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Big Dave McGinley picked up the leaden grey Luger and scowled. He knew this was wrong, but the

temptation was massive and Dave was an addict.

Suddenly from within, somehow, he found the strength to say no. Dave put the Luger down and 

snatched the cigarette out of his mouth.

Dave was in a hotel room and if he used the novelty firearm lighter for his fag the smoke alarm 

would go off faster than Usain Bolt in a Ferrari. Dave reminded himself how important it was to 

keep low profile.

He cursed health and safety regulations, the EU and all the other laws that were squeezing the life 

out of Britain.

In frustration Dave threw the cigarette to the other side of the room and stomped towards the 

window, instinctively seeking to lighten his dark mood. From his vantage point Dave could see over

to the site of the sprawling airport warehouse complex. Now a smile broke out across his pudgy 

face. He was looking at an Aladdin's cave packed full of bullion, jewels and gems - all in the 

process of being transported across the globe. It was forbidden fruit the like of which regularly 

attracted interest from Dave and many of his work colleagues, a teasing feast to excite their juices.

Suddenly there was a knock on the door. Dave spun on his heels. "Who is it," he demanded.

"Police," came the answer, then: "Who do you think? It's me Tony."

Dave opened the door to see his friend and associate Tony Inasanto. The two men laughed and 

hugged.

"Come on in," Dave welcomed.

As Tony was crossing over the line he took a final cautious look left and right down the corridor. It 

was all clear. Both men knew there were agencies trying to track them down and find out the 

contents of their discussions.

Once safely inside Tony said: "Hey, how you doin'?" 
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"Great to see you boy. I know we're going to work well together on this one."

Dave and Tony were meeting for a lucrative purpose. They were collaborating to select a special 

person to join an elite gang.

There was a shortlist of three, each highly capable in their own right. These were people who, 

through excellence in their chosen careers, had all earned the accolade "criminal mastermind". Now

it was up to Dave and Tony to choose the one they felt was most mastermindly of all. The duo sat 

down.

"I don't want to sound paranoid, but you are sure you weren't followed aren't you," Dave asked.

"I was so careful even my shadow's put out an APB asking for my whereabouts," Tony replied.

"Sweet," Dave grinned. "Let's get down to business."

From a black leather briefcase he pulled out a file that bulged with menace. It contained access-all-

areas details of the trio in contention.

"Shall we begin with this one," Dave offered.

His fleshy hand was clutching a wad of A4 sized papers outlining the life and crimes of one Ernest 

W Scott – AKA "Mad Ernie" to his mates.

"Mad Ernie it is then," agreed Tony.

The subject under scrutiny was one of the most revered players of the industry. Yet despite his 

success, up to now he'd never quite broken through to the top table. However all that changed in the

summer when Ernest pulled off a coup d'etat of breathtaking audacity.

For weeks millions of people across the globe were gripped as they read all about a multi million 

pound jewel theft at a five star Marbella hotel. The high wire penthouse suite cat burglary made 

countless newspaper headlines and was the subject of viral inducing internet interest.

The outcome meant Ernest was able to enjoy himself lying on the beach enjoying the proceeds of 

his unsolved crime. 
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If he ever got tired of lazing around there were plenty of agreeable distractions to fill the day - 

including water sports, shopping and socialising. Frequenting Marbella's coolest hot spots, Ernest 

would rub beautifully massaged shoulders with the established wealthy as he spent like there was 

no tomorrow.

At night time in the bars Ernest would mingle with the party goers and on a few occasions even 

bought beers for off duty cops. While they suckled on the San Migel, the lobster-red Brit chuckled 

to himself as he drunk in the irony.

"This guy's served his apprenticeship, knows the game backwards," respected Dave as he reviewed 

the evidence in front of him.

"Any other face will have to be special to knock him out of contention," agreed Tony

"A true force of nature."

Tony stood up.

"What's wrong," asked Dave.

"You mentioning the force of nature's reminded me I need the toilet. Won't be a tinkle," replied 

Tony walking off towards the en-suite.

The respite was unwelcome for Dave, it meant the craving for a cigarette resurfaced in his 

consciousness. But the mental battle getting underway in his head didn't have long to play out, it 

was interrupted by a gentle knock on the hotel door.

"Who is it," Dave snarled.

"Room service sir."

Dave froze, he hadn't ordered room service. At that point Dave heard the plumbing coming into life 

as Tony finished his ablutions. In a flush Tony was out of the en-suite and back in the room. He was

greeted by the sight of Dave urgently holding his index finger to his lips, silently signalling quiet.

"What's up," Tony whispered.
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"Some bloke's banged on the door pretending to be room service. Only I ain't ordered nothing," 

Dave hissed back.

"No, but I have," said Tony, returning to normal volume. "Let him in."

Dave trooped over and opened the door to see a waiter patiently waiting. He was holding a tray 

covered by a dome-shaped metal catering dish.

"Your club sandwiches sir," the waiter said.

"Come in, it's for my colleague."

The waiter entered, smiled pleasantly and served. As the waiter left Dave tipped him a tenner, 

knowing it was important to keep on-side with the hotel staff in case snoopers came around asking 

awkward questions.

After the coast was clear Dave chastised Tony.

"Club sandwiches? What's all that about?"

"I'm hungry aren't I? Haven't eaten for ages."

"Pansy. That's not the kind of grub you associate with us lot. And you should have told me you 

were expecting food."

"I fancied something hot like a T-bone, but the receptionist said due to staff shortages it would take 

another 20 minutes. I couldn't wait that long."

"I suppose I should be grateful you didn't have a hissy fit and smash up the kitchen there and then."

"Over a plate of steak and chips? Do me a favour, with an imagination like that you should be a 

writer."

"It's vital we keep low profile."

 "OK don't make a meal out of things. Who have we got next in our rogues' gallery," Tony asked.

Dave paused for a moment. "I don't think you're going to like this one," he said, reaching inside his 
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briefcase for the next file.

The papers Dave had in his hand were for the second candidate, Vince Halle. Vince was a 

formidable man capable of thrilling feats. But there was a problem. Although Vince drew admirers 

there were also detractors who intensely disliked his brash persona. Tony was one of the harshest 

critics. On seeing Vince's photograph at the top of the file Tony drew in a large breath of air, as if to

steady himself.

"The guy's a total meathead," Tony said, subconsciously starting to chew a lot harder on his 

sandwich. "There's no way he should be up for this."

"Are you sure you're not making it personal," Dave asked. "I know there's a bit of previous between

you two, but we've got to be professional about this."

The altercation he was referring to had come six months earlier at a party in Glasgow. There'd been 

simmering resentment between Vince and Tony for years and it boiled over that night. The men had

a drunken fracas and had to be pulled off each other by peace makers.

"I don't like the man, but that's not relevant," Tony said. "What is relevant is the fact I don't like his 

work. He's all violence. There's nothing to admire, no artistry, no thought."

"I take it that's a no then," asked Dave.

"Absolutely. Who's the third?"

"This young lady." Dave was holding up a picture of the final candidate – Sue Li. Daughter of  a 

British/Asian Hong Kong businessman with shady connections, Sue had come over to the UK 10 

years ago and won plenty of admirers.

Sue was a martial arts specialist who could boast black belts in two disciplines. Her work in the 

criminal world had often been described as poetry in motion.

"I've never met her, but I do like her the way she roles," said Tony.

"I have met Sue and she is as impressive in person as her reputation suggests," Dave vouched.

"Well that's good."
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Feeling the urge to stretch for a breath of air Dave got up and walked towards the window again, 

but stopped quickly in his tracks.

"Tony, you're certain you weren't followed aren't you?"

"What's the problem?"

"Come here and take a look."

Tony got up and joined his colleague. The duo looked through the glass. Parked in the road outside 

the front of their hotel they could see an unmarked blue Volvo estate with two men in plain clothes 

beside it.

One was about 6ft 4in tall, of heavy build, wearing dark jeans and jacket, with a baseball cap on top

of a closely shaven head.

His colleague was shorter – about 5ft 11in – and slim build. Worryingly he had two camera bodies 

slung around his neck. One of them sported standard 18-55mm magnification. But the other was 

attached to a much larger and more powerful lens – the widely feared and infamous 'Long Tom'.

The duo were deep in conversation. At regular intervals the big man would point into the middle 

distance, like a general plotting out the tactical lie of the land in readiness for a forthcoming battle.

"Have a close look at the Nikon fanatic," said Dave. "What does he want with all that gear eh?"

"Maybe they're doing a photo shoot, publicity pics for the hotel or something," replied Tony.

"Why does he need a big unit like that as a minder if he's only doing publicity pictures," said Dave 

referring to the photographer's shaven skulled colleague. "Something smells." He hurriedly pulled 

the curtains closed then switched on the room lights.

"Mate relax, you're seeing spooks everywhere," said Tony.

"What we're doing is very big, people are after us."

"I know, but not everyone we see is snooping. If you're not careful you'll get paranoid."
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"You know what they say. Just because you're paranoid...."

"....Doesn't mean there's not a leprechaun plotting to kill you?"

"Very droll."

Tony insisted on getting back to work and making their selection. "So here we are, our list to 

choose from," he said.

"It is indeed. That's it, there is no more."

Tony immediately threw out the idea of Vince Halle being top dog. Dave thought it was harsh to 

make such an important decision so quickly. But he also felt Vince was the weakest candidate of a 

strong three, so saw little point in arguing to keep him in contention.

They discussed the respective merits of the surviving duo, with Dave getting up at regular intervals 

to check the window for any signs of trouble outside. After 30 minutes a winner was decided.

"Mad Ernie it is then," said Dave as he stretched contentedly back in his chair.

"Should be a sight for sore eyes. Ernest W Scott winner of the 2015 Golden Garrote, worth 

£30,000."

"He deserves it. If Ernie carries on like this 20 years from now he'll be regarded in the same league 

as the likes of Dame Agatha." 

The prestigious award being referred to is an honour given to the crime writer deemed to be the best

of the year. As two previous winning authors, Dave and Tony had been appointed the judges to 

select the latest recipient.

It's one of the high points of the literary calendar with intense media speculation on who the winner 

might be. News agencies regularly despatch seasoned hacks in an attempt to find out the winner's 

identity before the official announcement is made at a glittering dinner at London's Ritz Hotel.

This year  Ernest W Scott with his record breaking best selling thriller Marbella Millions would be 

the name at the top of the list for the master of ceremonies to read out.
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"Dave, I've got to congratulate you on taking the lead in organising the judging process, very 

professional," said Tony. "But listen, you have to calm down a bit mate. Anyone would think we 

were meeting here to plan a robbery."

Big Dave - ironically all 5ft 6in of him – laughed at the thought, then added: "I hope the winner's 

award stage and podium won't be too high."

"Why?"

"Don't you know? Mad Ernie's got vertigo, can't stand heights in real life." 

   

                                                                   THE END


