
Chapter One: Sabre Six – File 51 
 
Paris, Gare du Nord, 2013   
 
The train station was very familiar to me: it was spotless. The departure lounge was superb! I 
couldn’t fault the place. It was a design of excellence. 
“Bonjour, Monsieur! Puis-je avoir un billet pour Londres, s’il vous plait.  Merci.” 
“Merci, Monsieur. C’est Plate-forme Un, à 19:45 heures.” 
I sat down and took a breather for five minutes, totally shattered. I was contemplating buying another 
coffee, but decided against it as time was pushing on.  
I looked up, viewing the screen above indicating the departures to London. I noticed that my train was 
arriving shortly, so I picked up my bag and walked over to the check-in desk. I showed the officer my 
passport, walked through the barrier and onto the platform. 
“Excuse me, Sir!” A middle aged, suited and booted gentleman with a thick London accent walked up 
to me. He looked like an educated fella, and his shoes were like mirrors: he must be important! 
“Are you talking to me, mate?” I looked at him calmly. 
“Yes, Sir. Would you follow me, Sir? We just need to ask you a few questions about your travel plans 
to the United Kingdom.” 
“But my train is about to leave!”  
“Don’t worry about that, Sir: you’ll be fine. Just come with me and we’ll explain everything in a 
moment.” I felt a little flustered, as I hadn’t seen my beautiful wife and daughter Frances in ages.  
“That’s it, Sir – just through there! Do you fancy a coffee Michael?”  
“Oi! How the hell do you know my name, buddy?” I asked, not knowing what the heck was going on. 
“Just sit here and relax. Someone will be with you shortly.” 
“Oi, I’m talking to you, mate! Answer my fucking question!” I clenched my fist: was this a set up? I 
stood up. The room was very small. There were two seats, a small table, and a coffee and tea making 
machine in the corner. 
“Michael, sit the fuck down and shut up! Quit the fucking moaning, you sound like a girl!” In walked 
a man I hadn’t seen in a very long time. The last time I saw Stan, I saved his life in Iraq. I remained 
standing, feeling a little emotional. He was a great character.  
“My God, if it isn’t my old mate Stan! What the hell are you doing here buddy?” 
“Michael, you haven’t changed much have you!” 
“More than can be said for you, stranger. What the hell happened to you, you wanker?” Stan stood 
there in a very posh suit – Marks & Spencer’s by the looks of it too! Christ! He had hair gel and 
everything going on.   
“I’ve settled down now, mate. Well, kind of anyway. What about you Michael, and how’s Hannah?” 
“Yeah, she’s good thanks. Frances is growing up quick too; got a new dog now! A little Jack Russell 
called Griffer. A right little character – he reminds me of Nig!” 
“Well, I’m sure he’s a right little character if he reminds you of Nig!”  
“It’s been a while now hasn’t it?” 
“It sure has, Michael.” 
“Hey, hey, enough of the sombre stuff! What have you got me down here for anyhow? What do you 
want, knob-head?” 
Stan sat down with a coffee in his hand. “We need your help Michael.” 
“Stan, who the fuck is ‘we’? Who are you working for now, mate?” 
“MI5, mate. I’ve been with the Spooks for nearly two years now.” 
“I thought you were leaving all this behind and marrying Maggie, mate? I thought you were settling 
down and having kids?” 
“Things change, buddy. You know all about that, don’t you?” 
“Yeah, you’re right mate, you’re right!” 
“Anyway, I need you to do me a favour. It pays well, Michael.” 
“How much?” 
“£10,000, cash.” 



“Ok, I’m listening. I don’t think Hannah will be happy, but ten grand is ten grand. What’s the job 
then, Stan?” 
“We need you to follow someone for us, Michael – back to London.” 
“When?” 
“Now!” 
“What do you mean, now?” 
“Well, like I just said! He’s booked on the same train as you, which we’ve delayed for half an hour.” 
“How the fuck did you know I was here by the way?” 
“Your passport, Michael. We knew our target was on site but then your profile flagged up when we 
did a passenger check, so we pulled you as I knew you wouldn’t let me down.” He started laughing. 
“Ok mate, who’s the target, what’s your beef with him?” 
“Our target is Ryan Killeen, ex IRA. Once the IRA shut down in 1998, or shall we say, quietened 
down, Killeen started gun running for the Taliban.” 
“The little fucker! So what you got on him then?” 
“Ah mate, we’ve got enough, but not enough to take him out! He’s working for the Taliban, selling 
guns to them across the border from Pakistan into Afghanistan!” 
“This sounds a little too big for me mate, don’t you think?” 
“No, Michael, you’ll be ok. All we want you to do is follow him back to London, see what he does, 
where he goes. You know what we want, Michael!” 
“Ten grand you say?” 
“Yes, ten grand, Michael.” 
“Make it £15,000 and you have a fucking deal!” 
“Go on then, you shit! And that’s only because you saved my arse once, or I’d tell you to sod off you 
cheeky bastard!” 
“I fucking love you Stanley, you ugly git! Where’s the target then?” 
“Come – can you see here on the camera, the man in the jean jacket with the red Adidas bag over his 
shoulder?” 
“Yeah, he looks like a right wanker.” 
“Well, that’s our man. You up for it or not, Michael?” 
“Yeah, let’s do it! What intelligence you got on him then?” 
“That is a need to know Michael, and you don’t need to know. Just follow him, log everything, and 
report back to me by tomorrow evening at 19:00hrs!” 
“Ok, buddy! I’d better ring the wife. Hold on.” I redialled the wife; she was going to fucking love me 
for this! 
“Hello baby, you ok? Baby, I’m going LIVE. Do you understand darling?” 
“Yes, I understand Michael! Why for God’s sake? You’ve only just got back!” 
“I’m working for Stan darling! You know how it is, beautiful!” 
“Ok, just promise me one thing!” 
“What’s that, baby?” 
“Keep safe, and get home soon!”  
I love my family so much. They’ve been through so much the last couple of years, since I left the 
Regiment (SAS). My family is my world, and I will do anything I can to put a meal on the table. 
“I’ll be back in a couple of days – promise, baby!” I put the phone down to see Stan looking anxiously 
over. 
“Keep safe, Michael, and don’t do anything fucking stupid will you. I know what you’re like, you 
sarcastic little shit!” 
“Love you, Stan, you ugly fucker. Now fuck off! I got a job to do for British Intelligence.” I laughed 
as I went through the door. 
 
“Stan! Do you think he’s fit for the job?” One of Stan’s team was standing next to him as they 
watched Michael walk along the platform. 
“Yes! He was the best. Plus he saved me arse more than once. This is his life!” Stan reminisced. 
“Michael is one of the kindest men I know; he has a heart of gold. He only has one down side!” 
“Yeah, what’s that then?” asked the officer. Stan turned around. 
“He’ll cut you down for £20. He likes the smell of cash!” Stan was laughing at the young rookie. 



 
I walked casually, showing my passport once more to the officer. He nodded to me and I strolled 
forward onto the platform. I could see my target about twenty metres away. I held my mobile phone 
in my hand and prepared to make a call while moving closer to Killeen. He wouldn’t have any idea it 
was a false one. 
“Hello, it’s me!” 
What the hell do you mean, you’re going! Who’s got the kids? You’re joking! I can’t just leave, can I! 
Be realistic!” I put down the phone, placing it inside my coat, and shook my head from side to side, 
gritting my teeth. Killeen noticed my anguish, but continued facing ahead. 
The guard ushered us forward, showing us the way to the train. I kept close to Killeen, still acting as I 
went. 
My inner consciousness was telling me to hold back, but I felt I should be pushing the boundaries: I 
may have found a way in! The carriage started filling rather quickly, so I went in for the kill. Why 
not? I was only a passenger wanting to go home. I placed my bag carefully in the overhead 
compartment, and then once I’d squared myself away I sat down and took a deep breath.  
I was sitting at the same table as Killeen and right opposite. I felt quite proud of my efforts: not bad, 
Michael, not bad! If I had another hand, I’d pat myself on the back. He looked less of a threat than I’d 
thought, more of a wimp, and as if he could do with a few dinners inside him. 
I started to fumble around in my belongings, pulling out a book on ghosts. Killeen looked over at the 
book and smiled. I could feel my mobile vibrating in my jacket pocket and pulled it out. It was my 
mate Pete.  
“Hello! What the hell do you want now? You can’t just kick me out, I haven’t done anything wrong. 
Are you mad woman?” I yelled down the phone. 
“Michael, you’re LIVE aren’t you! Ok, carry it on, I’m here.” Pete was playing along. 
Glancing over at Killeen, I banged the phone down on the small table which divided us. He looked 
sympathetic. 
“It looks like you’ll be sleeping in a hotel tonight then, my friend?” Killeen had made contact! 
“Yeah, darn bloody woman! Unbelievable! – and I haven’t even done anything wrong for Christ 
sake!” 
“Women will always win, my friend. That’s just the law!” 
“Yeah, I think you’re right, mate.” I let out a little snigger. 
“Anyway, I’m being very rude! My name’s Michael. Pleased to meet you, Sir. Oh! And sorry for the 
aggro!” I reached over and shook his hand with a firm grip. He returned the gesture! 
“So then, you been on holiday Michael, or anywhere nice?” 
“No, work! I work for a building firm in Paris. It pays far better than in the UK. I got a daughter to 
support see, and I desperately need the cash. At the moment I’m just doing odd jobs on site.” 
“Well, it’s nice to meet you, Michael. My name’s Ryan, I’m from Northern Ireland.” 
“Likewise. So what do you do for work then, Ryan?” 
“Ah, now that’s the question, Michael. That is a great question my friend! I’m a busy man; I work all 
over the world. I’m a builder by trade. I own a large building firm in Belfast and Paris.”   
“That sounds fantastic, mate. Good for you! I always wanted to travel the world when I was younger. 
I was going to join the Army, but decided against.” Killeen’s face was a fucking picture! 
I heard the sliding door open behind me, and turned round to see a camp-looking fella pushing a 
trolley full of sweets and hot drinks. 
“Hello, Sir! Can I offer you anything from the trolley?” The camp bastard! I looked towards Killeen. 
“Fancy a coffee, mate?” I was quite surprised really when he took me up on my offer. 
“Yeah, I’ll have two coffees and a packet of salted nuts, fella.” 
“That’s 10 Euros, please!” I couldn’t believe the bloody prices! 
I took a massive swig of the hot coffee, burning my lips as I did so, I felt a right prick. Killeen just 
laughed at me.  
“So what time are we arriving in London then, Michael?” 
“Uh... sorry! ... I don’t remember. It doesn’t really matter to me; I’ll have to find a place to stay 
tonight anyway now the wench has kicked me out for the time being. Ha-ha!”  
Killeen looked out the window into the outer suburbs of Paris as the train gathered speed. 
“Aah lad, you don’t want to worry about things like that, you’ll give yourself a hernia!”  



I smiled, sat back and finished off my coffee. I was wondering how my wife and daughter were, and 
hoping that Griffer was behaving himself. I felt sure this wouldn’t take too long, (crossing all my 
fingers, twice).  There was no way I could’ve turned down that cash: no fucking way! That would sort 
me right out for the next few months. 
Without batting an eyelid, a hot blonde came and sat down next to Killeen. I was gobsmacked! He 
kissed her on the lips and slid his hand under the table. I looked away as best I could, it didn’t take 
much effort to look round again, though, as she was fucking superb! She looked over at me with a pair 
of inquisitive eyes. 
I winked and caught my breath. Killeen passed her a memory stick, which she very quickly tucked 
inside her bra. She kissed him on the lips, brushed her hand under the table, obviously on his cock and 
walked off into the opposite carriage.  
“Women, they fucking love it, Michael! Ha-ha!” Killeen said, wiping his lips. 
“How the hell do you know that girl? She was gorgeous!” 
“Aah, she’s an old friend. I knew she was on the train, I just didn’t want to sit next to her, that’s all. 
We’ve been working with each other all the time. I get to work with lots of people, Michael. It’s great 
having power, you know: it’s fucking fantastic!” I was gobsmacked. I didn’t mention the data stick. I 
knew it was dodgy. I’d just have to watch and observe. He must have felt fucking comfortable to have 
done that in front of me, I had a good chance of gaining some valuable information tonight, if all went 
well.  
“After all that excitement Michael, I think I need a power nap!” I totally agreed with him. It wasn’t 
long before we were both fast asleep, and about an hour passed before we woke. My mouth felt like 
something had died inside it. The first thing I thought of was my family.  
 
Before I knew it, we arrived in London. The place is never empty, and the platforms were buzzing. I 
walked alongside Killeen as we left the carriage and along the platform towards the exit. We both 
took the stairs to the top floor.  
“Well, I suppose this is goodbye, my friend! Thanks for the company – it was nice to meet you.” I 
needed to think fucking fast. Pulling out my phone from my jacket pocket, I exaggerated a further 
phone call to my wife. I made sure I was very vocal and that Killeen could hear me. It worked. I 
fucking knew it would. Killeen stopped and turned around. 
“Uuh, if you’re in the shit, mate, I know a little hotel around the block that I always use, if you fancy 
it? It’s better than sleeping rough, mate, ‘cause I don’t think you’re going back home tonight?” 
 It took some thinking about! “Yeah, go on then, mate! Fuck her!” The plan had worked. 
“I’m very thankful for this, Ryan. It’s very kind of you mate.” 
“No worries, Michael.” 
“What’s the hotel called, mate? Is it nice, or a fucking shit hole? Ha-ha!” I used a bit of humour to 
settle myself: I was getting in deep now. 
“It’s average. Very cheap for around here, mate, anyway. They take the piss in London.” 
“Yeah, tell me about it, buddy, tell me about it!” 
When the taxi pulled up outside the hotel I grabbed my bag and looked at the name. The Paddington: 
it looked alright from the outside. 
“Come on! Grab your stuff and let’s get inside for last orders.” Killeen dragged me inside. The hotel 
carpet was bright red; it was rather grand actually, and very swish as my mother would say.  
“Good evening, gentlemen! May I help you?” Killeen handed over a paper print-out to the woman 
behind the desk. 
“Ok, and are you booked too, Sir?”  
I looked at her. “Um, no I’m not. Sorry. I’d like a single room for the night please.” 
“Let me see if we have one free ...... yes, we do! ...... and will you be wanting a continental breakfast 
with the room, Sir?” 
“Oh, yes please, without a doubt!” She and Killeen smiled. 
“There you go, Mr Killeen; and there you are Mr Fox.” I had a large key ring with the number 21 
painted on it. Killeen had number 20. 
“What time does the bar close, please?” 
“It closes when the last person leaves, Sir. We have an all-night licence.” Fantastic! 



“Come on, Michael, let’s get up to the rooms and dump this lot off. The quicker we do it, the quicker 
we get in the bar!” He did have the right idea, even if he was a wanker! 
 Five minutes later he met me outside my room. 
“Come on tosser, hurry up! I’m dying of thirst here, Michael.”  
“Hold your horses, Ryan! Bloody hell! I’m right behind you, mate.”  
“Shit! Give me two seconds, I’ve forgotten my wallet. What a prick!” 
“Ok Michael, I’ll meet you down there. I’ll get you a drink in.” 
“Yeah, cool.” 
I opened the door to my room, grabbed my wallet and texted my wife that I loved her, and to give 
Fran a big kiss from me. 
 
He had the first round in: two pints of lager. He was propped up against the bar looking rather smart 
with a clean jumper and shirt on. 
“Hey! Aren’t you big strong Irish folk meant to drink the home brew?” He put down his glass. 
“I would do, but it tastes like shit.” I did laugh. 
The girl at the bar looked like a cheap trout! She had more make-up on than a street hooker begging 
for cash. Just looking at her made me love my wife that little bit more.  She wore a low cut top with 
tight denim jeans. Her highlights needed a good going-over: I could see her black roots. If it wasn’t 
for the fact I was having a drink and working, I’d have run a mile. 
Killeen couldn’t help himself, though, checking her out constantly. He had a thing for women, they 
seemed to love him and fell at his feet like begging dogs. I raised my eyebrow at him, and he gave a 
big grin back and raised his glass. After my fourth pint, my beer goggles had kicked in. An old lady 
sitting near us looked rather fetching. I was definitely feeling more than a bit intoxicated!  
“Michael, let’s have a few proper drinks. What do you say, mate?”  
“Now that sounds like a plan!” 
 As I downed my shot of vodka Killeen’s mobile phone rang with a seriously fucked-up ring tone. To 
this day I have no idea as to what the fuck it was! 
No more than thirty feet away from me, standing propped up against the exit door to the hotel, Killeen 
turned his back. I started getting anxious: maybe it was time to drop him. At the same moment, a 
news flash came on the TV.  
“Bomb Blast, Paris – 10 Dead, Hundreds Injured – Al-Qaida Linked.” Killeen smirked and walked 
back over, full of beans and as polite as ever. 
“Sorry about that, mate. Business – you know how it is!” 
 I went for the killer question! 
“What’s that then? You doing any dodgy deals in the building trade? Ha-ha!” I smirked. 
“Something like that, yes! Oh, and what a shame that bombing! Those poor people! Who’d ever do 
such a thing?” There was no trace of remorse. He was obviously a very clever man. 
“Come on then, boyo – let’s get some more in then!” Killeen was in a better mood now. 
“Sounds good to me!” 
“One – two – three, and down those drinks!” We both opened our mouths and sank them down. They 
were fucking disgusting but good fun.  
“I need to find a job, mate I need to support my family. I can’t live on the wage I’m on now, it makes 
me sick!” 
“How much are you on?” 
“You don’t want to know; it’s embarrassing, mate. Anyway, isn’t it rude to ask!” 
“No, go on!” 
“I’m on £1100 a month net. I can barely live on that mate. Times are bloody tough.” 
“Michael, do you want to work for me?” I was gobsmacked by the question. 
“Sorry mate, what did you just say?” I was pissed as a fart. 
“I said, you deaf sod, do you want to work for me?” Killeen was looking deep into my eyes. I felt a 
little uncomfortable. 
“Doing what?” 
“Oh I’m sure I’ll figure something out. You’re a builder aren’t you? So, I’ll pay you double what 
you’re on now. Does that sound good to you, mate?” 



“Well then, yeah! I’d be honoured mate, thank you mate.” I had found a good way in. I knew that 
once I saw Stan he’d be chuffed to pieces.  
“Right lad, let’s knock this game on the head and meet up in the morning. I’ll explain about the job 
over breakfast.” 
“Sounds good to me, buddy.” We both put our glasses on the bar and walked off back upstairs. Within 
minutes of closing the door to my room someone knocked quietly. I told them to hang on as I was 
now in my underpants. When I opened the door expecting Killeen, there stood the girl from the bar.  
“Sorry, wrong door. Where’s your mate?” 
“Next door, love.”  
For the next hour, my neighbour’s head-board was banging against my wall so hard I couldn’t sleep. 
It sounded like Killeen was having a great time. 
 
I woke up at 06:00hrs, before my alarm went off, and jumped in the shower. Looking over at the door 
to make sure I was alone, I picked up my mobile and rang my darling wife. 
“Morning, love! I have to be quick. Just wanted to tell you I love you!” 
“Ok, darling. Are you alright, my love? Fran misses her daddy!” 
“I bet she does. I’ll be home soon baby, I promise. We’ll go away somewhere for the weekend as a 
family. Maybe up to Yorkshire, do a bit of walking on the Moors.” 
“Sounds nice. I could do with getting away, Michael.” 
“How’s Griffer?  
“Yeah! He’s ok.” 
“I’ve got to go now, baby! I’ll text you soon.”  
“Ok Michael. Keep safe!” I hung up the phone, and turned round to find Killeen standing at my door!  
“Hello mate, how’s the head?” Killeen nodded at me. 
“Just had a cracking shower! My sister just rang, wants me to stay at hers! Don’t women panic!” 
 He didn’t look convinced at all. Had I blown it? Bollocks! 
“Michael, I have to shoot off, some flap or something at the office, so I can’t do breakfast, sorry mate. 
You going to be alright for a place to stay?” 
“Yeah buddy, I’ll be fine. Don’t worry about me, mate!” 
“Anyway, I’m off. I’ll put my address and details down here by your shirt.” 
“Yeah, cheers buddy!” 
“Give me a bell and I’ll sort you out with that building job.” 
“Ok matey, see you soon!” 
Killeen closed the door behind him. My fucking head was killing me, so I downed two painkillers. 
I read the note Killeen had left by my shirt. He seemed rather keen! If I’d blown it, he’d have run, and 
definitely wouldn’t be giving me his address and the chance of a job! I quickly rang up Stan with my 
good news. 
“I’m in there, mate – I’m really fucking in there!” Stan was lost for words. It had taken a long time to 
get someone as close as I had. He hated the idea but couldn’t afford to fuck this up! 
“You know it makes sense, Rodney, you know it makes sense!” 
“You’re a bloody idiot, Michael!” 
“Love you, Stan!” He put the phone down on me. 
I told Hannah that I’d be back within two days maximum, and that I had a bit of business to attend 
too. She knew the score: she’d been an army wife for far too long, but not just an army wife – the wife 
of an SAS soldier. 
 
I called Killeen the next day and he asked me to come to his address. I caught the bus to Stratford 
train station, flagged a taxi down and gave the address to Killeen’s place. The street was filthy, 
covered in graffiti and some gang slang. There was a chippy, and a launderette full of women washing 
their family’s clothes. Every shop was owned by foreign immigrants selling everything from Halal 
meat to a range of international cuisine. It was very concerning indeed as regards the way the country 
was going. This was the capital of England but it did not feel or smell like it.  I soon found the right 
place – a nice little town house – walked up the steps and banged on the door.  
“Hello! I’m here to see Ryan.” A tall male looked down at me from the large black door.  
“What’s your name, fella?” 



“Tell him Michael’s here.”  
He invited me inside, and I was shown into the living room. 
“Hey, Michael!” came Killeen’s voice. “Take a seat; I’ll be down in a bit. Make yourself at home.” 
He must have been upstairs. Without warning, two masked men came bursting into the room, 
followed by a smiling Killeen. One of them smacked me to the ground with a single blow to the face. 
The other stood next to me with a metal bar against my throat, a warning in case I got a little fiery.  
“You think we’re stupid Michael, don’t you?” 
“Ryan, what’s happening here? What have I done wrong? I thought we were friends!” I acted dumb. 
“You really think I’m stupid, don’t you Michael?” Killeen sniggered in my face. 
“No, I don’t think you’re stupid, Ryan. What have I done to offend you?”  
He walked up to me and slapped me across the face. I felt angry with myself for getting caught, I was 
in a very tight corner. The IRA were renowned for kneecapping their victims; either that, or cutting 
their fingers off as a warning. I, on the other hand, was going to get a fucking good beating. 
“Ok! Ok! Stop! Ryan, what do you want from me? I can explain!” 
He stopped to look at me. “Explain what, Michael?” 
“Why you think I’m here! Is that want you want to hear?” 
“Explain!” 
“I lied about my wife! It was a bluff!” 
“Why would you lie, Michael?” 
“I’m desperate to feed my family, mate. I need work urgently; we’re skint, mate! Please give me a 
chance!” I could tell that Killeen didn’t trust me anymore. 
“I’m nothing, Ryan, nothing. I don’t work for anyone. I have a family and work in the building trade. 
That’s all Ryan!”  
“You! Go and bring out the drill.” One of his men went under the stairs and retrieved a battery drill. 
He placed a battery on the drill and gave it to Killeen. He turned the drill on and gave it a good rev-
up. One of his men tied me up and filled my mouth with newspaper so I couldn’t scream. The drill got 
closer and closer to my eye.  
“Are you going to talk, Michael? Are you going to tell me what I want to hear?” The drill came 
closer. I was shitting myself. I had to think quickly. It was either do, or die! 
As Killeen came closer I booted him really hard in the groin whilst head butting the man next to me. I 
caught the wanker right in the face. They both went down like a bag of spuds, but it was the other 
fucker that hit me. I hit the ground like a right cunt. I woke up half an hour later when one of the 
masked men was stubbing his fag out on my arm. I let out a big old yelp. The newspaper was falling 
out of my mouth, and it tasted disgusting.  Then I was hit again, this time from the back. 
“Hi, how’s the head Michael.” For a moment I’d thought I was dreaming there. It wasn’t until Killeen 
appeared in front of me that I realized that I wasn’t dreaming: this was all real! 
“You think you’re so clever don’t you, ya Brit wanker?” I kept quiet. Not saying a bloody word. 
“Tell me everything Michael, be a good old chap! Is it really worth dying for?” I looked into his eyes. 
“Yes Michael, have you something to say?” By now the newspaper had disintegrated totally leaving 
my mouth free to talk and breathe. “Ryan!” 
“Yes, Michael?”  
“Fuck off, you fucking cunt! Go and eat shit, you Mick Twat!”  
“Pick him up! Fucking pick him up!”  
They dragged me by the arms into the kitchen, where I noticed a length of rope hanging from the 
ceiling. They tied me up by my feet and arms and pulled the rope. By the end, I was hanging upside 
down from the ceiling. They had made a makeshift torture chamber in the kitchen! Killeen was 
laughing frantically with the others. He gave one of them the go-ahead to punch me as many times as 
he could within one minute to the face and body. I felt one of my ribs break as he did so, and I spat 
blood in his face, which didn’t go down too well. Killeen disappeared for a couple of minutes, then 
came back into the kitchen with the drill.  
“Ryan, what are you doing mate? Calm down mate; come on! We can talk this over, mate?” 
“It’s too late now, MATE! You’ve had your chance.” 
Killeen stood there giggling like a child.  
“Come on, lads – give me a fair fight! Cut me down and give me a chance! One-on-one like men? 
Come on, lads! Hey, what do you think?” 



 Killeen looked into my eyes. His face came closer and closer. “Fuck off, you Brit wanker!” 
I was shitting myself. “Guys, come on! I’ve got a kid, a little girl – look in my wallet! Come on, 
please!” 
 Killeen walked outside. “Do what you like; make it as painful as you can! Just fucking do him.” 
“Ok boss, all sorted. See you tonight at the club!” 
“Yeah, see you later, Boss!” Killeen left the building, and left me with the two gorillas. 
“Lads please, come on, give me a chance! I’ve got plenty of money – I’ll give you the fucking lot.”  
“Shut the fuck up!” One of the boys pulled out a Browning 9mm pistol and put it against my head. I 
could feel the cold metal pressing into my flesh. 
“Go on then, you fucking wankers, fucking do it! Come on, do it!  Come on – do it then, you bunch of 
pussies!” 
“Shut the fuck up, Michael, shut up!” 
I heard the door go: it rocked throughout the house. I fucking shit myself literally. A flash bang was 
thrown in the hallway. I closed my eyes and prayed like fuck. I could hear double taps all over the 
place as it instantly filled with a cloud of white smoke. The noise was shattering, and I was deaf as a 
post after. Men came running into the kitchen, screaming like fuck. 
“Cut him down! Cut him fucking down!” I was very confused as to what the hell was happening: I 
was still hanging upside down. 
 
It was soon over! Before I knew it, I was carted off in the back of an ambulance and escorted to the 
nearest hospital. It was three days later that I was woken up by Stanley himself. I was greeted with a 
bunch of pansies and a box of toffees which I couldn’t eat because my mouth was so swollen. The 
piss taking arsehole! 
“You feeling better, Michael?” 
“Yeah, a little!” 
“Killeen got away but we’ll get him mate, don’t worry.” 
“Good. He’s definitely on my most hated list now.”  
Stan laughed. “It’s a shame you didn’t die mate.” 
“Yeah, why’s that then?” 
“Because I’d have moved in with Hannah and shared the money from your death; I’d have been 
loaded for a few months.” We both laughed. 
“It’s good to see you again, Stan. I’ve been working all over mate – you know how it goes, buddy.” 
“Yeah, I know.” 
“Oh, and before I go, one other thing!” He threw me a brown envelope and walked out of the ward. I 
used my better hand and looked inside. It was filled with fifty pound notes. Good lad, Stan! 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

Chapter Two: Sabre Six – File 51 
 
French Connections: before I tangled up with Stan and Ryan Killeen I was working in Paris as a 
bodyguard for a somewhat important man – French industrialist, Claude Pierre, a billionaire 
businessman. 
 
My eyes slowly open to the sound of a howling dog whining downstairs. Griffer is the most annoying, 
yet lovable bastard you could ever meet.  I try to shut my eyes once more, but his annoying tantrums 
continue, totally disturbing my sleep. 
My legs slide over the side of the bed; I am still momentarily attached to my pillow, and I leave a 
little dribble patch for later. 
My body kick-starts itself as I nod off again, jerking me into consciousness. Finally picking myself 
up, I glide slowly over to the mould now growing on my window ledge. 
“Hello, is there anyone in?” Nothing but silence. I stroll downstairs in my boxer shorts. “Is there 
anyone here?” No one answers.  
“They must have gone out already.” I continue talking to myself. 
The Dragon, (well, that’s what I call her in an affectionate way of course!) otherwise known as my 
darling wife Hannah, works in a bank, and my little one, Fran, is at school, at East Bridge Primary. 
I open the fridge door, and then grab a carton of full-fat milk. Just the way I like it.  
Closing it behind me, I spot a note the Dragon has left for me. Is she taking the Michael?  
I’ve already done that job. I mowed the lawn yesterday! She wants me to pick up the dog poo too. 
“How rude!” I continue to moan to no one in particular. Pouring the milk over my Cheerios, I sit 
down at the breakfast bar. It looks nice outside, from what I can see. The dog is at my feet begging for 
food. “Griffer, go away you little bugger!” Griffer continues to sit there until I finally give in and 
throw him a Cheerio to chomp on. 
I finally get to munch away on my own favourite cereal. Griffer does what he likes and wanders into 
the garden through the open back door. We’ve tried everything, from group classes, to smacks on the 
bottom. We even tried one-to-one treatment with a specialist and the sod still continues to annoy me! 
My cereal spoon drops from my bowl and then falls to the floor. “Bollocks!”  
I shout aggressively for Griffer to get inside. “Get in your bed, you naughty boy, and stop barking, 
you sod!” He looks so innocent, bless him! As Griffer comes through the back door, he bangs his tiny 
head on the glass door, poor little sod. I give him a little cuddle and a belly rub. 
“You just couldn’t write it could you Griffer, hey?”  



I sit down and listen to a bit of Jeff Buckley on my iPhone, chilling out with Jeff and Griffer whilst 
sipping on my tea. Jeff has a beautiful voice. I would definitely say that his version of Hallelujah is, in 
my view, his masterpiece.  
The song ends, and I cuddle the dog for a couple of minutes. Looking down at Griffer I reflect on the 
past. My job in Paris had not been an easy one.  
 
Three months ago, my mate Smithy set me up in a job working for a top firm in London. He was also 
an ex-regular. I met Smithy in London, and was soon shaking the hand of a fella called Ken. He was a 
big old bastard. His nose had been broken more times, than fat people have had hot dinners. I had 
seen a lot of hard men in my time but our Ken was even harder than that. Underneath his explosive 
shell, though, he was a family man with a heart of purity. His only dress code was shorts and a rugby 
shirt. We had bets in the regiment that they’d bury him in his rugby shirt. Ken was the boss, the man 
that issued out contracts. Before you did anything, you had to meet Ken first. If he didn’t like you, 
he’d say it to your face and you’d be on your way home. Ken seemed happy with me and we signed 
the contract! 
 
A week later, I flew out to Paris from Gatwick, meeting Smithy over there at the airport. He smiled at 
me, ran over and slapped me across the back.  
“It is bloody good to see you, my old friend!” 
“You too, Our Kid. So where are we going then? What’s the job Smithy?” 
“Minor details, Michael, minor details. Just relax. Would one fancy a quick pint later after meeting 
the boss?” I gave him the nod. After a drive in the most cramped conditions – a small Ford Fiesta 
stinking of chips and cigarettes, and with my legs crushed up in the back seat – we finally arrived at 
an old building just outside the city. 
Smithy rang the bell. A tall fella in a black suit opened the door. I could see a Browning 9mm pistol in 
a pouch under his arm.  
“For God’s sake, Smithy, what have you got me into here?” 
“You’ll soon find out, lad.” He laughed. 
I was ushered into the lounge by a large figure, who stood by the door holding a pistol.  
I sat down in a dusty old armchair feeling like a right plank. Smithy went into the kitchen and got the 
brews on. The gorilla thing kept looking at me.  
“Michael, do you still take two sugars buddy?” 
“Yeah, go on mate, two please. Oh, and nice and milky, just like you’re sister used to take it.” 
“You cheeky little bastard!” Even the ‘Missing Link’ released a minor smirk.  
Smithy brings the brews into the lounge. A very smart and clean-shaven male shadows him closely. I 
would say his age was about forty-five and not a day younger. 
“There’s your brew, mate.” It was not bad at all. 
“Michael, I would like you to meet the boss. This is Pierre.”  
I put my tea down and shook his hand up and down, enthusiastically acknowledging his authority. I 
needed this job. 
He spoke perfect English.  
“Hello, Michael. I have heard a lot about you.” 
“Thank you, Sir! All good I hope!”  
He smiles, “Yes, yes, Michael. So you were in the SAS, Michael?” 
“Yes that’s right, Sir. I need a job, Sir. Things have been a little rough lately, and I’ve got a wife to 
pay for, and also I’m up for a challenge, Sir.” I was trying not to play the family bullshit too much, 
but just make him aware. 
“Well, that’s all good. My name is Pierre Cudon. I work for Intelligence here in France; I also work 
very closely with the British and American Intelligence Agencies. You know how it all works, 
Michael. We all walk along the same path.” 
“We sure do, Sir!” I said, sounding as endearing and interested as I could. 
“Not long ago, Claude Pierre received a ransom demand for the sum of 150,000,000 Euros, or his son 
would be taken and killed.”  
“Jesus Christ, this fella’s worth a small fortune then?” 



“Very much so, Michael. He has contracts in the oil industry, building empires across the world. He 
has a lot of contacts in America: and I mean contacts at the highest level.” 
“I got you, Sir. So what do you want me to do and when can we start?” He smiled and the others 
laughed. 
“Good man! We knew we could count on you.” 
 Smithy told me to drink my bloody tea; it was getting cold and I was not getting another. 
“So, what will I be doing then, Sir?” He put his brew down and looked me in the eye. 
“Your job will be to babysit the son. Just keep him safe until we pick these bastards up and put them 
away.” 
“When do I start?” 
“Monday, Michael. Is that ok with you?” 
“It all sounds good to me.” 
“We’ve nearly got them, Michael: we just need a little more time.” 
“Ok, boss.” I stood up, and then shook his hand up and down for more reassurance. 
“It looks like we got our man, Smithy.” Pierre walked out the room, patting Smithy on the back. 
“Well done, Michael!” Smithy was happy. 
“Come on, Shit for Brains. Let’s go out and get you a pint.” I quickly rang Hannah, reassured her, and 
then met up with Smithy. 
We jumped in a cab, and I didn’t understand a word he was saying. I know the basics of French but 
I’m not that good. Our Smithy knew the lingo all right – he was a dab hand at it!  
The driver dropped us off in a small town, and we walked over to the alehouse. It looked like the 
place was full of pretentious twats, and they all stared over at us, but Smithy said the place was safe. 
He walked to the bar and bought the first round. Anyway, after my eighth pint I started to relax and 
was soon past caring. I even chatted to a few of them, and they seemed to be a good bunch. I couldn’t 
hang out with them all night, though. It was getting late and I had to get back to my hotel.  Shame! 
The next morning it felt like someone had taken a turd in my mouth. Giving Hannah a call on her 
mobile, I caught her just in time. She was just about to start work. I told her that I loved her and hoped 
our Fran was ok. Fran grabbed the phone off her mum and told me she loved me. I was over the 
moon, telling her I would be home soon. She knew not to ask questions: she was a good girl. 
 
I couldn’t hold it down any longer. I lifted the toilet seat and puked down the hole.  
“What a waste of money!” I made myself a brew and got dressed.  
Smithy wanted to meet up with Ken, who was en route from Arras where he had been on a fastball 
job. I was told that Ken had been babysitting a French barrister. He’d pissed a lot of people off with a 
mafia case, so a price was put on his head and he’d received a few death threats in the last few 
months. The worst part was that his eleven year old kid had been threatened with a knife at school, so 
through a mate knowing a mate they sent our Ken in and he sorted it out. 
 
I met Smithy outside my room – some swish room in the centre of Paris. Smithy had excelled himself 
on this one. 
“Did you sleep well, Michael old chap?” 
“Yes, I passed out about three I think. I was watching some French porn channel, and then I think I 
passed out on the best bits.” 
“You’ve let the side down Michael, mate!” He was laughing his butt off. 
“Come on mate, let’s show you the area.” Hopefully, I’d be able to find something to eat around here, 
for lunch later on. I was starving. 
We walked first, but then Smithy decided to jump in his car, as it would be a lot quicker. 
“So come on, tell me! What’s this arsehole like then, Smithy? What have I let myself in for?” 
 He turned to face me. “He’s a married man – for the third time, I might add. He has two kids, a girl 
and a boy. The girl is fourteen and the boy is eight. Your job will be to babysit the young fella, take 
him to school etc. Just keep a tight rope around his neck, Michael, and don’t let anyone near him.” 
“Do we know anything about the crew?” 
“Well, they’re possibly Al-Qaeda. Our top Intel is telling us that the cash is for guns etc. For the 
‘cause’ and all that.” 
“Tell me about this lad. What does he do; what does he like to do; what are his hobbies?” 



“He goes to a Catholic school in a tiny village outside Paris. His class only holds about eleven 
children, and most of them are from upper-class families. It’s very private, as you can imagine. He’s 
in the junior rugby classes a lot, so he’s not a fat lay-about, like most kids of today. He is also a bit of 
a shy lad at first. Once he gets to know you, he’ll break out of it; you just need to gain his trust first.” 
“I’ll buy him an ice cream then.” We both crack up. 
Smithy pulled up outside a café, and I jumped out of the car and went in.  
“What are you having then, Smithy?” 
“Get us three brews, mate.” 
“Three?” 
“Yeah, our Ken is joining us. He’ll be here in two minutes.” I turned to the woman at the counter. My 
French is not particularly good. 
I stuck three fingers in the air and started waving my hand to and fro from my mouth, showing a cup 
sign. “Tea, love!  Tea, yeah? Do you get me, darling? Tea!” She looked right in my face. 
“I am not your darling; I speak English and I will get you some tea,” came the rather blunt reply.  
On cue, two minutes later Ken arrived. I walked over to the table with our brews to greet him, and he 
was pleased to see us. He told us how his job went tits up and how he had to head back to the UK. He 
said it was a fuck up from the start, that “those tossers in Arras could not even plan a day trip to the 
zoo without screwing it up.” He was not happy. The Police commissioner was a right know-it-all 
bastard. Ken had asked those above to keep his kid protected at school, and they fucked it up. The kid 
was nearly snatched by the mafia and after a terrific row with the Commissioner, Ken got the boy 
back home safely. He wasn’t happy! The barrister and the boy were evacuated to a safe house 100 
miles away. 
We finished off our brews, and Ken left for the UK with a smile on his face. 
“Come on then, let’s get you back to your glamorous hotel for a spa, you camp bastard!” 
“Now that sounds good, Smithy. Come on, let’s go then!”  
He dropped me off just before the spa closed. The only other option was to give our Hannah a phone 
call and then get pissed in the bar. Well, I couldn’t let the side down, now could I! 
 
Monday Morning  
05:45hrs (Security Office) 
 
Smithy had lent me a motor for the week. I arrived at the front gate. “He wasn’t wrong. You really do 
live in the middle of bloody nowhere, mate, don’t you!” I went on muttering to myself. It was most 
probably the nerves kicking in. 
Three security guards were standing at the main gate waiting to meet me. A dog barked constantly, 
sniffing about the place, and I showed one of the three my papers. Another of them phoned through to 
the main office, checking me out. He hung up the phone. 
“Come with me, Mr Fox.” One of the guards jumped in the passenger seat and I drove the car in 
through the narrow gate and up the driveway. With trees on either side, it looked like something from 
a horror movie. I could see a large house up front and said to myself, “You’d have thought a man with 
his money would have had better cars than that. What a cheap bastard!” It looked like an old Datsun 
Cherry on the front drive. 
“Follow me, Mr Fox.” We walked inside, with me feeling a little tense, but that was only to be 
expected. I was told to take a seat in the living quarters; I was then given a cup of coffee and a small 
wafer biscuit. 
Soon after another man entered the room and walked up to me. 
“I have been waiting for you, Mr Fox.” We shook hands. 
“Please Sir, call me Michael.” 
“I hope you have enjoyed your stay with us so far?” 
“Yes Sir, I have. The hotel I’m staying at is superb Sir, the best, especially the bar.” He giggled like a 
child. I thought that Claude would have been a lot taller! 
His son ran into the room and grabbed hold of his father.  
“This is my son Pierre. Say hello, Pierre.” He stood nervously by his father’s side, his little head 
drooping, and greeted me. Pierre was about as nervous as they came. He had short brown hair, blue 
eyes and was missing a finger on his left hand. It was a birth defect.  



“‘Allo!” Then he hid behind his father once again. He was quite cute actually. 
Pierre suddenly darted out from behind his dad and walked cautiously over to me. 
“Excuse me, Sir! Are you going to look after me?” I crouched down and looked straight into his eyes. 
“I give you my word, Pierre, I give you my word.” He smiled timidly and then ran out of the room. 
“Claude seems happy enough. Let’s get cracking on then, mate.”  
“Would you care for a little light lunch, Michael?” 
“Well, yes Sir, I would please, that would be awfully kind of you.” This was the life, hey! I had a 
great morning. The Lady of the House escorted me about the place. She was a grand and calm 
woman. She had her head on her shoulders all right and was very protective of her family and so she 
should be. 
“Mr Fox, Pierre needs this with him always, ok?” She passed me an inhaler for his asthma, and I was 
rigorously reminded of any medical disorders in the family, and what she wanted me to do in an 
emergency. I could not blame her for being so protective; she was protecting her only son.  
“I promise no harm will come to your son, ma’am.” She smiled at me. 
“Come on. I will show you the gardens.”  
 
Next, I was introduced to the head of security. With all the diplomatic stuff out the way, it was time to 
get down to business. I was not going to hold back with some jumped-up security guard. 
“Right, mate. My name is Michael. Whatever you were doing before is about to be thrown in the bin. 
You got me, mate?” Oh, he got me all right. He didn’t look too happy, but he got me. 
I located his office and checked his security files, what kit they had and so on. Most of it was binned. 
“You only have one guard on nights?” He told me about staffing levels. 
“Don’t you worry about that; I will get you all the funding you need.” 
I held a meeting with security management that afternoon. We gathered in the boardroom with locked 
doors.  
“Gentlemen, may I humbly apologise for my lack of French skills on this occasion. I have been 
welcomed here with open arms and I am sincerely grateful for that. However, I am also here to carry 
out a job, and that job is to protect young Pierre from a very serious threat. This is no joke, gentlemen. 
A young person’s life is in danger and we are here to prevent that as from now. Do you understand 
me?” They nodded in agreement. 
“From this moment life as you once knew it is over.”  
“This is the plan.” They listened in carefully. 
“I want funding from you the manager, to replace all the security cameras in the grounds. Is that ok, 
Sir?” 
“Yes, Michael. What else do you need?”  
“Sir, I’ve been talking to the head of security this morning and we have only one man on nights. That 
is just not enough: we need a minimum of two, ideally more. Can we fund this please?” The head of 
security agreed. 
“I also want static and perimeter patrols in and around the grounds twenty-four seven. If we have 
dogs, then why aren’t they being used effectively? Come on, guys, let’s screw the nut.” I walked the 
grounds with the security manager, looking for weak points that could compromise the house security. 
I pulled out my personal notebook and briefed the manager as to what I wanted in the near future. 
“Right, boss! We have an acre of ground here. I’ve already seen one hole in the fence down by the 
duck pond, which isn’t secure at all. The fence is broken in two places by the squash courts and I 
could run a regiment through that drive way without anyone knowing about it!” He looked rather 
pathetic! I called the rest of the guys in and briefed them on my findings. Then I got the boss down to 
listen to what I had to say. 
“Thank you, guys, for coming back.  I’ve been around the grounds and I’m not really happy!” I read 
out my list of faults. The men agreed with me. 
“With your permission, boss, I would like a little extra funding to correct these faults. I’d like two 
men permanently stationed at the front entrance, and two guard dogs patrolling the grounds every 
hour. I would also like the repairs done this week to the exterior fence etc.” The boss was happy, and 
so was I. 
Later that afternoon we ended the briefing. I had my dinner and the boss insisted that I stay from this 
day forwards. Smithy brought my kit over and I retired to my new quarters for the evening. The room 



was a double, with a small narrow window made of dark pine. I had a great view of the garden and the 
main gate house. Through the vast tree line, I could see down into a valley where a bunch of sheep 
stood munching on the grass. I had a small lamp next to my bed with a little glass of water and a 
couple of chocolate cookies. I felt very welcome. 
The following morning I met a few colleagues downstairs for a full hearty French breakfast: 
croissants, preserves, and a cup of coffee. 
The head of security met me outside after breakfast. Pierre stood behind me, and I was handed a 
Browning 9mm pistol with a shoulder holster. 
“Have you got your school bag, young man?” 
“Yes, Sir. Oh!” He ran back inside, and then came running out again holding his PE kit. 
“I nearly forgot this, Sir.” 
“Don’t call me “Sir”, call me Michael – ok?” He jumped in my car and we drove towards the main 
gate. I waved over to the guards and smiled, and they waved back. They seemed friendly enough. I’d 
soon work them into shape, and have them working as a team before the end of the week! 
“Are you scared, Pierre?” A bit of a dumb thing to ask, but I could not think of anything else to say. 
“A little, but I know I have you and the others looking after me, so I feel safer now.” 
“Don’t you worry, young Pierre; I am the best there is for looking after people.” 
“Good! Are you sure we have to go to school? Can’t we go fishing or something?” 
“No, because your dad would have me shot!” We both laughed. It was fun hanging around with a 
young boy. He seemed quite funny, and he had a great sense of humour. 
“You can drop me here, Michael.” We arrived at school. The headmaster soon came running over to 
us with a few young female teachers by his side, (which I did not mind at all!) 
“Good morning, Pierre, and you must be Mr Fox. How lovely to meet you. Please follow me.” 
“How is your father, Pierre? Come; mind that step, Mr Fox.” His beauties followed on. 
Soon we arrived in his plush office, full of decorations and old army pictures of himself. 
“Right, Headmaster, you obviously know what’s going on. My job is to keep young Pierre here alive, 
and that I will do. I will shadow him constantly throughout the day. I will be watching his every 
move. If, and I mean IF something should spook me, then I will be pulling Pierre immediately from 
school, ok?” 
“Yes, that is fine by me, Mr Fox.” 
 “Good.” I’m offered a cup of tea. 
“So tell me, Headmaster, about your days in the forces!” I was intrigued.  
“Yes, of course Michael. I was in the French Special Forces for nine years. They were very good 
times.” 
“So why did you leave?” 
“Family, Michael, family! The love of a good woman, who gave me better attention than my Sergeant 
Major.” I totally agreed. 
“Right, Pierre! It’s time we got you to class. If Madame Pevreall asks of your whereabouts this 
morning, then tell her to contact me in my office directly. Ok, Pierre?” 
I followed Pierre into his classroom, where I met his teacher. She seemed ok; she was safe enough for 
me. The first lesson today was Maths! I had forgotten how boring maths was. No wonder I failed 
maths as a kid. I felt so sorry for these poor little sods. Most of the kids looked half asleep. 
“Mr Fox?” She seemed cross! 
“If you wish to stay in class, then maybe you could help us out and answer my question!” I had no 
idea what she was talking about. I was rather red-faced. Her English, though, was excellent! 
“Sorry, Miss! What question was that?” The kids laughed. 
“What is the answer to the question on the board, Mr Fox?” I sat there like a plank.  
“Eighteen, Miss.” The sour faced old bat!  
“No, the answer is 21” That’s why I hated maths at school. 
She continued to teach the class, but it wasn’t long before the lunch bell rang. I was as relieved as the 
kids as I followed Pierre into the playground where he met his friends each day for lunch and football 
games. 
“You can come and sit next to me if you like, Michael.” He smiled over to me. 
“I don’t mind if I do, Pierre! That’s very kind of you.” We sat down and talked for half an hour about 
friends, family and life. It was very interesting to learn, from a kid, I mean. 



“Come on, Michael! It’s time for PE. Come on, let’s go, or we’ll miss out on the best spot in the 
changing rooms!” Ten minutes later we were all out on the sports field waiting to play football. 
Pierre ran from one end of the ground to the other. 
“Go on, Pierre, head it in the net!” He missed the shot and head butted a kid who started crying. 
“Good lad!” I shouted. Everyone seemed shocked by the incident! I, on the other hand, felt excited by 
it. Pierre needed to harden up. I learnt as a kid that you had to defend yourself from an early age, or 
people would walk all over you. 
“Come on, Pierre! Do it again!  Get that ball in the back of the net, lad!” 
The head teacher was standing next to me. 
“He’s a bright boy, isn’t he Mr Fox?” 
“Yes, indeed he is, Headmaster.” He turned to look at me. 
“Look after him won’t you, Michael, look after him! How terrible the way the world has changed so 
that even children get affected by war and terrorism”. 
“Come on, Pierre! Strike the ball, run as fast as you can!” I could see his little legs go for it, and I 
couldn’t beat him for trying. He gave it his all. 
There were fifteen minutes of the match left to play. My legs relaxed and I sat down on the grass bank 
overlooking the pitch, where I had a clear view of Pierre. I looked behind me to where the headmaster 
was talking to a female member of staff and the caretaker was sweeping up some leaves near the 
kitchens. I was thinking about what I would be having for tea tonight. 
I looked down at Pierre. He kicked the ball high up into the air, and as it fell downwards I caught sight 
of a figure on the opposite side of the fence. He was about three hundred metres away on the outer 
school grounds. His hands were above his shoulders. He seemed to be looking through a pair of 
binoculars. I stood up, continuing to stare at the figure across the field. 
There was a small hut across the way, about one hundred metres from the fence, I sprinted over, 
hopefully without being seen, trying to catch him off guard. I used the huts as cover, and trying to get 
as close as I could, I cocked my pistol, placing a 9mm round into the chamber. I released the safety 
catch and held it with a firm grip, ready to fire at any threat! Before I got that far, the figure clocked 
me and legged it, and I heard a car squealing, accelerating up the road. I quickly called Smithy and 
gave him an update. He told me to grab the boy and get back to the house. 
Legging it straight across the pitch I grabbed hold of Pierre as I ran, throwing him in the back of the 
car as quickly as possible. 
“Pierre, get your seat belt on now!” He did as he was told.  
“What is going on, Michael?” 
“Bad people, Pierre – like the ones I told you about. Remember?” 
I hit the gas and then made my way back through the maze of roads.  
“Have you got your seat belt on, Pierre?” 
“Yes Sir, just like you said.” 
“Good boy, Pierre. We’ll be ok: please, don’t worry!” 
We drove like mad men down through the country lanes. My phone vibrated: it was our Smithy.  
“What have you got for me, mate?  
Smithy was excited. “You’ve got someone tailing you, buddy. He’s about four hundred metres to your 
rear. Can you see him in your mirror, Michael?”   
“No! That is a negative.” 
“We’ve been watching all points on the school and clocked him just after you rang it in. Continue 
your path to the house and we’ll pick you up. Do you receive me Michael?” 
“That’s a positive, mate.” I drove like a lunatic through the back roads, narrowly missing hedges, 
tractors. Taking the Browning 9mm pistol, I rested it down by my crutch. 
“Pierre, I want you to do something for me: and please don’t be afraid, ok?” 
 He looked convinced. “What do you want me to do?” 
“I want you to undo your seat belt and lie across the back seat, so you’re then face down. Then, I want 
you to clip each belt over your body so you’re held in nice and tightly. Have you got that, Pierre?” 
“Yes, I understand.” 
“Good boy!” 
I rang Smithy.  
“The boy is secure. I have a round in the chamber; there is still no sign of that motor, Smithy.” 



“Just keep focused and continue onwards.” I hung up the phone. 
“Hold on now, Pierre, things will get a little bumpy, ok! Don’t be scared. I will get you home in one 
piece.” 
When I looked in the mirror I could see a red car approaching fast from behind. It remained at a 
distance of no more than fifty metres. My eyes were constantly focusing on the three men occupying 
the vehicle. 
I slowed down a little, giving them scope to catch up, and as they pulled alongside I looked over to 
the passenger. He told me to pull over calmly, at which I stuck my 9mm out the window and let off a 
shot through his window, catching the bastard in the arm. Their car swerved off to one side, but it 
wasn’t long before they hit me up the arse. Pierre was screaming in the back: I told him to calm down.  
I started thrashing the motor all over the road, hitting the car a further three times with rounds from 
my 9mm Pistol, and just narrowly missing the driver. He accelerated into my back end again. By this 
time Pierre was screaming for his mother. To add to our problems, my mobile phone fell in the foot 
well, and I couldn’t get to it without smashing my head on the steering wheel. 
The target hit me right up the arse again, trying to knock me off the road, but I kept a firm hold of the 
steering wheel. If I misjudged this, we’d be in the hedge.  
The car bounced off the bank and onto the road. The engine was smoking, so I slowed down a little 
and tried for a clean shot on the driver. I let the vehicle pull up slowly, holding my hand out to bargain 
with the driver. They stopped attacking me and pulled alongside, but just before they reached my 
window the passenger opened up on me with an automatic machine gun. He riddled the side of our 
motor with bullets, narrowly missing young Pierre. I returned fire, killing the passenger with a lucky 
shot.  
I sped off up the road with the driver chasing after me. We were nudging one another all the way, 
until we reached the carriageway beside a pond, at which point I quickly slammed the motor into third 
and spun the car around. He followed suit and we sped off up the road. My mobile phone was buzzing 
but I couldn’t quite see or find it. Then I reached down beneath my seat and grabbed it, with one 
quick, lucky move. I noticed Smithy had been constantly ringing me, and I read his text message.  
“Ring me ASAP – are you ok?”  I dialled his number, my hands shaking frantically, the gun down on 
my lap. They continued to open up with a hail of bullets. Three to four rounds emerged from nowhere 
and took out my front windscreen. 
“Where the hell have you been?” Smithy was not very happy! 
“I couldn’t get to my phone. They’re serious, Smithy: I need help, and I mean now, Smithy! I’m out 
of ammo!” 
“We have you already, Michael; just carry on driving and we’ll pick it up from there.” I threw the 
phone on the back seat. 
“Are you ok, Pierre?” He was crying. His breathing was fast, and I thought he might have gone into 
shock. I needed help fast! 
I carried on up the road. This bastard motor would not go any faster and I was flat out doing seventy. 
My targets had stopped firing, though – they seemed to have backed off. We drove into a wooded area 
with large chunky pine trees either side of the road. 
Yes, the target really had backed off. There must have been more than ninety metres between us now. 
I clocked them from my rear view mirror, my eyes stinging from the dirt coming in through the 
smashed windscreen.  
“Pierre, will you stop crying, lad, for five minutes! We’re safe. I told you I’d get us home didn’t I, 
Pierre!”  
As I passed an opening on my right my phone was buzzing again, but I ignored it. I needed to lose 
these buggers fast. 
A van pulled out across my path, and I came to a grinding halt. Soldiers jumped out of the van in front 
of me.  
“Get out of the car now! Move it!” The soldiers shouted. 
The soldiers grabbed Pierre from the back seat and me from the driver’s seat and moved us to behind 
the van in the road. 
Whilst all this was happening, the car following, closed in. Suddenly from behind it a white van 
appeared out of the bush and stopped – blocking the road. The side door opened and suddenly a high 
calibre machine gun opened up on the car. There was no taking of prisoners or time for negotiations. 



The occupants of the car were torn to shreds in seconds. A full belt was unloaded and suddenly the air 
was silent again. 
I had to sit down: I was exhausted. My adrenaline was pumping, and I was now on the come-down. 
My hand was shaking. All I wanted to know was if my little mate Pierre was ok. If he was alright, 
then so was I: my job was done! 
Smithy was happy. As he said to me before I made my way back to Paris, you don’t take on an 
assignment for someone like Claude without feeling the full force of man who lives for power. He 
wanted any threat to his family terminated, and that was what we had achieved. 
 
It was over a week until we found out that they were Al-Qaeda. The passenger was found a hundred 
metres up the road with three bullet holes in him. I must have got a lucky shot off because I swore I 
only fired two rounds at him! The repercussions from this went widespread across the world. Al-
Qaeda was now running like their former IRA counterparts, grabbing quick cash for the cause! 
 
The driver and the other back seat passenger were both Al-Qaeda too. The mess was cleaned up and 
brushed under the carpet within a week, and by the end of that same week I had a guard force the size 
of the British Army patrolling the grounds. Pierre continued his schooling at home with a private 
tutor. 
 
 


