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The only thing necessary for the triumph of evil is for good men to do nothing.
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The organisation will not tolerate mistakes. Be careful, check and double check but most important, never rush because the most important part of my job is to complete the mission. The organisation’s leadership had zero tolerance for errors and I understood the consequences of failure. The country of my birth and allegiance fought a war with itself. An internal battle raged between two groups of powerful and influential people. 

On one side stood the wealthy elite who didn’t see the need for the people to benefit from the country’s vast resources. Wealth existed for those who were worthy. On the other side stood the masses who were the rightful owners of the country. Alas, these multitudes sweated and toiled for little reward. These people endured hardship, discrimination and the curse of being born poor. But their numbers gave them power and influence. 

A select handful of people from the President down to his acolytes controlled the country’s decision making. As long as the corrupted stayed in power, they decided who benefitted from the bountiful riches. These handfuls raped the land for personal benefit, while the masses suffered. Genuine heroes sacrificed themselves for nothing but honour or history. Any rational society would call these people criminals, terrorists, and killers. But when political power backs up their activities, then the innocents are helpless. 

Or so they thought, because others existed who stood against the corruption. These people stood for justice and integrity, for fairness, for the people who couldn’t fight back. These citizens went about their business careful to not draw attention to themselves. Their motivation was simple. Our country is glorious, the people are good and its history is long. The country can do so much better without the current system. 

The powerful elite knew this, so while external enemies hovered, the genuine fear came from an internal uprising. Images of former Romanian Ceausescu put against a wall with his wife and summarily executed resonated around the world, so no greater fear existed for leaders who subjugated their own people.

The existence of the organisation, established a century ago, was unknown except for the few insiders who worked with or within. Its function turned out not to depose corrupt leaders but to temper their excesses, reign in despotic behaviour, and help the people when no one else would. Those who worked there referred to the organisation as Phoenix.

Even though I knew about two other operatives, apart from brief collaborations on large jobs, I worked alone. Instructions for a job would turn up encrypted on the phone, money transferred to a bank account, and then I would undertake the mission. Failure to complete the mission ended in only one way ... death for me. Because I was neither forced nor coerced into serving, I volunteered with the clear understanding of my tenure. Phoenix paid its operatives well and I wouldn’t deny monetary reward was a powerful motivation. However, patriotism and a sense of righteousness were the key motivations. The money presented as an added bonus. 

The organisation’s recruitment process demanded its candidates satisfy five key points for acceptance: military training, no immediate family, motivated, an independent thinker and a willingness to sacrifice. Through a decade of service, I had operated on behalf of the organisation to clean up the mess, as they called it. Today would be no different.

The twenty-fifth floor of the downtown building gave a perfect view of the path the target would take. I knew the target and I knew the range and would not miss. Access to the roof through a security card and false identification proved easy. Who cares about a tradesman repairing an air conditioning system in an unsecured downtown building? 

The target’s name was Arnold, a cruel, arrogant thug and notorious drug trafficker. Women and children captured and then sold into slavery seemed the favourite part of his business empire. As part of the brief, I received video intelligence about Arnold and how he treated his captives. 

Bound and gagged, a young woman stared with dead eyes into the camera while Arnold raped her. Another man took his place and then another. Nine in total. Humiliation seemed part of the aim as laughter and encouragement for the man thrusting covered any noise the woman made.

Perhaps human trafficking is an easier way to make money and less competitive than drug smuggling. The drug cartels were ruthless in competition and intolerant to anyone not part of their group. On the other hand, individuals in poor countries were helpless against corrupt government and organised crime. 

Because the cartel controlled all levels of government through bribery and coercion, Arnold had the power to choose anyone he desired. One president even had a law passed that gave Arnold’s company exclusive rights to local labour. Legalised indentured slavery was alive and well in the 21st century. 

Each year, thousands of women and children vanished from their families never to be seen again. Arnold sold these people on a market that dealt in modern-day slavery. This market brought easy money because women and children were vulnerable prey and brought top dollar. Many of the innocents he used for his own desires or passed them onward to his henchmen. 

Arnold controlled the entire empire, not only arranging the kidnap or purchase but planting the victims in brothels he owned or by selling them to the highest bidder. Homeless, stateless, and unable to speak the local language these girls and women lived a fate worse than death. 

Under such circumstances, I enjoyed my work, taking out society’s garbage. Arnold deserved to die; a bullet too good for him, but today it would do. He had crossed a boundary where people said ‘enough’ and now he would pay the price. About time this one met his end, I thought. Why wasn’t this piece of shit maggot food long ago? The people I worked for should strive for improved standards I lamented.

A gentle breeze ruffled the hair, and I checked the windage adjustment. Patience Andre ... patience. There ... yes, there! The target strutted from the building exit. Men in dark suits surrounded him on four sides. Glances right, glances left the four bodyguards peered through dark sunglasses at anything considered a threat. A boy on a skateboard, a mother walking her child but they did not detect the slim barrel almost a kilometre away. 

Arnold stood inside the arc of protection. Shorter and thicker than the hired muscle, Arnold’s dark hair blew in the slight breeze and flopped over his designer sunglasses. A hand wiped away the hair in annoyance. Pale and sickly, a black goatee beard contrasted with pasty skin on an evil face. 

Fifty metres to his car and step by step, he moved closer to safety and closer to me. Twenty metres, fifteen. I checked the scope ... range 900 metres... fall of bullet... windage... all checked. Five metres from the car the target stooped for the car door. After squeezing the trigger, I sent death on its way. 

Too late ... no... he didn’t stoop to enter the car. Arnold bent over to accept a running child into his arms. Hidden by the blackened bulletproof windows, the child had emerged from the vehicle to run to Arnold. 

Emotionless, I watched the spray of blood. The child took the full impact of the heavy bullet which punched the body into its father’s arms. The target fell backwards from the momentum of the rushing child propelled by the bullet impact. 

A moment frozen in time, a snapshot etched deep into the psyche. No ... no...no... what have I done? The shot had gone and I couldn’t take it back. Stunned into immobility, I watched armed security emerge to cover the father and child, denying any further shot. Despite having failed to kill the assigned target, worse still I had taken the life of a child. 

Shocked at this unexpected disaster and reeling from the death of an innocent, I went into automatic mode. After disassembling the weapon and cleaning the area of evidence, I surveilled the surroundings. Distant sirens wailed and within minutes of the fateful error, I entered the street and walked away from the scene. Sirens neared and bystanders bolted for safety amid the panic and confusion. Soon, a sense of curiosity mixed with alarm etched itself on people’s faces, replacing the fear of mere moments ago. Rumour and gossip came from lips to tell anyone who would listen about the drama and horror. Anger brewed in the gathering crowd. 

“A six-year-old boy,” 

“Just a child,” 

“Who could do such a monstrous act?” 

Ashamed at what I had done, I fled the scene, surrendering to ingrained training to guide me. The arranged contact answered following the first ring.

“Cover and shelter,” I asked. 

Voice disguised through a robotic algorithm; the contact gave me an address. Perhaps an hour to safety so I proceeded at a pace that didn’t draw attention. Care and caution were by words of a successful operation. Change direction, stop and observe, watch for the unusual actions of others, look for familiar faces, and stay unobtrusive. For a decade, I learned these evasion techniques to keep me alive. These skills had served me well and now I used each to cover my tracks, check for tails or unexpected opposition. 

The journey to the safe house took longer than expected because caution insisted that any individuals I encountered could be enemies. Therefore, a dozen changes of direction and speed led me around in circles to check and recheck. 

Reaching the safe house on the city’s outskirts, I buried the rifle, discarded the scope, and checked the property and immediate surroundings. Nondescript described the building I cowered in for safety. One in a long row of the same terrace-style two-story apartments. The property sat empty as a safe house for operatives pre and post missions. Inside the house, I searched each room and found nothing of use except for two pieces of fruit and an energy bar. 

The usual routine would be to hide the weapon, receive the all clear, and afterwards make my way to a transport hub. From there, I would flee the country to a destination of my choice to await the next mission or contact. 

Six hours passed while I watched for outside movement or anything out of place. Time gave me an opportunity to think, and I didn’t like what had entered the head. Remorse, guilt ... what had I done? A child ... a child. I sent death to an innocent and deserved what would happen. An awareness of the price of not one failure but two grew in the stomach. How could I miss the target and kill an innocent? Despair took me into dark places. A child ... a harmless child taken while a devil lived. Anger surfaced and I raged at my incompetence and the unfairness of life taken from a child. Revenge on the devil, I will find a way to kill him, but for that I must survive.

A rattle outside the window switched the senses on. What was that noise? The postal worker ... yes, quite normal on his bike delivering letters. Wait! Why does he come back? I had never seen a postal worker deliver a letter then ride off to only return to deliver another letter to the same address. The rider appeared fit and swarthy. A chiselled unshaven jaw sat below eye glasses. What did I notice about him that worried me? The eyes ... yes, the eyes flitted to objects he shouldn’t consider. Why did he study the garden and the fence? What is special about the windows? I left the front room and entered the kitchen. A shadow passing through the window warned me to duck. Glass exploded over me from the 45 calibre rounds aimed in my direction. Unarmed, I grabbed a knife from the bench and crawled out of the kitchen to hide in a room under the stairwell. 

Sounds of splitting timber echoed throughout the house. The rear door collapsed inwards in a spray of glass and timber. The front door followed with the frame jettisoned into the hallway. Two killers hunted me. Silence fell except for the faint scrunch of broken glass. Aware protocol demanded I be unarmed, both killers disregarded caution in favour of speed. 

Accompanied only by my heartbeat, I waited for the killers in silence. Steps on the staircase, a slight creak, then another as one assailant climbed a step at a time. A hand touched the small door I hid behind. The knob turned, and the door opened. The knife flew and hit the hand on the door handle. On instinct, the man gasped in pain and reached to comfort the injury with his gun hand. A chance for survival offered itself and in a flash, I kicked out to smash the attacker’s knee. With surprise still on my side, I grabbed the gun hand and wrestled it free. But ... wait, the attacker had another weapon hidden on his belt. 

As if time had stopped, split seconds lingered and slow motion separated life and death. The pistol turned to face my attacker. Slow like a snail, the muzzle targeted the enemy. A finger squeezed and the weapon fired. The noise crashed, and the bullet hit the killer a bare two metres away. Three fingers flew off his disintegrating right hand, the knuckle dissolving in a spray of blood, bone, and sinew. Horror crossed his face, and for good measure I kicked him in the teeth, then pistol-whipped him. Collapsed on the floor, the assassin lay silent. Both his hands appeared useless. 

Still in the small room under the stairs, I waited until the ringing in my ears subsided. The other man lurked above me on the staircase, silent and waiting for me to expose myself. Sixth senses felt his presence mere metres away. Neither of us had a clear shot, but as a professional; he tried his luck and fired through the stairs and roof of the hide. A bullet thumped into the floor inches from my leg. Another smashed a bucket; another splintered the doorjamb while he guessed at my exact location. Again, I had no shot and would die if I exposed myself. 

Exposure required a second to find him, aim, and fire. An eternity at this range. 

A squeak of the floorboard above me, then another. I tracked the sound and fired through the roof and got lucky. A cry of pain, followed by a tumble, as the body fell to the base of the stairs. Now ... I charged from concealment to cover the five metres needed to neutralise my opponent. The man at the bottom of the stairs scrambled to pick up his weapon. Too slow ... too late. Fingers scrambled for the gun, so I shot him in the shoulder. The killer slumped back and away from the weapon, holding his wounded and shattered arm. Without hesitation, I took the advantage and smashed him unconscious. 

A search of his body found another weapon. Who were these men sent to kill me? Cable ties bound both men and I checked outside to see if more attackers laid in wait. The noise of gunfire must attract attention I thought. Why didn’t they have silencers? 

The man with damaged hands groaned, and I threw water on his face. He came around and eyes peered at me. Cold eyes and furrowed brow. The eyes turned to the weapon waving in his face. Could he reach it and complete his mission he thought? Eyes switched back to me and the shoulders slumped. No, he couldn’t. I asked my attacker a question, but he gave no answer, only returning a dull stare and a look of distaste. 

“Tell me, who are you? Why do you wish to kill me?” 

No answer, so I cocked the handgun and pointed it at his face. Eyes hardened and narrowed, switching from the dark pit of the muzzle to me. Silence! I crouched before him and lowered the barrel to point toward his groin. Eyes widened and his breath shortened. Ha! Men will face death, but having your balls blown off became far worse than death. 

“They have marked you for death.” 

The man winced in obvious pain, but the gun urged him to continue. Any information I might glean from these men could prolong my life.

“You failed in your mission and killed an innocent.” 

Life as I knew it ended right there and right then. I had no other option but to run and hide. Dejected at the reality of this disaster, I slumped down amongst my assassins for a moment. The other man hadn’t moved, so I assessed a next move. Time to go arrived, but a professional curiosity bothered me.

“Why didn’t you use silencers?”

No answer came from the man, so I cocked the trigger and pushed the muzzle into his groin.

The silence continued, but the answer became obvious. These two men expected help and more assassins roared toward the house right now. Using their belts to tie arms, I then stuffed rags in their mouths. A shoulder bag I stuffed with the fruit and energy bar. Ready to leave, I studied my assailants one more time. 


“I will not kill you. Neither of you is in any shape to pursue me, and I do not kill for the sake of it.” 


The assailant with the shoulder injury beckoned me to remove his gag. 

“Andre, isn’t it?” 

I nodded. 


“You will not survive. Remember, it is not only our employer who wants you dead. The man whose son you killed will hunt and the authorities will chase you. Andre, make it quick and kill yourself because death will be slow if that father catches you.” 



With a nod, I stuffed the gag back into his mouth. Hours were all I had. Out through the broken door, I checked up and down the street. The street appeared deserted, so I walked to the fake post office van my would be assassins had driven. Stick on emblems gave it away, but from a distance the vehicle appeared genuine. Speed became imperative, so to save time I drove the assailant’s vehicle to the metro station. 

Checks up and down the street yielded nothing, so I pulled the collar up, covered my head with a buff, and donned dark sunglasses. I had changed jackets with the unconscious attacker and hoped my disguise would fool cursory glances made at surveillance cameras. But I knew the ruse wouldn’t last. The only advantage was the unexpected choice to travel deeper into the city and not the obvious flee to the countryside. This, I believed would buy time. 

In the metro station, I found the bank of lockers and opened the one matching the key I held. Inside the locker, a small grey bag sat as the only content. This bag was my emergency backup, a last hope, when all looked lost. Toting the bag, I walked down the escalators to the platform. Trains whizzed back and forth, but I required a specific train going to the main intercity station. 

On the platform, I studied every person who walked past me. A pounding heart brought on fidgeting and impatience. Calm Andre ... calm. A deep breath soothed the mind, but I continued to study every person with flitting eyes. Anyone could be an enemy. Vigilance! Don’t become paranoid though, Andre. Did those eyes linger too long in my direction? Is that man armed? The woman smiled at me ... why? 

A roar and a rush of displaced air turned eyes toward the tunnel mouth. A pulse started in my neck and I prayed for the train to emerge from the tunnel. There, here it comes and about time. Slower and slower, the train poured into the platform, but the wait for the train to slow and stop seemed excruciating. People shuffled forward and doors opened. Wait, wait for disembarking passengers before surging forward through the doors. At last, I moved aboard and found a seat where I could study the entire carriage. Each passenger earned a scan, but I detected no obvious threats. Too many tired and bored faces. 

The longest fifteen minutes of my life and three stations passed before I reached the station I needed. Time seemed interminable and I tried to breathe and relax. Control and vigilance were imperative. Death awaited mistakes or carelessness. 

Soon after disembarking the train, I ducked out of the stream of passengers and stood back to observe them move to the escalators. With a roar, the train disappeared into the tunnel, but I continued scanning the platform for any lagging passengers. Eyes flitted back and forth searching all the time, searching for a clue or hint of danger, but I noticed nothing out of the ordinary. Nothing presented as dangerous to me yet. 

A ticket across the border seemed the first step to freedom, but the clock ticked ... soon my assailants will raise the alarm and all hell would break loose. Had I made a mistake leaving the assailants alive? I could have killed them both, but I didn’t. These were my people and to me death reigned only on enemies outside of Phoenix and those deserving of it. Otherwise, I am no better than the people Phoenix paid me to stop. 

The intercity express approached the platform, causing a rush forward from waiting passengers. Patience Andre! Anyone hanging back like me I wonder. That man ... no, he now pushes forward. After waiting for the train to fill, I boarded and studied each passenger. Soon the train moved away from the platform and taking my seat, confidence in escape grew second by second. An hour to the border. So, this is it. I must disappear never to be found. 
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God, I hated these men. A woman’s face turned out to be a novel item because each set of eyes addressed my boobs. Boobs and cleavage attracted male attention, drawing and focussing eyes and concentration. The constant ogling and disrespect annoyed me. Even standing next to their wives, these men stared like hungry dogs at a meat feast. But I had suffered unwanted attention for so many years that I expected nothing else from the male gaze.

Fifteen years of modelling had finished and yes, I had done well with money, but these men had never given kudos to my intellect. Even though I held a double degree with honours in marketing and business development, they disregarded it as meaningless. I became a pair of tits, a round ass, and long legs. Sexual objectification from men is what I noticed in their manner, eyes, and attitude. Since I turned sixteen, almost twenty years ago, men had paid me to look the part. Photoshoots followed catwalks, which followed parts in advertisements. A glamorous life, but one with small regards to the brain. 

Too many failed relationships added to the frustration in my life. Was it me that had the problem? No, I hadn’t slept with so many men that I couldn’t pair bond with one. I don’t know what happened. One day I turned sixteen and the next day I’m thirty-five. Life and career blurred while marriage and children let alone love eluded me. I seemed to attract the narcissistic bullshitters, seen as a trophy to be taken to events and parties, to be shown off as a prize. Perhaps these men were my type. Go getters, confident and brash. Did I chase the bad boy type? If so, I caught a lot of them and got what I deserved. However, despite the shallow consorts I dated, I had ambition, and I had the smarts. 

Familiar smiles and nods floated around the room. My date for the night, Brian, worked the room like an expert. A fellow model, Brian knew everyone and had probably slept with everyone women and men. Later, we would hookup but Brian and I were never anything more than that. Too different in too many ways. Brian loved to flirt and fuck and a favourite of his was group sex with men and women. Yes, they were fun, but I found performing oral sex on women or on a man with another man odd and not what I fancied. Strange, but I found Brian attractive because he loved to dominate and despite me being an industry leader my fetish was to be submissive. Still, good old boring me preferred one man and one woman in a relationship where love and respect were present. And that is what I craved more than anything. A man to love and who loves me. Lie in one another’s arms and do stuff together. Too late for me, lamented. 

However, knowing Brian I wondered if he
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