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Return to Wardate

By Will Harvey

––––––––

Strictly speaking, you don’t have to read the first instalment, ‘The Residents of Wardate’, to get through this story, but if you do, it will remove much of the confusion.
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​1. Miracle worker


[image: ]


––––––––
[image: ]


THE SIGNALS FROM HIS optic nerves bombarded his visual cortex like a meteor shower.

Adam would never forget, couldn’t possibly forget, the disturbing sight, but he would have to if he ever wanted sweet dreams again.

‘Barton, you have to help her!’ Adam pleaded. ‘You’ve got to!’

To recap, Adam had hastily removed the lid from the tank – the tank which cosseted the withered husk of Poppy Cock’s severely burnt body. The last screw in the lid was a devil to get out, but he wasn’t going to let that minor hindrance get in the way of his objective. Poppy was inside. That much is true, but her existence was measurably more spiritual than anything physical. Bathed in the special fluid was not the former pretty Poppy, but something that was once a human being. The spirit of Poppy was still beautiful and always would be, but now everything rested on Barton performing a miracle – as simple as that.

Barton silently and stoically inspected the state of Poppy’s unconscious body in the tank. She was barely breathing, but remarkably, alive. Various tubes and cables from the tank to the life support equipment had been heavily damaged in the fire, starving her of not only sustenance, oxygen and drugs but also disconnecting her from the outside world. With an aggressive but focused action, Barton dragged the various life support equipment as close as he could to the tank. Hastily, he pieced together the remaining undamaged cables and tubes as best as he could. It was a lash-up, but hopefully enough to keep Poppy alive. He then loosely replaced the lid on the tank out of respect.

‘That’s the best I can do for now. Her vital signs are stable. Priority right now is to see my daughter, but I’ll be back as soon as I can,’ said Barton.

Adam knew this was an instance where there could be no argument. Barton’s daughter Lauren was now safe and recovering in hospital after being chained up in a cold, damp, dark culvert for several awful weeks. Adam appreciated what he had done and remained silent. 

Barton departed with one of the police officers. Detective Stoddard and Adam remained. Silently, they stood in the damp, dripping shell of the old cow shed, now filled with charred technical wizardry. Several minutes went by before Stoddard asked a very pertinent question:

‘Okay, what the hell is going on here?’

‘Exactly. Hell is going on here,’ said Adam quietly.

For the moment, he didn’t particularly feel like talking civilly, especially to an aloof member of the police force. Stoddard gingerly slithered his way over to the tank.

‘What... who... is that in there?’

‘What’s left of Poppy – Poppy Cock, my fiancée,’ said Adam, remaining composed.

‘You don’t mean the​ TV correspondent person? ... I thought she was dead?’

‘Well, she would be if Barton hadn’t worked his miracles on her.’

‘I’m sorry, excuse me for being a bit slow, but what the hell has Poppy Cock got to do with all the recent villainy?’

Adam didn’t know how to reply. Should he remain tight-lipped? Indeed, should he have gone as far as he had and told Stoddard that it was Poppy in the tank? Perhaps Stoddard ought to know – know the whole story that Madeline Bull was actually an android. This brought on another crucial question.

‘Where’s Madeline?’ panicked Adam.

‘Officer Stevens took her into the house. She’s fast asleep, snoring away. Tried to wake her up, but she’s completely out of it.’

‘Stoddard, I know you have to take the moral high ground with your profession, but... can you keep a secret?’

‘Of course, provided it’s lawful,’ said Stoddard officially.

‘The answer’s no then? This is way off being lawful.’ 

Withholding evidence now reverberated in the space between Adams' ears. He wished he’d just invented a few white lies and left it at that. Now there was no turning back. Stoddard wouldn’t let it drop. In one way or another, he had to tell him the whole incredible truth. Unfortunately, telling him would mean that there would be one more person in the world who was in on the tightly guarded secret. One more person could be accepted if they were above repute, but even police Detectives have been known to have issues with their morals and principles. Adam had noticed his cavalier attitude to serious matters and his apparent lack of intuition despite his many years of service. However, this didn’t mean to say he was untrustworthy or dishonest. Now he had to know.

‘Okay... to put it simply, Madeline is an android,’ said Adam concisely.

‘Madeline... android? Huh, well, that’s certainly imaginative,’ smirked Stoddard.

‘See all these wires, this burnt-out equipment? It’s attached to Poppy in there... She’s covered in little needles with wires attached to them. All this equipment relays the hundreds of signals from her body to that android, snoozing in the house. That melted monitor on the wall over there used to show Madeline’s eyesight, which is relayed to video screens in front of Poppy’s eyes. Getting the picture yet?’

‘So, let me get this straight, you are saying Miss Bull is just a machine, a robot?’

‘Well, not a robot in the full sense, but yes, she is a machine. So, you believe me?’

‘Oh yes, and the little fairies at the bottom of my garden keep nicking my carrots,’ ridiculed Stoddard.

‘Look, I didn’t want to tell you, but you did ask... Go and take a close look at Madeline.’ suggested Adam.

To recap:

Poppy’s is now permanently encased inside a life support tank. The reason for this harrowing existence is that twelve months ago, she was horrifically burnt by the actions of an evil teenage boy – a resident of Wardate. In retaliation, this teenager met a similar kind of fate, inflicted by a revengeful android. 

Now, this android carries a secret which makes it behave very human-like. The secret is precisely this: Poppy has been given a second chance to live by remotely controlling an incredible android/humanoid called Madeline Bull, from within her life support tank. However, at this moment in time, Poppy couldn’t control anything, not even her breathing, heartbeat or respiration. This was because she had been literally poached in her tank by a fire, cruelly started by Aaron Alexander. He was one of the four scientists who had previously helped to give her this new life, but, as it turned out, ironically, he was also evil, and another resident of Wardate.

For a brief moment, just before Adam removed the lid from the tank, seconds passed as hours and hours passed as pure joy. In this serendipitous moment, everything: Madeline Bull, Wardate and the assassinations, had all been a dream, and many parallels had been forged. For example, Wardate related to Ward 8, where she spent her time in hospital. For this brief joyous moment, she was well again, her burns had healed, and she was back with her beloved Adam.
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​2. An arrest is made
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MADELINE BULL LAY THERE on the lounge sofa, beautiful and oozing sex appeal. Peacefully asleep with only the whisper of a snore. Her long, thick blonde hair draped neatly around a small cushion that Stevens had thoughtfully placed under her head. She looked convincingly human, perfectly human, more human than many humans. Stoddard was going to take a lot of convincing.

‘Miss Bull! Madeline, Madeline, wake up!’ boomed Stoddard.

‘Forget it, she can’t wake up. This is how she, the machine, responds when the connection fails.’

‘Rubbish, sometimes I have the same problem with the missus. She’s a devil to wake up after a few gin and tonics.’

Somehow, Adam was going to have to prove Madeline was a machine, but it wasn’t going to be easy, especially as she was designed to emulate a human female in every possible way. Even her skin was exactly like... skin. Now that the Americans had reskinned her, she even had a scattering of freckles, moles and wrinkles to add to the realism. There was no hatch to lift up or panel to unclip. No mechanical noises either now that the diesel engine had been replaced with a state-of-the-art miniature fuel cell. He couldn’t cut into her skin to show titanium bones because he knew Madeline would probably kill him for such wilful defacement – if she eventually woke up. Stoddard had an overwhelming urge to handle her, purely in an effort to make her more comfortable. For no clear reason, Stoddard removed her black leather high-heeled boots. Perhaps he had an aversion to shoes on the furniture, or more likely, to allow her to fit more easily on the sofa. He dribbled slightly as even more of her perfect legs were revealed. Her silky skin was smooth and tanned just the right amount, all the way up to the underwear she now had to wear. Somehow her short skirt had ruffled up indiscreetly, but no one had thought it their responsibility to pull it down. Due to an unfortunate event involving Adam and a handgun, there was a small imperfection. One foot had half a big toe missing. He squirmed with the memory, but immediately realised that this was the proof he was after.

‘There, have a close look at her toe.’

Adam didn’t have to ask twice. Stoddard’s dribbling intensified as he lifted her foot and gazed into the wound. Disappearing into the remainder of her toe were several wires which used to be connected to a USB socket. The protruding bone was a greyish metal, not expected calcium.

‘USB... There used to be a USB connection there to link her up to a PC, but I shot it off. Don’t ask!’ said Adam, reliving the unfortunate event.

‘But she’s... she’s perfect!’

‘I know, in every way you could possibly imagine,’ bragged Adam.

Stoddard had to sit down. He reached into his pocket for a tissue. His dribble had turned into a torrent of slobber. He was, after all, a professional who had been trained to stay indifferent and focused when faced with extreme distractions such as this. Nevertheless, this revelation would certainly be hard to forget.

‘Well, give me a stiff one, barkeep!’ said Sheriff Stoddard.

Madeline Bull was purposely designed to have this effect on men. This was classed as part of her weaponry. Her beauty was intoxicating – the Aphrodite ratio, apparently one step up from the Golden ratio. Her compelling looks instantly entranced the opposite sex. Her figure naturally complemented her face, having almost unrealistic and unattainable proportions that nudged well into the erotic zone, even when fully clothed.

‘I see. So, that’s what all this is about: Barton’s daughter, Mr Poultney, that woman in the culvert...’ reiterated Stoddard.

‘Her name was Angela,’ interrupted Adam. ‘Poultney wanted to hijack the whole system for himself and ultimately, the Americans, but Alexander had his own designs on it. He wanted the whole system as a gift for the Residents of Wardate.’

‘Wardate?’ asked Stoddard.

‘From what I can gather, a society for truly evil people.’

Stoddard had a question that had never been asked before.

‘Who’s in charge of all this technology, now?’

‘Poppy Cock, and that’s who it should be,’ said Adam assuredly.

This was certainly the correct answer. Officially, it used to be Paul Brownsword, formerly known as Turner, but unfortunately, he had been murdered.

‘You know, documenting this case is going to be a hell of a challenge,’ said Stoddard.

‘Listen, there is no case!’ insisted Adam. ‘Poppy’s whereabouts have to remain totally secret. No one must know of her location. As you can gather, Madeline’s biggest weakness is the vulnerability of Poppy. Without Poppy, there is no Madeline. With Poppy safe and secure, Madeline can get on with being invincible and fighting evil.’

Stoddard pondered for a while, then strolled over to the window. He watched a motorcycle speeding off, had another good, long look at Madeline gracing the sofa and then got on his police radio.

‘Charlie Echo, apprehend a motorcyclist heading north on Leys Lane. Registration 614 RTW.’

And then he summarised the case. ‘Aaron Alexander is clearly a deranged, psychopathic killer. I think we’ll leave it at that.’

Alexander, the scientist who was at the root of all the evilness, the one who had set fire to the barn which contained Poppy’s tank, had concealed himself away somewhere in the grounds of the farmhouse. He was waiting for the right moment to slide away, unnoticed. Unfortunately, he had chosen the wrong moment and was seen by Stoddard through the lounge window. Two miles down the lane, he was pulled over and arrested for several murders, attempted murder, child abduction, attempted theft of government property and arson.
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BARTON’S INSTRUCTIONS for Adam were straightforward:

Take Madeline away from the farmhouse, keep her safe and wait for Madeline to reactivate.

How Barton wished his tasks were as simple as Adam’s. The genius professor desperately wanted assistance. He needed others to share in his challenge, but the best people were either dead or handcuffed. However, there were other geniuses available, and quickly he came up with two names. He was well aware that geniuses are often eccentric, unreliable and questionable. Only Angela had proved to be made of the right stuff, and for that virtue, she had been horribly murdered.

By the time Barton had driven to the hospital to see his daughter, spent some quality time with her and driven back to the farmhouse, two new recruits were waiting impatiently. The first was Doctor Pierre Merlu, a biomechanics specialist. The second was Dean Hake, who specialised in computer science and electronics. Both were waiting in their cars, desperate for the toilet, dying for a hot beverage and eager for an explanation. Intentionally, he ushered them away from the cowshed and into the house. After he had made them a drink and showed them where the toilet was, he talked a little about the beautiful countryside and the inclement weather. Several minutes of valuable time were consumed, wastefully, but specifically for a purpose.

‘You talked about a critically ill patient with a unique illness. As much as I love this part of the country and take an interest in the weather, I do have other commitments. So, exactly where is the patient?’ urged Pierre Merlu, speaking in perfect Oxford English despite clearly having a French name and being French.

‘You said this was a life and death situation, you don’t seem to be in much of a hurry,’ complained Dean Hake.

Barton relaxed his pleasantries. ‘Before we go any further, it is imperative that everything that you see and what happens here remains a secret. Three people associated with the project are now dead. Loose tongues will certainly endanger your lives and your family’s. If this has deterred you, leave now and forget you were ever here... Now, Gentlemen, do I still have your assurances?’

He waited for their reactions. Other than a hesitant nod from both of them, they remained silent. That was it, they were now on the team. He hoped he had chosen well because two more people were about to know all about the Madeline Bull project. He directed them out of the house, across the yard, unlocked the cowshed door and encouraged them to go in.

‘Welcome to the Madeline Bull project.’

Dean Hake and Pierre Merlu gazed at the charred rafters and the smoke-stained equipment. A look of bewilderment formed across their faces.

‘Is this some kind of joke!?’ Hake ranted.

‘I wish it were. This is what remains of the project, and in that tank over there is what I need your skills for.’

Barton motioned them over to the stainless-steel tank and carefully removed the lid. Within, floating in a dirty liquid, was the pitiful form of Poppy Cock, connected up to hundreds of wires, tubes and all kinds of electronic wizardry. Conveniently and perhaps, fortunately, she was still unconscious and oblivious to her horrendous state. 

‘Remarkable! Simulated Human Integrated Transmogrify. And who is the unfortunate subject?’ asked Merlu.

‘Her name is irrelevant, but I gather you’re familiar with the process?’ suggested Barton, somewhat surprised.

‘I have some experience, yes. I did my thesis on human-robotic control. Am I right in thinking there is an associated transceptor?’ asked Merlu.

‘Transceptor, is that a new kind of dinosaur?’ Hake suggested light-heartedly.

‘Transceptor: Simply a receiving medium that is linked to a controlling force over a distance. In this case, I assume it’s an automaton controlled by a human, yes?’ suggested Merlu.

‘Err, yes precisely,’ confirmed Barton.

‘Good God, so that’s what this is all about! It all makes sense now. That young femme fetale who’s been in all the papers eradicating villains. I thought something didn’t ring true about her. So, she’s a drone then?’ surmised Hake excitedly.

‘Well, it seems, gentlemen, no gaps need to be filled. You are up and running to speed. Shall we get started?’ suggested Barton.

And so, they did. Fresh white lab coats miraculously appeared, and expensive-looking folding tool boxes were opened up. It seemed that Barton couldn’t have chosen better. He just hoped that they would live up to his expectations. Despite the complexity of the project, cleaning, rewiring and component changing were essentially the tasks to be performed. Barton’s specialities were manifold, but first and foremost, his skills were directed towards Poppy’s welfare. Remarkably, she was alive. She had survived the fire and all its damaging qualities. She sported a strong heartbeat, her breathing was now steady, and fortunately, she was peacefully unconscious. Hopefully, he could get her entertainment system working before she regained consciousness, and then she could watch the current episode of Downton Abbey.
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AS FOR A SAFE PLACE to take Madeline, the Isle of Skye in Scotland entered Adam’s head for some inexplicable reason. This was odd because he had never visited any part of the land of the kilts, bagpipes and porridge before and had no idea where the Isle of Skye was. All he knew was that it was a long way and he would need a warm coat. First, though, he had to call in at his home in Bristol.

It had been a while. In fact, it had been several weeks since Adam last visited his modest townhouse in Bristol. In that time, many things had happened: He had experienced the delights of South Wales, including Barry Island, faced death, been shot at... twice, almost blown up, poked menacingly in his neck with a gun, been gassed, crammed uncomfortably into a car boot and recovered a dead body from a culvert. On the other hand, life had been thrilling, stimulating and mostly wonderful. This was mainly because he had been reunited with Poppy, his fiancée, who was masquerading as Madeline Bull, the feisty British agent. The last time he graced the threshold, there was an awkward moment with his lesbian lodger, Jenny. This time, the moment contrasted sharply. She gave him a tight hug and spontaneously kissed him lingeringly on the lips. Naturally, this somewhat took Adam by surprise.

‘Nice to see you too!’ said Adam, marginally embarrassed.

Adam entered his house even though he distinctly had the feeling that he was the guest. He stepped into his lounge and had a quick glance around. Nothing had changed except that it was unusually tidy.

‘Where’ve you been? I’ve missed you. The last I heard, you’d been shot at and were in hospital. My poor little soldier,’ said Jenny softly, gently stroking his arm.

Firstly, he wasn’t Jenny’s little anything, and secondly, why was she so tactile? He raced up the stairs without replying. Ten minutes later, he had packed a small case and shaved off his small goatee beard. Jenny cornered him again at the bottom of the stairs. For some reason, she had removed a layer of clothing.

‘You’ve shaved your goatee off. It was growing on me,’ said Jenny with a teasing groan.

‘A spontaneous thing, not sure why I did, really. The razor was there, and next thing, it was off.’

Impulsively, Jenny gently pulled him towards her and caressed his new soft cheeks with both hands. Her pupils dilated slightly, her eyes sparkled in a saucy way and without any warning kissed him again and placed his hand on her crutch. After no more than thirty seconds, Adam forcibly broke free.

‘Jenny, what the...?  I thought you were...?’

‘Gay? I am! Oh my God, why did I do that?’

She glanced down at what she wasn’t wearing. She grabbed the hall curtains and tried her best to wrap herself in them.

‘I’m so sorry, I don’t know what came over me.’

‘Don’t apologise, not my worst experience,’ Adam smiled.

‘I’m so embarrassed. If I were straight, obviously you’d be up those stairs, and I’d have you, Madeline or no Madeline, yaky yak! Girls are much less prickly to kiss!’

‘No offence taken! Anyway, let’s face it, if you were straight, you wouldn’t be staying here,’ said Adam.

‘No offence taken, but if I were straight, you’re right, I definitely wouldn’t be staying here!’ said Jenny.

She hastily rushed upstairs, leaving Adam admiring his new clean-shaven look in the wall mirror. A few moments later, Jenny reappeared, now overly dressed.

‘Oh yes, something important I need to tell you. A bit concerning. Two men called two days ago asking after you. Since then, they’ve been sitting in their car parked across the road – haven’t budged, look!’

Jenny peered through the bay window.

‘Well, would you credit it, they’ve gone! I’m sure they were there a few minutes ago.’

Now Adam looked out of the window, ‘Oh shit shit, shit!’ 

He raced outside and over to his car. He had not heeded Barton’s warning. True, there had been certain unavoidable distractions, but who the hell would want to kidnap a snoozing human-looking robot out of a parked car? But they had. Just to make it easy for whoever they were, Adam hadn’t even bothered to lock the car. He pointlessly searched the interior of the Volvo.

‘Shit, shit, shit!’ he said again.

Adam’s blood pressure instantly reached new heights. His head and neck performed a neat colour-changing trick that all known androids, including Madeline Bull, cannot do. Sweat spontaneously formed on his red brow, and his collar melted into his damp neck. He had cocked up his simple mission almost before it had begun. He side-stepped the imaginary hole that had opened up before him just before it swallowed him up and then phoned Barton.

‘Hi, er, little problem, well, huge actually. Madeline appears to have been kidnapped.’

Barton was not one for dramatics. Yelling down his mobile phone would not help matters. The tone of his reply almost reflected an expectation that this would happen.

‘How long?’ he despaired.

‘Literally minutes ago. Only left the car for a few moments,’ whimpered Adam.

‘Naturally, you’ll have to find her. No doubt their priority is to get her out of the country as quickly as possible. Where are you?’

‘At home – Bristol. Was going to take her to Scotland, didn’t get very far, did I?’ chuckled Adam nervously.

‘Apparently not! Look, her systems are down at the moment. As soon as I have the link up and running, I’ll concentrate on overriding her eyesight. Maybe then we’ll get some clues as to her whereabouts. Perhaps one day we’ll get around to fitting her with a tracking device. Have you got a smartphone?’

‘Yes, pretty smart.’

‘Good, I’ll let you know when she’s active. Then you’ll be able to access her sight feed. In the meantime, they may have left some clues. Have a good look around.’

This was not one of Adam’s better days. Pathetic, useless, and incompetent were words Barton hadn’t used. He was far too polite to say what he was thinking. Adam was determined to put matters right and find Madeline.

‘Jenny, can you describe the men?’

‘Normal, I suppose. Nothing distinguishable. Medium height, Jeans and leather jackets.’

‘Had they got an accent?’

‘Yes, now you come to mention it.’

‘Great, what?’

‘Don’t know, definitely an accent.’

‘Great! I’ll go and search the gutter.’

All credit to them, whoever they were, they had been brought up properly. Nothing whatsoever had been discarded through the car window, nothing left in the gutter, not even a fag end dropped. Adam scratched the back of his head, and then his eyes panned across the familiar street. The light was fading. Soon that would be that, he might as well go inside, watch TV, open a tinny and eat something. ‘What a bloody good idea,’ he thought, ‘when did I last eat?’ But then he noticed an overflowing litter bin attached to a nearby lamp post.

Perhaps the kitchen worktop was not the best place to sift through the entire contents of a public litter bin, but the bright fluorescent lighting was in his favour. It was a bad time for Jenny to enter the kitchen.

‘What the hell!’

She was not best pleased with the unhygienic waste scattered across the expanse where she buttered her toast, rolled out pastry and chopped her veg. Adam had migrated across to a clear bit of worktop to examine a soggy foreign newspaper.

‘I’ll clear it up in a minute.’

‘You’d better! What are you looking at? You’ll find that’s Polish.’

‘You know Polish?’

‘No, but I know ‘Nowosci’ is a Polish newspaper, seen it at work. Some of the Polish contractors read it.

‘Poland! They’ve taken her to Poland!’ exclaimed Adam.

‘Who’s taken who?’ asked Jenny.

‘Those men, they’ve taken Madeline to Poland.’

‘Madeline? Poland? Why would they do that?’ asked Jenny, incredulously.

‘Yes, yes, Poland. Need my passport!’

Adam bounded up the stairs, leaving Jenny somewhat puzzled by his rash conclusion. She was also annoyed that in the short time Adam had been home, he had managed to decimate her lovely rented kitchen.

‘I’ll tidy up later.’ Adam shouted down from his seriously underused bedroom.

‘Yes, yes, of course, you will!’ said Jenny. 

She knew that later could mean weeks, if not months, and she wanted her kitchen back well before tea time. There was no point in making a scene, pointless complaining, he was, after all, a single, undomesticated man, and this was one of the many penalties of sharing a house with one. Besides, on reflection, it would be better to clear the mess up herself. If Adam did eventually take on the job, he certainly wouldn’t disinfect the surfaces or recycle the rubbish in the correct coloured bins. Moments later, Adam launched himself down the stairs, skirting over most of the steps.

‘See you later. If anyone wants me, I’ll be in Poland.’

Adam appeared to be absorbing the moment in the most hyperactive way possible, failing completely to abate his momentum from the descent of the stairs. Fortunately, the front door was open, or else there would have been a nasty collision, a smashed front door and another spell in hospital.

‘Adam, when I said an accent, I didn’t mean foreign.’

Adam was well out of earshot before Jenny had finished her sentence. Adam was on a mission, blinkered and impetuous. A little common sense would have stopped him in his tracks, but he hadn’t any time for that.
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ADAM SOON FOUND HIMSELF standing on Polish soil, Warsaw’s to be precise.

In actual fact, Madeline had been taken to a place somewhere in Cheshire, which, as most people know, is in England, not Poland. The place happened to be Shawlsdown Hall, a huge Jacobean mansion in several acres of grounds containing wild deer, sheep and many security guards. It wasn’t something widely broadcast, but rumours had it that Shawlsdown Hall was used exclusively by the government – MI 5 or 6 or 7. The number didn’t particularly matter. What did matter was what went on inside behind the bland red brick walls and obscured glass windows.

It would have been a sensible option to find a comfortable hotel and sit tight until he had a call from Barton, but Adam was Adam. No harm in asking around, he thought and where better than in a salt-of-the-earth, good old Polish beer hall? Of course, he had nothing to go on. He could barely speak the language, and the only spending power he had was by means of a credit card with Madeline Bull’s name on it.

Maybe it was this fact or the unusual question he was asking several of the clientele and bar staff. His question roughly translated as: ‘I am here to try and find a very attractive English woman.’ 

Whichever it was, he found himself very swiftly in a police cell awaiting interrogation.

‘Damn, damn and bollocks,’ he shouted out loudly in his small, dimly lit cell. 

Once again, he had cocked it up, and this time, he knew absolutely no one was at hand to rescue him. Frankly, it was even worse than this because his mobile phone and credit card had been retained for evidence. ‘Damn, damn, damn and bollocks’, he pathetically repeated.

To be burnt alive to within an inch of your life is terribly unfortunate, but then, a few months later, to be boiled like a cabbage really is the pits. Poppy was alive – remarkably. Her heart was as tough as Gorilla glass, and her constitution was as strong as an ox. However, she was unconscious and had been for several days. They say that beauty is only skin deep, and that is the only consolation that could be offered. Hopefully, though, she would never be in a position to see what an awful state her skin and body were in.

The electronics surrounding her were relatively unaffected and took little effort to get up and running. Madeline had, in fact, a fully functioning GPS within her frame. This was something Barton had completely overlooked. Why she had a GPS was simply because her system ran on Android, mirroring similar features of a smartphone. Not only did she have GPS, but also WIFI, Bluetooth, accelerometer, FM radio, MP3 player, camera, etc., etc. She had already used a few installed apps, much to her benefit. Android was thought to be more applicable for an android even though all the scientists had iPhones.

Conveniently, at the very same moment Barton decided to ring Adam, he was being interrogated by two members of the Polish special police. This was a stroke of luck because they were in an ideal situation to hand the confiscated phone over to Adam to answer.

‘Adam, good news! Well, good news and bad, I suppose. I’ve located Madeline with her inbuilt GPS...  Where are you?’ chirped Barton.

‘Well, would you believe it! At this very moment, I’m being interrogated by two nice guys in a police station in... Warsaw,’ said Adam sheepishly.

‘Poland, eh? Well, you certainly never cease to amaze me. As best as I can work out, Madeline is at a place called Shawlsdown Hall. It’s a stately home in Cheshire. That’s Cheshire, I’m pretty sure that’s not in Poland.’

‘Right, right, you’ve made your point. Shawlsdown Hall, never heard of it.’

‘Let me know when you get there,’ said Barton curtly.

It would never be said that Barton was losing his patience with Adam, but when his sentences were short and precise, it was a clear indication of incredulity. Adam sensed the despair in his voice. It was the worst form of bollocking he could possibly get.

Fortunately, the two policemen interrogating Adam could speak a modicum of Queen's English, so it wasn’t long before Adam had successfully conveyed his slightly embellished version of the facts: He was looking for his girlfriend, Madeline Bull. He’d been tipped off that two men had forced her on a plane bound for Poland against her will, and that’s why he was there. 

As it transpired, he didn’t have to explain himself. They knew exactly who he was: the sidekick of the famous Madeline Bull, known throughout the civilised world for her outrageous exploits. Consequently, they had no reason to keep him locked up. They gave him back the credit card with Madeline’s name on it, wished him the best of luck in his search and let him get on his way.

However, the Polish police were certainly not going to miss an opportunity. They decided to join in with all the rest who were discreetly following Adam across Europe. The reason why Adam was attracting so much interest was wholly to do with Madeline. Realistically, no one was interested in the strange antics of her bumbling boyfriend. It was just that, more often than not, the wagging tail would inevitably find the dog.

The problem when too many people try to follow you discreetly is that they become blatantly indiscreet. Adam couldn’t fail to notice the commotion going on in his shadows.
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​6. Infamous Madeline Bull
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BACK IN EVESHAM, ENGLAND, in a burnt-out cow shed, three geniuses pondered productively over Poppy’s parched pelt. Finally, it was time for activation. They had agreed to use one of Dean Hake’s suggestions: a special silicone gel suit around Poppy’s naked, blighted body. This, they all agreed, was thought much more beneficial than floating, unprotected, in a healing saline solution. The gel suit made the process of reconnecting the sensors back on Poppy’s charred skin easier, quicker and more secure. She would also have less pain to contend with when moving around in her tank.

It had taken many days with very little rest time to get to this stage. Finally, the lid on the tank was screwed down, and Poppy was, once again, isolated from the real world. Only the relayed senses from Madeline Bull, the incredible android machine, would now be experienced by Poppy’s entombed body. Barton clicked the button on the mouse pad a few times, crossed his fingers and then, for no apparent reason, took a few steps back.

Little pumps whirred into action, and slowly the correct amount of drug solutions flowed along plastic pipes through the side of the tank and into Poppy’s veins.

The room was virtually silent. The wall-mounted TV on the back wall was on mute. It usually showed the output of Madeline’s eyesight, but temporarily it was tuned into a nondescript News channel showing some kind of commotion outside a high-security prison. 

The three scientists stood still and silent, hardly daring to breathe, hoping to hear some kind of response from Poppy through the small monitor speakers on Barton’s laptop.

‘She should be stirring by now,’ said Barton.

‘Poppy, can you hear me? It’s Barton.’ 

There was no response.

‘Administering five millilitres of adrenaline,’ said Hake as he twisted a small valve on a plastic tube.

After a few seconds, the laptop screen indicated faint impulses from her muscles. She was awake.

‘Poppy, Poppy, can you hear me? You will feel disoriented for a while, but it should pass.’

‘Where... am I? Are you... God? Is this heaven?’ 

Poppy’s voice was weak and slurred.

‘It’s Barton, and you’re in South Wales.’

‘I see, not God and certainly not heaven then?’

‘Still got your sense of humour, I see.’

‘And who am I going to be this time? Still Madeline Bull, or have I had a sex change?’ said Poppy croakily.

Barton ignored her irrational comment. To reiterate, the reason why Madeline was indeed a woman, specifically a stunningly gorgeous one, with sex oozing out of every wrinkle and crease, was done for a reason. She was the ultimate Honeytrap. With this asset, she could extract more out of people (mostly men) than someone with an array of medieval torture devices.

‘Your video and audio circuits aren’t patched through yet. Sorry about the blue screens. You’ll be too weak to operate the system just yet. It is important that you rest.’

‘Rest? How long have I been out of it?’

‘Nearly a fortnight.’

‘A fortnight and I still need rest!? Turn the gain up or something!’ her voice was definitely getting stronger.

‘Poppy, you were in a hell of a state.’

‘I know, I was almost poached!’

‘Your skin is extremely fragile. We’ve had to place your body in a special gel suit to hold it together. The gel suit is impregnated with a cocktail of steroids and cortisones, which should eventually toughen up your skin, but until then, any movement will be painful.’

‘You think I’m not used to living with pain then, eh?’

‘OK, whatever, it’s your body, you know best. By the way, you’re presently held at Shawlsdown Hall in Cheshire. It’s some kind of government establishment.’

Barton’s hand was forced. He stroked the mouse pad and clicked the button a few times. Instantly, Poppy was fully connected to Madeline. He knew it was way too soon.

Life was suddenly thrust upon her again. Once more, she was her alter ego, once more she was beautiful, and once more she was restrained, strapped to a table. ‘No change there then,’ she thought!

Previously, it had taken weeks to shake off the reality of being in a tank and remotely controlling the Madeline Bull android. Now, though, the transition only took a few moments. Then she was convinced she was inside the head of Madeline. Despite her obvious predicament and the discomfort, it was still wonderful. However, nowhere near as wonderful as her dream or whatever it was when she was back as Poppy, paddling in that cool, idyllic stream with Adam by her side.

She thought about that dream. It was so, so real. Everything made sense:

Wardate was Ward 8 – the hospital ward where she resided. Most of the characters in her dream were nurses, doctors and patients in the hospital. The names of the people she had to kill, Ray de Part, for instance, turned out to be a portion of the sign ‘X-ray department’ she could see through the partly opened ward door. It had to be a dream because, in it, her body had fully recovered, and she was perfect again. This wasn’t possible. Burns like that don’t heal to that degree, especially with the severity of her frazzled frame. No, now was reality. Madeline was Poppy’s alter ego. Being stunningly gorgeous and definitely vampish went with the package, but it was an artificial world – a far cry from being normal as Poppy used to be. True, now it took a moderate amount of concentration to even imagine herself as a burnt husk of a human being, but that’s what she was. Perhaps this was because her subconscious was in denial. It was, after all, a thought that was permanently avoided like a hailstorm. Her new Madeline body felt as real as could be. |

She was Madeline Bull again.

Madeline looked around as best she could, albeit tightly strapped down on an operating table /trolley. It was a familiar situation. According to Barton, she was being held in a place called Shawlsdown Hall. Looking around the room as best as she could, it had a tall ceiling with elaborate plaster cornicing, a large heavy door with antique polished brass fittings and two large Georgian windows, complete with internal shutters. It reminded her too much of her old dentist’s waiting room.

She was alone in the room. Perhaps, being inactive for several days, the intrigue and fascination of what they had captured had faded somewhat. She was still intact, with no arms or legs missing – this was good. Her head hadn’t been shaved, and all her clothes were still covering her up, not scattered on the floor – this was also good.

‘Hello!’ she shouted.

It was a weak shout but would, no doubt, improve as time went by.

‘Hello... anyone there?’

Her voice was getting louder.

‘I said, HELLO!!’ 

Her voice was back with vengeance.

Moments later, a young, well-dressed man entered.

‘So sorry,’ he said sincerely. ‘Almost gave up on you. We’ve been out looking for a Prince Charming to give you a wake-up kiss.’

‘Not funny! Why the restraints if you’re so sorry?’

‘Sorry, I can make you more comfortable if you want. We didn’t want to mislay you. You took quite a bit of finding. Sorry, I’m Neil Pike... So, we have the infamous Madeline Bull in our midst.’

‘Infamous... surely famous?’

‘Sorry, yes.’

Pike took out his mobile phone and called someone.

‘It... She’s activated... awake, sorry.’ 

That was it, Pike had said all he was going to say, and Madeline certainly wasn’t going to encourage him to continue with his apologetic babble. A minute later, the door violently flew open, and several suited men and women oozed in. One of the suited men, older and meaner looking than the rest, broke from the crowd,

‘Madeline Bull, well, well,’ said the man.

‘Yes, I am this person lying here... all fastened up!’

‘Sorry, I’m Nuttall, Brian Nuttall.’

‘Good God, why are you all so insincerely apologetic!?’

They had all heard of this amazing, feisty android called Madeline Bull, and now they were experiencing this remarkable feistiness first-hand. They smiled at each other and desperately wanted her autograph, but knew it would be inappropriate and unprofessional. They wanted to touch – fondle her – again, but now that she was active, there was a possibility that she might zap them with some secret weapon they didn’t know about. Her fart gas was legendary, as was her laser finger, but who knows what else she had in her arsenal.

‘You’re in safe hands. We thought it was high time that we got to know each other – have a little chat as it were,’ said Nuttall.

‘Go on, I like little chats,’ said Madeline.

‘To be blunt, you are our property. We, the British taxpayer, paid for you to be built, so we thought it fit that we claim you back and that you start working for us, again.’

‘Who are you then, MI 5 or 6 or something? Do I get an O O number? More to the point, do I have a choice?’

‘Actually, MI7 and no, you don’t’, said Nuttall.

‘MI7? Never heard of it.’

‘Officially, MI7 closed down after the war, but unofficially it’s still open. We’re a top-secret department that...’

‘Don’t tell me, does top secret things? Anyway, I’m already spoken for. Brownsword was my boss, before he was killed.’

‘Yes, shame about that. He had his good points, but we work differently here. Clearly, assassination has become your forte, but often there are ways of getting results without chopping people up into bits and poisoning them.’

‘Let’s get cracking then, untie me and give me my first mission,’ said Madeline with false eagerness.

‘As I’ve said, we do things differently here,’ said Nuttall sternly.

‘How differently, exactly?’ asked Madeline, warily.

‘We will show you, follow me.’

Pike undid the straps holding Madeline down on the table. Immediately, she attempted to rise from the table, but her mechanical body didn’t correctly respond to Poppy’s movement. If she did decide to run for it, now would not be a good time. 

‘I’m tired. I think I’ll stay on the table,’ insisted Madeline. 

‘Suit yourself,’ said Nuttall.

‘Adam, it’s















d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
The sequel to The Residents of Wardate
Madeline Bull now has to save the world






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





