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“He who moves first and quickest, and who has laid the best plans. He wins.”

—General Lao Tsung, 1st Dynasty, China
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Dangerous Liaison
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March ached in his loins like never before. He woke that morning with soreness he hadn’t experienced in years. Then he remembered why.

He grinned, but still groaned as he got from bed. His muscles hadn’t been used for that since...

He shut that thought down immediately, as he began to sweat, his eyes blur and his body shake. He needed to be sharp. Stay sharp. For his sake, but more importantly for the sake of his partner, speaking of whom...

Knock. Knock.

He sighed.

Just like clockwork.

He slipped in his casual night robe, and slippers he always paced for such occasions and went to the door. A local National Guardsman Captain had loaned out his bungalow to him and Higgins, who slept in the room across from him.

He had a lot more respect for the US Military after last night and this morning. They didn’t pamper their people; had a very Spartan lifestyle. Whether that was intentional or not, he didn’t know; he wasn’t one for reading the tabloids. Bunch of stuff and nonsense in them and quite frankly, the Americans seemed to fall for a lot of bullshit politics that no respectable Brit would even begin to consider believable, like that last President who nearly brought down the entire nation to its knees.

He frowned a moment, but on the third knock knew the summons would only last a second before...

Click.

Higgins stepped inside, already dressed in jobbing pants, light blouse, and a borrowed National Guard cap.

She grinned.

He smiled. She hadn’t done much of that lately.

“Bit early.”

“That’s alright.”

She shut the door, but instead of going to the desk in the room and sitting down, she instead, dropped her jogging pants, slipped off her blouse, all the time moving towards him.

“Higgins, what’s gotten into you?” He gasped in surprise.

“Not you, that’s for sure,” she replied with a grin.

Then she shoved him onto his bed, ripped his night robe aside, then pulled his shorts down and got on top of him.

“Higgins!” He cried out helplessly.

“Just shut up for once and do what you’re told!” She ordered.

Then he felt her warmth as she slid his ready partner inside her.
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Hell Hath No Fury
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March shrugged off the memory of his dream as he risked glancing at Higgins as he drove them in their rental along Interstate 5.

“We could have flown,” he suggested.

“Enough of that Bollux,” she shot back, her face pensive as she glanced at the shrubbery sweeping by.

“How long until Washington?”

She glanced at the road map they had gotten from a Triple A.” Another hour.”

He glanced at her again.

She looked at him sternly. “Will you stop staring at me like that?”

“Sorry.”

She nodded and looked away.

“You’d think we were star-crossed lovers or something by the way you’ve been checking me out all morning.”

Had she seen his face at that moment, she would’ve have been totally surprised. He certainly was. She had such a knack for nailing the problem right on the head most of the time that it seemed uncanny.

He took a deep breath and concentrated on traffic. Americans and their dratted left hand steering wheels. He’d never get used to that nonsense.

“Watch out!” Higgins cried out.

He jerked the wheel hard left. He had almost driven them off the side of the road.

He hit the brakes and pulled over.

“I’m sorry. I’m just not up to this.”

“If you slept at night...That wouldn’t be a problem!” She snapped at him.

She got out immediately, went to his side as he slid over to the passenger side and took over the wheel. She put the Ford Mustang into low gear, stomped the gas pedal and they fishtailed out of the roadside gravel and debris, leaving a rain of dust, smoke, burnt rubber and gravel flying behind them.

“Feel better now?” She asked as she accelerated and began passing slower vehicles.

He gripped the passenger support handle on his door and shook his head.

“Good!” She said and gave the Mustang even more gas.

March then knew his dream was something not even close to reality. This woman truly hated him.
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Washington Bureau of Federal Investigation
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The air wavered slightly from the unseasonable heat, but otherwise nothing unusual was going on. 

The Washington Bureau of Federal Investigation had two agents in black suits standing at the entrance checking out people before they made it through the doors.

Some nut job group from the South armed with AR 15, assault weapons, had charged the building, killing four civilians and injuring about a hundred more before they were taken down.

Seven crazies who shouted, “Guns for Peace,” as they escalated a national argument in America over the use of assault weapons for fun and pleasure, while others lamented their use in schoolyard murders and crowd events.

Only proving that people killed people not guns, but also proving, like the idiots they were that military style weapons in the hands of idiots and crazies only produced more insanity.

March held up his badge.

Higgins did the same.

The right agent pressed a com switch on his lapel. He gave both a once over as he spoke into his throat mike. “March and Higgins, G1, say they have an appointment?”

He looked their shoes. “Higgins is wearing sneakers with blue tops and March is dressed like James Bond, with white wings streaking his black hair.”

The right agent grinned, and then nodded. “Go on in.”

March and Higgins entered through double doors that swished as they went inside.

He glanced at her feet. “You weren’t wearing those in the car?”

She gave him an honest grin. “They were killing me.”

He nodded.

“White wings, posh! Why don’t they just say old man and get it over with?”

She laughed.

For some strange reason that made him feel almost as good as the dream he woke up from earlier this morning, sweating and shaken.

She felt it and nudged him. Something she also hadn’t done in a while. “For that I’ll take off the fifth strike.”

He gave her a startled look, but before she could explain or say more, a medium height man, the British Ambassador, Miles Hanley, stepped briskly from the lobby where he had been seated and put a hand out to shake.
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“Where?”

Time stood still.

Nothing stirred.

Nothing moved.

Again...” Where?”

Time stood still.

Nothing stirred.

Nothing moved.

She peered from the rooftop, gazing into the depths of the concrete canyon below her. Tall buildings carved great canyons in the huge island she had been Contracted to. She had seen several signs that indicated its names was colloquialism...meaning fresh aristocrat.

She palmed her translator unit, and it made static sounds, and then shut down completely.

She sighed irritably. “Damn things never work when you need them,” she swore.

She eyed the canyon again, her penetrating vision following the dots below. Meat on the hoof. Which wasn’t exactly true. The Meat wore artificial clothing and bindings over their feet. She couldn’t tell if their feet were cloven, large toes or solid or what.

The Meat People in other Contractions were different than these ones. But the ones before had been in parallel time streams. Not this one. This was a bound one. Bound ones were foundation time streams, from which all others sprang forth.

It puzzled her at times because her people looked nothing at all like the Meat People here. Why? And if they were Meat, how did they create the technology they had?

Some of the machinery she had already seen approached a level of sophistication that frightened her. Should the Meat here sense her or her mate, they might be in danger.

Her sensitive hearing almost shattered at the sound of something loud across the canyon on top the next structure.

She hunkered down as best she could to see what was going on.
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“The next one goes in your brain,” Sam told the Manager.

The Manager trembled before his employee. “Look, Sam, you just didn’t have the qualifications for the...”

Sam cocked his weapon. He brushed a hand through his wig, making sure it was tight enough when a fresh blast of air loosened it somewhat.

The Manager shut up.

“I saw what she did, she played with you. Got you hot. You slept with her! Damnit, Tom, you were my friend and you slept with her!”

“I didn’t know you two were close,” Tom protested.

Sam shut his eyes a moment.

Tom tried to run.

“Stop!”

Tom stopped, his forehead sweating beads of sweat, even with the cool morning air brushing across it. It was much colder up here than on the streets where the canyons of stone, metal, plastic, and concrete shielded the pedestrians on the various footpaths.

“I’m sorry.”

“You should be!”

Tom turned to face Sam. “Look, I can make it all good.”

“Yeah. Like that’s going to happen now. You’ll just fuck her again and I’ll be in jail counting the years on my block cell wall.”

Tom didn’t say anything; it would have been useless to protest. It was true. They both knew it.

Sam’s eyes narrowed. “At least you can tell me the truth this once.”

“What?”

Sam leveled his pistol. “What’s hell like?”

He fired.

But the bullet never struck.

Tom was slammed against a wall
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