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Chapter 1

After breakfast, Bob Monroe had a few hours to kill, so he stepped inside the Mystical Hotel's business center. Someone was using the computer. He turned to go, but then saw that there were a number of old books lining a bookshelf. He picked up a copy of "The Perfect Storm" and sat down in a large overstuffed chair. He figured he could wait until the computer was available. 

As he flipped through the pages, he started to feel better. He'd had a couple of Alkie Seltzer's (that's what he called them), and was a bit surprised that he was not more hung over from the wedding the night before. His old college roommate, Barnie Brinkman, had gotten married for the third time. It was good to see some of his old friends again, but now, the next morning, they'd all left.

Kind of like his wife, who'd abandoned him for the man who had arrived to paint their front door.

So, Monroe was sipping a bit of coffee out of a Styrofoam cup, and turning the pages of the really interesting book he'd just picked up, when he heard a little girl say, "Ask him. Go ahead."

He looked up and saw a boy and a girl standing there, looking at him.

The boy spoke up.

"Listen, Mister. You got to help us."

"What? What's wrong?"

The little girl grabbed his sleeve. "No time for that. Come on. Will you help us or not?"

Monroe didn't know what to do. Should he take his coffee with him? The book?

"What's wrong?" he said.

"Listen, we’re in a jam," the boy said. "Do you have a car?"

"Well, yeah. Sure."

"Come on then," the boy said. "We need you—need you to be our dad."

"Your what?"

They pulled Monroe to the entrance doors, which automatically swept open, the cool wind blowing in. He clutched his copy of "The Perfect Storm."

"Look!" the girl exclaimed. "There they go."

Monroe saw a brown SUV leave the exit of the parking lot. "What? There?" Monroe said.

"Yeah," the girl said. "Come on. Are you going to help us or not?"

"Well, okay," Monroe said. "Come on."

He started running into the parking lot for his car, a Jeep Comanche. He quickly popped up the door locks.

The boy jumped in the front passenger seat and said, "Shotgun!"

"Damn it," the girl exclaimed, and climbed in the back.

"Come on! Go-go-go-," the boy implored.

"Seatbelts on!" Monroe said.

He floored it out of the parking lot and just caught a glimpse of the brown SUV making a left turn at the stoplight.

There was considerable traffic.

"Pass this guy," the girl said.

"Yeah, pass them all," the boy said.

Monroe passed as much of the traffic as he could, and now saw the SUV taking a left turn heading toward the Mystic River Bridge, going at a good clip.

Monroe just got past the light as it was turning red, but several cars had gotten between him and the SUV in the heavy morning traffic.

"What's this all about?" Monroe said.

The boy looked away, then said, "Can't you pass this guy?"

"Listen," Monroe said, "I think I'm entitled to an explanation."

"Are you watching where they're going?"

"Yes, yes I am, I think."

"Don't think," the boy said.

Way up ahead, it appeared as though the SUV took a right towards the harbor.

"They're heading for the bridge, I bet," the boy said.

When they got down near the bridge over the Mystic River, the brown SUV was nowhere in sight.

"Damn it," the girl said. "I think we lost them."

"Better stop here," the boy said, "and look around."

"There's no place to park," Monroe said.

"Just pull over. Take a left here," the boy said. They were a block from the bridge.

Stopping in a handicapped zone, the two kids jumped out of the car, and looked left and right. Boats were going down the river and out to sea. The kids went to the boardwalk and watched a boat pass by.

They now talked together for a moment. It seemed like they were trying to figure out what to do. Then they ran back to Monroe's car.

"You got a credit card?" the boy said.

"A credit card?" Monroe responded.

"Yeah," the girl said. "One of those rectangular plastic thingies. Stop stalling. Do you have one or not?"

"Well, sure. Why?"

"Okay, come on," the boy said. "We got to rent a boat."

"A boat?"

"Yeah, a boat," the girl said. "One of those floaty things. On the water."

Monroe stopped for a second. "You know, I think I know what a boat is."

The kids stopped to look around for a second.

"Look," the boy said. "A marina."

The girl grabbed Monroe's sleeve. "Come on," she said. "Please. We’re desperate."

The boy ran towards the marina. The girl pulled at his sleeve. Now Monroe was running too.

"Something fast!" Monroe heard the boy say to an old man mending some ropes.

"They're getting away!" the girl exclaimed, pointing towards the ocean.

"Well, you'll have to sign this thing, and I need your credit card," the old man said.

"No time for that," the boy said. "Here, let's take it with us."

He had picked up a credit card machine.

The girl turned to Monroe. "You got that credit card?"

Monroe held it up in his hand. 
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Chapter 2

Interplanetary Affairs. That’s where Geoffrey Armstronge was working. It sounded like a funny name when he was first assigned there, but he soon found that it had a lot more to do with affairs than anything interplanetary. The brainchild of senator John Blandly, the committee was set up to deal with relations between planets. But of course there were no relations between planets. We won’t talk about what other relations occurred in the committee’s offices.

Retired Air Force Colonel Bertie Hump called Geoffrey into his office.

“You wented to zee me zir?” Geoffrey said.

“What the hell’s that accent, Armstring?”

“Armstronge, zir. Zorry. It’s ziss sing I got a jot fer—da peen—me tooth.”

“Oh, your tooth. Anyway, Armpit—”

“Armstronge—”

“Right. We need you to speak to Donna about this new project—Project BombDown.”

“Hmmm. Nefur heard of dot.”

“Not surprised, Armdog. It’s top secret.”

“Really?”

“Yeah. It’s so crazy, people are afraid to talk about it.”

“Weawwy?”

“Yeah, weawwy—I mean, really. Now get out of here. Maybe tell her tomorrow, when you can talk.”
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The next day, Geoffrey went in to see Donna. She had a beautiful corner office. The sun streaked through her windows, lightly dappling the hardwood floor, gleaming new equipment, her blouse, her belt, and her legs, among other things.

“Hi, Geoff,” she said, not looking up from her computer monitor. “What’s up?”

“Oh, yeah. Hi, Donna.”

Geoffrey had trouble speaking. Not like the day before. Today it was like all those times he spoke to Donna. He just got all spaced out. He forgot what he came in for, after staring at the sun dappling off her hair, her eyes, her hands, her lips—

“Geoff, what is it?”

“Oh, yeah. The Colonel wanted to—wanted me to speak to you—”

“Yeah.”

“To ask you to talk to military affairs.”

“Oh, my god. Not military affairs.”

“Right. He said, this morning, that it’s top secret. Actually, he told me that yesterday.”

“Geoff, please, what is it?”

“Oh, okay. Yeah. Well, it’s about BombDown.”

Donna slammed her laptop monitor down. “Not BombDown!”

“Yes, BombDown. You’ve heard of it?”

“Yes, sure. Everybody’s talking about it. Is it secret?”

“Yeah.”

“Oh, no. Darn it. Don’t tell anybody, but I think I told a guy at the laundry.”

“You did?”

“Yeah. I didn’t know it was secret.”

“Well, maybe it didn’t use to be, but it is now.”

“Okay, so what’s the problem?”

“The Colonel thinks you are the one to tell Commander Frackles.”

“Frackles? Oh, my god.”

“Yeah. Frackles.”

“Holy crap.”
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Zorro chirped away at Donna’s moving shape in the shower door. Being a male finch, with a nice dark red color, yellow beak, and a black mask covering his eyes, perhaps chirp is not the word. Yell would describe it better. And what was he saying? “Oh, boy, oh, boy, come on out!” Yes, that’s what he was saying. Zorro loved Donna Beccio. Didn’t everybody?

As she turned the water off, Zorro yelled some more. “Hey, hey, hey!”

The shower door opened and Donna grabbed a white towel.

She had dark brunette hair, flowing from her head, and cut to a landing strip you know where. She was five feet four, about 110 pounds on a good day, and was 24 years old. Soon, she would have her Masters degree in Fine Arts, something completely worthless in the Bureau of Interplanetary Affairs, but so what. She was an artist, and, as Zorro was pleased to describe, a work of art.

“Why, Zorro, is the left bigger than the right?” she said, turning this way and that, trying to understand how God gave her two slightly different sized, but not that large, breasts.

She looked at her ass, and was happy. No dimples yet. She knew she needed to work out, though, as she got on the scale—two pounds heavier today. How was she going to get that man? And what man? That was the big question. There didn’t seem to be anyone acceptable at IA. But that Geoffrey, what about him? He’d been transferred there just a few weeks before, just like her. Neither really knew what they were doing, but on the other hand, that seemed to work well, since nobody did.

The bell rang.

Holy mackerel, she said to herself. Who is that?

Putting on her tiny purple-framed glasses, she quickly stepped into fresh underwear, and hopped on one foot into the living room/bedroom/kitchen, getting sandals on, in her way too expensive, so she thought, studio.

Grabbing a bathrobe from her drawer, and thanking herself for having it handy, she yelled out over Zorro’s chirps, “Yes, who is it?”

“I brought your dry cleaning!”

“Who?”

“Steven. Steven Vansant!”

“Damn it,” she said to herself. It was that idiot from the dry cleaners.

“Just leave it outside the door.”

“I need a receipt.”

Needs a receipt? She wondered about that. She opened the door a crack, the chain still on.

“Okay,” she said. “Shove it in here and I’ll sign.”

He was grinning. The bastard. Grinning. Wasting her time with this crap.

“You got a pen?” she said.

“No, sorry.”

She slammed the door shut and went to look for a pen.

What an idiot. This is b-s, she thought to herself.

Opening the door again, she signed the receipt. “Listen, Steven. Is that your name?”

“Yeah.”

“Well, have you told anybody about BombDown?”

“BombDown?” He looked away for a second. “Maybe.”

“Oh, maybe? Maybe we’ll have you arrested. How’s that?”

Zorro went wild with chirps for his tough talking mistress. “Yes—yes—yes!” he chirped.

“Oh, no. I think I haven’t told anyone.”

“You’d better not,” she said, grabbing her freshly ironed uniform and dragging it through the crack in the door. “We’ll be happy to have you arrested and fired if we find out you leaked it.”

She slammed the door.

A puzzled look on his face, Vansant staggered away down the hall.
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Chapter 3

Commander Swish pulled the periscope down. They were moving quickly out of New London harbor.

First mate Andy Cataract was saying to Ensign O’Melly, “They’re down by three and he goes for a two pointer—”

“Shhh,” Swish said. He put his hand on O’Melly’s shoulder. “Did you hear that?” There was nothing but silence. “Damn it,” he continued. “We’ll have to stop at Plum Island to check for magnets.”

Swish was referring to magnetized GPS devices that enemy divers would occasionally attach to the hulls of subs.

Donna entered the Navy Command headquarters at New Groton. 

Ensign Lucy Wright, great-great-great granddaughter of one of the famed aviators, looked up from her handheld email device long enough to nod her to Major Frackles’ office.

Donna gave Frackles a tiny salute as she entered his private office, adorned with numerous framed photos and prints of sailing ships, clippers, destroyers, aircraft carriers, and submarines. She wasn’t sure she had to salute, but she did it anyway.

She briefly explained the situation and Frackles just as quickly gave his reaction.

“There’s no f-ing way we can shoot that down with a missile from a nuclear sub,” he said. “I mean, no way we can do it.”

“We got to do it,” Donna said. “I’ve read the reports. It’s the only thing around. We’re going to nuke it up. Arm the nukes. That’s an order.”

“From you?”

“Not from me. Colonel Hump.”

“Hump?” he sneered.

“Like I said. That’s an order. Here’s your papers. And you’ll see there, the first thing you have to do is to see Dr. Yatchy.”

“Yatchy? Never heard of him.”

“He’s an astronomer.”

“We’re going to nuke an asteroid on the word of an astronomer?”

“Where are those papers from
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