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Operations Officer Sebastian Vaulks much preferred stick shift to automatic.
The idea of a machine taking the load and indeed the control didn’t appeal. It
was too much to relinquish and in simple terms, he didn’t trust the machine to
select the right gear, especially when he drove his beloved Chevrolet Chevelle
SS. 
He shifted into the highest gear, fourth, and put his foot on the gas. The engine
roared into life, which was music to his ears. He felt the car’s power kick-in,
and he loved it. He passed a mixture of traffic, weaving in and out of the lane
with precision. He felt particularly pleased when he passed a Tesla and an Audi
A5 Sportback. He relished passing European cars.
Vaulks knew both cars had the advantage—they were fifty years newer, let’s
face it. Sure, the Tesla shared roots with his cherished Chevrolet, hailing from
the same land, but the whole electric thing? It just didn’t do it for him. And
the Audi? German. Neither vehicle captured the spirit of America, and at the
end of the day, being American made mattered. 
His driving pleasure was broken by his phone. It was an old-fashioned ‘ring’
rather than a ring tone. He answered, not taking his eyes off the road. “Vaulks.” 
The voice on the other end of the phone was automated. “Your order is ready 
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for pick-up.” And with a click, it was gone. 
Checking the road was clear, he accelerated, and yanked on the handbrake and
did a perfect 180-spin. The tires squealing in protest, he sped off in the opposite
direction. He beamed from ear to ear.
At HQ, he entered and went through security checks, surrendering his weapon.
He nodded to a few people as he made his way to his boss’s office. Knocking, he
opened the door. His boss had several files on his desk. “Vaulks, sit down.”
The office was small, clean, modern and completely soulless. 
His boss was a man of few words, but he had respect for him. He was straight
talking which made him easy to work with.
“Vaulks, I have an assignment for you. You ready for an assignment?” 
“Yes sir, I am.” Vaulks knew that the question was designed to rattle him, so he
kept a poker face. 
His last assignment was successful, but the success had come with a heavy price.
And a lot of empty whiskey bottles followed over the months. It had been hard.
That said, if the Agency shrink asked, he always replied he was ‘fine’. It was how
it went. Tough days followed tough nights.
Right now, it was a new day. He was here, and a new mission was just what he
needed. It was an opportunity for redemption and to get back in the game.
“Good.” He passed a file to Vaulks, which had the words “TOP SECRET” on the
front in red letters. Taking the file, he opened it. A photo of a Chinese man
stared back.  

Page 10



“You’re looking at Liang Wenhao,” continued his boss. He had stood up from
his chair and was pacing from one side of the room to the other. Vaulks had
noticed he tended to do this. “Doctor Wenhao, to be precise. He has been
giving us data on China’s new submarine fleet, especially the new Type 095
class. It makes for interesting reading, Vaulks.”
“I’m sure it does.”
There is one problem, Wenhao is getting cold feet, and we need you to talk to
him. Reassure, we have his back.
”I see,” Vaulks replied. “So, what role does the good doctor play?”
“He’s an acoustics expert, considered one of the best in the world. Acoustics,
I’m sure you’re aware, is key to a sub detection and avoiding detection.” Vaulks
nodded. His boss continued, 
“Getting to see him won’t be easy Vaulks, but I’m sure you can pull something
out of your hat.”
Smiling and feeling relieved, Vaulks ran a hand through his thick black hair.
“What’s my legend?”
“You’re a businessman. In the acoustic sector. We’ve arranged a contact in
Qingdao.” He passed another file to Vaulks. “Everything you need to know is in
the file, including your legend and the details of your contact.”
His boss paused. “There is one thing, we need you to do a test. I don’t think it
is necessary, but OMS had other ideas. Given everything that happened.” 
“I see.” He hated the Office of Medical Services. None of them had worked in 
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the field, and they were concerned, overly concerned, in his opinion that he had
memory gaps about the last mission. As far as he was concerned, he remembered
everything all too well.
“A car will pick you up at four, and you’re booked on the seven-thirty flight.”
Vaulks, smiled. The fact the car was scheduled showed the test wasn’t a factor
for the Boss. “Thank you, sir.”

“
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The car approached Washington Dulles International Airport. He barely
registered the fact. The test he had just passed revealed there was a mole at the
heart of the Agency. His mind raced. As his flight time approached, he played a
game to calm his mind...American presidential quotes.
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They had taken no chances. His flight was to Qingdao, China, where he was
booked on another to London, Heathrow, a few hours later, but with a different
legend. It underlined the seriousness of the situation. A traitor at the heart of
the Agency was unthinkable. What’s more, no immediate suspects were coming
to mind. Who would sell out America?
He glanced around the plane. A few westerners, but mostly Asian types, he
guessed Chinese. Any one of these people could be a tail. You just never knew
for sure. He ordered a whiskey from the flight attendant and closed his eyes as
any American would do when flying to China. He didn’t sleep, however, and
kept listening. Just in case. He played another game to keep his mind sharp. His
beloved car sprang to mind... 
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Vaulks’ legend did the job in Qingdao Jiaodong International Airport and 14
hours later he was in London. He got back through customs without issue and
looked forward to picking up his weapons at the hotel. He pictured the Glock
19, how it felt in his hand.. Although the Glock 26 was generally easier to
conceal for Vaulks, the 16-round magazine on the Glock 19 made it an obvious
winner. He had two of them.

He checked in at the hotel, his gear already delivered. Vaulks hid one of the
guns, fake passports and currency in his usual preferred place and armed
himself with the other weapon. He took in the rest of the room. It was
comfortable and clean, and he swept for bugs, running over events in his mind,
a growing feeling of unease swept over him. 
He lay on the bed, feeling drained but awake. He requested a call alarm.
Everything felt uncertain.
His contact was Miss Jessica Knight. He studied her file on his phone. There
were no details about her rank or previous experience. She was easy on the eye,
he had to admit. He put her in her late twenties, early thirties. Vaulks’
relationships were fast, fleeting affairs. He had yet to meet a woman who could
tolerate coming second to his job. He didn’t blame them. It was how it was. 
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Lost in his thoughts, sleep eluded him, an unreachable goal. Insomnia was
unforgiving tonight. It had the control. He hated the loss of control. He
despised it. 

Page 48



Page 49

Solutions Page 364 - 365

F. Scott Fitzgerald

Charlotte Bronte



Page 50

Solutions Page 364 - 365

Homer

Robin Sikarwar



Page 51

Solutions Page 364 - 365

Anoymous based on a hedonist poet



Page 52

Solutions Page 364 - 365

Alan de Botton



Page 53

Solutions Page 364 - 365

Karen Russell



Page 54

Solutions Page 364 - 365

Poppy Z. Brite



Page 55

Solutions Page 364 - 365

Avery Sawyer



Page 56

Solutions Page 364 365

Shannon Fife



Page 57

Solutions Page 364 - 365

Dalai Lama



Page 58

Solutions Page 364 - 365

Gyula Krudy



Page 59

Chapter 2
The London streets offered little but rain and grey skies. The weather was
mild, however, and he felt comfortable in a suit.  
The new legend stated he was a financial consultant. Dull but not many people
would want to talk about his career choices too much and this made
everything easier. 
His instructions stated he would meet Jessica Knight in the lobby. She would
approach him. He got himself a coffee and sat down as instructed by the
mission briefing. He scanned every face looking for clues. 
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It was always risky when meeting a contact for the first time. Even in an ally
country. At least they spoke English here, which was refreshing. Shame they
didn’t speak American, though!  
Things were different in England. There was more rain, they drove on the
wrong side of the road, and the street signs were different, but he could work
out their meaning. 
The buildings in this old city, historic and beautiful, told him he was in
London. 
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Vaulks looked at his watch. She’d be here soon. He opened his laptop, and his
heart skipped a beat. According to logs, he had accessed files while he was in the
air. He hadn’t. Someone was trying to frame him. 
Thoughts went through his mind like a rapid river. What if the contact’s
compromised? What if the mole knows about the Agency’s misdirection to get
him here? What if all of this is playing into enemy hands? The stream of thought
was relentless.
Worse, some of the files were downloaded. They all pertained to his last
mission.



Page 85

Solutions Page 370 - 371

Esther Dyson



Page 86

Solutions Page 370 - 371

Kevin Mitnick



Page 87

Solutions Page 370 - 371

Eric S. Raymond



Page 88

Solutions Page 370 - 371

Ram Dass

Eric S. Raymond



Page 89

Solutions Page 370 - 371

Jamie Zawinsky



Page 90

Solutions Page 370 - 371

Chris Pirillo



Page 91

Solutions Page 370 - 371

Tim Berners-Lee



Page 92

Solutions Page 370 - 371

Bruce Schneier



Page 93

Solutions Page 370 - 371

François Amigorena



Page 94

Solutions Page 370 - 371

Bruce Schneier



Page 95

Solutions Page 370 - 371

Robert Mueller



Page 96

Solutions Page 370 - 371

Dorothy E. Denning



Page 97

Solutions Page 370 - 371

Vinton Cerf



Page 98

Maybe this is why the Boss sent him to London in such an elaborate way. Trying
to draw the mole out. That said, how did the mole know to target him? Or was
it a shot in the dark, or did it have something to do with his last mission?
Revenge possibly. 
Sipping his coffee, he eyed a sleek woman walking towards him, Jessica Kight.
She was more attractive than her pictures, and Vaulks knew immediately that
she was clever. 
“Do you mind if I join you?” She had a friendly way about her and was smiling.
Vaulks concluded she was around thirty, so a few years younger than him. 
“Not at all.” He replied, trying not to appear interested. Partly professional and
partly because that’s what you did.
“I’m Jessica, and I believe the conference room sixteen is free.”
“Sounds good.” He got the one-six reference, or MI6. This was his British
contact. In an age where your smartphone snitches on you, every spoken word
had to tell a story without giving away data.
The conference room was bland as they all are. Jessica made herself a cup of
coffee, and she put a piece of paper and pen in front of him.
What’s this? A test?” he enquired.
“Yup. Get on with it.” 
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Vaulks put the pen down and she went through his answers. 
“Did I pass?” She nodded. Vaulks noted she did not give much away.  He liked
that.
Playing the game, Vaulks said: “We’ll talk in the car?”
“Why Mr. Vaulks, it appears we’re speaking the same language. Who’d have
thought.” She smiled, behind which, Vaulks guessed there was some kind of
animosity.
“Sounds good.” This was going to be interesting.
Jessica Knight led him to an Audi. He knew the British car scene wasn’t what it
was, but German? Standards were dropping all the time. 
Once underway, he noted she drove competently enough. She changed gear to 
the tune of the engine, accelerated rather than braked, and she seemed to take
pride as she weaved through traffic.  “We believe the mole may have
compromised us both.”
That’s why you’re helping us?” 
“We always help our cousins.” She smiled. 
The drive took them into the heart of London, and Vaulks settled back into
the seat, which surprised him. Normally, if he wasn’t driving, he was giving
advice.
Instead, as they drove through London, flanked by the River Thames, he
started naming the landmarks they passed, and thoughts about the great city
crossed his mind. 
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“Three months ago, GCHQ found a small cypher embedded in a top-secret
message. From Langley.“
“That’s how we learned of the mole?”  Asked Vaulks.
“Kind of, we wondered if it was one of your operatives and checked in with you
guys. We got terse messages back saying we need to stay out of it. The curious
thing is that whoever sent that message wasn’t named. We even questioned if it
was human.”
“An AI?”
“That’s what we wondered. Then we realized that an AI wouldn’t respond like
that. Unless it had been messed around with, you know?”
Vaulks considered it and nodded. This was the best information he had received
in a few days.
“Then we discovered something else.”
“What?”
“A similar embedded cypher was sent from an MI6 operative.” 
Vaulks said nothing. His mind raced. Who were these people who can penetrate
two spy agencies? And how deep had they got? Jessica sensed the vibe. “Exactly,”
she said. There was no need to say anything else.
Instead, she put her foot on the gas and the engine responded. Vaulks
appreciated the acceleration of the German car. It was smoother than his. He
gave it that.
“Listen Vaulks. I’ve worked with a lot of Americans and quite frankly they are 
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often fucking arrogant brain-dead bastards. A few exceptions, of course.” The
car’s speedometer increased to 80 and was rising. 85, 90. She weaved the car
through traffic as if she weren’t thinking about it. 
“Let’s be clear, I need a proper partner not a fucking dictator.” She stared
daggers at him, casually turning her attention back to the traffic ahead.
“We have to catch this cunt of a traitor, yes? You understand what I’m saying,
yes?”
Vaulks realized he was wedging himself into the passenger seat. “I hear ya.” He
replied, keeping his cool despite the prospect of crashing. She was trying to
rattle him. A standard but effective tactic. He used the same tactic plenty of
times himself. He realized her intentions were to complete the mission, to
make it a success.
He respected that. 
She suddenly slammed on the brakes, the tyres squealing. Vaulks had to flex his
muscles to lessen the G-force, the seat belt taking the strain. He didn’t
appreciate being flown forward. 
Annoyed, he realised that if she’d been a man, he would be smashing his head
on the wheel. But she wasn’t. It changed his demeanor.
“Good, so we’re going to throw caution to the wind and actually work as a
team? Or do I have to pretend to trust you and figure it all out when you’re
asleep or something?”
Nobody he had ever worked with had been so up front and ballsy. Despite the 
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intensity of the situation and his anger, he loved it. He adjusted his tie, turned
to her and smiled. “Trust me, Jessica. You and I are going to catch this cunt.”
With a grin and what Vaulks thought of as relief, she put the car in first and
sped away.
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Chapter 3
“How long have you been in the Service?” He asked her as the she drove. She was
doing sensible speeds and he was relieved. He looked at the dash, all lights and a
big, massive laptop screen. Disappointing. 
“Since leaving university.”
“Which one?”
“Cambridge. My Russian and French language studies caught the eye.”
Among other things, he thought. “I can imagine.”
“And you?” 
“Ten years next month.”  
She parked, and Vaulks guessed they were going to a safe house, and he was
right. 
In the typical London street, the houses were fused together in rows. It was
clever to put a safe house here. Anyone walking  passed wouldn’t think anything
was amiss. Although he had never experienced it while working with the CIA,
he had heard rumors that behind the walls of houses like this were chemical
weapons plants. Pretty crazy, but perfect cover when you thought about it.
She led the way, walking through the front door. Vaulks saw two men and they
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nodded to her and she to them. Vaulks nodded too, and politely they nodded
back. More MI6. Good.
She led the way to the lounge. Vaulks realized it wasn’t a typical safe house. It
was more like a high-tech bunker spliced with a practical workshop. Big
monitors and keyboards, angle grinders, and lathes, Vaulks had never seen
anything quite like it. He couldn’t decide if it was genius or a sign of a semi-
socialist failed culture. 
There were a few tech types in here, all brain and no regard for their physical
experience. These were complemented with a few obvious security muscle
types. 
Jessica made her way over to one, and she brought him to Vaulks. “This is
Daniel, he is very clever.” She smiled. 
Vaulks loved a game of poker, and he could tell she was playing him. It was
also clear that Daniel loved being played. He felt sorry for him as it was clear
Jessica was way out of his league. He reached out his hand, “Vaulks, Sebastian
Vaulks.”
Vaulks, got mixed reactions from the ‘James Bond-esq’ greeting over the years,
but he had never seen this one. Daniel’s mouth fell open, and he pointed at
Vaulks, ignoring his hand. “Thank God you’re here.” Without saying anything
else, he led him to one of the monitors. 
Vaulks and Jessica looked at each other, equally confused. Vaulks, suddenly
feeling embarrassed that his hand was left hanging, pushed his hand through 
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his hair as casually as he could, pretending this was a natural reaction. He was
conscious; Jessica would have noticed the attempted save, and he strolled over to
Daniel quickly.
“Until you were here, we thought you were involved with the treachery, no
offense.” He gestured for Vaulks to sit. 
Vaulks sat down in an adjacent chair. The screen was a montage of frequency
spikes and dips and things that made as much sense to him as electing a
democrat. “What am I looking at?” He was eager to cut to the chase.
“What you’re looking at Mr. Vaulks is how the enemy is receiving information.
This is like a message within a message.” Daniel typed a few things into a
keyboard, and two other sound recordings appeared on the screen. “The top one
was the first one that GCHQ caught, the second one was the one from an MI6
operative.”
“And what’s that one?” He pointed at a third frequency.
“That is one that we caught from three months ago. They predate the other two.
And, it came from a region where you were operating.”
Vaulks sat back in the chair. “You think I’m the cunt?” Daniel looked confused.
Jessica, put a hand on Vaulks’ chair. “No, not yet.”
His look told Jessica that he wasn’t impressed. She got the hint. “It would be too
obvious.” 
Vaulks considered and nodded. “I wasn’t alone and on a mission. And I was a
little busy. Are you sure the messages are connected?”
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Daniel nodded. “Yes. They used the same embedded trick and were cracked
using similar but slightly different algorithms.” “Who else was there with you
on your mission?” Asked Jessica.
“Bastel, Clark, and Newman.” 
Daniel had started typing, and images of the three agents appeared on screen.
Clark and Newman had deceased printed across their pictures in thick red
font. Vaulks stared at Clark and Newman. They were good people. Deserved
better than to die on the mission. “You said you cracked the messages. What
did they say?”
Daniel brought them up. “They were instructions and reports a little random.
They named some names, yours included. Some, we believe, elude to
assassinations of various corporate types.” Daniel pressed a few buttons and
Vaulks’ phone pinged. “All the messages are with you. You’ll see missions
failed, agents died, soon after the messages were sent. We believe the CIA had
a similar problem.” Daniel looked sombre, and the mood of the room reflected
that.
“Nobody in the frame?”
“You’re mentioned a few times.” Replied Daniel.
“What happened to Clark and Newman?” Asked Jessica.
Vaulks turned to her. “They died.” His reply was clipped.
Jessica looked at the screen and sensed it was a good idea to change the subject.
Bastel is in London. I suggest we pay Bastel a visit.” Vaulks already had his 
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phone in his hand. 
“Way ahead of you.” He had other questions about the encryption messages,
but the urgency to track down Bastel took precedence. They would have to
wait. 
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Vaulks set up a meeting with his ex-coworker at an expensive restaurant in
Chelsea. He figured if anyone else was there, they’d just appear to be
businesspeople. As Jessica drove through the London streets, Vaulks thought
about Bastel and quickly became lost in his thoughts. 
Bastel, a fellow CIA officer, they had worked together on a few missions, and he
always thought of him as competent and loyal. He told himself to keep an open
mind, unless it could be proven that he was the mole. And if it turns out he was,
then he may go off script. He subconsciously made a fist. He released his hands
when he realized.
“Do you know this Bastel, well?”  Jessica asked?
“I wouldn’t say well, but he was competent and loyal. At least that’s the vibe he
gave off.”
“What about in the last mission?”
“He had a supporting role, it’s kind of his niche. I can’t say he made any
dangerous moves that I could see.” For a moment, Vaulks pondered the ‘mental
block’. He had no idea if this was accurate.
She nodded, slowing the car outside the restaurant. “You still think playing it by
ear is the right thing to do?”
“I do.” He smiled, “And I have a plan.”
“Sharing is caring, you know.” She replied. He smiled again. This woman had an
attractiveness that, if time allowed, Vaulks would explore. He was enjoying their
rapport, and he hated to admit it, but he liked the way she drove.
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“Sometimes being carefree can make all the difference.”
As they walked to the door, she suddenly froze. “Vaulks, we have to talk. That’s
Bastel, isn’t it?”
“Sitting by the bar.”
“He’s with one of our main informants.”
Vaulks considered, “We’ll isolate your informant. Does this informant know
you?”
“No, not by sight.” Vaulks wondered how else he would know her, but kept this
thought to himself, and a small smile crossed his face. He caught himself. 
“Let’s do it”, he said, and walked into the restaurant, holding the door for
Jessica.
He was greeted by a myriad of smells, and he detected some classic dishes. 
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Bastel waved them over. He was a guy in his 50s, with grey hair and wire rim
glasses. Come to think of it, thought Vaulks, he does look a little German.
Bastel stood, smiling, and he and Vaulks shook hands. He introduced Jessica as a
coworker on the UK side of their operation. Jessica’s informant was introduced
as Claus, who spoke with a slight Eastern European accent. 
“How are things with you?” He asked Bastel. “Still working on the Mida
contract.” Mida was a cover for a previous mission, the last mission in fact. It
was a fake company they set up to misdirect. He knew he’d get the reference.
“No, not for some time. From what I hear, Mida is falling on bad times.”
“Oh really. I guess a change of management doesn’t always work out. Bad
decisions, the wrong people in the wrong places, and things slide south.”  
Bastel smiled. “Naturally,” he replied, taking a sip of wine. “That and the
diversity issue. Mida is, was, too white.” Claus nodded in agreement. Vaulks
detected something was off.
Vaulks took a slight deep breath. “Wouldn’t like to be the boss of that. Guess it
all ll went downhill after we left, huh, Basty.” He punched his arm playfully but
made it count and laughed. The others laughed too. It was theater, and the show
had to o on. “And what about you Claus, how you know Basty boy here?” He
laughed again, Bastel smiled politely, but he couldn’t hide his annoyance at
‘Basty’. Vaulks had no plans to stop calling him Basty. 
“Well, Phillip here is good at producing what he promises. So rare in this world,
don’t you think?”
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Claus took a drink of his wine. “Take, for instance, you want to know the name
of a person who can help you achieve your objectives, but you think, there is no
way that guy is on our side. Phillip can pinpoint the one man who can help.”
He looked at him and laughed slightly.
“I can see how that would be helpful, Mister…” Jessica turned towards Claus. 
“Fischer. Claus Fischer.” Vaulks knew he was German.
Jessica nodded. “I’m glad you found your man.”
Fischer smiled. He was around 40 with dark hair and flecks of grey. “Oh yes,
we have found several.” 
The maître d' ushered the four of them to a table.
Vaulks was glad he played poker and knew how to keep a poker face. He ran a
hand through his hair. 
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Vaulks took out one of his business cards, fake of course. He offered it to
Fischer. “In case, you want to find a new recruit”, he smiled. 
“You’re in the market?” 
“If the price is right.” He laughed and the others did too.
Jessica gazed at Fischer. “It sounds exciting, what do you do Mr Fischer?”
Smiling with sparkling eyes. A clear and obvious flirt.
“I can think of more exciting things, Miss...”
“Call me Jessica.” She giggled.
“Jessica,” he nodded. “So, tell me are you in the job market like Mr. Vaulks,
here?” She giggled again.
“I might be.” Her eyes showing promise. Vaulks poker face kicked in. Fischer
gave her one of his cards which she tucked into her top.
Vaulks took another sip of wine. They weren’t giving much away except for
Fischer’s cloaked remarks about having several people owned, which like the
BBC felt a little fake. 
Bastel was quiet, measured, reacting but not really joining in. Come to think
about it, neither was he.
“So, when do you head back?” he directed the question at Bastel. 
“Whenever I’m needed. It’s that kind of gig.” 
“So you just bum around in London?”
“Pretty much.”
“With Germans?”
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“What if I do, Vaulks, what is it to you?”
“It’s nothing to me, but it seems like you’ve got religion, pal.”
“What are you trying to say, Vaulks?“
“After that time in New York. ‘You can’t trust the Krauts, Vaulks.’ ” He put the
last sentence in air quotes. Fischer looked concerned, the veneer broken for the
first time. Jessica looked composed, but he knew she was trying to work out
what was going down.
Vaulks, seizing the day, “you said that no matter what happens, those Brit
bastards can’t stay in the EU. It’s too German-centric.”
“Wait, I never...!” Bastel looked alarmed, compromised. 
The reaction of genuine anger and dismay from Bastel surprised him. He had
clearly touched a nerve. “Jesus, you don’t remember?”
“Maybe Mr. Bastel has a drinking problem?” Ventured Jessica.
Fischer looked from one person to the other. 
“Yes! That’s it!” Vaulks looked pleased with himself, like he just cracked a code.
He was rattling them. “That makes so much sense.” He knew Bastel wouldn’t
take to the conversation well, and he hoped he’d storm out.
“I’m not listening to this.” Bastel, visibly upset, stood up and started walking
towards the door.
Admitting you’re an alcoholic is a big part of overcoming the problem, Basty.
Phil.”
Vaulks smiled as he saw him leaving and took a sip of Bastel’s wine. 
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He and Jessica turned to Fischer, and Vaulks moved over chairs. “Now Mr.
Fischer, let’s talk business.” 
“What is this?” Replied the German.
“You work for us, yes. Sebastian, shall we order service?” Fischer suddenly
realised who she was. He didn’t look impressed.
“What names did Bastel give you?” Hissed Vaulks. He was controlling his anger,
his fingers tightened around a dinner knife.
Fischer said nothing and calmly took a glass of wine. “We both know Mr.
Vaulks, it is not Bastel we should be talking about here.”
Vaulks said nothing, his stare intensifying. 
“The names, now.” He pressed the handle of the knife into Fischer’s hand. He
winced in pain but didn’t cry out. Vaulks relaxed the pressure. Fischer snatched
his hand away.
“Bastel gave me one name. Sebastian Vaulks.”
Vaulks punched him in the face. Not hard enough to knock him unconscious,
but enough for blood to form on his bottom lip. Jessica didn’t look phased but
glanced around the restaurant, hoping nobody saw. “We need to bring him in.
Sweat him.” Vaulks nodded, and moments later, they bundled him out of the
restaurant and into the car.
It had started to rain, and the sky had become grey and overcast. In the car,
Vaulks sat in the back with Fischer. He ordered the German to put his hands on
the passenger seat in front of him.
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Vaulks’ mind raced. The implication that he was the mole was both
unthinkable and untrue, but he could detect Jessica’s doubts surfacing. He
would have played it the same way. What is Fischer’s game?
“It’s strange Bastel gave you my name, and yet I’ve never been approached.”
The German smiled. “Perhaps, you don’t tell the whole story, Mr. Vaulks?”
“And what is this story, any idea, pal?” Fischer laughed, and Vaulks resisted the
urge to hit him again.
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Chapter 4
In the safe house, the MI6 interrogation team got to work. Vaulks and Jessica
looked on through a two-way mirror. 
Fischer, handcuffed to a chair with bright lights pointed at him didn’t look as
nervous as Vaulks expected. A low hum reverberated from the room and Vaulks
realized that the hum was part of the interrogation.
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Jessica had been cagey about who exactly Fischer fed information too, in fact he
couldn’t be sure that was his value to MI6. Fischer was older than them both,
but wouldn’t have been part of the Cold War era of espionage. He smelled of
Stasi, however. 

For a moment, Vaulks pondered the Cold War era. Spycraft was different yet
the same back then.
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As the interrogation unfolded, Jessica would disappear to see Daniel. Every so
often, she would look through to where he was standing and turn back to
Daniel. It made Vaulks feel uneasy.
When she came back, Vaulks asked, “Everything OK with Daniel?” 
“Yes.” Was all she said, smiling.
It was then he realized he was in the frame. 
The team had Fischer wired up to a lie machine. He watched them at work,
listening to the German’s responses. Every so often, one of the team would
become angry, and the odd punch would hit Fischer. The team were not talking
about Bastel or him. They took the line they were being played by Fischer and
focused hard on that. 
There was something about it that didn’t sit right, like the whole thing was
orchestrated. Also, one member of the team seemed to enjoy it too much. Most
of all, however, Fischer, didn’t look phased. He had witnessed a few
interrogations in the past and each time, the one being interrogated, no matter
how competent a spy, was scared as hell. Fischer may have talent, but the man
was no actor. He was simply too calm for it to be real.
The questions were too open-ended and basic. There was no attempt to find
inconsistencies in the answers. It was bullshit.
If he was in the frame, why wasn’t they asking about him? Why wasn’t he
detained? And Bastel, storming off like that. The more he thought about it, it all
seemed a little too easy. He had too many questions and too few answers.
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“We’re being played.” He said to himself rather than anyone else. 
Jessica said nothing and nodded. “What are your thoughts?” She asked.
“Fischer is a plant. And your team are…not asking the right questions…”
“What should they be asking?”
“They should be asking about Bastel and me. We both know that.” He turned
and went through to Daniel, who was looking at the screens.
“Daniel, can you bring up the original cypher?”
“Sure.” The frequencies reappeared. 
“You said the original cypher contained a cypher within a cypher. I’m guessing
the legit cypher went to where it should, and the not-so-legit one was picked
up at a different location. Do you know the locations?”
Daniel hit the keys, and new information appeared. “The original cypher
recipient is classified. The second cypher was delivered along with the first,
but GCHQ worked out it was intercepted. That interception was believed to
have taken place in Stratford, East London.”
“Did you guys investigate?”
“Of course, we investigated.” Jessica was now in the room. “We pinpointed it to
an address and found sophisticated tech, but as you can imagine, some of it
was gone. We believe the CIA use it and issues it to certain parties.”
Daniel, can I have that address?” Daniel nodded. “Can you give me a printout
rather than a digital copy?” Daniel nodded again, and he passed Vaulks the
piece of paper.
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Vaulks was familiar with the technology Jessica had referred to and used it once
or twice himself. He took a different tack. “How do they know what part of the
cypher was intercepted, what was the money shot?”
“The cypher contained a section that didn’t break when it was put through the
standard encryption algorithm. It took a different one to break it.” Said Daniel.
“What did it say?”
Daniel swallowed but took a deep breath. “It was a name. Sebastian Vaulks.” 
“What?” His mind span in turmoil. He didn’t really have any explanations. “Why
would I send a message to me, about me?”
Jessica reached for a sidearm. “I’m sorry, Sebastian. I have to do this.” Daniel was
moving around behind him, visibly shaking. He summed up that Jessica would
pull the trigger if needed. 
“Jessica, wait, think about it. I’m being set up.”
“Get your gun, Daniel.” Jessica was clearly hating the situation as he would be.
Daniel picked up his sidearm, his hands shaking. “Think about it Jessica. I’m
only here to catch the mole. Like you.”
One of the interrogation team ushered for Jessica to go with him. He had a look
of urgency on his face. 
Vaulks raised his hands and turned to face Daniel. It was just the two of them in
the room. “Daniel, think about all of this. I’m not the mole.” Daniel said nothing
he was trying to stop his hand shaking. Vaulks knew that his heart would be
beating incredibly fast, and he could see the sweat on his forehead. Daniel 
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wasn’t used to ‘in the field’ situations.
“Shut up!”
“Daniel, think about this. You’re a smart guy!”
“Just be quiet”.
He could hear the others coming through from the interrogation room. The
time to act was now. 
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Vaulks looked past Daniel to the door. Daniel turned his head a fraction.  
Vaulks made his move. He spun out of the firing arc of the gun, and closer to
Daniel,  gripping his hands, clasping them together with his right arm like a
headlock. He pushed a finger from his other hand into Daniel’s windpipe as
hard as he could. Daniel, to Vaulk’s surprise, had fight, and he struggled, pulling
the trigger.
Shit, thought Vaulks. He brought his leg across Daniel, and he threw him to the
floor. He brought his foot down on Daniel’s jaw, knocking him out. 
Vaulks slipped through the door to the hall. There was no time to pick up the
gun. “Stop! Vaulks.” It was Jessica’s voice. That was the last thing he was going
to do. He was relieved that there were no agents ahead, and once on the street,
he broke into a sprint, putting as much distance as he could between him and
MI6. 
Two agents were in pursuit, and they were shouting for him to stop. He picked
up the pace, turning down a side street. The sound of an approaching car
getting louder and louder filled his ears.
In the corner of his eye, he saw a front door was open. Vaulks went into the
house. His plan was to let them drive past, and then he would make his way to
somewhere where he could compose himself and get a message to the Boss. 



Page 223

Solutions Page 393 - 394

Lao Tzu



Page 224

Solutions Page 393 - 394

Theodore Roosevelt



Page 225

Solutions Page 393 - 394

Dwight D. Eisenhower



Page 226

Solutions Page 393 - 394

Dwight D. Eisenhower



Page 227

Solutions Page 393 - 394

Jack Welch



Page 228

Solutions Page 393 - 394

Steve Jobs



Page 229

Solutions Page 393 - 394

Walt Disney

Henry Ford



Page 230

Solutions Page 393 - 394

Arnold H. Glasow



Page 231

Solutions Page 393 - 394

Eleanor Roosevelt



Page 232

He could hear voices in the house, and on the side shelf were car keys. Yes, that’s
what he needed. He couldn’t hear the pursuing car, which meant it had stopped
or driven on. He moved the door carefully, so it shielded him, and he saw the
agents looking around frantically. They went past where he was hiding, and
Vaulks waited, as long as he could. The sounds in the house were getting louder.
Two women, he thought.
Taking the car keys, he left the house, carefully keeping a lookout for agents. He
pressed the keyfob, and a Toyota Yaris’ lights flashed. He hated small cars and
saw them as pointless, but he quickly made his way over to it. 
The small car was clearly designed for a small person, as he could barely squeeze
into it, and he quickly adjusted the seat. Starting the engine, he accelerated
down the narrow street with parked cars flanking each side. He was beginning
to get a bit calmer, but he knew time was not on his side. At least the car was
Japanese and not German.
He started the engine.
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He turned the corner, and to his horror, he realized he was on the wrong side
of the road! Damn Brits! Swerving, he narrowly missed an oncoming truck,
and he got on the right side of the road and drove, his mind racing. London
was one of the most surveyed cities in the world. There were cameras
everywhere, and he was well aware of this. 
He also knew he was trackable by his phone, and no doubt his gun was fitted
with a tracker. He threw the phone out of the window. His weapon at the
hotel wasn’t on the books, and he knew he would have to collect it at some
point soon.  
Although the Boss would be on his side, he wouldn’t be able to send help. HR
would think of him as Jessica thought of him, a “cunt” and for some reason
they could overrule the Boss in matters of this kind.
Vaulks soon found himself in traffic. He took out the magazine from his gun,
put it on safety and dropped it out of the window. 
And let’s not forget the car! As soon as the owner knew it was gone, the
authorities would be alerted. 
The traffic moved, and he headed broadly north and soon found himself on the
freeway or motorway, as the Brits called it.  
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He turned off and headed to a place called Borehamwood. He decided to ditch
the car and find a place to lay low. The road was a divided highway and Vaulks
accelerated, weaving around the other traffic. 

He headed into the town center and parked the car down a side street. The
bullets, he threw away. In the distance, he could see a bar or pub as the locals
called it. It seemed pretty rowdy, and he decided this could be useful to blend
in.

The bar was called, “The Battle Axes”, and Vaulks appreciated the name. 

Inside, it was about half full and many were glued to a soccer game that was
playing on a big screen. For a moment, he longed for home and images of his
favorite gridiron team crossed his mind, The New England Patriots. 
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He bought a Budweiser from the bar. He had no time for craft beers and
anything that wasn’t American. 
He was pleased the bar did food, and he ordered a steak as he was feeling hungry
and tired. 
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Taking a seat at a small round table with his back against the wall and in a
place where he could cover the entrances, he weighted up his options.
Option one – He could hit the emergency frequency and wait for the CIA to
pick him up. Given the damage the mole had done, this was not an appealing
choice. Guantanamo Bay could be on the table if that happened.
Option two – Contact the Boss. It suddenly occurred to him the Boss could be
the one pulling the strings. Someone had orchestrated the setup and he
couldn’t rule out the Boss.
Option three – Find Bastel and get information. Of all three options this was
the most appealing. He was convinced that Bastel and the German were
involved, and he knew that Bastel was in the right place at the right time when
the cypher was sent. Both men he concluded deserved a good left hook to the
jaw and he found his left hand had made a fist thinking about it. 
None of this was going to be easy and the first two could end in his
incarceration. The other option was to trust his instincts about Jessica Knight.
Deep down he felt she was on his side. He needed to contact her. If his
instincts were right she’d go to the house in East London to look for anything
that may have been missed. 
He couldn’t help but feel this was not just the best option, but the only option. 
Reaching into his pocket, he pulled out the printout of the address where the
traced message was intercepted. 
He finished his beer and left.
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Chapter 5
Jessica Knight sat in the briefing room with more questions than answers. There
was something not right with how Vaulks was implicated, and she had a nagging
dread that the investigation into the cypher was being misdirected. 

Her boss and the two interrogation team members sat in the room, and a screen
at the far end showed CIA counterparts. One of which was Sebastian’s boss.

Harry Fenwick, one of the interrogators spoke first. “So, we sweated Fischer and
this is what he revealed.” Fenwick read from a list on his phone. “The original
cypher was intercepted by one of his associates. He claims to know him only by
the name Simon. This was also part of the cypher message intercepted by
GCHQ. 

“Sebastian Vaulks’ name was in the cypher message. Fischer stated that Vaulks
was going to provide information on CIA missions and information pertaining
to acoustic technology. These documents were found in his briefcase.” He put
the documents on the table.  
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The Americans looked uneasy, and they exchanged looks with each other. 
“What about Bastel?” She asked. “How is he connected to Fischer?”
“Bastel is his CIA handler. Fischer gives us information, and to the CIA.
Fischer passes false information back along the line to our enemies, dictated by
Bastel and us.”
Vaulks’ boss:  “And where is Vaulks now?”
“We know his whereabouts.” Mark,  Jessica’s boss replied. “Do you want to pick
him up or shall we?”
“Leave it with us.” Replied Vaulks’ boss.
Mark replied,  “We’ll send you the location.”
“Ladies, gentlemen.” Vaulks’ boss said, and with that, the connection
terminated.
Fenwick and his associate left the briefing room. Jessica turned to her boss.
“I don’t like this, Mark.”
“Really?” 
“It doesn’t feel right. There’s no motive.”
“That we know of.”
“And, the CIA are playing cards close to their chest.”
Fenwick and his associate left the briefing room. Jessica turned to her boss.
“I don’t like this, Mark.”
“Really?” 
“It doesn’t feel right. There’s no motive.”
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“That we know of.”
“And, the CIA are playing cards close to their chest.”
“And so would we.”
“Let me go to this Bastel? See what I can find.”
He sighed. “Alright, can’t hurt. Be careful.”
“How’s Daniel?”
“Broken jaw, concussion, but he’ll live.”
She nodded, “good”. 
She scurried away to her desk. If Bastel was dodgy and he was working with
Vaulks on his last mission, perhaps a little digging into Clark and Newman
wouldn’t go amiss. She soon discovered the mission had been a success, but two
agents had died. She dug further, focusing on the two deaths.
Clark had died in a car accident. A hit and run, the truck taking out his Ford
with little to no trouble. The truck was later found burnt out and had been
reported stolen not long before the accident.
Newman had been attacked by suspected muggers. They took her purse and
jewelery. The file noted a possible relationship with Bastel. That was interesting
although there was little to no elaboration.
Both were on surveillance duties at the time of death. They were keeping tabs
on a man named Amack, suspected of ascertaining secrets and selling them on. 
The file stated he was dangerous and used mercenaries to help him when
needed. 
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She switched her attention to what Bastel did in the mission. His role was part
hacker, comms, and to guide the team to where they needed to be to keep up
surveillance and what was happening in the field. 
He had seemed to save lives many times, advising the team when others were
honing in on them. Except for two occasions…
Vaulks, at the time of their deaths, which were only an hour apart, was
captured by Amack but had managed to escape. In his report, he claimed that
they were a little light on manpower. She wondered if some of Amack’s crew
were mugging Newman? He had taken out two and captured Amack, and
recovered a stolen CIA encryption machine, which was the purpose of the
mission. 
She dug further into Bastel. He seemed to have gone through a kind of genesis
which coincided when his suspected relationship began with Newman.
Newman was an art student and seemed to be into much of the thinking of the
modern world. Bastel, whose psyche profile had shown him to be conservative,
had ‘changed sides’, often speaking openly about ‘privilege’ and the ‘need for
change.’. Very different to Vaulks, she thought.
Vaulks’ record with the exception of the last mission, was glowing.
Commendations for bravery and outstanding performance time and time
again. 
She was fascinated to find he had a suspected mental block about the last
mission.
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Perhaps what she learned here would help him remember, if she could find him.
It seemed that Vaulks felt that both deaths were his fault. She could see no
record where the CIA had tried to convince him otherwise.
If she were Vaulks, she would check out the house where the message was
intercepted. With all the information downloaded, she went to find an
American spy. 



Page 275

Chapter 6
Vaulks hadn’t hotwired a motorbike for years, but he was pleased when it
roared into life. It was a performance bike a Honda R1. He had no crash
helmet but he concluded that he would only have to be on the road for thirty
minutes. 
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At the end of the day, he was tired of running. He was a fighter and if he goes
down, well so be it.
As he steered the bike towards London, he had a feeling that Jessica Knight
would be there. There was more to say and find out, and somehow that house in
East London would have the answers. First, he had to pick up his weapon and a
few things from his hotel. The first fight of the day was coming up. 
The wind whipped through his clothes and cut his face. At least it wasn’t
raining. He checked for tails, but the London night made it hard to tell.  The
traffic was moving, and he weaved in and out of it. London’s tall buildings were
in view, glowing like beacons.
The highway soon gave way to the London streets, and he parked close to his
hotel. He had a firearm, extra ammo, cash and a few fake IDs in the room, and
he was going to get them. Hoping his precautions at evading tracking worked,
he slipped inside the hotel. You never know when you may need your emergency
back-up equipment in his line of work. There were no obvious agents in the
lobby. Taking the stairs, he headed to the third floor where his room was
located.
Outside the room were two men. CIA. Time for a fight. 
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The fight was brutal but fast. Vaulks took off his jacket so he looked a little like
staff and strode into the corridor and turned his face away from the agents.
Once he got within about twelve feet, he ran at the first one, punching him hard
in the jaw. The second went for his sidearm, but Vaulks was too fast. He hit him
with a neck strike followed by a knee to the balls. He then smashed his head
against the door frame. He fell unconscious to the floor.
He opened the hotel door and dragged the two bodies inside. Using bed sheets,
he tied their hands and legs together. It will buy him time. He took their phones
and, using their fingerprints, got into one of the phones. The other, which was
untouched, he threw out of the window. It didn’t take him long to find Bastel’s
location. 
Moving into the bathroom, he quickly unscrewed the vent grill and was relieved
to find his own weapon, spare cash, and IDs. 
He changed quickly to get out of his wet clothes and to put on fresh ones. He
made sure he looked more casual and pulled on a hoodie. They would be
expecting a guy in a suit. It may give him some kind of edge.
He was soon back on the road heading to East London. It was risky to use the
same bike, but it was already broken and ready to ride.  
Arriving at the house without incident, he broke in quickly via a window that
was easy to force. After deciding it was empty, he began to look around. The
house looked like it had been robbed, with drawers emptied and cupboards
smashed. 
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Clearly, teams had been here searching frantically to find anything that could
send or receive an encrypted message. He hoped they had missed something he
could use.
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He guessed the equipment his enemies used to decipher the cipher wouldn’t
have been left here, and he pictured MI6 and the CIA going through the house
thoroughly.  
The kitchen had some coffee and thanks to working electricity, he made
himself a strong black coffee. The room looked normal enough, nowhere where
you could hide decryption equipment. 
The living room again seemed normal enough. The TV worked and he scanned
the news channels to see if the intelligence propaganda artists had put out a
broadcast about him. Thankfully, they had not opted for that at least not yet. 



Page 314

Solutions Page 411 - 412

George Orwell



Page 315

Solutions Page 411 - 412

Noam Chomsky



Page 316

Solutions Page 411 - 412

Edward Bernays



Page 317

Solutions Page 411 - 412

Walter Lippmann



Page 318

Solutions Page 411 - 412

Walter Lippmann



Page 319

Solutions Page 411 - 412

Malcolm X



Page 320

Solutions Page 411 - 412

Mark Twain



Page 321

Solutions Page 411 - 412

Hunter S. Thompson



Page 322

Solutions Page 411 - 412

Dwight D. Eisenhower



Page 323

Solutions Page 411 - 412

Col. Curtis D. Boyd



Page 324

One of the bedrooms had a single bed. It was all very military style. A barren
room with one bed and a small closet. 
He edged into the next bedroom, which had once been clearly an office. The
desk that stood in the middle of the room had been ripped apart. The corner of
the room revealed that the camera that once belonged there had been ripped
out. The cupboards had been ransacked. 
He imagined that the encryption device was a laptop, maybe even a phone, but
if there were more sophisticated hardware to help the process, it was well
hidden or already in the hands of MI6, possibly the CIA.
The floor had some papers strewn over it, and he started to read. They were
focusing on Chinese submarine technology, and he recognized the same
scientist from his original brief a few days ago. Could the Boss be in on framing
him? He couldn’t rule it out. 
A police siren broke the silence, and he cautiously peered out over the street.
The siren faded, and he went back to reading the document. 
When he had used a decryption unit in the field, he had a laptop and a small
USB-sized hardware security module or HSM. It looked like a USB stick to
anyone looking on. If programmed right, it could easily contain decryption
algorithms that, when deployed, could decode a specific part of an encrypted
message. 
Jessica said they had found sophisticated tech used by the CIA. It sounded like
that equipment was a distraction. The small USB-based device would have the 
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encryption algorithm. If whoever used it had to move fast, there was a chance
he or she would have dropped it or hidden it. 
His gut told him it was hidden, probably in plain sight. The question was did
MI6 or the CIA find it? He could see whoever was here had ripped up the
floor, revealing a space which once could have been used to conceal items.
He heard a car pull up, and he scanned the street. He could see Jessica
approaching. He took out his weapon in case he had misjudged her. She was a
woman after all, a spy, and seemed competent. She could easily give off a
misleading vibe to put him off guard. 
She was moving around downstairs, and he took up a position where he could
cover the door to give himself an advantage. His mouth dry, his gun trained, he
waited. 
The gun became visible and he decided to act. He moved swiftly and grabbed
it pushing it upwards. “Jessica, it’s me.”
“Vaulks!” She was struggling, but didn’t fire. “Vaulks, I’m here to help.” 
Vaulks considered and noticed her safety was on. They were very close. He
looked into her eyes and she into his. “I’m putting away my gun.” He stepped
back and tucked it into his belt. She did the same.
“Fancy meeting you here.” She said and laughed. He did too, it diffused the
tension. 
“So you’ve wised up. I’m not the mole.”
“Be too obvious.” She smiled again. “I’ve been looking into things. Can we go 
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through them?”
“I’d love to, but help me find something first. A USB.”
“USB?”
He nodded. “You’ve just decrypted a message, and the USB containing the
algorithm. You have to hide quickly, where would you put it?”
“Wouldn’t you take it with you?” 
“If you were caught, you’re finished. When I’ve worked in a foreign land, you
ditch things like that to try and make a clean break.”
“What about the equipment we found?”
He considered, “I’ve used equipment as misdirection. That would be my bet.”
She nodded. She had no idea what these things were used for and saw few
reports on the equipment they had found. She looked around the room. The
light socket bulged slightly. Taking out a knife, she unscrewed the socket. Vaulks
looked on. As the socket came off, a small USB dropped to the floor.
She picked it up. “That hidden in plain sight thing. It’ss bollocks.” She put it into
her pocket. “Let’s get a coffee.” Smiling, she skipped down the stairs to the
kitchen.
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Chapter 7
Over strong coffee, Jessica showed him her findings. As she explained what
happened, going into their deaths in details and showing Bastel’s moves, plus
the connection of Newman and Bastel, Vaulks listened intently. She had a
small laptop on the table and she pointed out details as she scrolled through
the files.
As Jessica spoke, Bastel’s face filled his mind. He stood and paced and listened.
Bastel kept saying it was his fault. His fault that Clark and Newmen were dead.
Was this the mental block? Had he been hypnotised? He shook his head.
He could remember the fight with Amack and his men. He remembered
feeling exhilarated when he emerged on the street and phoned the cavalry.
Amack was handcuffed inside the warehouse. 
And then, he felt disbelief, sadness, and anger when he heard about Clark and
Newman. He fought back his emotions that he was reliving. “So, how does this
tie into Bastel?”
She didn’t have an answer. “Why don’t we check out the USB?” She plugged it
into the laptop and waited.
Vaulks nodded.
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The laptop was equipped with standard encryption software. It couldn’t open
any message info on the USB, but it could open the logs. By cross-referencing
when the messages were received, it was clear that they coincided with three
events on Vaulks’ last mission. His capture and the deaths of Clark and
Newman. 
“Looks like we missed some messages,” said Jessica. 
“It looks like Bastel planned their deaths. I don’t understand his motives, but
we’ve got to capture Bastel and Fischer.”
“Yes, but we need a plan.” Said Jessica.
After a heated debate, the plan they decided on was this. 
Jessica would send the information to her boss and Vaulks’ boss. She wouldn’t
mention meeting Vaulks. The mole had turned into a network of spies that
seemed to infiltrate both agencies. Vaulks would be the ace in the hole, and she
couldn’t help but feel they needed one. 
While MI6 and CIA were piecing it all together, she would drop off the 
encryption USB to Daniel. It would give him something to do to take his mind
off the fact, that his meals for the foreseeable future would be served through a
straw.
Then she and Vaulks would go to where Bastel was held up and capture him.
She wasn’t ready for a war, but she saw no other way. 
She noticed Vaulks looked relaxed and excited, eager. He was in his element as
he checked his weapon for the third time.
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“Vaulks, I could approach them and try and get in on the inside.”
“If they have one of their guys at MI6 and they understand what we’ve
discovered, they’ll kill you on sight.” 
“You think there’s more than one.”
“Fischer, at least one of the interrogation guys.” He considered. “I don’t think
Daniel is one of them, and I think you’re legit.” He smiled.
She laughed at the idea of Daniel being one of them. “So what do we do?”
“We’ll get in there, isolate Bastel, overpower him, and carry him out.”
“You make it sound so easy.”
“If it were easy, it would be no fun.” He grinned.
She laughed, part humor, part despair. “C’mon on then Yank, time to catch a
cunt.” And with that, she headed towards her car with Vaulks right behind her.
She sent the messages to MI6 and CIA and headed to Daniel’s place. She
decided to leave the USB in an envelope with a message that she knew he’d
understand without making things obvious should it fall into the wrong hands.
She also sent the files to Daniel to give context.
They said little on the drive to the hotel, both lost in their thoughts. She sent
the messages to MI6 and CIA. She parked around the corner from the hotel,
and Vaulks clocked several CIA officers. Blending in and yet not blending in.
They were here for him. 
“Jessica, you need to be our eyes. Can you get in there and order a drink from
the bar? Message with what you see.” 
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Jessica nodded. She let her hair down and took off her jacket, untucking her top.
In seconds, she looked casually dressed rather than in business attire.
Vaulks was impressed as he always was when women transformed with a few
actions. 
Walking past the CIA officers, she approached the hotel, and Bastel was in the
lobby at the bar. With him were Fischer and Fenwick from the interrogation
team. She sat down at a table with her back to the three men as far away as she
could from the bar. It was an interesting meeting, no doubt. 
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She took out a makeup mirror and studied the scene behind her. The three of
them were talking, and she felt they were giving off an intense vibe. Fenwick
was armed, no doubt, and she guessed the other two were as well. She took in
the rest of the lobby.
She sent the following message to Vaulks.
“Sebastian, Bastel is at the bar with Fischer and Fenwick one of the
interrogation team. I imagine Fenwick, at least, is armed. The place is crawling
with agents, CIA I believe.”
Vaulks replied, “Stay put, keep tabs on Bastel. Don’t let him see you. Any word
from your boss?”
“Will do, and none. I think they are here to capture you, Bastel’s bait.”
Vaulks read the message, and it suddenly hit him. The death of Clark and
Newman wasn’t his fault for getting captured. It was Bastel’s for sending those
messages. He cocked his gun.
Jessica ordered a vodka and tonic from the waiter with ice mostly to blend in.
Every so often she would check her mirror to keep tabs. The conversation was
intense without much humor that she could detect. Her phone went. It was a
message from Vaulks.
“Heading to the roof.” Of course you are, she thought, sighing. 
The three began to move to the elevators. Finishing her drink in one, as soon as
they disappeared into the hotel. She moved quickly to the opposite elevator,
pressing all the buttons up to five. 
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On each floor, she checked to see the location of Bastel’s elevator. It was going
up. She checked each floor, quickly closing the elevator doors as needed.
Bastel’s stopped at floor five, the top floor.
She made her way to the fifth floor. Luckily, there were only three rooms on
this floor. She texted “Floor 5” to Vaulks and noticed that the door to the roof
was just up a flight of stairs.
She checked her weapon and scanned the area to make sure nobody was
approaching. This was it. All she could do now was wait for Vaulks to signal,
and then god knows what was going to happen.
Vaulks had taken in the buildings and noticed that the hotel was built next to
a residential block. He quickly managed to find the rear entrance and break in,
ascending the stairs three at a time. The chances are there was an agent
guarding the roof. He’d have one posted there if it was him.
He reached the roof door which was locked and alarmed. He studied the door
and followed the path of the wire to a trip switch. It looked basic and he cut
the wire. To his relief, no alarm sounded and quietly he opened the door.
Over on the adjacent building stood an agent looking bored. There were no
overlooking buildings so he could rule out sniper fire. Using the building as
cover he edged across to the hotel roof when the phone he stole went off. It
was a message.
It caught the attention of the agent, although Vaulks managed to dive behind a
ventilation duct. He quickly checked the message. Floor 5. He smiled and got 
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ready to fight. 
The agent had his gun out and started to speak into his lapel microphone.
Vaulks guessed that he would be heading roughly in his direction, and he
could make out footsteps heading his way. He took out his gun.
“Oh hi.” A woman’s voice broke the intensity. Jessica? “Is this the roof garden?”
The agent, “No ma’am. You must be misinformed.”
Vaulks took his opportunity. Springing up he put the agent in a choke hold
holding his wrist so he couldn’t bring his weapon to bear. Jessica was already
running towards them. Vaulks didn’t want to kill him just incapacitate him
and his job was made easier when Jessica kicked the agent hard in the nuts.
The agent went limp in several ways and Vaulks gently laid him down. “Wow.”
He murmured. “Brutal.” 
Jessica smiled. 
Back on the fifth floor, they entered the hallway. A maid’s trolley was there,
and they noticed she was working in an empty room. As the maid walked out,
Jessica grabbed Vaulks and pushed her tongue in his mouth. “Oh, sorry.” She
said to the maid, giggling. They exchanged knowing looks, and Jessica casually
lifted her door pass as she walked past. 
“Nice work.” Said Vaulks. Her kiss deliciously lingered. He snapped out of it.
Vaulks listened to the first door. There were no sounds, not even a TV or
radio. 
He pushed his ear up against the other door, conversation, three male voices 
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could be heard. Vaulks took out his gun and started to fit a silencer. Jessica did
the same. 
The moment of truth had come. Vaulks gestured to the door. 
Just then, a couple came round the corner and both Vaulks and Jessica hid
their guns. They were laughing and said hi to them before disappearing into
the next room. Vaulks pressed his ear against the door. He could hear
commotion and a gun being cocked. Shit, they know someone is here.
“It’s going to get messy. Keep your head down.” 
Jessica’s phone rang. “It’s my boss,” she said. She moved into the stairwell,
Vaulks waiting. He could hear her confirming parts of the case and explaining
how the messages tied into key events. He also heard, “we’re here now about to
go in…Vaulks…I had no choice. I knew it was bolloocks…understood.” She
ushered Vaulks into the stairwell. 
“He’s sending the cavalry, and so are your guys.”
Vaulks could see something was troubling her. “What’s up?”
“I don’t think they’re going to take Bastel alive.” They both knew that was
something they couldn’t let happen. 
Vaulks moved back to the door. “Bastel, time to surrender. A kill squad is
coming,” he shouted through the door.
There was silence, and he crouched low, gesturing for Jessica to do the same.
He put the key card into the lock and turned the door, pushing it open, 
moving to one side, using the door frame as cover. The whip of bullets muffled 
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by a silencer erupted. Both Vaulks and Jessica took cover where they could.  
“This is your last chance to walk away alive. Same for your pals.”
More bullets. Whoever was shooting was skilled and experienced. The bullet
patterns were at different heights. Jessica used the hall wall as cover. Bullets
went into the wall opposite the entrance to the room. Vaulks had the wall
adjacent to the door as cover. 
A shot whistled past his ear. He knew agents would be honing in, some briefed
with the new info, some with the fake news that he was a fugitive. He had to
move fast.
“Jessica, as soon as you see one of these bastards, you drop them except Bastel.”
She had taken a position where she had a good view of the interior. 
She signalled an affirmative. The shooting had stopped a little, and he guessed
they were reloading. He dived into the room in a commando-style role, coming
up in the shooting position on one knee. 
Fenwick moved out of cover, and Jessica shot him, the bullet hitting him in the
shoulder. He dropped back, and Vaulks, having known what that felt like,
smiled.
Vaulks caught a glimpse of Fischer. He aimed, fired. The bullet hit him in the
leg. He screamed, swearing in German, falling to one side. 
Bastel walked out with his hands in the air. Both Vaulks and Jessica advanced
into the room.
A shot whistled past his ear. He knew agents would be honing in, some briefed
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 with the new info, some with the fake news that he was a fugitive. He had to
move fast.
“Jessica, as soon as you see one of these bastards, you drop them except Bastel.”
She had taken a position where she had a good view of the interior. 
She signalled an affirmative. The shooting had stopped a little, and he guessed
they were reloading. He dived into the room in a commando-style role, coming
up in the shooting position on one knee. 
Fenwick moved out of cover, and Jessica shot him, the bullet hitting him in the
shoulder. He dropped back, and Vaulks, having known what that felt like,
smiled.
Vaulks caught a glimpse of Fischer. He aimed, fired. The bullet hit him in the
leg. He screamed, swearing in German, falling to one side. 
Bastel walked out with his hands in the air. Both Vaulks and Jessica advanced
into the room.
“Why?” Vaulks, feeling anger, frustration, sadness, punched him in the gut. He
winced and doubled over. Bastel wasn’t a fit man. More brain than brawn. 
Coughing, Bastel said, “because the world is changing, Vaulks. It’s no longer
about empires and more about a global future.”
“What the fuck does that mean?” Vaulks almost screamed at him. 
Jessica was listening intently, and after disarming Fischer, she started to dress
his wound as best she could. She was sure Fenwick was dead. He lay still.
It means you’re antiquated. You see America as something good. I see it as 
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something rotten that has to be cut out and replaced with something better.
There is too much privilege. We need change, Vaulks, can’t you see that?”
“What about the people? They work hard, bring up their families. They
struggle,  Bastel, for America. Don’t they deserve something, something real?”
“People, there are too many people. And that’s killing us.” He gestured in a
dismissive fashion.
Vaulks resisted the urge to strike him again. “You’re a pathetic shit. A pathetic
shit that murdered Clark and Newman. Privilege, too many of us. My ass!” 
For the first time, Bastel looked human. “I didn’t mean for Phiona to die. I
loved her.”
“Why did you implicate me?”
“Because you’re an obstacle to our infiltration, our vision, Vaulks. You’re
strong, tough, resourceful. 
“We thought Amack and his friends would take care of you. The framing was a
back-up we didn’t expect to have to use.
“You were meant to die.” Bastel’s voice was defiant. “Not Phiona.” 
“She was a good agent, dependable and loyal.” Said Vaulks.
Bastel smiled, and Vaulks knew that Newman was one of them. “No, Vaulks,
she recruited me. You don’t seem to understand the depth of penetration.
We’re in the agency, your TV set, your schools, pharma, your colleges, big
tech,”
Vaulks weighed up what he was hearing and then punched him hard in the 
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face. Bastel fell back against the balcony window.
Jessica cried, “No”. She glared at Vaulks. “We need to know more about the
depth of penetration and the network.”
Bastel straightened up, blood pouring from his nose. “Vaulks, join us. We could
use a guy like you. You’ll get everything you ever wanted.”
“I’m getting everything I ever wanted right now. Seeing you bleed.” He raised
his hand to hit him again.
“Vaulks, stop. I’ll tell you the name of the organization I work for.” Pleaded
Bastel.
Vaulks looked at Jessica, and she to him. Jessica nodded.
“LUMERA.”
“What?”
“Nobody move.” It was a woman’s voice in a thick Midwest American accent.
They all saw five CIA agents, led by the woman. Vaulks put her at around
forty. All the agents were armed. Everyone who could respond held their hands
up. She and her four-man team moved into the room. “Vaulks, you’re coming
with us.” One of the agents started to cuff his arms behind his back. He didn’t
resist.
Bastel pulled a gun. Jessica, reacting fast, pushed his arm as hard as she could,
bringing her leg in front of Bastel to try and throw him to the ground. Bastel
was too strong, and she dived using her body weight to push his gun arm
down. They both tumbled to the floor, and the gun went off. The recoil added
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 to the turmoil of the fight. The bullet hit Vaulks in the shoulder and he fell into
the wall. 
Jessica scrambled for cover, knowing that Americans would shoot. A blaze of
gunfire from the agents erupted. Bastel was hit several times in the face and
chest. He lay dead. His secrets lost.
Jessica breathed deeply, trying to keep calm. Vaulks was standing, blood
pumping from his shoulder. She ran to him, hugging him tight. He couldn’t
return the embrace. His hands handcuffed, and his shoulder wounded. An agent
started to try and stop his bleeding as another extracted Jessica from Vaulks.
Feelings of relief and frustration swept over both of them as the ordeal was
finally over. Their best lead was now dead. If Fenwick and Fischer die all the
information, everything they needed to repel this hidden threat, would die too. 
The agent continued to dress his wound, and Vaulks forced himself to breathe.
“You know what, I think Bastel being killed is what he would have wanted. Too
many of us.”
Jessica laughed. “He was a fucking nutjob for sure.” Vaulks nodded. The lead
agent, the woman, was speaking into her phone. MI6 agents arrived, and a little
bit of chaos entered the mix. Sirens could be heard approaching.
Vaulks noticed a chill had descended. He had trusted Bastel with his life. All the
time, he was working against him in secret, cooperating with an enemy that
wanted to destroy the United States. He was working with Newman.
“Sebastian, what he said back there. If it’s true, we have a big problem. This 
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infiltration is bigger than us.” 
Vaulks nodded. “It’s not the usual suspects either. Not China, Russia, Iran.”
They both fell into an uneasy silence for a few minutes. The agents had worked
out their differences. 
“You’re going to be alright, Sebastian.” She said. He liked it she used his first
name. 
He nodded. “Yes, thanks to you.” Their lips met, and they savored every second
before the agents pulled them apart.
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Chapter 8
Jessica’s debrief was almost as intense as the earlier hotel shootout. Mark, her
boss and his boss and an interrogation team questioned her intently. The cross
examination made her mind spin, and they took the line that her and Vaulks
were working together for a foreign power. Which is why she helped him. 
She explained that without her taking the initiative the moles would still be
active. Nonetheless, they persisted until she found tears flowing down her face.
Thoughts of how much she ‘hated the bastards’ crossed her mind more than
once. It gave her strength. They seemed more concerned that she had disobeyed
an order than the successful revelation of a spy network in the Service.
She left the interrogation room where she was put on a forced leave of absence.
She knew what this meant. They were going to investigate everything she did,
and that’s if she was lucky. If whoever was running the infiltration had
involvement, she might be pushed out, framed, or worse.

That night, Jessica took a long hot shower. She had to wash the day away. She 
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had almost died and had seen several people shot and killed. The only good
thing was snogging Sebastian. She hoped to do more of it. 
Dressed in a bathrobe and unsure who was a friend or an enemy, she drank a
large glass of white wine, watching some reality show on TV. The BBC News
stated the shooting was related to knife crime in London. They had an expert
and Jessica realized it was an MI6 operative that was the ‘expert’. She drained
her glass, then another, and fell into a troubled sleep.
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Chapter 9
Vaulks was taken to a CIA safehouse where they operated on his shoulder. As
soon as he was deemed able, he was interrogated. 
Vaulks knew this was going to happen and steeled himself, ready for the
onslaught. He like most agents had been trained in resisting interrogation. In a
strange way he looked forward to it as it gave him an opportunity to test
himself. 
It was a strange dynamic as he knew his interrogators would know his
techniques, and he knew theirs. 
They spared no quarter, constantly cross examining him, looking for
inconsistencies. They asked about his previous mission and tried to push him
down the route that Newman had recruited him as well as Bastel.
They would suddenly change tack, and implied that Jessica was part of the same
network as Bastel.
Vaulks recognized these tactics and was able to keep it together. Even when one
agent pressed down on his wound, he didn’t give anything up, opting to pass out
through the pain rather than talk. Not that he had anything to reveal.
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As soon as he recovered, they would go at it again, one being sympathetic and
helpful, the other ferocious. They brought his private life into it, threatened to
hurt people from his past. Vaulks expected this, and as he had nothing to give
up,  the dynamic took a strange, dark twist.
They showed him a video playing on a tablet screen. It was him confessing to
be a member of a spy organization for hire. Is this a memory? Did this happen?
And another image of Newman, making him an offer to join.
“We’ve known you were compromised, Vaulks, knew it before you did.” The
interrogators laughed. Vaulks shook his head. This must be AI.
“Lying bastards.” He crossed his fingers. Deep down, he knew the key element
that was missing was the name LUMERA. 
“See you in hell, Vaulks.” They walked out self-assured, but he sensed the
situation was very unsatisfactory for his interrogators.

After several days he was shipped off to Langley.
Vaulks walked into headquarters and checked in his gun. His arm in a sling he
nodded to a few people he knew. He didn’t know what to expect. Was he being
pushed out, shipped away, given a desk job?
It had been two weeks since being shot. In this time, he thought a lot about the
people involved in the betrayal. One that kept sticking in his mind was
Newman. Did she really recruit Bastel or was that his ploy to try and recruit
him. 
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He entered his boss’ office.
“Good to see you Vaulks, how’s the arm?”
“It’s good sir, healing nicely they tell me.”
“Good, good. Sit down.”
Vaulks did so. 
“You did a good job in London. You found the mole and we’ve uncovered a lot
of the network.” 
“Thank you, sir. It’s a shame Bastel died.”
The Boss nodded. Luckily, the German and the MI6 guy lived. They were a
goldmine of information.” 
Vaulks smiled. He could imagine what they went through. He hoped the
German was interrogated…thoroughly. “Bastel has done a lot of damage.”
The Boss considered it. “He did. I have to say, Vaulks, you came through this
well. Couldn’t have been easy when you were on the run.”
“Thank you, sir.”
The Boss nodded. “At least you know Clark and Newman aren’t your fault. It
was fated from the start” 
The boss poured two strong bourbons. Neither had it with ice. He handed one
to Vaulks. “To Clark and Newman.” They drank.
Vaulks thought about this and nodded. “Do you think Newman recruited Bastel
like he claimed?”
“We’ve looked into it. Nothing definite has turned up.” The Boss kicked back in  
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his chair. “The truth is, Vaulks, we don’t know how big the LUMERA network
is.”
“Is it like Bastel claimed. Everywhere?” He was a little frustrated at the lack of
committal about Newman one way or another. He suppressed it.
The boss stood and walked over to the window, deep in thought. “We’ve put a
task force together to dig into it. It lacks leadership, which is what you’ll bring.
Vaulks, we need you back.”
“Yes sir.” Vaulks felt elated about stepping up again. He had thought many
times that his career was over. 
“You understand we had to interrogate you, Vaulks? It’s part of the job?”
“I do, sir. I have a question.” The Boss gestured for him to speak.
“Is this my retirement. You’ve never wanted me to be in this position before.
I’m always the guy on the front line.”
The Boss laughed. “No Vaulks. This is a promotion. There are a few things you
have to know, however, but no, your career is very much alive.”
Vaulks relieved, drank again.
He was eager to get back to work. Other than some great conversations with
Jessica, whom he was meeting next week in New York, he had spent the last
few weeks pondering over events, trying to piece things together in his mind.
This endless, draining and repetitive process would only end when sleep
claimed him. 
Often, he would awake sweaty and scared after reliving the final moments 



Page 356

where Bastel’s bullet landed where it was intended.
“When can I start, sir?”
“Today, you only need one arm to give orders.” Vaulks raised his glass, and so
did the Boss. 
“Vaulks, above all get ready.” The Boss’ voice was serious.
“For what, sir?”
“Deception, Vaulks. Deception”
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THE END
Sebastian Vaulks Will Return
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