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The Postman Who Killed No-one

— CHAPTER ONE —

The Wrong Parcel

If you asked anyone in Merthyr Tydfil to describe Dai “Badger” Pigeon, they’d all give you the same answer:

“A big soft lump, mun. Lovely boy. Wouldn’t hurt a fly. Might accidentally sit on one, mind.”

Badger had the build of a retired flanker who still believed he could “do a job” for the seconds if they were short. His shoulders were wide enough to block out the sun, his calves were the size of small children, and his face had the permanently apologetic expression of a man who’d spent twenty years saying “Sorry, love, the sorting office is short-staffed again.”

He was, in short, the least likely assassin in the history of Wales.

But that Thursday morning — the one that would change the course of Merthyr’s criminal underworld, the police force, and eventually Interpol — Badger was simply trying to finish his round before the rain set in.

The Parcel

It began with a box.

A small, nondescript cardboard box with a smudge of oil on one corner and a faint smell of cheap aftershave. The label was printed in a font that looked like it had been designed by someone who’d only recently discovered computers. It read:

“Mr D. Morgan Flat 3 Gellideg Estate Merthyr Tydfil”

Badger squinted at it.

“D. Morgan... D. Morgan... which one’s he again?”

He knew every house on his round. Every dog. Every child who’d tried to steal his trolley. Every nan who insisted on giving him a biscuit even though he was trying to cut down. But the Gellideg flats were a maze of identical doors, identical buzzers, and identical men called Dai, Dewi, or Dylan.

He shrugged, tucked the parcel under his arm, and trudged up the concrete steps.

The rain began exactly as he reached the top. Welsh rain — the kind that doesn’t fall so much as materialise around you.

“Brilliant,” he muttered, pulling up the hood of his red Royal Mail waterproof. The hood immediately fell back down. It always did.

He buzzed Flat 3.

A voice crackled through the intercom. “Who is it?”

“Post, mun.”

A long pause.

Then: “Come up.”

Badger pushed the door open and stepped inside.

The Mistake

Flat 3’s door opened before he even knocked. A man stood there — tall, thin, wearing a tracksuit so black it seemed to absorb the light. His hair was slicked back with enough gel to waterproof a canoe. His eyes were sharp, suspicious, and very much the eyes of someone who had never received a legitimate parcel in his life.

“You’re early,” the man said.

“Traffic was light,” Badger replied cheerfully, handing over the box.

The man stared at it. Then at Badger. Then back at the box.

“You... brought it yourself?”

“Well, that’s the job, innit.”

Another long pause. The man’s expression shifted — suspicion melting into something like awe.

“You’re bold,” he whispered.

Badger blinked. “Eh?”

“You walk right up here. No disguise. No backup. Just... hand it over.”

Badger wondered if this was about the Amazon return. People got funny about those.

“Right then,” he said, stepping back. “Sign here, butt.”

The man took the handheld scanner with trembling hands. He signed with a flourish, as though autographing a death warrant.

When he handed it back, he leaned in close.

“Tell your boss,” he murmured, “message received.”

Badger had no idea what that meant, but he nodded politely. “Will do, mun.”

He turned to leave.

Behind him, the man whispered, almost reverently:

“I can’t believe The Badger came himself.”

Badger froze.

He turned slowly.

“Sorry... what did you call me?”

The man swallowed. “The Badger. The Red Kite’s right-hand man. The one they say never misses.”

Badger stared.

The man stared back.

Badger decided this was probably rugby-club gossip gone rogue.

“Ah, right,” he said. “Yeah. That’s me.”

The man nodded, impressed beyond measure.

Badger left the flat, shaking his head.

“People are strange,” he muttered.

The Crime Boss

Two hours later, in a dimly lit back room above a Merthyr kebab shop, the man from Flat 3 placed the parcel on a table in front of his boss — Gareth “Gaz the Ferret” Evans, a man whose nickname came from his ability to get into places he shouldn’t, and not, as rumour suggested, from an unfortunate incident involving a petting zoo.

Gaz stared at the parcel.

“You’re telling me,” he said slowly, “that he delivered it?”

“Yes, boss.”

“Him? In person?”

“Yes, boss.”

Gaz leaned back in his chair, exhaling through his nose.

“Well, boys,” he said, “looks like The Badger’s in Merthyr.”

The room fell silent.

Someone crossed themselves.

Someone else fainted.

Gaz grinned.

“This changes everything.”

Meanwhile, Badger

Badger was on the other side of town, trying to coax a Jack Russell away from his ankle.

“Come on now, Titch, mun. I’ve given you a biscuit. We’re friends.”

The dog growled.

Badger sighed.

He had no idea that by teatime, half the criminal underworld would be whispering his name with fear.

He had no idea that the police would soon be pinning his photo to a conspiracy board.

He had no idea that Interpol would open a file titled:

“Subject: BADGER Status: Extremely Dangerous Approach With Caution (and possibly a pasty)”

All he knew was that he was soaked, hungry, and late for his break.

He finally shook the dog off, straightened his jacket, and continued his round.

“Strangest morning I’ve had in ages,” he muttered.

He had no idea it was only going to get stranger.

— CHAPTER TWO —

The First Job

If you’d asked Dai “Badger” Pigeon what he planned to do that Friday morning, he would’ve said:

“Deliver the post, grab a bacon roll from the café by the bus station, and try not to get bitten by that bloody Jack Russell again.”

If you’d asked the Merthyr criminal underworld what they thought he was doing, they’d have said:

“Preparing for his first hit.”

Both groups were wrong, but only one of them would end up hiding behind wheelie bins in terror.

The Summons

Badger was halfway through sorting letters in the back of his van when his phone buzzed. The number was withheld. He frowned. Withheld numbers usually meant one of three things:

	Someone trying to sell him broadband

	Someone trying to sell him solar panels

	His mother


He answered cautiously. “Hello, Badger speaking.”

A voice like gravel in a blender growled down the line.

“Meet us behind the old Kwik Save. Ten minutes.”

Badger blinked. “Who’s this, then?”

“You know who.”

“I really don’t, mun.”

A long, dangerous pause.

Then: “The Ferret.”

Badger’s eyes widened. “Oh! Gaz! Why didn’t you say so? Thought you were one of them scammers.”

Another pause. This one confused.

“You... thought I was a scammer?”

“Well, you never know. They’re crafty, butt.”

The voice sighed. “Just get here.”

The line went dead.

Badger shrugged, put the last bundle of letters in order, and drove off, humming along to the radio. He assumed Gaz wanted to complain about a missing parcel. People always did.

He had no idea he was about to be given his first “assassination assignment”.

The Meeting Behind the Kwik Save

The old Kwik Save car park was a wasteland of cracked tarmac, weeds, and abandoned shopping trolleys. Three men stood waiting: Gaz the Ferret, his lieutenant Big Al (who was neither big nor named Al), and a third man Badger didn’t recognise but who had the haunted look of someone who’d seen things he couldn’t unsee.

Gaz stepped forward. “Badger.”

“Alright, Gaz. You got a parcel gone missing?”

Gaz exchanged a look with his men. “No. We’ve got a job for you.”

Badger brightened. “Oh! You need something delivered? I can’t do private courier stuff, mun, it’s against Royal Mail rules—”

“This isn’t a delivery.”

“Oh.”

“This is... removal.”

Badger frowned. “Like... rubbish collection?”

Gaz pinched the bridge of his nose. “No. A person.”

“Oh! Helping someone move house. Right. I can do that. Got a strong back on me.”

Gaz inhaled slowly, as though trying to summon patience from the heavens.

“Badger. Listen carefully. We need you to... take someone out.”

Badger nodded. “Right. Where to?”

Gaz blinked. “What?”

“Where do you want me to take him out? Brecon? Cardiff? Somewhere nice?”

Big Al coughed into his sleeve to hide a laugh. Gaz shot him a look that could’ve curdled milk.

“No. Not take him out somewhere. Take him out.”

Badger stared blankly.

Gaz leaned in, lowering his voice. “As in... permanently.”

Badger gasped. “Oh! You mean... like retirement? You want me to help him move into a care home?”

Gaz made a noise like a dying kettle.

The third man stepped forward. “Boss, maybe he’s doing that thing. You know. Playing dumb. Like a pro.”

Gaz considered this. Slowly, a grin spread across his face.

“Aye,” he said. “That’s it. He’s good. He’s very good.”

Badger, who was not doing anything intentionally, smiled politely.

Gaz handed him a photo. “This is the target. Name’s Trevor ‘Trev the Fork’ Jenkins. He’s been causing trouble. We want him gone.”

Badger studied the photo. Trev was a wiry man with a moustache that looked like it had been drawn on with a marker pen.

“Right then,” Badger said. “I’ll sort him.”

Gaz nodded approvingly. “We knew we could count on you.”

Badger tucked the photo into his pocket. “I’ll take him out straight after my round.”

Gaz blinked. “You’re doing it today?”

“Well, no point putting it off, is there?”

Gaz turned to his men. “See? Professional.”

Badger waved cheerfully and got back in his van.

The Lunch

Badger found Trev the Fork exactly where the photo suggested he’d be: outside Wetherspoons, smoking a roll-up and arguing with a pigeon.

Badger approached with the friendly confidence of a man who had never once been afraid of confrontation because he’d never realised he was in one.

“You Trev?” he asked.

“Who’s asking?” Trev snapped.

“Dai Badger Pigeon. I’m here to take you out.”

Trev froze.

The pigeon flew away.

“Oh,” Trev said quietly. “Oh, right. I see. Well... can I finish my fag first?”

“Course you can, mun. No rush.”

Trev nodded, resigned to his fate.

Badger clapped him on the shoulder. “Come on then. I know a place does a cracking mixed grill.”

Trev blinked. “What?”

“Taking you out, innit. Thought we’d get some lunch.”

Trev stared at him.

Badger stared back.

Trev decided that if this was how he was going to die, at least he’d get a meal out of it.

Inside Wetherspoons, Badger ordered two mixed grills, two pints of Coke, and a side of onion rings “because you look like you need cheering up, butt.”

Trev, trembling, nodded.

Halfway through the meal, a group of plain-clothes police officers stormed in.

“TREVOR JENKINS!” shouted DS Rhian Llewellyn. “You’re under arrest for tax fraud, benefit fraud, and possession of an illegal fork!”

Trev dropped his cutlery. “I knew this day would come.”

Badger looked up, confused. “Oh! Rhian! Alright, love?”

She blinked. “Badger? What are you doing with him?”

“Taking him out.”

Her eyes widened. “You... you took him out? Yourself?”

“Well, yeah. He was hungry.”

The officers exchanged looks of pure terror.

Rhian swallowed. “Right. Take him away.”

As Trev was dragged out, he shouted, “He’s a monster! He took me out like it was nothing!”

Badger waved. “See you, Trev!”

Rhian stared at him. “Badger... what exactly did you do?”

“Just bought him lunch, mun.”

She paled. “You’re good. Too good.”

Badger had no idea what she meant.

The Report Back

That evening, Badger returned to the old Kwik Save car park. Gaz and his men were waiting.

“Well?” Gaz asked.

Badger shrugged. “Sorted.”

Gaz’s eyes widened. “He’s gone?”

“Police took him.”

Gaz let out a low whistle. “You got the police to do it for you?”

Badger frowned. “I didn’t get them to—”

“Incredible,” Gaz breathed. “Absolutely incredible.”

Big Al nodded reverently. “The Badger strikes again.”

Badger smiled awkwardly. “Right then. I’m off home. Got shepherd’s pie waiting.”

He left.

Gaz turned to his men.

“Boys,” he said, “we’ve hired a bloody genius.”

— CHAPTER THREE —

The Syndicate Tests Badger

By Saturday morning, Dai “Badger” Pigeon had already forgotten he’d “taken out” Trev the Fork. He’d had a long week, his knees were aching, and he was more concerned about whether the café by the bus station still had any bacon left by the time he got there.

The rest of Merthyr, however, had not forgotten.

Word had spread.

The Badger is back. The Badger works alone. The Badger doesn’t even use weapons — he uses the police.

By 9 a.m., the criminal underworld was vibrating with fear. By 10 a.m., Gaz the Ferret had decided to test him. By 11 a.m., Badger was standing in the alley behind Peacocks, wondering why everyone kept whispering.

The Briefing

Gaz appeared from behind a skip like a ferret emerging from a burrow — quick, twitchy, and smelling faintly of Lynx Africa.

“Badger,” he said, nodding with the solemnity of a man addressing a war hero.

“Alright, Gaz,” Badger replied, sipping from his flask. “You want another parcel delivered?”

Gaz’s eye twitched. “No. Another job.”

Badger sighed. “Gaz, mun, I told you — I can’t be doing private courier work. Royal Mail’ll have my guts for garters.”

“This isn’t courier work.”

“Oh.”

“This is... precision work.”

Badger frowned. “Like... carpentry?”

Gaz inhaled sharply. “No. Listen. We need you to silence someone.”

Badger nodded slowly. “Right. I can do that.”

Gaz blinked. “You can?”

“Course I can. My nephew’s got one of them fancy headphones. Noise-cancelling. You put them on, you can’t hear a thing. Lovely bit of kit.”

Gaz stared.

Badger continued, warming to the topic. “He uses them when his mother’s nagging him. Says it’s like being underwater.”

Gaz turned to Big Al. “He’s doing it again.”

Big Al nodded reverently. “Playing dumb. Like a pro.”

Gaz faced Badger. “The target’s name is Clive ‘Clivey Two-Phones’ Watkins. He’s been talking too much. We need him quiet.”

Badger nodded. “Say no more.”

Gaz exhaled. “Exactly.”

Badger smiled. “I’ll sort him.”

Gaz clapped him on the shoulder. “I knew we could rely on you.”

Badger left the alley, humming.

Gaz watched him go, shivering.

“Boys,” he whispered, “we’re dealing with a genius.”

Clivey Two-Phones

Clivey Two-Phones got his nickname because he owned two phones. One for business. One for “business”. He was a wiry man with the nervous energy of a squirrel on espresso.

Badger found him outside the betting shop, shouting into both phones at once.

“No, YOU listen, butt— hang on— no, YOU hang on—”

Badger approached with the calm, steady gait of a man who had no idea he was walking into a criminal operation.

“Clivey?” he asked.

Clivey froze. “Who wants to know?”

“Dai Badger Pigeon.”

Clivey’s face drained of colour. “Oh God. Oh no. Oh sweet baby Jesus.”

Badger frowned. “You alright, mun? You look like you’ve seen a ghost.”

Clivey dropped both phones. “I knew this day would come.”

Badger blinked. “What day?”

“The day The Badger came for me.”

Badger sighed. “Look, butt, I’m not here to cause trouble. I’m here to silence you.”

Clivey whimpered. “Please make it quick.”

Badger reached into his postbag.

Clivey flinched.

Badger pulled out a pair of bright red noise-cancelling headphones.

“Here you go,” he said cheerfully. “Pop these on. You won’t hear a thing.”

Clivey stared.

Badger demonstrated by putting them on himself and shouting, “SEE? CAN’T HEAR A BLOODY THING!”

Clivey nodded shakily. “Right. Right. Okay. I’ll... I’ll wear them.”

“Good lad,” Badger said, patting him on the shoulder. “And stop shouting so much. People’ll think you’re daft.”

Clivey put the headphones on.

Badger walked away.

Clivey, now unable to hear anything, stepped into the road and was immediately arrested by two undercover officers who’d been tailing him for weeks.

He didn’t resist.

He couldn’t hear them.

He just kept saying, “The Badger spared me. I’ll be good. I promise.”

The Syndicate Reacts

That afternoon, Badger returned to the alley behind Peacocks. Gaz and his men were waiting, wide-eyed.

“Well?” Gaz asked.

“Sorted,” Badger said.

Gaz swallowed. “He’s silent?”

“Completely.”

Gaz’s jaw dropped. “You... you did it?”

“Gave him headphones.”

Gaz blinked. “Headphones.”

“Noise-cancelling.”

Gaz turned to Big Al. “He’s a bloody genius.”

Big Al nodded. “Weaponised silence.”

Gaz faced Badger. “And the police arrested him?”

“Yeah. Poor sod walked right into them.”

Gaz let out a low whistle. “You planned that, didn’t you?”

Badger frowned. “Planned what?”

Gaz smiled. “Never mind. You’re a master.”

Badger shrugged. “Right then. I’m off. Got a lasagne in the oven.”

He left.

Gaz watched him go, trembling.

“Boys,” he whispered, “we’re dealing with a monster.”

Meanwhile, DS Rhian Llewellyn

Rhian stood in front of her whiteboard, staring at the photo of Dai Badger Pigeon she’d pinned there.

Underneath it, she’d written:

“THE BADGER — POSSIBLE CRIMINAL MASTERMIND?”

Her sergeant approached cautiously. “Ma’am... are we sure he’s involved?”

Rhian pointed at the board.

“Trev the Fork — arrested after meeting Badger.” “Clivey Two-Phones — arrested after meeting Badger.” “Two rival gangs — suddenly quiet.” “Gaz the Ferret — acting terrified.”

The sergeant frowned. “But Badger’s a postman.”

Rhian nodded. “Exactly. The perfect cover.”

She stepped back, admiring her work.

“Something big is happening in Merthyr,” she said. “And The Badger is at the centre of it.”

Badger, Blissfully Unaware

Badger was at home, feet up, watching Only Connect and eating lasagne straight from the dish.

He had no idea that:

	criminals feared him

	police suspected him

	Interpol had updated his file to “High Priority”

	and Gaz the Ferret was about to give him his most dangerous job yet


He just knew he was tired.

“Strangest week I’ve had in ages,” he muttered.

He had no idea it was about to get stranger.

— CHAPTER FOUR —

The Gossip Weapon

If there was one thing Dai “Badger” Pigeon understood better than sorting mail, it was Valleys gossip. Not intentionally, mind — he just absorbed it the way a sponge absorbs water. You couldn’t walk a Merthyr postal round for twenty years without learning who was cheating, who was skint, who’d bought a new car they definitely couldn’t afford, and who’d been seen leaving the rugby club with someone who wasn’t their spouse.

Badger didn’t spread gossip. He just... leaked it. Accidentally. Like a friendly, oversized sieve.

And on Monday morning, that sieve was about to topple a local councillor.

The Leaflet

Badger was sorting his letters in the van when he noticed a stack of glossy leaflets someone had shoved into his trolley.

“VOTE COUNCILLOR BARRIE HUGHES — A MAN YOU CAN TRUST!”

Badger snorted. “Barrie Hughes? Trust? That’s rich.”

He’d delivered enough suspiciously timed bouquets to know Barrie Hughes was about as trustworthy as a chocolate teapot in a heatwave.

Still, leaflets were leaflets. He began stuffing them through doors as he went.

At Number 12, Mrs Llewellyn stopped him. “Morning, Badger love! Did you hear about Barrie Hughes?”

Badger, who had not heard but was always polite, said, “Aye, terrible, innit.”

Mrs Llewellyn gasped. “So it’s true, then?”

Badger blinked. “Er... what’s true?”

“That he’s been carrying on with that woman from the leisure centre!”

Badger winced. “Oh. That. Aye, well... you know Barrie.”

Mrs Llewellyn nodded sagely. “Dirty dog.”

Badger continued his round, unaware that Mrs Llewellyn was already on the phone to her sister, who was on the phone to her neighbour, who was on the phone to her hairdresser, who was on the phone to half of Merthyr.

By the time Badger reached the top of the hill, the rumour had mutated into:

“Barrie Hughes has run off with TWO women from the leisure centre and possibly a Zumba instructor.”

Badger had no idea.

He was too busy trying to deliver a parcel to a house with a gate that refused to open unless you kicked it in exactly the right spot.

The Wrong Door

The real trouble began when Badger reached the house of Mrs Dilys Price, a woman who had never once in her life kept her nose out of anything.

Badger pushed a leaflet through her door.

It fluttered to the floor.

Mrs Price opened the door instantly — she had the reflexes of a hawk when it came to post.

“What’s this then?” she demanded.

“Leaflet, mun.”

She squinted at it. “Barrie Hughes? That snake? You know what I heard?”

Badger, who was trying to escape, said, “No, but I’m sure you’re about to tell me.”

Mrs Price leaned in conspiratorially. “He’s been carrying on with that woman from the leisure centre.”

Badger nodded. “Aye, so I heard.”

Mrs Price gasped. “So it’s TRUE?”

Badger froze. “I didn’t say—”

But it was too late.

Mrs Price was already marching down the street, waving the leaflet like a battle standard.

“IT’S TRUE!” she bellowed. “THE POSTMAN SAID SO!”

Badger groaned. “Oh, for—”

But the damage was done.

Within fifteen minutes, the rumour had evolved into:

“Barrie Hughes has been caught in a broom cupboard with THREE women and possibly a Pilates instructor.”

Within thirty minutes, it had become:

“Barrie Hughes has been banned from the leisure centre for life.”

Within an hour:

“Barrie Hughes has fled the country.”

Badger was blissfully unaware.

He was too busy trying to coax a cat out of his van.

The Syndicate Interprets Events

That afternoon, Gaz the Ferret summoned Badger to the alley behind Peacocks again.

Gaz looked shaken.

“Badger,” he whispered, “you’ve done it again.”

Badger frowned. “Done what?”

Gaz handed him a newspaper. The headline read:

COUNCILLOR HUGHES RESIGNS AMID SCANDAL — “UNPRECEDENTED GOSSIP EVENT”

Badger blinked. “Oh. That. Aye. Mrs Price got a bit excited.”

Gaz stared at him. “You toppled a councillor.”

“I didn’t topple anyone, mun. I just delivered a leaflet.”

Gaz shook his head. “You used gossip as a weapon.”

Badger opened his mouth to protest, but Gaz continued:

“You destabilised local government. With a leaflet. And a rumour.”

Badger sighed. “Gaz, butt, I swear—”

Gaz held up a hand. “Say no more. Your methods are... unconventional. But effective.”

Badger rubbed his temples. “Gaz, I’m a postman.”

Gaz smiled. “Exactly. No one suspects a postman.”

Badger groaned.

Gaz leaned in. “We’ve got another job for you.”

Badger closed his eyes. “Of course you have.”

Meanwhile, DS Rhian Llewellyn

Rhian stood in front of her whiteboard, adding a new line of red string.

“COUNCILLOR HUGHES — RESIGNED AFTER CONTACT WITH BADGER”

Her sergeant watched nervously. “Ma’am... this is getting out of hand.”

Rhian nodded. “He’s dismantling the power structures of Merthyr one by one.”

“But... why?”

Rhian narrowed her eyes. “That’s what scares me. There’s no pattern. No motive. Pure chaos.”

She circled Badger’s photo.

“He’s unpredictable. He’s dangerous. And he must be stopped.”

Badger, Blissfully Unaware (Again)

Badger was at home, eating a corned beef sandwich and watching Antiques Roadshow.

He had no idea that:

	he’d accidentally toppled a councillor

	the syndicate believed he’d orchestrated a political coup

	the police believed he was destabilising Merthyr

	and Gaz the Ferret was about to give him a job that would drag him into international crime


He just knew he was tired.

“Strangest month I’ve had in ages,” he muttered.

He had no idea it was about to get stranger.

— CHAPTER FIVE —

The Real Red Kite Returns

Long before Dai “Badger” Pigeon accidentally toppled a councillor, silenced Clivey Two-Phones, and “took out” Trev the Fork with a mixed grill, there was another name whispered in the darker corners of Wales.

A name spoken with caution. A name spoken with respect. A name spoken only when you were absolutely sure she wasn’t within earshot.

Cerys Morgan. Known across Europe as The Red Kite.

She was precise. She was efficient. She was terrifying.

And she was not amused to hear that someone in Merthyr Tydfil was using her name — or worse, overshadowing it.

The Rumour Reaches Her

Cerys was in Prague when she first heard it.

She was sitting in a dimly lit bar, sipping a drink that cost more than Badger’s monthly electricity bill, when a jittery informant slid into the seat opposite her.

“You’re not going to like this,” he whispered.

Cerys raised an eyebrow. “I rarely do.”

“There’s... someone new. In Wales.”

Cerys sighed. “There are many people in Wales.”

“No. Someone like you.”

She froze.

“Impossible.”

The informant swallowed. “They call him... The Badger.”

Cerys stared.

“The Badger?”

“Yes.”

“That’s not even a bird.”

“I know.”

Cerys pinched the bridge of her nose. “What’s he done?”

The informant pulled out a tablet and showed her a series of headlines:

LOCAL CRIMINAL ARRESTED AFTER MYSTERIOUS ENCOUNTER WITH “THE BADGER” COUNCILLOR RESIGNS AMID SCANDAL — SHADOWY FIGURE INVOLVED? POLICE INVESTIGATE NEW PLAYER IN MERTHYR UNDERWORLD

Cerys scrolled.

Her expression darkened.

“This idiot is ruining my brand.”

The informant nodded nervously. “Rumour is... he’s better than you.”

Cerys’s eyes narrowed to slits.

“Book me a flight.”

Meanwhile, in Merthyr

Badger was in the sorting office, wrestling with a jammed franking machine.

“Come on, mun,” he muttered, shaking it. “Don’t start with me today.”

His colleague, Lynette, leaned over. “You alright, Badger love?”

“Machine’s playing up.”

“Give it a whack.”

Badger did.

The machine beeped, spat out a label, and began working perfectly.

Lynette nodded. “See? You’ve got the touch.”

Badger smiled modestly. “Just lucky, I suppose.”

He had no idea that at that exact moment, a world-class assassin was boarding a plane with the sole intention of killing him.

Cerys Arrives

Cerys Morgan stepped off the train at Merthyr Tydfil station wearing a long coat, dark sunglasses, and an expression that suggested she was deeply unimpressed by everything she saw.

A man bumped into her.

“Sorry, love,” he said.

She stared at him.

He ran.

She walked through the station with the grace of a panther and the simmering fury of a woman who had once dismantled a smuggling ring using only a hairpin and a Tesco Clubcard.

She approached the taxi rank.

A driver leaned out of his window. “Where to, butt?”

Cerys removed her sunglasses.

“Take me,” she said, “to the most dangerous man in Merthyr.”

The driver blinked. “Right. So... Gellideg, is it?”

Gaz the Ferret Panics

Gaz the Ferret was not a man easily frightened. He’d once stared down a man armed with a pool cue. He’d once escaped a police raid by hiding in a wheelie bin for six hours. He’d once eaten a kebab from a petrol station.

But when he heard that The Red Kite was back in Wales, he nearly swallowed his vape.

“She’s coming for us,” he whispered.

Big Al





















	smiling

	waving at a toddler

	being chased by a small dog

	and carrying a postbag decorated with a keyring shaped like a cartoon sheep


























	the most feared assassin in Europe was stalking him

	Gaz the Ferret was praying for his survival

	DS Rhian Llewellyn was building a case file thicker than a phone book

	and the next 24 hours would bring Merthyr to the brink of absolute chaos

























































































	precision

	technique

	strategy

	lethal efficiency



	chaos

	clumsiness

	accidental self-harm

	and a man defeating three thugs using nothing but parcel tape and a P739 card
























	he’d accidentally defeated a gang

	Cerys Morgan was now convinced he was a threat

	Gaz the Ferret was terrified of him

	DS Rhian Llewellyn believed he was a vigilante

	and Interpol had updated his file to “Extremely Dangerous — Avoid Direct Confrontation”
















	Trev the Fork — arrested

	Clivey Two-Phones — arrested

	Councillor Barrie Hughes — resigned

	Three gang members — hospitalised

	Gaz the Ferret — panicking

	A sketch of a P739 card circled three times

	A doodle of a badger wearing sunglasses (no one admitted to drawing it)























































































	helped a man jump-start his car

	rescued a cat from a hedge

	stopped traffic so a toddler could retrieve a dropped toy

	and accidentally caused a minor fender-bender by waving too enthusiastically at someone he thought he recognised















	the police had launched a covert surveillance operation

	Cerys Morgan was closing in

	Gaz the Ferret was telling people Badger once killed a man with a glance

	and Interpol had added a note to his file: “Approach with extreme caution — subject may be unpredictable.”








	houses with no numbers

	flats with broken buzzers

	sheds that people insisted were “converted annexes”

	and one memorable address that turned out to be a caravan balanced on bricks















































































	the cartel members were arrested

	the crates were seized

	the Interpol commander saluted Badger

	and Badger tried to explain he was just delivering a parcel































	he’d accidentally dismantled an international smuggling ring

	Interpol believed he was a covert operative

	Cerys Morgan was now convinced he was indestructible

	Gaz the Ferret was telling people Badger once took down a cartel with a forklift

	and DS Rhian Llewellyn had officially declared him “a person of extreme interest”












































































	sitting on a bench

	drinking tea

	being attacked by a woman in a long coat

	knocking her out with a thermos

	apologising profusely

	checking her pulse

	leaving a P739 card on her chest “just in case”




























	he had knocked out the most feared assassin in Europe

	Gaz the Ferret now believed Badger was invincible

	DS Rhian Llewellyn believed he was escalating

	Cerys Morgan had decided to study him

	and Interpol had updated his file to: “Subject appears capable of neutralising elite operatives with improvised weapons.”








	teenagers vaping aggressively

	pensioners arguing over whose turn it was to sit on the warm bench

	buses that were allegedly “due” but never arrived

	and one memorable incident involving a runaway mobility scooter




	Dai “Badger” Pigeon, who just needed someone to sign for a recorded letter

	Gaz the Ferret’s entire syndicate, convinced Badger was about to wage war

	DS Rhian Llewellyn and half of South Wales Police, convinced Badger was about to commit a major crime

	Cerys “The Red Kite” Morgan, convinced Badger was an enigma who needed to be understood — or neutralised








	the unmarked police cars

	the men in tracksuits lurking behind pillars

	the woman in a long coat perched on the balcony

	or the Interpol surveillance van parked outside Greggs


















































	a gunshot (to Gaz’s men)

	a signal to attack (to the police)

	a coded message (to Cerys)

	and a sign of imminent doom (to Gaz personally)











































	Gaz

	Rhian

	Cerys

	and two officers















	Gaz now believed Badger could kill with a handbag

	Rhian believed he had single-handedly prevented a gang war

	Cerys believed he was a tactical genius

	Interpol believed he had orchestrated the entire event

	and Idris Bowen believed he had witnessed the apocalypse









	“He used a bag like a medieval flail.”

	“He caught a bullet in his teeth.”

	“He suplexed a police officer into a vending machine.”

	“He stared at a man so hard the man fainted.”

	“He killed a bus.”












































































	“Does he know what he’s doing? (No.)”

	“Does that make him more dangerous? (Possibly.)”

	“Is he indestructible? (Unclear.)”

	“Should I follow him? (Yes.)”








	he was now a myth

	Gaz the Ferret’s syndicate had declared him their spiritual leader

	DS Rhian Llewellyn had given up trying to understand him

	Cerys Morgan had begun a full psychological study of him

	and Interpol had updated his file to: “Subject may be operating on a level of chaos-based strategy not yet understood by modern intelligence agencies.”





















	fruit

	chocolate

	a bottle of Buckfast

	a framed photo of Gaz the Ferret giving a thumbs-up

	and a note that read: “To The Badger — Our Protector. Please don’t kill us. Love, Gaz.”


























	Subject is not an assassin

	Subject is not a strategist

	Subject is not aware of anything happening around him

	Subject is somehow the most effective chaos agent in Wales

	Subject cannot be predicted

	Subject cannot be controlled

	Subject cannot be killed (probably)

	Subject should be left alone at all costs






















	Gaz the Ferret’s syndicate now worshipped him

	DS Rhian Llewellyn had closed the case

	Cerys Morgan had fled the country

	Interpol had archived his file under “Unsolvable”

	and Merthyr Tydfil had begun telling stories about him that would last for generations











































	a loaf of bread

	a pint of milk

	and a packet of custard creams

















	stopped to chat to everyone

	crossed the road for no reason

	doubled back because he’d forgotten something

	paused to look at a pigeon

	paused again to look at a different pigeon



	a bus

	a pram

	a group of teenagers

	a mobility scooter

	a man selling knock-off phone cases












































	Subject is unpredictable.

	Subject is evasive without meaning to be.

	Subject may be a genius.

	Subject may be an idiot.

	Subject may be both.








	Her ability to tail anyone, anywhere, under any conditions

	Her ability to remain calm under pressure

	Her ability to never, ever be made to look foolish






	the car park

	the trolley bay

	the main entrance

	and Badger, who was currently loading parcels into his van with the serene focus of a man who had never once suspected he was being hunted









































































	Subject is impossible to tail.

	Subject may possess supernatural awareness.

	Subject may be a chaos entity.

	Subject delivered a parcel to me. I did not order a parcel.

	I am losing my mind.

















































































	Subject defeated three armed men.

	Subject used no force intentionally.

	Subject appears to weaponise coincidence.

	Subject may be a chaos-based lifeform.

	Subject is either the luckiest man alive or the most dangerous.

	Possibly both.




















	throwing knife

	backup knife

	backup-backup knife

	garrote wire

	tranquiliser pen

	emergency cyanide capsule (for herself, not him)

	and a thermos of black coffee































































	Subject is immune to assassination.

	Subject uses improvised weapons with terrifying effectiveness.

	Subject does not realise he is in combat.

	Subject may be indestructible.

	Subject must be approached with extreme caution.

	Subject must not be approached with thermos flasks nearby.


























































































	a machine

	a myth

	a chosen one

	a warlord

	a supernatural entity

	a man who once apologised to a traffic cone




























	Locals appear to worship subject.

	Locals appear to fear subject.

	Locals appear to confuse me with his accomplice.

	I am losing patience.































































	Local criminals believe Badger is a crime lord.

	Local criminals believe I work for him.

	Local criminals are idiots.

	Badger is somehow at the centre of all of this.

	I must observe him more closely.

	Preferably from a distance.

	Preferably with tranquiliser darts.















	Gaz the Ferret (circled three times)

	Cerys Morgan (circled four times, underlined twice)

	A doodle of a badger wearing sunglasses (no one admitted to drawing it)

	A map of Merthyr with pins in places where Badger had “caused incidents”

	A note that read: “WHO IS THE WOMAN???”


































































































	Local police believe I work for Badger.

	Local police are incompetent.

	Local police may be dangerous due to incompetence.

	Must avoid them.

	Must avoid Badger.

	Must avoid everyone in this town.













































































































	Interpol had retreated

	Cerys had a headache

	Badger had a leaflet about “international cooperation”

	And the lead agent had updated his report to: “The Badger and The Red Kite are working together. Approach with extreme caution.”




















	focused

	disciplined

	lethal

	terrifyingly efficient











	Subject is unpredictable.

	Subject may be a chaos entity.

	Subject is immune to assassination.

	Subject weaponises coincidence.

	Subject is possibly indestructible.

	Subject apologised to a lamp post.






































	a man shouting at a bus

	a dog wearing a jumper

	a teenager vaping a cloud so large it could be classified as weather

	a charity shop selling a porcelain clown with one eye























































	Subject is impossible to avoid.

	Subject appears at random.

	Subject may be omnipresent.

	I am losing my grip on reality.

	I need rest.

	Or medication.

	Or both.

























	a parcel

	a sausage roll

	and a sense of calm that should have been illegal



















































































	Subject attracts professional killers.

	Subject survives professional killers.

	Subject does not understand professional killers.

	Subject is a natural chaos catalyst.

	Chaos can be weaponised.

	I must learn from him.

	God help me.





















































































































































	Subject is a chaos catalyst.

	Subject is a force multiplier.

	Subject is impossible to control.

	Subject is impossible to predict.

	Subject is, against all logic, effective.

	I may need him.

	I hate that.











	a suitcase

	a passport

	a one-way ticket to anywhere that wasn’t here

	and a deep, soul-aching desire for silence









































































































	Subject is unstoppable.

	Subject is uncontainable.

	Subject is unavoidable.

	Subject is everywhere.

	Subject is eternal.

	I am never escaping him.

	God help me.





























































































	Destiny has chosen me.

	Badger has sent a coded message.

	I must form the Syndicate.

	I must not tell Cerys.

	I must not die.

	I will probably die.

	But it will be glorious.







	his best neon tracksuit

	his lucky trainers (unlucky for everyone else)

	a vape clipped to his belt like a ceremonial dagger

	and an expression of absolute, unearned confidence









	he was big

	his name was Al

	and Gaz lacked imagination









































	he was medium-sized

	his name was also Al

	and Gaz had once again refused to be creative












































































	Recruited the lads.

	Kevin joined by accident.

	Might keep him.

	Syndicate morale: high.

	Syndicate competence: low.

	Syndicate future: glorious.









	Big Al, eating a sausage roll

	Little Al, arguing with a pigeon

	Medium-Sized Al, still traumatised by the vending machine incident

	Kevin, who had only come along because he thought they were going to Greggs






























































































	First heist complete.

	Accidentally donated £20.

	Charity lady terrifying.

	Lads morale: confused but supportive.

	Must plan better.

	Must avoid clipboards.

	Must not tell Cerys.






	Speed

	Stealth

	The ability to sense danger before it arrived











































































































































	Attempted tactical vehicle acquisition.

	Owner highly trained. Possibly ex-military.

	Scooter speed: impressive.

	Escape attempt: partial success.

	Lads morale: confused.

	Kevin morale: low.

	Must acquire transport.

	Must avoid pensioners.






	Nothing in Merthyr happens by accident.

	Every conversation he overhears is probably about him.

	All major criminal conspiracies begin behind a kebab shop.







	the owner didn’t ask questions

	the alley was warm from the extractor fan

	and Gaz liked the smell of chips

































































































	Discovered major criminal conspiracy.

	Shipment arriving tonight.

	Must intercept.

	Kevin still in denial.

	Lads morale: high.

	Danger level: extreme.

	Chip smell: strong.

	Destiny: calling.






	Cerys Morgan

	Cerys Morgan with knives

	Cerys Morgan without knives (somehow worse)

	and pigeons that looked at him funny

























































































































	Recruited Interpol.

	Agent Laurent: intense but loyal.

	Kevin: still confused.

	Shipment tonight.

	Stakes: massive.

	Danger: extreme.

	Chips: probably frozen.

	Destiny: approaching.














































































































































	Vape is definitely encrypted.

	Agent Laurent agrees.

	Kevin still confused.

	Pigeon surveillance confirmed.

	Must follow vape signal.

	Danger level: maximum.

	Vape flavour: strawberry-banana.

	Destiny: fruity.






	confused

	overconfident

	underqualified

	banned from three separate Costas






















































































































































	Discovered local cult.

	Accidentally became their prophet.

	Cone’s name: Gareth.

	Rituals involve Lucozade.

	Must avoid cult.

	Must avoid cones.

	Must avoid leadership roles.

	Kevin very stressed.































































































































































	Cerys found the cult.

	Cerys angry.

	Cerys terrifying.

	Cerys saved me.

	Cerys definitely cares.

	Must not tell her about the shipment tonight.

	Must avoid cones.










	donating £20 to a charity shop

	stealing (and immediately losing) a mobility scooter

	becoming the prophet of a cone cult

	and convincing Interpol that his vape was a spy device

































































































































































	Real criminals arrived.

	They think I’m a legend.

	I am now a kingpin.

	First mission: deliver Cerys.

	This is bad.

	This is very bad.

	Kevin says I’m doomed.

	Kevin is probably right.




















































































































































	Viktor was unconscious

	his men were unconscious

	the vans were dented

	the lamppost was down

	the seagull was victorious

	and Gaz was lying on the ground, dazed but proud







































	Took down major syndicate.

	Accidentally.

	Cerys saved me again.

	Viktor defeated by seagull.

	I am unstoppable.

	Kevin says I am very stoppable.

	Cerys says I am grounded.

	I think that means I’m promoted.







	to be arrested

	to be shouted at by Cerys

	to be shouted at by his mam

	to be shouted at by strangers

	to die in a freak vape-related incident
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