Paul’s Nightmare     By Emily Slater
Paul Jackson’s nightmare began when he went to the Slater’s house on New Years’ Eve. His wife (Sue) and her friend Jane getting drunk, the four children (Emily, Tommy, Lucy and his own son, Thomas) running amok and Neil banging on about Warhammer – it could not get any worse. Paul sat in the Slater’s new extension as Sue and Jane giggled hysterically for no apparent reason, and the children and Neil played on Tommy’s new X-Box in the games room nearby. Paul was just sitting there with nothing to do, and it was boring. 

Sighing, he got out his phone – and saw a message lighting up the screen. That’s odd Paul thought. I wasn’t expecting anything. He opened the message and stared. 

“What the heck?!” he burst out before he could stop himself.

“What is it, Pauley Paul?” Jane sniggered.

“Yeah, what?” Sue added, giggling.

“Nothing,” Paul said. He ignored the subsequent bout of hysterical laughter that came straight afterwards, and read through the message once again, this time much more carefully, as to leave no words out.

Dear Mr. Jackson,

We have another assignment for you. Like all of your other previous operations, you may die, but you have proved that you are very hard to kill. A private plane will await you at Manchester Airfield tomorrow at 2pm. You will be taking a 3 month trip to Egypt, to perform a surveillance operation upon a terrorist encampment in the desert. Of course, we would not send you without your consent. We understand that you would worry about your perhaps imminent death, as you have a wife and twelve year old son at home who you would hate to leave. Please reply with or without your consent. If you do not send a reply, we will assume you are not willing and send someone else.

Give my regards to Sue and Thomas, 

Julian,

Head of G-MAX (Global Military Assassination Xtermination) 

“Oh. My. God,” Paul muttered. He looked around. Sue and Jane were rolling around on the floor, snorting like pigs. Even from in the extension, Paul could hear Thomas yelling:

“Go Lucy! Kill them all! Every one! Die! Die! DIE!!!”

Thomas really was delightful while engrossed in a game of Halo 4. Paul felt a burst of pride. Thomas was following in his father’s footsteps and shooting people on a virtual game.

“Yes!” Tommy shouted. “A forty kill streak!”

“Wow! Tommy – that’s awesome!” Lucy squealed on top of the racket. 

“Tommy,” said a quieter voice. “What’s the points value for a squad of nurglings?” Neil was on the Warhammer again. 

“Oh… 45,” Tommy told him.

“You cheater! That takes you thirty two points over on our last battle, which you won!”

“No! I told you – my Demon Prince isn’t a Tzeench demon – he’s Khorne!” 

“That’s still seventeen points over!” Neil called.

“Shut up, Daddy!” Tommy cried. “I’m fighting here!” 

Yes, Paul decided. He would take Julian up on his offer. He would go to Egypt and watch this terrorist encampment. After all, what would he be missing but this living hell at the Slater’s house? 

He took out his phone (which made Jane, who had stopped rolling around, start again, for some unknown reason) and typed one word, the word that would make one night’s nightmare last three months.

Done.

Author’s note

I was inspired to write this on the 31st of December 2013 because we were having some family friends round for New Year. Sue was prone to getting drunk around my mum, Thomas was always on a video game and Paul was, quite often, at a loose end. This story puts a slightly more entertaining spin upon our average get-together, which plays upon the idea that Paul is not working for a building company, but for the assassination branch of the UK’s secret service.

This was my entertainment idea. Thank you for reading.

