
Barney Stock was back in the observation room leering at Susan Wimble, the girl from the 

beach. He’d been waiting for Craig to haul his long streak of piss body up the stairs for ages. 

Now he was alone with her. Scared and disorientated from the drugs he’d put in her water, 

she’d held off from using the stainless steel toilet in the cell's corner for as long as she could. 

Now short of wetting herself, she was forced to go. 

‘That’s right, Darlin, show us what you’ve got,’ Barney said in a breathless whisper, his hand 

down, rubbing his crotch.  

Each observation room had two monitors in, one showing the recorder image of the cell in 

front. The other displaying a grid of images, one for each cell. Barney glanced across when 

movement in one of the cells caught his eye.   

‘What the fuck’s,’ he said, tapping the keyboard to bring up cell two. His eyes went wide at 

the sight of Smudge convulsing on the floor. 

Shit. 

Moving his stocky frame as fast as he could, he left the observation room and ran for the cell 

door, fumbling and rattling the big bunch of keys as he went, desperately trying to find the 

right one quickly. 

Fuck, shit, fuck, Slade will kill me if he looses this one before the hunt. 

He slid the metal flap back to look in and hurriedly unlocked the door when he saw Smudge 

still fitting on the floor. 

‘Keep breathing mate, I’m going to put you in a recovery position, alright. Can you hear me?’ 

He said kneeling besides Smudge. 

The second he lent over him, Smudge grabbed the collar of Barney’s jacket with both hands 

and pulled him in while throwing his head forward with all his might. The resulting headbutt 

crushed Barney’s nose and knocked him clean out. Blinking and seeing stars himself, 

Smudge got to his feet and swayed a little. 

‘Fucking ave some of that, you bastard,’ he growled at the unconscious Barney, giving him a 

hard kick to the bollocks just for good measure. 

He moved cautiously out into the central area with its ten cells lining the four walls. 

What the fuck is this? This isn’t drug smuggling, this is some sick shit. 

His thoughts got broken by the sound of a woman crying for help from one of the cells, while 

someone hammered at a door on the other side. He thought about trying to let them all out, 

but knew with his SAS training he had a better chance of getting out and getting help if he 

was alone. Moving to the concrete stairs, all he could see at the top was steel girders and 

heavy wooden boards. He looked to the side and punched the industrial green button on the 

wall. There was a hum of electric motors and the girder’d hatch slid smoothly back, revealing 

the inside of a barn and a welcome cool breeze of fresh air. Smudge climbed the stairs, 

keeping low behind the Portakabin at the top. Crossing to the barn door in double quick time, 



Smudge scanned the farmyard outside. He could hear engine noise somewhere close by but 

couldn’t see it. Something small: a motorbike or a quad bike. Seeing the farm track leading 

off into the woods, he made a break for it, and follow the track to a main road. With the 

adrenaline pumping through his veins, Smudge ran at full pelt, heading for the track and only 

stopping once he got passed the tree line. Hopping behind a large pine tree, Smudge sucked 

in great gulps of air to slow his pounding heart. 

I should’ve hit the gym like Danny, he’d be in fucking London by now. 

Breathing under control, Smudge set off up the track. He ran steadily, scanning the way 

ahead, ready to head into the trees at the first sign of trouble. He got about a mile down the 

track when he heard the engine sound again. 

Wait, now there were two of them. 

Smudge headed into the trees about thirty metres, then turned to run parallel to the track. 

Somewhere further back he could hear the vehicles approaching up the track. Picking up the 

pace, Smudge flew through the trees, ignoring the small branches that whipped across his 

face as he went. The sound of the engines changed direction, then split. One was somewhere 

over to the left, still on the track. The other one somewhere behind him revving as it 

manoeuvred around the trees. Quad bikes, he was sure of it. Changing tactic, Smudge ran 

deeper into the woods, then turned to head in the direction he hoped would be the main road. 

The engine noise seemed quieter, giving him hope of a greater distance between them and 

him. With his lungs burning and his heart fit to burst, Smudge slid on his arse and threw his 

back against a tree to recover. Forcing himself to calm down, he leant his head back against 

the tree with his eyes closed and listened to the sound of the quads. He realised he could only 

hear one now somewhere over to his right. Opening his eyes ready for the next sprint, 

something high in the tree in front of him caught his eye. To his surprise, a small section of 

twigs and leaves spun round to expose a camera lens. It tilted down, looking straight at him. 

Fuck, they’ve been tracking me all the time. 

Exploding into action, Smudge went all out towards what he hoped was the edge of the estate 

and a main road to freedom. The sound of the quad grew louder to his left, but he ignored it, 

powering through the pain in his body Smudge broke the tree line into a meadow. A hundred 

metres ahead of him lay the boundary wall with the main road beyond. He got within thirty 

feet of the wall when a sharp pain like a hundred wasp stings bit him in the back of the leg. 

Sliding to the floor on his front, he twisted to see a dart sticking out. He tried to get to his feet 

again but his legs were already turning to jelly, within seconds his head spun and darkness 

consumed him. Two quad bikes appeared out of the tree line, bouncing across the meadow to 

stop by Smudges side. 

Dressed in a full one piece camouflaged hunting suit, Craig took the tranquilliser gun off his 

shoulder and kept it pointed at Smudge. On the other side of him, Barney climbed painfully 

off his quad. His balls hurt like hell and he had tissue stuffed up his broken nose to stop the 

bleeding. 

‘Check he’s out for the count,’ Craig said, nodding to Barney. 



Moving in, Barney kicked Smudge hard in the side. When he didn’t move, Craig propped the 

gun up against the quad and pulled a roll of gaffer tape out from the storage pocket under the 

seat. He hog-tied Smudge up with the tape, then looked angrily at Barney. 

‘Help me get him on the rack, when we get him back you make yourself scarce. I suggest we 

don’t tell Slade, he’ll lose his shit if he find out about this.’ 

‘It wasn’t my fault,’ Barney complained as he picked up Smudges legs. 

They lay Smudge over the large rack fixed to the back of Craigs Quad, then both mounted 

their bikes. 

‘Well, is sure as hell isn’t mine, is it? Fuck it, lets just get him back ok.’ 

Barney decided not to push the point and just nodded before they both bounced slowly across 

the meadow, before joining the farm track and disappearing through the woods.  

  

 

 


