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Introduction
Creative Writing Beginnings - Ideas for starting short stories. 
This book exists to encourage people to enjoy creative writing.
When faced with a blank page and you can't think what to write it is helpful to turn to writing prompts as a source of inspiration.
It is aimed at ages 16+ and the content is copyright free and
available for individual or group work.
Antony R James
August 2019

Disclaimer: The written prompts are works of fiction.

Names, characters, places and incidents are used fictitiously.

Any resemblance to actual persons, events and created locations is entirely coincidental.

Preface

The prompts in this book appear within the posts of my creative writing blog and within my Creative Writing Beginnings series of story prompts books 1-3. When I need to refer back to a particular spy prompt within either the blog itself or by using my books, I find it difficult to search for the prompt I am looking for. I decided to gather all the spy prompts together in one book for my own use and realised that it would also be a useful resource for anyone mainly interested in this set of prompts.
Prompt 1
He was halfway down the street when he realised he'd left his phone on the bus. He had been distracted by the captivating woman a few seats away who was talking to her friends. “Damn”, he cursed to himself, “that phone can't fall into the wrong hands!”
   He checked he had everything else with him, found some pound coins and looked for a café. He slumped into a seat and rested his face in his hands. “Pull yourself together man”, he thought. Brushing back his hair he looked into one of the mirror tiles on the café wall. Thirty-five years old and grey hairs showing already. He opened his passport and compared himself to his photo, “God I've aged!”
   Sipping his coffee he began to relax and looked out of the window. A young mother was struggling with her little girl who was having a tantrum outside the café. The girl was stamping her feet and tugging her Mother to go back towards the small toy shop a few doors down. Suddenly a car mounted the pavement and was heading straight for the girl.
   Spilling his coffee over the table as he leapt to his feet Alex Farrington lurched out of the café and onto the pavement, he swept the girl into his arms and rolled into a ball protecting the girl's head with his hands. The car narrowly missed them as they rolled forwards away from the danger. Alex unfurled himself, the young girl was still in his arms quietly sobbing. “Mummy, Mummy. Where's my Mummy?” She whimpered.
   “I'm here dear,” her mother said rushing forwards. “Are you alright, does it hurt anywhere?”
   “I'm OK Mummy, that man pushed me over!”
   “He saved your life darling, a car nearly crushed you.”
   Alex brushed himself off and nodded to the Mother.
   “Thank you so much for saving my little girl!” she shouted over the noise of the traffic and sirens.
The Police car and Ambulance both pulled up together...
Prompt 2
Captain Volgier turned the small ship into port. Tanner sipped his drink, he was in no hurry. Later that morning he was due to meet up with his opposite in the town square. It would be good to catch up with Xavier, he hadn't seen him for over five years. They went back a long way, they'd trained together in London after the cold war, but things weren't quite so cordial now, so he'd have to be careful what he said to his friend, he didn't want to put him in danger.
   “Tanner, get your lazy ass off my ship,” Volgier joked.
   “I'm enjoying your hospitality too much my friend.”
   “Whatever, you English dog.”
   “Have you got my things?”
   “Yes, don't worry, your equipment's in my cabin. The boys have checked it over, everything's working, all ready for the mission.”
   Tanner finished his drink. “Call me in an hour I'm going for a shower.”
   “What am I, your maidservant?”
   “You love it when you've got English royalty aboard.”
   “Yeah, you – the Queen. Ha, got you there!”
   “One hour, my friend, no longer.”
   “English.....”
Tanner walked down the gangplank dressed in a fine English suit, carrying an attaché case. He looked a little out of place amongst the locals who were mostly wearing long winter coats and fur hats. However, no one paid him much attention, they were hunched over, going about their own business. It didn't pay to ask questions or pry into anyone's business; if you did, you might well be talking to the wrong person and end up floating in the sea. Arriving at the square five minutes early, Tanner ordered a coffee and sat at a table for two. Not long after, Xavier turned up. Tanner noticed his friend was looking nervous; his forehead shone with beads of sweat. Xavier sat down uncomfortably in the chair opposite and made strange movements with his eyes. Tanner scanned the area for threats, slowly looking at each building in turn, in case a sniper was positioned ready to fire at them. Suddenly Xavier pulled open his coat to reveal a jacket crammed with explosives. Tanner pushed the table forwards and crouched behind it. A loud explosion echoed around the square then everything fell silent.
Tanner woke to see a nurse over him. She changed his drip and smiled at him. When she spoke he could barely hear her, so he tried to read her lips. “....hearing will improve!”
   “Ah Tanner, you're back with the living,” said Minott
   “Sir....”
   “Don't exhaust yourself, Tanner, I'm afraid Xavier didn't make it. We think he was forced to wear that jacket, looks like you've made some enemies in these parts.”
   “Did anyone else die in the explosion?”
   “No, old boy, just Xavier. We've managed to keep it out of the papers. We don't want to bring attention to ourselves. We're going to fly you home to recuperate, then we'll look into who did this.”
   “What about the mission?”
   “Mission's on hold till you've rested old boy. You'll need to get your strength back before you're ready to go on assignment again. We could send one of the other operatives, but you're up to speed on this, no point briefing anyone else, it would take months. You should be back on your feet in a few weeks time, even if you have to start off in the office.”
Exercise: Finish the story. Once Sean Tanner has recuperated from his injuries, he starts back at work in the offices at HQ command. He now has two missions; 1) To find out who killed his friend Xavier, and 2) To complete the original mission which led him to the town square cafe, where he nearly lost his own life. What could the mission entail? What could have been in Tanner’s attaché case?
oOo
Prompt 3
After a mission, Sean and a lady friend are sunning themselves on a motorboat. They are lying on loungers sipping drinks in their swimming costumes. After a relaxing afternoon in the sun, Sean goes down to the cabin to prepare dinner. All of a sudden he hears his companion scream. He rushes up to see a seaplane circling around the motorboat. Tanner goes over to his companion and sees she has been grazed by a bullet. She is in shock and struggling to breathe. The seaplane circles again and Tanner notices the door is open and a woman is standing there with something in her hand. She shows Tanner she is holding a grenade and pulls the pin. She waits until her pilot manoeuvres the seaplane directly overhead and tosses the grenade onto the deck. The grenade rolls down the steps leading to the cabin and explodes, blasting the boat apart. Tanner is in the water frantically looking for his companion. He spots her face down in the water and hauls her onto a large piece of debris.
Prompt 4
Revisiting Alex Farrington.
Two days had passed before anyone arrived back to attend to Alex. His mouth was bone dry and he was badly dehydrated. Although he couldn’t see his captors, he could tell they were well-built men; they were easily able to carry him from room to room. His blindfold was still in place when the leader of the gang entered the room.
   “Mr Farrington, you still have not answered my question. Where is Lucy Everett?”
   Alex could smell the expensive aftershave wafting off the man as he moved closer.
   “This must be tiring for you Alex. How about you tell me what I want to know and we’ll all have a nice cold refreshing drink?”
   Alex said nothing.
   “You leave me no choice. Move him to the back room.”
   Alex was hauled up and dragged for some distance along what must have been a passageway. He was well aware that he would soon need to drink but he wasn’t going to give them what they wanted. He would have to come up with a plan to overpower them, even though he’d never felt as weak as he did at that moment.
Prompt 5
Alex Farrington searched the classified section in the newspaper for the agreed code words. They weren’t there this week and hadn’t been in the paper last week either. Alex knew Armstrong was in trouble, he always left a coded message each week without fail. Alex sent a message to his commander at The Hub and awaited orders to be sent back. In the meantime, he grabbed his things and left his hotel room. The pokey room was starting to get to him. He needed to see some greenery and sky.
   In a small park just yards away from his hotel he bumped into an old school friend who he hadn’t seen for years. Abbey Fletcher had been the school beauty with a brain and Alex was shocked to see she was still as stunning now.
Prompt 6
With a small bag filled with diamonds in the boot, Alex Farrington was feeling somewhat apprehensive driving towards the checkpoint ahead. He pulled up near the barrier and wound down his window. From a small makeshift office, a muscular man in uniform leant out of the window to talk to Alex.
   “State your business!”
   “Sightseeing.”
   “You joke with me, eh?”
   “No, I’m quite serious, you have some beautiful scenery. I’m a film director looking for locations. It’ll prove to be very lucrative for your village if I can find some suitable backdrops.”
   The official thought for a few seconds then waved Alex through once he’d seen his passport.
Prompt 7
The airship silently cruised above the clouds. Tanner sipped his orange juice and looked over to the British delegates. The thin one was Arthur Reegan the ex-tycoon who once owned the biggest chain of casinos in Europe until he sold them all for a pittance to a wealthy unknown buyer. The other was Maxwell Dunce who lived up to his surname. He had managed to lose most of his fortune buying racehorses that failed miserably and ended up being sold as pets for rich kids. Tanner wasn’t here to judge them, he was here to look after them. The summit in China was one of the most important events in the last 100 years: It would tie all the countries attending into a deal on climate protection for the next 50 years. Things had taken a serious turn for the worst in the last 2 years what with the flooding of Venice and the disappearance of some coastal towns in England. This mission was crucial to the safeguarding of stable weather systems that so far had mostly saved us from an end of time scenario.
   “Hello Tanner, how are things with you nowadays?”
   Tanner slapped his friend and fellow spook on the back. “I can’t complain Rod. How’s life treating you at Berdbeck?”
   “They’re working us hard, but the money’s better. You know the saying; work hard and play hard, that about sums up our team. We’re living the dream.”
   “Well, looks like the move was right for you buddy. Are you looking after the Spanish delegates?”
   “They’ve got their own guys in charge, I’m just here as a consultant. I’ve done a few jobs for them in the past and they trust me.”
   An alarm sounded overhead, it wasn’t very loud but crew members started running in all directions. It seemed they were manning pre-planned positions which worried Tanner and Rod. They sought out the delegates they were with and tried to find out what was going on. It didn’t take long before they knew as they could hear a jet buzzing the airship.
   “I thought this was a stupid idea, travelling in a ‘balloon’. We’re a sitting duck!” said Tanner to Rod who now had his Spanish delegates and their minders with him.
   The small jet was clearly visible out of the windows as it repeatedly circled the airship. Tanner was taking no chances and suggested they look for a means of escape.
   “Apparently they’ve got gliders held in the lower section of the airship,” said Rod pointing the way.
   Tanner looked out of the window. “How many gliders?”
   “Two I think.”
   “Do you mean those?”
   “Yep.”
   The small jet came into view and launched a missile at one of the gliders. It hit and the aircraft broke up in a fireball.
   Tanner didn’t wait to watch the other glider being destroyed. “These guys mean business. Let’s find some chutes!”…
Notes: Tanner and the others find emergency parachutes and escape the airship before it is hit by a missile. Look at a world map and find a suitably remote spot for the group to touchdown. Now they need to find a settlement with food, warm clothing and shelter!
Prompt 8
When Sean Tanner found out the unknown agent was a woman it hadn’t lessened his determination to track her down and carry out his mission. However, now, with her in his sight he was unable or unwilling to pull the trigger. He tracked her through the rifle scope as she put on her skis and got on a ski lift. It shouldn’t matter to him how beautiful a target is; he should be able to pull the trigger and eliminate them. For some reason, this time, he couldn’t do it. He packed his rifle away and slipped into the nearby wood for cover. His snowmobile was parked on a ledge overlooking the pristine western slope. No-one dared ski down this side of the mountain because of the risk of an avalanche. Tanner started the snowmobile and launched himself over the ledge and onto the mountain slope. He knew the way ahead would be free of skiers so he was able to negotiate the trees with ease without fear of setting off a few mini avalanches along the way.
   In his hotel room, Sean powered up his laptop and started looking for anything online about Serina Kovisko. He now had his own mission brief; to find out why she had been targeted for elimination.
Prompt 9
The sleeper train to Scotland was proving to be more eventful than Tanner had expected. A woman a few bunks down had woken everyone with a piercing scream in the early hours. Apparently, a drunk man mistook her bunk for his and he tried to clamber on top of her. Sean still had a few hours left to rest before his meeting with Major Burnsted of the newly formed Civil Protection Party. Tanner’s brief was to get close to the leader of the group and find out what he was planning. It could merely be that the group members were no more than a collection of misfits who met once a week to play at being bully-boy soldiers. On the other hand, Tanner had come across enough jumped up leaders over the years who turned out to be extremely dangerous both in thought and action. These types should never be underestimated.
Prompt 10
The small plane lay in shallow water just off the coral reef. When Tanner arrived he could see no-one was on board; the plane had suffered severe damage to one side and he was able to take a good look from his jet-ski. Sean had already checked for people and belongings in the water on his approach but he was at a loss; there should have been things in the water around the plane. He began to suspect that the passengers and other items may have been removed by locals who were loyal to Dwight Hershaw the owner of the island. Tanner didn’t know if anyone had survived the crash but if they had, he needed to find them quickly; he had to recover the stolen hard drive before it was sold to the highest bidder. Hopefully, Dwight hadn’t got his hands on the drive; he would be more than capable of using the data to construct a weaponised satellite.
Prompt 11
Sean Tanner was briefed about a team of private entrepreneurs who came into possession of a hoard of NASA photos of the moon that had not been airbrushed. A scientist passed away two years previously and his daughter found the photos in a metal tin. Since then the photographs had been studied by leading European scientists who declared that the moon had been occupied in the past and was most likely currently occupied by non-terrestrials.
   The photos had clearly shown towers, bridges, domes, abandoned bases, mining equipment and activity that was current at the time in the late 1960s and early ’70s. A team had been put together after a year-long race between leading private organisations all over Europe. Tanner had been requested to join the team to revisit the moon using a new type of re-useable spaceplane that was fitted with a prototype nuclear propulsion system.
Prompt 12
Tanner's phone rang. He was dreading answering it, but he knew he had to. Minott was seriously ill in hospital with pneumonia and not expected to last the night. Antibiotics had not worked and apart from draining fluid away from his lungs, there was nothing else the doctors could do for him except make him comfortable in his final hours.
   Sean answered. “OK, I'll be right over”. He switched his phone off and got into his sports car. The engine purred then roared as he put his foot down. Ten minutes later he was at the hospital and saw Minott's secretary waiting for him outside the front entrance.
   “Amanda, take my jacket, you look frozen,” Tanner said, wrapping it around her.
   “Thanks. I'm glad you're here,” she said, her eyes filled with tears.
   She had stayed overnight by Minott's bedside holding his hand until it was obvious that she needed to call his closest colleagues. They would have the chance to say their goodbyes to their boss for the last time. Tanner guided her into Minott's room and they joined the other agents and workers who counted Steve Minott as both an employer and a dear friend.
   Sean Tanner was not often moved to tears, but leaving the hospital he wiped the last of them away. It had felt like someone had plunged a dagger into his throat; every time he swallowed it hurt. Devastated, he got into his car and drove.
   He seemed to have travelled nearly a hundred miles before he became aware of his surroundings. He could make out the familiar farm buildings and the quaint church in the twilight. Subconsciously he had driven himself to 'Dark Stream' the safe-house he used when he needed to remove himself from the fray. He supposed now he was here, he just as well set up a temporary headquarters of his own. He needed some time to himself. He couldn't face talking at the moment. It would be like clawing at an open wound; Minott's death had hit him hard, harder than he thought it would. He didn't want anyone seeing him in this lessened state. He was vulnerable and weak. Open to attack from anybody who was intent on revenge, and Tanner had a long list of people who would fit the bill.
   Sean set up his laptop on the desk and connected it to the internet and printer. A message flashed up straight away. He opened it and quickly read it. Minott’s replacement had been found and was already sitting in his office. Sarah Serking was calling for a meeting to be held on Monday morning. All operatives were to attend for new assignments and training.
   He was expected. But he wasn’t going. How could he face dealing with new management when Minott’s funeral hadn’t been arranged. The poor man was barely cold.
  Tanner picked up the phone and started writing a text.
Prompt 13
Sean Tanner checked his compass. The cabin was south-west about seven miles into the forest. The remote location was proving very effective cover for the terrorist cell. So far attempts to destroy the cabin had failed due to the densely planted trees. The black budget was now a little lighter due to the recent loss of an experimental drone that impacted high above the cabin and put the cell on high alert. This was going to make Tanner’s job a lot harder and for once he was apprehensive. The area surrounding the cabin was likely to be booby-trapped so he was going to have to tread very carefully.
Prompt 14
Sean Tanner drove to Hiltgate House with his previous mission still on his mind. Although everyone said it wasn't his fault that Victor Sparks was killed and he should rest up over Christmas and forget about the mission, he still had loose ends that needed tying.
Prompt 15
Lying on the flat roof of a delicatessen Sean Tanner could get a good view of the warehouse a quarter of a mile away in the distance. There hadn't been much activity yet but the night was still young. The two prototype missiles were expected to be delivered sometime in the next two days. Sean came well prepared with supplies and a small tent. Luckily it wasn't windy, he wasn't sure if the tent could withstand a strong gust of wind without being staked into the ground. He didn't want to end up in a mangled heap three stories below.
Prompt 16
Six years ago Sean Tanner had crossed swords with Paul Delonge and only just escaped with his life. The crime baron was now out of prison and word on the street was that Sean was well and truly in his sights. Entering the logistics centre in Manchester, Tanner was met by Greg Marsdon who briefed him on the intelligence they had on Delonge and his associates.
Prompt 17
The small passenger jet was mainly filled with German tourists. Sean opened his phone and pressed an icon on the screen to eject the small keyboard that was housed inside. He quickly typed in his access code to obtain a secure link to HQ. He held up his phone and scanned one of the passengers sitting two rows forward to his left. HQ matched the man's face from a database of known international criminals and terrorists. The screen flashed the name Franchesco Draco. Sean had not heard of him before but from his file, it looked like he was their man. Tanner's brief was to stay close once they landed but not to make it too obvious that he was following him. That was the plan until the man got out of his seat about half an hour later and held a plastic gun to the flight attendant's head. Sean Tanner was used to such situations but that didn't stop the lurching feeling in his stomach. He would need a few seconds to steady himself before acting. He needed time to read the situation, it was no good wading in and ending up with a hole in the plane or worse still, a hole in the flight attendant or one of the passengers.
Prompt 18
Sean Tanner got into the boiler suit and packed a bag with suitable work tools. He wasn't quite sure about every tool a plumber would need but it looked convincing enough. HQ had provided him with a suitable van which he was to collect from a multi-storey car park down the street. The van looked just like any other white van on the road but it did have a few modifications. He looked at his watch, it was ten minutes past three. The schools would be turning children out onto the streets within minutes so he set off and switched on the detector to wide sweep the immediate area. After twenty minutes circling, he was sure that the tip-off must have been wrong. Suddenly a flash momentarily blinded Tanner. He stopped the van to clear his eyes but when he tried looking around he found his vision was still impaired. He fumbled for his phone but couldn't see the display properly. The van door opened and Tanner was dragged out.
Prompt 19
A fly fishing holiday had refreshed Sean enough to ease him back into work. His broken bones were mended and physically he was as good as new. However, those who knew Sean Tanner well enough saw a change in him. The trauma he'd suffered during his imprisonment had left psychological scars that would take longer to heal. HQ took things slowly with him. To begin with, they insisted on retraining missions and virtual assignments until they could gauge his mental fitness for active duty in the field.
Prompt 20
A letter had arrived in the post the day before that had shaken Sean Tanner's world. A female acquaintance had written to tell him he was a father to a one-year-old son.
Prompt 21
Sean Tanner checked his equipment one last time. He was the lone occupant in the back of the army transporter plane. A Jeep was to be pushed out first with him following shortly after. The pilot had a remote control switch for the Jeep and Sean was meant to jump out thirty seconds later. He had a locator on him in case he couldn't find the Jeep but that was the least of his worries; he didn't relish the thought of being bashed in the head by a three-ton vehicle.
Prompt 22
Deep in an underground bunker, Sean Tanner and other agents are briefed on the situation that had arisen overnight. A small nuclear missile was mistakenly fired by one of our allies and had to be destroyed by British fighter planes. There was some fallout over a small area in the North of England. Britain was immediately put on heightened alert due to the possibility of another country using this incident to their advantage.
Prompt 23
Tanner lay flat on his back embedded in the muddy riverbank. He was not sure how he had survived but he was definitely alive. Being thrown out of a plane at three-thousand feet should have killed him instantly, but he remembered the saying "falling in shit and coming up smelling of roses". He slowly sat up with every nerve in his body screaming from the fall. He was not only alive, but nothing was broken.
Prompt 24
Sean Tanner was beginning to believe that the day must have been cursed. In the morning he had managed to lose an automatic pistol during a fight with a local gang that led to the police being brought in to recover the firearm. Now he was handcuffed to a pole in a sewer somewhere under the streets of London. He remembered watching the local weather report that morning which reported the high chance of flash flooding. It was not often that he was out of ideas but today was a rare exception.
Prompt 25
A laboratory in east London was flagging up on HQ's computer surveillance system. Purchases online were so out of the ordinary that the system ran a model of possible uses for the biological materials that were bought. Sean Tanner was assigned a tactical team to enter the laboratory after dark to check for possible ethical breaches.
Prompt 26
They were being driven to a secret base somewhere in the mountains. The windows were covered with black duck tape but Sean could make out some landmarks through the gaps. The other members of his team were not faring too well. Smithy had a bullet wound in his right shoulder and was losing blood fast. Collins didn't look good at all; he had been hit in the stomach and Sean was not sure if he was going to make it. The new recruits were pretty much unscathed, but they looked like they were both going into shock. Tanner thought it was a mistake to send them into the fray with only eight weeks of training. Minott would never have allowed it.
Prompt 27
Sean Tanner punched the wall then cradled his bloodied hand with the other. What were they thinking of to leave Susan Milligan there as bait? How was he going to find her now? She could be anywhere in the country. The jet probably had enough fuel to reach North Africa and he figured by nightfall she could be in the hands of white slave traders. He kicked the waste bin across the room and then sat down at the bedside table. His laptop was charging so he opened it and signed in to HQ's mainframe. He'd need to calm down and use his head if he was going to be of any use.
Prompt 28
Targeting the speedboat was proving to be very tricky. Sean had a rifle but he needed to steer his boat as well. It looks a lot easier in films he thought to himself. Claiton DeMorgan was frantically weaving from left to right in a bid to escape. Tanner decided to head toward him at full speed to take out his boat. Tanner's speedboat was within feet of DeMorgan's when DeMorgan turned around pointing a flare gun. Tanner dived overboard and from underwater, he could hear his boat explode. He waited underwater until the fire burnt itself out and then surfaced. DeMorgan was nowhere to be seen.
Prompt 29
Sean Tanner plugged in his earphones and searched his library of music. White Stripes; “Seven Nation Army” would do just fine. Again, he was alone in an Army transporter plane waiting for his signal to jump. The amber light began flashing as they approached London. He checked his oxygen mask and braced himself. He was not keen on jumping at high altitude, but the Army wasn’t prepared to take a risk with their plane; London was not a safe place at the moment, hence the recall of all operatives.
   The light suddenly turned green and Tanner leapt out the back of the plane and assumed a suitable position to glide for a moment before heading in the general direction of the new HQ complex. As he landed in the car park he saw Susan Milligan and Brandy Taylor talking outside the building.
Prompt 30
Brandy Taylor checked herself for broken bones. The light plane they were flying was now hanging upside down high in the rainforest canopy. Sean Tanner was still unconscious. She took his pulse and looked him over for obvious injuries. She decided to undo his seatbelt and guide him down next to her.
   He woke with a start and groaned in pain. “What happened?” Tanner said.
   "We were shot down."
   "Do you know where we are?"
   "Somewhere in the Congo Basin. The GPS isn't working."
Prompt 31
Sean Tanner looked out of the window towards the farm buildings, he could just make out Terrance and his dogs walking back to the farm. It was nearly seven o’clock and the light was beginning to fade. McCormick was due in the morning. A meeting had been set up by Sarah Serking; she thought it best they meet somewhere secluded, away from the frenzy of the city. Dark Stream was an ideal location but Tanner was not happy about his hide-away attracting attention. He had relied on the remote location many times in the past and it had kept him safe. He took his dinner out of the oven and placed it on the table. He would have to put up with tinned rations until he could get to a shop. He was told to wait in the cottage until McCormick arrived and then babysit until further orders followed.
   McCormick was the main witness to the attempted assassination of Prime Minister Reynolds. Although Tanner didn’t agree with many of Reynolds’ policies, he was quite fond of the old man. He reminded Sean of Steve Minott his previous commander. Memories of his last visit to Dark Stream were surfacing; it wasn’t that long ago that he’d had to get away from it all after Minott passed away.
   Tanner’s attention was suddenly pulled away from the past when he heard the snap of a twig outside the cottage.
Prompt 32
Sean Tanner looked at his watch. His sports coupé rental purred. His usual car was damaged beyond repair so HQ told him to order a new one from the local showroom. He had decided to get something more practical this time and opted for a four-wheeled drive saloon. His car would arrive early the following week, so he set off in the rental towards HQ.
   Sarah Serking had asked Tanner to attend a private meeting with her that morning so he took the shortest route across London.
   Tanner knocked on her door and waited.
   “Come,” she called.
   “Ma'am.”
   “Sit down Sean. How are you?”
   “Well, Ma'am.”
   “I have a serious matter that I would like you to look into. One of our operatives may have turned rogue. Melissa Chambers has stopped communicating with HQ. However, we are receiving reports that she has been seen entering various embassies over the last couple of months.”
   “What was her mission?” Tanner asked.
   “She was looking into the cyber attack on the Bank of England. We were still in communication up until April when she suddenly went quiet. She was making good progress and had discovered the organised crime syndicate behind the attack.”
   “Did she pass on the information to you?”
   “No, we were due to meet up at the National Gallery for a catch up at the end of April but she didn’t show.”
   “Do you know where she’s staying?” Tanner reached for a drink of water Serking had poured out for them.
   “Well, that’s the thing. She’s moved out of her Thames flat but didn’t inform us of her new address. She could be anywhere in London or the surrounding towns. However, we do have one useful lead. She has recently been seeing a new man. He’s English but his parents were both from Ukraine.  He may have links with Eastern Europe, and it may be that he has some sort of hold over Melissa.”
   “What’s his name?”
   “Francisco Spearoff.”
   Sean thought for a minute. He’d heard that name before a few years ago.
Prompt 33
The hotel was set into the side of the highest mountain in the region. It was a new build and everything was highly polished and modern. Sean Tanner finished unloading his car and put the last of his bags next to the reception desk. An immaculately dressed young lady looked up from her computer and smiled at Sean.
   “Good morning Sir, welcome to Mount Longmere Lodge.”
   “Good morning, I’ve booked a suite. The name’s Sean Tanner.”
   “Yes, we’ve been expecting you, Mr Tanner. I have a parcel for you.” She handed him a small package wrapped in brown paper.
   “Thank you,” Sean said surprised.
   “You’re welcome. I’ll get someone to show you to your suite.”
   A young man appeared from a side room and struggled with Tanner’s luggage.
   “Here, let me help,” Tanner said taking the heaviest bag from the young man.
   The young man opened the door to the suite and handed Tanner the key. “You have the best view from this suite, I’m sure you’ll find your stay relaxing.”
   “I’m afraid I’m here on business, I won’t be taking in the view much.”
   “Well, enjoy your stay anyway Sir.”
   Tanner tipped the lad generously.
   “Thank you, Sir.”
   Sean stood at the window and looked out. He had to agree it was an impressive view. He picked up the small parcel and carefully tore open the brown paper. Inside was a sturdy cardboard box with a sealed lid. Tanner broke the seal with his nail and cautiously opened the lid. Inside was a black plastic box which began flashing a red LED mounted on top. Tanner threw the box across the room which blocked his exit. If it was a bomb his only way out now was the window. Whilst struggling to open the complicated window catches he noticed something coming towards him outside. A small military drone was hurtling towards the hotel. Tanner noticed it was armed with missiles but before he could react the drone launched them. The explosion destroyed his suite and propelled Tanner out of the window.
   Sean Tanner tumbled and slid for an eternity. Each bump caused more injury to his already pummelled body. Eventually, he came to a rest at the bottom of the mountain. His training and physical fitness had kept him from serious injury but he was in no state to walk. He dragged himself towards the road to summon help.
   Police helicopters and an air ambulance circled above Tanner as he sank into unconsciousness.
Prompt 34
Sean Tanner looked around at the other passengers. They seemed unimpressed by the craft they were travelling in. Tanner had encountered new technology before but this was something else. The rest of the people travelling with him to Mars were probably so used to it, it must have become mundane. Tanner didn’t know we were able to travel to Mars. The technology had been kept secret for years from the population. He knew we could reach the Moon easily enough but he couldn’t properly take this in.
   He was drafted in to help look for the Deputy Prime Minister who had mysteriously disappeared on a secret visit to one of the bases that had been built on the surface of Mars. It was of the utmost importance to find him and get him back to Earth. The Prime Minister was ill at the moment and the deputy was needed to fill in and restore confidence.
   The final approach had Tanner gasping in awe. The craft touched down in a cloud of dust then was promptly picked up by a crane and lowered into an underground hanger.
   “Tanner, come with me,” a base Sergeant called.
Prompt 35
A corrupt corporate leader has stopped at nothing to get his own way; over the years he’s left a trail of destruction in his wake. The British Government has finally had enough of Simon Darcy. Alex Farrington is sent into the storm to gain the upper hand. But things take a disastrous turn when Alex’s contact is found dead outside a gentlemen’s club. How will Alex Farrington get close to his target without a go-between?
Alex Farrington entered the gentlemen’s club and looked around for his contact. Through the smoky haze, he spotted Daniel Watts with two pretty hostesses. He waved them away and gestured to Alex to take a seat.
   Alex shook hands. “How are you, Daniel?”
   “Keeping well enough. The treatment’s not working so the doctor wants to try some experimental stuff on me. Can’t promise I’ll be here next year but one can always hope.”
   “You look well though. Best to enjoy life while you’ve still got the strength eh?”
   “Don’t need telling twice old boy. I’m getting my fill while I still can!”
   Alex got out his notepad and pen. “So, you were going to tell me about Simon Darcy.”
   “Ah, yes. I’ve known him since he was in nappies. I spotted straight away he was a wrong 'un. You’ve only got to look into his eyes to see it. Evil, pure evil.”
   “Would you be able to arrange a meeting?”
   Daniel took a sip from his glass. “Well, I haven’t been in contact with him or his family for a number of years but I see no reason why he wouldn’t agree to a meeting. I could say you’re my business associate and we need advice about a new product. We have to be careful though, he’s a smart cookie. If we aren’t convincing enough he’ll soon smell a rat.”
   “What was Darcy like when he was younger?”
   “Ruthless. He built his empire with intimidation and force.”
   “Are you sure you’re OK with us taking him down?”
   “I’m not sentimental about him or his family. As far as I’m concerned it’s long overdue. He’s destroyed a lot of lives including people I was close to. He doesn’t know I’ve got a problem with him, I’ve hidden my feelings for years. The world would be a much better place with the likes of him gone. Pity I won’t be around to see it.”
   “This new treatment might work out for you. You might still be around for years.”
   “It doesn’t pay to get your hopes up. I just take it one day at a time.”
   Alex looked at his watch and remembered he had a meeting back at The Hub. “Let me know once you’ve got word back from Darcy.”
   “I will old boy, you can count on me.”
   Alex shook hands and wished Daniel well. He left the club and walked down the badly lit street towards his rental. Before he could reach the car he felt a blow come from behind. He sank to his knees temporarily shocked by the severity of the attack. With palms planted surely on the pavement, he regained his composure. Another attacker joined the fray but Alex Farrington was a skilled fighter, trained by the best masters Britain had. He sprang to his feet and blocked another blow aimed at him by one of the attackers. The attackers both wore dark all-in-one suits which reminded him of martial arts clothing. Their faces were hidden by thin balaclavas. They were skilled but no match for Alex. A few kicks to their heads soon dispensed with them. Alex left both of them lying unconscious on the pavement and slipped into his rental.
Whilst driving to The Hub Alex wondered if Simon Darcy had got wind of his operation and launched a pre-emptive strike. It might have been just a warning as there were only two attackers. Of course, they could have underestimated him and it may have been a genuine threat to his life. Alex was worried about Daniel. He wasn’t strong enough to defend himself now he was ill. Once his meeting was over he would look in on Daniel at his home to make sure he had got back safely. In the meantime, he stopped the car to phone for some plain-clothed police officers to visit the gentlemen’s club.
Prompt 36
Sean Tanner, a secret agent is sent to Portsmouth to board Britain’s newest underwater vessel in a bid to uncover the mystery behind the paralysing of both a Russian and Norwegian submarine.
Sean Tanner ran his fingers through his hair. He was not looking quite as dapper as usual due to a fight in a public house down the road. He’d been jumped by some lads who thought he was an easy target - a posh looking bloke walking into a rough pub. However, he wasn’t the one carted off to hospital in an ambulance.
   Tanner checked his phone for messages, he was due to meet the Secretary for Defence to discuss a worrying incident that occurred off the coast of Scotland the day before. A Russian submarine lost all power and ran aground on rocks near Portsoy. The British coastguard came to the rescue to evacuate the crew and secure the vessel. This wouldn’t normally raise an eyebrow but this was not the first time it had happened. Two months earlier a similar incident was reported off the coast of Norway.
   Sean ordered two cups of tea from a street vendor when Nigel Christopher tapped him on the shoulder, “Tanner, my boy. How are you?”
   “Very well Sir.”
   “Let’s find a bench.”
   They walked to a nearby park and sat down.
   The Secretary for Defence took a file from his briefcase. “This is our newest submarine the D9000 Sea Trident. We want you to spend a week on board with our boys on a coastal sweep to check for new technology being used to immobilize vessels. It’s too early to be sure if this is an attack on subs, but it’s a bit of coincidence that two have been paralysed the same way within two months. We need to investigate possible threats promptly and come down hard on any aggression towards our own fleet.”
   “When do I leave?”
   “Right now, I’ll call for a car to take you to Fleet Command in Portsmouth.”
Prompt 37
Brandy Taylor’s mission should have been straightforward; photograph and video sentry robots outside Cassett Robotics in Scotland. The industrial unit was situated in remote countryside which posed a problem; the only cover was a number of craggy lichen-covered rocks. She found one that overlooked the small factory and took position with her camera. HQ was interested to find out how capable the sentry robots were. Cassett Robotics was just one of the companies owned by Malcolm McNorris, a small-time crook who was rapidly expanding his empire. The concern was that his robots were equal to any military produced product. Essentially, McNorris could supply weaponised robots to criminal buyers. This would flout weapons sales agreements and would also allow unregistered weapons to fall into the wrong hands.
   Brandy spotted one of the sentries rounding the building. The robot was of a bipedal design intended to mimic human movements precisely. It was uncanny how it moved and as Brandy viewed the machine through her camera she shuddered. A small stone became loose and tumbled beneath her. The robot stopped dead and swung its head towards her position. It waited a few seconds to take in the scene. Then suddenly, the robot launched into a sprint and grabbed onto the fence that surrounded the small factory unit. Just like a human would, it scrambled over the barricade and landed with a thud.
   Brandy let out a gasp as the robot began to run towards her. She had gathered her intelligence and uploaded it to HQ but she hadn’t left herself much time to get away.
Prompt 38
Susan Milligan was not adept at fighting like Sean Tanner or Brandy Taylor but her other skills more than made up for her lack of brawn. She stood at the counter of the Municipal Bank of Scotland. Her wig was making her head itch like mad but she resisted scratching. The last thing she needed now was to bring attention to herself. She was passing herself off as Dame Betty Havers and had asked for a joint account statement for the last six months to be printed. Betty Havers was married to Harry Oswald; new but crooked money. How the couple had managed to wheedle their way into British society was a mystery. In the past couple of months, Harry Oswald was believed to have received vast sums of money from various crime lords wishing to launder large amounts without raising suspicion. Of course, mixing with the upper classes had proved to be advantageous over the years but the couple were beginning to get sloppy. HQ was not content to rely on a bank’s own anti-money laundering measures, instead, operatives were sent in to pose as customers who were of interest.
Prompt 39
Sarah Serking sat in her office waiting for a knock at the door. Two minutes later it came.
   “Enter.”
   Sean Tanner walked in.
   “Take a seat, Sean.”
   Tanner sat in front of his commander. “Ma’am.”
   “Sean, you’re our finest operative which is why I’m giving the go-ahead for a very difficult assignment. A leading scientist in the field of alternative energy has been kidnapped in Africa. He was on holiday with his family when the camp they were staying in was attacked. His wife and daughters managed to get away with the help of the safari guides who were staying at the site.”
   “Do you want me to locate him?”
   Serking shifted in her seat. “No, we know where he is. The gang who have him is led by Robert Adelakun no doubt you know the name?”
   “I do.”
   “You’ve dealt with him in the past which resulted in him being jailed for fifteen years. Is that correct?”
   “Yes. He was arrested for butchering a village of women and children after the men of the village took up arms to fight against his so-called army.”
   “The thing is, the scientist – Paul Warren happens to be very important to us. It is crucial that we get him back home safely. He’s working on some very important projects at the moment that will benefit our country and possibly the rest of the world.”
   Sean sat back in his chair and crossed his leg. “Where do I fit into all this?”
   “Well, that’s the thing. Robert Adelakun has asked for you in exchange for Paul Warren.”
   “Does he know how important the scientist is?”
   “Yes, that’s how Paul has managed to stay alive. He’s obviously told them about his work.”
   Sean fiddled with his cufflinks. “Will I have any backup?”
   “I’m afraid not. It will just be you. No gadgets and no links to HQ. You’ll be on your own.”
   “Are you expecting me back?”
   “Of course, you’re our best operative.”
Prompt 40
Brandy Taylor opened the small package that had slipped through the letterbox. She emptied the contents onto a nearby kitchen worktop. A standard-issue phone landed first followed by an assortment of odds and ends. At first glance, their use seemed unfathomable but it wasn’t long before Brandy had assembled a small plastic gun from the pieces.
   She was staying in an apartment in Rio de Janeiro. Her mission notes lay scattered across a small coffee table in the lounge. Her target of interest was Fletcher Gomes a multi-million dollar arms trader who had recently fled America with the FBI and CIA hot on his trail. Somehow he had managed to escape under the radar and was now well established in Brazil. The UK was also interested in his activities and Brandy was to arrange a meeting with him to discuss a shipment of state-of-the-art laser rifles that she had ordered from a rogue UK manufacturer. HQ was hoping this bait was enough to catch his interest and that Brandy would be able to get close to him to learn more about his operation.
   Her mobile phone buzzed and moved across the worktop. She picked it up. “Hello.”
   “Miss Taylor?”
   “Yes.”
   “Good Evening. My name is Fletcher Gomes, I hear you would like to speak to me about a deal.”
   “Yes, that’s right. I have a shipment of advanced weapons which is due to arrive in the next few days. I think you’ll be very impressed with the capability of these rifles.”
   “You have whetted my appetite. I would like to meet with you face to face so we can discuss this in an informal setting. I own a small restaurant which I am very proud of and would be honoured if you would join me this evening.”
   “It would be my pleasure, Mr Gomes.”
Prompt 41
Alex Farrington heard what Susan Milligan was saying but he was finding it hard to take it in. Sean Tanner was dead.
   “He passed away last night,” she said
   “What happened?” Alex asked.
   “It was an avalanche. His airbag failed to inflate. His support team found him but there wasn’t anything they could do. They couldn’t revive him.
   Alex sat down on the nearest bench. Susan sat beside him. “I’m so sorry Alex, I know you were close.”
   “As you know, we trained together before we went our separate ways. I just wish I’d seen more of him recently.”
   Susan took Alex’s hand. “I’ll let you know about the funeral arrangements.”
   “Yes, of course. You know, I really must get back to The Hub, they’ll be expecting me.” 
   Susan got up and hugged Alex. “Keep in touch, drop into HQ sometime.”
   Alex cleared his throat. “Yes, I will.”
   Susan watched as Alex made his way through the crowds.
   When Alex got back to The Hub there was a letter on his desk. He opened it and realised it was from Sean Tanner’s commander, Sarah Serking. He quickly read it and realised she was offering him a job. Alex knew the letter couldn’t have arrived through the post. She must have sent it via a dispatch rider. Was she trying to replace her top operative? If so, it was pretty insensitive to contact him so soon.
Prompt 42
Alex drove up to the cottage. He switched off the car’s lights and reached for a torch from the glove box. It felt strange visiting Dark Stream. It had virtually belonged to Sean Tanner, he’d spent so much time there. Alex supposed it was his now to use as he saw fit. He opened the cottage door and switched on the lights. He couldn’t quite see the attraction of escaping to the middle of nowhere. Still, he wasn’t escaping, he was sent. Sarah Serking had asked him to check on the cottage and set it up for his own use.
   There was a knock at the door which startled Alex. He opened the door.
   A gentleman dressed in outdoor clothes stood in the doorway. “Hello, sorry, I thought Sean was home.”
   “Um...I’m sorry, I have some bad news. Sean passed away last month.”
   The gentleman swayed and grabbed onto the door frame. “No. I can’t believe it, he was such a fit fellow.”
   “It was a skiing accident,” Alex said.
   “It’s such a shock, I’m so used to coming over for a chat. I’m Terrance, I own the farm across the way.”
   “Alex Farrington. I’ve taken over the cottage.”
   Terrance shook hands. “Did you know Sean?”
   “Yes, we were friends. He was a good man, I’m going to miss him.”
   “If you ever need anything, just come over to the farm. If I’m not there then Helen my wife usually is. Hope you settle in OK. It can get a bit lonely up here. I take it it’s just you? You’ve not got a lass hidden away in there?”
   “No, just me. I won’t be here all the time. It’s a bit like a holiday cottage. Like a retreat.”
   “Sean was just the same, used to come here to get away from it all. You city dwellers, I can’t understand why you’d want to live there.”
   “Well, it’s the job. I need to be near my HQ.”
Prompt 43
The rain was hammering down. Alex opened the car door to let the young woman in. This was the first time he’d teamed up with a partner. He knew she was an excellent operative but that didn’t quell the nervous feeling in his stomach. He was fine working on his own, he was in control. This was something new to him having a partner by his side.
   She wiped the water from her eyes and introduced herself. “Hi, I’m Brandy….Brandy Taylor.”
   “Alex Farrington.”
   Brandy retrieved a small plastic folder from her handbag and handed it to Alex.
   The document inside showed the layout of Ravanhal House a Seventeenth-Century manor owned by Jacob Cranwall the leading industrialist.
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