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Sit back and relax and let me tell you a story of danger in paradise, whether this is a real-life story or that of pure fiction, I will let you decide.

Another night ended the same as they had for the last thirty years; go to sleep for a few hours before waking up due to the reoccurring nightmares which involve me dying in some sort of strange fashion. From my brains being blown out, to being eaten by creatures that wouldn't look lost in Jurassic Park.

Cannot lay here all day, besides it’s light outside, time to remove my lazy butt out of my pit and hose myself down. Some person once told me when you rise in the morning if you stretch and put a big cheesy grin on your face helps the day go well, what a load of crap. What is there to lose? So here goes. Note to self, don't try that again in the shower, nearly broke my bloody neck!

One of the many vital lessons they taught in the military was breakfast is the most important meal of the day. So, let's go and stare at the food cupboard for five minutes, deciding what to eat before choosing what I always have, Weetabix. Followed by several cups of strong coffee. More than what the silly personages on the TV would say was bad for you one day and acceptable the next. So who cares, I like the taste.

Breakfast out of the way, time to turn on the computer and read my emails, wonder who wants a piece of me this morning. Fantastic news, only two people wanting me to squeeze a stone to discover how much blood I might be able to extract.

Demand from the not-so-friendly people at the council saying I have twenty-one days to come up with several thousand pounds or the bailiffs would be around to seize my home and its contents. Another from the landlord stating my direct debit failed, and my rent is now overdue. Better not open any of the letters piling up over on the dining table, almost certainly more bad news, I will read them tomorrow.

It is the middle of summer, and for once it's stopped raining and the sun’s come out to play, so stuff work, can't be bothered anyway. My therapist Tony once said, ‘try to start the day on a positive note’, simple for him to say, he's not got the arseholes from the local authorities on his back.

In the spirit of giving it a go, I need to go into town anyhow so might as well walk as the sun's out. Plus, I hate getting on a bus because of the numerous amount of annoying people who insist, even though it is empty, sitting behind with their non-stop talking.

Not always easy to find the Chimp, so one of two things happen; I become incredibly stressed out, or I turn around and tell them to shut the fuck up. Best to walk me thinks, anyway, walking is supposed to be perfect for relieving stress.

An uneventful hour-stroll later I arrived at the edge of town, let's hope it is not too packed. One thing I find unbearable is too many people in a confined space, or any place for that matter. Partly the oversight of the Army training me to be hypervigilant. Plus, my time serving in what's known as the Forgotten War, Northern Ireland. Come to think about it, this is all the Army’s fault for preparing everyone to a high level, but not un-training you when you leave.

Does not help with arrogant politicians in Westminster on their relentless pursuit of Veterans who served in the Forgotten War, they were the bastards who sent us in there in the first place.

Shame there is no witch-hunt for terrorists making all the killings, oh yes, they can't, thanks to the get out of jail card they gave them on Good Friday.

Positive it won't be long before they come knocking at my door. Saw some stupid Labour politician the other day on the TV saying she would not draw a line under the conflict for veterans, the cow did for the terrorist.

Reminds me of a post I saw on social media, 'If you can't stand behind our military, then stand in their boots for a few days’. Wonder how many of the spineless arseholes mouthing off would do this, especially in a war zone?

Don't really have a lot to do in town today apart from picking up some dobby dust, the washing is starting to pile up and stink a bit, thank fuck for Febreze. Shit, the city is busy and need to make my way to the other end, this is going to take some planning.

Not a problem for the majority of the population but suffering from Chronic PTSD, due to a terrorist putting a pistol to my head and trying to blow me away; fortunate for me, it misfired. Shame the scumbag legged it before the gesture was repaid.

Thanks to my hypervigilance, I am continuously on the lookout for threats, which might come from any direction, even the woman pushing the pram. More feasible from the woman with the pushchair, terrorist organisations use to hide their weapons under the baby before pulling out the gun and taking a shot, then running away like the cowards they were.

One of the many skills I learnt while undergoing surveillance training was the ability to perceive what was going on 180 degrees from the direction you are looking. The refection in windows is a great way to monitor who or what is behind you, would be surprised how many times that comes in handy.

A quick check to where Mickey's hands were pointing, it is 12:00, so it must be beer o'clock. Wonder if the two nutters I encountered on my last visit to nuthouse are in town and fancy a few cold ones?

Met both of them on a two-week stay at Combat Stress, an organisation that provided support for veterans with mental health issues from every service and every conflict since 1919. Like me, they were there for problems affecting their mental health, conditions sustained in conflicts around the world. Probably why we all got on from the start on day one, spent most of the time taking the piss out of each other.

Simon was a slim build, six-foot Cavalryman who served fifteen years as a commander in the Queens Royal Irish Hussars serving all over the world, including Iraq and Afghanistan. Claim to fame, he was the first tank into Baghdad, well that's what he is telling us. Loved taking photos, it goes without saying we would call him a tanky and shout Hussar!

On the other hand, George was a stocky, and a tadge overweight, proud Grenadier Guardsman. Like the rest of us,  spend the best part of fifteen years serving in war zones such as Northern Ireland, Iraq, and Afghanistan. For a reason, only he knew the answer, he became angry if someone called him on his mobile. Of course, us being the caring types, Simon and I made him a clay telephone to keep by his door to remind him he was a prat. Goes without saying this was relating to his dislike of phone conversations.

The phone rang several times and was about to hang up when he answered.

"Hi, George, how's life with the Cold Stream Guards?" For some reason he did not like this regiment.

"Do one, you fucking Green Howard!" came the reply; close, as I had spent ten years in the Royal Green Jackets.

"I'm in the city, fancy a couple of cold ones? About to ring our Tanky friend as well. Excellent, meet you in an hour, time to call Simon.”

Took several calls for him to pick up the phone, was more than likely changing from his night dressing gown to his day one. Finally, he answered the bloody phone.

"Was about to give up, you old git. George and I are meeting in the pub for a few bevvies, fancy joining us? Fantastic, meet you in about an hour and leave the Polo Donkey in the field."

Took up position in a public house I had used many times, primarily because it had the best prices. There was no way this place be classed as a trendy place, more of a traditional type, didn't even play music. In fact, the only noise besides the chattering of people was the sound of the multiple fruit machines. Like most pubs, this day and age made more money out of food than beverage sales which, like the drinks, were at a reasonable price.

The bar was along the left wall as you entered and was now occupied by a dozen or more people trying to attract the servers' attention by holding bank notes up or waving like a demented bird with a broken wing trying to be the next to place an order.

Seated myself at one of the tables situated in a small cubical type arrangement, consisting of two bench seats separated by a table, with my back leaning on the wall looking towards the door, so I would see Simon and George arrive.

Now just need to go to the bar and buy the beers, but far too lazy for that; anyway, the place has an app where it possible to purchase beverages from your smartphone.

Had several drinking sessions together since we first met, so didn't need to ask them what they wanted to drink, so requested drinks from the app.

Another fantastic feature of ordering from the phone is no sneaky old bugger is going to steal your table while you are away getting a beverage or two.

Must give the old buggers some credit as they can make one pint last about two hours and leave just enough to keep their table safe on their many trips to the bog.

Was acting like the rest of the morons in the pub, looking at my phone, when abuse from the direction of the door came my way. No reason to raise my head, George and Simon had arrived.

"Been waiting long?”

"Always follow the Royal Green Jackets motto, 'First in, Last Out'. So, what have you two nutters been up to lately?”

"Been doing some security work with the Ministry of Defence and training up attack dogs, before anyone says it, no there wasn't any battle-hardened Chihuahuas. What about you, been up to? anything exciting?"

"Not much, same old rubbish, but had a conversation with a friend of mine from the Cavalry who may have some work lined up."

"Forget all that for a moment, we have a more pressing matter to deal with. Whose round is it, space just opened up near the bar?"

"What are you talking about?"

"A man over there just collapsed, and is now lying on the floor, so more room."

"Talk about insensitive, he might be hurt."

"Yes, Simon, but am I right, is there or is there not now more room for one of you two to fetch the drinks?"

“Leave it to me, lads, got to make a call to wifey to ensure she fed my battle-hardened Chihuahua.”

“Cheers, George, a flagon of the bar's best ale.” 

“What about you, Simon?”

“The same, please. So what about you, Simon? Got to phone home to make sure your other half feeds the Polo Donkey?”

"Piss off".

Once George was back with the beer, the conversation turned to me. "So what you been up to?" That is an easy one.

“Nothing much, little short on the old cash, but did take the kayak out for a couple of days. So I either need to find some work or becoming a trained assassin might be an option, need some money to keep the bastards at the council off my back.”

"How about we put all our troubles aside for now, enjoy a laugh and get shit-faced."

"I'll drink to that, cheers nutters."

Not sure if it was in no small part related to the amount of ale consumed or the PTSD kicking in, but the bar seemed to be getting busier and louder as people piled in on their lunch break. I started looking for threats within the room. Glad the other two were here, that is what I love about veterans, they will always have your back no matter how long you have known them.

Soon brought back to the here and now with a gentle slap around the head and the words,

"Got the munchies, fancy any crisps or nuts, what about you, George?"

"No thanks, trying to keep the figure in check."

"Who are you kidding, fat boy?" came the instant reply. "Make mine a bag of dry roasted peanuts, please, I'm

watching the figures of the women sat by the window."

Time was now getting on, far too much alcohol was partaken, so time to head for home.

"Give us a ring at the weekend, gents. Simon let us know how you get on with that work your tanky mate might have lined up. Don't walk home at the speed of a Guardsman, George, you'll never reach home."

Better see what the damage is on the old dosh. As I thought, not enough of the money stuff for a bus home, so what's now become routine in this situation due to lack of funds, I'm walking again. This might even be a positive move; with any luck could have sobered up a bit by the time I arrive.

Appears I slept through the device detonating in the front room during the night, well that is what it looked like to me. The small table, which usually sits close to the couch, was leaning against the wall along with an empty glass with piles of what could only be described as dried food.

Made myself several mugs of steaming coffee before slumping on the sofa trying to work out what may have happened. The caffeine must be doing its job, as now I remembered. Returned home last night and for some stupid reason decided a few more beers would be an excellent idea. Not satisfied with that, complemented this with what was left of the curry I consumed a couple of nights ago. Want not, waste not, is my motto.

Somehow, I had banged my shin on the coffee table while getting up for a piss. Thank God I remembered to do that! Well, the Chimp must have taken another day off as I had launched the table complete with the beer across the room for intentionally hurting my leg.

Must get this anger issue under control. That's the problem with PTSD, you can go from calm to the Incredible Hulk in an instant. I blame the Army.

That is enough of playing Sherlock Holmes for today, better clean up the mess. Now that's what I call a stroke of luck, had thrown the table on top of a £2 coin. That should help with the cost of some strong glue, as I'd taken a massive chunk out of one of the wooden legs.

The plan for the weekend: do bugger all, well at least it is some sort of plan. Turned on the television and sat back on the sofa with control in hand ready for some severe channel- hopping.

Not long before my doing bugger all, I was interrupted by the phone singing its head off over in the kitchen. Don't care who that is, they can sod off; I'm busy, plus I don't have any spare cash to give to charity. Persistent buggers, whoever was on the other line, they rang four times before deciding I needed to answer the bloody thing, if nothing else to tell them to fuck off.

OK, remember the breathing exercise, in for six, out for seven before the mobile becomes the next casualty in the anger games. The display screen said, 'Private Message', well, they can do one. Was about to put the phone down when for some reason unknown to nobody, I answered the damn thing.

Not allowing time for the Escaped Librarian, or as some others might call it the voice in my head to get even the slightest chance of getting a word out, the voice on the other end said, "Steve, it's Simon."

"What the fuck are you doing on a different phone number, was about to give you the verbal equivalent of the middle finger."

"Sorry, but I'm with that Cavalry friend I was talking about down the local tavern yesterday. Has some work we might like, interested?"

This was one of the easiest decisions to make in a while, as the £2 I found earlier was now holding up my financial undertakings.

"Of course, you want to meet to talk about it, or do you need an answer now?"

"Later is fine, shall we say 13:00 at your place?"

"No problem, that will give me time to clean up my mess." “Ok, see you then, with George.”​
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The time now 11:00, which gave me enough time to clean up this place and nip down to Lidl's for a few beverages for when the boys come over, sure there is still money left on the credit card.

That didn't take as long as I had imagined. Throw some laundry in the washing machine, and I'm done. Right, down to the supermarket for the all-important drinks and a few snacks, shouldn't take long, the store is only a short 10-minute gentle walk from here.

Hoped the shop wasn’t too busy as I might throw a wobbly and come back with nothing and the boys would not be happy Teddy Bears. Fantastic, not too many people in the place apart from the older generation looking for a bargain. So optimistic this would be a case of straight in and straight out. Not very good at this shopping lark. Looked down into the basket to discover I filled the bloody thing with biscuits, crisps, nuts and cakes, would do, for now, just the beer to procure.

Wish these shops would fucking stop moving things around. Once you're used to where things are some numpty goes and rearranges everything. Only one thing to do now, and that was something I hated doing, I’d need to walk up and down the aisle like a moron until I found the fucking beer.

Beer found; now where were the ones I want? About to pick them up when some stupid personage decides to stand within inches of me. What's wrong with these people, not like the place has limited room. Well, having none of this crap.

"Got a problem, or just trying to give me one, fucking move away."

The man turns around with a dirty stare before he even opened his mouth; followed up with, “Don't even think about it, mate unless you fancy a trip to the local hospital.”

Back at the caravan, drinks chilling, an assortment of food all carefully laid out; they're going to take the piss out of me for that. Mickey is now telling me the time is 12:50, so George and Simon will be arriving soon. They are both aware how much that winds me up if anyone is late, so they better not be delayed.

Bang on 13:00 Simon and George arrived at the door carrying more beers, this was going to be an exciting afternoon.

"Throw them in the fridge."

"Who made the puffy decorations with the food?"

Well, what did I expect? "Come over here, Simon and look at what the nancy boy’s done."

“I'll sort that out," Simon grabbed the plate and tossed the contents on to the table.

"Better, don't you agree?"

"Pair of twats, took me at least 10 minutes to prepare." "Plenty of cold ones in the fridge, grab us all one and park

your arse over here, let's listen to what employment Simon's mate’s got lined up for us."

"OK, Simon, what's your Donkey Walloper friend got for us and what's he willing to pay." "The job is straightforward in principle. He owns a huge amount of land on a small island in the Caribbean, some thugs moved into his house and took up residence on his property while he's been over here on business. The job is simple; wants us to fly over and evict them."

Finishing his beer, George placed the can down and asked, "So, what's wrong with the coppers, why can't they remove them."

"From what Henry had to say, the police are only a three- man band and might have ties with the group now occupying his place, plus he would rather the mission was completed under the radar."

"Fair enough, Simon."

"So, any more details, like how many idiots need taking out, plans to the property and most crucially who is picking up the tab for us to arrive at this little island?"

"What do you think, George?" “Sounds intriguing, I'm in."

Come to think of it with my financial situation, I would’ve taken any job to bail myself out of the shit.”

"Need more information, like how much are we getting paid,” replied George.

"Once we're all agreed to the work, I will arrange for us all to meet Henry, who can give us more info."

"So that's decided, we are all in, depending on what is said at a meeting with Henry."

"When can this be set this up for?"

"Do my best for Monday. By the way, drying up over here, who's getting the drinks from the fridge?"

Monday morning, with the usual crap out of the way, grabbed my third cup of freshly ground coffee and slumped behind the computer. A new week so better do some work, the vultures should have been off for the weekend, so no bloody emails from people wanting their pound of flesh.

Got that wrong, don't these people ever take a rest and leave people like me alone. First two were from the usual crowd, rent and the arseholes from the council both demanding money by the end of the week.

Not all bad news, one email was from a potential customer looking to book a family holiday, should cheer me up a little if they go ahead.

Hoped Simon comes through and calls today, God knows I need the work, and it sounds like an easy job. Go over to an island and kick some arse, which shouldn't take too long, may find some time for a little R & R in the sun.

Must have been around lunchtime when the phone rang, Simon was on the other end, "All set up for tomorrow in London around 14:00, is that OK?"

"Perfect, got a launch shindig at the Royal Opera House, so couldn't be better. What about George?”

“Just spoken to him, he will meet us at the meeting point."

Just finish this email and the cruise quote then I'm off to the clubhouse for a meal to treat myself. Let's face facts, if this all comes off, and why wouldn't it, there will be more money than I've had for a long time flowing into my bank account.

Thinking logically, better take a notebook and pen to make notes as this job may seem easy but will need some planning for everything to go right and not go off half-cocked.

A significant feature of the complex, there is an excellent stand-off position where a person can recce straight inside without being seen and for any potential threats.

Been here several times so utterly aware of all the exit points. Today the place was empty except for a family sat opposite the TV on the wall. Plus, a man dressed in shorts and a T-shirt with the words 'I drink because I can,' printed across the front. Think he may have consumed one or two too many as he had difficulty walking from his seat to the bar.

Right then, what's on the menu for today, any specials? Something tells me the kitchen manager requested too many chickens. Either that or the country's economic situation brought on by the remoaners trying to keep the country in Europe. Everyone is now doing what we in the trade call a staycation for their holidays. Today's special, fried chicken and chips now half price, will do me.

Ordered with the friendly bar person, can't say barman now in case it upsets some idiot, headed to the table tucked away in the far corner with a pint of the local brew, sat down and took out my notebook.

What do we know about this job so far, well taking everything into consideration all the information we have to date, not much, just that it is on a Caribbean island? Right, let's break this task down into four parts.

First, and the most important, how much are we being paid? I’m not doing this for little money, so who’s paying forus to arrive on the island? Or is going to be part of the payment?

Second, how are we getting there, does the place have an airport on the island or do we need to land somewhere else and charter a boat across? Brings the question to mind, do the people running both have links to people occupying the property like the local police?

Third, how are we going to complete the task, as we don't know much about the group? Can't do much planning until we find out more tomorrow.

One topic will need to ask Henry about, are they armed, if so, we are going to need weapons and where we can obtain them from? This always raises the moral dilemma: is it alright to kill someone? As for me, I don't do empathy and if they are aiming a weapon at me, I'm going to shoot first, ask questions second.

Plus, we are going to need detailed maps of the whole island, not a good idea to run from a firefight and not know where you're running to. Then we have the question of transport for us to move around, recces, and making our way out of any tricky situation.

Fourth, this is going to be more challenging than it may first appear if we'd left a trail of destruction and dead bodies lying around the island, someone might be pissed off with us and try their best to block us going. Better think of a second or even a third backup plan for the route home.

Didn't spot them putting my meal in front of me, and I'm the type of person who detects everything going on around me, we must have a stealth barperson. Time to stop this thinking lark, for now, another drink is in order, to wash the chicken down, you understand.

Bloody hell, is that the time, better get back and finish off work from this morning, with any luck that person will book the cruise. Suppose one more beer won't kill me. A comedy show was now going on near the bar. The individual with the ‘I drink because I can’ T-shirt was now staggering towards the door, hitting tables on the way out.

Stayed for about another hour before deciding I better make the move home, need a clear head, some travel plans to prepare for tomorrow, then there is the task of finding somewhere to stay after the shindig at the Royal Opera House. Knowing me, I will most likely end up spending a cold night at Waterloo train station.

About to call it a night when I realised that Simon had given me the time of our meeting but had missed out one crucial fact, like where in London? Better ring him. Must already be in his night dressing gown as he answered the phone straight away.

"Bloody idiot, you've left out one small detail for tomorrow, like where is it."

"That would be handy, Steve, I'll text you and George the address."

“Thanks, Simon, “now go and tuck in the Polo Donkey. I'm off to the world of nod."​
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Must have been formulating plans all night, which may well all change once we obtained more information from Henry, so woke up this morning feeling like crap; had less sleep than usual and trust me, that is never enough.

Not only did Simon come through last night. Not only sent us the address of the meeting in London, but also the location of Henry's place on St Halb. Well played that man. Now with the aid of Google Maps, we can work out what type of terrain we may be dealing with. Plus I can now start making plans of getting us three there and back.

Saw from my search of the internet the island did not have an international airport, it was in fact serviced from the neighbouring island of St Bethanie by a daily floatplane service to the south. From what I could work out, this was the most populated part with a small town going by the name of Jal.

On a closer examination of the map, A street called Joshua Boulevard ran up the middle before disappearing into what appeared to be a rainforest, only to re-appear at a crossing. The island is, in fact, two islands joined by, what I could work out, a hundred-metre concrete bridge big enough for commercial vehicles to pass over spanned the gap between them. This will be a problem if we need to make our escape down to the south. The thugs might make it to the crossing before us, blocking our route; will plan for this later.

For the north island, it appeared from the map most of the island was covered with rainforest with small clearings scattered among the woods, in each several buildings. Henry's property is in a clearing to the northeast, various outbuildings and one principal residence, these would need to be cleared.

Behind the house, between it and the sea were rows of planted vegetation, but from the map, I couldn't perceive what, sure Henry will explain what they are later today. Out from the shore in the direction of St Bethanie is what appeared to be a jetty protruding out towards the ocean, which might come in handy if things go wrong on our exit.

Google Maps and the internet are useful to a point, but not knowing how old the charts are, they might have had their drone flown over years ago, now everything might be different.

With the way our luck goes, a town would have sprung up on the north island with hundreds of people; with any luck, Henry will process newer and a more detailed chart of the area, plus a comprehensive plan of his property.

Can't do much more by looking at computer maps, so quick coffee before looking on how to get to St Halb, as the time was getting on and still needed to book my train ticket. Packed my bags for the cruise shindig at the Royal Opera House last night so a little wiggle room on time.

From what I found out, there were flights three times a week from London Heathrow. The issue will be once we land, as the floatplane only operated first thing in the morning around about 10:00 the international flight lands at 11:00.

Due to the problem with connecting flights, we would be spending a few nights on the sunny island of St Bethanie. Will check on boat rentals when I come back tomorrow.

Train ticket booked on my phone, the beauty of this, I can reserve a seat at the back of the carriage. Significant for two reasons; hate people sitting behind me, plus I can keep under observation my fellow travellers and monitor everything that goes on. Call me paranoid, but I like knowing what is happening around me. The train leaves in around two hours so better move my arse, as the station is about an hour's walk.

The train arrived on time, which meant not too long standing with the other passengers who are all in some sort of hurry, pushing and shoving to try to stand where they believe the doors would line up with their part of the platform.

Took up my seat at the rear of the carriage with the small table located in front of me folded down, which now sat my opened notebook. Towards the centre, a group dressed in striped football shirts. All of them seemed to be having a fantastic time with several beers and singing some sort of football song, to the annoyance of a couple of businessmen seated in the seats behind. Doesn't bother me, as long as they don't come annoying me. Reminds me of times in the Army when groups of my fellow Riflemen headed home at the weekends.

Near the other end, a young woman who looked like she wanted the world to swallow her up as her daughter was having a hissy fit and screaming the place down. Other non- descriptive people were scattered throughout the carriage. Either listening to music, reading newspapers, or staring blankly out of the window trying hard not to glance at other passengers sat opposite them. At this point from the far end appeared the train managers on the lookout for people who were not playing by the rules, and not purchasing tickets before boarding.

From where I was seated I was able to watch people desperately checking bags and coats for tickets. As I used the app on my mobile, my ticket is safely stored. Saying that, I would be fucked if I ever lost the phone.

Still, over an hour until we arrived in London, so time to run through the plans I had so far. Not sure what, but something was bothering me, chiefly if the job is so simple why didn't Henry and a few of his Cavalry mates do the work themselves, not that I'm complaining, I need the money. Read through my notebook several times before deciding to call George.

Tried multiple times before I obtained a signal, eventually got through, and George answered.

"George, it’s Steve, are you on your way to London?" "Just about to leave, any problem?"

Nothing much, but something is niggling me, instead of going straight to the meeting point, let’s meet me in the coffee shop opposite, at, shall we say 12:30?"

"OK, I will see you there at 12:30."

Arrived at around 12:00, ordered an Americano with milk then took up a position at a small table situated in the corner next to a window overlooking the road and across the street. This was ideal, not only to view George coming but also gave an excellent vantage point to monitor the comings and goings from the pub opposite where our meeting with Henry would take place.

Received a text from George saying he would be about five minutes, so I went to the counter to be served by a young person who I hardly understood, English not being her first language. Ordered two more Americanos and sat back down. George entered looking around before catching my eye and coming over.

"Took the liberty of getting us both a coffee, if you don't like coffee, tough shit, you can buy your tea over at the counter."

"Coffee is fine, where is Simon?"

“Something is bothering me, George, like, why is Henry and his mates not doing the job themselves, and you know me, only trust people I got acquainted with.”

Sipping his drink, George sat back in the chair, "OK, what's the plan."

Showed the notebook to George, who proceeded to spend the next five minutes going through it before saying "Not too bad so far, but why is Simon not here with us?"

"Think about it, George, we've never met Henry, so the only person he could recognise is Simon, so you might say I'm using him to double-check nobody is following him or waiting for him or us in the public house across the road. Glance over in the direction of the pub, you can monitor much of the inside through the front window.

"I Did take a quick peek of the interior earlier to check the layout and exit points in case any issues arise.” From what I discovered on closer inspection of the boozer, only one place where a person could be seated without the option of any nosey bastard sitting behind them listening in on their conversation; along with a self-contained private area where we would be able to talk, with the advantage of looking straight out of the window. Knowing Simon as we do, this is where he will sit.

In the worst-case scenario, if anyone were following him into the pub, we would see that from here, plus if he got into trouble, we could also view that from here and be over within seconds.

As he is ex-military, we can guarantee he will be at least ten minutes early, giving us around fifteen or thereabouts to wait.

"Don't know about you, George, but I'm peckish, fancy a sandwich or something?"

"Thanks, a cheese and ham panini would be good."

"No problem, just keep an eye out of the window for Simon while I go and try and order from our non-English-speaking friend at the counter." This should be fun.

Dead on 14:50 Simon appeared, walking down the road to the right of the public house, stopped outside and checked his phone before entering, purchased a drink from the bar and sat where we had predicted. A few minutes later, a man dressed in boots, black jeans and a blue jacket also entered taking up residency near the bar looking in the direction of Simon.

Looking uneasy, Simon could be seen typing something on his mobile, not long afterwards both George and I received a ping on our mobiles, doesn't take brains of a rocket scientist to work out who it was from. The message read 'I'm at the meeting point, where are you two nutters?'

"Better go over and rescue him, best we pretend we don't suspect the person leaning on the bar and avoid eye contact, he might be innocent."

"That’s using the old noggin, George."

Walked over to where Simon was sitting, greeted with the words, "Where the fuck you two been, started to feel you bailed on me."

"Sorry, mate." I explained what we had been up to along with my concerns. Plus, that we had been watching him from the coffee shop across the road.

"Well, thanks for using me as bait! That will cost you a pint and a bag of nuts."

"No problem, what do you want, George?" "Same for me."

Just arrived back at the table when a well-dressed man with short brown hair in black trousers, a pink shirt and a dark blue blazer embossed with a golden logo walked towards us.

"Gents, this is Henry."

After introductions, we all sat down while Henry ordered from the bar. What a relief, at least he is here, and the job is still on, not that any of us had doubted it wouldn't be, but there is always that little thing in the back of your mind.

He returned shortly after with a gin & tonic.

"Right, gents, down to business as I've another engagement in the city at 15:00."

"How about explaining what the job is you would like us to do, starting from the beginning."

"I've been working in London for the last three months so not been back for some time, so friends of mine, Sam and Abbie, have been looking in on the property for me. Both live off the estate near the coast," Henry pointed to the map which he had pulled from his jacket pocket.

"Sam's a good man, ex British military who moved to St Halb a few years back, he'll be the main contact on the island."

"The problem started around six weeks ago when a group of men arrived at the island and occupied my property
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