking,” he replied with a smile.

As they stood from their chairs the guards rushed into the room from where Jane had come. They walked calmly through the waiting patients, no one noticed them as they were to interested in the half naked body of Jane stood in the doorway of the examination room. She was starting to realise what could have happened and had started crying uncontrollably.

“You follow them,” Ionna said as she pointed in the direction the guards had taken.

“And what will you be doing?”

“I will make my way back to the main entrance in case she heads for there.”

They split with Pasha going through the door that Jane was now stood next to being comforted by colleagues and patients. Ionna headed out the door, past reception and into the throng of people moving around the hospital.

* * *

Pasha slowly pushed the door in towards the examination room. He could hear a female voice but couldn’t make out what they were saying. He slipped his hand in behind his jacket and toook the knife from its sheath that was hooked to his belt as he moved through the door into the room. He could see a woman in the middle of the room with her back to him. She was talking to someone on the phone about Alexa’s escape, she was asking for help in finding her. He realised that there would be more police in the hospital very soon. That would make his job a lot harder.

He looked around the room, he knew two guards had come in to the room so where was the second one. It was then he noticed the door on the opposite side of the room, both Alexa and the guard must have gone through that door; he needed to follow them. He wouldn’t be able to get through unnoticed, the guard was facing the door. He only had one choice. He moved silently up behind the guard, she was too busy on the phone to hear him and he was too good at his job to make any sound. He closed in on her and as he got within a strides distance he put his left hand around her head and covered her mouth and with one swift movement Pasha pushed home his knife in an upward motion through her ribs and directly into her heart. She was dead within seconds and made no sound as he lowered her to the floor. He took the phone, pressed the ‘hang up’ button and headed to the door that had been Alexa’s exit.
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Alexa was walking with the flow of people but without really knowing where she was going. She needed to find the exit to the main entrance and hope the guards hadn’t raised the alarm soon enough, if they had then the entrance could be overrun with police. She was scanning the corridor to find a sign for the main entrance when she heard the voice.

“Blake stop there or I will use the taser.”

It was the male guard.

How had he managed to pick the right door to come through?

She should have picked a different number than one, when choosing the door to come through.

She turned, he was running down the corridor towards her, barging people out of the way as he came. He wasn’t fit but he was making a good effort of running. Alexa started running, still scanning for the exit sign. She turned a corner to her right and finally saw a sign pointing to the main entrance. She knew she would have to go down two floors. Lift or stairs, she thought to herself. She saw the sign for the stairs and made her choice. She took a left turn through the door to the stairs. She was half way down the first set of stairs when she heard the door slam against the wall as it was swung open by the guard. She could hear his heavy breathing as he tried to follow her down the stairs. As she reached the bottom of the first flight of stairs she heard the door slam against the wall again. Was that the second guard coming down the stairs as well. She had expected her to use the lift to get down to the ground floor before she did.

Alexa was halfway down the final flight of stairs now, she had started to breath heavily but not as heavily as her pursuer. As she reached the final steps she heard a faint noise and then the unmistakable sound of a body falling down the stairs and landing with a thud at the landing at the start of the second flight of stairs. She quickly looked round to see the male guard slumped against the wall on the stair landing at the top of the final flight of stairs. She could see blood pouring from the back of the head. It wasn’t the second guard following, it was one of Felicia’s goons.

* * *

Letitia was pacing up and down in the main entrance. She had got the text from Alexa as she was talking to Drew. They had rushed to the hospital together in Drew’s car. He was pretty sure he had gone through numerous red lights and speed cameras, but he would be able to wipe those from the record once he was done. They had arrived at the hospital and Drew had pulled up in front of the hospital doors, he knew some self important car parking prick would be out soon to tell him he couldn’t park there but he didn’t care. Letitia had been very persuasive and he was now fully involved in their adventure.

Letitia was still pacing as she saw Alexa burst through the doors from the stairs. Alexa was scanning the main entrance for her. Letitia started to wave her arms like a child. Alexa looked straight at her and started to run towards her as the door to the stairs flung open and a man came running out after Alexa. He stopped and raised his right arm, Letitia saw the gun and screamed at Alexa to get down.

* * *

Alexa heard Letitia’s scream to get down, but she heard it a little too late. She started to go down towards the floor as Pasha squeezed the trigger on his Beretta. Alexa heard the faint sound that the silenced weapon made and milliseconds later she felt the searing pain as the bullet passed through her skin like a hot knife. The bullet clipped the scapula of her left shoulder then exited through the front of her shoulder. She hit the floor face down and rolled onto her back, she scanned behind her as best she could for Pasha. The pain of her shoulder was excruciating. She tried to block it out.

The main entrance to the hospital was full of people who were now just starting to realise that they were in danger. No one had really paid any attention to the shot, it had only been a small noise among many others. They had however noticed the woman on the floor with blood pouring from her shoulder. Panic was setting in as people started running screaming for the exit. With all the panic and people running past her towards the exit, Alexa was struggling to find where the gunman was. Before she knew it a man was standing over her with a Beretta pointed at her head.

“Hello, Alexa. My name is Pasha.”

“Nice to meet you Pasha,” Alexa replied.

“Mrs Fenner sends her regards.”

“Thats nice of her. If you help me up maybe we can go visit her and I can repay her kindness,” Alexa was biding for time. She was trying to work out a way out of this.

“I am sure she would like to meet you, but I am afraid that wont be possible. I have my orders to kill you. I would have liked to take longer over it but it looks like that won’t be the case.”

“You take as long as you like.”

Pasha leaned down towards Alexa and put the Beretta against her forehead.

“Say hello to your maker.”
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Ionna exited the lift to a space full of chaos and screaming people, she assumed Pasha had reached Alexa. She walked into the chaos and withdrew her sidearm from its holster, keeping it out of sight of the people around her. She didn’t want to raise anymore panic, everyone was running in one direction towards the exit and once they had dispersed she hoped she would be able to find Pasha. She kept scanning the space as it emptied.

She looked to the left of the exit and could just make out the shape of a woman on the floor with a man leaning over her through what was left of the people in the space. As the space cleared she could see that it was Pasha standing over Alexa with his Beretta pressed against her forehead. She could see the pool of blood forming around her shoulder as she lay on the floor, Pasha had winged her and was now going to finish the job. She started to walk towards them. She heard Pasha say something but couldn’t quite make out the words.

At that moment Alexa moved her right arm up from the floor and knocked the gun from its position just as Pasha pulled the trigger, the bullet bounced off the floor and ricocheted into one of the glass exit doors. Ionna watched as Alexa pulled her right knee up to meet Pashas crotch with ferocious power. He buckled under the pain and slumped to the side of where Alexa was lying. Alexa rolled to the side and stood. Ionna could see the blood seeping through her clothing from the shoulder wound. She found herself stuck to the one spot, she had expected Pasha to finish Alexa with a single shot, she had not expected to see her brother curled up in a ball on the floor. She watched as Alexa looked down at her brother, picked up the gun that he had released and started to make her way to the exit.

* * *

Alexa was breathing heavily as she made her way to the hospital exit, the pain from her shoulder was excruciating, but the adrenalin of having a gun to your head was driving her forward. She had no intention of dying. She could see Letitia waiting just outside the exit doors next to a car, she started to jog in her direction. She had nearly reached the exit when a shot hit and shattered the remaining glass door. She turned to see Ionna striding towards her with her gun pointed directly at her.

“Letitia get in the car,” Alexa shouted.

She knew Ionna wouldn’t miss again.

Alexa raised her gun and without thinking fired off a shot in the direction of Ionna, it missed but it did make Ionna stop in her tracks and look for cover. She found some behind a coffee stand in the large reception area.

“Alexa, there is no way out of this for you,” Ionna calmly explained.

“I don’t think thats the case do you.”

“Where do you expect to go, we will find you.”

“I don’t expect to go anywhere. I will be leaving here and then I will be coming for you and Felicia.”

“My brother and I look forward to it.”

“I only said I would come after you.”

Ionna didn’t understand, her brother was in pain on the floor but he was alive and would be out for revenge after the events of a few minutes ago. She carefully looked out from behind the cover she had taken to see Alexa walking back to her brother, he was still rolled up in a ball on the floor and didn’t see Alexa walking towards him.

“Like I said, I will be coming after you and Felicia.”

Ionna watched as Alexa raised her gun and fired a single shot into Pashas head. His body jerked with the force of the shot and then uncurled from the ball he had rolled himself into. Alexa turned and ran to the car.

Ionna moved out from behind her cover screaming and firing wildly in the direction of Alexa, bullets smashing into glass windows and shattering them as Alexa made her way to the car. Alexa reached the car and got in.

“Lets get out of here,” Alexa said as she got in.

Drew hit the accelerator and sped away.

“Where are we going.” he asked.

“A hotel, we can’t go back to anyones house, thats the first place the police will look,” Alexa replied.

The pain was increasing now in her shoulder as the adrenalin wore off.

“You need to stay awake, Alexa,” Letitia said.

“I feel so tired.”

“You’ve lost a lot of blood, but you need to stay awake until I can get you fixed up.”

“Just get us to a hotel and you can fix me up there.”

“You need to go to a hospital,” Letitia implored.

“The police will be trawling the hospitals once they find out I was shot. Thats the first place they will look.”

“Okay, but stay awake.”

It was pointless Letitia keep telling her to stay awake, Alexa felt so tired and slowly drifted off to sleep in her arms.
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Trainer arrived at the hospital to what looked like a war scene. All the windows at the front of the reception were smashed and as he looked inside he could see what was obviously a single body lay on the floor covered by a sheet. He hoped it was Alexa. He had taken the call of shots fired at the hospital and he knew immediately that it would have been Pasha and Ionna. Felicia had ordered them to kill her at the hospital. He had hoped it would have been quiet, this mess now meant he would have to investigate or at least show the pretense of an investigation. The entrance was cordoned off and he had to cover his clothes in a paper suit before he was allowed in by the constable in charge.

He could see yellow markers set out on the floor showing the location of shell casings from the weapons that had been used. There was blood on the floor near the body under the blanket. It was pooled from under the blanket but there was also another pool of blood to the side, blood from a second person maybe.

Why would there be another person injured.

He couldn’t work out why there would be anyone other than Alexa under the blanket, she didn’t have a weapon and would be no match for Pasha and Ionna.

“Get me up to speed then,” Trainer said as he approached the team of detectives working around the scene.

“We have two bodies and one injured prison guard.”

“Two bodies?” Trainer enquired.

“Yes boss. There is the one under the blanket here and then one up in radiography. The one upstairs is a female prison guard. Stabbed.”

“Any ideas what happened?”

“From witness accounts it looks like Alexa outsmarted her guards upstairs, she must have stabbed the female guard and then witnesses put her coming down the stairs followed by a male prison guard and the guy under the blanket.”

Trainer paused for a moment, he was expecting Alexa to be the one under the blanket.

“So it’s not Alexa under that blanket?”

“No, it’s an unknown male.”

“From some of the witness accounts it looks like there was a shoot out between three people in this area.”

“Three people?” Trainer questioned.

“Yeah, we had the two who came down the stairs and then witnesses have a female coming out of the lift and joining the male.”

“Do we have Alexa and the unknown female?” interjected trainer.

“We don’t have either of them.”

“Hang on, Alexa is missing?”

“Yes,” replied one of the detectives.

Trainer walked over to the body under the blanket and lifted the section covering the face. His stomach dropped as he realised it was Pasha. He could see the single gunshot to the head that had obviously been the kill shot. He tried to stay composed and not show his team he knew who it was. The brother and sister team had killed many people and he knew them through his association with Felicia but they had been good at keeping a low profile.

“We have no idea who this is then?” he asked of his team, hoping it would cover the fact he knew exactly who it was and what they were doing here.

“No boss. We are assuming he got caught in some sort of crossfire between Alexa and the female.”

“Really,” Trainer replied sarcastically.

“So you think there was some sort of shoot out,” he continued.

“And during that wild west shootout, this poor guy got hit by a single gunshot to his head.”

He waited for the notion to sink into his teams brains.

“He was fucking executed you idiots, no one gets hit by a single shot in a shootout. Check the CCTV for this area.”

“Sure boss.”

“I need to see the other body.”

Trainer got up from beside the blanket and walked towards the lift to take him up to radiography.

* * *

Trainer exited the lift and was met by another Police constable.

“Where is the body?” he asked.

“Follow me sir,” the constable replied.

Trainer followed as they made their way through the corridor from the lift to the radiography department. They entered the waiting room, still full of the patients that were expecting to have their scan and then go home for a quiet day; that wasn’t going to happen now. They would need to give witness statements so Trainers detectives could piece together the events that had ended with two bodies. As he looked round he could see a woman sobbing while a female police constable and some nurses tried to comfort her.

“Sir. In here,” shouted one of the detectives.

Trainer followed him into a small room. There was a hospital bed in the middle of the room and to the side of it lay the body of the prison guard.

“Do we know what happened?” Trainer asked.

“We have a rough series of events sir.”

“And they are?”

“It appears that Alexa’s guards let her into here on her own for her scan.”

“First mistake,” added Trainer.

“Yes sir. She forced the radiographer out of her clothes and changed into them.”

“So why would she need to stab the prison guard if they let her in here on her own and they were stood outside?”

“She didn’t. According to the witness Alexa left through the door at the back and then the radiographer came out in to the waiting room in just her underwear.”

“I am guessing the prison guard then went in after Alexa.”

“Yes sir. But no one remembers seeing anyone go in after the prison guard.”

“All a little distracted by the lady in her underwear I imagine.”

“Yes sir.”

“Okay, find out if there are any CCTV cameras up here and if there are then we need the footage.”

“Yes sir.”

“Keep me up to date.”

Trainer walked out of the room and headed back towards the lift, he need to see Felicia. This mess was only going to get worse.
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Letitia got Drew to drive to the only hotel that she knew of in the area. He checked them in and they managed to man handle Alexa to the room without anyone seeing them. Letitia had covered both wounds with her sweater to stem the flow of blood. The bullet had ripped through Alexa’s back, clipping her scapula and then exited through her side just under her shoulder. They were lucky that the bullet had not hit the scapula and stayed put, that would have meant they would have had to dig it out. Letitia and Drew manged to get Alexa onto the bed, she was out cold from the loss of blood. Letitia checked to make sure she was still breathing. Her pulse was strong, she was a fighter.

“We need to get her to a hospital,” pronounced Drew.

“Did you not see what happened back there?”

“Yes, but what else are we going to do?”

“You seem to forget I’m a doctor. If we can get hold of something to stitch her up with then I can help her.”

“Your mad,” exclaimed Drew.

“No, I’m in love. I need to save her.”

A silence descended between them, Drew knew that he couldn’t leave now but he also wasn’t happy that he had been dragged into this mess. He was used to doing his work from a computer and never having to deal with the consequences of his actions. This was all new to him.

“I need some fishing line, needles and super glue,” stated Letitia.

“What do you need that for?” asked Drew.

“Fishing line is thin and strong, I can use that and the needle to stitch Alexa’s wound and then use the super glue over the stitching to make sure.”

“Is that going to work?”

“I have no idea, I read it in one of my books. Its worth a try though.”

Letitia looked at Drew, he could see the worry in her eyes, but he could also see hope. The hope that he would stay and help and that this would work.

“Okay, I’ll go find it all. You wait here until I get back.”

Drew left the room.

Letitia got on the bed and curled up beside Alexa. She had no idea if this would work, but she didn’t want to think about being without her.

* * *

Drew returned with everything Letitia had asked for plus some dressings, food and vodka.

“I read books as well, you are going to need to clean the needle and wound so I bought some Vodka,” he told Letitia as he emptied his bags on the desk in the room.

“I may need a drink of that Vodka after I’ve done this, never mind for cleaning,” she tried a forced smile but it never really materialised.

“Lets get on with it then. We are going to have to move once you have patched her up.”

“Why?” asked Letitia.

“CCTV.”

“What?”

“The hospital will have CCTV at the entrance and will have got the details of the car. They will be tracking it to here right now, so we need to move once she is patched up.”

“Lets get started then.”

Letitia took the needle and thread the fine fishing line through it. She removed the makeshift dressing she had made to expose the wound on Alexa’s back. It was going to be the easiest of the two to stitch up. The bullet had entered her back and made a single hole. She poured Vodka over the wound, Alexa stirred but didn’t wake, her being out of it was the best possible outcome at the moment, as this would hurt if she were conscious. She poured a little of the Vodka over the needle. She hesitated as she put the needle against Alexa’s skin, she had stitched plenty of people up in her career but never in a hotel room and certainly not with fishing line.

“You just need to do this Letitia.”

“I know,” she replied.

“Those wounds need closing up and we need to get out of here.”

As Letitia pushed the needle into Alexa’s skin she stirred even more.

“Hold her down,” Letitia asked drew.

Drew sat on the bed and held Alexa’s shoulders down.

“We need to be quick,” he said as he looked into Letitia’s eyes.

Letitia turned back to look at Alexa’s wound and started to stitch the edges of the wound together. Once she had finished she poured more Vodka over the wound to clean it, dried it with one of the dressings that Drew had collected and then poured a little super glue over the edges.

“That should hold it,” she said. “We need to turn her on her side so I can do the exit wound.”

They carefully moved Alexa onto her side so they could see the exit wound, it was a mess. The bullet had exited just below Alexa’s armpit and the edges of the wound were ragged. This was going to be much more difficult to stitch together but it had to be done and it had to be done quickly.
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Felicia was sat in the chair next to her hospital bed as Trainer gingerly entered the room. He wasn’t looking forward to this conversation.

“Is it done?” she asked as she looked up from her chair.

Trainer paused before he answered.

“No, there has been a complication.”

“What sort of complication?”

Trainer didn’t really know where to start, he knew how fond of Pasha and Ionna Felicia was. She wasn’t going to be happy and he knew he would receive the brunt of her anger.

“Spit it out Frank, what complication?”

“Alexa escaped from her guards.”

“And?”

Trainer could sense she was already becoming annoyed.

“She made it down to the entrance where Pasha and Ionna caught up with her.”

“So she is dead then?”

“No.”

“No, what the fuck do you mean?”

“She got the better of Pasha and killed him.”

Felicia didn’t say a word, she just sat in her chair, the anger growing. This woman was becoming a real problem. She had tried to kill her and now she had killed one of her best assets.

“What happened after she killed Pasha?” Felicia asked.

“She took his gun and pinned Ionna down with gunfire while she made it to a car and escaped.”

“And what about Ionna?”

“She disappeared.”

“I assume she wasn’t injured.”

“Not that we can tell. Alexa was injured though.”

“Good, will she survive.”

“It looks like she lost a lot of blood from what I can see in the entrance.”

“With any luck she won’t survive.”

Felicia go up from her chair and started to collect her things.

“What are you doing?” Trainer asked.

“I’m getting out of here. I’m not waiting for her to come back here and try again. I need to get home and plan what we do next.”

“You need to stay away from all this. This was a shoot out in a hospital, my bosses are all over it.”

“I’m not letting that bitch try to kill me, kill one of my best assets and then just disappear. She needs to die at my hand and I can’t do that from in here.”

“Okay, but be careful.”

“Don’t patronise me Frank. Now fuck off and find her and when you do I want to be the first to know.”

Frank left the room. The conversation had gone better than he expected but the outcome wasn’t going to end well for him. He needed to get himself away from all this before he became embroiled in warfare between Felicia and Alexa. He needed to think of himself and try to use the situation to his advantage.

* * *

It had been three hours since Letitia had finished the adapted stitching. It had gone well, towards the end of the exit wound Alexa had started to stir and Drew had held her down a little bit firmer to make sure Letitia could finish.

“We need to think about getting out of here,” Drew said.

“Why?”

“The police will be looking for the car and when they trace its route it will lead them straight to us. Plus it will start to get dark in a few more hours and that will be the ideal time to move.”

“Where are we going to go,” Letitia asked.

“There is a safe house the group uses when we need to lay low. It’s on the outskirts of London but if we can get another car we can drive there. I can hack the CCTV near the house so they can’t trace the route of the car.”

“How are we going to move Alexa?”

“We only need to get her to a car.”

“Okay. I will see if I can rouse her a bit so we don’t have to carry her. You go get us a car.”

Drew left the hotel room leaving Letitia to try and rouse Alexa.
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Trainer was already awake as his alarm went off. He had been awake for hours, his mind racing with everything that had happened over the last two weeks. Felicia had been harassing him for information ever since Alexa had gone missing, she was becoming increasingly frustrated and he didn’t know how long it would be before she lost her temper completely; and he didn’t want to be around when that happened. He looked at the clock, it was six-fifteen AM, he needed to get himself out of bed and get to the station. It had been exactly a week now since the shooting at the hospital and the last sighting of Alexa. Today was Friday and he had a meeting with his bosses to keep them up to date with where they were with the investigation. He didn’t have much to tell them. The car Alexa was in had been traced to a Premier Inn hotel in Romford but by the time they got there she had gone. They had found the room with blood all over the bed and the left over fishing line and needle that had obviously been used to patch her up.

They had scoured hotel CCTV and watched a car leave with three occupants, one of them barley able to walk. That must have been Alexa. They had used CCTV to follow the cars route around Romford and onto the main route into London but it had got so far and then the cameras on its route had all failed, they had lost any sight of it as it entered the city limits. Trainer knew that couldn’t have been a coincidence, Alexa must have been working with someone. He finally got out of his bed, showered, dressed and went down to his kitchen to get a coffee and some breakfast.

“Hello Frank.”

Trainer turned quickly and was greeted with Alexa holding a gun to his head.

“What the fuck are you doing here?”

“Oh I think you can guess don’t you.”

“Look...”

“Don’t say a word,” Alexa pushed the gun against his forehead as he tried to speak.

“Sit down. I need information,” Alexa pushed the gun against him again in the direction of a kitchen chair.

“Please, please....”

“Stop whining, I’m not here to kill you.”

“Why are you here then?”

“I need information.”

Trainer sat down on the chair and looked directly at Alexa. She was stood in front of him with the gun pointed directly at him. He could see the anger in Alexa’s eyes. He also knew that if he didn’t do as she said she would kill him.

“Listen carefully Frank. I need some information. If I get it then I will just walk out the door and leave you alone. If not then I will inflict pain on you until I get the information.”

“Do you understand?” Alexa asked.

Trainer just nodded.

“Who was the woman at the hospital?”

“Why do you need to know that?”

Alexa raised the gun to Trainers temple.

“That was a question. You don’t get to ask questions you just give me answers. Lets try again.”

She didn’t want to hurt him so gave him one more chance. She also didn’t want to appear weak so the next failure to answer would mean her following through with her threat.

“Who was the woman at the hospital?”

“I don’t know.”

Alexa pulled the gun back and pistol whipped Trainer across the head. As Trainer recovered and looked back at her she looked him in the eye and slowly, asked the question word by word.

“Who..was..the..woman..in..the..hospital?”

“Her name is Ionna.”

“And the man?”

“Pasha. He was Ionna’s brother.”

“And they both work for Felicia?” Alexa asked.

“Yes. They were sent to kill you.”

“Good. See how easy this is when you answer my questions.”

“What are you going to do with me now?”

“That depends if you want to work with me or carry on working for Felicia.”

“I just want to get out from this with my life. My career is over, I know that.”

“No Frank. Your career isn’t over, in fact its just beginning.”

“What?” Trainer wondered what Alexa meant and what she was up to.

“Don’t worry Frank, you do exactly as I say and you will have my old job and I will be out of the country by the end of the weekend.”

“How?” Trainer asked.

Alexa picked up a towel from the kitchen table.

“Put this in your mouth.”

“Why?”

“Just do it.”

Alexa took the gun and held it against the top of Trainers knee cap pointing down towards the floor. He felt the excruciating pain at the same time as he heard the faint noise from the silenced weapon. His muffled scream was primeval as the bullet shattered his knee cap. As the pain started to dull he spat out the towel.

“What the fuck did you do that for?” he spluttered.

“All part of the plan,” Alexa replied.

“What plan?”

“All will be revealed.”

Alexa unscrewed the silencer and put it and the gun into a rucksack she had been carrying on her back.

“Frank, we are going to make a wonderful team. Of course we need to remove our mutual problem first.”

“And how are we going to do that?”

Alexa took the towel she had used to muffle Trainers screams and ripped it into two. She tied one half around his knee and the other around the shin area of his leg to try and slow the blood flow from the bullet holes. She picked up her rucksack and walked towards the door that lead to the tower block landing.

“I would ring an ambulance and get that sorted.”

As she opened the door to leave Trainer shouted after her.

“And how do I explain how this happened?” he gasped, pointing at his knee.

“You can either say it was me or you blame it on the woman from the hospital and get her out the way.”

“And if I say it was you?”

“Then I will come back and visit you, except next time it won’t just be your knee.”

She walked back towards Trainer. “You need to decide how much you want to get from under Felicia. I can make that happen.”

Alexa walked back to the door and exited onto the landing. She just had to hope that Trainer would want to remove Felicia as much as she did. If not then the plan the three of them had designed would fail at the first step.

* * *

While Alexa was initiating the first phase of their plan Drew was beavering away at his laptop in the safe house he had driven them all to on the day of the shooting. The house itself was owned by a series of shell companies that hid the fact that it was owned by the hacking group that Drew was a member of. It was used as a safe house for members of the group to hide out if they needed to disappear. Its location was ideal for getting in and out of the country easily, it was on the outskirts of London in a place called Beckton. It was a great location being close to London Docklands, Excel Arena and the O2 Arena but that wasn’t the reason the group used it as a safe house. Its location to transport links was its allure to the group, it was located next to London City Airport and had a direct train link into the center of London. You could get anywhere from this unassuming house.

They had spent most of the week helping Alexa recover from her gunshot wound but in the later part of the week they had worked out a plan to ensure Felicia paid Recompense for what she had done to Letitia’s sister and for her role in human trafficking. The plan also had to ensure Alexa got out of the country and didn’t end up back in prison or even worse..dead. The plan wasn’t without risk though.

As he sat at his laptop he couldn’t help but think that he had the easiest part of the plan, all he had to do was hack into government computer systems, something he had done on a regular basis. It was Letitia and Alexa who had the most dangerous parts of the plan.

* * *

“Patient is a fifty two year old male with a gunshot wound to the knee,” said the paramedic as Trainer was wheeled into the emergency room at St. Georges hospital. “Bullet has entered the knee from the top of the leg and exited around the shin.”

“Okay, team lets get the patient comfortable and lets take a look at this knee,” the doctor said as he walked over to the bed that Trainer was now lay on. The doctor removed the dressing that had been applied at the scene. The entrance wound was clean and round, the exit wound had shattered the shin and was ragged with slivers of bone clearly visible in the bloodied and ragged skin.

“Whats your name sir?” asked one of the nurses.

“Frank Trainer.”

“Well Frank, I am going to give you something for the pain so we can take a proper look at your knee.”

Trainer just nodded, he was in too much pain to say anything.

“Lets get him upstairs and get some X-Rays of these wounds,” the doctor instructed his team.

“Frank, we are going to get some pictures of your knee to see the extent of the damage and then we can formulate a plan of action to sort you out.”

Trainer just nodded again, the pain medication wasn’t taking effect yet, he hoped it would start acting soon.
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For phase two of the plan Alexa needed more fire power and she knew exactly where, or rather who to get it from. She had left Trainers flat, took the underground to Leyton in the East End of London. It wasn’t on her patch but Leytonstone was the home to one of London’s most notorious weapons dealers, his name was Eric Hunt. Word was that he could procure any weapon you wanted, even prototype weapons normally only available to the armed forces.

The house was unassuming, the street was like any other in this part of town. Alexa looked up and down the street, there was mothers pushing babies up and down the street in strollers. Cars passed along as she stood looking at the house, there was nothing out of the ordinary, no obvious surveillance that would compromise her. She crossed the road, opened the gate and walked up to the door. She knocked on the door. As she waited Alexa took the gun from her jacket pocket and screwed the silencer to it. She didn’t plan on standing at the door of a weapons dealer with just her smile.

As the door started to open she put all her weight behind her foot and kicked the door in, knocking over the person the other side of it. She followed her kick and stepped into the hallway of the house. She took another two steps towards the male on the floor, it was Eric, she recognised him from the photos she had seen on the police computers. He was starting to recover on the floor.

“I would stay right where you are,” Alexa said as she pressed the silencer of her gun against his temple.

“Who the fuck are you?”

“Alexa Blake.”

“The corrupt cop?”

“The one and only.”

“And what do you want.”

“Your an intelligent man, what do you think I want?”

“How about a cup of tea,” he joked.

“Actually a chat over a cup of tea would be nice,” Alexa replied.

Alexa slowly removed the silencer from Eric’s temple and started to stand up. She looked down at the man at her feet. He was the epitome of a geek, thin, wiry and pale from his obvious lack of sunlight. He certainly didn’t look anything like movie interpretations of a weapons dealer. She couldn’t underestimate him though, he had managed to evade capture for years and just like the Fenner’s anyone that got close always seemed to disappear. Alexa followed Eric into the kitchen, her gun pointing directly at the back of his head.

“Sit down,” Eric motioned to a bar stool at the breakfast bar in the immaculately gloss white kitchen.

“Thank you Eric, you don’t mind me calling you Eric do you?”

“Of course not, as long as I can call you Alexa.”

“Of course you can.”

“Would you like to tell me what it is you want,” Eric asked as he started to gather cups from the kitchen cupboards.

“I have a few items I need but I need them quickly.”

Eric laid out two cups on the breakfast bar and sat down opposite Alexa.

“Lets get down to business then,” Eric said as he sat down.

Alexa placed the gun on the breakfast bar and pointed it at Eric.

“Yes lets.”

* * *

Trainer had been in the operating theatre for hours and now he was lay in his hospital bed watching some television, he had no idea what it was but it was better than looking at the four cream walls that surrounded his bed. He picked up the remote control to start flicking through the channels as the door opened. He looked over a saw a beautiful woman in a white coat entering his room, it took him a while to focus on her face but when he did he recognised it as Letitia.

“What do you want?” he asked. He was a little worried. The last time he met Letitia he had threatened her and now he was lay immobilised in the hospital bed.

“I came to see how you were Mr Trainer. I am a doctor at this hospital,” she smiled at Trainer as she walked around his bed to check the machinery that was monitoring his heart, blood pressure and oxygen levels.

“That’s nice of you, but I doubt it’s a coincidence that you happen to be my doctor.”

“I’m not your doctor I just came to check on the morphine you are getting.”

She looked at Trainer as she checked the machine.

“I would hate you to be in pain or even worse, imagine what would happen if you got too much morphine.”

“So you’re here to finish the job Alexa started then.”

“Of course not Mr Trainer. We need you alive, but if you do decide to double cross us then I have known these machines to go wrong.”

“What is it you want me to do?”

“We need you to tell the Police exactly who shot you.”

“And who shot me?”

“The same lady that shot Alexa of course.”

“That’s suicide. If I tell the Police that, Felicia will kill me.”

“She won’t get the chance.”

“What?”

“Don’t worry about it Mr Trainer. You have one job to do and when you do we can take out Felicia.”

“You really think you can do that?”

“I know we can.”

“Okay, but I need something else as well.”

“I don’t think your in a position to ask for anything.”

“I need you to clear any record of me taking bribes.”

“We have already started that, your bank accounts will look pristine by the end of the day. But remember after this you belong to Alexa, she owns you and you will do anything she asks.

“Of course.”

“Good, in that case I will leave you alone. You know what to do.”

Letitia opened the door, stepped through into the ward corridor and shut the door behind her. She stood the other side of the door, her heart was racing and her breathing was heavy. It had gone better that she had expected. Alexa had drilled her on what to do and say and Trainer had responded in exactly the way Alexa had anticipated. She hoped that Trainer would do what they wanted and Ionna would be a hunted woman.
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Drew was the last person down for breakfast. He looked at the clock it was eight twenty-eight AM.

“You two were up early this morning,” he said as he searched the kitchen cupboards for something to eat.

“You won’t find anything. Someone needs to go out and get food,” Letitia said.

“Okay, I will do that. Let’s face it I’m the only one that doesn’t have people hunting them down.”

“Turn the radio up,” Alexa asked.

“I know you like this song but its nearly finished,” Letitia said as she turned up the volume on the radio.

“It’s not the song, I want to listen to the news that should be on next.”

The song finished and the jingle for the news came on.

Our main news story today is the shooting of a policeman. Detective Sergeant Trainer was shot in his own home yesterday morning. He is now recovering in hospital. A Police spokesperson has said they are looking for a female who they consider to be extremely dangerous and should not be approached by any members of the public. The Detective Sergeant was able to identify his attacker as Ionna Babadishvili, a Georgian...

“You can turn it off now,” said Alexa.

“So he did as we asked,” added Drew.

“Yes he did.”

“What now?” asked Letitia.

“We move onto the next phase.”

“Did you get everything you wanted from Eric?” asked Drew.

“Yes, it should be ready to collect today. Once we have everything then we can move into the final phase.”

Letitia looked nervously at Alexa. “And what is the next phase?”

“Kill Felicia and destroy her operation.”

* * *

Alexa had spent the morning briefing Drew and Letitia on the next stages of her plan and collecting her supplies from Eric. Everything had gone as she expected so far but the next phases were the most important. If it went wrong from this point on then they could all end up in prison or worse, dead.

She had pulled into the hospital car park and walked through the reception area where she had killed Pasha without being noticed. Any Police presence had gone now and all the people walking around were too interested in their own problems to notice her. She took the lift and alighted at the floor for the ward where Trainer was recovering. Letitia had told her where his room was when she visited him so Alexa didn’t have to interact with the nurses, she walked through and past the nurses station and into Trainers room. As she entered the room Trainer was sat in the chair next to his bed. He looked up and saw Alexa.

“Your taking a risk coming in here,” he said.

“I wanted to see how you were. And to thank you for blaming Ionna for your injuries.”

“I want out of this as much as you do. I know I have done some really bad things but I just want to get back to my job and out from under the cloud of Felicia.”

“If you keep up your end of the bargain you will.”

“I did as your friend told me.”

“You did, but you didn’t think that was going to be the end of it. I need you to do one more thing.”

“I’m not doing anything else. Felicia will be after my blood already without me pissing her off any more.”

“I am banking on you having pissed her off. In fact I am hoping she comes to visit you.”

Trainer looked scared, he knew that if Felicia had a chance she would kill him or at least send Ionna to kill him. He had crossed the line telling the Police that it was Ionna that had shot him and she wouldn’t tolerate that level of disloyalty from him. Alexa placed a smart phone on the desk next to Trainers hospital bed.

“Whats that for?” he asked.

“When Felicia comes to visit you. I need you to get that as close as possible to her mobile phone for at least two minutes.”

“Why?” asked Trainer.

“You don’t need to worry why, just make sure you do it.”

“Okay.”

“And then I want you to tell her you know where I am.”

“Are you mad,” Trainer exclaimed.

Alexa passed Trainer a note with the address of an abandoned house in Leytonstone.

“Just tell her you know where I am and give her this address and with any luck she will send Ionna.”

“Ionna and her brother were the team she used to remove obstacles and given the fact you killed her brother will mean Ionna will want to make you suffer.”

“I am banking on it and if all goes to plan I will remove that threat as well.”

“Ionna is good at her job, she will be hard to beat.”

“Don’t worry about me Frank. Its all in hand. You just make sure you do as I ask.”
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Alexa had been checking the phone for the past hour. It had taken a couple of days but eventually Felicia had been to visit Trainer and he had given her the address to the house that Alexa had been squatting in since her visit to the hospital. Letitia had picked up the mobile phone that she had given Trainer and he had managed to get it nice and close to Felicia during her visit. Drew had uploaded an app he had created that kicked into life when the phone it was installed on was in close proximity to another mobile phone.

Drew was very proud of the app, it hunted out close mobile phones and cloned them so that anything that happened on the original phone also appeared on the hacked phone. What he really like was the fact that as they knew Felicia’s phone number he had built the app to stop hunting for any other phones once it had cloned the phone that was attached to Felicia’s number.

Alexa had picked up the phone from the safe house and returned to the house that she hoped would be the last place Ionna saw. She had got to the house by three PM, parking her car a couple of streets away so the neighbours didn’t become suspicious of a car they didn’t recognise. Another hour passed until the phone beeped with a WhatsApp message.

Alexa is squatting in an empty house at one Ellesmere Close, Leytonstone. Deal with her.

Alexa had spent the last two days familiarising herself with the layout of the house. Her Krav Maga training had taught her to be constantly assessing her surroundings and she needed to make sure that she knew the layout of the house like the back of her hand. She knew all the vantage points and exits. She just had to wait now for Ionna to arrive.

* * *

Ionna had parked her car two streets away, she didn’t want to attract any attention or for Alexa to hear her pull up in the car outside the house. The house was on the corner of the street with a gravel drive. The gravel ruled that out as an entry point it would make too much noise, she would need to find another way into the house. She walked around the corner until she found a fence that separated the garden from the street. It was solid enough and only six feet high. She clambered up and over with the ease of a cat. She landed in the flowers that aligned the fence and sat on her haunches for a few seconds. She was controlling her breathing but the effort to leap the fence had made her breath a little heavier and she took a few seconds to compose herself.

She started to walk slowly around the fence towards the house, she had seen the outside security light and knew that she would need to keep to the edge of the garden until she reached the house in case it was motion activated. As Ionna reached the corner of the house she could see the door that she assumed would lead into the kitchen. She paused and listened. There was silence apart from a few cat calls and the odd car on the main road between the house and Epping Forest.

She dropped to her haunches again and moved under the kitchen window and to the door. She took her tools from her inside jacket pocket and gently placed them into the lock of the door. It was a simple lock to release. She pulled on the handle and the white UPVC door opened slightly. Again she waited, if Alexa did know she was coming then she would surely wait in the kitchen for her. Nothing. She opened the door more, still nothing. Maybe this was going to be easier than she thought.

* * *

Alexa hadn’t heard anything up until the point the door handle had been pulled and the door opened slightly. She checked her grip on her silenced pistol and waited for Ionna to enter the house. From her position crouched down behind the kitchen central island she had the perfect position to watch as the door opened. As the door opened more she took aim and waited for a figure to enter through the door. Her breathing was becoming more difficult to control but she tried even harder to make sure it didn’t give away her position or the fact she was even in the room.

Ionna didn’t stand a chance. Alexa watched as the shadow came through the door. She could see the shape of the silencer and then the gun being held by a hand straight out in front of the person entering the house. It had to be Ionna. Alexa took aim at the shadow. She aimed for the thigh area. She didn’t want to kill her yet. She heard the sound from the silenced pistol and then the scream of pain from the shadowy figure as it dropped to the floor. Alexa heard as the gun hit the granite floor of the kitchen.

* * *

Ionna felt the pain before she heard the shot. Alexa had known she was coming and now she was lay on the kitchen floor with a bullet wound in her leg. She heard someone walking towards her and as the kitchen lights came on she could see it was Alexa.

“You wait for me,” Ionna said in broken english.

“It was quite easy really. Especially when I saw the text your boss sent you.”

“How you see text.”

Alexa walked the final few steps to where she was stood, kicked the pistol out of her reach and then bent down and showed her the phone.

“A nice little app on this phone makes sure I see everything that happens on Felicia’s phone.”

Ionna looked at the phone and then back up at Alexa.

“You kill me now.”

“No, not yet anyway. Can you stand.”

“Yes. Leg not bad.”

“Don’t try anything silly,” Alexa warned as she stooped down and offered her arm to Ionna. Ionna took Alexa’s arm and pulled herself up.

“You have bandage?”

“Use the towel,” Alexa replied as she backed away from Ionna to put some space between the two of them.

Ionna took the towel from the kitchen work surface.

“This towel is not big enough.”

“It’s all there is. So make it work.”

Ionna started to wave the towel around.

“I will bleed to death if I don’t stop the bleeding.”

“Stop waving it around and tie it round you leg.”

Alexa took a step towards Ionna, she wanted to stop her waving the towel around. As soon as she had took the step she was blinded as Ionna threw the towel in her face. Before she could remove the towel she felt a blow to her stomach that felt like it had pushed her internal organs through her back. She went to ground breathless and in pain. She still had hold of her gun, without looking she pointed it upwards and fired off two shots.

Ionna saw the gun raise and dived behind the central kitchen island as two shots hit the ceiling, sending plaster spray over the kitchen island that she was taking cover behind. Silence fell over the kitchen, the only sounds was the breathing of the two occupants of the kitchen. Alexa was breathing heavily now. She was leaning against the opposite end of the kitchen island annoyed with herself that she had fell for Ionna’s tricks. Again it hadn’t gone as planned. All she wanted to do was wound Ionna, take her phone and then leave her for the police to find. She couldn’t help but start to doubt herself. Her breathing became erratic as the panic descended over her like a fog.

Why did it all keep going wrong.

Ionna scanned the floor, her gun was just to her right. She leaned lowly from behind her cover and touched her gun with her fingertips. She slowly dragged it towards her. When it was fully in reach she grabbed it and took cover again behind the kitchen island.

“I make death quick if you give up your gun.”

Alexa concentrated on bringing her breathing back under control.

“You assume I am the one going to die tonight.”

“It will be you. I hear the panic in your breathing. I am professional. You will die.”

“Let’s see shall we.”

She had controlled her breathing. She needed to get out from behind the kitchen island. She stood from behind her cover and fired off shots in the general direction of Ionna’s voice. As she emptied the magazine of the pistol she walked calmly from behind the kitchen island, through the door to her left and into the hallway. She knew Ionna would follow her but she had one last trick up her sleeve.

* * *

Ionna was about to move from her cover as she heard the first bullet hit the wall behind her followed by the air above her head being disturbed by bullets passing over her on a regular basis. She knew Alexa would be moving but she couldn’t risk breaking cover and getting shot again.

She waited a few seconds after the bullets had stopped before she looked around the corner of the kitchen island. Alexa was no longer in the room, she was more than likely making a run for it out of the only other exit from the house, the door out onto the gravel drive. Ionna stood from her cover and pointing the silenced pistol straight out in front of her Ionna started to make her way towards the door.

She was only two steps away from the door when she heard the clatter of metal on the granite floor. She looked down and saw it but it was too late. The blinding light hit her first and then the ear drum bursting bang came as a second wave of attack. She was completely disoriented. She knew she was back on the floor but she had no idea where in the kitchen she was or where the exits where. Worse still the shock-wave of the bang that had knocked her on her arse had also knocked her gun from her grip. She was defenceless.

* * *

Alexa had made it into the hallway. She didn’t wanted to use the flash bang grenade but she had no choice. She also knew that from the moment she threw it into the kitchen she had five minutes at the most to kill Ionna, get her phone and get out of the house. It would only take the local Police five minutes to arrive after the report from the neighbours of an explosion.

Eric had explained to her how to use the grenade. The intense light would render Ionna blind for approximately five seconds, after that her vision would start to come back. She had to kill her within the five seconds or it would turn into a fire fight.

Alexa pulled the pin on the grenade and threw it into the kitchen. She heard the clatter of the metal casing on the granite floor of the kitchen. She turned away, pulled her hoodie over her head, closed her eyes and covered her ears. She saw the change of light come from the kitchen and light up the hallway like it was fireworks night. Immediately after she heard the muffled bang. She knew she only had five seconds to find and kill Ionna. She started to count in her head.

One thousand one

She moved quickly to the kitchen door.

One thousand two

She looked around the kitchen for Ionna.

One thousand three

She was lay on the floor between the door and the kitchen island. As Alexa had expected, Ionna had been following her out of the kitchen when the flash bang went off.

One thousand four

Alexa raise her pistol and squeezed the trigger. A single shot to the stomach to disable her.

One thousand five

Her five seconds where up. Ionnas vision would be returning, she wanted her to see the person who took her life from her. She moved in and stood over Ionna as she held writhed in pain and tried to stem the flow of blood from the wound in her stomach.

“This is for all the girls you have killed, especially Tracey Hind,” Alexa said as she stared directly into Ionnas eyes. She lifted the gun once more and pressed it against her forehead. Alexa squeezed the trigger and Ionnas life was extinguished.She patted Ionna down to find her phone, she needed it for the next and final phase of her plan. She pressed the home button but it needed a passcode. Maybe it had fingerprint recognition. Alexa didn’t know much about smart phones but she had listened as Drew had bored her and Letitia to tears telling them about the cool new features of the latest phones. Hopefully Ionna’s phone was one of the them. She took the limp right hand of Ionna and held the thumb against the home button of the phone. She had assumed the right hand as it was the one that Ionna held her gun in. Her assumption was right. The screen with all the apps on appeared. Alexa scrolled through all of the contacts and found the one for Felicia.

It’s done.

Did she suffer.

Yes.

Good. Meet me at the docks at eleven PM tomorrow. Our new shipment will be arriving. Stay out of sight until then.

Alexa put the phone in her pocket and left the kitchen through the door into the garden. She climbed over the fence into the street. Pulling her hoodie up over her head she started to calmly walked away from the house. She had only been walking a few seconds when she felt a strange sensation in her stomach, it rose in a wave up her throat and without any warning she vomited warm fluid onto the ground. She wasn’t a killer and the last time she had killed she passed out in the arms of Letitia. One more kill and it would be all over. She needed to get back to the safe house and make sure she was ready for Felicia.

* * *

* * *

Letitia was nervous, she was pacing the floor of the lounge. Wall to wall in front of the sofa.

“If you keep pacing like this you are going to wear out the carpet,” Drew.

He was as nervous as Letitia was, he was just trying to stay strong for her sake. They had got the text from Alexa a couple of hours after she had picked up the phone from them.

Ionna is coming tonight

It was now four AM on Saturday morning and they hadn’t heard anything.

“I am going over to the house,” said Letitia as she stopped pacing and headed towards the door.

“No you can’t,” urged Drew.

“But what if she is lying dying in the house?”

“Then there is nothing you can do. Ionna may even be waiting to see if anyone else turns up and you could end up dead as well.”

“I know but...” Letitia stopped as she heard the front door open and close.

“Alexa,” Letitia shouted.

The door to the lounge opened and Alexa walked in, her hoodie still over her head. Letitia ran over to her and slowly pulled the hood down. She looked directly into Alexa’s blue eyes.

“Are you alright?”

“Yes I am fine,” replied Alexa.

“She has been pacing up and down that same bit of carpet since you sent us the text,” said Drew.

Alexa returned Letitia’s gaze and then kissed her.

“I am fine. I need some sleep. Lets all get some sleep, we have to be ready for tomorrow night.”

“Whats tomorrow night?” asked Drew.

“A new shipment of girls is coming in and Felicia will be there and so will we.”

Alexa took Letitia by the hand and led her out of the lounge and upstairs. She was drained physically and mentally and needed to recover before the final kill.
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Alexa was always an early riser and despite the events of the night before she was awake at six-thirty AM. Her sleep had been fitful as images of the night before kept visiting her in her sleep. Images filled with the blank stare of death that had greeted her after putting a bullet through the forehead of Ionna. She wasn’t a born killer but events throughout her life had culminated in her having to kill and she wasn’t going to shy away from the final task of killing Felicia and exposing her trafficking ring. She rose from bed leaving Letitia to sleep, showered and descended the stairs to the kitchen. She made herself a coffee and some toast. She wasn’t a big breakfast fan but she didn’t know if she would be able to eat regularly today and so forced herself to eat two slices of toast.

Alexa had sent a text to Trainer on her way back to the house asking which docks Felicia took delivery of her girls. He had sent her a text back while she was having breakfast with the location and she now needed to get there and make sure she knew the layout.

* * *

Alexa had spent the morning walking around the docks familiarising herself with the layout. It was a small dock that served a set of warehouses. The single jetty bobbed up and down with the ebb and flow of the tide of the river Thames. It didn’t look well looked after and it didn’t look like it was used very often. Alexa thought it was the ideal place to bring in a boat load of girls. The single jetty would make it easier to find the ideal spot to watch proceedings tonight. Eric had provided her with a set of night vision goggles if she needed them. There was ample lights but these may not be on tonight, Felicia wouldn’t want to draw attention to the fact that the jetty was being used.

She walked back to the bank of the Thames from the jetty and started to look for a vantage point from where she could watch the proceedings.

* * *

Letitia had woke a few hours after Alexa, showered and then had breakfast. Drew didn’t rise until after lunch. They both sat in the lounge waiting for Alexa to return, there was nothing they could do for now and Alexa had left them a note telling them she would be back in the afternoon. It was one PM before they heard the door to the house open and close and Alexa walked into the lounge.

“Did you have a productive morning?” asked Drew.

“Yes.”

“What do we do now?”

“We wait until tonight.”

“What do you need us to do,” he asked pointing at Letitia.

“Nothing. I don’t want either of you in danger. You both need to stay here.”

“I don’t think I can stand another night like last night,” said Letitia.

Alexa walked over to where Letitia was sat and sat down next to her. She took hold of her hand.

“I love you and I don’t want to lose you. I have spent my childhood training in hand to hand combat and using firearms. I did that to get in the police. Now I need to use those skills to finish this for both of us.”

“But...”

Alexa cut her off. “Be strong for me. Please.” Pleaded Alexa.

“Okay.”

Drew walked over and gave Alexa a brown envelope.

“Whats in here?”

“Your way out.”

Alexa opened the thick envelope and pulled out a passport and driving license. She opened the passport and looked at the page. It was her photo but all the other details were wrong. She looked at the name.

Sarah Blake.

Why was her sisters name on the passport. She looked at the driving license, it was the same.

“Whats this?” she asked.

“Its a passport. I haven’t been sitting around doing nothing you know.”

“What?”

“I have hacked into every government department I needed to. Alexa Blake died as a child of cancer and her sister Sarah Blake is her only surviving relative. All of the electronic records have been altered.”

Alexa didn’t say a word. She didn’t know what to say. She knew it made sense but it felt wrong taking over her sisters name.

“Are you Okay?” asked Letitia.

“Yes...I think so.”

“This means we can leave the country tomorrow and you should just breeze through border control.”

“I know and thank you. It just seems wrong.”

Alexa put them back in the envelope, got up from her seat and gave Drew a hug.

“Thank you,” she said.

“No problem. Just make sure you stay alive tonight so you can use them.”
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Trainer stood looking at the body of Ionna on the kitchen floor. She had been shot in the head execution style. He didn’t know for definite but he had his suspicions that this was Alexa’s work. He wasn’t going to investigate it too hard though as he owed Alexa now and they had agreed to work together to a mutually beneficial end.

The local station had received a call about a large explosion in the early hours of the morning. The area car had been dispatched. When they arrived at the house they had found the door to the kitchen open and the body of a woman lying on the floor. They had called it in and Trainers team had been dispatched.

“Do we have any idea who she is?” Trainer asked. He needed to keep up the pretense of not knowing who it was.

“No,” replied one of his team.

“So what do we know?”

“It looks like she entered the house through the door from the garden. There are a number of bullet holes in the ceiling and walls and then forensic found a flash bang grenade on the floor.”

“Not your normal breaking and entering then.”

“No boss.”

“Get everything bagged and tagged and lets see if we can find out who she is and who shot her.”

His phone vibrated in his trouser pocket. He took it out and saw it was a text from Alexa.

Bring a team to the Tate & Lyle docks for eleven PM today. It’s time to finish this.

* * *

Felicia wouldn’t normally attend the docks when one of her shipments came in. She was taking a risk but she needed to enforce the fact that she was now in charge and the face of the operation. She had always been in charge but Martin had been the one who interacted with the couriers and the organisations enforcers.

She parked her Aston Martin at the entrance to the docks and waited for one of her team to open the door for her to get out of the car. Over the years of running the operation she had assembled a personal team of ten people headed by Pasha and Ionna. Pasha was now dead at the hands of Alexa but Ionna had got her revenge and she would be here tonight to lead the team again. The team was made up of ex-army from different countries but the one thing they all had in common was that they had all been dishonourably discharged, She paid them well and they did her bidding.

She arrived at the edge of the jetty and her team fanned out to take up positions ready for the boat to arrive. She took her phone from her Gucci handbag and sent a text to Ionna.

Where are you?

She received an immediate reply.

I am close.

It wasn’t like Ionna to be late she thought.

* * *

Trainer had pulled together a team of officers he could trust. He knew the officers to avoid. He knew the ones that where on Felicia’s payroll. That was easy when you were the one who recruited them. He would have a big job rooting them out once this was all over. He had briefed them all that they were about to take down one of the biggest human trafficking rings in the London area. He had pulled in armed officers as he knew that Felicia would have her personal team there and they would all be armed.

They would take up positions seconds away from the docks but out of view. An informant on the scene would text when the boat had docked and the girls were being disembarked. That would be the time to strike.

“All teams report,” Trainer said into his radio.

“Team one in position and ready.”

“Team two in position and ready.”

Everyone was ready. He just had to wait for the signal from Alexa.

* * *

Alexa had arrived at the docks two hours before the boat was due to arrive. It was dark and no one was around. She had the time to prepare and get into the position she had found earlier in the day from where she could see the jetty and all the possible escape routes. She had set up on top of a storage container. She was wearing all black and no one would be able to see her from the ground. She had brought her favourite purchase from Eric. A sniper rifle with a silencer and muzzle suppressor. People om the ground wouldn’t hear the shots and once they knew what was happening they wouldn’t be able to see where they were coming from thanks to the muzzle suppressor. The rifle had top of the range night sights. She looked through and could see everything on the ground as if it were daytime. Now she waited.
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The boat wasn’t big but Felicia knew it would be crammed with around fifty girls. All of them thought they would be coming to the UK for a better life. They would find out that was very far from the truth. Felicia would make them work as prostitutes on various brothels around the London area. Many of them would be young, some even children sent over from war torn countries by their parents for a better life. The young ones would make her even more money.

The boat docked and two of her team ran to the end of the jetty to usher the girls off the boat. A large truck had arrived at the edge of the jetty to take the girls to a warehouse in Epping where they would then be distributed around London.

Felicia stood and watched as the girls started to leave the boat, many looking bewildered and scared. She felt nothing.

* * *

Alexa watched as the first girls took their first steps into the UK. She took her phone from her jacket pocket and sent the text.

Move in now. Let Felicia escape and the slate is wiped clean.

Within a minute of sending the text she watched as two police cars and a police minibus with all the blue flashing lights pulled up and blocked in the van. A team of officers flooded out of the minibus and eight armed officers exited the two police cars. The armed officers took up positions around the van as Felicia’s men fired at them. Alexa looked through her night vision scope and could see two of Felicia’s men positioned behind oil drums firing indiscriminately. She could see the shots ricocheting off the van. Her ex-colleagues were pinned down.

All the training she had done after her Father had died kicked in. She started to control her breathing so that the rifle was hardly moving. She swung the weapon around and lined up the scope with the head of one of Felicia’s men. She squeezed the trigger and watched his head explode like a water melon being hit with a baseball bat. He slumped to the floor. She quickly swung the rifle to the opposite side of the jetty and lined up her next target. He had stopped firing and was looking at his colleague. She could see the bewilderment followed by fear spread across his face just before it exploded as the bullet Alexa had sent hit him in-between his eyes. He was dead before he hit the ground.

* * *

Trainer watched as the heads of first one and then a second of Felicia’s men exploded in front of his eyes. He hadn’t heard the shots and he had no idea where they came from, the only thing he did know was that it would be Alexa. He could see Felicia at the corner of the jetty. She was protected by two of her team and they were moving her along the road to the exit. He knew Alexa had told him to let her escape but he ignored her and went after her. His team were now over running the remaining men and he wanted Felicia. He followed her through the containers and paths back to the main road and to where her car was parked.

Felicia blipped her car key and the doors unlocked.

“I need to pack a bag, meet me at the airstrip.”

“Your under arrest Felicia,” Trainer said as he walked up to the car.

Felicia turned and laughed. “What the fuck do you think you are doing Frank.”

“I am arresting you for human trafficking and anything else I can think of. Your time is over.”

“I own you Frank. I will destroy you.”

“You probably will but I will bring you down with me. It has to end now even if that means me ending up in prison.”

Felicia walked from her car flanked by her two guards.

“Do you see these two fine specimens.” She said as she pointed at the two men on either side of her.

“Yes,” replied Trainer.

“What are you going to do. They have guns, you have nothing. You are pathetic.”

“You may kill me but people are going to come after you. You time is over Felicia.”

Trainer turned to look at the two men flanking Felicia.

“Think about it, do you want to be around when she is taken down or do you want ot get out now while you can.”

Neither spoke. They just stared at him.

“Goodbye Frank,” Felicia said.

She turned back to her car and then waved her hand at the two men. “Kill him.”

* * *

Alexa had watched as Trainer followed Felicia between the containers.

Idiot.

She would have to go after him. He would be killed. She shouldn’t care but she did. She took one last look down her scope and fired off two quick shots in succession taking out the two guards standing by the boat. The armed officers should be able to deal with the remaining men.

She jumped down from the container leaving the rifle in place, she would tell Trainer where it was if he survived his suicide mission of going after Felicia. She was about two minutes behind Trainer hopefully that wasn’t too long.

She rounded the last container before the main road. She took the silenced pistol from her shoulder holster and waited. She could see Trainer stood in front of Felicia. They were talking but she couldn’t hear what they were saying. She saw Felicia turn to her car and wave her hand. The two men raised their weapons she had to act fast.

Alexa moved from her cover raised her pistol and fired off two shots. Both missed wildly but it startled the two men about to shoot Trainer enough for him to move and find cover. She kept walking towards the men. They were trying to work out where the shots had come from and before they could compose themselves Alexa was upon them. She took aim at the first one and fired off a shot that hit him dead centre of his body mass. He dropped to the floor. She swung the pistol and took aim at the second man. His gun was raised and now pointing at Alexa, who would be the quickest.

Alexa dropped to her knees as a bullet flew past the top of her head. It felt like it passed through her hair. She fired off a shot into the left shin of the gunman that had just fired at her. He dropped to the ground writhing in agony.

Alexa stood to her feet. Felicia was getting in the car.

“Stop there Felicia. I will kill you here if I have to,” Alexa shouted.

Felicia stopped in her tracks and turned to look directly at Alexa.

“You should be dead. Where is Ionna?” Felicia asked.

“You can see I am very much alive. I am afraid Ionna isn’t.”

“So you sent me the text.”

“Yes and you were very helpful in telling me where your shipment was coming in.”

“You will never get away with this.”

“I think I will.”

All the while that Alexa and Felicia were talking the injured gunman had started to crawl away. “Excuse me Felicia.” Alexa walked over to where the final gunman had crawled to.

“Going somewhere,” she asked.

“Let me leave, please. I have a family.”

Alexa knelt down beside him and stroked his head.

“So did I once. A family and close friends. And all this time you have been protecting the woman who deals in death and misery.”

She stroked his head once more. Looked him in the eyes and fired a shot directly into his heart. Death was instantaneous. Alexa brushed her hands over his eyes to close them. She stood and turned to Felicia.

“Where would you like to die. Here or at home,” she asked.
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Alexa had sat on the passenger seat with her pistol pointed at Felicia all the way back to her house.

“Out,” Alexa ordered.

Felicia exited the car and walked through the door into the large entrance hall followed by Alexa with her pistol raised at Felicia’s back.

“Where’s Martin?” Alexa asked.

“Out at the golf club.”

“Upstairs.”

They ascended the stairs and Alexa ushered Felicia into the main bedroom.

“What are you going to do?” asked Felicia.

“I am going to kill you.”

Felicia turned to face Alexa. “Well just shoot me now then. Lets get it over and done with.”

“Shooting you would be too easy and too quick.”

Alexa held the pistol against Felicia’s head with her right hand and using her left pulled a knife from its sheath that she had underneath the back of her jacket.

“What are you going to do with that?” asked Felicia.

“You are going to die in exactly the same way that you killed Tracey. It’s going to be painful and take a long time.”

Felicia stared at the knife, the bedroom light bouncing off the shining blade. Fear etched across her face.

“On the bed,” Alexa ordered.

Felicia complied and sat on the bed. Alexa took a set of handcuffs from her pocket. She handcuffed Felicia’s hands around one of the uprights of the four poster bed.

“Goodbye Felicia,” Alexa said as she raised the knife.

Felicia struggled. Alexa hit her with the butt of her gun to stun her. She squeezed the sides of her jaw to force her mouth open and pulled her tongue out. She looked Felicia directly in the eyes, she could see the tears starting to form as the realisation hit Felicia that she was about to die a slow and painful death. She slowly slid the knife from one side of her tongue to the other. The blood started to seep down Felicia’s throat. Alexa watched as she started to gag on the blood, it was hard to watch but she had to, she had to see it to the end.

It took a few minutes but finally Felicia was unconscious. It may have been from the pain or the blood loss but she had suffered the same as Tracey. Alexa checked Felicia’s pulse, she still had a faint heartbeat. No need to prolong her final moments. Alexa picked up her pistol from the bed where she had lay it while using the knife and fired off a silenced shot into the forehead of Felicia. It was done.

* * *

Alexa had got back to the safe house at five AM to be greeted by a big hug and kiss from Letitia. They were both booked on a flight from London City Airport bound for Amsterdam and then on from there to Dubai. They had no idea what they would do when they got there but Drew had ensured that their bank accounts were full enough that they didn’t need to worry about it. He had found the off shore bank accounts for Felicia and syphoned off the money into three bank accounts; Alexa’s, Letitia’s and the one used by the hacking group. All three were now stood in the departures area of the airport.

“Take care of yourself Drew,” said Alexa while giving him a big hug.”

“I will. You enjoy your freedom, you’ve deserved it.”

Alexa,s phone buzzed in her pocket. She took it out and read out loud the text from Trainer.

Found Felicia. All girls safe and the organisation is falling apart. Martin Fenner has disappeared but we will find him. Thank you.

They all smiled at each other.

“You had better go. You don’t want to miss your flight,” Drew said.

He watched as they passed through security and disappeared into the departures lounge. He was sad they were going but he knew it was for the best and he could get back to a normal life. He turned to leave to find his way blocked by two men.

“Excuse me,” Drew said as he went to side step around them.

They moved to block his path.

“Mr Throm?” enquired one of the men.

“Yes.”

“We would like you to accompany us. We have someone who would very much like to talk to you.”

“Why?”

Our organisation has been watching you very closely and we are very impressed with the work you have done over the past two weeks. The hacking of the government sites to get Miss Blake a new identity was extremely impressive.”

“I have no idea what you are talking about.”

“Don’t be modest Mr Throm. We believe you would be a great asset.”

“I think I will give it a miss thanks.”

Drew side stepped again to pass the men. This time they blocked him and one flashed a weapon in a shoulder holster. Drew stopped in his tracks.

“Mr Throm. It would be better if you came quietly. You will come to no harm that way and I would hate to pull Miss Blake and Miss Hind off the plane and have them arrested.”

“You cant do that.”

“Mr Throm. I assure you we could. Please come with us.”

Drew realised he had no choice. He walked out of the airport with them and into a black Range Rover which then sped off from the airport.




Who were these people and what did they want with him. He would find out...eventually.
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            Kidnapped. Imprisoned. Threatened. How will Alexa escape the clutches of her captors.




Alexa knew that returning to London to attend her friend’s funeral would be a risk. She never expected to be thrown into the world of child exploitation.




John is a powerful man. The head of the crown prosecution service in London. To the outside world he is the perfect man. When his private life threatens the life of his partner, he must turn to Alexa for help.




While hunting the kidnappers, Alexa’s world collides with adversaries who reveal secrets about her father’s past and the new team she has come to trust. 




Her world slowly unravels as she discovers that her life has been based on lies and secrets.
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            Her family threatened. An attempted coup in Russia. Alexa has one life and she is about to put it on the line again for family and country.




It’s been a year since Alexa’s world fell apart. A world of deceit and murder she left behind when she went into hiding. A move she has never regretted; until now. An explosive and bloody attempt to kidnap a Russian scientist on the streets of London will change Alexa’s world forever. The Russian demands to see Alexa and reveals secrets about her past that throws her world into turmoil.




An old colleague of Alexa’s, Letitia Trent is back. Her criminal organisation, Soteria is planning a coup and the murder of one of Alexa’s family. Family is everything to Alexa, wherever they are. Alexa must work with the security services in a hostile country to complete her objectives.




First…

Rescue her family.




Second…

Stop an attempted coup.




And finally, hunt down Letitia Trent and exact revenge.




Alexa may not have wanted back into this life, but she won’t stop until she saves her family and stops Letitia Trent.
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A contract killer with a difference. A police detective out to prove himself. Their lives coincide with explosive results.

Amelia Johnson is a contract killer with a difference, she picks and chooses her targets. She eliminates the worst of humanity. Michael Moran is a failed police detective. He stumbles across a case that looks like a hit. Is this the chance he has been waiting for to get his career back on track.

Amelia must keep one step ahead of Michael. Will she have to break her one rule and dispose of Michael to keep her secret safe.

Before she can make that decision, events take a tragic turn and Amelia must decide whether to save Michael’s life or let him die. 

Will keeping her secret win against her own humanity.
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