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BOOK TWO: CONTAMINATION
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“When two immovable forces meet at the center of another immovable force, something must give.

It will always be the one on the left and right of center, as the one who is centered has the advantage of being firm and in the center of all motions.”

—From the book of Genesis, the Great Truth
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Prologue
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“Trixie,” she told him, a grin on her face, as she slipped off her cotton jacket, hat and laid her purse on the granite counter of his kitchen nook.

“Let me take that,” he told her, taking her jacket and putting it in his front door closet, along with her hat, and hanging the purse between them.

She peeked in.

“Quite orderly for a male.”

“I try.”

He hoped she wouldn’t peek into his second bedroom. It was a disaster; socks, underwear and last week’s trousers flung carelessly everywhere. When he was on call, which was a hundred percent of the time, he didn’t always have the luxury of neating everything up.

“Now where were we?” He asked politely, leading her back into the kitchen, where he opened the frig. “Soda, coffee, milk...”

He felt her hands reach around and grab him.

“Or...” he left hanging.

“Definitely or...” she told him, biting his left ear lobe.

He swung around and lifted her up into his arms and headed for the bedroom.

“Don’t you want to know my last name?” She asked, a grin on her face.

“Sure.”

“Penny,” she said as he flung her down on his bed and himself on top of her.

“In for a pound in for a Penny,” he quipped as he and she hurriedly peeled their clothing off.

After that, the joking stopped, but the moans and groans of pleasure did not.
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Stalker
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Marilyn Lee Howards was late to work. She was always late to work these days it seemed. She paused as she got off the tram, adjusted her dusty red hair which had become a mess from being squashed between fellow Londoners. 

Her blouse was a bit awry.

Can’t have that.

She straightened it and then checked to make sure her black Doltons, latest fashionable shoes from Paris, were sparkling clean and finally checked her nails. Unblemished. 

She had gone to a local hair shop, “Dressed to Win,” a small business with just three chairs. She had been lucky to find an empty one. It had taken them thirty minutes to scrub clean her old nail paintings, and then re-polish the nails, and paint nice little daisies on each of the nails.

She smiled.

She just loved daisies.

Had two pots of them in her flat.

She stepped through the turnstile just after the older man who had been making his way slowly, trudging along with the help of two aluminum crutches stuck under each armpit.

“Morning,” she told him as she squeezed round him and headed for the steps to the street above.

He snorted something in return that sounded a big grouchy, but she ignored it. She could have misheard. You’d think the chap would’ve enjoyed having a lovely young woman greet him and brush into him. Not much brushing was going to happen to that chap anymore, she thought to herself.

She hurried up the steps to the street above, shaded her eyes a moment against the sunlight, and then squinted ahead. She saw the familiar sign she always looked for: Crumby’s Audit.

She helped with the bookkeeping. She did most of the work, but the owner/manager kept most of the profits. She didn’t begrudge him. He had to pay rent and utilities, plus her. So fair was fair. She had no need to get rich. And she had a nice flat, enough to pay her bills and some left over to save after she did a weekend of shopping for the latest Barbie dolls.

She was so into Barbie dolls. She hoped to collect all of them and one day, when she had her first daughter, or son...she would teach him to love the regardless of his sex...and then give all the Barbies to them to play with, with the idea of keeping them perfect to resell someday.

Her kind of legacy to them, as she knew she would never be rich.

Unless...

She shook that thought off.

The men she inevitably met in the pubs just wanted one thing and to be gone.

She wasn’t going there and neither were they as far as she was concerned. When she became a Mum, it would be because she wanted to, not because she had done a dumb thing just to have a fabulous night of hot sex.

Her cheeks flamed red for a moment as she considered a passionate night of rolling and tumbling in a man’s arms, him...

“Excuse me, young lady!”

She snapped out of her daydream and saw she had just bumped into a handsome middle aged man.

“I’m so sorry, bit drifty, you know.”

He smiled. “Happens to me all the time.”

He looked her up and down, then smiled again and walked off.

She dared to turn to watch him walk away.

Oh, if only, she thought to herself.

But he never looked back.

She didn’t know who he was. Even if he had told her his name was Colonel March Edwards, she wouldn’t have known who he was. But she didn’t and he hadn’t.

She sighed with a touch of longing for a moment, then buttoned up those thoughts and hurried into Crumby’s Audit.

A middle-aged man, holding a pipe in his hand, let loose a nicely fragrant Cherry blend smoke cloud, then nodded. “Good morning, Miss Howards.”

“Sorry I’m late, sir,” she said sincerely. Mister Tummery was a kind man if a bit obnoxious at times with his constant smoking. At least he wasn’t smoking one of those foul cigars today. She liked him much better on the days he didn’t.

He smiled. 

She knew he would shrug it off. She always made it up to him by staying late. Even longer than she was paid for.

“Not at all,” he told her in reply, then went to the back, while she sat down at her desk and began sorting through the day’s work.

More than usual, but nothing she couldn’t handle.

She looked outside suddenly as the shop shook slightly. Or was that the back door slamming. Mister Tummery sometimes didn’t disturb her but slipped out the back way.

That’s when she noticed the time.

Disgusted with herself, she got up and looked out the shop window. 

Clouds were beginning to darken the skies.

She frowned. 

It meant she’d be leaving work in the dark.

She shrugged.

What could possibly happen? She asked herself, happily returning to her work, which she found dry at times, but rewarding. She’d always liked working with numbers.

She liked making them add up.

But sometimes it’s not about the numbers adding up; it’s about them ending.

That’s when she felt something wrong.

Deeply wrong.

Behind her.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Suspicion
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March met Higgins in the lobby of the hospital. She had come from her flat and he from his.

She looked beat.

Course he probably looked like a piece of dried bark right about now himself.

“Another day,” he joked.

“You don’t look so hot either,” she said, giving him a close look of disapproval. He was a bit too thick with aftershave and he was never that heavy with aftershave. What was up?”

He ignored her glance, punched the elevator button before them and turned to examine her face.

“Long night.”

She got the hint of a smile. “I imagine it was.”

He didn’t look away.

She didn’t either.

Fortunately for both the elevator pinged, and the doors swished open.

They both turned to walk into the elevator as two nurses came out, helping an older person on crutches, who sat now in a wheelchair. 

Both nurses gave March a searching glance, noting his lean physique and muscular arms, visible even beneath his crisp shirt.

He nodded to them as they walked away, and then punched the shut button.

The doors swished shut and he turned to Higgins.

“Say it.”

“You’ve been with another woman, haven’t you?”

He smiled. “Never could hide my thoughts from you, could I.”

But he wasn’t into this. His mind fluttered away at what they were doing. Potentially, it was risky. And he was concerned for her safety, but she was an integral part of his team and something more he hadn’t quite figured out yet. 

But now he had someone else occupying that portion of his mind and heart, he didn’t want to confuse the issue by bringing up unspent feelings and emotions.

“I’m glad the hospital is linked.”

She glared at him, knowing he was avoiding the question she was really asking. “Everything bloody building in London is linked, you know that” she spat out, then turned about, giving him the cold shoulder.

He smiled.

She was spunky and he liked that about her. But she was also impulsive and that worried him. That could get her killed and him under some circumstances. They had been working together for some years now, their relationship tightening, but he had always kept himself aloof from her on any level of intimacy, even though he could sense she wanted more.

It wouldn’t be professional. It would endanger both their lives and make them susceptible to manipulation if either were caught and used for hostage or bait.

So, everything remained staccato and would stay that way. Echoes of feelings, but no more.

Then his thoughts went back to where they were.

There was more than one way to enter G1.

After the Great Dark five years ago when Britain had been invaded and half its upper government murdered and many of its civilians possessed by strange invaders, the top brass had made sure that G1 would keep running no matter what happened above.

This meant diverting tremendous resources to constructing underground passages beneath every major building for miles in every direction from the center of London.

No one was entirely sure how far the web work of tunnels spread. No one had been in all of them. Security demanded that only a few ever possess that secret and that the passenger elevators and deep trains that connected and ran through all the tunnels were changed frequently to new combinations so that in the event someone stole or managed to kill one of the agents for their entrance keys, they would not have the key to all of them.

Very James Bondish, but no one cared about the stigma of that. As a matter of fact, they were quite proud. March, himself, was prone to calling the General, Q at times. But always with a smile, of course.

He had never met the leader of G1, whoever the M type leader might be; most were as likely to call the person Static as M, for the humor of it.

Of course, no one ever called Static...Static.

M remained an enigma, even to Q evidently and only ever communicated by a garbled TV broadcast with a phony voice.

Amazing what computers could do these days.

A car was parked out front at the curb to pick the patient up.

March pressed the elevator button to shut the door, and then pressed the hold button.

“You have the pleasure,” he told her.

She nodded, reached into her side purse, took out a small blue card with Braille like dots on its front side and inserted it into a thin slot below a row of glowing red floor number buttons.

The card made a “clacking” sound.

She pulled it out.

The elevator began descending.

They watched the basement, sub-basement and parking level buttons glow brightly briefly, but the elevator kept descending.

It stopped. The doors slid open.

Two Royal Marines were facing them with subs.

“Colonel March Edwards and Special Agent Captain Henderson Higgins,” March announced, holding out his own blue card.

The Royal Marine on the right took it, inserted it into his Apple laptop computer. The screen lit up with pictures of both March and Higgins. 

The Royal Marine held the lap top up, its face towards them.

March watched a facial recognition Algorithm go to work as his and her face were reconstructed from a live view of them to match that of the ones on the iPad.

A “ding” sound.

“Good to go, Colonel,” the Royal Marine announced as he gave March a salute.

The other Royal Marine followed suit and they both stepped aside to admit March and Higgins.

The two of them walked quickly along a brightly lit highly polished corridor with stark white walls and glistening metal doors that were sealed tight.

They stopped before the door with the overhead light turned to green. Room X-103.

March nodded to Higgins. She inserted her blue card into a new slot next to the
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