The Year is 2056

Watch your back. Shoot straight. Conserve ammo. And never, ever, cut a deal with a dragon.

- Street Proverb.

The world is changed, some say Awakened.7

  A lull in the flow of mystical energies subsided, and magic returned to the world. Elves, dwarfs, orks, trolls, assumed their true form, throwing off their human guise. Creatures in the wild changed, too, becoming things of myth and legend. Modern society fights on, despite the odds, in an effort to assimilate the ways of magic into a technological world. 

  The decades that followed the Awakening were years of turmoil, panic, and chaos, as the Four Horsemen of the Apocalypse seemed to race across the Earth.

Primitive cultures that had never lost touch with their mystical past began to use magic against the big nations that had suppressed them for so long. The vast, telecommunications network collapsed under an assault by a mysterious computer virus. Nuclear missiles were launched, but failed to detonate. Dragons soared the skies. Epidemics and famine ravaged the world's populations. Clashes between newly Awakened races and the rest of humanity became common. All central authority crumbled and the world began to spiral down into a black abyss.

  But man and his kin are hearty animals. Out of the devastation and anarchy, order slowly reemerged. Cybertechnology eradicated the last vestigates of the computer virus and replaced the old telecommunications network with what became to be know as The Matrix. New nation-states of Amerindians, elves, orks, and dwarfs were reformed. Metroplexes, vast city-states, sprawled over the landscape. Central governments were replaced by magacorporations that had become a law unto themselves. People who accepted their sovereignty were protected. The outcasts, dissidents, and rebels were exploited and abused, continuing a condition that has existed between the weak and the powerful since time began. Technology, too, had changed people. No longer only flesh, many have turned to the artificial enhancements of cyberware to make themselves more than human. Stronger, smarter, faster is the human today.

  In the world of 2056, the metroplexes are monsters casting long shadows. And it's the cracks between the giant corporate structures that shadowrunners find their home. When the megacorporations want a job but they don't want to get dirty on their hands, it's a shadowrun they need, and they turn to the runners who are the only ones who can do it. Though a shadowrunner's existence is not listed in any governmental or corporate, the demand for his or her services is high. She may be a decker, sliding like a whisper through the visualized databases of giant corporations, spiriting the only thing or real value - information. Or perhaps he is a street samurai, an enforcer for hire whose combat skills and reflexes make him the ultimate urban predator. Or perhaps he or she is a magician, possessing an ancient gift, the ability to wield and shape the magical energies that now surround the Earth.   

Political Assassination.

Jack Danté sat in his office. He was tapping some rapport on his computer and listened to some old Jazz music from the 19's. He was dressed in a pair of blue jeans and a white T-shirt; he had also a pair of sports shoes, which was all to soiled down to be used inside a house. He shrugged annoyed at the shoulder holster, which held his old Ares Predator II and fixed the straps to fit more comfortably. He drew his hand trough his dark brown hair and glanced at the clock on the wall with his brown eyes, almost 12 o'clock.

Suddenly his telecom beeped. He faced it and pressed the "Answer" button; the flip-up screen flipped up from the desk and a face appeared on it. It was, probably, a Latin-American male, he had shoulder long black hair and clearly red eyes, he also had a big scar leaping from his left temple to his left cheek.

  " Jack Danté, P.I., can I help you?" Jack answered.

  The man cleared his throat, shrugged and looked around in the room where he was sitting in, he seemed nervous. 

  " In fact I think you can, Danté…" he stopped and seemed to hesitate. He talked with a deep, rough voice and had a perfect English accent. He then went on: " My name is Fred Blanco. I need help with a thing, and I think you're the right man for this, I've heard you're the best, even though you don't really usually work with things like this if I've read you right."

  " Thank you, thank you, no more compliments, what's the case?"

  The man hesitated again. He glanced over his shoulder and a drip of sweat could be seen making it's way from his temple down the neck and in under his baggy Hawaiian shirt.

  " It's a little bit, what-shall-I-call-it, sensitive. I need some…"he hesitated once more.

" …Dirty work done."

  " Well, that can certainly be fixed… depending on the pay…"

  " You will get well paid, I promise you… when the work is done."

  " Well, what's it 'bout?"

  " You'll be going to kill a politician in London…"

  " Umm…" Jack thought a bit. A silence was heard over the line. " What's the pay?" Jack said at last.

  " 30.000 new yen prepaid, 20.000 more afterwards…"

  " That's a lot of money."

  " Yes, I know, I give you my word we got it…"

  " Who pays the trip for London?"

  " I do. And there you're going to meet a co-worker of me, The Chauffeur. He's getting you 'round London." He lost his English accent there, Jack thought.

  " Ok, I'm on it! When does the plane leave?"

  " In three hours!"

  " That's right," Blanco said with a smile.

  " Then I better get packing my things." Jack smiled back.

  " That's good." Blanco's smile disappeared and changed to a serious mine. " The Chauffeur will meet you at the Airport."

  " Sure thing, brutha'!" Jack said and pressed the "Close Connection" button gently.

A minute afterwards a beep came from his telecom and he saw someone had sent him E-Mail, he opened the mailbox and looked, one message had arrived, just some seconds ago. He opened the letter. It was from his bank, someone, from mailbox "xxx" on domain Nemo1, had inserted 30.000 new yen on his account.

  " Thank you." Jack said to himself, then he went into the bedroom to pack his suitcase.

One hour later he sat in the Airport, the plane was delayed by two hours.

  " Amazing, fraggin' amazing." He told himself.

  " Yes, isn't it? I hate when the planes is delayed." He heard a voice say behind him. He turned around. A woman in her mid-20's sat there, she was dressed in a Corporate-chic and her hair was put in a big hair-bun. She was pretty attractive. Jack cleared his throat. 

  " Ah, you travel a lot, do you?"

  She turned more towards him.

  " Yes, I'm in the business world, you know." She smiled at him. Jack smiled back. He liked it.

  " Ah, you work for…" he stretched to see her name plate.

  " Fuchi," she said.

  " Fuchi yes." He said and sat back again.

  " And you?" she said.

  " I'm a private investigator."

  " Oh, my name is Annie Johnson." 

  " Ah," Jack gave her his hand. " I'm Jack Danté." She took it and shook it.

  " A pleasure to meet you."

  " The pleasure is all mine." Jack replied.

  " So you're leaving for?"

  " London, and you?"

  " I'm going for C.D.C. (City District of Columbia, the Capital of U.C.A.S - United American and American States, old Washington D.C.)"

  " Ah, you're working there or?"

  " No, I'm going to make a business deal there, with a smaller company."

  " OK."

  " And you?"

  " Oh, I'm going for a funeral."

  " Oh, I'm sorry, was it family?"

  " Nah, not directly." Jack twisted in his seat.

Annie looked over at the TV-Screen and turned towards him.

  " Here's my card," she said and gave him a hardback card. " I hope we'll meet again." She said, then she made an excuse and left him sitting there in the cafeteria alone. He looked at here when she disappeared into the gate. Then he sighed and ordered a new beer.

  "Welcome to London!" a Befeeter guard stood screaming to the group which came out through the gate. 

  Jack gazed over at him and swore for himself. The seats on the plane had been uncomfortable, the service unacceptable and the waitresses had been rude to him. It was not directly a dream trip. 

  Suddenly he ran into a body who just appeared in front of him. It stood over 2.5 meters tall and was broader than twice Jacks shoulders. It was dressed in a black pinstriped armored suit and big loafers. Jack followed the big body up wherever the head was placed, and looked the troll in the eyes. He had a pair of big mirrored shades, which hide his eyes, and a big horn, which pointed out of a bit over his left temple. In his hand he held photo and he looked like searching for someone. He looked down at Jack. 

  " 'ou 'ust be Jack? 's'at right?

  " Yes, I believe so, and you are?"

  " The Chauffeur," The troll said and gave Jack a big smile that showed all his yellow teeth.

  " Ah, I've heard of you," Jack answered waiting in the air for something to say.

  " Let 'e take you' bag," the Chauffeur said and stretched out for Jacks bag. 

  " Thank you, but I can handle it."

  " Okay, your wish is my… whatever."

  " Ok, where's the car then?"

  " Ova' 'ere!" The Chauffeur said and pointed at an old limousine, you know the one with such a long front, with no roof for the chauffeur.

  " Cool…" Jack said and followed the big troll to the car. The troll opened the door and let him in.

  The first thing he noticed in the car was that he was not alone in it, a Negroid also sat in it, he was dressed in a pair of blue baggy pants and had a gray hooded jacket, he also had a pair of basket shoes.

  " Hello, my name is Peter Füller, I'm sent here to help you. I'm a professional bodyguard with knowledge in most combat skills and trained to handle life-threatening situations." He said.

  Jack looked at the man, then at the Chauffeur, then back on the man. 

  " I suppose you go with me then." Jack told him. " Jack Danté, private investigator."

  " I know." 

  The Negro said no more on the ride to the Ritz, where they were booked for a month.

In the lobby another person met them, a Chinese man in his mid-30's, he introduced himself as Nicholas Chen.

  " Hello, Jack Danté, private investigator." Jack told the man.

  " A pleasure to meet you." Chen said with a grin.

  Jack wondered why he grinned. Suddenly his eye caught a glimpse of movement in the rear left of his sight. He turned towards it and saw Füller running towards him with something glittery in his hand. Jack, who was a very suspicious man, stretched for his gun. Suddenly Füller was over him and they both fell as a loud bang was heard. Jack fought Füller for a while but then realized the Negro was too strong for him, he closed his eyes to pray a last pray. Then the man stood up and left his grip 'bout Jacks wrists. Jack also stood up and saw Chen lying lifeless on the floor, a big shotwound was seen in his chest. In his hand he held a big Colt Anaconda revolver.

  Two security guards ran towards them.

  " Drop it! Now mister!" one of the shouted and aimed his gun at Füller.

  Füller dropped his little Derringer and the other guard was at his feet picking it up a second afterwards. Then he pulled out a pair of handcuffs from a holster in his back and shouted:

  " At the wall, mister! Hands on your head!"

  " Sure, sure, no thing, brutha'!" Füller said and stood against the wall.

  " Hello now, wait a minute, wait a minute!" Jack said, holding his hands visible in the air. 

" He saved my life, is that illegal?"

  " As a matter of fact, it is." One of the guards answered. "This guy is no policeman."

  " Check this out." The other guard said and held up Füller's wallet.

The other guard walked over to him, holstering his firearm.

  " He's a professional bodyguard, I guess it's okay then. But that doesn't mean we like it." The guard said. " But you mustn't leave the Hotel before you've been interrogated by the Police, okay?" 

  " That's just fine with me." Füller said and massaged his wrists as the sec-guard locked them up.

  " I've found our rooms!" The Chauffeur came running to the group of people with some papers in his hands.

  " Okay then!" Jack said. " Then let's move."

  Füller smiled at the sec-guards as he passed them and picked up his Derringer from the floor carpet.

Their rooms was luxury furnished and both had two rooms, they were both bigger than Jacks flat and office together. Jack lay down on the big bed and almost fell asleep at once.

He woke up in the middle of the night, London was alive, and he looked out through the window and saw all the people. Then he looked around to see what had waked him up.

  All was in order; he started to dress off, when he heard some sound in the living room. He went out and saw the door open. He sneaked back into the bedroom and drew his Beretta from its holster. Then he looked back into the living room, he saw a man sneak into the room through the door and walked over to Jack's bag, Jack pulled the safety of the gun and kicked the door open. In the same time, the bedroom window crashed in a sea of broken glass. Jack threw himself to the floor and popped two shots defensively at the man at Jacks suitcase.

  " Don't shoot!" Füller screamed and threw himself behind the sofa.

  " What the heck are you doing in my room?" Jack shouted back to him. At the same time, the window exploded in an another sea of broken glass.

  " No time to explain!"

  " Cover me!" Jack shouted.

  " No gun!" Füller rolled over into the bedroom.

  " Heck!"

  " You're drawing trouble to you! You know that?" Füller sounded a bit stressed no one to blame. " You've been here in 6 hours, and already been shot at two times!"

  " No good, no good!" he answered.

  " Kiddin' me?"

  " No."

  " Cover me, I'm going to get out, and to the rooftop on the house opposite, stay here!" Füller came out of the bedroom. 

  " Why me? Can't you stay here?"

  " No…"

  " Why?"

  " Because!"

  A bullet stroked down next to Jack and made a big hole in the floor.

  " I stay!" he shouted and pressed his body towards the wall.

  " As you want!" Füller ran out through the door, bullets striking in the floor behind him. Jack heard the phone ringing in the bedroom, and he made his way in there. He lifted the phone and answered: " Room… whatever, I'm a little bit busy!"

  " Neighbors have reported shooting from your room sir!"

  " They have? How bright of them! It's true! Call the fragging cops!"

  " Yes, mister, and your name?"

  With a smash and a short ringing a bullet stroke right trough the phone, and broke the connection. Jack popped three shots out through the window and ran back into the Living Room. A bang was heard, then he fell, a burning pain started growing in his right leg, he fell on his knees, paralyzed by the pain. One more shot was heard, and by the terrible power the bullet had he twisted around and fell down on the carpet, bleeding. He lay there for a while, then it all went black.

He woke up again, lying in a white room, different wires and hoses were connected to his body, and he had problems breathing. He closed his eyes and opened them again. Füller sat in a chair a bit from there, at the door, and a nurse with a white dress stood at another bed. He tried to sit up, but Füller ran and pressed him back gently.

  " It will only be worse if you exert yourself, lie down and go to sleep again. By the way, you were lucky, the first bullet stroke your right underleg and the second hit you just between the lungs, straight into the breastbone, it's totally shattered."

  Jack tried to talk, but the hoses in his throat prevented talking. Then he went to sleep again, he had terrible nightmares about snipers on every rooftop, and assassins lying everywhere, lurking in the shadows.

Two weeks afterwards, he was back on his feet. He and Füller sat in the hotel bar and drank expensive beer.

  Jack still had a terrible ache in his breastbone and took medication for it.

  " Have you heard something from Blanco?" Jack said.

  " Yes, he contacted me soon after you got shot, he told me to tell you that the name of the person you're to make up is," he shoveled around in his pockets and found a piece of paper, he read it. "… Mr. Woodsworth.

  " Mr. Woodsworth, ok, got that." He finished his beer. " I think I'll go for a walk, to see London I mean, I've never been here 'fore."

  " Sure thing. We'll meet here at…" he glanced at his watch. " 1900 hours then?"

  " Sure, 1900 then!" he walked out through the big doors and walked up to Oxford Street.

From there he went going down for Portobello Road, where most of London's antiques stores laid. He walked down the read, criss-crossing the road back and fourth, pushing other tourists out of his was. The street was crowded to the limit, and in the middle of everything a group of Andorra Indians were playing music on pan-flutes, drums and guitars, accompanied by a magician who made fantastic pictures of Andorra's mountain massifs with an Illusion spell.

  Jack made his way trough the thick crowds and down to a crossing street, where all the stores stopped. He thought he had seen a Café in the beginning of the road, so he went through the crowds again, and sat down on the pavement café under the blue awnings, and looked out at the crowd. He had some coffee before he decided to go into the city, Trafalgar Square, Piccadilly Circus, Oxford Circus, all the big places. He got onto a bus at the corner of Queens Street and Oxford, and then he rode it down to Oxford Circus, he thought it was funny with the double decked buses. On the ride, he saw a lot of people, stores, and police cars, London was a city of crime, but he though he was safe, he had his old Beretta in the shoulder holster, even though it hurt in his breast bone. Well, after a hour or so he came to Oxford Circus, he saw a photo shop and thought it should've been funny to have some pictures, so he walked to it and went in. He bought a camera, and some disks to store the pictures on (funny, though all to the late 19's, they'd used rolls of photographic film).

  All the rest of the day he walked in and out of stores, taking photos of the big places and drank cheap soybeer. At 6.30pm he winked in a taxi and it turned around and drove to him, it didn't really stop, it kept rolling slowly.

  " 'ere ta go, si'?"

  " Eh?"

" Where ta go, mista'?"

  " Where I want to go?"

  The taxi driver nodded.

  " The Ritz, is that ok?"

  " Yessir. Bags?"

  " No," Jack replied.

  " Hop in then." The driver said.

  Jack went into the taxi and they started the ride for The Ritz. The driver told him the car had been looking the same for over 100 years now, with only some changes, but the round silhouette was the same. 

  At 7.13 Jack entered the hotel grounds he saw Peter sitting in the bar, drinking beer.

He walked to the man.

  " Hello!" Peter said, Jack noticed he wasn't really sober.

  " Hmm, have you been sitting here all day?"

  " Yes, why?"

  " I just wondered." He turned to the bartender. " You can get me a beer, and the bill please."

  The bartender nodded and went fetching a glass. 

  " Hello," a voice behind him was heard.

  Jack turned. A women in her mid-20's was standing there, she wore a red corporate-chic office jacket and a short skirt and a pair of high-heeled shoes. She was blond and had blue eyes; she was very pretty. 

  " Hello, can I help you?" Jack replied. 

  She smiled - Jack liked it.

  " No, as a matter of fact, I think I can help you. 

  " Oh, is it?" Jack smiled back at her. " Can I give you something?"

  " Yes please, a glass of wine would be nice."

  " Sure thing," Jack said and showed at a group of sofa and armchairs. " Shall we sit down?"

  " Yes, that would also be nice." she sat down in the sofa. 

  " A glass of red wine too," Jack said and smiled at the bartender. " Go get some sleep now, Füller!" he said to Peter and slapped him gently in his back. He turned to the bartender again. " No more beer for this one, okay?"

  The bartender nodded. 

  " Good." Jack picked up the beer and the wine and sat down in an armchair. He gave the woman the wine and tasted the beer. 

  " Ah, my name is Emily Carlson." The woman said.

  " Oh, I forgot, my name is Jack Danté, but I guess you already know that, if you were searching me. Why did you do so, by the way?"

  " I heard you were going to talk to a politician named Woodsworth, is that correct?" 

  " Yes, where did you hear that?" Jack started to be suspicious. 

  " Oh, a man in Rio de Janeiro, a friend of mine, Blanco is his name, d'you know him?"

  " Yes I do," Jack sighed.

  " I got some information about this Woodsworth, she's having her room on the fourth floor in the second house in the Houses of Parliament. I've got the room number, 465. She's, living a bit out of town. She's getting in by chopper every day."

  " She? Her? Isn't this a male we're talking 'bout?"

  " No…" she looked confused. "Should it?"

  " No, yes, I mean. I was told it was a male, Mr. Woodsworth."
  " No, Ms. Woodsworth is her name, Rebecca Woodsworth."

  " Okay, I must get to her and tell her a thing."

  " Whatever, I just heard you're searching for her."
  Jack drank the rest of his beer and saw that Emily's glass was almost empty too.

  " Please join me for dinner," Jack said. 

  " I would be pleased, but I must get back to work."

  " No, no, I insist you join me for dinner, I'll pay the bill."

  " Okay then, if you insist," she looked at him in a strange way… he liked it.

  " You know a good place to go? I'm like… new in town."

  She laughed.

  " Yes, in fact I do. D'you like Italian?"

  They ended up in a small Italian restaurant lying on backstreet to Oxford Street. Emily told him it had survived over 80 years, and it had looked the same always, and they had adorable food.

  At the end of the evening, after a couple of drinks in the hotel bar, Emily excused herself and told Jack that she had to go home, it was over 12 o'clock in the evening.

  Jack followed her to the door and told the bellmaster to get a cab, he did so. Jack opened the door for her, as she was going into the cab, she stretched up and kissed him, then she disappeared into the cab. Jack stood there with the door in his hands, the bellmaster closed it for him, and he got back to reality. Then he lent over to the driver and gave him 50 pounds,

  " Get her where she wants to go, okay?"

  The driver nodded.

  " Good."

  Jack stood and saw the cab disappear around the corner out in the London's nightlife.

  Next day he met Peter down in the breakfast restaurant.

  " How's with ya taday?" Jack asked with a smile.

  " Shut up! Have something against headache?"

  " Lesser beer is a good receipt, have you heard of that?"

  " Okay, okay, I maybe drank a little bit too much yesterday, who's that blonde who came yesterday?"

  " Emily Carlson? She was a good contact… she knew a lot 'bout this Woodsworth, Miss Woodsworth."

  " Miss?"

  " Yes, she's a miss…"

  " But Blanco…"

  " Blanco lies!" Jack interrupted Peter.

  " How can you be so sure?"


  " Okay, if you don't believe me, let's get into the Houses of Parliament and check."
  " Okay, I'll always survive…"

  " Sure… How's 'bout tomorrow night?"

  " How's 'bout tanight?"

  " Okay, if that's what you want, then we'll play your game." Jack snapped back to him, then he left the restaurant.

  " Have something heavy?" Jack sat in his room by the desk in the living room; he had his cellphone to his ear. He talked to The Chauffeur.

  " I dunno… like a Panther?"

  " No more like a Thunderbolt Heavy Pistol…"

  " Oh, yes, I do, I got it direct from an Lone Star transport, it fell off a truck…"

  " Cool, I'll take two." Jack smiled.

  " Okay, ya'll get the delivery at 9 o'clock tanight."

  " That's okay with me."
  Jack was angry, that son-of-a-slutch Peter should not have right, if Emily said so, it is so… He had though of packing some weapons, get in there with Peter, check the computer system, and see if there was any Mr. Woodsworth in the Parliament.

  " Everything had been so much easier if they had a decker with us in the team." (Deckers are people who live for the net, or the Matrix, as it is called. In 2016, a scientist came to an conclusion to make illusionary images to senses, so now there is a lot of deckers who sit there, sensing the Matrix with their hands and head, by just putting a cable into their heads.) Jack said when he pressed the "Close Connection" button. "Then he could enter the Matrix and get the personal files from there, now we're forced to get in there by hand." He continued.

  Suddenly he heard a knock on the door, who could it be? He drew his Beretta and moved closer to the door. 

  " Yes?" he said.

  " Hi, it's Emily," he heard from the other side, he drew a deep breath and put down the Beretta again. Then he went opening the door. Emily stood outside; she wore a pair of black jeans and a white V-collar T-shirt.

  " Hello," Jack said. " How's it?"

  " Just fine," she looked over his shoulder. "… And you?"

  " Oh, sorry, come in," he showed her to sit down. " I'm just fine, did you get home properly yesterday?"

  " Yes, I didn't even have to pay," she drew her finger along the table-leaf and looked at it, as if she was looking for dust.

  " Hmm," Jack said to keep the conversation up.

  " 'scuse me?" Emily said.

  " Oh, nothing, soo, what are you doing in town, in plain clothes?"

  " I was just thinking we could meet, I don't disturb, do I?"

  " Oh no, I was just sitting here alone."

  " What are you doing tonight then?"

  " Ah…. I'm a little bit busy, really, I gotta be home alone."

  " Ok…" she hesitated, then she blinked. " What?"

  " I mean… I'm going out…"
  " Can I ask who?"

  " Peter… Peter Füller."

  " What?"

  " I mean, we're not going out, we're going to make a thing, not eating and so, we're going for the Houses of Parliament."

  " At night?"

  " Yes, something wrong?"
  " Guess not…" she shrugged her shoulders.

  " Why don't we go out now instead, I haven't gotten any lunch."

  " Sure, where are we going?"

  " I happen to know a barbecue house at Oxford Circus, we can go there."
  " Sure, why not." She replied, then they took the tube to Oxford Circus.

  It knocked on the door, again, Jack looked at the watch, it told him 8.30 pm. He and Emily had eaten, then they went back to the hotel room, it knocked again, and he looked over at Emily where she lay at his side, with her arm around his chest. Carefully, he lifted her arm off his chest and laid it between them two. Then he sat up and swinged his legs over the bedside. He put on his trousers and drew his gun, and then he went over to the door.

  " Who is it?"

  " It's Peter, what the frag are you doing, we're going now!"

  " Oh, drek, I've forgotten," he silently opened the door. " Be quiet, she's still sleeping."

  " Who?" Peter smiled when he remembered. He gave a silent laugh. " You and she? In the middle of the day, and you met yesterday?"

  " Oh Peter, shut up," Jack snarled at him and went bringing his clothes. He chose a Kevlar™ T-shirt and a pair of Kevlar™ and jeans trousers, with a slimmed suit of Kevlar™ armor under. He then put on a football jacket from the Detroit Lions team, with Kevlar™ lining.

Peter had a Kevlar™ jungle-camo uniform and a long Kevlar™ lined coat over that, he also wore a jungle-camo cap.

  " Have you seen something of the Chauffeur today?" Jack asked.

  " Yeah, he said I would deliver those two little darlings to you." He drew two pistols and gave them to Jack. Jack checked if they were loaded, they were. It was two Ruger Thunderbolt pistols, they were strictly illegal, but, who the frag cares? Lone Star had developed it in the early 2050's for their Street Cop's, when they foresaw the brutal violence on the streets in the rest of the 50's. 

  Jack slammed them down in his shoulder holsters and turned towards Peter.

  " Well, what are we waiting for?"

  They entered the houses of parliament through a fire-exit door. Then they moved on to the main hall. Two big stairs went up to the right and to the left, Jack glanced at Peter, Peter glanced back at Jack, then he pointed towards the right stair, they slowly moved that way, checking for security measures everywhere. They carefully moved up the stairs, on the wall side. Peter picked up a small 90-degree mirror from his pocket and held it at the corner to look around it. Then he nodded to Jack, he held up two fingers. That meant it was two sec-guards in the corridor. Peter picked up a pistol from a holster at his side and put on a silencer; Jack shook his head lively. 

  " No!" he whispered. " We'll do like this…" Jack picked up a coin out of his pocket. " It's old, but it always work." He threw the coin into the corridor before Peter could say something. Peter looked in the mirror again; then he showed with his hands that they were coming their way. Jack picked up a little gun, a Derringer. Then he cracked it and put in two new bullets. 

  " Whazzat?" Peter whispered.

  " It's armor piercing stun needles. I don't want anybody killed." 

  " Your choice." Peter said and shrugged his shoulders.

  The two guards appeared in Jacks angle of vision in the same time as Jack appeared in their vision; they looked paralyzed of surprise at him. Jack saw his chance and popped a shot in one of them, next to the other shot in the other one; they fell to the ground - unconscious.

  " Good," Peter snarled and looked in the mirror again. " Nobody left."

  " I know," Jack replied with pride. " Let's move!"

  They silently ran through the corridor and to the door in the other end of it. Peter looked at the num-pad, which was situated behind the big curtains, at the sides of the door. Then he picked up a roll of synth-leather. He rolled it open on the floor and a series of electronic tools were revealed. He picked up a small screwdriver and screwed up the small screws on the num-pad's front cover. Then he lit into the box with a small flashlight.

  " Hmm, anti-tampering device, this will take some extra time you know," he whispered. "Cover my back, ok?"
  " Roger that." Jack said and kneeled with his gun in high ready.

  After 15 minutes or so Peter sighed deeply.

  " We're in!"

  " Okay then." Jack tried the door gently - it opened. 

  Peter drew his pistols and cocked them, then he leaned against the wall on the right side of the door - Jack did the same, on the left side of it. 

  " Go for it." Jack whispered.

  Peter swung to his side, throwing himself into the door, he did a somersault and got into kneeling position with his pistols scanning the room on the other side - Jack came up behind him covering his high. Nobody inside, Jack did a quick-search behind sofas and tables. They had come into an office with a big desk on the opposite side of the door, on the left and on the right of the middle aisle, groups of sofas and armchairs stood. Behind the sofas, big pictures of premier ministers of Great Britain hung. Peter ran to the desk as Jack closed the doors behind them. Peter sat down in the big armchair behind the desk and smiled.

  " I wouldn't mind to work in this office," he said as in a dream. 

  " Dream on, chummer, we're here to do a work, not pretend we're premier minister of the GB"

  Peter glared over at Jack and faced the desk.

  " Now we'll see what this little thing can do," he looked around on the desk. A little num-pad was positioned at one corner, the switch. He picked up his tools again and started working himself through the codes. After a while, it clicked and the lamp ignited, a pop-up screen popped up from the tabletop. 

  " Good evening, sir," A computer-voice said. Peter threw himself for the volume switch; he pressed it down gently. 

  " Could I have the personal files please?" he then said to the computer.

  " Personal files? Of course, sir," the computer replied.

  Peter smiled.

  " This is too easy." Jack mumbled.

  " Personal files loaded," the computer said.

  " Give me Rebecca Woodsworth's file."

  " Rebecca?" the computer asked.

  " There you see," Peter snapped at Jack. " There's no one as Rebecca Woodsworth."

  " Let me try," Jack said after a little bit of thinking.

  " Sure… if you thing you will make it better."

  " Can I have the Woodsworth file, please," Jack tried.

  " Wodswot?" the computer asked.

  " No, Woodsworth, w-o-o-d-s-w-o-r-t-h."

  " Woodsworth, of course, sir, please hang on." The computer replied.

  " Thank you." Jack said, more for himself than the computer.

  " Access denied for that file, sir." The computer said gently. " Password required."

  " Password?" Jack asked Peter.

  " I dunno."

  " Password: Blanco." Jack tried.

  " Access denied."

  " Dammit!" Peter said. " Then we're off for her office or?"

  " Guess so." Jack nodded. " 465."

  " Okay, on the other side. Just give me a minute here, okay?"

  " Sure."

  Sgt. Mike sat in the security room of the Houses of Parliament, it was his last night here, he began to get old, a thing that all new magic or cyberware could do nothing 'bout. Earlier his friends had made a cake for him, and they had celebrated his pension. He liked it; it showed that they did care about that old wolf Sgt. Mike. He looked at his watch, it was a new watch - he had got it as a gift from the chief of security in the Parliament. It was probably an expensive watch; it was in gold and had small crystals, which showed the numbers. It wasn't digital even. "Good thing," he thought, he had never like all the new technology. It showed at a quarter past 10 in the evening. "Strange," he thought, "The patrol should have been here a quarter ago," he checked the sec-cams on all floors, on the 2nd floor he saw them, lying on the floor, he zoomed in, they were bleeding. He picked up the phone. 

  " We've got a situation in the houses of parliament! Two men down, calling for medical attention and back-up, I'm going to check what it is."

  "Damn," he thought. "I've been here for over 15 years, and nothing have happened, and now, on my last day, two men get shot." He picked up the keys from their hook and unlocked the weapon-safe. He picked out an automatic rifle and a Kevlar™ vest and jacket, which said "Building Security" on the back, and a black cap with the word Security written with fluorescent color on. He looked in the mirror, he was pretty tall, and broad shouldered, he had brown hair, nowadays he had a lot of gray hair in it, but he didn't feel old because of that. He had pretty tan skin color, though he was Scottish from the beginning. He did an honour to his reflection and turned to the door, then he went out through it. 

  Jack and Peter walked out through the door. They saw the bodies lying at the stairs.

  " Shouldn't we move them?" Jack asked.

  " No, no bother, we're soon out of here."

  " But think about sec-cams them?" 

  " So, what about them?"
  " If they spot them, and come up here."

  " By that time, we're in Seattle. Don't bother!" Peter ran trough the corridor to the elevators. Jack followed him, covering his back. Suddenly a person appeared in Jacks vision, he came up the stairs, Jack turned towards him - popping two shots his way.

  Sgt. Mike had just come up the stairs when two shots was heard, one strike him in his shoulder, the other one missed by an inch to his left. He dropped prone. He cocked the rifle and burned a burst up against the shooter. 

  " Dammit!" Jack swore.

  " What did I say?" Peter said.

  " You? I said we're going to be spotted."

  " Shut up and shoot!" Peter shouted to him, at the same time a burst strike the wall behind them.

  " They got automatics!" Jack screamed, terrified.

  " Of course they got, they are the security, chummer!" Peter snapped back at Jack. 

  Jack drew his other Thunderbolt and cocked it too. Then he pointed both pistols at the cap, which lit "Security", and then he pressed the triggers.

  Ba-ba-bam!

  A burst sat in the wall at Sgt. Mike's side, lucky him; he had turned precisely in time to dodge the burst. The bullet in his shoulder hurt. "Last day," he thought.

  Ba-ba-bam!

  Another burst missed him by some inches to the right.

  " I'm outta 'ere!" Sgt. Mike thought.

  " Dammit! You shoot like a rabbit!" Peter said to Jack.

  " Oh, Mr. Perfect, shoot better yourself!" Jack snapped at Peter.

  " Okay then." Peter saw the figure raise a hand in the air, he saw his chance - he shot two shots at the figure, one of them hitting him in the chest.

Sgt. Mike stretched his hand up in the air to point out he was wounded, suddenly two other shots was heard, one of them hitting him straight into his chest, he fell down in pain.

  " It's down!" Peter said. 

  " Sure?"

  " Sure."

  Peter ran towards it, Jack ran after.

  Sgt. Mike saw two persons running towards him, he closed his eyes and opened them again slowly, the two men was at his side now, one was a Negro, the other was white.

  " What shall we do with him?" one of them asked, the white man.

  " We'll shoot him," the Negro replied, rising his hand, he held a pistol in it. 

  " No!" the first shouted. " You can't shoot him, he didn't do us anything, really."

  " He didn't do us anything?" the Negro repeated, turning towards the first.

  " No, no one is hurt, are we?"

  " No, but he shot at us, if he had hit we've could been dead now." The Negro turned towards Mike again, cocking his gun.

  " Give it up!" the first said, " It's an old man! You can't shoot him!"

  " I can, believe me, I can!"

  Mike swallowed; it hurt in his chest and in his shoulder, a burning pain.

  " Don't kill me…" he managed to say. 

  " Ah, it can talk!" the Negro said sarcastic. 

  " Peter, don't shoot him!" the white man prayed to the Negro. 

  " Dead men don't talk." The Negro, apparently named Peter said.

  " Correct, but what can he say?"

  " Just shut up, will you?" the Negro snapped back at him. 

  " No, I won't!" the white man drew his gun and held it ho the Negro's head.

  " But, how pathetic!"
  " We're just wasting time, Peter, don't you dare to shoot the man!"

  " Who ho!" The Negro said, holding his hands in a defensive position. " You're wasting time, if I could have shoot this man at the first, we've wouldn't be standing here now..."

  " Give it up!" the white man said. 

  Sgt. Mike closed his eyes again, what a pain, what a terrible, terrible pain. 

  " Look, now he died! And I didn't get the fun of it!" the Negro's voice said.

  " Shut up!" the white man said, with almost a sobbing voice. 

Sgt. Mike heard when the Negro un-cocked his pistol. 

  " What the frag, I'll shoot him nevertheless!" he heard the Negro's voice say. Then he heard the cocking of a gun.

  Jack saw helplessly when Peter emptied his magazine in the old mans chest.

  " Stop crying, sissy!" Peter snapped at Jack. " We've to get going!"

  Peter walked back to the elevators, Jack stayed for a while, looking at the old mans face, so peacefully, innocent. He swore he would get back on that Füller some time, but at the time, he needed Peter, not to shoot old men but to get into the computer system of the Parliament.

  Suddenly he felt a grip around his shoulders and Peter drew him into the elevator.

  " Give it up, he's dead, accept it!" Peter's voice was so cold...

They took the elevator to the 4th floor. Peter did the same procedure as he did into the office, with the somersault and the gun scan.

No one in the corridor, then he walked to door number 465 and cracked it open with a crowbar. 

  " They already know we're here, so lets make it fast…"

  " Sure," Jack said and cocked his Thunderbolts.

  They lined up and did the somersault again. This time it was effective, in the office, a man sat behind a desk. He looked surprised as Jack and Peter came into the door. 

  " Who are…" two shots from Peters Colt's silenced him.

  Jack shook his head.

  Peter walked to the desk and kicked the man off the armchair - then he sat down.

  He sat there, his hands flickering over the keyboard. 

  " You're right," Peter said after some seconds.  " Out Woodsworth is a woman!"

  " I will not say what did I say…" Jack mumbled. 

  " This is the London Police Department! Come out through the house with you hand on you head." A voice echoed outside. Jack looked out through the window and saw over 20 police cars standing on the street, and a couple of helicopters circling around the house. 

  " Oops, we're in big drek, you know that?" Jack asked Peter.

  " It looks like that, yeah." Peter said. " Let's get out!" he shouted to Jack. 

  They ran through the corridor and into the elevator, then they took it to the roof. There they ran out, on the roof. A helicopter spotted them and lit its spotlight at them.

  " This is the London Police Department! Lay down on the roof with your hand clearly visible, we'll send down an assault team to arrest you, or we'll be forced to use lethal force!"

  Peter ran towards the roof edge. 

  " This is your last warning! We'll now respond with lethal force!"

  Jack could hear the helicopters Gattling Cannon's barrels starting rotate. 

  " Come!" Peter shouted.

  Jack ran towards him, then he saw Peter jump out in the air.

  Jack ran faster to get Peter's hand. But it was too late. Jack heard the miniguns bullets striking the roof and getting closer to him, he looked down where Peter had jumped and saw the Thames floating gently down there. He saw a bullet striking down in the roof at his side and jumped down in fear.

  Half an hour later he crawled up on a jetty, he didn't know where he was, but it was safer here than on that roof... He looked around, to see if Peter was there, he wasn't. The only thing he saw was a couple of houses standing in a group by the water, he started walking there.

  He knocked on the door, no answer, he knocked again, and after a minute a man appeared in the door.

  " Yes," he said and yawned. He was old, probably over 70 years; he had white hair and white and blue striped pajamas, and a pair of thick glasses.

  " Eh, is there any taxi around here?" Jack asked. 

  " Taxi? No, not in this village, try London." 

  " D'you have any hotel?"

  " Hotel? No, dammit, but old Mara hires out rooms, she lives there." The old man pointed at a bigger house at the riverside.

  " Thank you, sir." Jack said.

  " No problem." The man disappeared into the house and closed the door behind him.

Jack walked to the house and knocked on its door. After a while an older woman opened. She had a hairnet and a pink nightdress.

  " Yes, can I help you, young man?" she said.

  " Yes," Jack smiled to her. " In fact you can, do you have a room for me? I'm, like, lost, and I need somewhere to live tonight."
  " I don't really rent out to young strangers." She said.

  " You can trust me." Jack searched his pockets and picked up his badge.

  " I'm a private investigator, from CalFree."
  " California?"

  " Yes, ma'am."

  " Isn't that a free state for criminals and such?"

  " Hmm, maybe, that's why people like I live there, I earn more money there, to arrest criminals."

  " Okay then, get in, it's cold outside, and you're totally wet, young man."

  Jack walked inside and saw the woman disappear into the dark house, after a minute she came back, with a towel in her hands. 

  " Here," she gave Jack the towel. " Now get that clothes of you, before you get a cold."

  Jack smiled; she was like the mother he never had. 

  " I've put on some tea," she said. " And I have some scones I baked earlier today."

  Jack pulled of all his wet clothes and wrapped the towel around him. " Wait, I'll get a blanket for you, that towel isn't much to warm."

  Jack saw the woman disappear and come back with a woven blanket. 

  " I've made it myself," she said.

  " It's very beautiful," Jack said, and meant it.

  She smiled at him. Then they drank tea and Jack ate scones for the first time.

  Then they sat there for the rest of the night, talking about everything and nothing. Next morning - after Jack had slept and ate breakfast, and got his clothes washed (Though he could not understand how she washed Kevlar™) - he got on the bus to London, with a lot of scones and sandwiches she had made for him. And had to say goodbye to the old woman, he gave her £50 though she insisted not to have any money from him. 

Back in London he got on a taxi to The Ritz and met Emily in the Lobby, she was shouting at the bellmaster. Jack walked up to her side and put his arm around her shoulders. 

  " What is it?" he asked.

  " Oh! There you are!" She threw her in his arms and kissed him. 

  " Jesus, what has happened?" Jack asked.

  " I was so worried about you! Where have you been?"

  " I've been out of town for a night..." 

  " Yes, why didn't you say something? Haven't you heard about the burglars who made their way into the Houses of Parliament and shot down four people, then they disappeared into the Thames, the police is still searching the river, they found one of them, a Peter Füller, he did live on this Hotel." She blinked and looked over at the bellmaster. Jack understood the gesture.

  " Oh, how terrible, d'you have criminals living on this hotel?" Jack asked the bellmaster. 

" We'll check out immediately!" he turned away and Emily and he walked up to Jack's room. 

  " Where did they find him?" Jack asked Emily when they were in the room.

  " A bit from there, a police patrol arrested him when he was climbing up from the river."

  " Oh, I was lucky then."
  " Where did you climb up?"
  " I really don't know, a little village some miles to the southeast."
  " Ok, but we better get out from London, before the police tracks you down." 

  " Yeah, and we must contact Rebecca and tell here she's a price on her head."

  " Yes, I'll do that, you get the Chauffeur to move your butt out of this town, I'll keep in touch with him, okay?"

  " Sure thing."
  " Good, leave now!"

  Jack picked up his cell phone and called The Chauffeur, who was sitting on a KFC but promised to get the limo to Jack in an hour. Jack sat down and looked on the Matrix for some news pictures that could reveal that he was he… but he couldn't find anything… yet.

  After an hour The Chauffeur knocked on the door, and Jack went opening. They went down to the lobby and picked up the bill and so on. Then they went out to the limo. They drove to the Houses of Parliament and Jack ran up the main stairs and stormed into the lobby. Between the big stairs that went to the left and to the right a big desk were, behind the big desk a man stood, writing something on a computer. Jack ran to him.

  " Can I help you, sir?" he said and looked up at Jack with a cold gaze in his eyes. He was an elf, with black hair and glazing green eyes.

  " I got to talk to Rebecca Woodsworth!" Jack said to him.

  " We have no such person here."

  " Yes you do! Room number 465!"

  " It's closed for refurbishing, sir, is there something else I can do for you?"

  " Just let me talk to Rebecca, okay?"
  " No, we don't have any person with that name in this building, sir, do I have to call on the guards?"

  " No, I'm just asking you a last time: Where is Rebecca Woodsworth?"

  The elf glanced at the credit card slot in his business computer. 

  " Oh, frag!" Jack said. "For Gods sake!" Then he picked up his credit card and gave it to the elf, the elf drew it through the slot and wrote £100 on the screen, Jack had to confirm the sum through writing in it from his side of the terminal, he swore and did so.

  " Room 14-5-13-16, sir, thank you, sir."

  " 14-5-13-16? Okay, no thank you." He ran up the stairs and into the elevator. " 14-5-13-16?" he thought. "Which floor can that be? 14-5-13-16… 14 is N, 5 is E, 13 is M, and 16 is O, frag, I've been tricked! Nemo, its Latin for nobody, or nothing, room 1451316 doesn't exist!"

  He ran out through the elevator again and sown the stairs to the desk, now an elder woman stood there. She glanced at him.

  " Yes, can I help you?" 

  " No, don't think so, or, yes, you can, Woodsworth room."
  She wrote something on the computer.

  " Room 465, but it's closed…" she mumbled.

  " Yes, I know, that's why I'm asking, I'm a close friend of her," he lied.

  " Oh, I see, wait, I'll check with the other system," she said and disappeared into an inner room, behind the desk. Jack waited curiously for her. After a minute she came back. 

  " Here it is," she started, looking at a piece of paper. " Room 321, but she isn't here now, she's home, she never works on Fridays."

  " Okay, thank you."
  " No problems, sir."

Jack ran out to the car again, the Chauffeur stood leaned against the car, eating a donut and drinking a cup of coffee from a paper cup.

  " We're out of town," Jack said. " You've got the number to Emily I guess."

  " Yeah, si'! Please be seated, and I'll get you the phone." He opened the door and showed Jack to sit down inside, Jack did so, The Chauffeur closed the door and walked around the car and sat down in the drivers seat.

  He picked up the phone in the driver's seat and dialed a number.

  " Pick up tha phone back there!" he shouted to Jack. 

  Jack picked up the phone, and heard Emily's voice in the other end.

  " Yes?" she said.

  " Hello, it's Jack."
  " Oh, hello, what's on your heart then?"

  " It's 'bout Rebecca, her address?"

  " Oh, wait, I got it here." She paused. " Here, It's in the Wales part of town, in old Reading," She paused again. " Old Reverent Drive 233 B15,"

  " Ok, did you get that?" Jack asked the Chauffeur, and the Chauffeur nodded, then hung up the phone.

  " Okay, good, see you later," Emily said to Jack.

  " Yes, we do," Jack replied.

  Jack through it would look better if he wore a suit when he talked to Rebecca, so he told the Chauffeur to stop at the Plaza Shopping Mall, and so he did, Jack walked in and found a gentleman's outfitting shop. He walked into it and immediately a tall elf came to him.

  " Can I help you, mister?"

  " Yes, I would like to have a suit," Jack said, looking over the elf's shoulder.

  " A suit? That must be arranged," he said and looked around the shop. " What sort of suit would you like? A corporate, media, a plain suits for everyday use, or maybe a finer suit to have on Friday nights? Or a street suit, which you can wear on the streets without too hard to wash and not to wrinkling? All these suits can of course be arranged with Kevlar™ lining. Chose for yourself, sir."

  Jack thought for a while. 

  " I would like an armored suit," he said.

  " Sure, sir, of course sir, then I have this one, from Mortimer of London™, or maybe a more safe Secure-Tech™ suit, it's the most famous make of security suits."

  " Yeah, I know." Jack said and looked at the two suits the elf held up. 

  " I think I could have a mustard-yellow suit, or beige."

  " Okay, it can be arranged." 

  " Good, I'll take the Mortimer of London™ suit, in beige, with extra Kevlar™ lining, and double internal concealed shoulder holsters? Do you have some sort of coat also?"

  The elf picked up a small pocket computer and wrote something on it, then he hung back the two suits, then he looked up at Jack again.

  " A coat? Of course, every gentleman wears a coat. Here, follow me," the elf said and started walking to another part of the store, Jack followed him.

  " Here we have the coats from Mortimer of London, which color?"

  " I'll think a brown should look good."

  " Yessir, we have this one," he picked out a light mocha-brown coat.

  " It's in synth-mocha, it's very nice, at least I think so."

  Jack thought.

  " Maybe, do you have another one?"

  " Yes, of course," the elf smiled at him. " This one," he picked out a darker one, in synth-leather. " This one, very popular during the early 1990's, it's coming back you know."

  " Hmm," Jack mumbled. 

  " Or maybe one in synth-fur?" he picked out a coat in a red-orange color. " This one maybe? It's synthetic fox fur."

  " Fox… A dog animal, eh?"

  " Yessir," the elf smiled.

  " Hmm, I think I'll have the first one, in mocha."

  " Yes of course. Now we'll only have to take some measures to get you the right size."

  " Sure," Jack answered. The elf measured him around the waist, around the chest and his length, also around his arms. 

  " This will take around an hour to complete, is that okay?" the elf said.

  " Sure, call me when you're ready." Jack said and gave his card to the elf.

  " Of course," the elf answered and put Jacks card in a belt pouch.

  " Thank you,"

  " Thank you, sir, we'll call you."

  Jack went out to the car and told the Chauffeur to take pause in his work. Jack himself went into the Plaza again and went to one of the many cafeterias in there. 

  After an hour his cell-phone called. The elf told him his suit was ready now, and that he could pick it up whenever he wanted to. Jack paid the bill in the cafeteria and went to the Shop again. There he picked up the costume and paid. It cost him £1000, but he thought it was worth it. Then he called on the Chauffeur to get in front of the Plaza again. After five minutes, the Chauffeur waited outside; Jack went into the car and dressed up in the suit during the ride to Reading. It took over 2 hours, but Jack wore in the suit.

   After 2 hours and 7 minutes they drove up to the big house gates. The Chauffeur pressed the button on the sec-mic.

  " Miss Woodsworth's resident." A voice was heard through the radio.

  " Mr.…" The Chauffeur started, then looked over at Jack.

  " Johnson." Jack whispered.

  " Mr. Johnson wants to talk to Rebecca Woodsworth."

  " She's not here," the voice in the other end started to sound stressed.

  " She is, we've checked with her employer in Central London who says she doesn't work on Fridays."

  " Oh, frag." The voice said. " This is Rebecca Woodsworth," another voice said. " What do you want?"

  " Just talk for a second, we'll not take up your time."
  " About what?"

  " It's important, it's lives on line."
  " Okay then, I guess you can come in." The big gates opened slowly, The Chauffeur stepped on the accelerator and they drove in on the graveled path up to the house… castle… whatever.

  A big fountain stood in front of the house and the path made it's way around it. The Chauffeur drover around it and stopped in front of the small veranda which was positioned in front of the big double doors which probably led into the hall. Jack waited for a minute, took a breath mint and winked to the chauffeur to open his door; the Chauffeur smiled and went out opening the door for Jack. At the same time, the big double doors opened and a woman came out, followed by two men. She wore a wine-red corporate-chic jacket with a short skirt to that, she had brown, glazing hair to half her back, and glazing green eyes, the tips of her elven ears pointed out from her hair. The two men following her was sec-guards, they wore a pair of marine-blue trousers with a red line on the sides and a jacket with golden buttons. They had real military boots and a military cap; they also carried a rifle over their back and a pistol holstered at their right side and a sword in their left.

  " Hello, Mr. Johnson, or what's your real name?"

  Jack smiled at her.

  " My name's Jack, Jack Danté, I'm a private investigator from San Angeles, CalFree. I think I have some information of value for you, Miss Woodsworth."
  " Oh, you do so?"

  " Yes, you've got a prize on your head, and I think it's better to leave this city for a while."

  " I've got business to do."

  " I know, but I don't think you're naiv you choose business instead of living."
  " No, I think you're right, but I also think I'm pretty safe in this house, I've got my security guards, the best security systems in the whole GB and you two guys who care about me." She smiled a cold smile at Jack.

  " I still think it's better for you to leave."

  Suddenly a loud bang was heard; the sec-guards turned around to face the door and fell as a result of being hit by 10 bullets per capita. Two men in jungle camo came running out of the doors. Jack threw himself over Rebecca and they both fell to the ground. Jack heard the automatic fire from the two military men continuing for two seconds, then another two bangs was heard and the automatic fire stopped. Jack looked up and saw the two militaries slam against the wall with a big hole through their chests. He looked back at The Chauffeur and saw him standing with a Panther Assault Cannon in his hands, smoke still ran out through the pipe.

  " Sorry for that," he excused himself to Rebecca and helped her up. 

  " Never mind, who the heck is these guys?"

  " As I said; you got a price on your head."
  " Oh, dammit!"

  " We better get moving," The Chauffeur said, before their reinforcements arrive. He blew the rest of the smoke out of the pipe in a real western gesture, then he opened the trunk again and laid down the Assault Cannon, then he walked around and opened the door for Rebecca and Jack. They went in.

  During the ride back to London Jack told Rebecca about everything, how he had been sent to assassinate her, then realized she was a woman and then tried to prevent her murdered.

  They Picked up Emily at the Piccadilly; then they went out of time, to the little woman's house, where Jack had lived a day ago.

  The old women welcomed Jack and hugged him when he came. He smiled. Then she looked at Emily and Rebecca, and greeted them to, but when she came to The Chauffeur, she hesitated.

  She leant over to Jack.

  " Is that going to live here?" she asked him gently.

  " No worry, he's kind, he has never done a fly harm."

  " No, but he's so big, and ugly."

  " It's the inside that counts you know." Jack said.

  " Well, I guess so, but I don't think I have such a big room or bed for him to lay in."

  " Hmm," Jack thought for a while. " He can sleep in the limousine or something.

  " Ok, but now, we'll all have some tea and scones."

  They lived in the old woman's house for almost two weeks, and she learned to like The Chauffeur more and more, he even built a guest house for her, where he could sleep, and helped her with were heavy things. Jack learned to fish from some men in the village, and Rebecca and Emily fought about who was best most of the time, Jack or The Chauffeur always had to get between them and separate them for an hour or something. The Chauffeur drove around in the vicinity and mapped up some good picnic places, where they went and had picnic some days during their stay. On the Sunday on the second week, Jack said to the old woman they had to leave for San Angeles again, but he promised that he would come back at least once a year, and live with her for a week. After many good byes and hugs and kisses, they were on the road again, The Chauffeur had booked flight tickets for them all and had found a corporate man who wanted to buy his limousine.

  By 10:15 that night, they were on the plane for San Angeles.

  Well back in San Angeles Jack took them out for dinner at his favorite place - Champion. Then they all went to his office, The Chauffeur called Chrysler-SAAB, and asked about a new limousine, Jack went through all the answering machines calls, Emily cleaned up and Rebecca checked the San Angeles Information Board for jobs inside the Mayors offices.

  After The Chauffeur had got his limo, Jack had checked all the messages, Emily almost was ready cleaning and Rebecca had found a work inside the politic world, they left for eating dinner at another of Jacks places, The King's Crown, a British Style Pub with American and Japanese food. They ate and drank well, then they went out for some clubs and so, and then, all slept in Jacks apartment. 

  Next day, Rebecca excused herself and said thank you to Jack and The Chauffeur, and went out on her own to find a apartment and gave Jack her card, if he ever needed help with something, he could call her, the same about The Chauffeur. Then she asked the Chauffeur to drive her to a place where she could get an own car; then they left. Emily wanted to see more of San Angeles, so Jack took her around on his motorbike.

  Jack and Emily lived together in his apartment, and Emily helped him with some cases, Jack also employed The Chauffeur, but The Chauffeur took some extra work at the side. Rebecca went big into the San Angeles politics. They all helped each other when they needed to. 

The End!
