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PREFACE
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At a secret laboratory hidden deep below the Sizewell Nuclear facility in Suffolk, England, scientists had worked on an experimental battlefield weapon for the UK’s Ministry of Defence.

Project: Hummingbird.

This weapon used high-frequency, concentrated and directional sound equipment designed to kill enemy forces on the ground using Ai.

Experiments illegally used small mammals for testing purposes and complex analysis.

The staff involved included the husband of a divorced vet, her neighbour and the neighbour’s daughter. They were all supervised by a senior scientist, Tim Picket, who was eventually questioned and arrested after a whistleblower tipped off the police about the inhumane usage of small mammals, by a local animal welfare charity.

Tim Picket was released, but was subsequently fired by the MOD. However, his wife, Amy, continued to exploit her husband’s old work & pass confidential coding of the experiments to some of his old Uni friends, Steve Trendall and Darren Goldsmith. 

They, in turn, shared them with contacts in a foreign government - to be rewarded with cash and cars. 

Amy was involved in the espionage but felt used and emotionally abused by one of her co-conspirators and eventually betrayed him and his colleague.

––––––––
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But would she and others be tempted to make the same errors of moral judgement again?
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You know that moment when you wake up from a really deep and satisfying sleep but your brain can’t quite orientate or recognise where you are?

When various parts of your body don’t seem to want to ‘log on’ into your central nervous system? When all your audible senses appear to be switched off apart from that faint sensation and vague sound of your own, a personal and embarrassingly noisy, empty stomach?

Amy, on this Thursday (or was it Friday, or maybe Saturday?) morning woke and found herself lying uncomfortably flat on a hard, cold surface, experiencing this unwelcome and scary feeling.

She couldn’t see. Scary.

All was black. 

There were no sounds.

Salty air was all pervading. Salty, almost acrid and damp air. Attacking her nostrils with an intensity and directness she had never experienced before. 

And the blackness.

Spooky. Mysterious. Odd. Black. 

Really black.

Gradually she felt a few of her limbs come to life as she lay there and mentally reviewed her body from bottom to top. 

Her legs and hips felt dead and stiff as if an enormous and impossibly dangerous injection of an epidural anaesthetic had been administered.

Her arms felt bruised and her wrists burned. Amy felt relieved that she could actually feel those, but with this strong and intense combination of pain and burning they felt uncomfortable and very odd.  As if someone or something had purposely restrained her movements.

These were all unfamiliar and weird sensations. So frightening.

Odd. 

Unworldly.

But then her other auditory nerves sprung to life. Above the sound of her empty stomach, she detected the familiar sound of a low, continuous hum. 

And with the hum... the sound of footsteps. 

Footsteps produced from two, or maybe three, heavy and possibly overweight human beings. Determined and strong, getting closer and becoming louder, echoing in the strange and unusual void that she had found herself in. Dim sight returned.

The footsteps stopped. In the distance, the sound of a metal door closed and clanged noisily. Echoing in the void. 

For a few moments emptiness and silence returned. 

She blinked, cleared her throat, coughed a little and became aware of two people standing, bending over her, staring intensely at her as she lay motionless and scared on what felt like a plain basic wooden bed.

“Good morning”

A tall, rugged and thick set man, aged thirty or maybe forty, his eyes fixed in an aggressive way, was apparently speaking to her.

“How are you feeling?”

Amy didn’t know how she was feeling.

She tried to sit up, but somehow her body failed to cooperate and she remained rigid, laid flat as if stuck with some powerful strong adhesive to the wooden slats beneath her. Her mouth, too, remained uncooperative as she attempted to answer. 

After a few seconds she managed a small, weak, grunt and a tiny, almost imperceptible, nod of her head. Her eyes blinked once.

“Mrs Picket. You need to rest more. Please try not to exert yourself. By your side is an alarm. If you need help, press the red button once. You’ll probably need a comfort break too. Press twice and I’ll ensure that a female member of my group comes and attends to your needs.”

She blinked again, and in the distance, heard the distant and now familiar sound of the metal door opening again, accompanied by the earie unoiled creak of its rusty hinges closing.

Silence in the salty acrid air continued as she drifted slowly and imperceptibly back into her deep foggy state of unconsciousness, completely unaware of where she was or why she was in this condition.
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The first thing she saw when she awoke again was a long strip of dim, old-fashioned fluorescent strip lights above her in what appeared to be a dark kind of mine. 

The walls of this shaft appeared to be a blackish grey colour with a rough hand-hewn finish. Water and general dampness suggested that her first thoughts were correct, and that this actually was a mine, possibly disused and definitely unwelcoming.

She found that she could sit up, and although her bones creaked and moaned after hours of inactivity, she felt relieved to feel half human again. She realised that she was wearing her old cheese cloth dress, but for some reason, the cuffs appeared to be blood stained and dirty. 

Both her wrists felt sore.

Her brain started spring to life.

A van, yes, a van.

Noise. Shouting. 

Some kind of water. 

Men with guns.

Sadness.

Regret. 

Shock. 

And her old forgotten clothes that she was wearing, marked, and blood stained. 

She normally dressed smartly, she told herself. Why would she be wearing her clothes from the seventies? 

Had she dressed in haste?

The metal door that she’d heard earlier clanged and swung open again. This time she actually witnessed it in the corner of her eyes, grey, flaking and rusty at the end of what she had earlier perceived to be a mineshaft.

“Hi. Mrs Picket, you’re awake now properly. Would you be ok if I call you Amy?”

A short, blonde-haired girl, single, no ring, maybe in her thirties, or perhaps early forties, wearing a white, scruffy lab style coat, had entered the ‘room’ and was walking slowly and carefully towards her. 

A tatty black clipboard, tightly gripped under her arm.

On her neck was a fading tattoo of a small clef.

She prised herself up further, trying to identify the figure. 

In her mind’s eye she imagined her husband Tim, working in his secret laboratory in Sizewell, coming towards her. 

But no, she blinked, this wasn’t Tim, was it? 

Too small. Female.

The girl introduced herself. 

“Amy. My name is Chloe, Chloe Aldridge, and I’ll be looking after you during your stay with us”

Staying? us? Who was this person, and who was ‘us?’

“Why? What am I doing here? Where is this?” Amy had suddenly found the strength and voice to speak up.

“You’ve been involved in a nasty accident. You’re ok, and there’s absolutely nothing for you to worry about” 

Chloe’s voice was unusually calming.

Amy felt herself becoming hot, sweaty and angry.

She spoke again, in a quiet, deep, kind and reassuring sort of voice, continuing to disarm the situation.

“Amy, you’re being looked after by myself and my friends for your own safety. You might remember that you’ve have been in contact with some foreign nationals who, I’m sorry to say, are, how can I put it? are a teeny-weeny bit disappointed with you.”

“Disappointed? Who is, for God’s
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