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Left Behind

Seeking Revenge

P T Saunders, a veteran of two wars who also served with the Parachute Regiment and the Special Air Service. Due to his service, Paul now suffers from Complex PTSD. 

Having experienced a particularly traumatic episode in 2011, where he attempted to take his own life on several occasions, medics recommended that he needed to be hospitalised for several weeks in order to keep himself safe. It was whilst in hospital, his psychiatrist recommended that Paul write his thoughts down as a form of self-help therapy.

Paul took his advice and wrote his first Autobiography “Cupboard Boy”. But instead of just locking the book away, Paul decided to self-publish his book. It was the success of this book that inspired Paul to continue writing and exploring different genres.

His Left Behind Trilogy. a psychological thriller series is his first fiction trilogy.

Also, By P T Saunders

THE P T SAUNDERS STORY
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Are you sitting comfortably?

It’s 12.19am on the 31st of October 2010, the first day of winter as far as the clocks are concerned. It’s also my 51st birthday. 

From the sound of the rain battering the window glass behind me It seems to be absolutely pissing it down outside. I hate rain, and normally I would avoid going out in such crappy weather conditions. Today though, I would gladly give my right arm to be able to get a soaking! 

Instead, I find myself with an absolute mother of a headache, sat in some dingy little room. Which, was probably last re-decorated sometime in the sixties, by the look of the psychedelic pea green and yellow geometric designed wallpaper that patchily adorns its’ walls. It’s like being inside of those Kaleidoscope toys my parents bought me as a kid one Christmas.

The only piece of furniture in the room is a great big heavy oak chair, that was bolted firmly to the floor and to which I am securely strapped. It is in fact, a home-made electric chair, which looks like it has been built by a kid in primary school but was probably as effective as the real thing used in the state of Texas. 

This I know for sure, as the man who built it. Alex Langdon, a huge brick shithouse of a man who stood 6ft 3” tall and had calf’s the size of my thighs (my executioner), was a perfectionist in the art of first torturing and then killing his victims. I also knew from experience he would probably have tested it out on some poor unsuspecting soul prior to the main event, my execution. 

Just like those executed in the state of Texas I was strapped to it at the ankles and wrists, and attached to each limb were copper electrodes, which in turn had wires leading to the mains via some sort of timer switch. At the stroke of midnight, I had no doubt it would light me up like a fucking Christmas tree. What a way to go.

The only other items in the room I have for company are a 3ft by 1ft red LED clock which has been strategically placed directly behind me, a wall mirror on the wall in front which allowed me to see the time ticking away. Under the mirror was written “Are you sitting comfortably LOL” followed by a smiley face symbol “dickhead” I thought to myself. 

There is also a video camera which is attached to a laptop. Which Alex had kindly informed before he left was linked up to View Tube so the world and his dog would get to watch me fry live and on air. 

To top it all off I’m stark bollock naked too. ‘Nice work Alex you fucking arsehole psycho’

I should have known there was a problem the moment he walked into the back-street boozer I had been running since giving up my Job as a mercenary. 

But to be honest I only just recognized him; he was undoubtedly Alex. His height and the sheer size of him gave that away, but he had changed somewhat, he actually looked slightly younger and more handsome? His nose was Straighter too. The last time I saw him it was as bent as a Ten Bob note.

I should have also remembered that this guy had a reputation in the forces of never forgiving, and always avenging his enemies even if it was years later! 

His nickname in the SAS was NBK which stood for Natural Born Killer and believe me he was! He once told me he loved the metallic taste of blood he got in his mouth just before he was about to kill something or someone. I myself have tasted it once when I had been part of an ambush team killing 15 enemy and having to personally finish two of them off with a double tap to the head. I hated the taste though and hoped I would never to taste it again.

Alex was from a small town called Bridgeborough in the county of Berkshire. His mother and father had split when he was two. Twelve months later his mum moved in with a man called Jason. A violent thug of a man who had lost his previous wife in a tragic fire accident in which her nightgown was set alight by a spark from an open fire. Leaving behind five kids who would later become Alex’s step-sisters and brothers. 

Over the next 10 or so years Jason had a tendency, to beat Alex, his step-sisters and brothers and his mother on a regular basis for sometimes no apparent reason, especially when he’d had a few drinks in the crown after work. 

Alex and his step siblings were often sent to their bedrooms with nothing to eat of for days at a time. Alex and the others would often have to resort to sneaking downstairs in the middle of the night to steal food a slice of stale bread here and biscuit there. Alex had hated Jason from the moment his mum had moved them into Jason’s home.

It seemed to me that the violence and neglect Alex had witnessed and encountered during those formative years left its mark and created the cold and callous individual he is today?

Alex is the kind of guy you really wanted on your side in a firefight, but not as an enemy!

We had both met in August 1984 on the Special Air Service (SAS) selection course, a tough, rigorous course that was designed to sort out the men from the boys, and it did! 

I was originally from the Para’s and Alex the Dragoon Guards. We were two of only eight out of 140 men who survived the back-breaking mind-bending soul-destroying course, and under such tough conditions we supported each through the hard times and quickly became good friends and were eventually placed in the same squadron. 

During our time in the SAS We served all over the world including Northern Ireland where we spent many a long day and night stuck in some poxy hole or wooded copse just waiting for the IRA bombers to approach the firing points of bombs they had previously set, or just watching the homes of some of the IRA’s finest and thickest and when I say thick I mean thick.

There was one guy in particular that springs to mind, Phelan Mc Murphy-Connelly a right fat smug cocky paddy bastard. He was one of the IRA’s punishment men, the guys who carried out either the execution or the kneecapping of drug dealers, grasses or even members of their own organization who stepped out of line. 

The very first time I met the fat git, I was patrolling the streets on Newry one night with an Infantry unit when we stopped a known vehicle (a vehicle that a suspected IRA member had either been seen driving or owned) for a random search. On this occasion, it was him who was driving. He stepped out of the car as cocky as you like, and started taking the piss as we searched the car, saying stuff like

‘What are you looking for? Ya mammy’s Knickers, for sure, she left them in the woods after a dogging session with the boys last night. Oh, and ‘Ya sister does a good spit roast too’

Having searched his car and found nothing untoward. I promptly pulled the leads away from his car’s back lights and told him to be on his way. Well actually, it went more like ‘piss off you fuck-ugly Finnian bastard’

To which he replied with a number of expletives as he drove off showing the obligatory middle digit of his right hand as he did so

As he drove off, I got onto the radio and informed the RUC patrol half a mile up the road that Phelan was driving with no rear lights. They once again stopped him and were searching his car as my patrol passed. He looked at me and seemed well pissed off. I simply extended my own middle digit and smiled. 

The RUC kept him for a further half hour before letting him go after issuing him a ticket for having no lights.

On another occasion the IRA had planted a bomb under a bridge over a stream, the det cord was then trailed up the stream to a hedge at the top of a hill. The idea was to set the bomb and wait for an army patrol to cross the bridge and boom. We Alex and I sat in bushes just 80 yards away from the end of the det cord for three days before the firer finally showed up in broad daylight, even though an army patrol had been crossing the bridge almost every hour the night before. 

We waited until he actually had the det cord in hand and was about to connect it to the power source, then NBK pulled the trigger of his silenced M16. I had barely heard the thud of the shot when through my binoculars I saw the crimson spot of instant death appear on the kid’s forehead just before his limp body fell to the ground.

Occasionally we would get intelligence info on a possible Proxy kidnap. This is where the IRA would kidnap a family and then instruct, no, force the head of the family normally the father, however, every now and then they would use the mother, to drive a van full of explosive fertilizer at a military checkpoint or an RUC police station.  

I remember one occasion; we were sat in a barn in the middle of Newry (IRA Bandit country) in the early hours of the morning watching a farmhouse and its occupants. When Alex told me about the first time that he killed. It was when he was 6 years of age, he smashed the skull of his neighbor’s cat before gutting it. Just because the cat had the audacity to shit on his slide. 

According to Alex, that was also the time he had first tasted the metallic taste of death and worryingly liked it. According to him, it tasted like blood. He took great pride in telling me all the gory details of his handy work. That night in the middle of bandit country I made a mental note never to fuck with this guy.

He also told me about the time that he and his stepbrother had hatched a plan with his step brother to kill his stepfather Jason. 

Their family home at some time had suffered a rat infestation and Jason had used arsenic-based poison to rid them of the long-tailed verminous beasts. Alex and his stepbrother had planned on putting some of the poison in Jason’s Friday night curried steak, which only he ate, as the kids hardly ever got meat. If they did, it would only be spam or cheap tinned meatballs. They didn’t go through with their plan though, they, or rather Alex’s stepbrother was too scared of the consequence of not succeeding in their plot to kill him and bottled out.

During the mid-late eighties, our time was spent either in Northern Ireland fighting the IRA or mapping out the Middle East for possible Tactical Landing Sites (TLS’s) or Drop Zones (DZ’s) just in case we had to invade at some point in the future. Which of course, we did after following the 9/11 atrocity!

In 1986 we even ended up spending six months in Afghanistan training the Taliban urban warfare tactics, such as, how to set Improvised Explosive Devices or roadside bombs. At the time Afghanistan was under attack from the Russians. As friends of Afghanistan at the time, we the western powers that be, would do anything to keep the Russians from spreading communism through the Middle East. Now almost twenty years on, that training we gave the Taliban has come back to bite us in the ass big time!

In April of 1990 after spending some time in Iraq hunting down and destroying Iraqi scud missile units for a few months. We were redeployed back to Northern Ireland. 

A few months into the six-month tour of duty, we received intelligence that an IRA attack was imminent. The possible target was a Vehicle checkpoint near the north-south border. As a result, the powers that be decided that they would replace the regular soldiers (Grunts) at the checkpoint with more experienced and heavily armed SAS soldiers for a few days, the idea being that we should be more capable of fighting off an armed attack.

In the early hours of the 19th of June, a team of twelve of us, left our base in Beswick and headed for the checkpoint at risk. 

We arrived at the checkpoint at about 0240 hrs. In the back of a Mercedes long wheel-based hire van, (The military’s preferred mode of transport to avoid possible ambush).

Traveling around in the back of a van in the middle of the night in bandit country, was always quite a scary trip, you had to be completely silent and every time the van stopped at either traffic lights or a road junction you prayed it wasn’t an Illegal IRA vehicle checkpoint. Luckily in all my years of traveling in such a way I never came across on.

Once the Grunts had left, we planned for a number of possible types of attack, such as a Rocket attack, a drive-by shooting, a multiple-persons armed assault and even a proxy bombing.

After 5 days of no obvious activity or any further intelligence, it was decided the threat level had subsided and that we would hand the checkpoint back to the regulars during the early hours of Wed 25th. 

At 4 am on the 25th I was in the roadside “bomb proof” vehicle search shed handing it back over to the regulars, when the relative silence of the morning was shattered by the sound of a distant car horn that pierced through the early morning calm. I stepped into the road and looked up to see the culprit of the noise, a white Ford Transit van approaching at rapid speed. As the van drew nearer, I could also hear the driver’s voice “Proxy bomb, proxy bomb, get the fuck out” I quickly ran into the shelter and hit the alarm. As I did so, the van arrived and came to a stop as it exploded killing the driver, one of the regular soldiers and injuring thirteen others including Alex, who sustained a few minor cuts and bruises, and me a gash to the head and a broken finger. 

I later found out that the driver’s family had indeed been kidnapped and even more sickening, we learned that the driver had been strapped in to the van with no way of escape, poor bastard!

Four days after the proxy bomb attack, I, Alex and another couple SAS Troopers were on a nighttime patrol near an illegal border crossing point in the middle of nowhere, when who should come along from the South in a battered old Land Rover? None other than the Fat bastard, Phelan Mc Murphy-Connelly. The look of complete dread on his face when he saw us was well worth the wait. I’m sure he shat himself when he saw Alex holding his 14” Russian bowie knife. Poor Phelan. He’s still there to this day, only now he’s 6ft underground in an unmarked!
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Chapter Two
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DMOB

When it was time for both of us to leave the forces in 2000, Alex and I had become so close that we both went to work for the same private security firm (valha International), where we were gainfully employed as personal security guards for high profile dignitaries in numerous locations around the world, but we mostly worked in the Middle East, Libya, Afghanistan, Saudi and Jordan which was highly paid and easy work compared to life in the SAS.

Then on the 9th September 2001 some bright sparks, The Taliban decided to crash a couple of planes into New York’s World Trade Centre Twin Towers shocking the world and infuriating the US. As a result of this and the puppet and puppet-master relationship between Blair and Bush, Britain and America finally had an excuse waged war on Afghanistan without upsetting the Russian or the Chinese. That’s when our work took on a whole new meaning. We went from bodyguards to state-funded mercenaries overnight. Four years and several covert missions later, the proverbial shit well and truly hit the fan for Alex and me in Afghanistan! 

In the December of 2005, Alex and I were two, of a six-man team sent to take out a group of highly ranked elders who were opposed the occupation of their country by the UK and American forces and were thought to have been Taliban sympathizers with a lot of clout and financial backing. 

Again, this was one of those jobs that should have been carried out by the American or British Special Forces but because of the high profile of the elders, it was deemed by the powers that be “too sensitive”, which is political code for the Russians and Chinese won’t like it! Hence the use of ourselves. If it goes wrong, we simply disappear and the UK and Yanks deny any knowledge of us! And if it goes well, they still deny any knowledge of us. 

Wrong it did go to. It was 3 am and the team had walked in approximately five miles from our hele drop point to a secluded compound in Helmand Province. The compound was surrounded by a twelve-foot concrete wall and the gates were metal and again twelve foot tall.  I did a quick recce using my NVG’s I saw that there were three armed guards, one just behind the metal gates and one on the other side of the compound behind the main building and a third man was sitting on a chair outside the doorway to the main building, smoking a cigarette and reading what looked like a gay porn mag?

We all scaled the wall Alex took out the guard at the gate slashing his throat and breaking his neck for good measure. I took care of the guy at the rear of the compound also stabbing him in the throat. Stan went for the guy at the doorway to the building. Unfortunately, the guard at the doorway to the building managed to get a round off before Stan shot him dead. 

This error alerted the rest of the compound occupants and we ended up in a firefight with a heavily armed mob of ragheads who were about 30-40 in number. I immediately detonated the explosive charges that I had attached to the gates, the force of the explosion threw the heavy gates twenty -thirty metres in the night sky. Gates blow we began to make a hasty retreat, after two of our team were killed and I myself was shot in the arm.  

During our retreat we ended up getting separated and another member of our team, Nibby (Ethan) Clark was killed and Alex was caught. According to Alex, he ended up being held hostage for almost three years. Only to be set free by accident when a team of British Marines raided the compound in which he was being held.

Stan Buxton and I managed to make our way to the Syrian border and eventually to the UK where my life as a mercenary ended, and life as a landlord of a back-street London pub began some six months later. As for Stan, I haven’t got a clue what he went on to do? We parted ways in Syria and I haven’t seen or heard from him since. My guess though would be that he has either been dealt with by Alex, or he’s next on the sick bastards list.

As soldiers, we had an unwritten rule that says we never leave a man behind even if it means dying yourself. But as mercenaries that rule goes out of the window, it’s every man for his self! Alex obviously didn’t agree with that. He used his three years in captivity to devise his sick plan of revenge to pay me and probably Stan back for not trying to rescue him, hence the reason I’m here, just waiting to die in 11 hours 41 minutes from now. 

As I look at the camera pointing towards me, I have to hand it to the fucking psycho; he certainly knows how to put on a show! He never was good at subtle.

“God, I hope I take it like a man when the time finally comes, I wouldn’t want to let that bastard get the satisfaction of seeing me piss myself with fear”

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter Three
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12.20 pm. The bedsit. Home of Detective Inspector Ted Baxter

Detective Inspector Ted Baxter was in his one-roomed bedsit having just woken up. His head was banging and he was still in a semi-drunken stupor from the night before, when he had downed almost three-quarters of a litre bottle of vodka.

These days that was all the once very promising Detective Inspector did when he was off duty, and sometimes even on duty. Ever since Shirley his wife of just over ten years, had swapped him 10 months ago for another man. To add fuel to the fire, her new man was also a copper at the yard. Which, made sorting him out a little difficult!

Ted was a third-generation copper. Born in the leafy suburbs of Hampshire. A bright lad who attended the local grammar school and went on to study criminal psychology at Cambridge where he got a 1st before attending the Hendon Police Academy. There, he excelled and passed off as Best recruit.

His late grandad George Baxter had been a constable in the met for 30 years, and Ted’s father Albert Baxter otherwise known as Albi, had served with the infamous Flying Squad during the seventies and eighties before it was disbanded for becoming a law unto themselves? Both men were highly respected by their peers and had each earned the Queens Gallantry Medal whilst serving. His grandad earned his for running in and out of a burning house to save the lives of seven family members. His father received his when he was shot with a 12 bore whilst attending an armed robbery on a high street bank. 

Ted was quickly identified by his superiors as a potentially great cop. Within three years of being on the force, he had achieved the rank of Sgt and within five he was a DS with a string of successful convictions under his belt. 

After working under-cover on the narcotics and prostitution division and gaining the QGM Himself when he was shot in the hip in the line of duty by some Jamaican Yardi. After which, he was then rapidly promoted to Detective Inspector.

Now after 20 years of service Ted had finally hit rock bottom. His wife had finally had enough of Ted and his selfless devotion to work, always putting her second and never once in 9 years remembering either her birthday or their anniversary. And he couldn’t remember the last time he made love to her? Probably 2-3 years ago? 

Shirley had now found herself another man and Kicked Ted out six months ago. To make Matters worse her new lover now living in Ted’s old house and shagging his missus, he also worked at the yard. To add more salt to the wounds, he was superior in rank to Ted, so Ted couldn’t just simply kick the crap out of the little shit or throw him out of their home. Plus, the house actually belonged to Shirley.

Ted now lived in his grotty and over-priced little bedsit which to him was just a place to doss. Even though his accommodation came fully furnished, Ted had never used the cooker, and lived off Indian or Chinese takeaway’s, he bought new shirts rather than wash his dirty ones. He drunk himself into oblivion most nights and had never once in 6 months had he folded out his bed settee. Ted was a mess, and he knew it!

Ted also knew the only thing stopping the commissioner from firing his ass for either turning up for duty half pissed or not at all, was his reputation of catching criminals and in one particular case securing the release of the high-ranking government official’s daughter from a bunch of particularly nasty gang of Afro Caribbean drug/human traffickers.

It was the usual story, the official’s daughter at the age of 16 started to hang out with one of the gang members and by the time she was 18 she was trapped into a nightmare of drugs and prostitution. 

It was Ted’s determined team of detectives that finally bust up the gang and secured her release and her return to the bosom of her family, something the government official, who is now a Peer was and would always be eternally grateful for! Hence in the words of his boss, ‘Ted was untouchable’.

His mobile phone rang. Ted rummaged through the various takeaway cartons to locate his phone ‘fuck’ he said out loud as he knocked the remains of the previous night’s chicken vindaloo on to the already food stained carpet. He picked up the phone, and grimaced as he looked at the display panel, and recognized the number. It was the Yard. He let it ring for a while whilst he composed himself. ‘Hello,’ he managed to murmur holding his forehead with his free hand.

‘Ted where the fuck, are you? You’re supposed to be in your bloody office’. It was chief superintendent Max Tingy. Ted’s boss and a man Ted could not stand. He was also the bastard his wife was now shagging too. 

Ted should have killed the little dirty scumbag the day he found out about the affair, but he didn’t, want to give the little shit the satisfaction of taking away his career too. So, he pretended not to care, even though he did, and every day it was only the vodka that took the pain and the urge to deal with his ex and her lover once and for all, at bay.

‘Sorry Boss I overslept’ said Ted 

‘Overslept, overslept, it’s bloody mid-day you waste of space, I need you here like yesterday. The shit has hit the fan here big time and I want you, for once, to do your fucking job, so get your fucking idle arse here ASAP. And Ted, you better be bloody sober when you get here’. Yelled Max

‘w...’ Ted was about to have a go at him, but the chief super had already hung up.

“Fucking arsehole,” he thought to himself as he threw his mobile across the coffee table knocking the remains of the fried rice to the floor this time.

‘For fuck sake’ Ted screamed out as his attempt to try and clear up the mess only made things worse.

He gave up trying to clean up the mess and Staggered to the bathroom. He looked in the bathroom cabinet for some painkillers. The box was there but empty, “fuck that’s all I need” he thought to himself as he splashed some cold water onto his face in an attempt to wake himself up a bit. He picked up a towel to dry his face, as he put it to his face, he grimaced at the towels awful musty smell. He threw it in the corner, choosing to use his shirt to dry his face instead.

He then scrambled around the room trying to find a clean or at least semi-clean shirt that didn’t need ironing.  Once dressed he took a look at himself in the mirror, ‘fuck you look fuck ugly rough, you really need to sort your bloody act out you pillock’ he said to the image of himself as he pushed up the knot on his crinkled tie. Then after a quick sip of vodka he made his way to New Scotland Yard. The home of London’s elite police force.

Whilst on the tube Ted noticed a mixed group of people huddled around a guy and his mobile phone. Curious, Ted joined the group. What he saw was who he later would know as Ben Hickson, a guy who was stark bollock naked and strapped to some sort of chair that seemed to be wired up to the mains.  

‘What the fuck is that all about?’ Ted asked the guy holding the phone.

‘This guy is going to fry at midnight and it’s live on View tube’ the chap replied almost excited at the thought of someone being sparked. 

‘Is that shit for real mate?’ asked one of the others in the group. 

‘Looks for fucking real to me, but your guess is as good as mine?’ replied the guy holding the phone. 

Ted suddenly understood the super’s eagerness to have him at the yard! “This probably was real and if so, it would be his next case for sure!” he thought.

A few minutes later Ted arrived at the yard and eventually managed to push through the crowd of press and TV crews who like a flock of vultures around a rotting corpse, had gathered and camped outside the main entrance of the yard waiting to pick the meat off the bones of the case. 

As he entered the building he was immediately pounced on by the chief super, who must have been loitering in the foyer waiting to ambush him.

‘Ted, you look a fucking mess, I hope to god you’re sober?’ said Max hurriedly as he tried to keep up with Ted who was striding towards the lift.

‘Why thanks boss, you don’t look so bad yourself and yes I’m as sober as a preverbal judge’ said Ted looking back with a sarcastic smirk on his face.

The super finally got ahead of Ted and managed to stop him in his tracks.

‘Quit fucking around Ted, I need you fully committed and switched on for this one, some nut case has decided to execute some guy publicly on the fucking internet, for the whole bloody world to bloody see, and the commissioner is well and truly pissed off, as is the fucking Prime Minister who has already been on the phone to him.

‘I know I saw it on some guy’s mobile phone on the tube on the way in it looks totally fucked up’ said Ted stepping into the lift.

‘That’s exactly the reason why I want you on the ball for once in your life, don’t fuck this up Ted, because if you do heads will roll, and yours my friend will be the first. There’s a briefing in the ops room in at 12.45 be there’. ‘And Baxter, get a bloody shave man, the commissioner himself will be there’. Said the super.

“What the fuck did Shirley his see in the little tosser, what’s he got I haven’t?” Ted thought to himself as he stepped out of the lift. 

Max Tingy was the one and only son of Mary and Shaun both Irish Catholics who moved to the UK in the 1950’s. Born at home in a cramped 1 Bedroomed flat above Wong’s Chinese Takeaway on Scotland Road Liverpool. His parents both worked at the Albert docks, his father as a Docker/crane operator and his mother as a Pot Washer in the Docker’s canteen. 

Both had come from poor families themselves and were determined that their son would have every opportunity to make much more of his life than they had. They worked all the hour’s God sent, in order to be able to afford to send Max to the best private school and then on to university. 

For Max though, living on Scottie Road and wearing a private school uniform which consisted of grey flannel trousers, and blue blazer with Vertical red yellow and green Stripes and a straw boater was not conducive to a normal childhood life. The other kids on the road who all attended the local St Agnes Catholic Church School would often pick on him either on the way to school or on the way home. Some of them would nick his boater and use it as a Frisbee, others just wanted to duff him up.

After the first couple of times that Max Had come home battered and bruised and uniform ruined, his dad decided enough was enough and took Max to the Dock Workers boxing club in an attempt to toughen him up and save money on new uniforms.

This strategy worked a treat, Max took to boxing like a duck to water, and rapidly gained himself a reputation of someone not to be messed with. His ring name was Napoleon due to his remarkable resemblance to the famous admiral! After only a few months Max was winning almost every fight he fought. He was a natural, “a born boxer” according to his trainer.

Disappointingly for his parents, Max didn’t go to university or become the next middle-weight boxing champion of the world. Instead, he joined the Merseyside Police. 

Max was a quick learner and a bit of a brown-noser. Within just 5 years he had risen through the ranks to Inspector, and when the opportunity of a DI’s job came up in the Met he applied and got it. With only another 4 years under his belt at the yard, he had managed to brown nose his way to the rank of Chief Super.
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Chapter Four
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Ted’s Office

Ted walked into the office he shared with his partner, Detective Sgt Annie Harris, Annie had worked with him for the last four years. 

She was one hell of a gutsy lady, well-educated with a degree in criminal psychology, a great cop and a loyal partner who had covered for him on many occasions. But more than that, she was a funny little thing who’s smile could brighten up any one’s day no matter how shit it was. She was also drop dead gorgeous with long curly red hair and had a body to die for! 

Ted would have made a move on her if it hadn’t been for the fact, she was already dating another cop in the anti-terrorist unit Mike Travis two floors below who apparently was built like a brick shithouse, and someone who, no one in their right mind would want to fuck with!

‘Ted, you’re looking like something the cat left on the doorstep in the morning after it has sexually and physically abused it all night’ Said Annie with a sexy smile on her face.

‘Funny ha, ha’ said Ted with a smile on his face ‘get me coffee and then you can bring me up to scratch on the View Tube case before the briefing’ ‘oh and don’t forg... ‘ 

‘I know the paracetamol’ Annie interrupted as she went through the door smiling.

A few minutes later, Paracetamol downed and coffee in hand. Ted listened to Annie’s sweet voice and watched her gorgeous deep red lips move with every word “God how I would just love to kiss you” Ted thought. He had often masturbated with her in mind and what he wouldn’t give to be banging her brains out. He shook his head to re-focus his thoughts “Switch on Ted this no time to be getting a hard-on, there’s serious business to do” he thought to himself.

‘Well, the first report came in from a member of the public at four minutes past twelve. At first, the call centre operator thought it was a crank call and gave the usual ‘we’ll get someone to look into it’ then when the phone lines went crazy with people reporting the same thing, it was passed on to us. 

So far, we don’t have a clue who the poor sap is or where he is being held. The only thing we can be fairly sure about is that it’s somewhere in the UK’ Said Annie.

‘And how do we know this?” Ted asked with a quizzical look on his face.


‘Well, there are two clocks visible, the countdown clock, the red LED there, and there is a wall clock on the other wall there’ said Annie as she pointed to the image on her computer screen.


‘And?’ said Ted, still puzzled.

Annie explained: ‘Well the clock that the potential killer has used for dramatic effect is the LED, is correct UK time, but the one on the wall, which I suspect has been there for a while, is on British summer time, one hour behind. If as we suspect our chap was put in the chair sometime today and as the clocks went back Yesterday, I assume the perp set the time on the led clock to the correct time but didn’t think to change the time on the clock that was already in the room. Hence it must be in the UK she said with a very smug but beautiful smile on her face’.

Ted smiled at her ‘Wow brains and beauty, we’ll make a cop out of you yet’ he said with a smile on his face too, as they made the way to the ops room.
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Chapter Five
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First Briefing 12.45 The serious crimes ops room Scotland Yard

Gathered together in the ops room were: three guys from the relatively new Specialist Internet Security Intelligence team (SISI) more commonly known as the Sissies (which they hated), Bob Griffiths the Met’s press liaison officer, a damned good cop, far too good for the job he’s in, half a dozen uniforms, Annie Harris, Ted and detective Jake Cummings.

Jake was probably the longest-serving officer at the yard. Who during his time in the force so far, has racked up two gallantry medals, one of which was earned when attended an armed bank robbery? He had managed to get a hold of one of the armed robbers outside of a bank, and even though the robber shot him in the leg, just below the groin, like a dog with a bone, Jake still held on to the robber for dear life until backup arrived. He was also a good friend of Ted’s. In fact, he was probably the only other copper in the force Ted trusted, after himself and Annie.

At precisely 12.45 the chief super Alex Tingy accompanied by the commissioner, Harry Stot-Dempster entered the room. As they did the uniforms jumped to attention. The commissioner waved his hand in the downward direction ‘relax’, said the Commissioner. He then stood silent for about 30 seconds whilst glancing around the room.

“Probably wondering who the hell we all were,” Ted thought to himself.  

‘Welcome ladies and gentlemen, we have, he said looking at his watch, according to the email we received from the perpetrator, ‘you have exactly 11 hours 14 minutes to find this guy whoever he is and save his life. I need not tell you that in order to try and determine where this poor chap is being held, we need to keep this view tube thread open for now, and that means the world and his dog will also be watching this unfold, and they won’t hesitate to crucify us all should we fail; so, I need you to do your very best and try not to screw it up! With that said I wish you good luck’. He then turned to the chief super ‘keep me up to date Max, I’m off to a meeting with the Mayor and the home office minister’. The chief super nodded affirmatively and the commissioner left the room.

‘Right people we now have 11 hours 12 minutes, Jake bring the rest of the team up to scratch will you’ said Max.

‘Well, the switchboard started getting calls in at around 4 minutes past twelve and at around the same time the front desk received an email which is thought to be from the perp. The email was brief and said only “find him if you can, never leave a man behind”. Attached to the email was a picture of our man in the chair’ Jake pointed toward the projected screenshot of Ben. It was at that point that a uniform came into the room and whispered in Jakes ear and handed him a piece of paper Jake looked at it and said ‘we now have a name for the poor sod in the chair, his name is Ben Hickson, his ex-wife phoned in and says that he runs the black lion public house on Lewisham high street. Uniform is on the way as we speak. Apart from that, we have at this moment in time zip’.

“Any idea where this chap might be being held Jake?” asked one of the uniformed officers.

‘At this moment in time no. But he may well be in his own pub, we’ll find that out soon enough. If he’s not there? And we assume at this point, that he was behind the bar of his pub until 11 last night, that would have given the perp no more than say 12 hours or so, and it must have taken him quite a while to set this farce up, which means he wouldn’t have had much traveling time, so he may be in within the M25 area?’ replied Jake.

‘Thanks, Jake. Ted over to you’ said Max.

‘Uh uh, Ted cleared his throat, Ok internet surveillance team I want you scanning the web image for any possible clues as to where this Ben chap might be being held, also see if you can somehow get a trace on where the internet connection is located. Bob get a hold of the BBC and see if you can get an appeal for information on the location of the room. It’s pretty distinctive and if anyone has lived there recently there bound to be still having nightmares about having to live with that god dammed awful wallpaper’.

‘It’s worth a try, will do’ Bob said as he left the room.

“Jake, you dig up as much info on our victim as possible, who he is, what does he do, and more importantly what the hell has he done to piss the perp off so much? A complete background check ASAP please’

‘On it boss’ Said Jake.

‘Just before you leave guy’s, I want update meetings every 3 hours on the hour’ said Max

Ted turned to Annie, ‘Annie, you get in touch with his ex-wife and see if you can get any more info on this Ben chap or if she has any theories as to who might want to hurt him? Also, stick with the IT guys too, and report any developments directly to me first. I’m off the victim’s property to see if there any clues. Let’s get to it people’.

Ted was about to leave with the others when the chief called him back.

‘A word Ted’ said Max

“Fuck,” Ted thought. He was hoping to avoid the usual bullshit lecture about how lucky he was to have the Mayor as his BFF.

‘Can this not wait, boss, we are strapped for time as it is?’ pleaded Ted

‘It can wait for now Ted, but I won’t forget, and we will be having words as soon as this is over, that I promise you!’ replied Max.

Having earned the reprieve Ted and his uniformed driver Sgt Pete Machin, another old-timer who ted liked and knew well, made their way to the pub Ben Hickson ran.
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Chapter Six
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Mike Travis Lives on

Two floors below the serious crime’s ops/briefing room at Scotland Yard was the Met’s Anti-terrorism unit and the office of Detective Inspector Mike Travis AKA Alex Langdon. He was sat at his desk peeling a tangerine and smiling at his laptop. On the screen was his old buddy Ben Hickson just the way he had left him only now he was awake ‘are we sitting comfortably sir’ he said to himself and laughed. 

Alex now known as Mike had stolen his new identity from his fellow captive Mike Travis. Who before being captured by the Taliban had once been a Detective with the Gloucestershire Constabulary, before going on to university and studying for a Law Degree? 

After graduating, Mike began practicing as an independent pro-bono civil rights lawyer in the Middle East. It was whilst he was working on such a case In Afghanistan when he was kidnapped outside the courthouse Kabul by the Taliban. 

Throughout Mike’s three years in captivity, the Taliban had made several ransom demands for his release, and his wealthy father had paid them too, but thanks to Mike’s captors he and his father who was also his only surviving relative would never meet again! Mike’s father sadly died of a heart attack during Mike’s second year of captivity. 

Mike’s father had been a very rich landowner from Gloucester and on his death, he had left everything: The House the cars and more importantly money, lots of it to Mike, all Mike had to do was get back home to claim it!

During there years in captivity together Alex and Mike became close friends, so close that Mike told Alex his complete life story. Alex had thought that they might be good friends if and when they finally got out of there?

Sadly though, the boredom, abuse, and psychological torcher finally broke Mike, and he hung himself one night, just three weeks before Alex was set free by a group of British Marines who raided the compound, he and Mike were being held in.

That’s when Alex put his master plan into action. It was quite simple really, with Mike now dead and no longer having any living relatives to dispute Alex’s claim, all Alex needed to do was inform his Marine saviors that he was Mike and that Alex was the one who had hung himself. 

No one had any reason to doubt him. When the new Mike Travis AKA Alex was repatriated to the UK, he was promptly provided with new identity documents and more importantly, Mike’s father’s estate worth millions.

Mike’s previous experience as a detective had also helped Alex get his current job in Scotland Yard.

The new Mike still sitting with his feet up on his desk was watching his old buddy sweating it out on his computer screen. He looked at the wall clock, it showed 12.50 ‘Not long now buddy’ he said to
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