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UK Cornish born Kip was raised and educated in the Midlands. He left school at sixteen with his O-level qualifications in the late 70’s to pursue a career with the MOD’s weapons and explosives research and development department in Uxbridge, Kent, UK. After accomplishing his target pay grade and the highest position available within the department, he transferred his career option and enrolled with the Commandos. Later on, in his service career he joined the SAS at the rank of Squadron Quartermaster Sargent, (SQS). However, several years and tours later and after learning about his reputation and talents the Special Boats Services (SBS) requisitioned his services and experience as an underwater explosive ordnance expert, where he successfully saw out his service years as Captain. Now, in his 50’s Kip is a registered private investigator and owns and runs a personal security consultancy service. But, more significantly, in the spring of 2011, several years after a suicide bomber took his wife and only child he willingly accepted a commission as a highly skilled covert field operative and assassin for the ESS. The government funded ESS, is an elite covert section of the joint Secret Intelligence Service, SIS/MI6 & MI5. So covert, its very existence is only known by a select few in government, military intelligence and our armed forces. Nessa Marrak also born in Cornwall UK, an ex-military girl herself is a 3rd Dan black belt in jujitsu and Kip’s partner in crime so to speak, since the summer of 2011. Nessa shares a platonic relationship with Kip on his yacht Ollie (one life live it enjoy), on the waters off the South-West of England. The ESS rid our soil of the evil low-life that either evades capture or our Justice System fails to incarcerate. Permanently!  That is True Justice!  That is a Proper job! 
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ESS or Existus Secretum Summitate is loosely translated from Latin to top secret termination. Originally the ESS was the brainchild of one Edward Stanner on the turn of the millennium, who somehow managed to persuade and convince the necessary people of his time for the development of a covert team of True Justice Enforcers. TJE as Ed originally called it. Eventually a go-ahead for a three-year trial was granted. It was in 2001 when the very first mission was completed, and with military precision and success. The three-year trial period proved to be an outstanding comprehensive success, and here we are today after 17 years, a tight fitting elite covert unit funded by, but not officially associated with SIS/MI6-MI5. On paper this unit does not exist. ‘C’ is Numero Uno and the head of this department usually operating from an office deep inside Vauxhall Cross (MI6) or Thanes House (MI5). 

British intelligence agencies have groups of covert teams working around the clock and all over the world. MI5, MI6, SIS, SAS and all alike know of their existence. These ‘’Black Opp guys’’ if you want to label them, are handpicked teams usually of six or seven guys, five of which are the élite of ex SAS and the remainder are handpicked from one or two of the other agencies. Depending on their mission, depicts who is in the ‘‘Team’’. They work under the command of the Foreign Office and assist SIS operations wherever in the world they’re required. Whereas the ESS field agents are highly trained Ex-Forces and experienced assassins of one individual, or two in our case, working alone, mainly in Britain. 
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He didn’t look old enough to wear long trousers yet he held a blade, a sharp shiny hunting knife blade, similar to a Bowie but slightly smaller. A blood droplet fell from the rubicund stained tip onto his right trainer, aside the prone spasmodic body of a male politician frantically grasping for his final breaths. Donald Paterson is, and soon to be was, the local politician for the Plymouth area. The knife yielding youth is not, but soon will be, a person of interest to the police department or any of the intelligence agencies, yet he shouted out the jihadist battle cry, Alluha Akbar as he had thrust the blade into the throat of Donald’s neck. 

This blatant and heinous attack was caught on a CCTV camera directed down into an area of Drakes Circus shopping mall. Shortly after the incident the police seized all the local footage, but only released a highly edited version, for obvious reasons, for the media broadcasts and general public internet streaming. This was broadcast nationally on nearly all the TV channels at news times for several days after the actual sadistic event. 

As for the youth, he managed to affect his departure from the scene and fled to another venue close by, for another planned victim attack. However, his victim was not where he should have been at the time he should have been there. Fortunately for the obliviously innocent victim, he had luckily been delayed and was running late for his appointment. Therefore, the youth knowing he couldn’t loiter around this proximity, he quickly decided instead of attacking his target, he would have to diversify and attack one or if lucky, both of the policemen who stood guarding the same venue.

The two policemen guarding the entrance were physically and mentally poles apart. The first was Timothy Walters, a constable, a six foot two, twelve stone streaky bacon rookie constable. The second was Sergeant Mick Weston. A five foot eight, sixteen stone, tree trunk of an ex-ranker Sergeant from the 22nd Hereford ‘A’ Squadron, who joined the police force after retiring out of the SAS. Mick was therefore obviously far more professionally trained, and experienced, in unarmed combat routines compared to a basic rookie constable. Fortunately for Tim, the blade yielding youth chose the smaller of the two coppers that stood in front of him, but unfortunately for the youth, this was the ex-ranker, Mick, and Mick anticipated what was going to go down in front of him and his probationer partner. 

As the youth advanced with the bright early spring sun behind him and yielding the blood-stained blade visually, ex-army Mick stared with squinted eyes at the oncoming youth. Was it a glint of recognition? A split-second later Mick dropped onto one knee, twisted a 180 with an outstretched swinging foot and bowled the youth over like a tenpin. The knife yielding youth fell backwards and cracked his head on the paving, momentarily stunning him, but before the youth could react and do anything else, ex-army Mick pounced with all of his 16 stone mass onto his chest with both knees, winding the would-be assailant in the process. Mick then swiftly grabbed the wrist holding the blade with one hand and twisted it round the way our human biology did not intend, the gripping fingers opened and the blade fell free. Mick’s right hand clutched the youth’s carotid and jugular together which put him in a temporary sleep mode within seconds. Mick carefully picked up the weapon by its hilt and held it against the youth’s throat, for a split second he considered ending it there and then. Then he pulled the blade away level-headedly changing his mind, and dropped it in front of Tim’s feet for him to bag n tag it, then frisked for another weapon with his now free hand. Nothing of any consequence was found. 

When Mick looked up, he saw Tim the rookie just standing there, ignoring the blade, motionless, frozen rigid in time like a statue made of marble or bronze. An unbelievable dropped facial expression displayed on his young innocent face. Then the statue moved, he fell to his knees, leaned forward and involuntary gorged out his last meal, which splattered the paving aside of the unconscious attacker. Ex-army Mick slanted his head and radioed in for backup via his shoulder comms, as he could see the insipid looking rookie cop, was clearly unable to perform any duty at that
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