
Santa Akbar!
by GN Braun

First Printed: Festive Fear II

S
anta chewed thoughtfully on his Cuban cigar, wondering how the 
fuck he was ever going to get out of this one with his cargo intact. 
He knew it had been a mistake to use llamas to pull his sleigh. 

He should have waited for the new team. At times like this he missed 
the reindeer, especially Blitzen, but knew they weren’t coming back. 
Last year, the elves had gone fucking psycho and ate all of them. Well, 
Rudolph escaped, but he hadn’t been seen since.

Have to hunt that fucker down one day!
Far below, he could see the lights of Melbourne, Australia’s 

southernmost capital city (well, not counting Hobart, but who the 
fuck counts Tasmania?). The lights grew closer at a great speed; he had 
to do something quick. Looking at the llamas hitched to the sleigh, 
Santa wondered why anything so stupid wasn’t already extinct … even 
birds knew not to fuck at cruising altitude. With a deep sigh Santa 
gave up on the idea of salvaging the parcels and pulled the ripcord on 
his parachute. When the canopy opened, it felt like a huge hand had 
grabbed him by the scruff of the neck and ripped him from the still-
tumbling sleigh. He watched it continue to fall without him, spinning 
out of control, still connected to the two llamas and impacting on the 
windshield of a 747.

Ah, the airport … how poetic!
As packages, wooden struts and llamas exploded everywhere, Santa 

casually guided the chute down to the ground, taking care to miss the 
debris and viscera that was now strewn on the tarmac. As he hit the 
runway, he folded his knees and rolled so he didn’t break his legs.

Santa carefully extricated himself from the tangle of silk and cord.
I fucking hate refolding these fucking things!
Free of the chute, Santa began to notice things out of place: flashing 

blue strobes, barricades, large black vehicles, and large men with guns 
(some of the guns also very large). All about five hundred meters away 
from the plane he now stood beneath, the plane that was just sitting 
there in the middle of a runway. Looking up, Santa saw lights behind 
the drawn curtains.
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ooooo

The Australian Federal Police maintain an elite unit called the Special 
Response and Security Team. The leader of the Tactical Response Team 
within the SRS, Detective Inspector John Marks, spoke with the Federal 
Minister for Justice via video-link.

“Sir, can you contact the State Police Minister and ask him to call his 
dogs off. This is our yard to guard!”

“I’ll do what I can, John. Just play nice, okay? Keep the situation 
contained until the Tactical Assault Group gets there.” The screen went 
dark, the link broken.

Marks turned to his second in command, Detective Sergeant James 
Headland, in consternation.

“Fucking Special Operations Group … don’t they realise we have 
jurisdiction?”

“Boss, you know they’re like lockjaw lapdogs … it don’t matter if it’s 
too big, they just won’t let go.” As Headland finished talking, the door to 
the Mobile Operations Support Vehicle opened and in stalked DI Corey 
Whitaker, the head of the Victoria Police Special Operations Group. 
Whitaker was a slight man, but his presence was powerful. He was used 
to being obeyed. Marks decided to take the offensive.

“Whitaker, get your boys out of my way, and keep them out. 
Comprendé?”

“John, there’s no need to be like that. Oh … and fuck you, too! My guys 
were first on scene, and that deserves a little respect on your part, I feel.”

“Your uniforms were first on scene, not your soggies!”
Whitaker flared up. “Don’t call my boys soggies. You know they hate 

that! We’re the S.O.G.”
“Sir …” The voice came from the CCTV monitoring station, where 

plainclothes SRS officers manned the consoles, keeping eyes on the 
target. Marks ignored it.

“You, Whitaker, need to do your job as outlined in your mandate … 
providing support services for us! This is an unplanned operation with 
international ramifications.”

“Sir!” The voice came again, more urgently this time.
“What?” 
“Sir, we have an unknown subject present in the operational area.”
“What? Who the fuck is in our combat zone?”
“Sir, it looks like … it looks like Santa!”
“Santa is just make-believe, Constable. He doesn’t actually exist!”
“Tell that to him, Sir.” The Constable gestured to the screen that 

showed a fat—and perhaps jolly under different circumstances—round 
figure dressed in a red and white camouflage outfit. He looked extremely 
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real for an anthropomorphic personification of a religious holiday.
Marks squinted at the screen in disbelief. “Get me the Transnational 

Crime Coordination Centre again.”

ooooo

Santa judged his position to be about eight hundred metres from the 
international terminal and customs entrance, about five hundred 
metres from the police barricades, and about ten metres from the 
airliner that could well have violent criminals or terrorists on board. 
That was the only situation he could foresee causing this particular set 
of circumstances. Not the greatest position to be in, but you did the best 
you could with the cards you were dealt.

Santa went to move quietly away from the 747.
 Someone yelled something in gutter Arabic. Sparks flew ”!فقوت“

all around his feet as someone opened up on him with an automatic 
weapon; a Mac-10 or an Uzi by the sound of it. He dove for the dubious 
cover of the nose landing gear, although it was hard to know where the 
shots were coming from. Landing on his stomach, Santa crawled to the 
massive rubber tyre in front of him and tried to squeeze underneath.

”?ّنأ نوكي يذلا“
Fucking A-rabs! Learn to speak English, you useless cunts.
Santa tried to edge closer to the tire as footsteps closed in on his 

position from around the other side of the landing gear. He quietly slid 
his K-bar knife from its home on his wide leather belt. Tensing himself 
to attack, Santa threw himself at the figure rounding the wheel before it 
could open fire on him again, his meaty shoulder impacting hard. With 
a grunt, the figure went down, Santa on top and gun flying to the side 
unfired. Santa felt his knife strike bone; hopefully spine but probably 
rib. Ripping the knife sideways as hard as he could, he felt the man sag 
as shock set in from the open belly wound. Pulling back onto his knees, 
Santa aimed the blade up under the floating ribs, on an angle to sink 
it deep into the heart. A gathered breath became a death rattle as life 
left the body. Santa withdrew his knife and wiped it clean on the corpse 
below him. Grunting, he managed to raise himself to his feet and glance 
around to see if the damn terrorist had any friends nearby.

Fucking rag-head fundamentalists … giving Allah a bad name. Now, how 
to get on board to see just who’s been naughty.

ooooo

Marks watched the whole thing with his jaw hanging open, unable to 
believe what he was seeing. Some crazy old bastard dressed up as a 
combat-style Santa Claus, for fuck’s sake. But then he had seen how 
efficiently that ‘crazy old bastard’ had taken out the sentry. The fat old 
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man had combat training, that’s for sure. Santa moved off the screen, 
and the observers in the Support Vehicle were left to stare in wonder at 
the rapidly cooling corpse on the CCTV monitor.

ooooo

“Hashi, where is Saleem?”
Samir’s voice sounded like he swallowed syringes for breakfast, and 

then gargled shredded razor wire.
And even worse speaking that damnable language.
Hashneer didn’t know why they had to speak English, but no-one 

ever argued with Samir. Well, one guy did once, but no-one ever spoke 
of that.

“I don’t know, brother. He say something about going to look the … the 
… how you say … edges?” Hashneer was hardly a master of English.

“You mean he went to check the perimeter.”
“Yes, brother, that is it, I mean.”
“Well, get Radi and go find out what he is doing!”
“Yes, brother.”
“And speak only English!”
“Yes, brother.”

ooooo

Santa carefully crept to the starboard landing gear after having recovered 
the Uzi Machine Pistol and two spare magazines carried by the dead 
terrorist. The entry stairs were lowered, but no-one seemed to be on 
sentry duty. 

What sort of fucked up dickbrain is running this operation?

ooooo

The door to the Support Vehicle flew open for the second time, letting in a 
gust of hot November air. This time, a very different kind of man walked in.

“All right, lads. Fill me in on the situation.” The man who spoke was 
tall and rail-thin, hunched over like a vulture. He looked every inch 
the predator. In the uniform of the Australian Army, but wearing a 
sandy beret with a certain well-known winged-dagger insignia, he was 
obviously an officer with the much-renowned SASR. With an air of 
authority, the officer moved over to the command area.

“I’m Major Newkirk. I’m now in command. The Tactical Assault 
Group is preparing to take control of the situation.” Newkirk looked at 
Marks in expectation.

“Major. Detective Inspector John Marks, Tactical Response Team. 
The situation we have is this: at 23:45 hours today, Qantas Flight 123 
approached Melbourne Airport and landed as normal on Runway J, but 
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never made the taxi to the terminal entrance. Rather, it just sat at the end 
of the runway. Upon radio contact, the pilot informed Air Traffic Control 
that there were a group of armed men who had taken control of the aircraft 
during landing. No demands have been made by the gunmen, and they 
have made no contact with us. At 12:07 hours, 72 passengers were released, 
leaving thirty in the hands of the tangos. A manageable number for a small 
group of terrorists. That’s about it, except for the UNSUB.” Marks wasn’t 
looking forward to telling the rest. No-one likes looking the fool.

How the fuck do I tell him an old fat guy dressed as Santa killed one of the 
terrorists? And how do I tell him that same old fat guy is now unaccounted 
for? he thought.

ooooo

Santa carefully poked his head around the entry door, kneeling to 
avoid appearing at head height, the natural focal point of soldiers 
guarding doorways. He saw nothing there, no sign of either hostages 
or terrorists, so he crept carefully over to the aisle that ran down the 
centre of economy. 

They must all be squished up in first class or business.
Santa reasoned that even if the plane wasn’t close to full, all of the 

passengers couldn’t fit into just one first class section, so they must be 
contained within both the upstairs and downstairs sections.

The terrorists must have separated to guard them all. Makes it easier 
for me.

Careful to be quiet, he moved down the aisle towards the rear galley, 
checking behind him every few seconds rather than have one of the tangos 
come through from the front of the plane and catch him unaware. Santa 
had learnt that it paid to be overcautious in situations like this.

He reached the curtain covering the door and silently pushed it aside 
to reveal the galley.

Empty. Thank fuck for that. Santa wasn’t ready for a shooting match 
just yet.

His timing was excellent, as usual, and just as he disappeared into 
the galley two terrorists wearing balaclavas entered the main part of the 
airplane from the front section, sweeping the interior of economy with 
their eyes and their machine-pistols. Nothing appeared different from 
the last time they had been there. 

If only they knew.
Santa Claus had come to town.

ooooo

Hashi and Radi looked out the open doorway, trying to locate Saleem 
without going outside and exposing themselves to sniper fire, but there 
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was no sign of him at all. If they had only ventured out onto the boarding 
stairs a little further, they may have noticed Saleem’s lifeless arm poking 
out from around the landing gear. This could have saved their lives, but 
it’s doubtful. Santa had been trained by the best, and it would take more 
than a couple of crackpot rag-heads to get the better of him.

Peeking out through the curtained doorway, Santa noted the two 
masked men standing at the doorway, looking outside. He saw that 
they carried Uzis, the same as his pilfered weapon, and Santa knew 
he could take their ammunition to add to the mags he already carried. 
Once he was well-armed, he could take out the rest of the pricks, and 
maybe make up for the time already lost on this trip. Oh, and that 
reminded him.

Better call for my ride!
He reached into his trouser pocket and removed a small device that 

look like a central-locking fob and pressed a red button which caused a 
small LED to light up.

There … the ride has been summoned.
Thirty minutes and I’m outta here, so I’d better take these fucktards out 

quick smart if I want to get to the meet on time!
Santa couldn’t afford to be late.
Like that stupid fuckin’ white rabbit in Wonderland!
But for now he had a more immediate problem to take care of.

ooooo

The Major watched the monitor silently. Seconds stretched to nearly a 
minute before the screen turned black and he turned to Marks.

“I don’t know what to make of that. You say it’s from just before I 
arrived?” Newkirk seemed almost lost for words, his speech pattern 
nowhere near as crisp and authoritarian as it had been when he had first 
entered the Mobile Command Centre. Marks could understand why: the 
whole thing was so outrageous it almost beggared belief.

“Sir?”
This time it was a different staffer that spoke up, but Marks had 

learnt his lesson and turned immediately to the monitor indicated.
Two men in black clothing and balaclavas stood at the top of the 

entry ramp, looking around. From the camera positions, Marks, 
Newkirk, and about half of the staffers could see the body lying near 
the undercarriage, and they all tensed in anticipation of an escalation 
of the entire incident as soon as the two men saw the corpse of their 
cohort. As they held their breath in a collective silence, both terrorists 
were suddenly jerked back into the body of the airplane as if they’d been 
yanked by a large elastic band attached to backs of their heads. Seconds 
later, one of the terrorists flew back out the door and fell limply down 

11



the stairs, obviously already dead by the insane angle of his head. The 
second followed close behind, also blatantly DOA.

“What the fuck?” Newkirk lost all trace of his ‘in charge’ personality, 
becoming just one of the boys in his wonder and disbelief. Poking his 
head carefully out of the doorway was that same fucking wanna-be 
Santa. As he watched, Santa looked straight at the camera as though he 
knew they were watching. It was almost like he was looking straight at 
them!

But how is that possible? thought Marks.
And then he winked!
The fat fuck damn well winked straight at the camera!
Marks shook his head and watched as the Regiment guy tried to pull 

himself together. He had a feeling this was going to be a long night.

ooooo

Santa turned away from the open doorway, forgetting the bodies he had 
just dumped and concentrating completely on the curtained entrance 
to business class seating area. As he approached the forward lower-deck 
galley, he began to hear whispers from the area beyond. It was English, 
but spoken too softly to hear with any clarity. All he could pick out was 
the occasional word here or there.

“… Wait for … Hashi … then we … standing orders … report to …”
He carefully reached the barrier and stopped, listening to try and 

ascertain just where the whisperers were. It seemed there were two 
standing just the other side of the curtain, unaware of the dangerous 
fat-man that lurked within killing distance. Too bad for them.

Reaching quickly between the curtains, Santa poked his head through 
straight after to make sure each of his hands closed around a Middle 
Eastern neck. Clamping his thick fingers around each of them, Santa 
grunted out loud as he took their weight and lifted each off the floor by 
their necks. Two Uzis fell to the floor from fingers suddenly struggling 
to break the iron grip that prevented them from either drawing breath 
or screaming for help. Santa flexed his muscled forearms and gnarled, 
sinewy hands, snapping both their necks like dry twigs. Their struggles 
immediately ceased as their sphincters opened in protest, the stink of 
evacuated bowels filling the smaller business class Santa found himself 
looking into. From the seating area in front of the galley, faces peered 
at him from the foot-spaces in front of the airline chairs, terrified 
passengers who until this moment had been under fear of death. Now 
they just looked confused and stunned by the appearance of someone 
they had thought was a cheap childhood fantasy. Santa ignored them 
and turned onto the stairway that led up to the second floor. The last 
of the tangos would be there, most likely near or inside the cockpit. He 
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had maybe fifteen minutes left before the pick-up arrived and he had to 
gather the packages yet.

Time to pick up the pace.
Checking load and mag on his Uzi, Santa approached the top of the 

stairs, senses alert and finger ready on the trigger. He reached down to 
his belt and removed a small cylindrical shape attached there, pulled the 
ring from the top of the smoke grenade and then dropped it back down 
the stairs. The Aussie forces wouldn’t be too far behind. That should 
slow them down a bit.

I love a good endgame.

ooooo

The six Special Forces operators of the Tactical Assault Group moved 
silently over the tarmac, black flame-retardant overalls making them 
almost impossible to see in the darkness—unless they were stupid 
enough to allow themselves to be silhouetted by the runway lighting, 
and they were too well trained to allow that to happen. The black shapes 
reached the passenger plane without incident, silently mounting the 
staircase and entering economy much like Santa had a little while 
earlier. Empty seats greeted the SASR operators as they made their 
way forward towards first class, weapons at the ready and night-vision 
goggles sitting unused on their foreheads. As the first group of three 
reached the curtain that separated economy from first class, there came 
a massive whump from the forward section of the plane, followed by 
screaming as smoke began to billow through the curtains. 

ooooo

As the soldiers moved towards the curtains and the front area of the 
Boeing 747, Santa breached the similar curtains he faced and stood before 
the entry to the flight deck. He knew that the Australian anti-terror forces 
would be close on his arse, making his pick-up much more difficult.

Gotta pick up the pace a little more.

ooooo

In the Mobile Command Centre, Newkirk and Marks had watched the 
teams enter the airplane on the monitors.

“Assault Teams,” Newkirk spoke into the microphone, “switch to 
personal cameras on my mark. Three … two … one … mark!”

Simultaneously six of the monitors switched to more closed-in views. 
Now the perspectives were moving jerkily as the operators advanced 
into the body of the plane. Marks and Newkirk saw that economy was 
empty of passengers, terrorists and fat men in Santa suits.

As the viewpoints on the screens reached the curtains, a muffled 

13



explosion sounded over the speakers and smoke billowed from under 
the curtains.

“Team Alpha. What is happening? Over.”
The speakers squealed as the team leader opened his communication 

channel.
“Smoke grenade, sir. Someone knows we’re coming.”
“Take all precautions to ensure no collateral damage, sergeant.” 

Newkirk seemed firm and in control, judging by his steady voice. This 
was far from the truth. He had not expected this clusterfuck. Terrorists 
he could handle, but fat men in Santa suits?

“Yes, Sir. Alpha out.”
The view from the personal cameras moved through the curtains into 

the white haze of smoke that lay beyond. It was hard to see more than a few 
feet, for both the SF operators and for those in the Command Centre.

The leader of Beta Team moved forward, his two team members 
moving to the right and checking the galley for tangos.

“Clear!”
Alpha Team moved forward and cleared the business-class area of 

the lower deck while Beta team watched behind and up for any hostile 
activity. Soon enough, Alpha Team leader came on the air.

“Lower floor clear and secure. Twenty hostages secured and safe. Over.”
The two teams reformed at the base of the stairs leading up to the top 

deck, where the flight crew was situated in the cockpit. Each team left a 
man at the base of the stairs to watch the hostages and to guard their six 
while the remaining four men crept silently up the stairs.

ooooo

In the Mobile Command Centre, you could have heard a pin drop. Eyes 
were glued to the screens as the men on the plane made their way up 
the stairs to the first class area. Newkirk, Marks, and most of the others 
barely breathed for fear of missing something. There seemed to be about 
ten more hostages up here, but they all appeared to be dead, blood-
spattered clothing stuck to them like cotton in a wet t-shirt competition.

The external views of the airplane, up until now quiet and still, flared 
with sudden light as fire burst through the two cockpit windows of the 
jumbo. The microphones the team members wore carried the sounds 
of the explosion that occurred as the soldiers approached the cockpit. 
The door was closed, with two bodies crumpled on the floor in front of 
it. There was no sign of movement as the soldiers advanced, weapons 
ready and eyes alert for any danger. Suddenly, shots sounded through 
the barrier and the men readied themselves to breach the door. One 
pulled a sawn-off shotgun loaded with solid breaching rounds from over 
his shoulder, signalling the others to get ready to make an entry once 
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the door was open. A crash of breaking glass came next. It took a lot to 
break a windscreen in a 747, but it sounded like someone had managed 
it. The soldiers briefly opened their mouths and covered their ears to 
reduce any temporary hearing loss from the breach round being fired 
so close, then the door flew open, kicked in by one soldier as two more 
entered the cockpit, one to the left and the other to the right. The three-
man crew was dead in the very front of the cockpit, dumped on top of 
one another haphazardly. A cold wind blew through a massive hole in the 
left side window caused by some destructive force. On the floor directly 
in front of the soldiers were two more terrorists, crumpled in death with 
Uzis beside their lifeless hands. The leader of Alpha Team rushed to the 
hole in the glass, looking down towards the tarmac. Nothing.

What the fuck? he thought.
Clicking his comms device open with his chin, he tried to raise the 

command centre but was unable to get a response.
“Command, come in. Do you read? Over.”
Finally, a voice came back over the air.
“TAG Teams Alpha and Beta. Secure all hostages, and withdraw from 

vehicle. I repeat, withdraw from vehicle after securing all hostages. 
Civilian police teams will then move in to process and debrief all hostages 
and airline personnel, and to tag and bag the bodies. Confirm. Over.”

Both team leaders confirmed their orders and moved their men back 
towards the entry point.

ooooo

In the Mobile Command Centre, Major Newkirk looked at Marks with 
haunted eyes.

“Burn a disc and erase that recording from the hard drive. Right … now!”
Marks looked at him for a full ten seconds before turning to his 

technicians and repeating Newkirk’s exact words. No-one needed 
to see what had happened, to see who came out of the nose of that 
aircraft and how he escaped. This could be sanitized. If no-one in this 
room ever spoke of what they saw, it would still be too soon. Three 
months later, Newkirk and Marks had both retired, and three of the 
SRS technicians had either been committed by concerned family or 
voluntarily gone in for psychiatric care. The disc was buried deep in 
the Official Secrets Act.

ooooo

Three miles to the east of Melbourne Airport, Santa leaned back in his sleigh, 
checking the packets of pure Double-Uoglobe heroin he’d grabbed from the 
runway, the very same packages that had scattered during the unfortunate 
sleigh accident that had precipitated the whole chain of events.
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Wouldn’t do to lose these. That’d really fuck up next year’s toy budget, 
wouldn’t it?

With a tinkle of sleighbells, Santa flew off into the night, still on time 
for the exchange of goods. And it sure was nice to know he’d stashed 
aside a brick of smack for himself and the missus. 

Happy holidays!
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