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LAGOON
 

How long they had been here? Nobody knew. Perhaps, longer than us. They had left us many clues but we had not understood them. They had sent messengers but we denied they existed. Now they are here. Yet we do not see them, not yet.
 

Lagoon
 

THE FIND
 

ONE.
 

Somewhere in rural England.
"All right, let's move it out," the harsh voice of the sergeant boomed across the assembled ranks. The roar of tanks and heavy machinery kicking into life thundered across the countryside as Operation Daylight began. Smoke swirled over the distant fields as the battle commenced. "Blue two, move into sector 4H. Take what you can and waste the rest," Ross, Sergeant Ross, hero of the day barked into his field radio. Another detachment of the combined forces moved forward into the affray. The sound of gunfire cracked into the sky as artillery exchanges began.
 

TWO.
 

Nathan Miles sat fishing with his brother, Stefan, who was only younger by a matter of minutes. Although the two boys were supposedly twins there was little similarity between the two. Nathan was shorter by two inches, at five feet eight, he was of a slim build and rather reckless at times when his somewhat imaginative mind got the better of him. At thirty-two Nathan was already thinning on top, something that his short grade three haircut accentuated. His brother Stefan, Stef to his friends, was a fair haired lout. He was pure spite and anger all rolled together in a nasty twisted mass of flesh. He could best be described as a prize toss-pot. The only thing that the two of them did have in common was their understandable lusting for one certain female, Samantha Steen, Nathan's fiancée. Sam was just a plain ordinary girl. There was nothing physically outstanding about her, her blue eyes were of no noteworthy brightness, her hair was a mousey blond and her figure was just right. If there was one thing about her that caught the eye, it would have to have been her smile; perhaps it was the way that her teeth were a little out of line or just the way it curled up at the ends. Who knows? But whatever it was, it made the overall picture perfect. Let's face it, Sam definitely had 'it'. When asked to describe her, Nathan's normal response would be, "About five-two, blonde, small tits (but enough to enjoy), and a crooked smile." and that's about it really.
Now, although both of the boys held a deep fancy for Sam, she sure as hell thought nothing, if anything, for and I quote "That shit head," referring of course to Stef. But for Nathan she had nothing but admiration, for Nathan she would probably die.
As the afternoon wore steadily on Nathan became somewhat restless. In fact he spent more time looking at his watch than he did his float. He pulled in his line one last time, put his tackle away and sat down on the bank to read. "You given up?" Stef asked, sounding a bit put out.
"Yeah, Sam will be here soon... then we're off home." Nathan smiled as the thought of Sam entered his head. 'Wonder what she'll be wearing?' he thought to himself as his mind drifted over the thousands of possibilities. Stef's float lifted up onto its side, Stef immediately became excited. Nathan looked down the riverbank to where Sam would shortly be appearing. He got up and scuffed some dirt into the water.
"Careful! You useless bastard." Stef growled, "You'll scare the fish off." He really was a mean twat, just about anything would set off his hair triggered temper, anything.
"See you around Stef. Sam's here, I must be going." Nathan strode off along the bank leaving Stef to fight the fish alone. Sam was waving frantically from the nearby cattle bridge; the yellow t-shirt she was wearing bounced in time with her small breasts. This was something that always stirred Nathan's loins. As he drew nearer he could see he was going to be in for a difficult walk home - cycling shorts - Sam was wearing some of those skin tight Lycra things that hugged all known contours. Nathan was already beginning to peel off those shorts in his mind. He would have to stop soon though or his libido would harden.
"Jesus," Nathan said to himself as he ducked under the wire fence that Sam was holding apart for him. He could feel the need rising within his jeans. "Hi, Sam." he said, loitering under the wire making the most of the opportunity to gaze into her crotch.
"See anything you fancy?" she asked, smiling that crooked smile of hers. She lowered her head and looked at him with great scrutiny, "We don't have all day to stand here and take in the scenery." With that she let the wire go. Nathan squealed. Sure that he had lost something vital to the wire he swallowed hard and counted his blessings. Everything was still OK. "I can see that you're pleased to see me... big boy." she licked her lips teasingly.
"Nice day isn't it?" Nathan stood sharply and covered himself with his tackle bag.
"Need a hand with that tackle of yours?" she asked swiping the bag from his hand and taking a quick look at his trussed up nature. She smiled and turned towards the bridge. Nathan took one stride and caught hold of her arm. He swung her around and landed a big sloppy kiss on her mouth. Sam responded much as he hoped she would, her tongue came probing for his, her mouth pushed hard against his own. Nathan pulled away almost breathless, he looked at Sam, her mouth still open like a goldfish in the throws of their kiss. Nathan kissed her again, lightly this time. He released her, almost regretfully, he allowed his hands to sweep over her buttocks, enjoying the smooth curves. "I love you, Sam." he whispered.
"I know," she replied, "I know you do." Sam took his hand as they wandered off back along the road towards the car, a beaten up old Ford Escort, more of a rusting hulk than anything else but it did the job. They walked slowly, enjoying the last of the afternoon sun on their backs. Occasionally Nathan would let his arm slip from Sam's waist and give her bum a quick squeeze. Although Sam always admonished Nathan for his wandering hands it never stopped him, more to the point it encouraged him to try his luck another time. In the end Sam would pull away and playfully slap Nathan's hands. He would squeal and cry blue murder, then try again for another feel.
They climbed over the last style and trudged wearily over to the car. Nathan took out his own key and opened the boot. He dropped his rod in the back and opened up the cool box. Sam came around behind him and threw the tackle bag in the car with no finesse whatsoever. "Want one of these?" Nathan said, waving a can of Coke in her face.
"No thanks," she replied, "I'll have a mouthful of yours."
Nathan grinned as he pulled the ring pull back, "Must be my lucky
day."
"Ha bloody Ha Ha," Sam mocked. "Does everything that you say have to have some kind of sexual slant?"
"No, it just wouldn't be me without it." he said shrugging his shoulders.
"I suppose so," she opened her door and slid in behind the wheel, "It would be like us going somewhere without your... your inquisitive touch, shall we say." She turned the key and started the car amid a cloud of oily blue smoke.
"My what!" Nathan squealed, flopping into the passenger seat beside her.
"Your bloody wandering hands!" she exclaimed. "Captain Groper." She leaned over and kissed him while her right hand sought out his vulnerability. Nathan moved swiftly, seizing the opportunity to slide his hand up her t-shirt and cup one of her firm buds in his hand. He tweaked the nipple for good measure. Sam sighed and broke off the kiss.
"Piss off!" Nathan shouted and waved his hand at the inquisitive kid that was staring into the front windscreen. The boy abruptly turned around, dropped his trousers and mooned the couple before he eventually sauntered off. "The cheeky bugger," Nathan laughed.
"Boys!" Sam said, contemptuously, "You're all the bloody same." Sam dropped the car into first gear and edged the unruly beast towards the road. "Fancy dinner in the pub tonight?" Sam asked as the car bumped along the road back into town. "I don't feel like messing around in the kitchen," she added hopefully.
"Sure, suits me," Nathan winced as his stomach growled angrily at him, "sound's like my guts are in agreement too."
"You and your guts," Sam smiled to herself. Sam indicated left and swung the car into Pondtail Road. In a few moments Nathan's hunger would be satisfied.
Summer in England was unlike summer anywhere else on Earth. The lush green lands and the heady deciduous forests gave the countryside a distinctive rustic air. A pub dinner in such an atmosphere could therefore only happen there and anywhere else just wouldn't be cricket.
Sam waited out in the pub garden while Nathan went inside and ordered for both of them. Sam leaned back against the pub wall and drew in a deep breath, yawning she looked round. It was still too early for the pub to get crowded and for that she was grateful. She yawned again, sun bathing all day can be such hard work.
"Good evening, young Nathanial," Bill, the landlord, greeted him in his usual exuberant manner. "Ale sir?" he enquired, wiggling an empty pint glass in his left hand while tapping the Broadwood pump with his right.
"It's too hot for the delights of real beer, I'll have a lager instead please Bill, and a half for Sam as well." he paused, while reading the daily menu boards. "And two of those beef and Guinness pies with all the works, please squire." Bill never answered he just took a mental note of Nathan's order and handed over the two beers. Nathan stepped outside to find a recumbent Sam with her feet up on the pine picnic table.
"Just put it there dear boy," Sam said, waving a pretentious royal hand at Nathan. He put the drink down and grasped Sam's bare leg with his cold hand. He stood there a moment or two admiring the symmetry of her erect nipples. "Pervert," she smiled. "If you don't soon take that fuckin' cold hand of yours off my freshly shaven legs, then I shall be forced to kick your boney arse."
"There you go, darling," he said smiling and sipping his soda. "We've got a couple of those tortoise shell pies coming, that alright by you?"
"Sound's great," she swung her feet from the table and sat up to drink the beer.
They chatted idly as they ate, drank and watched the sun go down. "Better go pay the bill." Nathan stood and began to pile the empty plates and glasses onto the tray. Nathan, for some illogical reason, suddenly got an image from his childhood flung to the front of his mind, an image so clear and so cruel. It was something that he had long forgotten and was best left that way. An uncle of his had on several times during his childhood abused him both mentally and physically. He tried to shake the image off and almost succeeded. Behind him Sam was standing staring at the back of his hand, a confused expression crossed her face.
“Whatever happened to that uncle of yours?" she asked, out of the blue, not truly sure why she had asked the question in the first place, after all she had no interest in the old sod.
"Why do you ask?" Nathan asked quizzically, "funny," he added, more to himself than anyone else.
"Dunno, I just got this picture of him in my head. Maybe we're going to run into him somewhere." Sam pushed past Nathan and stood by the bar. Nathan followed her in and stood by her side. He got that uneasy feeling like a burning on the back of neck as though someone was watching them. He turned his head and immediately caught the gaze of a stranger to the pub. She was sitting alone at one of the back tables fiddling restlessly with her hair, the glass in front of her had long seen a drink. Her hair was long and lank, it looked like it had not been washed for several days, although the rest of her was spotlessly clean. Possibly the strangest things about her were her eyes there seemed to be no discernible colour to them; they just went on for miles. The girl's gaze went past Nathan to Sam. She seemed to be undressing her with her eyes. Nathan stepped back to block her view, the girl's eyes shifted to meet Nathan's own. He immediately felt sick and tired. He could feel his head lightening; Sam sensed his danger and put a steadying arm around him. She said something but it could have been Greek for all he knew. Suddenly he just wanted to go home.
"Cheers Bill," Sam took the change and ushered the bewildered Nathan outside. The fresh air had an immediate cleansing effect, washing away the outer edges of his sudden drowsiness. The mystery girl got up and followed them to the door. She watched them as they walked over to their car and got in. She could clearly see Nathan flinch as he caught her penetrating gaze. Sam, however could not be drawn away from the task at hand She manoeuvred the car around the others in the car park and swung the car out towards the Holbrook end of town. "You better now?" she asked without looking at Nathan, "I fancy an early night. I've got to go down the west country tomorrow and pick up mum." Nathan rubbed at his eyes with the palms of hands.
"Yeh, sounds fine by me. Why not stay at my place? We could watch the stars come out." Sam gave him a wry look and smiled. "Let you drive my car down there tomorrow," he winked.
"You got a deal." he eyes filled with a youthful lust. Nathan's car was a dream compared to her own crate. Driving down to Devon would be bliss after all and it also meant that she would have company for the whole journey. Sam swung the car smoothly around the roundabout and followed the Langhurst Road to Nathan's place. Some place it was too. They turned into the driveway and bumped over the speed ramps. Sam parked outside one of the garages while Nathan climbed out to open the garage door. His head was still a bit muggy, clouding his thoughts, making him a little distant and vague.
The door swung up and Sam parked the car. She ran her hand along the sleek bodywork of Nathan's Tonka as he called it. She blew the Tonka a kiss and patted it good night. She skipped out of the garage, full of glee and the joys of summer, she hopped up to the door and grabbed Nathan's rear as he stepped inside the house. Nathan failed to react to Sam's attack instead he just turned and closed the door. "I do wish that you weren't so bloody vacant sometimes, Nathan." Sam said, entering the kitchen and flicking on the lights. Mogg, the eldest of Nathan's two cats, which he preferred, the other was Greenpeace, so called because it never killed anything, was sleeping in the sink. She raised her weary head and mewed silently at the intrusion of light into her blissful slumber. Sam picked up the kettle and looked out of the window.
Nathan's house stood prominently on a hill on the north side of Horsham from where you could see almost the entire town laid out like a child's model. It was a large house left to Nathan by his father on the premise that his interfering mother would never be able to move their obnoxious in-laws in and spoil the late Georgian splendour. To one side of the house in an annexe was a heated swimming pool, something that Nathan had learnt to enjoy. The house was his own private castle where no-one could tell him what to do although Sam did try. Sam loved it there and longed to move in but she did not have the courage to ask Nathan who in turn could not understand why Sam hadn't asked. Nathan himself would ask her one day, when he was sure that she would not turn him down. Why was he waiting, Sam had never turned him down on anything before, so why now? To live there would be paradise when compared to the hell hole that Sam shared with her abusive parents, her father, a drunken child molesting bigot, her mother, if that's who she truly was, had no real concern for her only daughter on the many occasions when her father was unable to vent his frustrations upon his wife then Sam would have to play the surrogate bitch. Nathan would ask her tomorrow, yes tomorrow he would take the plunge and ask her to move in. Tomorrow.
Nathan had hidden well the secret of his home, practically no-one knew who lived in the big house on the hill, not even his prospective in-laws and he was determined that it would stay that way too.
Nathan walked over behind Sam and pressed his groin against the rounded curve of her buttocks, "Excuse me are you actually going to use that kettle?" he took it from her and gave her a gentle thrust with his pelvis. Sam could tell that he was gradually coming out from whatever cloud he had been under. Nathan put the kettle under the tap and turned it on. Mogg sprang into life and began to swipe the water with her paw splattering it over the window and marble worktop. "Mogg!" Nathan cried, listlessly, "That's the bloody hot tap, you stupid cat." He sighed and shut off the tap. He pulled open the fridge and started making a pile of sausages, eggs, bacon and mushrooms. He turned and looked first at the pile, then at Sam.
"I suppose you'd like that lot cooked." she dropped her hands to her sides and stropped over to the oven. Within a few seconds the gas was burning and there was a delicious aroma of bacon backed by the sound of sizzling fat. Nathan stood silently behind Sam making gross sexual gestures and grinning widely. Sam whirled around in an attempt to catch Nathan in the act. Nathan was already sitting back at the table with his knife and fork at the ready. The small of the cooking bacon made Nathan's stomach growl in anticipation. "It's on its way." she waved a finger at his stomach. Nathan loved Sam's cooking it was one of those thing that like sex she had a natural gift for. It would be untrue to call Sam easy, but she was certainly able and willing, their sex-life together was not unlike a pair of rabbits as both of them had unparalleled sex drives. Which you shall undoubtedly see something of.
Nathan ate vigorously, you would never have believed that he had already eaten one oversized meal, somehow he never seemed to put on so much as an ounce. Sam watch him devour his fried mountain while she leisurely cleared her own plate. "After tea," she pointed at his nearly empty plate, "I'm going to drag you from under that bloody haze you've been under ever since you set eyes on that girl in the pub." she nodded to him as if to confirm his next question before he even spoke. "Yes I did see that weird thing with the black hair, and yes I did notice that she came to the door to watch us go. You ask me where she's from, I don't know?" she shrugged her shoulder and stood to clear the table of the debris. Nathan frowned, got up and wandered off into the lounge. He hated the way that Sam seemed to be able to answer his questions before he had even uttered the first syllable, she just left him sitting there with his mouth opening and closing like a stupid fish. He turned around to face the kitchen door, and stood there apparently having sex with thin air.
"You can cut that out! I know what you're doing, Nathan Miles." Sam stepped out from the kitchen and mimicked his motions perfectly. This always impressed Nathan, how the hell did Sam know what he was doing and thinking? He laughed to himself as he slumped into his viewing chair. This particular chair was positioned in the centre of an expansive bay window that looked out over the hill and down to the town below. The chair was one of huge swivelling recliner's that was almost a sofa. Nathan's father had built a raised platform so that he could see a bit more of the shallow valley in which the town lay. From his vantage point it was possible to see almost the whole town lit by the eerie orange glow of the streetlamps giving the appearance of a town shrouded in an alien mist.
Horsham, was a strange sort of town, which like other nearby towns it had become the home to many ex-Londoners who found the urban ways of the small market town as bearably near to country life as was tolerable. Over the last twenty or so years Horsham had lost its true small town identity as its borders grew and grew swallowing up the surrounding hamlets and villages with the appetite of a ravenous beast. Still, whatever it had become it was still home and a fairly pleasant one at that. There had only ever been one or two murders and strange disappearances, a few knifings and muggings and the expected level of petty crime. Tonight with the arrival of a one solitary stranger those statistics were set to change, for the worse. The town was about to experience some of the most inexplicable deaths and mutilations that it would ever wish to see.
Nathan sipped idly at his coffee, sitting staring out of his window like a medieval lord surveying all that what his. Sam left the kitchen and carefully switched off the lights. Now the only light in the room was coming in through the window from the moon outside. Eerie shadows lurked behind the heavy velvet curtains that were now draped loosely to either side of the window, each of them was tied back with a heavy sash cord. Nathan watched silently, unaware of Sam's subtle cat-like approach. She had already discarded her t-shirt and was now slinking her way out of her shorts, she slipped them over her hips and kicked them to one side. She stopped at the point where the moonlight first touched her skin, she shivered involuntary until an inner warmth pushed away the unwelcome chill. For now at least a fever was rising within her that no chill could allay.
She placed her right hand between her legs and smiled as the moistness enveloped her fingers. She stepped up behind the chair where Nathan watched the world going by in pin points of ray traced light. Sam placed her wet, scented fingers over Nathan's mouth, smiling to herself as she did so. Nathan's tongue flicked out at the moistened fingers pulling them into his mouth and sucking on them hard. Sam worked her fingers in an obviously provocative manner. She grabbed the back of the chair with her free hand and spun it around. To Sam's almost astonishment Nathan was completely naked and up to all of her expectations.
There must be something about moonlight, perhaps its the thought of an angelic hand caressing the body with an unparalleled sensuous touch, or maybe its more simply the way that it enhances the nudity with its even natural light that inspires the imagination of lovers. In the cool light of the moon Sam's back appeared to be uniformly opaque only the fine hairs on the nape of her neck intruded upon the illusion of perfection that and a single bead of sweat that ran down her arcing back like the cold touch of winter. Sam sighed softly and bit her lower lip. Her legs were tucked up against Nathan's sides like a frog clutching onto its mate. Her arms were tense and rippling as she clawed at the top of the chair where she had been standing what now seemed to be a lifetime ago. Sex knows no time scale, its time is that of moments both fleeting and shared. The coupling of two heated forms charged with the energy of each other’s thrusting motions.
Each time Sam pulled at the chair Nathan pulled her pelvis down into his lap, his feet steadily rocking the huge arm chair. His fingers raked at the fine flesh of her buttocks as he pulled her down harder and harder with each climatic thrust. Sam's hair clung to her in rivulets of sweat which ran down into her eyes stinging them with their salty touch adding somehow to the ever increasing sensation of lust. Nathan, conversely, sat almost unaffected by the whole event, he still sat there as silently as before the only difference being the tension. The tension that builds up to that final moment of complete, exhalative release, that moment was rapidly approaching.
True lovers never count the times that they make love neither do they count the times that they come together, whatever the sum total of both was for Sam and Nathan it was about to be increased by one, a very large one. Sam kissed Nathan, deep and hard her tongue searched around his teeth and gums probing, touching, searching always moving on, never stopping for too long. Their bodies ran with sweat, their mouths ran with mutual saliva, their coupling bonded with love. Outside the window, moths that had beaten their wings frantically against the unyielding glass in time with the uncontrolled flurry of the lovers, now clung motionless to the glass, their tired wings reflecting the moon's glare with an equal radiance. Slowly the night ebbed towards the dawn as Nathan led his lover in an embrace that would lead to a more frantic sequel on the satin wastes of the oak-posted bed of the master bedroom.
 

THREE.
 

With the departure of our two lovers from the The Rising Sun, our mystery girl had retaken her place at the corner table and was busying herself with a fresh drink, a Bloody Mary, heavy on the vodka. Julia Tarn, that was her name, for what importance a name would have in the last few hours of her life.
Like any stranger in any pub, Julia attracted the attention, however brief, of all the regular clientele. Above all others she particularly attracted the attention of the barmaid, Bridget Tornsen, not because she was a lesbian or anything like that, it was more the to the point of curiosity. Julia had been in the pub since opening hours, now it was nearing closing time and the girl had not spoken other than to order her drinks. Bridge, as she had become known to just about everyone, rumour has it that she comes across, had noticed Julia's strange fascination for her drink. Julia sat there almost motionless staring into her drink as if it were the most wondrous thing in the whole world. Occasionally she would dip her finger into her drink and rub the thick fluid between her finger and thumb, endlessly toying with her drink almost enthralled by its cold touch. Bridge had wondered about asking the girl if she would prefer a whole tomato to fondle instead of just the juice but had thought better of it.
Men, like men anywhere who had partaken in a beverage or two became uncommonly brave, their conversation rose a few decibels in the childish hope that they would be overheard by their intended victim. Comments of the like, " I'll give her something to squeeze between her fingers," you know the kind of crap that 'the boys' come out with. But Julia, it appeared, was immune to all their childish remarks, perhaps she was deaf. Perhaps she was already dead and just running on auto pilot but then again perhaps not. One of the lads came over to sit by her and see if he could cheer her up a bit, you know the sort of thing the usual fascist bully-boy bullshit. His bravado was soon deflated however when he felt Julia's hand close upon his thigh, a slim soft hand. At first he was a little edgy, his heart jumped a beat and he thought that his luck was in. he turned and winked at his mates who were laughing raucously and trying to get Bridget's attention before time was called.
Julia's heart beat quickened, the moment had arrived that she had been waiting for, a chance for danger, excitement. Her fingers clenched and dug into the boys flesh drawing blood as her fingernail punctured through his jeans and gouged his flesh. The man clenched his teeth and jerked his leg free from her grasp at the expense of a bit of torn flesh. He stood up angrily and almost knocked the drinks over, "you fucking bitch," he spat at her, Julia smiled seductively back at him, feeling a touch high on the sudden release of adrenalin. No-one else had witnessed the affray in the corner, no-one had witnessed the quiet dark haired girl inflict the injury and no-one saw him as he left limping and clutching at his bloody wound, the great rush for ale was on.
By this time of an evening. almost eleven o'clock, the atmosphere in the pub was akin to a welding shop, heavy with smoke and blue jokes. The man, Gary Stevens, who had been injured by Julia could count himself lucky that he had not looked deeper into Julia's eyes and been caught by that deep hypnotic stare like Nathan had, if he had done so then he would have been next instead of Bridge, who was to come across one last time.
As the bar cleared of its drunken horde and the smoke veil lifted, Bridge raised the bar-flap and started to clear the tables of the half emptied glasses, ashtrays brimming with butts and wiped away the debris of a dozen mauled rolls. She straightened herself up and rubbed tiredly at the small of her back. As she turned to the next table, the one where Julia had been meditating over her bloody Mary, she noticed that the drink had been left virtually untouched, what little was missing had been spilt over the table. She took the glass and put it on the bar for Bill to clear away. It was then that she thought she heard the sound of a muffled cry of pain somewhere towards the exit. She stood deathly still and listened hard for any further sound but all she could hear was the glass washer and Bill clattering glasses together in the other bar. Bridget shivered, shook herself and carried on clearing up. She looked over to the hallway that led out to the front door, there for a brief second as plain as daylight was Julia Tarn, standing with one hand thrust down her trousers digging into her crotch, and then she was gone. Bridget didn't bother to go out after her, there was no banging of the front door, no jingling bell, in fact there was no sound at all. She went over to Julia's table where she had been cleaning.
The surface of the table doubled and weaved in her vision, "Whoa there," she said, steadying herself over the table. As her eyes swam back into focus she froze, her gaze locked onto the word that had been written on the table. TONIGHT. That's all it said, nothing more. The one solitary word drawn with a finger dipped in something thick and sticky, too thick to have been tomato juice. Bridget wiped the table over with her cloth but the word glowered back in defiance of her efforts. TONIGHT. It faded. Bridget felt herself slipping away so she sat down and leaned back against the padded seat, breathing deeply she sighed, "Christ... I don't feel pissed." Lowering her head somewhat gingerly she back down at the table. It was clean, too clean and so were the rest. The bar had been cleared and most of the lights were off. A shadow passed before her. Bridge rubbed her eyes then wiped her hand on her lap, it was then that she noticed she was now wearing her jersey and trainers. She looked at her watch, 11:21 it proclaimed, Garfield was still grinning at her from the watch's face. That sound again, the one of stifled pain. She wanted to look at the doorway but fought the compulsion to do so, or at least she gave it her best shot. Julia had returned only this time she was naked. One hand was squeezing her right breast hard enough to leave impressions in her flesh, her other hand was viciously stabbing into her vagina. There was blood on her fingers, black and old.
"You staying the night?" Bill enquired, looking down at her with a rather concerned fatherly look. Bridget jumped and placed her hand to her chest in the hope that it would quell her racing heart.
"Sorry Bill, I seem to have lost track of everything," she sounded lost and vacant, "Did you...?" her voice trailed of to a whisper. Her eyes locked firmly on the empty hallway.
"What?" Bill stalked, over to the door, "Was there someone out there?" he said, coming back into the bar lounge. "Door's locked," he shrugged his shoulders, "You OK?"
"Yes, I'm fine, just feel a bit run down... I guess." Bill extended his hand and helped Bridget up onto her tired feet. She yawned as she followed Bill out to the front door and stepped out into the chill night air. "Night, Bill," she turned and smiled wanly at the bearded, ageing hippy landlord.
"Take care girl." he paused, "Look don't bother about tomorrow lunch time, have a rest. It'll do you good."
"Right oh, rest it is then," she waved a lethargic farewell, crossed over the road and turned right out toward the north end of town. Her mind was very cloudy, puzzled by everything even the cool eyes of the mood couldn't see their way through the haze. Bridget glided along the pavement past the Piss-stinking phone box with its graffiti lined interior down towards the small bridge that crossed this end of the Red River, along past the wood that separated Pondtail Road from the old Tilbury housing estate in the next road. If she had turned to look behind her she would have noticed the street lamps going out one by one as a dark figure passed beneath them. Bridget stopped on the bridge and looked down into the river that was bathed in an effulgence of moonlit ripples. She looked at her reflection, a faceless, formless intruder into the dancing light. She watched on unaware of time, unaware of the growing cold. She watched on a while longer mesmerised by the changing reflection, the lights and shadows separated leaving a bright crystal clear image of Julia Tarn.
Bridget's eyes widened with a mixture of curiosity and revulsion as Julia's image began to repeat her earlier performance of gross self gratification. Blood dripped from Julia's hands, both hands as they stabbed and pulled repeatedly at the tender flesh. Julia's face flashed from pleasure to pain and finally to pure agony. She no longer seemed to be enjoying her masochistic pleasures, now she had become obsessed with removing her innards. Julia's hands were inside herself beyond the knuckles, the backs of her hands ran thick with blood and gore. A long thin tendril uncoiled from her crotch as Julia fell onto her back and pulled herself open wide. Some fell past Bridget's face and splashed into the water shattering the image and her thoughts. Reality intruded once more into her already fragmented mind.
TONIGHT, the message had read, tonight it was and she was alone at witching hour, alone by the woods beneath a pagan moon. The shadows were a subtle blend of pastel greys and faded blacks that betrayed no image but gave shelter to countless fearsome nightmares. A dark lightless street is a wonderful place for an assassin or an assailant to strike, tonight it would be the turn of Julia Tarn, her body guided by an irresistible force. She had been outside the pub, she had followed Bridget along the road dowsing the street lights by the touch of her hand, drawing on their electricity until the demand overloaded and blew the fuses. Her body had become immune to pain such was the hyped up level of adrenalin in her system. The stolen electricity was being stored in her body to make the transfer as painless as possible, but not for her. While Bridget had been stooped over the bridge watching the etheral image of Julia, Julia herself had been standing behind her reading her thoughts and planting further images, forming perhaps a precognitive story of what was to be. Perhaps it was a forewarning of her own fate.
Bridget yawned, shivering she trudged along the darkened road, a little nearer towards home. She looked out over the new over-priced housing estate that had sprung up to spoil the view that looked out towards Langhurst. There in the middle of the trees stood an impressive white house that held a commanding view over the town. She stopped to gather her thoughts and wondered who lived there, 'Nathan might know, next time I see him I'll ask him he lives out that way somewhere, he should know.' she thought to herself. A movement in the woods to her right snapped her mind in focus. A dark figure stepped from the tangle of branches, some of which had lain where they fell in the storm of '86. The figure stood in the centre of the pathway directly in front of Bridget. She looked around at the surrounding houses. There were no signs of life, no lights, no people only the pallid glow of the moon. For some strange reason Bridget's fear suddenly left her. There was something about the mystery figure that bore no malice. Bridget felt as though she could trust the silhouetted figure to leave her if she so wished. She crossed over the road without looking to see if she was being followed. For some unknown reason she felt that she had to turn and see if the figure was real or not, she reached the far side of the road and turned around, slowly. There was nothing there of course, by now she had come to expect that her mind was going to mess her about until she had had a bloody good sleep. A light breeze swept along the road and blew strands of hair about her face, she swept them away with a carefree wave of her hand and turned back to her travels. Julia Tarn was waiting with her coat held open revealing the curves of her body wrapped in a delicate white lace Basque. Bridget drew a sharp breath and screamed, her heart felt as though it had leapt into her throat and was threatening to tear its way out in a single violent pulse.
She ran, ran as fast as her tired feet would carry her, driven by an uncontrollable fear. Her eyes went wide with terror, her body ran with sweat as cold as ice, her hair flailed behind like seaweed caught in a receding tide. Bridget ran through the darkness, away from the apparitions and walking nightmares, away from her fears to her home, to the safety of her nest.
The new Pondtail Road curved away to the right as Bridget swung left into the unlit end of the road. Black phantoms swooped down out of the darkness and wailed their curses around inside her head. There had been few taboos in Bridget's life allowing her to be open minded and free from life's phobias that had crushed many of her friends. Her home for the last five years had been a large caravan parked in her parent's field over by a river. Only one small barrier lay between her and salvation, a small chain link fence that marked the boundary of her patch. There in her 'van' she would be safe, she could lock out the night, its spectres and Julia Tarn with it. Thud, thud, thud, beat her heart in time with her pounding feet, those days spent sweating it out in the gym were at last proving useful in the flight from her assailant.
Bridget could see that last hurdle in front of her now, she lifted up and leapt over the fence clearing it with ease, she stumbled on the uneven ground pitching forwards to regain her balance. She thrust one hand into her jeans pocket and fished out the key, her other hand held out to brace her against the side of the caravan which she hit with a heavy thump. The key slipped home first time, Bridget fetched a glance back across the field, there was no-one, she was safe. Opening the door she threw herself inside and locked the door. She went to the fridge and took out a bottle of water. Sweat ran down into her eyes as she drunk in great mouthfuls of the chilled elixir. She fell back into a chair and listened to the heavy thump of her heart against her heaving chest. She looked down at her sweater that was stuck to her, she began to peel away her clothes and prepare for a shower.
Bridget paced around the caravan searching for a towel, the sweat was drying on her skin making her feel cold and clammy, her exposed nipples were hard and prominent. The hours of sweat and toil in the gym had left her with a lean muscular body that moved, her buttocks were firm and round, her thighs subtle and strong, her breasts jutted out from her frame, and were fully self supporting. She had done well to transform her old eleven stone frame into the nine stone lean machine that it now was. Bridget was very proud both of her home and her body. Where her body was kept toned and shaven her home was neat and spotless. If only she could find that damn towel. Never mind she would find it later, she was beginning to find the feel of the drying sweat intolerable. She stopped to check her face in the bathroom mirror, her hair certainly needed a good sorting out, the evening's exercise had left her dark hair thick and matted but by way of compensation what sparse make-up she used was still intact. A light brushing of mascara and a smudge of eye shadow to emphasise those emerald green eyes. Bridget reached into the shower cubicle and started the shower going. Hot steam rose rapidly filling the small bathroom with its dense vapour. She stepped into the cubicle and drew the curtain across. Soon she was lost in a world of soothing thoughts.
A hand, thin, perhaps even emaciated, reached up for the outside door handle. It was locked. The hand lowered to the lock and covered the hole. The tip of the index finger split open revealing a slender black tendril that eased its way free of the flesh and into the lock. The door swung open, Julia Tarn, stepped inside. She looked around the caravan casually taking her time. She slipped of her coat, folding it neatly she placed it on a chair. Julia, went to each window in turn and drew the curtains making sure that she could not be seen from the outside. She lifted her blouse over her head folded it and placed it on top of her coat. She removed her trousers, she wore no underwear. She went over to the sink and filled the kettle took out a mug from the cupboard and prepared a coffee. She turned and entered the bathroom, the steam eagerly engulfed her frail body. She wiped her hand over the mirror and stared into her own vacant eyes. She was ready. Julia slid one hand behind the curtain and pulled it aside.
For a moment Julia, just watched Bridget as she washed the soap from her hair. She liked the way the muscles in Bridget's shoulders pulsed and flexed, she liked the way the water ran between her breasts, she also liked the way Bridget ran her hands over her body, a body that would soon be hers.
Julia, put the flannel into Bridget's groping hand. Bridget froze. She drew the flannel slowly down her face wiping away the last residues of soap. Bridget drew a sharp breath and held it. She watched Julia's eyes walk over her body taking in every microscopic detail. Bridget looked at Julia, her emaciated body, her thin arms and legs, she noticed how tight the skin was over her ribs how her stomach was drawn in revealing a pouch-like shape that moved slowly beneath her skin. She could see Julia's pubic mound protruding like a misplaced rug, there were many deep scratches around her groin. Julia raised her arm and stroked the side of Bridget's face with the back of her right hand. It was then that Bridget noticed the thick black vein that ran like a cable down the back of Julia's arms. Her eyes flicked down to her legs, she couldn't see them but she was sure that they too had that cable-like vein running their entire length.
Julia stepped closer and gently nudged Bridget's thighs open with her knee. Bridget began to tremble with fear, she gasped as the hard edge of the shower unit dug into her flesh. Julia moved her head closer and clasped her scrawny hands onto Bridget's arms. Bridget tried to scream but it all happened too quickly.
She poured the water from the kettle into the mug, the rich aroma of the coffee rose into her nostrils, "Don't forget the sugar," a voice spoke to her.
"I won't," she said, and stirred in three heaped spoonfuls. She didn't take sugar, couldn't stand its sickly taste. She took the mug and sat down being careful not to disturb the neatly piled clothes. She plugged in the hairdryer and began to dry her hair while she dabbed her body with the towel that she had found in the bathroom. She would leave the body where it was for now, it could wait for tonight at least. She tentatively rubbed between her legs wincing at the numb pain. It felt as though someone had been trying to push a baby into her and had succeeded. If the truth had been known at the time she felt like she had been heavily beaten but there were no physical signs of violence on her body. Somehow she knew that she would feel better in the morning, Christ knows she couldn't have felt any worse. She finished drying her hair, rinsed out the mug and left it on the draining board. She looked into the bathroom at the slumped body in the shower, "Sweet dreams Julia," she even knew her name, "thanks for the ride." she closed the door of the bathroom and went to bed. For a while she just lay there looking at her body, feeling the faint ridges that now ran the length of her arms and legs, they felt strong and good. Bridget closed her eyes and dreamed of far off worlds.
 

FOUR.
 

"We're in 4G and are on our way into sector 3, Sir." a mildly confident voice was pleased to announce over the field radio.
"Good. Will rendezvous in 2G. ETA 10:00. One of you is to stay with the beacon 'till we get there. Is that understood." Ross barked back.
"Yes, Sir," the radio went silent.
"Move it out. We'll have this little war game all sewn up by dawn." Ross raised his night scope and watched his first unit slip away over a ridge. In the scope the battlefield was lit by many red dots crossing the infrared night. It would all be over by morning and all being well he'd have his leg over by the afternoon.
 

FIVE.
 

It was early. Nathan was up, and had been for some time, now he was holding the covers up admiring the view of Sam's sleeping form. He set the duvet back down and went to prepare breakfast knowing that he had disturbed Sam sufficiently to wake her. He drew the curtains as he walked through each room in turn allowing the bright summer morning to chase away the dark shadows of the night. The two cats were both waiting by the front door to be let out, Nathan, opened the door and watched the two felines dart out, " I won't be back for a while," he called after them, "so you'll just have to go catch something living." both cats turned their heads to glance back over their shoulders, they looked at each other before sauntering off into the woods. Nathan closed the door and went into the kitchen.
He could hear Sam starting the shower, she wouldn't be long. The bread popped up from the toaster smoking slightly, he took it and buttered it heavily before covering it in golden honey and sliced bananas. In a corner the radio bleated into life, "... is it that the army has to go tearing up somewhere like Dartmoor when they want to play soldiers. So here it is again for those who missed it. All routes across the centre of Dartmoor National Park will be closed until further notice due to the armed forces playing at soldiers. I ask you! Ah, well here's a little something just for them." Kate Bush's, Army Dreamers, seeped through into the room.
"Morning, you actually got up this time!" Nathan passed her some toast. She took a slice and bit off way too much which she ended up shoe¬horning into her mouth. Nathan gave Sam a once over glance, wincing at the loud Bermuda shorts she had chosen but her gave her the thumbs up for the equally loud Pink Floyd t-shirt, "Nice outfit!" he raised his eyebrows in mock alarm, their taste in clothes was remarkably similar.
"You look a picture too." she quipped, running a knowledgeable eye over his loosely clothed frame. She finished her breakfast with a swig or two of fresh milk. "We ready?," she asked wiping the milk from her around her mouth with her long pink tongue. "I'll drive down, you can drive back that way you won't have to listen to my mother's dross on the way back." She smiled at him and went to the door. Nathan was close behind and slipped past her as she opened the door.
Sam waited, shivering, while Nathan backed the Tonka from the garage and swung it around. The Cherokee was massive, but Sam love to drive it, the sense of power was unreal though she would have preferred a brighter colour, like green say, than black. Nathan hopped out and held the door open for Sam, "Your chariot ma'm." He closed the door and sprinted around to the other side.
The sun was just beginning to peek over the tops of the trees casting long cold shadows across most of the house and gardens as they rumbled their way along the drive towards the road. The Tonka bumped over the last speed-ramp and swung out down the hill towards town. "YEAH!" Sam yelled as the gunned the engine and slipped it through the gears.
"Oh my God," Nathan screamed as the Tonka took the roundabout at forty-five, the vehicle leaned heavily the engine growling as Sam demanded more juice. "Don't ever do that again. I almost filled my boxers." Nathan was visibly shaken by Sam's driving talents, "And try to keep within the legal speed limits." Sam eased the vehicle, reluctantly, back down to sixty. As usual for the early hours of a Monday morning the roads were practically deserted, though of course things would change as time wore on and they neared the bigger towns like Exeter. Sam followed the by-pass around town until it met with A24. Their chosen route was fairly simple, Sam, didn't care much for a lot of road changes so they were going south to the A27 then follow its line west until the M27 ended at Southampton, then they would follow a more southerly route avoiding Salisbury. This way they could stop somewhere near the coast, hopefully, and have some late breakfast. All in all they should be there in five hours. Possibly. Still, that should give her mother plenty of time to make herself respectable, and get some clothes on.
The tent flap was jerked angrily open, Ross, stomped up to the sick man's bed. "What's up with him?" he demanded.
"They dragged him in here about an hour ago, from G2 I believe," the medic checked his charts, "Yes, G2, five a.m. this morning." he looked up at the agitated sergeant, "When they brought him in he was covered head to foot in a mixture of blood, vomit and excrement. Not a pretty sight. The young soldier in question had been the first to reach the beacon in sector G2, he had been the one to stay the night in order to claim the beacon as found, it was he who had pitched his tent at the epicentre of the forthcoming disturbance. The rest of his unit were waiting on the sector's boundary for Sergeant Ross, to arrive that morning. Well, now that he was there he was not pleased with the sight that had greeted him. He went back outside to find the unfortunate sap who had discovered the stricken wretch.
It was 6 a.m., a fine mist still covered the ground in a swirling veil. The air was chilly but calm, there was natural sound only the bleating of the soldiers running about their various duties. Ross stood waiting for the boy, he was barely through his basic training, to arrive. Ross, rocked backwards onto his heels as the boy approached. "Sir," he said, to Ross saluting, "You sent for me, Sir."
"At ease, soldier. What's your name son?"
"Cartwright, Sir." he answered, unnerved by the sergeant's brash attitude, something that Ross inwardly admired in any youngster.
"I just want you to tell me exactly what happened to Hicks."
"Well, as you know Hicks was the first find the beacon so he opted to stay with it all night. That was OK by us. But this morning when I went to get him for breakfast there was no answer from him." Cartwright, paused to draw his breath, "I opened his tent and had to turn away, the smell was terrible. I covered my nose and mouth and looked back in. There was blood everywhere and vomit, I think he also messed himself. I was sure that he was dead what with all that... that muck everywhere. I ran down to the others and together we dragged him down to the M.O. The tent's still out there, M.O.'s orders, Sir." the boy was relieved to have finished his account.
"Good, well done son. You're dismissed." Cartwright, saluted and left. Ross turned to look across the field, he wasn't sure but it appeared that the tent had fallen down somehow. He cleared his throat, coughed and set out to see for himself.
As he approached it became obviously clear that the tent had indeed collapsed, but, he could see that there was another shape shrouded in the mist where the tent should have been. Ross stared down at the animal trying to think of how the cow had managed to get this far without it being seen. Steam rose from the carcass to mix with the morning vapour. He inspected the animal, his eyes were closed in a squint as he scrutinised the corpse. He ran one hand over the animals hide, still warm, still very warm. "What on earth..." he felt the line of one of the incisions, it felt like plastic. He rose to feet and walked carefully around the cow. Sergeant Ross, was not easily unnerved but this was more than enough to push him over the edge. He would get someone else to verify his find. He became aware of a feeling, like a soft muted vibration. He looked down at his watch, six twenty, it felt much later. Ross ran his tongue around the inside of his mouth, he felt nauseous, his mouth was dry. He would get the M.O., that's what he would do.
The M.O. listened to Ross's tale, that's all that he considered it to be and nothing more, he knew the Sergeant was prone to exaggeration but he would go along with for now, anyway he had to inspect the tent. The two men set out across the field the M.O. with his bag in one hand while the other lit the cigarette that hung from his lips. The M.O., Clerk, set his bag down beside the dead cow, opened it and put on some rubber gloves. He looked up at Ross then back down at the animal. "Could you make notes for me while | inspect the carcass?" Ross took the pad and pencil from the bag, noted down the time, six forty-two a.m. and the location while Clerk, dictated his findings.
"The animal is laying on its left side with its head bent back almost to its back, suggesting that the neck muscles have contracted pulling the vertebrae into this unusual position. The front legs have been pulled apart to their outer radius whereas the rear legs, though pulled back are more or less the correct distance apart.
"The udder has been completely removed in a single incision, there appears to be no discernible start or end to the incision. The animal's right eye and ear have both been removed," he lifted the head of the cow and looked at the other side, " but the left ear and eye are both still. A large proportion of the upper lip has been removed as has approximately one third of the lower jaw. The animals rectum has been cored out in a perfect circle and I also believe that the entire reproductive system has also been taken. There also appears to be a bore hole in the animals right shoulder. I would hazard a guess that the bullet, if there is one is located somewhere in the chest cavity in the region of the animal's heart. One final note worth mentioning is... there is no trace of blood, either on or around the carcass, also all of the incisions appear to have been made with a high energy source, such as a laser." Clerk, finished his report, gathered up his bag and walked away. He could feel the nausea rising within him. "Let's get away from here." he muttered quietly to Ross.
"What makes you think that the incisions used intense heat?"
"All of the wounds are completely cauterised, not only that but, to the best of my knowledge we have no equipment that can melt flesh and leave it feeling like plastic." Clerk threw his cigarette aside and tried to fight off the rising ball of vomit in his throat. Ross, too was feeling a touch sick. He could feel a warm sensation at the end of his nose, he wiped it with the back of his hand leaving a thick smear of blood across it.
"I'm no vet, Ross, but I do know that what ever did that to that animal it was not done by any means known to me." He took the notes that Ross had made, seeing how neat the handwriting was he put the pages into the field-fax and dialled the M.O.D. in London, A response was quick in coming. He tore the page off the fax and read out the message to Sergeant Ross. "Please ensure that 'animal' is not interfered with. A team from the Secretarial Air Staff, 2a, will be with you by ten hundred hours. Lieutenant Jenkins, and his team will assume responsibility for the sector. Please assist them with all that they need. It would be wise to conduct a full search of the area, including road checkpoints. SEAL OFF THE AREA. Ends." The two men looked at each other and shrugged their shoulders.
"Never known anything like it before. Seems like an awful lot of fuss over a bloody cow." Ross turned to leave, it looked like it was going to be a long day.
By eight o'clock Sam, and Nathan, were well on their way, the traffic had varied between favourable and non-existent allowing them to make rapid progress. The weather too was more than clement probably the best day of the year so far. Gary Moore was blaring out of the speakers, Sam was bouncing around in her seat while Nathan sat with his feet up on the dashboard playing an imaginary guitar and wailing away at the top of voice, the din was unbelievable. He stopped to sip his coffee that he had thoughtfully brought along with him, he passed the cup over to Sam who finished the remains in a single mouthful. Nathan peered into the empty cup and immediately became distressed, "Looks like we better find somewhere for breakfast," he stared into the empty cup. Sam had even had the nerve to drain the dregs. This was the way he liked to live, his father had left him a large inheritance and life as a freelance journalist was good too. He only worked when and if he wanted to and no-one was going tell him otherwise, 'Bugger them all' that was his motto and he stuck to it. Sam had a similar life but without the inheritance. She worked, as she called it, down at the gym where Bridget spent most of her spare time sweating it out. Sam only worked when they were short of staff which was often enough for her to get by, all cash-in-hand of course.
"You hungry?," Nathan asked, "Stupid question, forget I said it." Sam was always hungry.
"Aha," she pointed out of the window, "food," she pulled over into the Nosharama's car park. She had left no space for the car next to them to get out, she gave it a cursory glance, shrugged her shoulders and went inside, her stomach came before anything else. She chose a table nearest to the window so that she could watch the owner of the car that she had just blocked in get irate when they went out to their car. "This place will do until we find some real food." she studied the menu, "Right I know what I'm having," the waitress was on them before Sam had even put the menu back in its rack.
"What'll it be, please," the waitress asked, squinting through the thick lenses of her National Health glasses, her eyes looked piggy and sunken. She didn't smell a lot better either.
"I'll have this, this, and that with coffee and toast," Sam jabbed at the pictures on the menu. She stared at the waitress, trying to see what colour the girl's sunken eyes really were.
"Same for me, please," the waitress waddled off. "Do you think she can actually see through all that glass?" Nathan asked, jerking his thumb in the direction that the waitress had scuttled off.
"If she can I doubt that she can see through all the grease on the
lenses."
The food arrived, it wasn't anywhere near as bad as they had expected it to be. Nathan ate slowly, his mind was back at home in his bed wishing that he was still snuggled up to Sam's warm body instead of trekking of to the west country to pick up Sam's mother.
"More dirty thoughts?" Sam enquired, mopping up the last of her egg yolk with a piece of soggy toast.
"No, just thinking," he lied, but only a small one.
"I know that smutty smile of yours, and what it means," she grinned, licking her lips, "I bet you've got a boner growing right now. I bet you have." She laughed, and began to taunt him, "Nathan's got a boner, boner."
"I bloody have not!" he said, laughing too.
"Show us then, go on" she demanded, "flop it out."
"Right!" he said, leaping to his feet, his hands already loosening
his flies.
"Nathan!" she cautioned," You pervert."
"You asked for it, then when you get it you don't want it. Miss Piggy, the waitress looked on indifferently. Nathan fell back into his sweaty plastic chair, "Women," he sighed heavily.
Nathan pushed the remains of his bacon around his plate with the fork, "Slippery as bat shit on a wet window." He said, rising to feet and went to settle the bill. "Twelve quid," he said to Sam on their way out, "Excuse me uno momento," he lifted up one leg and farted, "They can put that in their suggestion box." he said, letting the door slam shut. As they walked over to the Tonka, a thin man wearing a grey trenchcoat and thick rubber boots stepped out from beside the Tonka to greet them with his thin smile.
"This vehicle belong to you?" he asked, pointing at the pick-up. He was tall, about six-two, twelve stone maybe, balding with a very direct tone, though he had no discernible accent.
"It is, but don't worry we're just about to go." Nathan never stopped to exchange any further niceties. Sam just gave him a contemptuous glare and walked by. She started up the Cherokee, dropped it into reverse and shot backwards out of the parking space. The guy in the trenchcoat leapt to one side glaring at her as she came into view. She waved back at him and drove off.
"Stupid bastard," Sam said, turning the tape in the cassette deck over. The bald man waved his three colleagues over, they clambered into their Rover and followed the Tonka.
Sam whistled as she drove along the road that would eventually take them to Exeter and on to the Moors. "That bald sod, back at the dive," she was looking in the rear view mirror, "if he gets any closer he'll be right up my arse."
"The filthy old git." Nathan shouted, adjusting his wing mirror, but he could no get a good enough view of the Rover as it was indeed too close. It stayed much that way until they reached the far side of Exeter.
Sam slowed down to a crawl, the traffic was moving slowly but steadily through the army checkpoint. The Rover pulled over and sped past, a yellow light flashed angrily on its roof. "Christ, now what?" Nathan slapped a hand across his forehead in dismay. The Rover passed them in a blur barely giving them time enough to read the words: Ministry Of Defence, that were stencilled across the boot. "Oops," Nathan grimaced, "Naughty Sam,"
"Bog off! Nathan." She glared at him, "How was I supposed to know they were from the M.O.D.?"
"Would it have made any real difference?" he yawned.
"Yes it would. I would have hit the bloody thing." she nodded, pointed, then smiled over to Nathan. The green Rover disappeared from view with an army escort.
A burly looking soldier gestured for Sam to wind down her window, "Where you heading love?"
"Tavistock, eventually." Nathan yawned again and looked out of his window. It seemed to Nathan that the army was everywhere. Heavy trucks lined both sides of the road creating a funnel for the traffic to follow, helicopters whirred overhead and wound their way towards the Moors.
"Take the A30 via Okehampton then the A386 to Tavistock, all other routes are closed over that side," the soldier informed them. "The Park's off limits for a while."
"Why's that?" Sam asked, being nosy was a way of life. "Search me?" came the curt reply.
"Now that might be fun." she blew him a kiss and drove on. Behind them the soldier went about his task. "So the Park's closed, I expect that's mums big-boy playing at heroes," she shook her head annoyed at the nerve of the military. Nathan said nothing and began to paw through the glove compartment. There was nothing to eat so he took the map out instead. Studying it he said,
"It won't make a lot of difference, it's only about another forty miles from here, won't be quite as scenic though." he shut the map and shoved it back into the glove compartment. All along the borders of the park the army had positioned either tents or huts to act as a deterrent to would be ramblers and explorers. Soldiers could clearly be seen scouring the woods for something, but what? Ross was still at the main camp north of a river by Whitehorse Hill. Sector G2 occupied much of the lowlands in that area plus an unnamed hill north of Whitehorse Hill itself, a place that became known as Hicks Hill.
Sergeant Ross, had told his story to his superiors who had largely seemed uninterested in what he had to say. "I must say this Sergeant," his C.O. began, "this is not the first... shall we say, unusual find in this particular spot, there have indeed been many such reported findings over a number of years, all of which have perfectly rational explanations but because this one is still so... so fresh the M.O.D. have taken a particular interest in it." the C.O. drew a long testy breath and let it out again slowly, "You may go Sergeant." The C.O. shuffled his papers into a neat pile indicating that the meeting was indeed finished. Ross, left the hut, closing the door he said to himself, "Never heard so much crap in such a short time," he shook his head and walked off.
A hand on his shoulder stopped him in his tracks, "Are you Sergeant Ross?" the balding figure asked.
"Yes, what can I do for you?" he gave each one of them a good look over.
"We're from the Ministry. I'm Jenkins, this is Lipman, Walker, and Short," he made his brief introductions, each of them offering a hand to be shaken at the mention of their names. "Would you do us the honour of showing us Mr. Hicks and the spot where the animal was found."
"I'm afraid that Hicks has since died, but the animal is over in that direction behind the red tape barrier." He brushed past the Ministry people, "I'll show you where the animal is, no-one else will want to go near it. As for the dead soldier, you'll have to apply for a release to get to him, the family have yet to be informed."
"Thank you, Sergeant. Who can we call on if we need any further assistance?" Jenkins asked, his eyes never leaving Ross's for a moment.
"Just knock on the C.O.'s door back there or you could try the M.O. two units further down." Ross was gone before any further questions could be asked, he wouldn't linger any longer than was at all necessary he had had enough of G2 already. The four members of the Ministry team watched Ross disappear from view before they set up their equipment. They removed their trench coats to reveal their rubber suits, their cases were then turned into tables as they set about taking samples of the animals tissues and organs. Jenkins felt it first, though he said nothing. They took numerous pictures, even rolling the animal over to photograph the underside where a small patch of hair had been removed in an irregular shape. Lipman tapped Walker on his shoulder and pointed to his face mask, a red blotch was steadily spreading over the white muslin gauze. "I'll go with him to the Medical Unit," it was Short, the only woman in the team, "I'm not sure but I think that I may need something as well." The two of them walked away towards the assembled mass of tents and huts. Lipman felt himself fainting, but managed to steady himself of Jenkins' arm.
"Let's clear up, we'll get this carcass back to London where we can examine it thoroughly." the two men cleared away their equipment and were soon heading towards the medical tent themselves. Jenkins had a deep headache that cleared almost as soon as they had stepped over the tape barrier, his hearing felt a touch dulled too. Lipman had worse problems not only had his nose begun to bleed but he suspected that his peptic ulcer had just burst or was about to. He clutched at his stomach stumbling along beside Jenkins. In the tent Walker was sitting with his head back against the wall of the tent holding a thick wad of cotton wool to his nose. Short seemed untroubled until the other two arrived.
"It seems that you were right, Miss Short." Clerk said helping Lipman onto a bed. "What seems to be the trouble?"
"It’s his ulcer, he thinks its burst," Jenkins said, taking a bloody finger from his ear. He looked at it curiously.
"That makes it all four of us," Short announced, we've all suffered some sort of haemorrhaging," she sat on small chair, her slim figure hidden beneath the rubber suit that she wore, she looked tired and distressed as though a dim distant memory had returned to haunt her. Her auburn hair sat in high curls pulled away from the front and held back with a clasp. Her green eyes shifted uneasily around the room. Clerk was busily flushing out Jenkins' ears while two soldiers came and took Lipman away to a waiting helicopter. Walker was back on his feet and scribbling in his jotter, he looked down at Short who got up and patted him lightly on the arm.
"That's it," Clerk said, "you're all fixed ready to go and get busted again." The three remaining members of the Ministry team gave their thanks and left, without any further inspection of the site they went to the C.O. Clerk returned to his reports, squeezing his large frame in behind the improvised desk in one corner. He too had felt that 'something' out by the dead cow, now that thought had returned to him. He noted the comments of the others into his book, closed it and went outside.
The C.O. listened to the Jenkins' team and agreed to allow the public back into the outer perimeter of the Park, but to keep a tight lid on the area immediately surrounding G2. They would be back in two days with a seismic survey team. The army were to maintain a positive presence at all time but under no circumstances was anyone to cross the red tape.
TAVISTOCK 2m, proclaimed the sign, Sam followed the road a bit further before tuning off. "That wasn't so bad was it? Mum's bit on the side lives just off this road, if anything it has made things a bit easier." Sam seemed pleased, "Promise me that we're just going to pick her up and get straight back home."
"Sure, I like her company about as much as you do." Nathan assured her, "Besides, she farts too much."
"She does not. Anyway she can't help her bowels." Sam was laughing, thinking about the first time that she introduced her mother to Nathan.
It had been one of those days when it seemed that life was against you. Every time Sam tried to do anything it went inexorably wrong. She got up and stubbed her toes on the leg of the bed, she hobbled into the shower, slipped and gashed her head. The she stepped back and fell over her clothes that were on the floor falling hard onto her coccyx. So it came as no surprise that when Nathan arrived he opened the door straight onto her bad foot causing her to fall back onto her rear again and when he tried to help her up they knocked heads. Things could not have got much worse, could they? Eve, Sam's mother, came out of the front room to see what all the fuss was over, by which time Sam was back on her feet and taking a swing at the hapless Nathan. Eve, extended her hand in greeting which Nathan shook vigorously. Eve, being slightly nervous, farted. Nathan, unfortunately smirked. Eve, worried, and repeated her prior performance causing Nathan to laugh almost uncontrollably. Of course Eve, by now had begun to fret and lost all control over her leaky sphincter, there were rippers and rumblers flying in all directions. Nathan, was left with no option but to leave before his stitch killed him. Strangely enough ever since then the two of them had never quite hit it off.
Today would be different, today Nathan was ready for her. He hoped.
 

SIX.
 

It was Monday, 9:30 a.m.
Bridget had slept in which was unusual for her, she was usually up and out running but this morning she felt different, she felt confident, she felt more than that she felt 'alive'. Bridget swung her legs out of bed and opened the bedside cabinet, she fished out a fairly modest thong and slid into it pulling it snugly into place. She didn't feel as though she would need a bra today instead she opted for a clinging leotard which she put on over a pair leggings. She wandered restlessly around the caravan for a while until she felt the need for breakfast was too great to resist any longer. Bridget turned on the kettle and dropped a tea bag into a cup, "Don't forget the sugar," a voice inside her said.
"I won't," she replied, and went into the bathroom. She brushed her teeth with more than her usual vigour. She looked down upon the slumped body of Julia Tarn. Bridget washed herself then returned to the kitchen and breakfast. She plundered the fridge for just about everything in it, a good sized fry-up should start the day OK followed by cereals and toast. She picked up the kettle and made her tea. "The sugar, the sugar," the voice urged. Bridget returned to the sideboard and dosed the tea with three sugars. She sipped it wincing at the sweetness of it. She switched on the radio.
"...ible isn't it," the D.J. began, "how the armed forces can take over just about anywhere they want to just to drive their tanks in. That's what a report just in this morning is saying is happening down in Dartmoor today. So for those of you heading down that way today, you can expect long delays at Exeter where there is an army checkpoint. Good heavens, whatever will they do next." he went on and on until at last the music filtered through into the caravan raising Bridget's spirits still further. There was something about the day itself that seemed invigorating, Bridget could feel the need for sexual satisfaction growing greater all the time, by nightfall she would be like Dr .Jekyl. Bridget finished off the last of her breakfast courses, stopped to check on Julia, she closed the bathroom window, she didn't want all the flies getting at Julia's gradually warming corpse, "Now don't go running about, dear." she closed the bathroom door and went outside. The cool morning air rushed up to greet her; she turned and locked the door, hid the key under the gas bottle and went for a walk by the river.
Bridget had a sudden urge to do something that she had always wanted to do. Though she was still a good thirty yards from the river she started to run. Her feet flew across the ground, quite literally flew. The ground passed beneath her at an incredible speed. She reached the top of the bank and leapt into the air. She could feel herself sailing over the brown water below. By the time she had dared to look down she was already clear of the water and the opposite bank. She landed with all the grace and poise of a ballet dancer.
Bridget spun around punching the air triumphantly, "Yes, yes, yes," she slumped to the ground slapping a hand to her forehead, "Phew, heady stuff," she looked back across the river, it must have been forty feet she thought.
"Thirty-six," the voice corrected. Still it was one hell of a jump. She sprang up onto her feet and walked along the river bank following its meandering course. Not in the least concerned with the time of day she walked casually along watching the speed of the water's course until she finally stepped out at the river's end. She stood by the large lake that was not all that far from where Nathan had been fishing yesterday. The lake had only recently been opened up to the public, now it was the centre of the new Warnham Nature Reserve. Bridget, stood there in the quiescent peace of the small park, biting on her bottom lip, nodding knowledgeably to herself, lost deep in thought. She kicked at the long grass before sauntering off. Following the lake's shore from where she had emerged from the surrounding woodland she wandered along taking every contour of the lake, every rise, dip, marsh and lily pad making a detailed mental recording of the area. When she finally reached the Warnham Road, by the Old Mill House, she was beginning to feel the first pangs of hunger. She checked the time on her ever faithful Garfield. 12:16, it had taken almost two hours to walk here at her normal pace. Good. Then it should take at least two days of slow floating for a body to reach the same point. Tonight she would liberate Julia from her caravan. Julia had served her purpose well, now another had taken her place, more would be needed to quell the hunger.
Bridget left the Old Mill House and headed east, back into town. The sun was warm overhead but not unbearable, there was no need to remove her sweater, not for a while yet anyway. She stopped outside the next pub, The Dog and Bacon, to gather her thoughts and catch herself some lunch. A young guy on the table next to hers was running an inquisitive eye over Bridget's slender lycra covered legs. He was about twenty-four the same age as Bridget. She had seen him before when she had been working on the bar down at The Sun. She glanced over at him catching his eye. He read the message she was sending and invited himself over to her table. His dark hair was cropped close to his head, his stocky frame squeezed in behind the table as he sat his pint down lightly on the table. He drew out a cigarette from his shirt pocket and hung it from the corner of his mouth, lighting it behind cupped hands he looked up at Bridget, "Don't I know you from somewhere?" he asked, tucking his lighter back into his pocket. Bridget said nothing at first, she just nodded her head and smiled, she was already probing his mind planting provocative images for him to mull over. He could feel his love muscle twitching nervously.
He drew the cigarette from his mouth and let out a long sigh of smoke, "You hungry, love?" he asked. Buy me dinner and you may see more, came the reply image. Bridget said nothing and continued to look towards town.
"What do you fancy?" he pointed to the pub.
"You got the energy to take a walk into town. I fancy something hot..." she smiled coyly, "and spicy." Another image of the two of them walking through a woods flicked vividly across his brain.
"How about Joe's?"
"Mexican! That'll do nicely. The name's Bridget." She said, by way of late introduction and offered him her hand. He took it and they walked away towards the town.
"Steve, Steve Nichols." he beamed widely, displaying a well kept set of dentures, "the pleasure will all be mine." Bridget looked at him a thin smile across her pouting lips. "I'm from Gravesend, originally, how about you?" The conversation centred around idle chat with Steve doing most of the talking while Bridget toyed with his mind filling him with false promises and lies as the town bustled in around them. They cut across the town centre taking the underpass to avoid any delays.
They were shown to a quiet table away from the window, if indeed there was such a thing as a quiet table in Joe's. The music blared, the food, beef enchilladas on a bed of chilli rice, was hot and smelled of spice but thankfully the bottled Sol lager was ice cold. Bridget ate with passion, almost equal to that of the nude images she was sending to Steve's mind. He couldn't help it, he drooled, almost slavering over his food at the thought of Bridget cavorting about naked in the woods.
Steve paid the bill and followed Bridget outside to where she was waiting at the top of Denne Parade. They walked hand in hand as lovers often do, passing all of the small businesses that had taken over many of the old houses in the quiet street. Bridget swung her arm to the right, meaning for Steve to head that way out of town towards Denne Hill at the southern end of town. The noise and clamour of town died swiftly as they walked deeper along the wooded causeway that led up the hill, soon tall trees cut out much of the bright daylight leaving only quick glimmering pools of light that filtered their way down through the overhanging branches. Steve could hardly believe it, here he was walking out of town along a route that only minutes ago was a complete mystery to him. He had come here on an unspoken promise from a girl that he had hardly seen before, but hoped that he was going to see a lot more of in the very imminent future. One last image flashed across his simmering brain, that of Bridget, her buttocks riding seductively as she walked away from him, she turned to wave him farewell. Then she was gone leaving him lying there exhausted.
To one side of the narrow rutted track there was a steep ditch almost fifty feet deep in places on the other was matted bushes and bracken, it was there that Bridget was leading Steve, hand in hand they stepped into the near silent world of the forest. Trees rustled overhead as their feet rustled the dry and rotting foliage of the forest floor, the world was filled the alien sounds of nature, no sound from the town could penetrate here, this was a silent world where lovers came to embrace the body of nature. Nothing like this had ever happened to Steve before, nothing.
Bridget turned, leaning back against a tree she tossed her hair back over her shoulders with a casual flick of her head. "This is it then." Steve swallowed hard and wiped the cold sweat from his palms.
"Kiss me." Bridget licked her lips invitingly. Steve stepped up to, tentatively he placed one hand around her waist and the other on the tree above her. He kissed her lightly, her lips moist and longing for more. He pulled away slightly, seeing that everything was OK he pulled her forwards, plunging his tongue eagerly into her mouth. She could taste his hunger, feel his anxiety, sense his growing eagerness. He could feel himself stirring, longing to be released from captivity. He slid his hand around her waist, he could feel the toned muscles of her stomach rising and falling softly in time with her steady breathing. Bridget brought her hand from behind the tree to caress Steve's tense flesh, her hand worked their way around to the front of his trousers where they traced the outline of his swollen penis. She deftly popped open the buttons and slid the zip-fly over his member, her hand slipped inside enticing the beast from its lair.
Steve flinched as he felt her warm hand close around his penis and work the skin slowly back exposing his swollen glands to the cool woodland air. "Don't be afraid," she said, batting her eyelids girlishly at him. She placed one hand on his chest and pushed him lightly away, sinking to her knees as she did so. She lowered one hand to his testes as she took him firmly in her grasp. Her head sank easily towards him, he tasted hot and salty, he sighed and rested one hand against the tree to steady himself. Her head worked back and forth following the path of her right hand while her left hand squeezed him lightly. He could feel her teeth dragging back along the length of his shaft then her tongue would dance its tip around the rim of his glands, "Christ... you're good," Steve, sighed deeply holding on to each breath as though it were his last. Bridget continued her rhythmic motion bringing Steve slowly to the boil. She could feel him swelling in her mouth his muscle forcing her jaws wider, it was time for that something special.
Steve, had kept his eyes closed, savouring the moment for when he would be able to hold back no longer, his mind was open to everything. Bridget probed his thoughts searching for that one thing that would calm him and allow herself time to prepare. Swans. The image of swans, he found them soothing, they would do. She began to feed his thoughts with the image of a lake covered in white swans all swimming majestically by on the shimmering lake's surface. It was working, he was loosing some of hardness, that would make things easier to swallow.
Bridget's eyes rolled back into their sockets leaving two glistening white orbs in their place. A long black tendril slithered past her tongue, coiling its way down Steve's shaft to its hilt. It wrapped itself wetly around his testes and closed its coils.
 

There was a faint hiss of acid burning through flesh. Steve staggered backwards his eyes fixed on Bridget, and what she held in her mouth. Steve could not at first figure out what had happened, he felt no pain, his mind was still counting the rapidly fading swans. His eyes fixed onto the flesh hanging from Bridget's mouth, he watched on in horror as her jaw unhinged and a black cord withdrew into her mouth taking with it the remains of his manhood. Bridget's eyes rolled back into place fixing Steve with a cold hard stare. Steve looked down to where his genitals used to be then back at Bridget, who was slowly walking towards him. No, no she wasn't walking she wasn't touching the ground any more. He tried to scream but Bridget was already on him.
He tried to push her away but she too strong, inhumanly so. She grabbed his outstretched arms, jerking them violently down pulling them from their sockets. Her face met his, something forced his mouth open, he could feel that something slither down his throat. Bridget pulled away from him her mouth smeared with blood. Steve keeled over, his head striking a tree root. In his dazed state he could see Bridget leaning over him. She took the cigarettes and tissues from his pocket. She casually wiped her mouth and lit a cigarette. She put the rest back into his shirt pocket then searched his clothes for his wallet. She emptied it of all of its important items then threw the rest over her shoulder.
Steve tried to move away as Bridget knelt down beside him, she leaned over his face and kissed his cheek, "Sweet dreams Steve Nichols," she said, coldly. The fear in his eyes was beyond terror, his mouth hung open, he tried to scream for help but no sound would come from his tongueless mouth. Bridget stood and callously kicked him where it used to hurt. She turned and sauntered off back towards the town quietly whistling to herself, she tossed the cigarette aside, smoking was bad for her lungs. The adrenalin rush had left her on a high, she felt wonderful. How glorious this new life was.
Steve lay in silent agony, his throat filled with clotting blood, his groin though cauterised was bleeding internally, the last kick would prove to the coup de grâce. He would not last much longer. He pushed himself back against a tree, using his back to climb up the tree like a caterpillar. He head was swimming already, his vision was beginning to weave blurred patterns before his eyes. He stumbled blindly from tree to tree often cracking his skull against the unyielding timbers. His breath coming in ragged bursts, his arms dangled uselessly at his sides. Steve, spun off the last tree and fell down the short embankment into a bush which folded beneath his weight dropping him out into the open. He saw snatches of many different images, he saw Bridget walking away, he saw the swans swimming by him, he saw a great lake with many pipes and tubes running into it but what it meant he would never know. His head lolled to one side, he closed his eyes and simply stopped breathing.
 

SEVEN.
 

The Cherokee bounced along the rutted farm track its wide tyres saving it from the worst of the weathered ruts. A face looked out of drab stone farmhouse, the curtains parted allowing the late morning sun to light the sparsely furnished room. Sam, turned the Tonka through a full three hundred and sixty degrees taking a chunk of the rough circular lawn with her. She switched off the engine and looked at Nathan, "Please," she pleaded. Nathan opened his door and slid out. He rapped his knuckles on the front door, then dropping to his knees he peered through the letter box.
"Come on, we know you're in there," he stood as the door swung open.
"Come in Nathan, I won't be a minute." Eve said, leaving the door ajar, "Make yourself comfortable." Nathan stepped into the lounge and winced at the decor.
The living room, like the rest of the house, was sparsely decorated, nothing matched. The curtains were a filthy grey, the carpet a cross between red fibres and the hessian backing, the furniture was mainly black ash, the cheap do it yourself chipboard stuff all badly put together. Perhaps the only decent furnishings were the television and video. Behind the TV was a large bookcase filled with perhaps one hundred videos next to that there was a glass cabinet of unmarked videos, the cabinet was kept locked. On the mantle piece, above the fire that was waiting to be lit, there a was a black and white photo of Eve and her lover. Nathan felt the anger in him fighting to get free. He quickly moved over to the window, he looked over his shoulder to see if Eve was ready. She was busily writing a note for her lover-boy. Nathan stared out of the window he could see Sam sitting in the passenger seat with her feet up on the dashboard. Nathan pressed his face against the glass and started to make faces at Sam, who was watching him out of the corner of her eye. She hooked her thumbs into the top of her shorts and slid them down.
For no apparent reason to Eve, Nathan burst into hysterics, what Eve, couldn't see was Sam's backside poking out of the Cherokee's window. "Come on laughing boy," Eve tapped his shoulder, Nathan jumped. They walked out to the Tonka, Sam held the door open for her mother to climb in. Nathan climbed in and started up the car.
"Before we set off I would just like to inform you both that we shall be stopping only for the two F's, food and fuel." Nathan dropped the Tonka into gear and roared off back onto the main road, the way that they had come.
"No chance of a quick shopping trip to Plymouth?" Eve asked, somewhat doubtful.
"Got it right first time." Eve smiled, "There is indeed no chance of a quick shopping trip to Plymouth." Nathan grinned.
"So, mum, how was your week," Sam clenched her fist in some kind of arm gesture. Though she dreaded hearing about her sexual exploits it always cheered her mum up to recall them.
"Boring really," Eve sighed, "He's been away most of the week playing bloody soldiers on the moors while I sat around scratching my parts." Nathan's nose twitched involuntarily, he pressed a button to his right and was relieved when the window slid down. "Hot day isn't it." Eve said, uneasily. The conversation remained light, Eve tactfully avoiding the subject of her lover and their purported antics. Her thoughts drifted towards home and to the man that she had shared most of her life with, Terry, her husband.
At first their marriage had been good, real good, holidays abroad, regular new cars, furniture, new home and so on. There was always money in the bank, there still was. Things remained good right up until the time Sam came along. It wasn't that Terry wanted a son neither was it paternity blues. What it came down to was, Terry had worked out the date of conception and, well, he had been abroad for two months. His work often took him away and Eve had never strayed before, so why now? Terry of course flew into a rage, but instead of sitting down and sorting the whole mess out he hid himself away in a whisky bottle and stayed there. Slowly the drinking eroded away the Terry that Eve knew and loved leaving behind a brutal bastard with no regard for anyone, not even himself.
Time, the great healer, failed to heal the rift between the two of them, though they never divorced, he wouldn't allow her the pleasure of such a thing. The wedge sank deeper and deeper driving them apart. Terry chose to leave her bed and eventually her bedroom as well, only skulking in when the niggling voice at the back of his mind drove him to desire the sins of the flesh. Sam had grown up in the midst of all the abusing and beatings, she developed her mind to cope with such adversities until there came a time when she would no longer think about them. But there had been so many times when as a child she had no-one to turn to for love nor comfort. Terry had blamed everything but himself for the troubles in his marriage, everything had been Eve's fault, even the times when he had forced her to sit and watch while he abused her only child. How many years would they have to suffer his abuse, how long could they remain in his debt?
Eve's mind tried to recall the good times now, as she watched the world blur by her window. Her eyes filled with the tears that she had shed so many times before, where were those good times now? Why was there so much pain between the lines? Sam pulled her mother close, though there was a great divide between them she felt the need in her mother for some companionship. She held her close and wiped away those bitter¬sweet memories. Eve would be leaving him soon, Ross was going to come and take her away. God alone knows what Terry would do to her when she tells him, that was something best gotten out of the way quickly, perhaps tonight.
The world passed swiftly by, Nathan leaned a bit harder on the juice pushing the Cherokee to a steady eighty-five hoping to beat both the traffic and the time. They passed by the Nosharama, the piggy-eyed waitress was standing by the front window watching the traffic flash by and warding off potential customers. They stopped briefly for fuel and to gather some canned drinks, lunch was going to wait for once. Sam understood her mother's predicament, she had never met her lover, who it seemed was be her mother's only salvation. Where would that leave Sam, if her mother left? Alone with Terry, her father, that was not a prospect she relished.
Eve forced herself back into an upright position, she dried away the last of her tears, "Any tinny's left?" she asked, her vice dry and croaky.
"Nathan, is there anything left?" Sam passed on the request.
"There you go," he passed over a Tango, from the built-in fridge, "Still three more I believe.
"How much further is there?" Sam asked, not usually concerned with such trivial things.
"About an hour maybe," he examined the dashboard, the speedometer showed a steady eighty-five, which they'd been doing since they passed the checkpoint at Exeter.
"Mum," Sam said, "If you ever leave Terry," she seldom referred to him as dad, "what will happen to me, I couldn't live with him on my own."
"You can move in with me," Nathan interrupted, he had finally said it! "I've got plenty of room." He flushed a deep crimson all over. It had been a lot easier than he thought, it just needed the right catalyst to spark the reaction, that was all.
"Can I?" Sam asked, excitedly, she was so close to tears. At last somebody actually wanted her. "Can we stop by at mum's to get some of my gear?" she hugged her mum, something that she could never remember doing.
"I'll help if I may?" Eve offered.
"Hello, now we're suddenly trying to palm her off are we?" Nathan laughed, "What's wrong with her?"
"Nothing," Eve answered, "It's what she needs. Sam was happy, truly happy.
It was early evening when they rolled up outside Eve's home in Redford Avenue, they all got out and went inside. Terry had already been home and had since left, the evidence of his presence was there scattered in untidy heaps. The air hung with the smell of stale alcohol and cheap after shave. A newspaper lay in a crumpled heap on the coffee table, a half eaten sandwich was displaying its new green fur coat on the arm of Terry's arm chair. In the kitchen the remains of several microwave meals sat crusting on their plastic plates. Eve stared at the mess, a tear formed in a corner of her eye. Now Nathan could understand why the drab farmhouse and its sparse furnishings seemed so much like paradise to Eve.
Eve gathered up the plastic plates from the table and the work tops, she wandered around the kitchen in a half-daze. "Come on," Nathan said, taking the plates from her and throwing them away. Eve reached for the bin, still trying to be the dutiful housewife, "Let's get Sam's stuff together. Then we'll have something over at my place together." Eve looked at him, her expression was that of a lost child.
"Come on mum, it won't take long." Sam took her hand and led her upstairs. After a few minutes they all came down dragging black plastic bags. "Funny really," Sam said, "My whole life is in these few bags," she shuffled through the front door, out to the pick-up, Eve and Nathan followed close behind. Sam was curious, Nathan had never once asked anyone over to his home except for her that is, why this sudden change of heart? "Sam's a good cook, did you know that?" Nathan nodded enthusiastically towards her. "You never know, she may delight us with her culinary wonders tonight,"
"There always has to be a bloody catch," Sam was shaking her head.
"That's a lovely looking place up there," Eve said, pointing across a silently waving field of maize at the big white house on the hill.
"Uh huh," Nathan and Sam said in unison. He dropped the Tonka into a lower gear and pushed it harder up the hill. The Cherokee bounced over the speed ramps into the driveway.
"You must be joking!" Eve looked at Nathan, a shocked expression crossed her face, "this place is yours?"
Nathan nodded, "My father left it to me that way my estranged mother couldn't move old Kipper Knickers into the place,"
"Who?" Eve asked, climbing down from the Tonka.
"My Gran, she's incontinent." Nathan pulled two of the sacks from the back of the pick-up and took them inside. Mogg and Greenpeace appeared from nowhere and made their presence known.
"Nice father," Eve said, stepping into the entrance hall and dumping her two sacks, Sam followed with the last two and shut the door.
"He certainly was," Nathan said, his voice soft and low. he wished that his father was still alive, then he could tell him how much he loved him. Eve gazed around the room trying to compare it to her own place, it was impossible this place was huge.
"What'll it be mum?" Sam asked, opening the huge fridge door, inside it was packed out like Aladin's cave.
"Whatever," she said, bewildered. Nathan picked up the first two sacks and dragged them off to the wardrobe. Well, to tell the truth the wardrobe was a converted bedroom, that way Nathan could hang everything up, it helped to keep the place tidy.
Sam and Eve worked together, the first time that either of them could remember since Sam was a kid. There had never really been much opportunity for such family niceties, Eve usually spent most of her time nursing her bruised body from where Terry had used her as a punch-bag, Sam had come in for much the same treatment whenever her mother was unavailable.
"I never knew you had so much crap!" Nathan said, throwing his arms into the air as he walked into the kitchen, "What have I let myself in for?" He took a bottle of milk from the fridge and took a couple of heavy mouthfuls from it. Mogg pawed at his leg his green eyes full of pleading. "I suppose you two want feeding?" He opened a cupboard and took out the cats' bowls and a tin of food. Greenpeace tried to climb his bare legs. Nathan howled and glared down at the offending animal. He wiped his hand over the small specks of blood that had appeared on his legs, "I bet they go gangrenous," he placed the bowls on the floor and watched the cats eagerly devour the pink food. Nathan's stomach growled.
The evening sun slid away below the horizon bringing a veil of darkness over the town. Dinner had been and gone. Sam had taken her mother home. Nathan flopped into his favourite chair with a coffee in one hand and the remote control in the other. He pressed a button, a cabinet rolled open to reveal a huge TV nestled inside. The screen flickered into life. There were scenes of soldiers milling through the forests of Dartmoor National Park, seen from the neighbouring A30. The reporter was waffling on about the irreparable damaged that would be caused to the environment by the military's heavy machinery and their thoughtless behaviour. There were numerous interviews with locals and various army officials. A man purportedly from the Ministry came forward to clarify the current situation of the Park.
"After the military exercise, an animal had been found. Its death has been of great concern. The cause of death has yet to be ascertained, and until that time a large area of the Park will be kept under strict quarantine. Thank you." There was to be no further comment that was for sure, Jenkins had already walked away before the interview could get properly started.
"It's that bald sod from the Nosharama," Nathan said to the empty room, changed channels, settling down with his coffee in one hand and the magic wand in the other.
Sam pulled up outside, and followed her mum into the house. Terry was home, they could tell before they even saw him there was a particular atmosphere to his presence like someone had just died, it smelt that way too.
"About time you showed your bloody face," Terry glowered, "Now I can have some proper food." he past Sam, "See if you can get this little bitch to help you." He slapped Sam across the back of her head and slumped into his chair. He reached over to the sideboard for his whiskey bottle. He unscrewed the cap and drank straight from the bottle, "get us a glass," he called, but to no-one in particular.
"Get it yourself," Sam murmured," Sorry mum, I can't stay here with that," she jerked her head in the direction of her father. "You know where I'll be from now on if you need me."
"See you love, thanks for today," Eve smiled, wanly. Sam glanced down at Terry as she passed him without speaking. She closed the front door behind her and sighed a deep sigh of relief. But for Eve the fun was just about to begin.
"What do you want then?" Eve called from the kitchen.
"Something that resembles food," Terry barked back, "If, you can manage that?" he sneered, taking another slug from the bottle. "Look at those fuckin' army queens, poncing about," he switched the TV to another channel, "What is it? Bloody queers night?" the drink was loosening his tongue.
A while later Eve put a plate of egg and chips in front of him. She said nothing and sat down, waiting for it to start.
"Where did you get to this time?" Terry blurted, his mouth full of food. He looked at Eve in disgust.
"There," she said, pointing at the screen.
"What? you been going down on the whole fucking army," he slurred.
"No, just one sergeant," she didn't care anymore, he may as well know the truth, he was going to beat her anyway, "He's coming for me next weekend. I'm leaving you Terry." She was already shaking with fear, she knew what to expect and tucked her feet up onto the chair, rolling herself into a ball.
"That's what you think. You fucking whore," he stood up slipping the thick leather belt from his waist.
"Leave me alone, I mean nothing to you. Why should you care what I do?" tears were already running down her cheeks, she drew her legs in further this was a game that she had played so many times before.
"I'll do whatever I want to do." His breathing was heavy and laboured. He pulled the belt through his fist, wrapping the open end around his fingers, he caressed the brass buckle, kissing it lightly. Eve screamed as the belt ripped through her leggings, a deep red welt rose angrily on her flesh, "Does it hurt, daddy's little baby?" his laughter bellowed in her ears, the tears flowed freely now. "Sing for daddy," he whooped, as the belt flashed across her thighs. He swung the belt back over his head, Eve saw the ceiling light glisten on the brass buckle as it came racing towards the back of her skull. She screamed for him to stop but it only excited him more. The belt cracked as it lashed across her white flesh. The room was going hazy around her soon a black blanket of unconsciousness would cover her and release her from this sick man's game. Terry raised the whiskey bottle to his mouth and drank from it, he swayed on his feet, steadied himself then swung the buckle down one last time on his unconscious wife,
"You bitch," he kicked her.
Nathan was running his fingers over the glass of the trophy cabinet when Sam wearily stumbled into the room. He put an arm around her shoulders and pulled her to him. Sam had been crying, not for her own pity but for her mother, she knew that Terry would lay into her whether or not she told him of her plans.
"Is it your, mum?" Nathan whispered, to her. Sam snuggled closer, nodding her head.
"Terry'll beat her senseless," Sam cried softly, "She's going to tell him about her leaving him. Nathan," she looked up at him, the fear apparent in her eyes, "he's already drunk, he won't be able to stop."
"I'll go and get her," he said, "put those back for us, would you please?" he pointed to the trophy cabinet where two of the trophies were sitting out on their own. Sam turned back to say something but Nathan had already gone. She could hear the sound of the Cherokee's engine roaring as it raced down the drive. Sam turned back to the trophies, reading the inscription on each one as she put it back: European Champion, Tony Miles, on the other one, United Kingdom Champion, Nathan Miles 1988. The year his father died. She ran her hand over the bowed figure on top of Nathan's trophy. Sam thought it funny how Nathan could be so skinny and yet be so strong at the same time. She wiped away the grease stains from the trophy and the karate figure on the top. It was only then that she realised that Terry himself could be in for a hiding and that she regretted involving Nathan, but her fear for Terry soon turned to a sad smile.
The Tonka swept into the driveway, Nathan leapt out and banged on the front door. There was no answer, the curtains had been drawn so he couldn't even see inside if he wanted to. He ran around to the back door, there was always a key tucked away under a flower pot. He retrieved the key and opened the door. The house was silent but strangely hot. He walked through to the kitchen, there were no signs of life there, but he could hear the ragged breathing of someone coming from the living room.
Terry was standing over Eve's body, she was lying face up, sprawled over the coffee table, most of her clothes were lying in shreds around the room. Her body was covered in heavy welts and lacerations. Terry had deep gouges on his cheeks, there was blood seeping from a split in his lip. He was staring down at Eve, blood and spittle drooling from his mouth, his hands were fumbling with his trouser buttons. He seemed unaware of Nathan's presence.
"Evening squire," Nathan said, staring him down.
"What the fuck are you doing here?" Terry slurred, reaching for his belt.
"I've come for Eve," he said, coldly, "I'm taking her home,"
"Fuck off, you bloody wimp, I'll kill you first," Terry staggered towards him. Nathan stepped back through the doorway.
Terry lunged forward bringing the belt down over his head, bellowing as he charged. Nathan ducked the blow, turning to trip the drunk over. Terry landed heavily on his face with a satisfying crack of bone. Nathan swung a well aimed foot between Terry's thick thighs, causing him to wail and roll over. Nathan stepped up again, bringing his heel down onto Terry's knee cap dislodging it from its home. Terry roared as the pain shot through his addled mind.
"Here's a little something to remember me by," Nathan stamped down hard on the injured knee, the cap was spat out from the tendon that held it. Nathan leaned over the injured drunk, "This is for Sam and Eve," he sneered, landing his fist on Terry's already bloodied nose he could feel the cartilage moving under his fist. It felt good. Nathan wiped his hand on Terry's shirt then turned to tend to Eve.
The few rags that she had left on weren't enough to cover even her small frame. Nathan slipped out of his shirt and wrapped it around Eve. He picked her up, she could have weighed no more than seven stone he took her out to the Cherokee and strapped her in. He would drive carefully along the back roads, that way it would be shorter.
It was fully dark now the street lamps were all on casting their soft orange light over the roads. He indicated and turned down Pondtail Road, passing The Sun, and Bridget, who was sitting outside with someone-or-other. She didn't wave or acknowledge him in any way, she was preoccupied with her quarry.
Sam was looking anxiously out of the window, Greenpeace was draped around her neck, he was asleep. Sam heard the garage door close, she went to the side door and pulled it open in time to see Nathan easing Eve from the Cherokee. "Take that cat off," Nathan said, pushing by Sam, "Help us get her to the bathroom." he said, closing the door with his foot. Sam rushed ahead, grabbing towels and flannels and anything else that she thought would be useful. Eve was beginning to come around as they lowered her into the sunken bath.
Max Williams raised the lager to his mouth, watching Bridget over its rim as he did so. He could hardly believe his luck. What a cracker, he had thought to himself as soon as he had set his eyes upon her. Bridget sipped the juice gently from her glass smiling pleasantly at the bespectacled Max. His ginger hair hanging in frizzy bunches, his feet shifting ceaselessly under the table. "Fancy another?" he asked, draining his glass and rising to his feet. He reached across for her glass. Bridget held onto the glass.
"I feel like something..." she licked her lips, "something longer," a wicked smile crossed her face. "Whatever you're having. And some Bombay Mix please, Max." A voice that sounded so innocent yet hid a cold blooded killer.
"Right, Bombay Mix," the door clattered shut behind him. Outside, the evening was warm, the lightest of breezes tussled the long grass along the roadside. Bridget had been sitting with her back against the wall, her mind drifted off to thoughts of the feast of sin and flesh that she and Max would gorge themselves upon. Tonight she would let her inhibitions go, such as they were, she would take anything that Max could give to her. Everyone outside was lost in their table-sized worlds, one group of 'lads' were laughing and swearing raucously, oblivious to the rest of the world. A middle aged couple were snuggled together over their light ales while a younger couple at another table were already halfway to bed. Bridget's head jerked involuntarily upwards her eyes scanning the darkening sky. An airliner's under-lights winked at the passing earth below. What was it that she was looking for? A miracle. In her own mind she fought against the will that was forcing her to perform this sky watch. Her own curiosity stepped in to save her from her inner self.
High up in the cloudless night, travelling too fast to have been any commercial traffic. Too small to have been military. A bright orange star blinked on and swiftly ran across the black page of the night. Losing altitude rapidly as it came from the south, an orange point among the crisp white stars, heading north, continuously gaining speed. Soon, perhaps all too soon it was gone, obscured from view by the trees that covered the nearby hills. Bridget's eyes scanned the horizon for any further sightings, she quickly ran an eye over those around her but no-one else seemed to have witness that unusual phenomena.
Max put the two pints of Holsten down onto the table taking care not spill any. He tossed her the packet of Bombay Mix and opened one for himself. He sat there for a while just watching the way Bridget methodically picked out her favourite pieces one by one. The evening passed by without any further intrusions, their conversation remained light and friendly, Max doing most of the talking while Bridget sat listening attentively. Alcohol is a curious thing, it can affect people in many ways. Some folks get loud while others become aggressive, others still become moody and unpredictable while many, like Max, just get pissed. Bridget, had become restless, wishing only to relieve Max of his trapped semen and relieve her unscratchable itch. Bridget had decided that it was high time to move on towards the now inevitable encounter between their two bodies.
 

Rippon, North Yorkshire.
Allana Jerome was out with Peter, her pet beagle. They were walking back along the B6265 towards their car when Peter sat down and refused to budge. Allana thought nothing of it at first as Peter was prone to bouts of sudden stubbornness. She stopped, both to take in the scenery and to scrape some of the caked mud from her boots. A light breeze tugged at the ears of wheat that grew on either side of the road. Peter uttered a soft, low guttural growl, his ears pinned back and the fur along his spine stuck out like wire filaments. He was looking south towards Studley Roger. Allana followed his gaze but could see nor hear anything until it sped into view, hugging the topography, skimming the surface at less than fifty feet from the ground. It stopped about sixty, maybe even seventy yards from where they were standing, silently hovering over the wheat fields. Peter wound himself around Allana's legs until he finally ran out of leash. Allana watched the dully glowing orb as it softly pulsed. The orange light that emanated from it began to increase in luminance until it was glowing brightly, brighter than any streetlamp, not that there were any on at that time. The orb, no larger than the Mini that Allana drove spat out three smaller orbs, all softer in hue. These 'juveniles' dropped into the wheat. Allana, could see them clearly, their bright colour betraying their subtle movements amongst the corn. The wind seemed to have changed direction, Allana could now hear the stalks of wheat breaking as the orbs passed through them.
Peter peered out from behind Allana's legs, he barked timidly, the sound barely audible, but it was enough to stop the orbs in their tracks. He barked again, this time finding his full voice. Allana tugged on the leash to admonish him. Peter barked again. The three smaller orbs rose from the wheat and disappeared back into the main ball of light which then blinked off. Peter unwound himself and went over to the wire fence that bordered the field, barking feverishly. Allana dragged him bodily back to the car, she was shivering both from excitement and slight cold. She headed back into the main town of Rippon, to where she hoped the police would have a sympathetic ear.
Max wound an arm around Bridget's small but firm waist pulling her closer to him. She had been complaining about the cold. What cold! Max, had thought, but he wasn't complaining. His hand squeezed lightly against Bridget's firm flesh. She could sense Max's trepidation, he did not want to push his luck even though he was onto a certainty. They walked along slowly together, there was no urgency, after all they had all night and the morning, if they were lucky. Conversation had virtually ceased, both of their minds were otherwise occupied. Bridget was trying to form one of those new mental images of hers in the hope that Max would be ready the minute they got home, though she would have to find some way to distract him while she dealt with the previous night's rubbish. Max had other worries, he was more concerned that the level of excitement might get beyond his control. Like the last time, when he opted out of the wrestling match after releasing himself into his underwear. Perhaps it had been fortunate that the girl in question had had the decency to pass out.
They rounded the last corner leaving the pallid glow of the street-lamps behind them. Bridget felt good, perhaps even her old self again. Max, well he was just a whole bundle of crossed nerves. They stepped over the low white chain fence and crossed the field to the caravan, Bridget staying close to Max for warmth and comfort. Max looked around nervously while Bridget fished around in the dark for the door key. She opened the door and allowed Max to enter first, she closed the door behind them, flicking on the light as the door clicked shut.
"Coffee?" Bridget asked, gesturing towards the lounge area.
"Yes, thanks, white with two sugars please." Max sat himself down in one corner, spreading himself out and settling down. He watched Bridget closely as she busied herself with the coffee. Her movements were abrupt and jerky, everything was kept close to hand, the mugs, the coffee, the milk but then again it would have to be so in such a confined space. Max let his eyes wander around the caravan; he noted the new TV and DVD player, the expansive collection of compact discs and the sleek looking hi-fi. He asked himself how she could possibly have afforded such luxuries as he watched her flit in and out of the bathroom, his eyes rolled with the swaying motion of her hips as he watched her saunter over with the two steaming mugs of coffee. New thoughts were entering his mind, pages of the Karma Sutra flipped over and over in front of his mind's eye. Max Williams had lost all fear. Max Williams was now the intrepid explorer about to embark on a mission into bush country.
Bridget sipped coffee from her mug, savouring the rich vapours, while she casually toyed with the hi-fi's remote control. Soft green lights danced to the beat of the sound of traffic and the gentle voice of Neil Diamond. Max put his mug down on the small, cluttered coffee table, his eyes walked over Bridget's legs. He smiled at Bridget as she reached behind her and switched off the lights. Only the dancing LED's of the graphic equalizer intruded upon the darkness that they shared. Bridget slid closer to Max, as close as was physically possible until he could feel her hot sultry breath upon his face. Max turned his head to meet her open mouth with his own. Their tongues entwined, probed and explored. Their two minds beat along the same steamy track, their pulses quickening, their hands searching for what they sought, the firm fleshy erogenous zones that would unleash the hives of pleasure. Max leaned his weight against Bridget, gently easing her onto her back. She allowed one leg to drop to the floor while she raised the other as she parted her thighs inviting Max to explore her fully.
Their clothes drifted from their bodies until they lie as a single naked form. Bridget clawed at Max's buttocks willing him to enter her and fill her with his own passion. He reached down to touch her dampness only to find her hand forcing his own to penetrate her flesh. Max accepted the invitation plunging his fingers into her fleshy folds, taking delight as musky juices flowed from her. He knelt between her legs and tasted the nectar that flowed from her. Bridget sighed, lifting her buttocks from the couch and arching her back she pushed herself against Max's face allowing him better access to her depths.
Max drew Bridget towards him, slipping his hardened shaft into her for the first time. Both of them shuddered as Bridget began to ride the length of flesh that was offered her. Max grasped Bridget's thighs pulling her hard onto him. Carefully he laid her back down, holding himself over her so that they only had contact where it mattered, he began to slide in and out of her until his body became rigid. He clenched his teeth, releasing himself into her with a sudden thrust. She held him there for a moment, drawing her pelvic muscles to drain him of all resistance.
No longer able to support himself he fell limply onto Bridget, seeking the gratifying taste of her mouth in thanks for the pleasure that she had given him. Bridget reciprocated the action plunging her tongue deep into his mouth, her nostrils filled with the erotic scent of sweat and her own musk. They lay together for a while longer just listening to the dying chords of 'Love on the rocks'.
Max lifted himself away from Bridget taking a moment or two to examine her exposed flesh, he smiled at her, blowing her a kiss as he turned towards the lavatory. A sharp jolt inside Bridget brought her quickly to her senses her mind rapidly assuming a razor edge. Max staggered backward, swayed slightly then fell into a crumpled heap. Bridget rose coldly from the couch and walked over to Max. As she stooped down to pick him up a single black line stood out along both of her arms like heavy cables as she took on the full weight of Max's recumbent form. She used his head as ram to knock the bedroom door open, stepping inside she flipped him onto the bed. Bridget pulled one of Max's eyelids down and peered into his eye, she let the lid pop back into place and left to tidy up the bathroom.
"Too close that time," she scolded herself, as she pulled open the shower curtains. "It's time for goodbye, Julia, dear." Bridget rammed her hand into Julia's drooping mouth dislodging a couple of teeth on the way. She fanned out her fingers like an umbrella, turned around and dragged the emaciated body behind her. Bridget closed the bedroom door with the key should Max awake too soon. She lifted Julia from the floor grabbing at the dead girl's crotch with her free hand she carried her outside into the cool clear night air.
A pleasant chill swept over Bridget's naked body as she walked down towards the river. The moon peered out from behind a solitary cloud casting its eerie light over the lone figure that stood by the inviting water of the river. Bridget watched the dancing effulgence of light that shimmered on the water. She stepped down the bank into the cold muddy brown river the coldness making her skin draw tight. Bridget lowered Julia into the welcoming arms of the water. She watched as the body slowly drifted out of sight, "So long Julia, don't forget to write," she waved wanly as she climbed the bank turning only to catch a last glimpse of the white flesh highlighted by the pallid glow of the moon. Bridget yawned as she climbed the steps into the caravan, she closed the door behind as softly as was humanly possible so as not to disturb the slumbering Max.
Bridget gathered up their clothes, turning of the hi-fi as she passed it by. She dropped the clothes in an untidy heap by her side of the bed before climbing in next to Max. She lie there for a while not sure as to whether she was tired yet or not. Something drove her from the bed to the shower. She drew the curtain across and took down the shower head. Bridget stood there wondering what to do next, her questions were answered for her in an instant. One hand reached out and turned the dial fully around to hot, the other pushed the shower head up into her vagina. She could feel the hot water scolding her most delicate flesh but she could not scream, she did not want to bring anyone running to the 'van'. She fought back the yell that threatened to tear free but she could not suppress the tears. The water became cold, pure cold causing her muscles to lock onto the tortuous item that she had forced into herself. Her hand jerked it free. Bridget, stood there her breath coming in ragged gasps while the cold water cleansed her sweating form. She sank onto her haunches the tears coming easily to her tired body.
"This one does not possess the required material," a voice rang in her head, "Sorry about the drastic measures, but you seemed to be in no hurry to remove the semen yourself."
"Thanks," her eyes widened then closed, "I don't know what I would have done without you."
Bridget showered, properly this time, before retiring to bed. Her eyes flickered shut as her head sank into the welcoming depths of her pillow. Her mind drifted off into darkness, the endless darkness of space and whatever it is that lies beyond.
The stars winked at her as she passed them by on her seemingly endless, tumbling travels. She swept out of the spiralling arms of the Milky Way, out through nebulae and dying stars. Warped through unknown galaxies by the immense gravitational pull of black holes. Bridget's mind clicked and whirred like a camera trapping those images forever in bromide. Star systems came and went, all were new to her human eyes and yet she knew them as friends. Rich red gasses of a boiling nebula tethered our intrepid traveller pulling her deeper into its depths. Planets rolled by chased by their own respective satellite moons. Bridget swung around one world only to find herself heading directly for a darkened orb that held no promise. The outer layers of this strange new world burst in her ears bringing to her the sounds of life.
The deep pink sky parted revealing a lower translucent orange cloud base beneath which lay the home world. Plaxxis, at last she was home, in her dreams at least. She stood beneath the shadow of a great ship its outer lines hidden from view. All around were small silver-skinned creatures who nodded and blink their large black almond-shaped eyes as they passed. Bridget found it impossible not respond in a similar manner. She stepped out from from the shadows to look around. Other creatures, at least she thought that's what they were, were being lowered into silver cylinders which in turn were being passed through the hull of the ship though there appeared to be no entrance in the hull itself. A figure clad only in a hooded black robe formed before her, it hesitated a moment before raising its shadowy face to greet her with a flat knowing smile.
Julia Tarn, what had she to do with this strange, distant world. Julia laughed, not a friendly warm pleasurable sound but a deep throaty snarl of a cunning beast. She flicked back her hood with one withered hand while the other released the tie cord around her throat. The robe fell away fading to ashes as it fell. Julia stood as she had on that first night in the Sun, naked, only this time her body was as it truly had been, emaciated and drawn. Bridget wanted to turn and run but this was not her dream, she was as much a stranger as was Julia, she stood nervously awaiting her fate. Julia spread her thighs with her bony fingers her pubic hair parted with a sticky reluctance. Congealing blood dropped in heavy blobs from her vagina hissing on the ground where they fell. "You left me, you bitch." Julia said, coldly.
"I... I" Bridget began, but no sentence would come.
"You left me for fodder for all manner of filth to feast upon." Julia accused, as she stepped closer. Her hand reaching inside herself and retrieving a thick ball of blood. "You left me, I thought we could be friends." she grinned, showing her teeth that were caked in a mixture of blood and mud. "I thought that you loved me." Julia laughed, menacingly. "I have something for you." she pushed her hand into her crotch, "just for you," she smiled, blood running from her mouth. Julia withdrew her hand bringing with it a thick black tendril that coiled itself around her arm. She pulled steadily until a large green-black pod about the size of her thigh slipped from her body. Julia raised the object to her face and lightly placing a kiss on it she placed it onto her shoulder like a pirate's parrot. "You and I, Bridget," she nuzzled the pod against her ear, "You and I, Bridget, we both have something in common." She grabbed the pod from her shoulder and threw it at Bridget. It hit her squarely in the chest the shock knocking her off her feet. Bridget pushed herself up into a sitting position where she watched horrified and helpless as the pod uncoiled three more of its sticky tendrils and slid down her body.
 

EIGHT.
 

Allana Jerome was visibly pleased, she was grinning wider than Alice's Cheshire cat. Peter the beagle wagged his tail indifferently, not sure whether he should scamper around or just sit and sulk, instead he did neither. He wandered aimlessly around between Allana, the policeman and their accompanying photographer who was busily snapping away with his faithful Nikon. The centre of all their intention that morning was the apparent result of the previous night's mysterious lights.
A large area of the wheat field had been neatly folded over to within an inch of the ground. The shape that had been formed could hardly have been described as a corn circle, but, it did at least prove beyond all doubt to all those that came to view the overnight phenomena that it was indeed the genuine article. The shape itself, about forty yards across at its widest point by fifteen yards from top to bottom, its overall appearance from the air was that of a saloon car minus its wheels, a shape that was to reoccur again and again.
Jenkins sat watching the night sky fall over 2G. The day had indeed been a long one. Sergeant Ross had been more than an asset though he himself had to admit that after the Exercise he welcomed the change from his normal duties. Tomorrow the new equipment would arrive, seismic sounding gear, core samplers, all manner of light spectral analysis filters, cameras and a fully equipped field laboratory. There was much work to be done. An answer had to be found for Hicks' death and the appearance of the mutilated cattle, not only that but all eight people that had been in 2G for any length of time all developed some form of discomfort or other.
The remaining members of the ministry team had dispersed themselves throughout the park taking with them small search teams. They would all be back for debriefing soon then the true purpose of the presence there could be revealed. Jenkins turned his attention to the Thermos that was by his side, he unscrewed the cap, savouring the rich aroma of the black coffee, he poured out a generous cupful for himself into a mug that stood on the small trestle table in front of him.
"Christ!" Jenkins cried aloud, as the coffee splashed over the white Formica table. His attention temporarily distracted by the appearance of a column of brilliant white light that swept its way systematically across 2G at the point where the mutilated carcass was found. Jenkins swallowed some of his coffee cursing as the hot liquid scalded his throat, he gasped drawing in the cool night air to cool his damaged throat. Grabbing his field radio he ran out into the night.
"Short, Lipman, Walker," he puffed into his radio, "Get here, fast. 2G ... It's happening." He ran to the perimeter tape where he stopped to catch his breath. The light seemed totally oblivious to his presence. At the base of the column of light the grass was rapidly rising as though it were being sucked up into a giant vacuum cleaner each blade was clearly defined in the hard-edged light. Jenkins watched, mesmerised by the dazzling display. Although the light was bright it did not give off any heat neither did it appear to have any source. Jenkins shivered, not from the cold but from a kind of nervous excitement much like someone waiting to ride a rollercoaster for the first time. The light came towards him slowly, its course weaving but steady. In some places the grass was left higher than in others creating miniature contours. The column passed before him brushing his outstretched hand. Jenkins grasped at the floating grass only to find that they no longer held any material substance. He drew a sharp laughing-breath, his exhaled breath clung to the light as a fine cloud on a summer's sky.
There was a crashing of bodies across the far side of the perimeter tape. The light blinked off leaving the last few liberated blades of grass to fade silently to nothing. Jenkins remained rooted to the spot unable to speak, unable to move. His mind frozen in its last thought. He laughed quietly to himself as the other members of his team raced towards him all of them taking care not to step so much as a single foot into 2G. Dark figures lumbered towards him their flashlights cutting swathes through the night in a crisscross of pure white beams. Voices rang out each of them blending into a single indefinable sound.
Soon the whole sector was floodlit in the harsh halogen beams of headlights and arc lamps. "What do you make of it?" Jenkins asked, waving a hand towards the pictogram that had been left the ethereal artist.
"I've no idea. You, Mike?" Short turned to Lipman.
"I can't be fully sure, but ... I believe I've seen it somewhere before. Recently." he pointed to an area where the grass had been completely removed.
"Who's got the camera?" Jenkins asked, holding out his hand in a pleading gesture. "What?" he demanded of his silent assembly, "What?," he looked from one to other, to the soldiers and the billowing vapours that they exhaled. "What ..." he followed the line of their eyes to outstretched hands. His mouth fell open, "Jesus, what in Christ's name?" He turned his hand over to examine the back. He felt it with is other hand, it seemed OK. He flexed his fingers marvelling at how the tendons and muscles worked in unison, how the bones of his hand all fitted so neatly together. The hand had become much like an x-ray image of itself, the skin completely transparent the bones appearing as dark patches covered with the paler tones of the muscle fibres and tendons. The whole hand glowed with its own luminance. "The camera, quickly," his eyes locked onto Short's "Now please Debbie," Jenkins spoke softly, still entranced by the strange beauty of his hand's transformation into x-ray. He looked over towards the pictogram then back at his hand, "Amazing," he shook his head in wonderment, "just amazing."
Short returned with the camera, "Better get a few stills of your hand John, " he held his arm out while Short charged up the flash unit. The blue-white light lingered on their retinas casting ghostly halos across their vision. Further pictures were taken of both the pictogram and John Jenkins' new hand. Eventually they all retreated back into the relative comforts offered by their temporary quarters.
"Tomorrow we'll reduce the numbers here so that we can maintain a tight lid on the proceedings." Jenkins eyed his team closely, his look alone gave them all the warning that they needed, "Only those that were in the immediate vicinity will stay, all others will be relieved of their duty. That clear?" Their quiet nods were acknowledgement enough, the group dispersed to their own quarters leaving Jenkins alone watching silently out of his window over 2G. He took one last look at his hand before slipping it into his pocket. No guard would be posted over 2G tonight, which was a pity really as only the morning would reveal.
 

LAJAS. SOUTHWESTERN PUERTO RICO.
 

It is noon, a golden sun pierces the clear blue sky, a warm breeze stirs the dusty topsoil into swirling eddies. Manuel Ricos, has seen it all before many, many times. A silver-grey hull reflects little of the sun's light as it rises effortlessly into the sky. He raises one hand to shield his eyes from the glare of the sun, "adios my friends," he waves the craft a bon voyage, sure in his own mind that the craft's occupants are watching. "Until the next time." He sips some water from his rusting canteen to ease the dryness in his throat. He nods knowingly towards the craft as it drifts serenely southwest towards Cartagena.
Manuel has known of the craft's existence for almost forty years long before the men in the suits came with their guns and rubber boots. He has met the 'people' many times as have many of his closest friends in this corner of Puerto Rico.
Eve had taken quite a liking to Nathan's favourite chair, she had spent several very comfortable days at the house nursing her wounds and revelling in the luxury of Nathan's home. Her thoughts were restless, her mind forever returning to Terry and what so easily could have been had Nathan not intervened. She smiled, in her mind she held an image of Ross, the sergeant who would save her from the beatings and drunken rages. In those last few days she had come to realise just how much Sam really meant to her and how she was going to miss having her around when she moved down to the west country. Still, this time she had to put herself and her needs first, she would have to be totally selfless or she would only fail and that would mean a living hell with Terry, something that she did not want at all.
"Eve," Nathan held out the mug of coffee.
"Thanks Nathan," she took the mug, turning it to a hold of the handle. "Thanks for all that you have done for us these last few days,"
"No problem," Nathan ruffled her hair then went back into the
kitchen.
"Nathan?" Sam asked in tone that said 'personal question time'. "Ye ... s"
"What is it exactly between you and Ross?"
"It's not something that I can easily talk about," Sam wrapped her arms around him nuzzling her head against his chest. Nathan closed his arms around her waist sighing deeply. "I suppose you may as well know, though I've never told another soul in my life." He leaned back against the sink unit, staring out into the fading light of the evening. "Ross used to be an uncle of ours, you know the type you call an uncle but really isn't. Well, when we were kids Ross used to call round to visit mum. In recent years I found out just what those visits were for. Anyway, Ross used to expose himself to both me and Stef. He'd offer us money to do things to him. Nothing heavy just touching and the like. Anyway the visits became more and more frequent until one day I mentioned it to dad." Nathan, took a long, deep breath savouring it as though it were to be his last.
"And that was it after that?" Sam asked quietly, not wishing to disturb Nathan's train of thought. It was rare for Nathan to divulge anything of his more personal history so Sam was not going to do anything to deter him this time.
"No dad confronted Ross, they got into a fight. Ross got the hiding of his life probably more than he deserved I thought that dad had killed him at one time, it was that bad. Anyway it all ended with Ross hightailing off with mum and Stef. It even turned out later that although me and Stef are supposedly twins we both have different fathers. Mum is... er ... I'm buggered if I know what the medical term is but she has two complete reproductive systems. I belong to dad and Stef to Ross."
"That's some real weird shit Nathan. No wonder you're such a bloody mess." Sam kissed his cheek.
"Thanks Sam, I knew you'd understand." Nathan smiled returning
her kiss.
"Let's take mum out for a bite, What d'ya say?"
"So long as it's not too far, she's bound to fart in the car." He smirked.
"Mum," Sam called, "Dinner will be down the pub tonight OK."
"Sound's great to me," Eve said slipping past Sam in the doorway. "Oh don't worry Nathan I'll only fart the once, but I can't promise not to shit myself." Sam laughed raucously while Nathan blushed a rich crimson red.
"Er," he searched for his words trying not to catch the wicked glint in Eve's eyes, "fine, The Sun good enough for you ladies?"
"Anywhere that's open and serving decent food." Eve followed Sam out to the car leaving Nathan to lock up. "How do I look?" Eve asked as they rolled out of the driveway onto the main road.
"The bruising's minimal but I'm afraid the chip in your teeth is there for keeps." Sam replied throwing a comforting arm around her mum. Nathan whistled his tuneless best.
Max Williams, was still very much surprised at how he had managed to last all day without boring Bridget senseless. She seemed totally impervious to his moronic drivel about motor bikes and their various indifferent performance specs'. Bridget smiled her best lovey-dovey smile all the way through Max's political rantings and the padded out accounts of his previous sexual conquests. The day had been an almost endless flight of erotic fantasies fulfilled with both of them only stopping to surface for air and nourishment. The caravan that they had left behind had taken on the distinctive aroma of sex, a warm mixture of musk and sweat. At times Max had surpassed even his own wildest fantasies becoming a different person entirely to the one that he had been when he first entered Bridget's life. Tonight they would return to their boudoir to finish off the last remaining pages of the Karma Sutra, the only ones that hadn't been stuck together.
The two lovers sat talking in secretive whispers. Bridget sending her lustful images to keep Max's interests alive while a voice inside her head was reminding her that it was now time to feed. From a stool at the bar an angry youth watched them with a calm intent. Stefan Miles sipped beer from his glass, envy sitting heavily on his mind. His time would come, he would see to that. No promiscuous bitch was going to pass him by despite all the put-downs too numerous to mention.
Nathan ordered the food for all of them, after all if he was going to pay for it then he was damn well going to choose it. Sam sat with Eve by the door while Nathan sorted out the evening's fayre. She sat uneasily, sure that she could feel the burning touch of somebody's watchful eyes on the back of her neck. "Mum, don't make it too obvious, take a look behind me and tell me if there's somebody watching us." Eve cast a cursory glance around the bar. There was the usual array of riff-raff and drunks, people milling about on shaky feet stumbling over deceptively flat Ares of the floor. She was about to say all was clear when her eyes were met by a cold icy frost from the far end of the saloon bar.
"Yeh, funnily enough there's a girl at the far end that seems to have taken a fancy to you."
"Hi there!" Nathan yelled over the clamour, waving to Bridget. Her eyes bore deeply into him as she rose from her seat.
"It's her, she's coming over." Eve whispered to Sam through clenched teeth.
"Hello Nathan, Sam," Bridget's eyes locked onto Sam giving her body a once over. 'I have found you.' Bridget's mind spoke to Sam's. Sam sat in silence, disturbed by the unwelcome intrusion into her thoughts.
'Get out of my head' Sam's subconscious mind yelled back. "This is Eve, my mum," she gestured towards Eve.
"Hi there I'm Bridget," she offered her hand which Eve shook lightly. Her knuckles whitened in Bridget's sudden vice-like grip. "See you all around. I hope, soon. Why don't you all come round my place, I'm home most every evening." Bridget kissed Nathan's cheek Taking the opportunity to run her tongue over his skin. All the while maintaining her eye contact with Sam. 'Soon Sam, some way or other. You're mine little girl.' Bridget sauntered back to the lonesome Max who had kept his back to the entire proceedings.
"Hello Bridge, when are going to come across for me, eh?" she felt a hand clasp onto her buttocks, "How about it Bridge?" Stef urged her further, grinning from ear to ear. Bridget looked back over her shoulder, Sam and Nathan were both watching her.
"Maybe a real man might last longer than this poor sap," she pointed towards Max who was sitting just out of earshot. Bridget leaned closer to Stef so that he could get a good look down her top, she noticed the bulge in his jeans twitch into life, "I might just take you up on that offer," she swung her hand snugly into his crotch squeezing inquisitively. Stef spluttered beer back into his glass. "Quite a specimen you've got trussed up in there. What is it, a rattler?" She stared him squarely in the eyes licking her lips teasingly. Stef became aware of the heat rising around his collar. He was not easily embarrassed but Bridget had found a way. "Keep it up for me Stef," she whispered, "you never know when duty may call." There was an edge to her voice that he didn't like but then again he didn't want to fuck her voice now did he?
As Bridget left the pub, pushing Max along in front of her, she stopped to give Sam one last glance, this time though Eve caught the intent beneath the smile, she shuddered as though she had seen something truly bad in those eyes. "What on earth has gotten into her?" Nathan said, in little more than a whisper.
"What ever it is I sure as hell don't like it," Sam drained her glass and pushed it away from her.
Dinner came and went, the whole affair had been tainted by the lasting impression left by Bridget. Though Bridget's outward appearance had not changed, except perhaps she had lost a couple of pounds, Sam knew that she had changed, this was not Bridget at all but something far more sinister than the old bike that she used to be, even her taste in men had changed - for the worse.
I'll get us all another drink," Nathan gathered the empty glasses then went to the bar. "Excuse me," he pointed towards a copy of the local paper that was lying folded on the bar, "May I have a look just for a moment?" Nathan read the banner headlines in disbelief; TWO BODIES FOUND IN HORSHAM. He scanned the first few paragraphs of the story for the details.
"Keep the paper, I'm done with it." Bill passed over the fresh drinks.
"Cheers Bill." Nathan tucked the paper under one arm while he gripped the glasses between his hands. "Here listen to this," Nathan flipped the newspaper open. "Two bodies were found in the town this week, the local police cannot say whether there is a link between the two corpses. The first, a man in his late twenties was found lying naked in the bushes on Denne Hill while the other, pictured below, was found floating beneath the floodgate on Warnham Road." He looked up at the two women who were both surprised by the revelations.
"Let's have a look at the picture, Nathan." Sam took the paper. She sat there staring at the picture of the dead girl. Julia Tarn looked back at her through lifeless eyes that had lost their penetrative stare. "It's her," Sam passed the newspaper back to Nathan.
"So it is," he tossed the paper onto the table sighing heavily. "Our mysterious friend."
"Hello bruv'," Stef was on his way out, "Got to go, I'm on a promise, he flashed a cheesy grin at Sam, "Some lucky bitch has got all this to herself." he ran his hands appreciatively over his own body, after all, somebody had to.
"The poor bastard! " Sam grinned back, "Does this one have a turbo fitted to her Zimmer or has she merely ceased to be."
"Ha bloody Ha Ha."
"See you Stef," Nathan waved a limp goodbye.
"So that's your brother is it?" Enquired Eve, not really interested in an answer. "Shall we go back now, the atmosphere here is pretty dire."
"Sure, I've seen just about all I want to tonight," Nathan folded up the newspaper, "Cheers Bill!" he called over to the bar. Sam wheeled around to find Nathan pleading his innocence, "What? What now? What ever's wrong?"
"You slap my arse with that again and I'll shove it where the sun don't shine." Sam shook her head meaningfully at Nathan.
"Thanks for the meal and everything," Eve kissed Nathan on the cheek bringing the colour to them instantly. They clambered back into the Tonka and rumbled back home. Nathan drove slowly not wishing to swill his dinner around any more than he really had to. Eve watched Sam as sat with her head against the window staring wanly out into the darkness. Sam's eyes narrowed to slits as she tried to peer out into the gloom at a hunched figure that was struggling up a railway embankment by the old sewage works.
"D'you know," Nathan chirped, "they used to dry out all of the old poop and sell it to the Yanks as Horsham Cakes. I bet that's what spoiled the Boston Tea Party." He shrugged his shoulders returning his attention to the road.
Sam and Eve made some coffee while Nathan prepared the tub. The tub was Nathan's name for his communal jacuzzi, he liked to have all those little extra luxuries that life could afford. By the time the girls arrived with the coffee Nathan sunk up to his neck in the hot turbulent water. Sam slipped out of her clothes and into the tub opposite Nathan. Eve stood still and blushed almost from head to foot as soon became apparent when she entered the tub. The night drifted to a close with all three quietly contemplating their future's. Two more days and Eve would begin her new life in the west country.
Julia Tarn and Steve Nichols had at last been found. There were to be others, not too many but more than enough to go unnoticed. The peace and quiet of rural Horsham had been shattered forever. A few short weeks of violence and murder were to permanently put the town in the pages of tabloid press. It was only a brief moment in time before the assembled masses of the paparazzi arrived in their various gutter guises. TV crews and reporters mingled freely among the locals searching for the friends and relatives of the newly deceased. Ghouls from all corners stalked the streets by night and day hoping to catch a glimpse of the assailant or a photo of a fresh victim.
Beneath the musty arch of the old railway bridge their bodies embraced by the cool water of the river as it flowed around their swaying motions, Max Williams was enjoying his final moments of life between the thighs of Bridget Tornsen. He lifted her clear of the water placing her gently down on the narrow tow path, he lowered his head into the moistness of her body. Dark chords swelled beneath the flesh of Bridget's arms and legs, an unseen weight shifted inside down into her bowels.
Max lapped eagerly at the musky juices that flowed from Bridget's body. He felt her flesh push slightly against his mouth causing him to push harder and faster with his darting tongue. Bridget crossed her legs over Max's shoulders pulling him deeper into her caress. There was a bone splitting crunch. Bridget pulled her legs in closer lifting Max clear from the water his body spasmed and thrashed, his fists beat against Bridget's body and face. He rained blow after blow into the softer flesh of her abdomen. Bridget rolled onto her back tossing Max up against the underside of the bridge a foot pounded into his chest as he fell sending him crashing into the opposite wall. Max's body slumped against the wall blood pumping from a large fracture in his skull. He had the time to witness Bridget spring cat¬like onto her feet and across the river. Max fell into a coma only moments before Bridget had pinned his body to the ground tearing open his chest to expose the fleshy organs inside. The thing inside Bridget had become stronger and more able to control her, it slithered from her crouching body suspended on the snaking tendrils that remained fastened to her bones. It sank into the warm, exposed flesh of Max Williams where it gorged itself among the tender offerings. It had been a sloppy slaying, this time it too knew that it had been seen. Both she and the boy had been seen leaving together, the hunt would soon lead to her door and his capture. A new host was needed if the mission was to be a success.
Bridget gathered up her strewn clothes, dressed then pushed the mutilated corpse into the river before scrambling up the embankment to take the hard way home. In her arms she carried her trophy a single piece of now useless flesh. One thing was for sure, Max Williams would never speak a word of his conquests to anyone.
Stefan Miles, that loathsome bastard, had followed the lovers as far as the road bridge where he had watched them disappear into the shaded privacy of the river bank. He stood for a long while his head bowed in silence watching the same piece of water where Bridget had once watched the watery image of Julia Tarn. Stef took one last look at himself in the water, he smiled wryly and shuffled of to the houses near the bridge. Here was where his promise lay, spread-eagled and waiting like some bizarre form of penis fly trap, just the way Stef liked her.
He opened the door and whistled aloud. A voice trying desperately to be seductive called out from the nearest room. Inside his quarry lie naked and rippling, her ample body quaking with nervousness. Stef thrust his trousers down past his hips his cock jerking free from his jockey shorts. "Been waiting long, Denise?" He stabbed his hardened flesh into her body, his violent thrusts rocking her heaving bosom. He continued to shed his clothes as he jerked his hips to and fro. Denise, the whale of a girl with a face not unlike Miss Piggy, begged for more. Stef leaned over kicking his shoes off as he swallow dived down onto her quivering mass. They kissed and bucked, Stef slapped her blubbery thighs stinging the flesh and raising weal marks to match his rough hands. Denise dug her fingernails into his backside drawing red trails across his flesh. They continued to abuse each other a while longer until both parties collapsed into an exhausted heap. "You're a good fuck Denise." Stef wheezed.
"I'm the best you'll ever get, " she mocked taking his flaccid member in her hand, stroking it vigorously, "I want more of this," she tugged at the drooping flesh, pushing him onto his back she knelt between his legs and began the kiss of life. Stef responded as required sparing him from a certain heavyweight punishment. Denise could be aggressive when her pleasure was denied, twice was usually enough to satisfy her bulk then Stef would leave her to herself, she could sleep alone, he didn't mind the fucking but there was no way he was going to wake up with the fat ugly bitch in the morning.
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Micheal Cook and his son Josh, eight, were patiently maintaining their vigil over their floats while they fished the shimmering waters. It was late, almost eleven p.m. The evening had produced several fine specimen fish, both Josh and his father were now growing weary. A dull moon cast its spectral light over the scene in an effulgence of shimmering splendour. Micheal yawned, ruffled his son's blonde hair and smiled, "Time to head home son," he droned in his thick Yorkshire accent. Josh said nothing. The fishing rod slipped from his small hands. He never saw the float as it slipped beneath the surface taking at least ten feet of line with it, fifteen feet, twenty. It stopped, surfaced and u-turned headed straight back towards their rowing boat.
"Josh, the line son, fetch it in." Micheal made a grab for the rod as the float traced its way beneath them and dived for the deeper reaches of the reservoir. "Son, it's getting too far away," Micheal caught sight of a shadowy movement towards the shoreline. "Jesus!" he swallowed hard. "Stay calm son it may not come our way." Josh watched the silvery disc as it skimmed down the bank and out onto the water towards them. A pale blue-white light pulsed softly on the belly of the craft as the water rose into a magnificent plume in its wake. Micheal pulled his son closer to his side, his paternal instinct to protect his sibling from the unknown threat rose above his fear.
"Look daddy, the man from Mars," the child's innocence and naivety protecting him from a fear that was unfounded as it was uncontrollable.
"Yes son, men ... from Mars." Micheal swallowed hard for the second time as the craft passed silently overhead. Micheal and Josh looked at each other, laughing as their hair stood upright reaching out for the ship. Their small boat rocked violently as the water around them raced for the sky lifting the boat a few inches from the surface and dropping it unceremoniously back into the reservoir. A shower of small fish rained down into the boat as the plume descended upon them. The craft accelerated rapidly before tilting upwards and launching itself into the distant reaches of space.
Josh picked his fishing rod and began to reel in the exhausted fish. Micheal placed a hand over his heart in the hope that it might ease its rapid beat. Josh reach out for the golden-brown fish, its scales reflecting the brilliant light of their camping lamp. The fish spun slowly around as it dangled from the taught line, its scales down one side had been rearranged into a crude map. Several lines were clearly defined on the map, possibly roads, other areas were marked by groups of smaller scales others still were strung out to form the coastline. In one corner of the map lie a solitary scale much brighter than the rest in the shape of an upturned saloon car minus its wheels. Josh wrapped a damp cloth around the fish, cradling it in his eager hands. The sudden flash of the camera startled the fish into life, it flipped its powerful tail, landing back in the safety of the reservoir it swung its tail once more disappearing into the murky depths.
"That one counts, I touched it, it still counts." cried an excited Josh.
The extra equipment had arrived much later than Jenkins had anticipated. Much of the day had been spent organising what few personnel were left in readiness for the equipments arrival. Jenkins himself had ordered everybody out of the sector after the incident with his hand. It was not until late afternoon when Jenkins finally decided to take his team up to 2G to begin the soil sampling that they discovered that the night had more in store than just a simple close encounter.
"What in Christ’s name has happened here?" Jenkins all but whispered, more to himself than those gathered around him. The whole sector had risen at least two feet overnight. The entire area inside the perimeter had been pulled or pushed upwards causing the tall grass that covered it to stand erect and proud. At the spot where the cow had first been found lay another animal, this time a horse. It’s still steaming carcass lay splayed out, its legs pulled from their sockets. All of its vertebrae had been separated and equal distance apart, all of the hoofs were missing, the eyes withdrawn and the teeth cut out of their gums. Most predictably though was the removal of the reproductive organs and the absence of any blood or footprints. There were no visible signs of a struggle and no incision marks, all of the wounds were neatly cauterised. It appeared as though the animal had materialised from thin air.
Jenkins looked down at his hand, it had started to throb but not unpleasantly so. He stepped over the barrier tape and immediately his hand began to glow revealing its internal structure of bones, ligaments and muscles. He walked over to the carcass of the horse taking care where he stepped so as not to spoil the pictogram. He crouched down beside the dead animal resting his translucent hand on the ground for support. He let out a pitiful whine before collapsing over the horse. His team, Lipman, Short and Walker were at his side as quickly as possible dragging him from the sector. The moment they were back past the barrier tape they dropped Jenkins to check themselves for any haemorrhaging or other anomalies. Walker felt a lump rise up into his throat but was unable to prevent its egress. Lipman found blood coming from his ears and a warm patch spreading in his crotch. Short had come prepared, each time she had set foot inside 2G she had experienced menstrual bleeding, this time she had come towel in hand, so to speak. Jenkins propped himself up on one arm, he had begun to cough heavily, spitting out a thick mixture of saliva and blood. He noticed a small white object in his spit, he picked it up wincing as he recognised the tooth. The others on seeing this all began to check their teeth for unsightly wobbles. None, they were all clear, except for Jenkins who was gingerly plucking another molar from his gums.
"I want the rest of the crew down here right away. Get a message to London telling them to shift their arses down here immediately before I run out of teeth." he took another offending tooth from his mouth leaving him with a gaping hole right in the front of his lower jaw. "We're going to need some heavy earth moving gear, Lipman, Short see to it will you." Jenkins clambered to feet, "This place has had enough of my blood, it's time I took some back." The four of them walked briskly back to the medic for patching up.
"Right," Jenkins tore the curled paper from the fax machine, "It would seem that whatever is happening here is also happening in West Sussex. This report says that two bodies have been found that show evidence of our elusive friends." he passed the paper to Short, "Tongues missing, genitals removed, sexual reproductive organs removed along with all major soft tissue organs except the brain. One of the corpses shows the now classic signs of muscular rupture along both arms and legs. As you may have already guessed we have one male and one female victim, both bodies are on their way down." Jenkins paced the hut restlessly, adding to the already tense atmosphere.
"John, how many victims is that so far?" Lipman enquired.
"Eighty one humans, fourteen cattle and six horses," Jenkins breathed heavily against the window, "Twelve years I've been chasing these fucking shadows in the night and I'm still no closer to an answer," he leaned back rubbing at his neck, "Still no progress State side?"
"None, still no more word from the island. They're still convinced however that there's a base out there somewhere, but they're no closer than shit."
"Short!" Jenkins' eyes settled on the woman, "When was the last time they updated us?" he sighed slumping back into the chair, he reached over and drew the blinds while he started up the portable slide projector on his desk. "Gentlemen, and Short. What we have so far, on a world wide scale, are an increasing number of animal mutilations coupled together with so many indisputable UFO sightings that Governments all over are having difficulty keeping a lid on what's going on at the various locations they've got secreted around the place. If we don't come up with some plausible evidence real soon then the press are going to have our arses for breakfast. There are more close encounters being reported on a daily basis than E.T. ate chocolate buttons, that with the amount of dead people we've had turning up looking as though the electricity board have been trying out new cabling techniques on them leaves us no nearer finding out what's going on out there than the friggin' Pope is to getting blown." The projector switched between images of mutilated corpses, supposed landing sites, crop circles and various UFO sightings. "If any of you have got any ideas, however wild they might seem, I'm all ears." he held out his hands for offers. Lipman, Short and Walker sat in muted silence.
"I feel that whatever it is, it is linked to that pile of dirt out there," Short jerked her thumb over her shoulder.
"Go on," pressed Jenkins.
"Well, the way I see it is this. In under a week we've had one dead soldier, a cow, some kind of visitation, a horse and plenty of our own blood all in the one sector. And all of a sudden the ground grows two feet over night. I can't be specific but I'm sure that half our problems lie beneath 2G."
Jenkins rose from his seat, opening the blinds he said; "We'll soon find out if you're right, the cavalry's just arrived." Outside an articulated lorry rumbled to halt, a figure clad in black shirt and trousers jumped down from the truck and headed straight for the hut.
"John?," a rich Caribbean voice called out as the door swung open.
"Moses, about time you got yourself down here. What did you bring us?" Jenkins ushered the lumbering man back outside towards the truck.
"Usual toys, thumpers, core samplers, sounding gear and my new baby. I made me an imaging unit." the big man beamed a smile whiter than any in Hollywood that clashed with his ebony complexion. "Pete's bringing the diggers you asked for, what's up John you found something already?" Jenkins smiled back.
"Maybe, Mo, maybe." he turned to others. "Right, listen up everyone. In light of the unusual effect of 2G I want all of the equipment spread around the perimeter of the sector. No one is to go inside the tape. Moses, will tell you exactly how he wants it all set up. Mo."
"I'll set all of the receptors to maximum low gain. The thumpers have been altered since last time. They'll change frequency at regular intervals so that we won’t have to go in there and set them all again. The cables are all marked with numbers take the same numbered units and link them all together in a single loop. Those of you with numbers one and twenty will bring their loose ends to me, OK. Everyone get that." No one questioned the big Jamaican so he assumed that they'd got it all figured. "OK, John let's get the image system set," Moses passed out thumpers, cables and receptors each of the remaining soldiers willingly trudged off with their booty. The sector was gradually surrounded by a ring of cables. Thumpers were thrown out into the enclosed sector covering 2G in a crisscross of wires. Each receptor was linked to five thumpers making a hundred sounding units in total. Moses had set up his computer system at the edge of the sector Jenkins was with him helping when he could. They had known each other a long time, they had worked together on many late night vigils watching crop circles forming of their own accord and photographing unusual lights in the sky.
"I've changed the old system a fair bit since our American trip, now the thumpers send back digital signals to the receptors which make their own grids up from the data they receive. The receptors send it all down here to the main computer, of course, because we're unable to make an even layout here some of the data may be a bit patchy but the main image should be accurate enough to work from. That is provided we find anything." He grinned at Jenkins. "We're ready here."
"Turn on the receptors." Jenkins shouted. There was sudden irregular pounding as the thumpers were all started up and sequenced. Moses tapped away at his keyboard regulating the flow of data. "Anything yet?"
"In a while John. There's a lot of data out there." A thin red line rippled down the screen followed by a blue and a green one. A small window on the screen allowed Moses to filter the incoming data stream, "First image is coming through John."
Jenkins hovered restlessly as the image was drawn on screen. "What do all the colours signify?"
"The darker the colour the deeper the depth." Moses pointed to the information window. "Says here that its about twenty meters to the top, can't see the bell though. Its not possible to judge the overall shape. But at least you should get a good idea of what's down there." The screen blanked out leaving the message: WHAT'S THE MAGIC WORD?
"What is this crap? " Short said, peering at the screen through a pair of filthy glasses.
"Password to protect the final image from unwelcomed eyes." Moses typed the word. The screen cleared again. The three coloured lines traced their way down the screen leaving behind them a wire frame image. Moses tapped a few keys, seemingly at random. The wire frame became a solid three dimensional image complete with approximate measurements.
"Moses, I could kiss you." Jenkins stared at the image on the screen, "this thing accurate. I mean those figures how, how close are they?"
"Well, like I said earlier, the thumpers are randomly spaced, there's no pattern so some of the data has left holes in the final image. I'll take a dump of this it'll make it easier for the diggers. As for the dimensions, they'll be accurate to within a couple of feet." Moses look at Jenkins, who had been left speechless.
"You can't be serious. There must be some mistake!" Short interrupted.
"No mistake Debbie, that mother's for real." Moses tapped the screen, " She's about twenty metres down, three hundred end to end and fifty across. Take it from me those figures are as right as you're gonna get." Moses enthused. "Going to take some real shit to get up.
Jenkins looked up from the monitor at the mound of earth, "Wonder how long it’s been down there?" he asked himself. "We're going to throw a security net so tight around this that a gnat'll get its prick caught in the wires." Jenkins turned a full circle his mind picturing the equipment that would be needed for an operation of this scale.
"The real problem will come when we've got it out the ground. Where in hell are we going to hide something that big?" Lipman gazed at the screen. The smooth lines of the saucer seemed to stand out from the monitor giving it a false impression of being there. The whole ship had no true edges, one curve ran smoothly into the next creating a single flowing line. "It's a work of art. Just look at the way it flows." Mike Lipman ran his finger along the contours of the ship's image.
"Uh oh, look's like Mikey boy here's just fallen in love." Debbie, put an arm around his waist, "All those years spent chasing lights in the sky and we find the mother of them all right in our own back yard."
Sam snuggled as to close to Nathan as she could, he cradled her in his arms kissing her forehead lovingly as they drifted of to sleep. Strange worlds haunted their dreams, dreams in which both of them ran from an unseen assailant. Eve and Ross watched on unconcerned by the apparent plight of their child and lover. Distant stars formed mocking faces that taunted them as they ran over the translucent green worlds. Alien beings with black almond-shaped eyes appeared to block their path forcing them towards a narrowing alleyway where only darkness awaited. A darkness rich and vibrant, warm and green, moist and very much alive. The darkness quivered and fell to the ground only to rise again on tendril-like legs that supported the elongated body. The darkness spoke, "I have a name and that name is Naama," the voice was calm and soothing but the shape was unstable and forever changing, metamorphosing, twisting and writhing until at last it was a glistening effigy of Bridget Tornsen, clad only in slime and blood. "I have what is to be yours." The dream faded at the timely intrusion of dawn. Outside the world was shrouded in mist, a veil to hide what lurked beneath.
Bridget no longer slept. Her once athletic body was already showing the signs of depravation. The once elegant curves had become bony niches, the figure she had once been proud to show off now meant nothing to her. She sat on the roof of her caravan watching the night sky with an unearthly passion, "Your time has come," spoke the Naama, "to find me another host, it must be strong and willing. You know of a suitable subject. It is to be the last before my time is over. He will get me the vessel in which I shall fulfil my task."
"So soon," Bridget sighed, resigning to the fact.
"No time like the present," Naama grated, "Listen to me girl. Your body is unsuitable for implantation, I must therefore have another subject if I am ever to achieve my final objective."
"It looks like I have no choice in the matter. Was it like this for Julia?" Bridget's aquiescence was to save her from the mental torment of the crossover that was soon to come.
"Julia, dear sweet Julia. She was ... interesting, a girl with such perverse desires and such a wondrous adrenal drive." If it could have been seen Naama face was positively beaming, Julia had been so fulfilling of the Naama's addiction.
 

BRETHREN
 

ONE.
 

"Thank you Johnathan that is the best news that I have had for many a long day." He replaced the receiver into its cradle. Smiling he sank back into his plush leather chair. The news from England was startling to say the least if only he felt the same way about sharing any news of his project then perhaps ... but what the hell. Sinking back further into the chair he began to rub his hand restlessly across his brow. "Much to do, too much to do," he muttered rising from his seat. Donning a pair of Raybans he opened the door for the first time that day his smile still waxed firmly across his face. The heat outside was arid and crisp as usual his rubber boots crunched noisily on the dry desert soil. "Let's go get 'em." he said softly, picking up his pace a little. His New York accent made him sound every inch the Yank that he was. Edward J. Cooke the chief of the 'Suits' looked down onto the unnaturally placid waters of Cartagena, "We'll soon have you slippery sons of bitches." he bent down and scooped up a handful of dust and pebbles, there were no rocks on Cartagena's shores no boulders nothing larger than a pea almost nothing at all except for the dust that Ted Cooke now rubbed between his palms. He threw what remained of the dust and pebbles in his hands into the lake. The pebbles landed deftly on the water followed by a thin veil of dust which settled on the surface without raising a single ripple. The day was calm perhaps a tad too calm even the wind that blew incessantly across the island wouldn't come down here nothing with any sense came down to the lake, nothing natural that is.
"Ted," a voice called from his right, "Ted." The voice called louder this time. Another of the Suits was beckoning him over. Ted acknowledged him with a curt wave of his own. Everything happened here at an almost accidental pace, perhaps it had been the change from city life that made it seem so or maybe the rubber boots or even the infernal sun, most likely it was the whole stinking island that seemed stuck in reverse whatever it was Ted Cooke certainly hated it.
"Rivers," Ted greeted the man with his usual flat indifference, "What's up?"
"The readings say that the water's chilled a further two degrees. It's currently sitting at four Celsius." They both stared at the thermograph as though it would speak.
"Still falling huh. Anything on visual. Any movements.?" Ted scanned the other man's face. They had all aged considerably this last two years that they had been out here, too many days in the sun running around chasing after shadows and rumours. The natives were unhappy, restless, unforgiving they did not welcome the US Government as warmly as there own governor had. They had not welcomed them at all.
"One of our jets tailed a craft early this morning as far as San German at that point it disappeared completely. Two more sightings of silver skins were reported but nothing positive." Jim Rivers drawled in his best Louisiana slur.
"There's news from England, big news," his eye widened with excitement, "they've found a ship in the ground!"
"Is it big?"
"They never said how big it was they just said that they had found one. Digging has already begun. Isn't that good news. Something positive." Jim Rivers returned the smile.
"Holy shit!" Rivers pointed to a small needle plotter was had begun to scrawl erratically on its rolling page. The two men turned their head towards the lake and took a cautious step backwards their smiles drawn out into tight-lipped terror.
A large section of the lake had risen up into a shimmering tidal wall. It rose steadily curving towards and over them until it had encased them in mirrored dome. They had no time to scream not that anyone would have heard them. Jim Rivers and Ted Cooke were both dragged into the silent depths of Cartagena - The Lagoon.
Not all that far from Cartagena Maria Valdez was relaxing in her rocking chair sipping lemonade from a tall glass. She rocked gently to and fro just watching her visitors with a silent respect. "That's a Cheese plant," she spoke calmly, "my daughter Louise sent it to me." The two aliens blinked their large almond-shaped eyes at her. They ran their long slender silver-white fingers over the thick leaves of the plant felling every part of its anatomy. Both of them turned to face Maria each time she spoke, they listened intently to every word as though they owed it to her.
There were footfalls at the front of the house, "Go now, I will see again soon, yes?" she asked ushering the reluctant creatures from her porch. Their feet touched the ground with such softness that the soil bore no trail. Small rocks that lined the makeshift path down her garden crumbled as the aliens stepped upon them. They stopped when they reached the river that ran across the bottom of the garden, they turned around waved then sank bodily into the river. leaving Maria alone with her guests.
"Ma'm," said the first of the Suits. They were called the 'Suits' because that is all that was known of them by anyone. They all looked and dressed the same, medium grey suit, black glasses, short hair and rubber boots. The Suits had come for Maria. She knew something of that they were sure, something that they wanted to know. Maria Valdez was taken from her home without conflict or chlorophyll, she simply followed their orders and climbed into the long black limousine.
Manuel Acosta was indulging in his favourite pastime of late, stargazing in the afternoon, when the Suits called for him. He never heard them knocking neither did he hear their footsteps crunch across the caked earth towards him. His garden was a paradise rich in colour, vibrant and lush while the land that surrounded it was barren and bare. Manuel's hands hung lifelessly by his sides his face was turned upwards towards the sun. His eyes were wide open, tears had run down his face where they had dried leaving salty snail-like trails. The Suits took his arms and led him out to the awaiting limousine. Dust clouds plumed in its wake as it bounced across the uneven ground back towards route 101. The two aliens sat cross legged above the roof of Manuel home, their minds linked together with a common thought, "Patience Manuel, we shall see you soon." The two aliens opened their large black eyes, they closer to each other until their bodies merged into one. A pale light shone through their skin lighting the reddish veins with its warmth. As the limousine carrying Manuel Acosta faded into the horizon the alien's light blinked out taking them with it.
Quite why good old Uncle Sam had built a radar station so far in land the Puerto Ricans could never really understand especially when it was supposed to be monitoring the ocean bound drug trafficking. It might have been a tad more convincing if the radar had been pointing in the general direction of the cargo routes rather than sweeping the inland sky lanes. The natives were a simple people, not stupid and such a man was Jose Minon. He had spent the last three hours sitting under the very radar dish that Uncle Sam had been so kind to build, scanning the visible horizon for those elusive vessels. Jose however, had been more fortunate than his electronic counterpart for had witnessed the arrival of one rather splendid craft. The silver-grey hull seemed to absorb virtually all of the light that fell upon it, it cast no shadow nor made any sound whatsoever. Jose watched the craft skim lightly over the ground fascinated by its simplistic beauty. It was difficult for him to gauge its exact size because the light absorbency was more apparent around the perimeter of the craft creating the illusion of polymorphosis though he guessed it to be easily twice the size of the craft buried in England. How he knew that there was another such ship elsewhere he did not know neither did he care. His mind was occupied on the here and now little did he care for other happenings. His eyes traced along the rippling edged of the craft searching for any markings but there were none neither was there a visible entrance.
The radar dish continued to sweep back and forth on its pivoting arc looking straight through the hull of the saucer. A small cloud of dust was forming on the northern horizon, the Suits were on their way. There was a soft crackle like the sound of static electricity jumping from one pole to another. Jose blinked uncomfortably, the saucer had gone leaving only the growing shape of the limousine on the horizon trailing behind it an endless plume of dust.
The first of the suits stepped from the car and stood with his hands crossed in front of him while two other eased themselves from their seats. One of the Suits, barely distinguishable from the others climbed up the narrow fire escape stairway that led to the roof of the installation where Jose Minon waited patiently for them to come. The two remaining Suits watched on, the unease apparent in their relentless shifting from one foot to the other. The Suit on the fire escape stepped aside, "Shall we?" he looked at the dripping ball of iron that until only a few minutes ago had been a perfectly functional radar dish. Jose walked by the man casting him the minimal of glances. The Suit followed him down to the waiting limousine. The car rumbled back along its course to route 106, destined for Cartagena.
Their timing was perfect. The three limousines slipped into line at the intersection of routes 116 and 100 south of Lajas. The convoy rolled easily along the tarmac routes. Inside the three limousines the abductees kept a silent vigil their faces a calm countenance. They were no longer afraid of the Suits they had friends that would help and heal their wounds if necessary which it usually was on such meetings.
Manuel, Jose and Maria all talked constantly to their friends via their common telepathic link. Their friend had grown accustomed to the pain that they shared on these visits to Cartagena though they could not understand the reasons why they had to suffer so. Their minds were one collective unit they were all prepared for the forthcoming interrogation that would begin as soon as they were all inside the command hut. Teddy would be patient at first then his fragile control would crack releasing his anger that would drive him too far.
They would be taken be taken home afterwards and left alone ... until the next time. The limousines glided in along side each other amid a swirling cloud of dust. The Suits stepped out from the cars and led their victims into the hut where only silence awaited them.
 

TWO.
 

The door opened slowly, "Hello Eve glad you could all make it," Ross' voice was even and tone-less the harsh barking edge was gone. "Come on in I'll make some tea," he turned to go into the kitchen.
"Mum is he OK?" Sam dropped the cases by the TV and followed Eve into the kitchen where Ross was making the tea.
"Tim?" Eve asked timidly, "Is everything alright?" she wanted to reach out and touch him as much to reassure herself as to comfort him.
"I'm fine," he said turning around with the hot kettle held firmly between his hands. His movement were unusually fluid and continuous each movement blended neatly together to form a single flowing motion. "I've been thinking a lot lately. I may seem a bit ... different but I'm fine. Really." he smiled pathetically as he said the last few words. "Things have been a bit strange around here lately. I've been doing a spot of digging," he looked around them cautiously, "up the park," he whispered, smiling that same pathetic little boys smile. "Tea's all done. Biscuits anyone?" they all watched the man who use to be Sergeant Timothy Ross going about his domestic duties like a child holding a tea party for her dolls. "Sorry, but I've eaten all of the Bourbons, got a bit of a soft spot for them, "he tittered. Nathan let the kitchen curtain fall back into place then joined the others around the table.
"What's with all the dirt in the back garden?" Nathan looked at Ross accusingly.
"Top soil." Ross replied curtly, "from the dig. The man from the Ministry said that it would be alright for me to have some. There'll be tons of it soon enough." Something had happened to Ross in the forest. He had become disconnected from himself much like a psychiatric patient that has taken one pill too many.
"You'd both better be off," Eve urged Sam and Nathan, "I'll look after him as best I can, see if I can find out what in Christ's name has happened to him. Call me later," she said scribbling down a number on a scrap of paper. "I'll get him cleaned up and into bed he looks like he hasn't slept in days." Ross followed them out to the front door keeping out of the light as much as possible.
"I'll just get the last of your things from the car then we'll be off, OK. " Nathan scuffed his way over to the Tonka he reached into the back and dragged out the last two black sacks full of clothes. He dumped the bags down by the door. "We'll phone as soon as we get back to let you know that we made it OK." Sam hugged her mum as tight as she could wishing that she did not have to leave her there.
"Thanks for everything. I'll be fine here just as soon as I get a few things sorted out." she nodded towards the skulking Ross who was staring out into the bright sunshine outside. Sam kissed her mum goodbye. Eve wiped away the tear that had rolled down Sam's cheek, "Oh Sam, don't fret love We'll be fine just you wait and see." Sam smiled wanly, sniffed and turned away towards Nathan .
"Let's go home Nathan," Sam looped her arm through his dragging him off towards the car. "Get me out of here before I drag her with me, please." They turned to wave to Eve but she had already gone inside and closed the door.
It wasn't long before the Tonka had disappeared from view. Eve drew the bedroom curtains closing out the early afternoon sun. Ross waited patiently by the side of the bed his eyes following Eve's every move. She crossed the room and kissed him lightly as she began to unbutton his shirt. Eve slipped her hands beneath the thin fabric of the shirt and ran her hands over his shoulders. She stopped, backed away nervously checking her hands to see if it could have been them that made Ross' skin feel scaly and hard. Eve grabbed the shirt tearing it from Ross' body then she screamed.
Several seemingly unconnected things happened at that moment. Firstly Eve collapsed quaking with a fear she could not understand. Nathan and Sam both heard the calling of sad, lost voice. John Jenkins' team became one less. The Naama acquired itself a new host and perhaps the strangest thing of all was the sudden appearance of two men on the steps of the Whitehouse wearing grey suits, dark glasses and rubber boots. All these events which on the surface would never be connected together were in fact the result of a complete mental link between three Puerto Ricans and their alien cohorts.
The body of Mike Lipman slipped further beneath the torrent of wet mud that was disappearing rapidly beneath the edge of the saucer. Two men in foil suits were being lowered into the pit where the saucer lie its smooth contours rising up from the surrounding earth giving it the appearance of an enormous beached whale.
The extended arm of the crane swung the first of the two men over towards the front of the saucer. The second man was already on the saucer's front edge where he was busily scooping away the wet earth from the trapped arm that protruded from the sinking soil. The two men worked tirelessly although they already knew that Mike Lipman was dead. They fastened a rope around the arm and the newly exposed shoulder. They signalled for the winch to be started. Jenkins stared blankly down at the happenings bellow. He had lost more than just a colleague Mike had been a member of his team since its inception back in the early seventies. They had known each other for years prior to that, after all Mike had married his sister. Jenkins was not someone who could make friends easily he could count his friends on the fingers one hand losing Mike was worse than losing a friend he really loved the guy though of course he could never have told anyone so. He watched on as Mike's torso was pulled free from the mud with a sickening squelch. What had happened to the lower part of his body? Jenkins bowed his head for moment. "Get him bagged up." he ordered the waiting medic beside him, "There'll be no need for an autopsy," Jenkins' eyes welled with tears.
"Sure thing John," the medic replied, waving at the crane operator to lower Mike Lipman's remains by him. The torso was slid into a body-bag and sealed up. The Land Rover bumped its way across the uneven ground towards the medical tent.
"Everyone is to keep away from the dig while we get the edges secured," Jenkins said into a small radio microphone, "I don't want anyone going the same way as Mike." He lowered the microphone without bothering to switch it off. The tannoy system squealed angrily. There was an uneasy silence while the air cleared and everybody picked the wax from their ears. A second squeal louder, more intense than the first pieced the air sending everyone in the immediate vicinity to their knees. Many were screaming with pain as the blood began to run from every orifice of their bodies.
As suddenly as it began it ended. There were men and women clutching their stomachs as they emptied its contents onto the grass. Others stumbled around blindly wailing for help. To add further to their misery all of the electrical equipment failed simultaneously cutting them off from the outside world.
Nathan and Sam both heard the squeal but not as violent disruption of their senses but as a soft voice calling to them both. They drove on in silence neither of them mentioned their experience to the other though somehow they both already knew.
Bridget Tornsen' broken body lie in a most unnatural position her legs had been pulled from their sockets, her head pushed upwards exposing the deep lacerations across her throat. The transfer from old host to new had been a particularly brutal affair although it had begun peacefully enough.
The two of them had strolled out of town as would any long term friends have done. They chatted idly about anything and everything. Stefan had been receiving those subliminal messages and images of possible pleasures.
The brick and concrete walls of the town had given way to the cool of the forest as they detoured from the road to the lake shore at Roost Hole, a popular venue with local anglers. They had kissed tentatively at first then deeply and passionately as their bodies went into auto pilot. Their hands explored each other's bodies finding and enjoying the erogenous zones. They had slipped from their clothes into water of the lake where they had had sex for the first time. Bridget had welcomed the harsh thrusting of her partner as an exciting change to the gentle approach that she preferred. She didn't object to the biting and the blood that had been drawn neither did she mind the almost choking oral sex. Stefan Miles had enjoyed it all that together with the images that were pummelling his mind with their relentlessness. He had to have all that they portrayed, strength, power and all the women that he could handle. His body ached for more but when Bridget had requested a breather he had become angry at the rejection. Stefan's anger quickly became rage and passion turned to rape.
Bridget pushed him away as she tried to claw her way up the bank to get out of the water. Where was the Naama' s strength when she really needed it? Why wasn't he helping her now, with him she could easily deal with this animal. Stefan pounced on his quarry pushing her face into the dirt he forced he way between her thighs taking her from the rear in one vicious thrust. Stefan lay his full weight onto her pushing the wind from her lungs, "What's a matter bitch? Too much for you am I?" he spat into her ear. All the while he beat her body with his fists using her as a punch bag. Bridget tried to answer him but couldn't her will to survive had left her. Stefan could do all that he wanted she powerless to resist.
Bridget felt something move inside of her. At last the Naama was stirring. Bridget gave a sudden lurch forward freeing her body from Stefan who had just thrust his way into the mud bank and was yelling his abuse at her. Bridget scrambled onto her hands and knees trying to crawl away from her attacker. Stefan grabbed a broken branch that was lying on the ground and strode up behind Bridget with the branch held high above his head. He brought the branch down over the back of her head ramming her face into the dirt. She tried to roll over and defend herself against the second blow that rocked her harshly, blood ran down from her left ear where the branch had struck her.
Stefan dropped to his knees between her legs his erect penis held tightly in one fist the branch clenched in the other. "Now I'm going to fuck you for good," he growled as he shoved the branch under her chin the rough bark tearing the flesh around her neck. Stefan shoved his erect member into her and began to thrust as hard as he could. "Don't even think of trying anything," he drooled over body, "I don't fucking care what I have to do to shut your mouth," he pushed the branch harder into her neck savouring the cracking sound of her vertebrae. Bridget's eyes rolled back in their sockets, thick black chords rose up along her arms and legs. Stefan continued to abuse her body not that it mattered any more.
Two slender tendrils slid out along the length of Stefan's penis coiling around his testis probing his anus. "That's it girl you just enjoy it. It'll be over soon enough. You'll thank me one day, you wait and see." The tendrils entered his body, they pieced the wall of his intestines as they headed towards their goal. The adrenalin was coursing through Stefan's system charging him with energy the same energy that the Naama sought to appease his addiction. The one thing that had long delayed his true purpose on earth - adrenalin - a body bound narcotic that he enjoyed too much to let go.
Stefan Miles was to prove to be a great host his uncontrollable rage would provide much pleasure for the Naama together they would prove to be fatal.
Bridget's body tensed, the muscled locked as her mind exploded severing her from the physical pain of transfer. Stefan thrust harder and faster believing that he was reason for this erotic rapture. He pushed as hard as he could against the advancing wall of muscle that was forcing him out. The feel of the cold air on his member was a catalyst for his own release. He collapsed on top of her his semen sticking their flesh together his breath rasping in her now deaf ear. Stefan stifled a scream that threatened to tear itself free from his lungs. He reached down to his groin at the searing pain that felt like a red hot iron had been thrust into him. "Christ!" he screamed through clenched teeth, "NO!" the full scream was at last free. He pulled his hand away from his crotch and examined the mixture of blood, excrement and semen his breath came in deep, hot, blasts, he could feel his heart thumping against his chest. Stefan looked at the prostrate form of Bridget who had given more than just her body for a few moments pleasure. He looked at her vagina that had been torn wide open and even now had not closed. He noticed the dark lines along her arms and the agonised expression on her face. For the first time he could see how her body had become wasted and thin. Inside his own body the Naama was close to being stoned the adrenalin had lifted his spirits his new host would be fun while it lasted. These days it seemed as though humans just weren't built to last.
"Hello out there," Stefan looked anxiously around for the body to go with the voice, "I'm in here, inside you."
"What the fuck is this?" Stefan began to sweat his heart beat
wildly.
"Oh man are we going to have some fun together." the Naama laughed as the adrenalin level rose a notch or two, "Fuck her one more time. Just for me." The Naama forced Stefan to the ground between Bridget's blackened thighs. Stefan felt something force its way along his penis but he couldn't scream out at the pain because the something had taken away his voice too. He lifted Bridget's body from the ground and entered her one last time. There was no pleasure to be derived from her limp body the torn muscles of her vagina held no feeling. As her muscles slackened further her bowels emptied over him yet still Stefan continued to shove into her.
He folded her legs up onto her body then yanked them apart wrenching her legs from their sockets. Stefan smiled at how easily he could do such a thing. He withdrew from her body spraying his semen over her like a grand prix champion. He stood up, dressed and very slowly, walked away. Bridget's head lolled listlessly to one side, she blinked a tear from her eyes, coughed quietly to clear her throat before passing out once more.
Their rubber boots squeaked on the cold stone floor as they were led down the long corridor to the chief of security's office.
"Sit down gentlemen," Ted Cooke and Nick Rivers sat down like two schoolboys waiting for the headmaster to come along. "Would you two mind telling me how you managed to get all the way up to the steps without being picked up by our security systems?"
"Where are we?" Rivers asked keeping his eyes low.
"What!" Louis Micheals the chief of security asked, disbelieving his own ears. The two men cringed noticeably. "Don't you know? According to your ID, which I'm having checked right now. You two clowns are supposed to be federal agents and you're trying to tell me that you don't know what this place is?" he sighed deeply, "Jeez, give me strength," the intercom on the desk bleeped annoyingly.
"Sir," a tinny voice said, "They check out. The agency wants them back A.S.A.P."
"Uh huh, they do, do they." he simmered, "Well I've got a few questions that I would like answered first." He looked at the two men seated in front of him. "Feds huh? Special agents Rivers and Cooke." he tossed his pen onto the desk then immediately picked it back up again, "I just can’t' find it in me to accept that you have no idea how in hell you got here or that you are at the home of the President."
"President?" Cooke said, "Oh. Which country?"
"Tim Ross lovingly stroked Eve's cheek. He had brought her to the hospital afraid that something terrible had happened to her. The doctors had asked him to explain what had happened but he found that he no longer knew the right words so he had shown them as best as he could. Now he sat in a bed next to hers waiting for someone from the ministry who wanted to speak with him.
Debbie Short was tired, it had been a long time since she had had a full night's sleep. Her hair had suffered for it as had her looks in general. A young nurse led her to where Ross was gazing at the shadows that passed by his curtain. Debbie slipped in between the curtains tugging them neatly together behind her. "Hello Ross," she said offering her hand. Ross looked at it as though it would bite him. "You know me," she sat on the bed next to him, "We met in the forest, up in the park." She tried to reassure him. Eve opened her eyes at the sound of the unfamiliar voice she closed them again listening intently. "Is everything OK, are you alright," she looked at the dressings covering his chest and arms her eyes following the thin tube that led back up to the drip feed unit by his bedside. "I see that they are taking good care of you." Ross looked away towards Eve.
"This is Eve," he said wistfully, "I brought her here. They're going to make us both well again." he smiled, blinking the tears from his eyes.
"I can't stay long Ross. We have much to do." she looked around nervously. "We'll soon have the 'light' out of the ground, won't that be good." she said smiling ruefully.
"The light. Yes. It did this to me," he ran his hands over his dressings, "but I'm so much better for it."
"That's good to know," Debbie glanced over at Eve before leaving to return to the dig. "Let us know if there is any change in him." she left a note with the nurse at the duty desk. "I can be reached directly there."
Ross watched the curtains a while longer for what little comfort they held for him. Eve was there and that was good. Ross slipped from his bed to join Eve. They both closed their eyes drifting off to sleep together they dreamed of the light in the forest. They could see the ship in the earth and the light coming from it that caressed everything with its touch. A light so powerful that it could seer flesh but the not the clothes that covered it. Eve wallowed in its depth she too felt its cleansing touch, its deep timeless warmth and its penetrating glow. She understood, she knew that her child would be safe and that was good too.
They had heard the voice speak to them from the park. It had spoken of many things. It spoke of stars and distant worlds, of strangers and friends, of a coming together, of unity. All this and more was told in a single subliminal burst to the two most receptive minds available, minds that had already been contacted and prepared. The time of unity was near the time for change was now.
Mogg was waiting by the front door pawing impatiently at it to be let in. The rain that had begun as a mild drizzle was now pelting Mogg's fur with a vehement anger. Nathan slung one arm around Sam's waist pulling her close he kissed her and smiled. They walked towards the door oblivious to the rain that drove through their clothes soaking them to their skins. Nothing mattered to them that afternoon as the sky churned in upon itself in agitated swirls which preceded the angry grunts of thunder that chased across the leaden sky. It could rain for ever for all they cared.
Mogg darted inside the moment there was enough space to slip her agile frame through the gap between the door and its frame whereas Greenpeace was more content to wind himself around Sam's legs removing most of the water from his fur that way rather than shaking it free from himself. Sam and Nathan followed behind the two cats watching them as they sorted out the cosiest spots for themselves. Nathan sauntered over to the peculator where he lethargically set about making some coffee. He leaned back against the sink unit watching Sam cobble together some dinner from previous left over lunches. The aromatic scent of herbs and spices filled the kitchen as the saucepans began to release their secret vapours.
Neither of them spoke but each of them knew the others exact thoughts dispensing with the need for much of the conversation. They sat in silence while they ate neither of them wishing to spoil the quiescence of the moment. The table was cleared away in a silent united effort, the coffee was drunk, the mellowing thoughts of the day shared as Nathan began to mentally undress Sam. Sam Laid back on the sofa welcoming Nathan's subliminal interest further inviting him to take advantage of her recumbent form. One thought became another until nothing but the physical unity of their flesh would satisfy the growing hunger between them. Theirs was a love to be experienced, a love above and beyond all else.
"Are you sure its them?" the Suit said into the receiver, "Uh huh," he looked up at the three Puerto Ricans that they had brought out to the hut, "I'll take full care of things this end sir you needn't worry, this will effect nothing. Thank you sir." He gently replaced the receiver into its cradle, "Shit," he mumbled, rubbing his chin uneasily with one hand while he tapped the telephone with the other, his hand rasped across the heavy growth on his chin. How many days had it been since he last shaved or washed properly? Time meant nothing out among the arid wastes around Cartagena.
"Problems Art?" Tom Johnson a hard-faced Californian, asked gruffly, "Anything we can't handle this end?" he took a step nearer to the other Suit.
"No, it’s nothing for us to worry about. They've found Rivers and Cooke on the steps of the Whitehouse," he raised his eyebrows enough to show his surprise noting the slight smile that had crept across the faces of the three Puerto Ricans. "The Pentagon say that we are to carry on with things here while they debrief Rivers and Cooke. It seems as though they've both had their brains fried or something. They don't even know who they are Tom." Art thought for a moment, "They want me to handle the operation from now on, no more please and thank you for these fucking peasants." He looked coldly at their guests. The two Suits smiled openly. Steve Sweet never did quite know why everyone called him Art even his own name, Sweet, was nothing like his true nature. The short cropped hair and the volatile temper gave him the overall appearance of a well dressed thug, which when it came down to it was more or less what he was, only a well paid one. His manner and tone of voice all said 'beware mad dog'. Steve Sweet had been a Suit for as long as he could remember, he loved the job, possibly more than he loved his mother. "Let's see what these good people have to tell us." He opened a box on the desk and took out what looked like a small polythene bag.
"Good afternoon people," Steve Sweet stood behind Maria Valdez he bent over and whispered into her ear. Maria shuddered with an inner chill. A bead of sweat rolled down Manuel's temple as his eyes rolled back into their sockets. Jose Minon slumped from his chair to the floor landing with a dull thud. The sweet smell of blood rose in the heat of the hut. Maria Valdez sprung to her feet, "Mary mother of God," she whispered into the stilled silence. She had no time to notice the trail of blood that was running steadily down the inside of her leg before she keeled over across the desk. The three Puerto Ricans lie perfectly still where they fell, a small droplet of blood ran from each of their mouths and ears.
"Check 'em, see if they're as dead as they look." Steve Sweet pulled the rubber gloves from his hands tossing them back into the box on the desk he said, "Look's like I wont be needing these after all."
"They're all still alive! What'll we do with them?" Tom asked shoving Maria back into her chair. "Do you want us to take them back?"
"No," Sweet turned to him smiling, "They're so fond of that friggin' pond, chuck them all in it. Just make sure that all the equipment is turned on and that you tag 'em all first." He laughed coldly to himself, "Not such a bad day after all."
The three Puerto Ricans were unceremoniously dragged from the hut over to the shores of Cartagena. Tom Johnson and his fellow Suits fitted their three guests with mikes and transmitters before each one of them was loaded into an inflatable dingy. A rope tied to the front of the craft while a Suit dragged the other end around the shore to the other side. Slowly the boat was pulled out towards the centre of the lake. Steve Sweet pulled his revolver from its holster. The single shot roared out across the silence of the dusty bowl where Cartagena waited patiently for the passengers to disembark from their vessel.
"So long Valdez you stinking half-breed." Sweet closed his fist tighter around the butt of his gun savouring the sense of power that it gave him. He watched the dingy wrap itself around the Puerto Ricans as the air rushed from it. The yellow rubber of the dingy faded into the dark body of Cartagena.
Deeper and deeper down the small craft sank taking with it its leaden cargo. Further still it sank down until it finally came to rest amongst the throng of green-black weeds that covered the never seen floor of the lagoon. From out of the darkness many slender hands reached out to the dingy. Gladly they peeled back the encapsulating skin of the dingy from the trapped passengers within its grasp. Maria Valdez was the first to open her eyes. She knew that she was dead for she could see the light at the end of the tunnel, a light so warm and beckoning. Jose and Manuel too, they also could see the light and feel its soft caress.
At the end of the tunnel there was a great hall of the most marvellous royal blue. All around angels floated, their bodies a shimmering silver-grey. Maria, Jose and Manuel climbed to their feet, they held out their arms to the angels who took them on a flight through the great hall to a chamber hewn out of rock from their through vast windows they could see the whole world.
"What readings did we get Tom," Sweet coughed, the first wind for many months was stirring the dusty soil around Cartagena.
"None. We got less than nothing they just sank without a trace." He tapped a cigarillo from its packet, stuck into one corner of his mouth while he struggled to light it against the rising wind. He flicked the burning match onto the lagoon where it continued to burn.


"What is this place?" questioned Sweet, watching the dancing flame of the match. "The wind don't come down here until today, the water don't even ripple and now fire burns on its surface. And best of all none of our so called 'state of the art' equipment spots a damn thing. Even the cameras won't work down here. For Christ' sake Tom, what in hell's name is going on here?" Tom stared blankly back, he drew a testy breath from his cigarette letting the smoke find its own way out. His eyes were fixed on a point beyond Steve Sweet.
A shimmering form stood watching them from the rise towards the hut on the other side of the lagoon. Steve Sweet caught Tom's gaze. He began to slowly turn his head in the same direction until he was staring squarely at the apparition. The vision hesitated almost as though it could sense that both men had seen it. Gently it floated down the rise towards them maintaining a regular height of no more than six inches above the ground. Just as the image began to increase in density it also began to change metamorphosing into various crudely defined shapes. When the image was at arms length from Tom Johnson it stopped, folded along its vertical centre then on its horizontal. It repeated this until it no longer existed at all.
"Did you get all that?" Tom Johnson dropped his cigarettes to the ground as he stooped to examine the spot where the apparition had last stood. "It can't have been, It's not possible!" he shouted out loud. Steve Sweet was swiftly at his side, he too began to probe at the soil.
"What did you see Tom?" Sweet puffed, his hands raked at the dry earth for evidence of the visitation, any physical impressions. There were none.
"Steve, I saw the Valdez woman and the other two. They were laughing and pointing at me. Is that crazy?" Tom stared into Steve's eyes looking for an answer.
"That's not what I saw Tom, nothing like," Steve Sweet shook his head biting his lip before he spoke, "I saw my parents and my sister. They were calling me to join them. I could here them clearly but their faces... they had no mouths - only black holes."
The sun was beginning to fall painting a rich red and purple banner across the evening skyline. Three silver-grey skinned creatures were examining a large potted plant that was standing in the shade of the hammock where Maria Valdez was reclining as she sipped lemonade from a tall glass. Jose Minon was rocking gently to and fro in Maria's old weather worn rocking chair while Manuel Acosta softly strummed a Spanish guitar his fingers drifting from chord to chord. Jose hummed in tune with the melody of the strange music that Manuel was playing. The three creatures turned to their hosts, they blinked then disappeared into a beam of brilliant white light that had no source.
All of the bodies had been recovered now except one, Rosy. Good old Rose the fat arsed whore who had given Stefan more than he had ever deserved. And how had he repaid her for all her kindness and love? Why he had killed her of course, practically ripped her spine clean through her stomach then stood over her as she spat blood until she finally gave up the ghost and died. He had taken one or two mementoes for later then left her carcass to roast in front of the fire. After a while her ragged clothes had begun to smolders, the smoke rising into the dead smoke alarm and out to the stairwell where her poodle cowered, whining for its master.



The fire rapidly consumed the tinderbox house and its terraced neighbours claiming a few more innocent lives. Stefan watched the flames from the safety of the river where he sat eating the offal that he had taken from Rosy.
Stefan Miles was out of control. With the influence of the Naama he was dangerously unstable, his quick temper uncontrollable. He would explode into rage at the slightest provocation yet to him it all seemed so normal. Stefan Miles had become a loaded gun complete with the most delicate of hair triggers. The Naama that was nestled within him was too stoned to care. It had been soaking up all of the adrenalin that there was to offer. Stefan was good to him, his permanent rage was a constant source of dope for our space-junkie friend. The toll of violent acts and beatings, all unnecessary, was rising fast. Almost everyone who had the misfortune to so much as cast a glance in the wrong direction obviously had some sort of problem. If not then they soon would have.
Events in Dartmoor had gone along nicely. There had been no further fatalities but the occasional erratic loss of control by several minor individuals had however led to the question of safety with regard to long term exposure to whatever it was the ship in the earth was emitting. Jenkins had himself exploded into fits of wild rage without any provocation followed periods of contrasting tranquillity. Short had succumbed to self indulgent pleasures of the flesh while Mo Harvey had become so intensely creative during the times when he wasn't completely stoned. He had developed his imaging system beyond recognition. Not only could it map a hidden object underground it was also capable of identifying its constituent materials. Moses had even managed to define some of the inner corridors of the ship though of course he would not be able to prove if he was right unless he could gain access to the ship.
Others in the camp had not been so fortunate many had become like Tim Ross. They had seen the light that spoke to them, cleansing their minds.
The doctors had allowed Eve to take Tim Ross home. His wounds were healing themselves at an unprecedented rate. His skin had taken on an even ruddy hue with scattered pale patches. More importantly his mind had changed into something quite extraordinary. Tim Ross was no longer the hard minded, arrogant sergeant that he had been. Eve had watched him change from the bed next to his. What had he become? Eve was unsure though she welcomed the change openly. What about those others that had also seen the light would they too become like Ross, changed for the better or for worse? A time of change was coming these few privileged people in the park were to be the first among the chosen that would follow. But who would lead?
 

OXON. Near Nottingham, England.
 

John Squires often played the back nine holes of an early evening hoping to finish before the light faded. Today was to be no exception he had started out around five o'clock giving himself plenty of time to get done, even allowing for the occasional excursion into the rough. John was by no means a great golfer he was pleased just to hit the ball the straight down the fairway without any trailing clods of earth.
So far the evening had been fine with only the lightest of summer breezes to stir the tall grass that bordered the fairway. He had lost one ball to the water and a second was now winging its way towards the gorse and trees.
"Damn it!" Squires cursed quietly to himself as he set off in pursuit of his skittish ball.
Behind the line of trees a cigar-shaped cylinder landed deftly among the surrounding gorse and heather. It stood about eight feet tall by three feet in diameter. A door hissed open revealing a tall thin figure.
John dragged his old battered bag through the gorse adding a few more scratches to its already stressed look hoping that his ball would have the decency to lie in an easy to get at spot. He swung his pitching iron at the coarse grasses in the vain hope that his ball would magically appear right there in front of him. He rubbed a tired hand across the back of his neck muttering to himself about his cursed luck. He jumped as the hand tapped lightly on his shoulder. He whirled around to find grey-white skinned creature about six feet tall with head shaped like an inverted teardrop. It had two large almond-shaped eyes, it appeared to be smiling. In its hand it held the missing golf ball, John Squires began to shake uncontrollably he could feel a warm trail of fluid running down his right leg. He wasn't sure but he thought he felt his bowels loosen. The alien held out its hand with the ball held firmly between two of its three fingers. Its thin body looked so fragile yet supple. It took John's hand in its own placing the ball in his palm. It waved its other hand in front of John's face. He watched it is as it moved rhythmically to and fro. John glanced at the still smiling alien with its eyes so dark and featureless. John let the pitching iron slip through his fingers to the ground where it now lay next to the ball. The alien lifted John Squires into its arms it turned towards the cylinder. The door widened to accommodate the extra passenger. The door hissed closed behind them
 

THREE.
 

"Nathan?" Sam propped herself up on one elbow, "You awake?" "No," came the curt reply, "I'm dreaming."
"I can't sleep, you woke me up with your sobbing," Sam slid closer to Nathan.
"What!?" Nathan reached for the bedside light. The yellow glow of the tungsten bulb bit into his senses, he squinted until he could tolerate the intrusive glare. "I wasn't sobbing. What are you talking about?"
"You were sobbing, you made enough noise to wake that stupid cat of yours."
"Which one? they're both stupid," he rubbed his eye removing some of the sleep from them.
"I keep having the same dream over and over. It scares me Nathan." Sam looked at him her eyes pleading for help.
"Me too," he replied, wrapping his arms and legs around her pulling her closer to him, "ever since I heard that voice on the moors."
"You never told me that you heard it too!" She looked at him accusingly.
"I thought that you already knew," his reply was honest enough although he knew for sure that he had never mentioned it to her. "It's just that somehow I get the feeling that you often know exactly what I'm thinking. So I figured that you already knew. I never meant to keep it secret from you." Nathan kissed her lightly on the forehead.
"I did know. I knew the moment that it happened. I knew then that all our dreams meant something. All that weird stuff about Bridget and Stef. What do you think it all means Nathan?" is there something wrong with us? is something awful going to happen? We haven't heard from mum in over four days now and you know how weird Ross was when we last saw him. Do you think that mum is alright?"
Nathan closed his eyes, just for a moment, when he opened them again he had the answers for her. "Eve's fine, they're both fine. I can see them they're out in the garden gazing up at the sky. There's a light coming from the moors. A brilliant white light. Everything is going to be just fine, you'll see." he kissed her lips. They smiled to each other. Sam snuggled her head against Nathan's chest. Soon they were both asleep, watching events taking shape in their mind's eye.
Eve and Ross were indeed watching the sky over the moors where the dig was nearing its completion. Others were watching the light. They too could hear the faint welcoming voice calling to them, beckoning them.
Debbie Short was indulging in her re-awakened promiscuity with the big West Indian Moses. They were too busily involved with each others bodies to notice the great flood of light emanating from the pit. Long thin needle-like threads of light burst into the perfect still of the night watched by pair of saucer-like from a nearby tree. An owl sat entranced by the spectacle the alien sounds that filled its mind had taken away its primeval urge to hunt. Beneath the owl among the course grasses Debbie and Moses were now writhing in ecstasy.
John Jenkins was standing not too far away at the edge of the excavation examining his translucent hand as it pulsed with energy and light. He marvelled at how simple it all was. How easily the ship in the earth had been found and how easy it had been to unearth. He had expected it all to have been a major problem after all there had been many thousands of UFO reports where all electrical and mechanical equipment had mysteriously failed within the vicinity of any such craft. But there had been no such problems here it seemed to him that somehow the ship wanted to be discovered and unearthed. But why?
Recent events had led him to believe that there was perhaps a permanent alien presence on the earth. The evidence was overwhelming though hidden from the public eye. How would the public react if they were to ever find out that all of the evidence ever collected could not be disproven? How would they feel if the truth about recovered craft got out? What would they say if they knew that various military forces around the globe had been flying alien saucers for years? And how would the world react to finding out about their little discovery on the moors. John Jenkins was sure that the secret of the ship in the earth would break soon it would be impossible to keep a lid on it forever. There was no longer any choice as soon as the ship was freed from the earth they were going to have to move it. John Jenkins smiled for the first time in many days an idea burst into his head from nowhere. He laughed aloud a deep heart laugh. It was so obvious. He not only knew how to move the ship but more importantly where to take it.
He would need Moses to confirm that his idea was feasible. They would have to get moving everything would have to be ready for the move and soon. The idea was as brilliant as it was crazy therefore it should work. There was no time to lose.
"Moses, Moses!" he could hear his name ringing through the night long before he caught sight of Jenkins.
"Christ! now what can he want?" Moses cursed as he struggled to get himself back into his jeans. Debbie was up and gone in a flash back to her makeshift quarters. She had no wish to be seen by anyone just at that moment at least not until she had some clothes on.
"Moses?" Jenkins puffed, "Debbie gone? good," looked around excitedly," I've got an idea to do with the ship. I just wanted to run it by you, see what you think."
"Couldn't it wait?" Moses thrust his shirt into his trousers, "I was busy."
"Never mind that, she'll still be keeping it warm for you," Jenkins quickly explained his idea as best he could while they headed back towards the main camp. "What do you reckon Mo do you think it'll work?"
Moses thought for a moment. He took a small leather pouch from his jeans pocket. Rolling himself a thick trunk of a joint before he saying, "What else have we got," he shrugged his shoulders, "I'll get started on it tomorrow. You get the gardeners organised to clear up the mess. That's one hell of hole we got there its going to take some pretty fancy flower arranging to cover it up." They shook hands and parted, "Night John, I've some unfinished business to attend to."
"See you in the morning Mo," Jenkins waved as he turned away his hand still glowing brightly.
Why is it that summer days pass by so quickly that it seems as though the hours just go nowhere. Time was passing with its usual relative ease with one day swiftly becoming the next.
Time, it meant nothing to Stefan Miles. A man who no longer slept, washed or cared about time. Life was an endless orgy of drink,
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Lagoon violence and sex all food and fuel to keep the adrenalin flow at a high enough level to satiate the Naama.
Stefan and his new pal were a formidable team. The benefits of having the Naama within him were immeasurable. Imagine being able to see into peoples’ thoughts and to be able to subliminally control and coerce them. It was a talent that would make any psychopath green with envy.
Two weeks had passed since Stefan had left Bridget Tornsen for dead. She had not lain there long before another keen angler had found her twisted body and raised the alarm. For all her injuries she refused to die she had experienced something that she wished the whole world to know about and was not going to die without telling her story to someone.
While she lay in a near comatose state reports had been filed, messages sent and the necessary people informed. Someone had at last survived an attack from whatever it was that had killed so many others. She bore all of the usual markings, depleted organs, the complete remove of the reproductive system, the unusual muscular disturbances and the inexplicable increase in the size of the adrenal gland. It had taken many patient hours watching over her and nursing her back to health but it had all been worthwhile Bridget Tornsen was alive and talking, to a very nice man from the ministry.
Alive she may have been but a pretty sight she was not. The surgical collar did precious little for her appearance but at least it hid the heavy bruises around her neck. Purplish-yellow blotches were evident all over her body mainly knuckle and finger welts. Today was a good for day for Bridget her new kidney and lung were functioning properly and for once she could breath unaided by the ventilator but it was still going to be some time before she would close her legs again. Some things just never change.
"Miss Tornsen?" Bridget rolled her eyes towards the voice. A man of average build was waiting for her response. Her mouth was dry she swallowed to clear it.
"Water, please" her voice was hoarse but serviceable. "Who are you?" she asked as he took the beaker from her lips. "And where am I?"
"You're in safe hands Miss Tornsen," the man pulled up a chair and sat next to her.
"Could you sit me up, please."
"I'm afraid that you won’t be able to do that for some while yet your legs were pretty smashed up."
"Oh," Bridget sighed.
"I'm from the Ministry of Defence. My name is Jenkins, John Jenkins, I've come a long way to see you Miss Tornsen." he held out his gloved right hand, "Take it easy on the hand its... a little tender." a shaft of raw energy shot through his hand and Bridget folded her fingers around his. "You don't know how lucky you are to be alive right now. May I call you Bridget, if you don't mind that is Miss Tornsen?"
"You just did. And I don't mind at all. Tell me..." she swallowed hard, "Did they find anything inside me anything unusual that is?"
"Nothing," Jenkins got up and closed the door, "How much do you remember Bridget?" He asked moving his chair a little closer.
"I know that it, Naama, that's what it called itself," she said in answer to his next question, "it enhanced my thoughts and emotions. It pushed me, made me anxious. I don't know..." She looked at Jenkins her eyes boring into his, "It got me all that I ever wanted. I could have anything, anyone, people couldn't say no to me, and in return I killed them. Steve and Max but not Julia she gave the Naama to me she had to die."
"You said that it, the Naama, enhanced you how in what way?"
"Mr Jenkins," that look again, "What do you want from me huh? I'm trying to tell you something that I don't even understand myself." Bridget reached out for the beaker but was unable to grasp it. Jenkins reached over to get it for her but was unable to grip it properly. Without a second thought he removed the glove and passed her the beaker.
"Jesus Christ!" Bridget stared at his hand, "What happened to you?"
"I believe that I may have found something that belongs to your Naama."
"The Naama belongs to no one it is a living creature that is now inside someone else's body and God alone knows what kind of havoc it is causing now."
Throughout their conversation both of them had remained totally impassive neither of them expressed any concern or showed signs of stress. No questions were left unanswered a common, unspoken bond had been forged between them.
Bridget could find no remorse for the terrible things that she had done, all that she could remember of the slaying of her two victims was how sudden they had both been and that she was not wholly responsible for them. She had never had the desire to kill though she had been curious and it was that curiosity alone that the Naama had latched onto and had used as the catalyst for the executions.
The Naama needed food in order to survive, raw flesh, though it need not have been human or living but as it always turned out human beings had the most imaginative ways of fulfilling the Naama's desires. All that the Naama had done was to find the one thing that would make someone kill then it would put that idea into the fore of their mind. Of course, with humans being the impulsive things that they are they naturally their chain of thoughts inevitably lead to the taking of another life.
"I have to go now. Thank you for your time and information I am sure that we will be able to locate this man that you say now has the Naama. If he is still alive that is." Jenkins rose from his seat.
"I, I'm just so sorry that I can't remember his name."
"Not to worry Bridget. If you have anything further to add please let me know. Good day Bridget, until the next time." Jenkins let the door rest against its stop. He turned as though he was going to speak but instead he remained silent. Bridget smiled and waved to him.
"So long Johnathan." He smiled back and was gone.
It was a Saturday night late in September. The night air was cool and breezy a few clouds mocked a weary moon as they skitted by. Stefan Miles was sitting on the steps of the bandstand in the town centre gargling warm beer from a can and belching as loud as he could.
"I'm hungry fat boy," a voice inside him.
"Fuck you," Stefan slurred.
"After tonight you're going to smarten yourself up, you stink!"
"I'll do what I want." Stefan said stifling a belch.
"You'll do exactly as I command." The words of the Naama were clear and cold. Stefan sat up at the will of the Naama. "You just don't get it do you. I can make you do anything that I wish to. Abs-so-fucking-loot-ly anything." Stefan grasped his own tongue firmly between his forefinger and thumb of his left hand. Pulling it out as far as it would go and stubbed out his cigarette on its fleshy centre. "Do I make myself understood or shall I burn your limp brain as well."
"I get it I understand," Stefan gasped releasing his tongue, "No more, let's go home and clean ourselves up, eh?" he offered.
"No, I'm hungry. Find me something." the Naama fell quiet, sure that his demonstration had left its mark.
Stefan jolted his head back and emptied the contents of the beer can into his gaping maw. He wiped his mouth, groaned then tried to stand. His first attempt was as futile as it was genuine the second however left him swinging dangerously close to landing flat on his face, "Christ!" he belched before peering into the can. He put the can to his lips staggered forwards two paces, farted then slurped noisily into the can hoping to draw the last few remaining dregs of beer from it. He tossed the empty can aside as he fell over a wooden bench, "Bollocks!" he yelled pushing himself back up onto his feet. He cursed aloud at his own incompetence "For Christ's sake Naama steady me or starve you bastard."
"If I get too hungry it's OK there's plenty for me to eat in here," Naama grinned sardonically.
"Thanks," Stefan swallowed back the rising ball of vomit in his throat that was threatening to erupt from him and paint the town with its technicolour hue. Stefan grasped at the wall that surrounded the bandstand. He pulled himself up to his full height hoping that the action would stop his head from spinning around. "Now for the difficult bit." Stefan leaned back against the wall while he prepared himself for the fifty metre stagger across the open plains of the Carfax.
He was off. Stumbling blindly ahead like a child taking its first few faltering steps. Stefan was steaming, charging across the Carfax like a thing possessed. Gaining speed in a flurry of whirling arms and legs, nothing could stop this runaway express, except perhaps the old war memorial erected to commemorate those that had previously fallen.
A young couple passing en-route from one pub to another paused to watch the crazed drunk as it collided smack into the stone surround of the memorial. They marvelled at how the human missile rebounded so elegantly from the memorial cracking its fevered head against the cold stone pavement. Stefan lie there for a while perplexed as to what had happened. Gradually reality began to force its way through the haze into his clouded mind. He could hear voices calling, mocking in near-hysterical laughter. He rolled his head towards the voices, rage fuelling his thoughts clawing its way clear of the bonds that held it in check. Naama was awoken. The first caress of the adrenalin lifted its spirits charging it with electrified life.
Thick dark cords bulged out along Stefan's arms and legs. The anaesthetic effects of the alcohol were quickly purged from his body as the Naama came fully online. Stefan rose coolly to his feet. He slid down his trouser fly slowly and proceeded to piss over the war memorial all the while the young couple watched on stunned into silence.
They should have left while they had the chance.
"Got a problem with your dog mate?" Stefan growled as he shoved his dick back into his trousers.
"What did you say?" the youth barked back.
"Leave him Danny, it's only a drunk." urged the youth's girlfriend. Wise words indeed.
"Who's drunk?" Stefan threw his arms open wide, "I'm not, is laughing boy here?" he stepped towards the couple focusing his mind on the youth. "Tell Lassie here to stop taking the ugly pills I think she's overdosed," he sneered.
"Watch your bloody mouth pal!" the youth shrugged off the girl ignoring her pleas, "I'm going to stitch you, you sodding toss pot." he sprang forward pulling a small blade from his pocket. Too slow sonny, way too slow. Stefan had read his thoughts and neatly side-stepped clear of the slashing blade grabbing the passing arm of the youth as it flashed harmlessly by.
"Got you little boy, now you're mine." Stefan twisted the youth's arm behind his back until the shoulder cracked. He shoved the youth to ground pinning him down by his torn shoulder. Stefan twisted the injured arm until it fell free of its socket. The youth yelled briefly before Stefan managed to cover his mouth. He tightened his grip on the boy's mouth and raised him from the ground like a rag doll. "Too slow boy, just too fucking slow," he spat the words one by one as he drew the boy closer to him until their faces were pressed together.
Stefan swung his free hand into the boys crotch grabbing what he could. He squeezed his fist until he could feel his finger tips digging into his own palm. Stefan grinned as he pulled his clenched fist free taking the youth's flesh with it.The boy tried to scream out at his agony but found that his tongue had become held tightly by a thread a second later he could not feel it all. Stefan released his hold on the youth allowing him to fall to the ground. Stefan looked at his bloodied hand, he licked at his fingers and at the flesh that he held in it. The youth lie there his body spasmed uncontrollably as his life pumped from him.
Stefan walked over to the girl taking pleasure in inflicting one last blow to the youth's face with his boot. He looked at her, her eyes full of hate and tears, "You're better of without him," Stefan grunted, "the dickless jerk. Why don't you get yourself a real man, eh?" he waggled his tongue provocatively at her. He licked at the severed organ in his hand then laughed, "I bet you've swallowed a few of these," he said shoving it into her trembling hand, "Let's see you get that one up." He roared with laughter again as he turned away from her.
The girl, whoever she was, began to scream both at Stefan and at the world for letting it all happen. Stefan sauntered off towards the main shopping precinct while the girl collapsed into a heap next to her dying lover.
Two men were standing by a bookshop doing a spot of late night window shopping neither of them heard the approaching footsteps. Stefan felt his fingers tighten around the small blade in his palm as he leapt at the first of the two men. They landed heavily against the plate glass window sending the second man tumbling to the floor. Stefan sprang to his feet leaving his first victim clutching at his throat. In a few seconds it was all over. One man lay dead as the last of his life flowed from his neck the other's breath rasped through the open wound in his trachea. Stefan stood there watching them die savouring the thoughts of the dying man. Stefan, his clothes sticking to him with a mixture of blood and sweat sauntered off towards the main shopping street that would eventually lead him towards home. God help anyone who gets in his way tonight.
With the Naama's hunger satiated it was time for Stefan to satisfy his own primal urges. A mate had already been chosen.
At the end of West Street, the main shopping street, stood the Mac Donald's and out of it had come his quarry. She was short with dark skin and most importantly going his way.
Stefan quickened his pace dropping down into the underpass that would lead him to her. He ran along the graffiti lined corridors, his shoes landing softly, silently on the dirt streaked slopes. He turned left under the road then waited just out of the light by the exit where he could hear her footfalls passing overhead. An evil sneer cracked across his face. He reached out with his mind to ensure that she was still there, still close. She was. The girl bit eagerly into her burger trying not to spill any of the relish. Her purse slipped from her shoulder she paused to straighten it, listening intently sure that she had heard something, some small noise perhaps? Slinging her bag over head she cursed at her own disturbed imagination all the same she quickened her pace now nervous of every sound.
A shadow charged from the subway grabbing at the leather strap around the girl's neck causing her to choke on the half swallowed food as the strap dug into the soft flesh around her neck. Stefan pushed her forwards his animal strength too great for her to resist her small body was swept along against her will. Stefan locked one arm around her waist raising her bodily from the ground. He scanned the roads around him, there was nobody, no witnesses to see him carry her off into the alleyway that led to the abandoned car park.
Stefan threw the limp body hard against a wall where he repeatedly smashed his fists into her face until it was an unrecognisable swollen mass of flesh. Her clothes were torn away from her body revealing the hidden prize beneath. He ran his hands over her plump breasts down over her belly and between her exposed thighs increasing his excitement. Stefan pulled his already erect penis from his jeans. The girl would have fought him off if she was at all able but mercifully she was already beyond any struggle. Stefan shoved his flesh into hers, shoving, thrusting, stabbing as hard as he was able until he was spent. He collapsed over her his breath coarse and laboured. He bit into the soft mounds of her flesh until the blood flowed freely.
A voice called out from behind him he couldn't hear the words the woman was saying but he got the message all the same. His full satisfaction would have to wait for now he had to get away. He had been sloppy tonight, there had been too many witnesses he would have to lie low for a while, but where? He looked down at the once pretty face of the girl, he looked at her bruised thighs and ragged breasts. He smiled then was gone.
 

FOUR
 

Overnight the pace of life around town had picked up a notch or two. Blue lights flashed and whirled amid a cacophony of sirens and shouts. In the shadows a figure flitted unseen its clothes filthy and caked with drying blood its mind a cesspool of creation. Deep inside its belly Naama wallowed in ecstasy, high on the overflow of adrenalin. Stefan charged with fire, alive with fear sought refuge from the countless prying eyes. He stripped off his shirt and trousers tossing them aside. Pegs flew from the washing line as Stefan wrenched the damp clothing from it. Clutching the bundled clothes close to him he ran to far end of the town away from the chaos that he had caused. On the edge of town lie the old mill where he knew he would be safe, somewhere where he could easily slip away across the fields to one place that he knew he would find shelter and perhaps more.
Dawn, a light dew sparkled in the morning sun. The early rays played over the silver-grey skin of the craft where it sat proud of its hole. John Jenkins stood with his team gathered around him. All of them stared at the ship as though by some miracle it was about to speak. The first of trucks had already left London with the special requisition of materials that John Jenkins and Moses had requested. The team enthused wildly about John's plans for the ship and how simple an idea it was. The ship had raised itself overnight to its present position making it all the easier to achieve John's plans. A soft hum resonated from the ship almost calming in its tone. The team dispersed leaving only Debbie to stand a lonely vigil.
Too late Johnson, too late.
Tom Johnson woke suddenly. His eyes wide, his senses alert. His body running with sweat. The only sounds were those of his heart pounding within his chest and the rasping of his breath in his dry throat. All around him was chaos and destruction. Every loose item in the hut had been thrown to the floor. Cupboard doors hung open spewing their contents out in a violent applauding of doors.
Tom looked around at the mess, at the broken glass from the windows, the exploded bottles and shattered crockery. At the toppled fridge lying propped on its door the light flickering inside. The smell of an electrical fire roused the remainder of his senses, "What the ...?" he murmured under his breath unable to comprehend the scene set before him. Pulling the tie from his collar he stumbled to his feet and staggered to the door.
Outside the heat was still rising from the earth where something had turned the sand to glass. Smoke was still rising from the charred remains of something by the hut door. He looked down at the blackened lump then stumbled over to the lagoon. He stared down at Cartagena in numbed disbelief - it was gone.
Nathan yawned, stretched then scratched himself vigorously. Sam watched him wondering quite what it was she found so appealing about this stick insect of a man.
"Hello down there," Nathan smiled wanly, reaching out with one hand to touch Sam's cheek.
"Hi," she croaked, her mouth dry from over-sleep, "what time is it?"
"Morning ...ish," Nathan guessed, badly.
"Oh! right," Sam closed her eyes shaking her head to try and make more sense of things, "What are we going to do today? Anything?" she sat up, pushing herself back into the plush headboard. Nathan slid one hand across her shoulders the other traced a line down her inner thigh. He kissed her brow, curled his arms around her, moved his mouth to meet hers. They kissed deeply. Nathan slid over Sam falling to his feet as he reached out to draw the curtains. The afternoon sun flooded into the room radiating its warm summer glory to all that it touched. Sam followed Nathan out of bed and together they padded naked down stairs to breakfast.
The radio spoke of the night's carnage and of the description of the suspect. A cold silence hung between them as they ate, each knowing that it was Stefan who had murdered and raped all of those people last night. Nathan pushed his plate in front of him his appetite suddenly gone. Sam too had given up picking at her bacon rinds. They looked at each other across the table their eyes telling of the shock that felt by them both.
"Time to go," Nathan rose from his seat, took hold of Sam's outstretched hand.
They dressed, their movements a mirror image of the other. Their minds working in unison though their voices remained silent. Together they drifted through the house checking doors, locking windows and setting timers. Nathan opened the door that led directly to the garage. He stepped through the doorway into the dusty gloom. Sam switched on the garage light then hesitated.
It's one of those sounds isn't it. Just like that definitive thud of a body struck by a car. That sound when metal strikes bone and flesh gives little comfort to the blow. Nathan made no sound as he slumped to the floor. Then came that sound for the second time this time splitting Sam's kull. She fell forwards into the garage her head striking the cold stone floor. Stefan let the pipe slip from his hand. He stood there a moment admiring his handiwork. Dropping to his knees he began to tear frantically at Sam's shorts and pants. Stefan shoved his own jeans down to the floor. He fell forward into a push up position over Sam then he screamed.
Blood surged through his veins as the pain ripped through his body. Stefan was no longer in control of his body nor his will. He watched in terror as his penis ballooned and split. Blood oozed from his wounds as the Naama lowered its ovipositor into Sam's body. Stefan cried aloud to the heavens for mercy for God to answer his dying prayer. The time had finally arrived for the Naama to do what it should have done centuries ago. At last its purpose was served, his seed planted ready for germination. All that was needed now was a new host for himself.
The Naama slithered free from Stefan casting him aside like a used contraceptive. It ran one of its long tendril-like limbs over Sam's wounded skull sealing the wound with its acid touch. Nathan groaned as he rolled over onto his back. His head echoed with the ringing from the blow leaving him nauseated and dizzy. His eyes swum uselessly in their sockets as his addled mind tried vainly to regain control. Nathan gagged as the Naama inserted its first tendril into his mouth. He felt his jaw dislocate as the Naama slid down inside his throat. The now familiar thick black cords ran the length of Nathan's limbs as the Naama settled into its new host.
So it began. Many had seen the light that had come from the moors many more had witnessed it around the world through many sightings and various encounters. The sightings had become undeniable the word was out, the brotherhood had been chosen.
Eve and Ross picked their way through the moors though neither of them had been there before they both knew the way. Others throughout the nation who had witnessed the sightings were preparing to leave their homes and former lives behind. They had received the call and were ready to surrender to whatever force was pulling them.
Cranes, like the fingers of a gigantic robotic hand stood poised around the pit where the saucer lie dormant. Beneath it a vast cradle of cables had been laid which were now being hoisted in to place. Over by the hut assembly two Sea King helicopters descended to join in the melee on the ground. John Jenkins watched nervously as the wire cradle became taught under the belly of the saucer. A shrill squeal of metal on metal pierced through the surrounding silence. Slowly the interstellar bird was lifted free from its nest. Moses waited as patiently as an expectant father, his eyes darting from the printouts in his hands to the craft itself. "Perfect, just perfect." Jenkins looked at the diagram then smiled at Moses, patting him lightly on the shoulder.
"Well done Mo, that box of tricks of yours saved us one hell of a lot of worry and ground work," Jenkins pulled a field radio from his belt, of late he had taken to wearing full army fatigues rather than his more formal civilian clothes, "Get that sleeve ready, we'll be moving in a minute or two." A low-sided truck rumbled over to the uneven ground to one end of the pit. A crew of six clung on to its cargo with white knuckles. They slid down the sides of the load trailing ropes behind them. They worked quickly to get the package unwrapped in time for the Sea Kings to come over.
"John?" Debbie Short asked casually, "Is it me or is that cradle of yours hanging slack?" she pointed at the wires hanging beneath the belly of the saucer.
"I think you may be right," Jenkins scanned the cradle, "What's next I wonder," he stood there a while trying to second guess the saucer's next move. "Lower the cranes," he shouted into his radio.
"What!" came a startled reply. "Just do it."
"All right, you're the boss. Ready everyone?" The cranes retracted their hydraulic arms leaving the saucer suspended in mid air, "Well I'll be..."
"Alright!" Jenkins barked into the radio, "Let's get those choppers airborne and get this baby under wraps."
"The ground crew barely had the time unroll the cover before the Sea Kings hovered into place with their guy ropes lowered ready. The ground crew fastened the ropes to the tarpaulin and others to the cranes to help secure it. The Sea Kings lifted into the air towing one end of the vast cover which they spread over the saucer masking it from prying eyes. As the canopy fell into place the saucer dipped slightly as thought adjusting its balance to the extra load.
"Incredible," Jenkins whispered, "incredible. All that size and it just hangs there like a lantern. Isn't that just incredible."
"Better tie it down John. We don't want it blowing away do we?" Jim Walker said, "No telling where it might end up," he looked at Jenkins before finally saying, "The reception party will be ready by O-eight hundred hours. They've even managed to create some kind of containment structure for it on the main runway. The unwanted guests have all been er... seen to."
"Good. Now let's dress this thing," he gestured towards the craft, "get it ready for a first light exodus. Have the site crew begin the close down. There's to be no sign that we've even been here by tomorrow night. Now let's get moving."
Alone in a burned out desert Tom Johnson sat solemnly at the edge of Laguna Cartagena dangling his feet into the hole where the water used to be. Sitting patiently waiting for the water to return with only precious little his sanity left for comfort. Just beyond the rise where his caravan home was were six silver-grey skinned aliens carefully picking their way through the debris that was once the nerve centre for the Suits. The aliens appeared to be saddened by the death that they had unwittingly caused. One of them scooped up the charred remains of Steve Sweet in its long arms. They all turned towards the lagoon and walked slowly towards it.
Tom Johnson could barely see through the stream of stinging tears that ran from his eyes in rivulets.
"Come, follow me," one of the creatures said softly as it stepped over the edge into the abyss beyond. Tom Johnson cried and cried for he just thought that an alien carrying his dead friend had just spoken to him. It was in that lucid moment before madness stole the rest of his fragile mind that he pushed himself forwards over the edge into the great beyond.
Three Puerto Ricans stopped what they were doing. Each of them smiled, nodded their acceptance of what was to be and prepared themselves for the arrival.
Maria Valdez went out to her garden down to the small stream that flowed there. She stepped into the chuckling waters and became one with them. Jose Minon plucked the last of the feathers from the chicken that he held, tossed it into the dog's basket and went outside. He threw his arms open wide and disappeared into a haze of glorious white light. Manuel Acosta was already outside, digging his garden over. He put the spade away in its rightful place in the ramshackle shed. As he stepped back outside two silver-grey skinned creatures wrapped their long slender arms around him. The three became one as rays of the whitest light burst from them. A moment later they were all but a memory.
 

COMMUNION
 

ONE
 

Midnight in a forest clearing. A vast interstellar vessel hangs like an obscene Christmas decoration draped in a heavy tarpaulin. Floodlights flickered and dimmed. Moths gave up their search for love among the glowing lights as the last of the bulbs faded to black. A deathly hush fell over the camp as two shadowy figures stepped from the shelter of the trees.
Eve and Ross stepped lightly above the grass as they rose steadily with each tentative step. They had already 'become' as surely as all those that had already been touched by the light. A gentle breeze ruffled the edge of the tarpaulin making look like a giant cuttlefish. The front edge of the tarpaulin lifted as Eve and Ross drew nearer to the craft. A soft cushion of light blossomed before them unfurling like a myriad of petals bathed in a summer's dew. Eve and Ross tumbled into the light's warm embrace as it absorbed their very essence. A second later only the passing breeze remained cooling the night with its chilling breath. The floodlighting began to glow, once more illuminating the saucer in its manmade disguise.
 

Luton, England.
 

Morning slipped over the city casting tall shadows for as far as anyone cared to see. Great washes of purple and red were chasing away the fading band of the night's ebony richness. The world seemed to have become a lucid watercolour of hazy life. Lumbering metal giants screeched out across the blueing sky laying down their vaporous wakes adding to the already surreal splash of morning tide.
Only the regular few joggers and the milkmen were out to witness the miracle of the morning star that rose in the northern sky and descended upon the sleeping Luton. A star, resplendent in its blazing glory. Kevin Joules was one of those witnesses who for the life of him could never have imagined such a spectacle.
Kevin had turned round to his milk float to get the usual two gold and a loaf for number seven, a personal favourite of his what with his penchant for blue-eyed blondes. He yawned, stretching out his arms as the morning sun warmed the back of his neck. He smiled just thankful to be alive and happy. He looked at the sun as it burned away the final curtain of the night. He frowned, confused then turned to face the source of the heat upon his neck.
Kevin reached into his pocket for his shades. The light was too intense to look into with his naked eyes, a light that grew and grew glowing like a second sun until it had the power to overcome the city. Kevin could feel the heat prickling his skin turning it a luscious if not painful shade of red. The bread in his hands fell from its melting bag and began to curl up as the heat intensified. He dropped the milk too as it burst from the bottles in a frenzy boiling foam. There would be no more deliveries today, the milk float had been reduced to a mound of broken bottles and melted plastic crates all awash with boiling milk. Cars began to explode as their fuel tanks erupted into life adding to the already searing heat.
Kevin ran the last few yards to the door of number seven. He pounded on the door screaming at the top of his lungs to be freed from the hell outside. Lawns were turning into cinders while trees drained from the long hot summer gave up the last of their moisture finally succumbing to the will of the eternal flame. Driveways and roads blistered and peeled. Kevin cried aloud as his own clothing began to smoulder as the source of the mini sun passed directly overhead.
The door fell inward as the PVC mountings softened Kevin followed close behind. He looked out into the inferno directly into the heart of the passing sun. Through the intense glare he could only see a tiny fraction of the saucer's hull as it's massive bulk filled the morning sky. Kevin stumbled to his feet straight into Anna's arms, his clothing rich with the smell of fire and melted plastic, his skin blistered and peeling, his eyes wide with terror.
Luton was left to burn, a city in ruins in a scene reminiscent to the wartime blitz. Then it was gone as the wail of sirens filled the air. A thousand emergency vehicles descended upon the maelstrom of the morning encounter.
Anna dragged Kevin's unconscious form out into the back garden amid the smoke and ashes of the city. Into the cold water of the ornamental pond, their only chance of survival from the Great fire of Luton.
"What are we going to do with Stef?" Sam asked as she passed Nathan his tea. Neither of them was in any hurry to go anywhere just yet as there was the none too small question of what had happened to them both.
"I'm not sure yet," Nathan winced as the hot liquid scolded his tender throat. "Until we find out what killed him I don't fancy going anywhere."
"How do you feel?" Sam sat across his lap in their usual chair overlooking the town.
"Aware ... I think is the best I can make of it. Feels like I've got someone else's body," Nathan stroked her hair, "How about you?"
Sam turned towards the window allowing her thoughts to drift while her body sunk into the luxuriant depths of the upholstery. "He did something to me. Not rape but something. I feel like I've been invaded."
"Are we sitting comfortably?" a third voice, positive, commanding and malevolent, "then I'll begin." Nathan and Sam looked at each other. Fear, that age old terror of the dark swept over them like an angry storm full of intent. "For a start, you will do my bidding. I am Naama and I am inside you Nathan while Samantha here carries my seed. You will both see to it that no harm comes to the infant while it is gestating. Of course you are required to germinate the seed that I have planted or else you shall both die.
"You once dreamed of the world of Plaxxis, of a creature that was from that world and somehow you knew that it had something to do with your futures. Well today's the day. May I be the first to congratulate you on the imminent birth of your child. Don't worry the pregnancy will only last a couple of your weeks then you shall be free. That is if you survive the birth." Naama laughed, enjoying his brief moment of triumph. His defeat was to be subtle and painful if not justified.
"What are you?" asked Sam hesitantly.
"An alien, what are you deaf?" Naama scoffed.
"So what's next?" Nathan shrugged, as though nothing had happened, "I'm starving, how about a pub lunch?" he looked at Sam her eyes distant and tearful.
"I guess there's little we can do," Sam climbed from the chair, "What is going to happen to us Nathan? I'm scared, I mean really, bloody scared," she began to cry helplessly.
"Pull yourself together bitch. It'll all be over before you know it," Naama forced Nathan to his feet. Sam screamed as Nathan slapped her across the face, "There'll be more if you're awkward. Now move it."
"Sam," Nathan pleaded, "I'm sorry, I didn't mean to ..." sadness filled his eyes. He wrapped his arms around her pulling her to him. Naama contracted his tendrils causing Nathan to crush Sam in his arms. "Cut it out! I get the message, OK!" Nathan seethed. It was the first time that he had ever hurt Sam, it was also the first time that Sam had ever seen Nathan genuinely lose his temper. That scared her more than the Naama ever could.
"I know your thoughts and I can shape them. I can make you do whatever I choose. I can crush you or I can make you powerful. The choice is yours." Naama fell silent. For a short moment it felt a sense of fear, not Sam's or Nathan's but its own. Something had touched his own mind and that really scared him.
"Come on Sam let's take the Tonka for a spin, pollute the atmosphere a bit, burn up some ozone. What d'ya say?" Nathan took her hand. Sam tried that sad puppy look that women are so good at but they were already out of the door.
The Tonka bounced down the narrow single track road. Sam at the wheel whooping with glee as the dust whirled up behind them. They were free, as free as the spirit of life that flowed through could make them be. They laughed and smiled, joked and sang as they headed out to wherever their spirit led them. West.
 

TWO.
 

The police aided by the Ministry of Defence had a pretty solid ID of the man that they sought for both the murders and the rape. The only problem was that he had totally disappeared. They had found the bodies of Rosy and of others of her type known to have associated with Stefan Miles, they even had the name. Now they had the address of his brother too. He would have to be warned just in case Stefan should show up there.
The patrol car swung across the carriage way as the Tonka roared away up the by-pass. The two constables in the car shook their heads as they rumbled along the Langhurst Wood Road towards Nathan's home.
"Do you think we should have moved Stef?" Sam plucked at her hair in the mirror.
"Most likely I shouldn't wonder," Nathan shrugged as they roared past the Nosharama, "She's still there," he nodded towards the cafe.
"Maybe they don't want any customers. The poor cow it's not her fault that she's ugly." They swept on south and westward the road rolling easily beneath their wheels. Nathan whistled his usual tuneless best while Sam squealed like Prince in a trance.
John Jenkins stood with one arm around Debbie Short and another around Moses. He was smiling, no more than that, he was positively beaming; they all were. The ship had been covered with a second more garish covering with huge red letters splashed over its fluorescent flanks. A gondola had been suspended under the ship's belly making it look like something from a Jules Verne epic rather than the greatest discovery of the modern age.
"Let's get out of here," Jenkins laughed as they headed triumphantly towards the gondola.
Inside the gondola gave away its true identity. A Portacabin decked out with all manner of electronic gear plus two small generators to power the two fans that had been mounted on either side of the gondola. Moses started the first generator closing the door behind him to keep the noise and smell at bay.
Like a zeppelin slipping from its mooring tower the great ship lifted skyward. The ground crew whooped with delight as the two Sea Kings fell into formation at the front and rear of the dirigible as it rose majestically above the tops of the trees. Northbound towards London.
Jenkins punched the air in triumph. His hair-brained scheme had worked. To the outside world it appeared to be nothing more than another waste of the taxpayer's money. What were the army up to flying big, ugly eyesores around daubed with 'TO BE FRANK JOIN THE ARMY' in gaudy dayglo letters half a mile high. But to John Jenkins and his team it was a wheeze worth its weight in gold. Precious, priceless a true stroke of genius.
Over the trees and out of the park. Follow the A30 before branching off across the country so as not to disturb too many major conurbations. Jenkins congratulated himself again, man was he happy. Too happy to even notice any changes on the readouts of Moses' own specialised equipment. Equipment that was quite clearly showing two distinct life forms present within the saucer itself. It would have appeared that the two life forms were not hindered by anything in their travels as they did not seem to stop for doors, walls or stairs. The two forms drifted effortlessly around in their free environment not in the least bit troubled by the goings on outside.
Looming like an ancient monolith summoned from a world beyond time the airship crept over the horizon towards the rapidly advancing Tonka. The two Sea Kings rotated their positions so that they now flanked the airship. Serenely it drifted overhead oblivious of the world below.
"Naama!" Screamed Nathan, as he hooked the steering wheel to the right, bouncing the Tonka over the central reservation directly into the path of the oncoming traffic.
"They have the craft!" Naama' s voice boomed as it pushed Nathan's foot hard to the floor.
"What craft? It's a ruddy balloon," Nathan fought vainly with the Naama for control.
"It's only a veil, the craft is beneath the coverings. Follow it or die."
Nathan could feel his heart pounding, the blood bulging his veins and arteries. The Naama waited, anticipating that first sweet kiss of the adrenalin that he so longed for. His craving was not be satisfied that moment when ecstasy would be his. "Don't ever do that again," Nathan said trying hard to calm his heart.
"You ok Nathan?" Sam asked placing one hand on his shoulder. She unfastened her seat belt and slid over into the seat next to him, "It's scared! I don't believe it," Sam cried, "I can feel it's thoughts, it's really scared. Not of us but of something in me," Sam laughed, loud and hard.
"Nothing scares me, bitch," spat Naama, "What have I to be afraid of? You humans are nothing."
"We may be nothing, but I already know that you won't harm us again. Isn’t that so?" Sam slid back across to her seat and buckled herself in. She whooped with joy, "Man do I feel good today," she put her hands behind her head, stuck her feet up on the dashboard and purred contentedly to herself.
"What's the big issue Naama? I can feel you now. You're trembling," Nathan was quite right the Naama had the shakes. What was worse was that the Naama had been living on a permanent high getting his fix from the forced flow of adrenalin from all of his victims. Unfortunately for him though, Nathan had good control of his rage and pulse partly due to his martial artistry but more so due to his defective adrenal gland. This was going to be one host that the Naama was not going to enjoy.
It seemed to Tom Johnson that he was falling straight into the jaws of hell. How deep was this lagoon anyway? Where had it all gone? His mind rebelled at all the intruding possibilities as his thoughts were struck by yet another peculiarity. He wasn't actually falling it was more like descending, controlled and stable. He tried to turn around, it was as though he were swimming through a setting jelly all his movements were in a controllable slow motion much like an astronaut turning in space.
The walls of the lagoon bore many deep scars some looked like the course of natural erosion while others were unmistakably artificial. The alien that had led him there was a little way down and off to his left. He called to it and it slowed down allowing him to catch up. Together they continued their free fall in a muted silence communicating in thoughts. All the while the alien looked at Tom a thin smile spread across its face. The charred remains of Steve Sweet held firmly in its grasp.
"We are nearing our level," the alien spoke into him. Tom nodded his understanding. They drifted off towards a rugged stone wall that opened like an iris to allow them access to the deeper core. Tom had lost all sense of direction long ago, for now he was content just to flow along in the invisible river of life.
"How long have you been here?" Tom asked as though he were talking to a life long friend.
"Many centuries," the alien answered calmly, "When we first came here this island did not exist, neither did mankind. We watched you appear on this planet. We witnessed the making of your species. You are unique among the universe, you are chosen and blessed."
"I don't understand. How come we have never seen you before? You can't possibly have been here for so long without us finding you."
"That is true. But you have always denied us. Like you do your God," the alien gestured towards a vast opaque doorway, "We are here," the doorway shimmered before disappearing completely, "Welcome to our home Mr. Johnson."
Tom Johnson's eyes widened trying to take in the whole room at once. To his left were many huge windows that peppered the entire wall of the cavern each of them lit by the same white light that illuminated the main area. There were no decorations adorning the walls, no lights either suspended from the ceiling or mounted on the walls, no visible decor at all. Whatever source of lighting was being employed Tom could not see its source. He looked all around himself. There were no shadows. The room just filled with a warm white light.
Other aliens were busying themselves around the main hall in the centre of which sat many strangely familiar craft.
"My name is Duetro," the alien offered its hand to Tom. He shook it noting the soft almost friction-less skin. Duetro led him to the central display where many old aircraft sat perfectly preserved.
"A P-51 Mustang," Tom said, running one hand along the craft's wing edge, "we lost a couple of these chasing lights across the sky over Wisconsin," he laughed at the memory.
"These also," Duetro gestured towards the next craft.
" F-22's," Tom gasped, "this one disappeared over San German about three weeks ago! What happened to the pilot?"
"He chose to stay with us," Duetro indicated one of the large windows that overlooked the main cavern. Behind the glass Tom could clearly see a man laughing and playing with some alien children, "Soon he will meet once more with his own family. We do not coerce people into staying with us. Your human minds are easily damaged when forced beyond your own will."
"Tom looked around the cavern. There were at least a dozen assorted fighters from various countries. At the far end he could see a frigate its gun covers still neatly in place. The strangest thing was how none of the exhibits seemed out of place. Not even the collection of satellites that were arranged among the throng of consoles the like of which Tom Johnson had never envisaged.
"Tell me one thing Duetro," Tom ran a hand over one of the consoles' control panels, "What happened to the Lagoon?" A holographic display lit up above the panel showing the intricate detail of some distant star system. Planets rotated around twin suns casting eerie shadows upon a cluster of vast, barren asteroids that themselves drifted through technicolour gas and dust clouds that made up this strangely beautiful new world.
"Laguna Cartagena to which you refer never existed. It was not until today that your mind actually allowed you to see beyond your perception of reality. The life-raft that you sank upon it was suspended upon a force-shield that we put in place to present the illusion of water to any visitors. That is why the local people do not come here. They have always known about us. Do not be so surprised Mr Johnson the Puerto Ricans are a simple people who do not wish their lives to be disrupted by outsiders. You and your ‘Suits’, I believe that is what they call them, are the only aliens here."
Tom listened intently and instantly understood all that Duetro was implying. The Suits were unwelcome here not the Plaxxis. They had never caused any deliberate harm to any humans in all the millennia that they had been there. "What will become of me?" he asked suddenly aware of his vulnerability.
"You are free to choose Tom. You may go or you may stay, we bare no malice and we are not your captors. Remember that you chose to make the step of faith into the lagoon. We know also know that your leaders fear us and keep many secrets from your people. Though now that will prove more difficult to do so.
"Events have occurred that will be hard to refute," Duetro allowed Tom to play with the console a while unaware that others had gathered around them, "Recently we have caused much suffering and destruction to a city in England, but do not fear we shall rectify these matters."
Tom turned around not in the least bit concerned about the gathered crowd except for some familiar faces in the front row. Maria Valdez stepped forward, the first to offer her hand, "Welcome, you are among friends here," Jose Minon and Manuel Acosta both stepped forward and embraced Tom Johnson like a long lost child. He laughed heartily and welcomed this new fellowship. They all began to laugh, enjoying that special moment together when at last Tom Johnson knew why the Puerto Ricans were never afraid of him or of anything else for that matter. It also went a long way towards explaining why nothing ever happened on the island, it all took place beneath the surface and every last one of them knew all about it.
Tom laughed until his eyes ran dry and his sides ached. It was all so absurd and yet so right. He had spent years chasing lights across the sky, shadows across the moon even whims of the heart. They had found a few crashed saucers, learnt to fly them but as yet could not fully decipher their technology. It had all been a worthless folly. And here in the heart of an island full of peasants all the secrets of the alien universe were on public display, how just it all seemed now. Those with all the pseudo power and wealth ended their days with nothing while those with nothing were given all the riches that could never be conceived on earth.
"The equipment? Why so much of it?" asked Tom, wiping a tear from his eye.
"All sent to chase and capture us," Duetro replied moving amongst his people, "All of the crews were returned to their homes. No-one has ever been turned against their will. Everyone that we have ever taken has been given the opportunity to go home. Many are now on other worlds in new homes with new lives, some even have their families with them. You also shall choose what path to take. We offer you the choice of a new life or your old one returned to you. Now you are free to wander around at your own leisure ask any questions that you may have. Jommo will be your guide and mentor. Until you reach your decision then," Duetro turned around and disappeared into the crowd.
The young female Jommo, stood by Tom's side her huge dark eyes were wet with moisture. Her skin smooth and flawless, a few paler lines accentuated the curves of her body. She smiled, her huge eyes blinking repeatedly the thin lips of her mouth parted to form the almost musical speech of the females. "Mr Tom?" She asked softly, "Where would you like to see first?"
"Anywhere," he reached out for her hand savouring the calming influence of these people. For years he had been chasing their shadows across the sky, their mysterious messages in the cornfields. Now here he was walking hand in hand with quite the most enchanting creature that he had ever encountered. They would spend many days together in this subterranean world until Tom Johnson made that final decision to commit his life either way. Until then he would not be free.
"They're changing course!" Naama squealed almost fighting to get his words out, "Follow them, follow them!" He screamed.
"What's gotten into you? Just keep still and shut up." Nathan clasped his left hand over his stomach. He could feel the Naama squirming around inside him, twitching, writhing as though in pain. "We can't follow them, not directly. Remember, they can fly and we can't." Nathan yelped. Just a short yelp but enough to cause Sam alarm.
"You will do as I command," Naama hissed, "it is not for you to tell me anything."
"Stop biting me! What's up with you anyway?" Nathan would quite happily have strangled Naama if it had been at all possible.
"Nathan," Sam pointed towards the sky. The helicopters were almost out of sight now, the rolling countryside was masking them from view, "put the radio on, something like that is bound to turn up on the news sooner or later."
"It had better do or lover-boy here is going to need some new guts," Naama cackled, "now get me home I'm getting hungry."
For the remainder of the journey home Naama was curiously silent save for the occasional twitch or shudder Nathan would have forgotten that he was there.
The late afternoon sun shone upon the avenue of trees that lined the Langhurst Wood Road creating a golden green shimmer of dancing lights where the sun cut through the covering of branches and leaves. Sam looked uneasily at Nathan as the Tonka lurched into the driveway. Blue and red flashes of light flickered through the trees. Voices rang out from the surrounding woods as police combed their way through the network of living timbers.
"I always knew that Stefan would be trouble," said Nathan slipping the Tonka back out onto the main road. " I wonder how Gran is?"
"That reminds me, I'm hungry. I need feeding," Naama tugged at Nathan's stomach as though he may have needed a reminder.
"We can't go home anymore the place is full of police. What exactly do you eat Naama. We can stop somewhere to get you something."
"Fresh flesh. The bloodier the better."
"We'll have to make a detour to the supermarket and raid the Deli'," Sam suggested, "You got much on you?"
"Nope, but my rubber and plastic are in the glove compartment, we'll be fine."
 

THREE.
 

"There you go son. Nice to have a bit of company for a change," Milly, Nathan's grandmother, put the food on the table before taking up her seat at the head of the table. She placed her hands together in front of her wrinkled old mouth and gave a small blessing for their dinner, "Ah well, tuck in everyone."
The chat over the table was the usual affair that seemed to concern most grandparents, the family, marriage, any ailments etc, generally nothing that effected that world outside of her four walls, "Do you two mind if I watch the News before I slip off to bed, you can go up whenever you're ready. Me, I always slip away at ten-thirty after the weather," Milly settled into her rocking chair by the fire which was always alight no matter what the weather.
Most of the news broadcast concerned the various wars that were still rocking the world but as Sam had suggested earlier the Army's little stunt did not pass unnoticed. Today the Dartmoor National Park was once again fully re-opened to the public - including the area that had been sealed off by the Ministry of Defense. The cameras clearly captured the area of unspoilt natural beauty, masterfully landscaped to blend in.
"Quite what the Ministry of Defense have been doing down here is still a mystery. This morning they left the site in what appeared to be one of the largest airships to ever be built in Britain," the news reporter droned, his head nodding like one of those cheap dogs that people keep on the parcel shelf of their cars. The view changed to show a very smug John Jenkins piloting the airship over the countryside, "It has not yet been confirmed but it is believed that the airship touched down somewhere in the Newbury area, possibly at the now abandoned United States Air Force base at Greenham Common."
"What a waste of money," cursed Milly, "Why don't they do something useful for a change instead of flying silly balloons around the country. It makes my blood boil.
It's been good to see you son, take care of the girl wont you. She'll make a fine one for you. Night, night Nathan, Sam," they all said their good nights in the time honoured tradition of the Waltons. Milly shuffled off to bed, her cocoa clenched firmly in her hands.
"Looks like we'll be heading north tomorrow," Nathan said slipping a slab of raw meat from its bloody bag.
"Here's a knife. Gran sure keeps them sharp. Do you think they're looking for the Tonka yet?" Sam asked squirming deep into her chair. Nathan sliced the meat into thick ribbons then lowered the first piece into his mouth.
"Not as bad as I thought," he said wiping the blood from his chin, "With a bit salt it might even be nutritious," Sam screwed up her face into a look that said it all - YUCK. I think I'm going to puke.
"I would just like you to know that I am not at all happy with this. You are the first human that I have known who lacks the killer instinct," Naama sulked as it swallowed its meal, "You are a truly lousy host."
"Tough, I'm more than you deserve," Nathan tugged the ring pull from his beer that Milly had left him. He imagined the cold, sparkling liquid flushing away the unpleasant after taste of the meat, and the Naama with it, "Ahh, if only ..." he sighed dropping the empty can into a small basket by his side. "Bedtime I think," he got up, lifted Sam from her chair, they kissed. Their minds swam together in sea of sapphire stars and telepathic wishes. Their thoughts ticking along in a synchronised meshing of gears until at last their motors fused in a final hissing of vapours. Their bodies exhausted, glistening with sweat, lay in an untidy heap in the firelight’s dying glow. Sam stirred into life, gathered up their discarded clothes and drifted silently towards the bedroom and the blissful embrace of sleep.
The morning found them still embraced in each other’s arms. Even the Naama was sleeping peaceably. Milly tapped lightly upon the door before entering with a tray laden with breakfast goodies. She laid the tray on the bedside cabinet before tugging at the reluctant curtains and allowing the morning sun to intrude into the last bastion of the night. Milly shuffled from the room pausing only to turn and smile as she softly closed the door. Nathan stirred, his nose twitching at the scent of crispy bacon and fried eggs. He leaned over Sam to retrieve the tray. They ate slowly, enjoying the rich blend of flavours and juicy aromas that filled the room. Today they would embark on a journey that would lead them far from home.
With news of the Base being used again the paparazzi had gathered en-mass alongside the burgeoning ranks of the ever vigilant peace campers. Since the base had closed, many of the women of Greenham had elected to stay especially those whom the authorities had taken everything from. Greenham had become their home, they knew nothing else.
Jenkins had his team make up a cradle large enough to support the craft and its gondola. It had all worked out marvelously. The craft was seated in its new home still surrounded by the same crew that had first dug it out of the ground. People milled around like ants around a sugar bowl. Some were prising the gondola free while others laid cables all around the craft, others still were crisscrossing wires over the craft as though it were about flee the roost. The whole assembly sat out in the centre of the main runway where it could easily be surrounded and monitored.
Other crews were busily blacking out the perimeter fence in a vain attempt to blind any prying eyes. Troop units were deployed at all points around the base while Jenkins and his immediate cohorts stood beneath the craft in their foil suits gazing up at the seamless hull of the vessel.
Eve and Ross looked out at the hustle around them faintly amused by it all, knowing all the while that soon the M.O.D would gain access to the ship. They smiled. If Jenkins could have seen them he would surely have been struck dumb for they were only scant feet from his face. To Eve and Ross the ship's hull was non-existent, a transparent film that could not be broken by anything that all the world's military might could muster. It would not be many days however before the rest of ships compliment arrived and the journey home would commence.
Jenkins and Moses mused over the equipment that was set up in the Porta-cabin. Most of the monitors displayed only their ready status but Moses' own equipment showed something most peculiar. Among the range of density readings was what appeared to be a floor in the craft's internal structure. Among the indicated walls floors and sub chambers their appeared to be regions of less dense material. The only problem with this was their irregular shape and position.
"What do you make of it Mo?" John Jenkins tapped away at one of the adjacent keyboards in a vague hope that it might spark miraculously into life.
"Don't know, maybe ... possibly just a glitch in the program. Now that we've got it out of the ground could be that the system needs re-calibrating."
"Possibly," Jenkins moved to another keyboard, "Any chance that it could be alive?" he continued to tap away without looking up at Mo.
"Don't know. The equipments only calibrated down to inert matter,"
"What if...?" Jenkins cut off, his eyes locked onto Mo's. "I'll get right on it."
Bridget Tornsen pulled herself up in her bed, swung her legs around and reached for her gown. Softly she lowered her feet to the cold stone floor. She pulled her dressing gown on fastening it around her waist as she searched through the wardrobes for her clothes. Silently she stepped out from her private room into the darkened corridors of the hospital. Behind her she left the pelvic support cradle and the neck brace. Her untouched water and painkillers would wait for the next patient to dutifully swallow them. Morning would find her hospital attire strewn along the corridors and Bridget Tornsen would be far, far away. Only the silent unblinking eyes of the security cameras would see her going.
It was a magnificent sight. Nestled in its giant cradle like some ancient temple awaiting its worshippers the craft sat poised – just waiting. All around the base soldiers busied themselves with their punitive orders, ferrying and fetching all kinds of nothing. A peculiar kind of silence surrounded the vessel the kind that usually resulted from the wrong thing being said and the right response was only a breath away. One other thing was also missing that morning, Debbie Short. A missing person that no one had mourned the passing of.
John Jenkins spent most days staring blindly at the craft, beguiled by its interstellar beauty he would not have noticed if the base had been on fire. Sometimes he would run a gloved hand over the ship's hull as though he were caressing a lover. Moses was full of fire, his spirit charged beyond any drug induced ecstasy. He had completed the work on the new sensory system and was now installing the newly calibrated sensors into the craft's supporting cradle. Soon they would have all the answers.
Debbie Short however was a different story altogether. For all her life she had wanted a child, nothing more, but sadly she was unable to conceive though that had never dissuaded her from trying. Soon someone would notice that she was no longer among them but they were going to have to search the highest heavens to find her. For last night she had dreamed the dream of dreams. She had cried out unto the darkness for her salvation and it had come.
It was late evening, the drizzle had cleared away the summer haze leaving the air crisp and fresh. Debbie drew a deep breath savouring the feel of cool air that filled her lungs and the touch of the wet grass on her bare feet.
Debbie was alone, as she had been for the last ten years in her life of sorrows. She was of average height, slim and not unattractive. She often spent many hours just watching the stars appearing in the night sky or listening to sounds of the world as it ebbed into the night. Debbie took one last deep breath enjoying once more the heady scent of the English summer's night and wet grass before retreating back into her temporary home.
Inside the cabin she stopped to take some water from a small jug, the regular services had not yet been installed into her hallowed haven, pouring it into a glass that had become frosted with wear. She rubbed the glass over her face enjoying its cool comfort. Debbie lowered herself onto her bed sighing softly as she laid down to sleep. Outside the paper-thin walls of the cabin the world began its song of the night. An owl swooped low over the forgotten meadow pausing only to seize its prey.
Overhead a soft yellow light skimmed across the horizon brushing the treetops with its glowing underside. All sound ceased as the object came to a halt above the meadow. A single shaft of white light fell like a curtain from beneath the pulsing yellow ball giving it the appearance of an ornamental lamp.
The column of white light detached itself from the main body of the object and move silently but purposefully across the meadow toward the cabin. Debbie awoke, disturbed by the unusual silence. She raised one arm to shield her eyes from the dazzling light that shone through the window. Rays of white light pierced through every crevice, between the rusting panels that made up the walls of the cabin around the door frames and up through the cracks in the floor. Debbie sat up, rubbed her eyes and watched peaceably as the beams of light formed into a spectral apparition before her. "Come with us," a soft voice spoke from within the light.
Debbie stood up and against her better judgment she stepped towards the image. The spectre rapidly expanded its form until it filled the entire room with its radiant effulgence. She was not afraid, the visitor had taken away all of her fears and anxieties a great empathy had overcome her, she knew that she was no longer alone. The light withdrew from the cabin leaving it totally devoid of life. The yellow ball of light dipped towards the cabin where just for a moment it revealed its true shape, a sleek saucer whose surface was a continuous flow of contours that showed no visible signs of entry. The two alien vessels became as one as the light was absorbed by the saucer as smoothly as flowing sap would surely trap a fly. In the passing of a thought the craft was gone leaving the meadow to the creatures of the night.
Star systems swept by too fast to be counted too many to name. Debbie watched it go by through the transparent body of the saucer its walls, floors and ceilings all blending into the limitless void of space. A moment later the craft stopped above what seemed to be a lifeless asteroid. Debbie looked down upon the desolate world, "Why me? Why here?"
"It has taken many years to find you," Debbie turned to face the voice that had spoken to her. A creature of similar height to herself with silver-white skin, long thin arms which ended with in three fingered hands that had the most delicate of fingers. It blinked its large, dark almond-shaped eyes, smiled then said softly, "We need you Deborah, come let us show you our home."
The craft listed heavily to one side as it fell towards the asteroid. Its saucer shape changed swiftly into a long slender spike as it plunged into the rocky surface of the asteroid. Once beneath the surface the craft returned to its original shape allowing it to slip easily amongst the honeycomb of caves and chambers whose walls were lined with rippling crystal forms that reflected the passing craft upon their ever shifting surfaces.
"We cannot force you to stay, though it would be a bad thing for us if you chose not to do so," The alien placed the palm of one of it hands against her cheek, "You need not do anything against your desires Deborah, you are free to go wherever you wish." The saucer landed effortlessly on a wide platform.
"It feels so good right now, so right," Deborah stepped from the craft out onto the platform. She watched the floor beneath her as it changed colour around her feet like the spread of oil on water. She walked towards a small group of aliens that had gathered nearby. "Where am I?" she asked.
"This is Plaxxis, our home," They bowed their heads as she passed them. "Welcome to our world Deborah. May our home become yours."
"Deborah," the alien that had brought her there stood waiting with its arms spread wide, "Come," its smile so warm and caring. Debbie wrapped her arms around the alien.
"Show me," she breathed. The two of them became a single glowing entity their minds and bodies becoming one. "I know all that there is to know. I am all and I am the life." Those were her last words spoken as a human being.
The light rapidly spread out like a raging forest fire consuming all that it touched. All of the aliens threw their arms open wide to welcome the light into their lives. At last their time had come.
In a distant corner of the universe a new star burns bright for the first time but unlike any previous star this one was alive and on a journey back home.
The first of them had arrived days ago. The word was out. The Base was back in use. Now the perimeter fences were teeming with life, that of the peace campers, hundreds of them locking arms with the new age travellers that had arrived by the bus load. Daily their numbers swelled until at last they completely encircled the base with their assembly of battered busses and tents. Not a single communicative word was exchanged through the wire each side seemed oblivious to the other. There were no displays of force or antagonism from either party it was as though to each of them the other never actually existed. Both sides of the fence held an air of total indifference to the other.
"Any readings yet Mo?" Jenkins asked unable to retract his gaze from the craft.
"Uh huh," Moses flicked a couple of switches, more for show than for any true purpose, "two positive forms, carbon based, humanoid in structure. Much else besides that I'm unable to tell," he grinned showing his milky-white teeth.
"Where are they now?" Jenkins turned to face the readouts. Two images like those shown by infrared heat scanners stood motionless on the screen.
"Right there in front of us. Been there about as long as we've been here in this hut. They're just standing there watching us, not moving a single muscle. That's assuming they have any. Even their heat readings don't fluctuate they may as well be mannequins," Moses rose from his chair to stare out of the window at the craft, "They're just stood there watching."
"Strange," Jenkins opened the door. Stepping outside he sighed wearily, "somehow I expected more," he crossed the tape barrier around the craft and walked up to it. He stood there watching, waiting not moving a muscle.
Moses flopped back into his chair. He watched enchanted as the images on the screen moved lower down inside the ship. Jenkins stood less than four feet away from the ship's hull, he could hear a faint hum coming from the inside. His brow furrowed as the sound grew inside his own head. He began to sway. Moses coughed, breaking the hypnotic spell cast by the on screen images. He glanced up to see John Jenkins swaying, slowly gathering momentum rocking to and fro like a metronome set to a low rhythm. Moses dived from his chair. John Jenkins fell forward his head narrowly missing the hull of the ship only Moses' quick responses had saved him from an unknown fate.
Moses, eyes wide with terror dragged John Jenkins back away from the ship. It had moved. Perhaps moved is not the correct word - come alive. The hull rippled like heat haze on a summer's day. The smooth contours of the hull peeled open into a gaping maw ready to swallow its prey. Moses dragged John further back, hauling him along by his collar, no time for etiquette the enemy had bared its claws.
Moses threw John into a chair, his body slumped into its contours, his breath ragged and short. Moses punched the emergency alarm. Klaxons blared out their urgent call. Blood oozed from John's ears, eyes and his gums. Moses gagged at the stench that was rising from a spreading stain in John's crotch.
"Don't die on me John. Please God save him," Moses crossed himself repeatedly. His raised a hand to his mouth to quell the rising ball in his throat. It was then that he noticed the sticky trail of blood running from his own nose. He threw up retching for all that he was worth.
Jim Walker arrived with the medics he looked away from the slumped figure of his colleague, his mind echoed with the painful memories of Dartmoor. He had had enough of the case already but he knew now that he would be unable to just simply walk away and leave it unsolved. He had taken a back seat to the whole affair hoping that it would make it that much easier to slip away unnoticed. Now he knew that would have to stay until the final curtain fell.
Two days had passed. Moses had sifted through all of the collated data, the video tapes, thermal imaging scans and all the audio recordings but there was nothing to support what he had seen. Jenkins would be off duty for at least another two days and had as yet no recollection of the entire incident. Walker was tied up gathering statements from anyone who had been within a hundred yards of the craft but so far he had turned up nothing. In fact most of the 'witnesses' were far from that, no one had been near the craft for all of that day it was as if John Jenkins and Moses had been the only ones on campus that day.
"Tell me Nathan," Milly began, setting a fresh mug of tea down on the table in front of him, "who was it they found up your place yesterday? It's been all over this morning's news,"
"Sit down nan," Nathan sipped his tea. He sat staring into the mug for a while before he spoke again, "I'll tell you straight as I know that you'll have it no other way," Milly crossed her arms over her chest, "It's Stef." Milly's face sank. As much as she did not care for the boy he was still her grandson, flesh and blood." He'd been acting real weird lately, I could tell you more but it would only sound crazy, so ..." Nathan gripped her knee startling her. Their eyes met, only briefly but in that instant he had transferred all of what he knew about Stefan and the Naama into her tired old brain. She sat there her eyes welling with tears. She just sat there letting the tears run freely.
"You'd better leave your car here. Take your grand dad's pride and joy. You'll find two hats hanging in the larder, get moving, the police won't take long to track you here." Tears dripped from her tired old cheeks spreading in a darkening on her piny. "I love you Nathan, like my own son,"
"Bless you nan." Sam hugged her and kissed away the tears passing on images of the child she now carried in her womb but not the face of the father, "Come on Nathan let's move on we've a long way to go. "
"Nathan gave Milly one last hug then turned to leave, "Love you Gran," he said smiling back at her, "always do,"
 

FOUR.
 

More Suits had arrived at the Cartagena camp, this time though they were not here to take any readings or watch glowing lights in the sky. Dan Michaels was not the kind of man who asked questions he just gave out answers. He looked around at the blackened soil, the devastation in the hut and thought hard about the missing personnel, "Probably locals. Had enough of us ordering them about decided to come out here and torch the place. Least we'll make it read that way," he threw a glance at his assistant who said nothing but just kept writing his notes, "The rest of you can get suited up we're going into that lagoon." They all turned towards the placid waters of Cartagena. The sun glinted on the still surface of the lagoon which mirrored the sky perfectly: too perfectly.
Eight yellow suited divers slid into the body of water that was Laguna Cartagena. The afternoon sun shone down through the water like a light from heaven piercing the dark heart of hell. The divers spread out as they sank slowly towards the bottom of the lagoon. Dark reeds glinted keenly in the intruding light casting a myriad of dancing, rippling shadows. Down into the silent world below, down into the abyss. Their radios crackled with static making it near impossible to communicate. Above them silver-white shadows skimmed through the intruding rays of the afternoon sun.
Among the aquatic grasses and ferns the yellow suits looked more alien than the interstellar visitors that had made their home there. Dan Michaels surveyed the scene his eyes keen, his mind open. He turned slowly so as not to disturb the ancient sediment beneath him. Nothing. Or... No it was just the flickering light or perhaps something passing overhead above the surface. He checked his gauges. There was only fifteen minutes of air left then they would have to head back to the surface.
He wasn't sure at first whether he was looking at a shadow or whether his companions were all talking to some shimmering silver-white creatures. His mind ached, surely Tom Johnson would be dead after this long? Anyway where were his Aqua-lung and diving suit? He closed his eyes and tried to slow his heart beat to a more sustainable level. He looked around again but all he could see now was two large black almond-shaped eyes and the strangest smile the he had ever seen. He breathed more easily now. A fresh calmness swept over him. The creature raised its hand towards his head, he tried to move away as fear gripped him. He was unarmed and out of his element. His movements were dogged and slow, he panicked. The creature touched his temple though he never felt it through his thick neoprene suit.
When he awoke he was warm and dry somewhere beneath the ground. There was no anger or hate now, no desire to rip out someone's throat. Dan Michaels was at peace. He thought that he had been calm in the past but now he knew that that was only folly. He was alive truly alive in a way that he was unable to describe. An almost uncontrollable desire to tell everyone about his transformation coursed through his soul. Dan Michaels was rejoicing as were all his colleagues. The world seemed a better place already, all around them were smiling, laughing people though none of them knew the reason why.
The unmistakable sound of a Triumph, a Bonneville, rumbled as it sped towards Guildford along the winding A281 through the heart of Surrey with all the urgency of a Sunday afternoon. Nathan cranked open the throttle bringing a further surge of life from the old engine that his grandfather had so lovingly restored to its former glory. With just the right weather for biking warm, sunny and still Sam and Nathan cruised towards their final objective in Newbury and their ultimate destiny. The Naama acted like a radar, enhancing Nathan's senses so that he could see all that lie ahead. The heavy bike flowed around the curves passing the airdrome at Dunsfold where fledgling Harriers screeched into the dawn sky. Bramley, Guildford, Aldershot the miles swept by sweeping the daylight hours by with contemptuous ease.
Armoured vehicles thundered around the perimeter road oblivious to the ever growing army of peace campers. Beyond the wire wall soldiers milled about in their world of servitude. Nathan slowed to less than thirty miles per hour, the twin cylinder engine rumbled contentedly after its escape from the Surrey countryside. Eyes turned towards them, watching, following, a deep curiosity drawn across all faces. Still the soldiers milled about oblivious to the happenings beyond their prison walls.
Back in the eighties the campers had successfully managed to breach the base's outer defensive web, their knowledge and skills would be called upon again. Nathan turned off the main road into a small patch of trees. Sam unrolled the tent while Nathan kept a watchful eye on their myriad neighbours. Night time fell through the evening golden glory casting its lunar eye upon the gathered masses.
At the centre of the runway stood the iron claw that nested the great bird like a monstrous eagle in it’s mountain eerie. Floodlights encompassing a wide spectrum of light shone upon the hull, illuminating a solitary figure at its base. Moses, now cautious of the craft's intent and deeply disturbed by its apparent polymorphic capability, he stared at the hull trying to see where the iris had opened.
John Jenkins lie in an army hospital somewhere off campus, his life signs were low but steady he would pull through but he would never be quite the same again. His eyes stared blankly up at the ceiling, his hands twitched ceaselessly as the though the nerves in them had a life of their own. So much was happening - everywhere.
Odd thing that. The way that people just turn up out of nowhere right where you would least expect them to. Just like Nathan and Sam's late evening visitor. They had just returned from a hunting foray - dinner out - and were settling down to a quiet moment together as young people often do. Like most people if they had paid much attention to their particular surroundings perhaps this time they should have then they may have noticed how tidy their own campsite was, how neatly the bracken had been pinned back and how all the grass had been swept in one direction, but they never did.
"Hello," quite a sweet voice for someone who's throat was still a little tender and swollen, "Hello, anyone home." The tent began to unzip. Nathan and Sam sat watching, completely stunned by the imminent intrusion. "Hi there. Haven't seen you two in ages,"
Tom Johnson knew exactly how Nathan and Sam felt, at that moment he thought that he had seen a ghost. "Tom, great to see you," Steve Sweet patted Tom's shoulder, "How are ya feeling big fella?"
Tom stood silent as though the world had all gone crazy, "Steve?"
"Who else? Boy do I feel great," Steve put an arm around Tom's shoulders, "Have you seen this place? It's incredible!"
"Steve, this can't be happening," Tom said defiantly, "You're dead, Steve, I saw your body."
"What! Do I look dead. Here feel me," Steve took Tom's hand in his own, "Does that feel dead to you? You could at least have said Hi there Steve, good to you, or something."
"The alien, Duetro he brought you here," Tom looked around anxiously as though in need of help, "he'll tell you. I must find him."
"Easy Tom, you're losing it," Steve followed him out of the room, half running to keep up with him, "Tom! Wait up!"
Duetro appeared, "Tom? Are you troubled?" he blinked repeatedly.
"Yeah, yeah you could say that. What is my dead friend doing here walking around?" Tom puffed.
"All are welcome here, Mr. Johnson," he cocked his head to one
side.
"But he's dead. Or at least he was until now,"
"Will somebody please tell me what he keeps going on about," Steve looked from Tom to Duetro and back again, "huh."
"The other night , or whenever it was now," Tom threw his hands in the air, "our trailer was trashed to hell and you were outside fried to a cinder. Now please tell me just how it is you managed to get up and walk about?"
"It was never our intention to harm anyone. Your trailer was caught in the wake of one of our trials," Duetro's eyes half closed, heavy with sorrow, "We were most distressed by the incident so we took the necessary steps to rectify the error. Your friend, Mr Sweet has been fully restored. The process is simple but the faith required is hard earned." Duetro placed one hand upon Tom's head, "Accept what it is we do and what we give. We do not wish any harm on you. We have been here so long now that we have almost forgotten why it was we came," his hand fell softly back to his side.
"Duetro led Tom and Steve along a wide corridor where many young Plaxxis ran around playing, laughing just happy to be alive. The corridor fanned out into a large hanger-like bay, vast. In the centre of the room was a craft, practically identical to the one in England only larger, much larger. It's hull was a delicate white-grey, smooth and seamless. Tom and Steve both stood mouths agape, long had they searched the world over even the faintest glimpse of a true extraterrestrial craft but they had never seen anything more than a brief blur vaporising into the sky. Now, right here in front of them was the largest craft ever seen on Earth. More like a flying football stadium, hanging motionless just a few inches off the floor. The two men walked towards it, overawed by its sheer size. Silent and thoughtful like a god waiting for its worshippers to come unto it. Steve and Tom reached out to touch the craft. Their hands sank into the metal as though they were reaching into water. The two men swam in deeper until the ship had totally absorbed them. Duetro smiled, later he would return with Dan Micheals and his team.
Bridget sat crossed legged sipping from a can of Coke, "I knew that you'd be along soon. The others are all here," her eyes shone brightly as she smiled at Nathan and Sam.
"How did you find us?" Nathan asked cautiously.
"You and I both have something in common," she pointed to his stomach, "Naama."
"You know about Naama?" Sam was surprised to say the least,
"How?"
"It was in me for a while until... Stefan took it from me," Bridget looked up at the ceiling of the tent her eyes tracing the length of the poles until her gaze came to rest upon Nathan, "It's dangerous. It takes control of you. It made me kill people just so that it could feed."
"Did ever find out why?" Nathan took the can from her, swilled it around then drained it in one go. Bridget shrugged her shoulders.
"Never thought to ask,"
"It gets high on our adrenalin. He's nothing more than a junkie. It became totally dependent on it until it crawled inside of me," Nathan grinned then handed back the empty can, "I have a dodgy adrenal gland, came in useful when I used to fight, but now," he sighed, "it helps me with this," he said patting his stomach. He looked at Sam knowingly, "It planted a seed in Sam. Something is growing inside her. The Naama has become very protective of her as well as doing as we say. Ain't that right Naama?"
"Not entirely," it answered somewhat belatedly.
"You know it well then?" Bridget seemed surprised, "Oh I don't suppose that you have room for me? I forget to bring my tent."
"Yeah sure. I'll join Nathan in his bag, you can have mine. I'm sure he won't mind."
Nathan grinned.
"We have to find a way through the fences we've got to get to the ship," Naama said, "We will get the others to help us, they'll cause the necessary distraction while we slip on board. Some are already there but it will not be enough to operate the systems proficiently."
"Nice one Naama. Yeah, we'll just cut a hole in the fence and walk right up to the ship slip in the keys and off we go. Brilliant," laughed Nathan.
"If we can breach the fences in as many places as possible they won't be able to stop us at all," Sam offered her great strategic knowledge for all to judge.
"We don't even know anybody. You saw how they all looked at us as we drove in. Do you really think that they are going to even consider helping us? What do we want with a space ship? You saw the size of that thing, where are going to park it?"
"Calm down Nathan," Sam laughed, "I'm sure that Naama has a reason for pinching it."
"To get home," Naama spoke like a lost child, "It's also the only hope that you have of surviving the birth of the Plaxxis. Sorry, but it's the truth."
"Oh," sighed Sam, "I guess we have no choice anymore."
Nathan pulled her close, kissed her brow then said, "Let's get on with it. You coming Bridget, we're going to need all of the help that we can get," they crawled out of the tent into the woodland outside.
The trees seemed to be a lot closer than Nathan remembered them being, "Who are you?" somebody asked. The peace campers had completely surrounded their tent. There was nowhere left to go. Nathan, Sam and Bridget clambered to their feet, a tall woman, grubby, dressed in what closely resembled rags stepped towards them, "I'm Jill Cockram, Who are you? I've met most people here but I don't know you."
"I'm Nathan, this is Sam and Bridget,"
"Why are you here?" Jill barked, brushing her lank, once blonde, hair from her face, "Who sent you, the Army?"
"I don't know why we're here, we just came," Nathan sighed, inwardly he asked the Naama for some assistance but there was none forthcoming.
"How can we be sure?" Jill moved closer, close enough for Nathan to see her nasal hairs, "Your faces are in all the papers. You're fugitives now. So I have a proposition for you," Jill paced around their tent as though she were looking for something, "You level with us and we'll hide you from any prying eyes"
Nathan looked at the two girls, "What have we to lose?"
"Do you think that they're going to believe a word of what we say?" Bridget leaned back against the tent.
"We don't really have much option, do we?" Sam turned to face Jill, "Show us the papers,"
Jill pulled a crumpled copy of The Sun from her back pocket and thrust it at Sam, "Suit yourself," Sam scanned the front page story. There were pictures of both her and Nathan, no mention of the Tonka or Milly. As usual there were only the scantest details, mention of the recent murders in Horsham and practically nothing on Stefan. The only thing that could cause them any problems at all was a very tenuous link with the Ministry of Defence."
"Says nothing," Sam handed the paper to Nathan.
"Tell you what," Nathan began, "If you help us get inside the fence then we'll help you all we can to get out of here," Sam gave him a sideways glance, "First off, why are you here? Level with us first and we'll tell you everything that we know."
Jill looked around at those with her, "Come with us," they all filtered out through the trees, Nathan holding Sam's hand. She squeezed it tightly, showing her anxiety.
"Not to worry, between myself and the Plaxxis we'll be able to control them long enough to get what we want," the Naama said, "Their bullish arrogance will be their downfall."
"I don't see how you're going to convince them, there are thousands of them!" Nathan replied through his thoughts, so as not to provoke any of the sisters of peace.
"Collective subconscious. Most humans are weak minded and are therefore easily controlled. These examples here are also unstable, passionate for their belief in what lies beyond that perimeter fence. They have the belief that there are a number of nuclear warheads stashed away in there hence the heavy military presence."
"Whatever you say Naama. I just pray that you're right about all of this."
Jill Cockram led them to one of the less grubby looking tents that for all the world looked like an old plastic lorry curtain propped up with sticks. The inside was littered with empty cans, some rusting with age, plastic carrier bags crammed full with rubbish and rags. It also stank of old sweat and urine. Sam gagged as soon as the stench hit her. Bridget held nothing back and quite casually threw up all over what looked like a rat's nest in one corner.
"Sorry," Bridget wiped her mouth with her sleeve, "had no warning."
"Guess I'll just have to make a new bed for tonight, over there," Jill pointed to another pile of old clothes and dried grass that looked as though somebody had already thrown up all over it. "Take a seat. Just park yourself anywhere, I can tidy up later."
Nathan scuffed the rubbish aside with his foot until he managed to expose something that loosely resembled dirt. Sam and Bridget both did the same, "Nice place you got here,"
Jill sneered back at him. This was her home, she had never left the camp and most probably never would. "Right I'll get straight to the point. When this lot arrived back on the base last week I wasn't sure exactly what they were up to. Then they landed that balloon of theirs. We know that there are plans to bring in missiles, new ones, much smaller than the old Cruise missiles that's why I put the word about to the others. They know everything that's been going on around here this last week or so."
"How can you be so sure that it's definitely missiles that they're bringing in, it could be anything. It might even be a balloon for all you know," Sam argued.
"There's a man, Jenkins, a missile systems expert. He's on the base. They've got something under wraps out on the main runway. Whatever it is they're hiding, it ain't no damn balloon. Why else would they keep an armed guard on the place by day and a dozen funny lights by night. Strikes me that they want us to know that they've moved back in and this time they're not going to frigg around," Jill almost shouted out every word. She was as close to fanatical as she could get without becoming insane, "Now that you know why we're here let's hear you sing,"
The three of them looked at each other and shrugged their shoulders. Bridget was the first to break the uneasy silence, "A couple of months back I ran into a girl..." she thought for a moment picking her words carefully, searching for a name, "Tarn, Julia Tarn, she gave me something so bloody scary you wouldn't believe it.
At first it felt good. I felt so alive, then it began to talk to me, to take control of me. Naama," Nathan's stomach leapt at the mention of that name," This thing, I don't know exactly what it is but I do know that it not from here," Bridget pointed hard at the earth beneath her, "It makes you kill, for favours and for food. You feed it flesh and it will reward you with whatever you want. Until that is it gets tired of you or has burned you out. I passed it on to Nathan's brother, now Nathan has it." Bridget stared coldly at Jill, just waiting for the obvious response. It never came, the Naama was already at work on the campers' minds.
"We want the ... balloon that they brought in, nothing else. We just want to get beneath the covers and find out exactly what is under there," Nathan leaned back against the tent wall, it was surprisingly taught and held his weight well.
"We can get you into the base but you'll have to fend for yourselves once you're through the wire," Jill leaned forwards, "Don't screw with us, this is our territory, not yours, not theirs, it's ours. We live here, have since September '81. Nothing is going to take our homes from us and I mean nothing."
"OK. Day after tomorrow. No point in leaving it too long. Get all your people to march around the camp all day until they completely surround it. Make as much noise as you possibly can. They can't possibly watch all of us at the same time. Then you get us in and all hell will break loose. From then on we're on our own," Sam listened intently, not really believing that any of what was going on around her was real at all.
"Halfway between here and Newbury," Jill drew a line in the dirt to mark the wire boundary, "there's a break in the wire, there's eight of them all told, but there'll be more of them but dark tomorrow. We're not going to be flannelled this time. They lied to us before, this time we'll find out the truth for ourselves," Jill turned to one of her aids, "Pass the word, Wednesday, 10 p.m. we're going through the wire. Until then its party time," then she turned to face Nathan, Sam and Bridget, "I must be bloody crazy, but then again who ain't?"
"See you at the gap, Wednesday." Nathan and Jill shook hands then they all filed out to go their separate ways.
"So it's the wall of Jericho all over again is it?" Sam laughed as they walked back to their tent.
"Fortunately we have a help on our insides," Nathan put an arm around Sam as they strolled along. Before too long they were snuggled into their nylon cocoons, dead to the world.
 

London. England. 10:30 p.m.
 

A humid summer's night keeps the Big Smoke awake. The river Thames by the Tower of London bustles with party boats, the tide pulls at their metal bellies dragging them into the heart of the nation. Party music fills the night air with its incessant beat. Screams of laughter cry out into the night declaring a moment of otherwise inexpressible joy. The first of the sky's eyes open on the cloudless night as a bright moon plays upon the flowing waters of the Thames. Like a searchlight the moon pans the city searching for hidden pockets of life.
10:32 p.m.
The city is plunged into total darkness. Emergency generators kick into life to keep the iron lungs breathing at the bedsides of the sick and the infirm. A pale ball of light no larger than a small car lifts itself from the murky depths of the serpent-like river. Another follows it, blue, a contrast to the yellow-white of the first. Up into the ebony blanket of the city's skyline.
A third ball, a fourth, five, six, eight a whole string of multicoloured entities rising gently over a panicking city. People ran for whatever cover they could find as their pickled brains calculated the worst. Had H. G. Wells gotten it right after all? Was this the war of the worlds? The sky filled with lights, more came from all points of the compass, north, south, east and west until it seemed that there was no more room in the sky.
The streets began to fill with curious, lost souls, those that had no fear or had conquered the darkness within their own hearts. Cameras clicked, while binoculared eyes surveyed the heavens while others still stood with mouths agape. They all watched, silence fell upon the city as all the glowing lights locked together forming a single, solid mass of phosphorescent light. Measuring over one mile from end to end and a quarter of a mile across the huge blanket of light hung suspended over a curious city.
It started gently. A soft soothing hum almost mesmerising, as comforting as a mother's heartbeat to a new born babe. Those watching closed their eyes, their minds becoming fey, their thoughts no more their own.
10:41 p.m.
The silence was shattered by a million exploding windows. Shards of crystalline death rained down like the closing jaws of hell. What began as a lulling hum had steadily grown into a resonating vibration tuned exactly to the required pitch. And still the crowds remained silent, watching, waiting. And then it came. A brilliant white light like a thousand lighthouses all switched on at once. The light swept the streets, sparkling like diamonds upon the myriad fragments of glass that paved the roads like star dust. The light lifted the people from the streets where assured death rained from above, lifted them clear above the city skyline.
The light blinked out. The city plunged momentarily back into darkness before the power cut into to revive it. Sirens wailed, alarm bells rang but otherwise the heart of the city lie still.
Duetro smiled, his usual emphatic smile, an expression that he had learnt many years ago from his first encounters with primitive man. This smile was for Dan Micheals and his crew as they too boarded the huge craft that lie beneath Laguna Cartagena. He turned away, back towards the central chamber and his awaiting congregation.
The number of aliens gathered there to listen to him were as numerous as the grains of sand on a beach." My people," he began, "the Trinity approaches," they all raised their arms in unison, closed their eyes and began to softly hum.
A misty morning in the heart of England, deep and still the mist hangs like an ethereal veil hiding all from view. The peace campers begin to stir. It is 5:00 a.m. and those around the main gate begin to lower their tents. Silent as a fleeting owl chasing back the folds of the night the campers are gone before the hour passes. By seven o'clock the base seems deserted. Somehow all of the campers had gone taking with them their homes and their waste. At first sight it would have appeared that there had never been a camp unless you checked the fences closely.
Into the surrounding woods beneath a perfect camouflage of leaves and combat netting. Thousands of them waited for the Jericho march to begin. Sam, Nathan and Bridget packed away their tent onto the back of the Bonneville. Nathan swallowed the last of his steak slices gagging as it slipped down his throat. Jill Cockram turned away as Nathan wiped his mouth clean.
"We begin today instead, in about one hour the first of them will start playing and marching so that we can move all of the busses into position," Jill spun around on her heel, "you got any objections to that idea?"
"No the sooner the better," Nathan belched, "Besides I'm out of food and there's no telling what will happen if it gets hungry again,"
Eight o'clock. The first cymbal crashes, the woods spew forth their hidden forces swarming around the perimeter fence like an Orleans funeral procession, banners waving declaring peace, love and missiles out.
The main gate opens to allow a lone black car through its snare-like maw. The marchers part momentarily so as to avoid any reason for conflict. The first of the press crews arrives, the reports begin to filter out to the outside world. The black car weaves its way through the main complex of buildings out towards the centre of the main runway to where the cradle sits with its sleeping infant. The car half-circled the slumbering babe before easing to a halt. For a moment it just sat there as though it were thinking of what to do next. The driver's door swung slowly open, again there was a lengthy pause before anything further happened. Moses stepped out of the hut and made his way over towards the car. He waited beside the open door unsure as to whether he should smile or not.
"Good to have you back again John," the West Indian finally broke into a smile.
"It's good to be back among the living, Mo," John Jenkins slipped from the car and propped himself up against the open door, "It's as beautiful as ever it was," he circled the car closing the door gently as he passed it by. "I just couldn't stay away,"
They walked over to the craft, cautiously, Jenkins kept his distance wary of the craft's intent. He could sense nothing, but could clearly remember everything and more. The memories burned deep. He could recall it like a video, play it back at any speed, forwards or backwards. He could see the craft, singing to him, its soft resonating tone easing away his fears losing his self control. He could remember the ship opening its eyes, beckoning him. He watched himself in his mind's eye leaning forwards, teetering on the brink of collapse. He studied hard trying to focus on the opening iris. What was inside? He could not remember, the one thing that he could not recall - what lie beyond the edge of fear.
"Nothing's changed. All the reports have remained the same since... you were last here. Those phantoms or whatever they are, are still there right in front of us just standing there watching," Moses lifted his field radio to answer the annoying bleep. "Uh huh, what do you make of it?" Moses spun around, his eyes scanning the horizon, "Just people, no vehicles?" He looked at Jenkins, "What are they doing? Fine just watch them, let us know if there's any change," Moses clipped the radio back onto his belt.
"What is it Mo?"
"The peace campers, they're on the march, singing and dancing around the whole perimeter."
"What?"
"Exactly. Something's up. Do you reckon maybe they know something about this," Moses pointed a huge black finger at the ship.
"No, we've managed to fog over the press on this one I'm pretty positive that the know nothing. It's probably some bizarre obsession with missiles and war planes," John laughed to himself, "Are we still no nearer to getting inside of this thing?" The circled around to the front of the car and sat back against the bonnet.
"Nothing will so much as even scratch it. It just sits there defying us to try and try again. By the way, have you seen anything of Debbie lately, seems to have disappeared from the face of Earth." The two men chatted idly wearing the morning down into the afternoon. The few soldiers there were had been deployed to watch over the more sensitive areas of the base, the silos and the main Head Quarters complex in particular. All of the main roads leading into and out of the base now had checkpoints along them. The golf course to the north had been closed as had all direct routes to Newbury.
Hot dogs and burgers were passed among the marchers along with fresh water and cigarettes. It was a most peculiar atmosphere generated by the campers a kind of mass neurosis centred around a false belief. Jill Cockram sat in her old Dormobile drumming her fingers on the steering wheel in no particular rhythm. Nathan polished the Bonneville while Sam and Bridget swapped stories of the Naama and together they traced most of its recent heritage up to today and its current host. Nathan could feel the Naama' s thoughts reaching out like focused radar systematically zapping each marcher as they passed, in that way it managed to affect everyone involved at some time or other that day.
As the afternoon wore on the Naama and the infant Plaxxis both became more exited, a kind of nervous anticipation. Nathan spent most of the day in a mild stupor his frail human mind could not cope with the intense flow of telepathic activity that taken over his mind like some kind of radio booster. Several times he tried to rest but was unable to detach himself from the two alien minds. Sam had crashed out on the grass with Bridget keeping a close guard on her. The two girls had struck up a unique friendship. Each of them had shared their lives keeping nothing secret. A deep sense of belonging had sprung up between them drawing them close to each other.
The warmth of the day began to fade as the sun lowered its fiery gaze below the horizon of trees. The camper's march fell silent, though every one of them kept exactly in step with each other. John Jenkins sat in the Portacabin with Moses, Jim Walker had joined them, they were the only ones left who were not busily defending nothing elsewhere on the base. Jim Walker sighed, he did not want to be a part of this anymore but was having great difficulty in expressing his wishes to his boss, John Jenkins.
"Believe me John, I just don't want any part of it anymore, however small. I haven't seen my family in weeks. Sometimes I spend all day just thinking about my son. I'm not sure that I even know him. Let me go John. Perhaps a break would straighten me out, let me get my mind focused again. I dunno John. I guess the real truth is that I just want out," Jim walked over to John Jenkins where he stood keeping his silent vigil by the window. He placed one hand on John's back, "I'll see you tomorrow, let me know if you come to any decision then," Jim Walker stepped out of the Portacabin silently closing the door behind him. He walked over to the craft for what he hoped would be the last time, "What is it with you?" he asked it not expecting any reply.
"Trinity," it replied. A pencil-beam of blue-white light struck him and he disappeared.
"Moses, quickly it got Jim!"
"What? Then Moses stopped dead, his blood ran cold with fear. There were now three images on the monitors standing together just watching, waiting, "John look at this," Moses jabbed his finger at the screen.
"Well I'll be ..." John laughed, "I wonder who the others are?"
"What do you mean?" Moses asked, "You think that those others are human too?"
"Quite possibly so. Here look at this," Jenkins moved to another display, "the ship's output readings have increased by fifty percent."
"Strange. It's as though it's using the people as an energy resource. Wonder what would happen if it got a load more," The two men looked at each other then out of the window towards the ship.
 

9:50 p.m. U.S.A.F Greenham Common. Newbury, England.
 

The evening sky is awash with translucent reds and oranges sprayed over a purple-blue backdrop of scattered clouds. The peace campers are still marching around their own private Jericho, singing and dancing and chanting for all their worth. Nathan Miles rumbled the Bonneville from its cover beneath the trees. Sam and Bridget were both squeezed onto the pillion seat as they began to travel down the Thatcham to Newbury road along the base's northern perimeter.
A softly glowing orange ball of light drifted in over the missile silos at the western end of the base. No larger than a football it travelled about six inches above the ground hugging the contours like one of those old cruise missiles that were once housed in the silos over which it now flew. Out onto the main runway, out towards the centre where the great interstellar cruiser sat bathed in infrared and ultraviolet floodlights.
A second ball much the same as the first flitted in from the Newbury end, straight through the perimeter fencing leaving a perfectly formed circle in the heavy metal plating. The peace campers halted their march to watch as another glowing ball broke from its cover in the woods. Out it shot right through the back window of the leading bus and out through the front windshield leaving perfect, gaping circles in both windows. On it flew skimming down to the road in front of Nathan and across the grass, on through the fencing out towards the centre of the main runway.
Glowing balls flooded into the base, hundred upon thousands of them like plague of giant fireflies all converging on the base. They flew around in random motion, a deliberate display of being, irrefutable evidence of their existence. Nathan swung the bike around towards the base, the Naama pulsing with excitement within him. The infant Plaxxis kicked out as though it were nearing the time for its birth. Together the two aliens cried out in unison, together as one, their minds reached out to all the campers, 'NOW ' they yelled.
Like herd of wildebeest sweeping majestically across the African plains the campers descended upon the base. Busses and vans of all descriptions surged from their hiding places, charging forward towards the fences. In a single moment all of the barriers were breached. The army of peace loving campers seized their promised land and rushed forth to glory. The soldiers, distracted by the aerial display were easily overwhelmed by the sudden invasion of the campers. There was minimal resistance to the invaders most of the defending forces had been captured by the hypnotic alien display.
Nathan parked the Bonneville behind the Portacabin where John Jenkins and Moses sat quietly contemplating their options. They watched Nathan, Sam and Bridget stroll casually past them on their way to the craft. Jenkins and Moses slipped from the hut and followed the intruders to the ship. They waited expecting something to happen. Bridget walked up to the ship, ran one hand across its smooth surface then stepped right through the hull and boarded the craft. Jenkins called out but was too late to stop both Sam and Nathan from following Bridget into the ship. Moses went to speak but his words disappeared into a blinding flash as the ship's eye opened upon the world. The sweeping searchlight of the ships gaze fell upon Moses swallowing him along with a fearful John Jenkins.
All around the base began to burn. Fire and smoke bellowed into the night sky mixing with the dancing lights of the alien craft. Peace campers ran from building to building torching everything in their wake. Soldiers ran with them sensing the futility of it all. There was no longer anything left to defend. Chaos reigned supreme. The first of the silos erupted into life as the stored fuel drums leapt for joy. Cries of triumph rang out across the base as its final curtain was drawn to a close.
"Mum?" Sam drifted through an archway into what appeared to be the main control centre, "Mum!" Sam swept forward spreading her arms wide to embrace her mum.
"Sam," Eve cried as they hugged each other.
"Sorry to break up the happy reunion, but we cannot afford to miss this opportunity," Naama's voice echoed in the room.
"What opportunity?" Enquired Nathan.
"Step over to the console in the centre of the room. The one with the circular emblem crossed with swords," Nathan did as he was asked. He felt a strange tingling pull inside all of his internal organs as he drew nearer to the main control unit, "Place both hands onto the central pad." Once again Nathan did as he was asked. A sudden burst of energy rushed through him holding fixed in the air. Sam rushed to his side but the Plaxxis inside her held her back. "Discorporation will commence at your will. Just submit yourself to the system." Nathan sighed. His eyes closed as his mind was opened. In an all too brief instant it was over. He turned to face Sam, tears rolled down his cheeks but he was happy, oh so happy.
"Nathan?" Sam whispered, "you OK?"
"I ... I feel ... alive," he looked at the palms of his hands. There was no physical change to be seen but somehow his whole being had been altered, "The Naama, it's gone,"
"What? Where?" Sam held his hands in her own.
"It's here, in the ship. The ship is alive,"
"The ship is what?"
"It's alive," Nathan grasped her shoulders, "the ship is alive,"
"Quite true indeed," a black web of glistening muscle rose from the centre of the main console. In the middle of the web hung the Naama, his small mouth open like a Venus fly trap, "the ship is another life form, fully sentient. The Plaxxis prefer them that way it creates a greater level of respect from both parties."
Sam screwed up her face as she watched the Naama squirming around on his web, "Not exactly a pretty sight are you Naama,"
"You're no oil painting yourself sweetheart. I must thank you Nathan for er... weaning me off my habit,"
"Don't mention it," Nathan hugged Sam, "So when do we get out of here?"
"We now have the resources to give us minimum manoeuvrability but we are going to need far more energy to get us home," Naama turned to Eve and Ross, "Go and prepare the central chambers for our guests,"
"See you all later," Eve and Ross drifted out of the room through the floor into the central chambers below. There in a vast hall were thousands upon thousands of small honeycomb cells each lined with a soft, moist mucus which rippled like a breeze blowing across a golden pond. Eve and Ross drifted on down through the rows of empty chambers which though empty radiated a soft warmth. Down towards the end of the hall three men stood waiting. Jim Walker, Moses and John Jenkins each with a ludicrous grin spread wide across their faces.
"Is it time?" Moses asked, his grin somehow spreading wider across his face.
"It is," Eve and Ross replied. John Jenkins floated away towards one of the honeycomb chambers closely followed by Moses and Jim Walker. The three men waited while Eve and Ross sank silently into the floor where a larger chamber opened out of nowhere to welcome them, "Open your hearts, open your minds let its life become your own. Submit your will unto its own. The Trinity approaches."
In the main control room the Naama smiled its trap-like teeth closed with a sticky snap, "Let us reap the rich harvest,"
Outside, amid the flames and confusion the campers ran amok. Soldiers tired of the waiting joined in with campers in the destruction of their own base. No one noticed the wind that blew from the strange steel structure at the heart of the main runway. No one saw the claw-like fingers unfurl. No one saw the solid steel cradle buckle and fold, they never saw the covers flutter off across the tarmac sea. Nobody noticed the heavenly body drift across the base towards the ranks of bodies locked in the orgy of destruction until it was upon them.
Nathan watched in excited silence as the first of the revelers was struck by the light. Sam cheered with joy as the hold was loaded with its living cargo. Gradually the craft gained momentum and mobility as the living energy flowed into it from its willing cargo. The arc of its laser swept wider and wider as its power grew greater. Soft as an angel it lifted into the air rising high above the base, beyond the clamor of the night. Turning slowly as it rose, it began its final round up. A solid beam of light stabbed down into the ground rapidly expanding like the waters of a burst dam. Swiftly it covered the ground until at last all of the campers and soldiers had been cleansed from the base.
"Let's have some fun," Nathan smiled at Sam. They stood side by side with their arms locked around each other's waist. Bridget Tornsen drifted around the control room idly floating from wall to wall sometimes swimming through the air, sometimes just floating as though she were trying to find the best way to control her new found weightlessness.
The view from inside the ship was incredible, all the walls and floors had become translucent giving a magnified view of the world outside. The craft itself was utterly silent, there was no throb of engines, no hum of electrical generators just an overall sense of contentment. Outside now the base was desolate only the flickering flames of Greenham's funeral pyres were alive busily consuming whatever the hungry flames cared to taste. The night was closing its grasp upon this once secret of places pulling it into whatever hell lie beyond its particular threshold of reality.
Nathan reached out with his mind grasping at the greater mind of the craft. The two had become one each of them knowing the other's thoughts, their hearts every desire and wish. 'To the east,' he commanded, 'To the city. I wish to see London one last time.' The craft turned its rounded nose to the east scenting the ill wind that blew from that modern day Sodom. Passing over Berkshire, over Heathrow where many lumbering silver birds plodded along he tarmac with all their mustered might and majesty. Tonight a mighty angel hung over terminal one like a beacon upon a hill, a light for the blind to follow as follow they surely would.
 

TRINITY
 

ONE.
 

London, England. 2 a.m.
 

A silver-grey craft hovers silently over Wembley Stadium which looks like a filthy stain beneath the perfect form of the craft. Many had come to gaze upon this wandering star that hung like a jewel in the night sky. Roads, choked with the breath of a thousand monoxide spewing beasts, began to echo to the beat of pounding soles. Hundreds of bodies trapped in the wilderness of the city's heart were running towards the stadium drawn like moths unto a flame, a fire that would purify their hearts and forever release from their flesh driven desires.
A ball of incandescent light spread from the heart of the ship like a wave of pure joy, as though a father had recovered his long lost son. Many threw themselves into the glory of the spreading light while others stood still waiting for its caress to ease their troubled minds.
And then there was darkness, only the chosen had been taken the rest just wandered as aimlessly as a bear in a cage.
 

Orlando, Florida. 9 p.m. local time. Could it be magic?
 

An eye opened in the night time sky while the screams of the excited children below mingled with the sounds of roller coasters and carousels. The eye blinked and the magic kingdom was magic no more. Rides rode on devoid of their riders and revellers. The music played on and the continued lights flash but the laughter had gone.
Fighter planes streaked across the sky their missile guidance systems locked onto the eye but they were too late to close it, too late to be saved along with the others, the house was now full. It was at last time to go home. The pilots tipped their wings, circled once then flew back unto the womb of the beast that had spawned them.
 

Dawn. Laguna Cartagena.
 

A bright sun peers through a watery sky. A few airbrushed clouds dissolve in the rising heat. The last of night crawlers flits into its daytime burrow to await the calling of the darkness once more. Behold the army of darkness, more suits all kitted and primed. Their dark glasses reflecting the ever still waters of Cartagena filtering out the harsh ultra-violet glare. The silence of death pervades the gathered assembly. The elite of the suits pick their way through the abandoned limo's and the trashed command centre and the scorched earth beneath their rubber booted feet.
"They went into the lagoon," a man blacker than his manner, oozing with bad intent, held a small Dictaphone in his hand. He stabbed the play button with his index finger, the voice of Dan Micheals spoke clearly into the chill morning air.
"It is sixteen twenty hours. I have given the instruction to commence the dive into the lagoon. I anticipate that it should last no more than two hours as we do not have any further supplies of oxygen. Micheals out."
The black man, Rodgers, looked towards the lagoon, "Let's get on with it," then he gave the signal. The ranks of suits parted to allow a small tractor through pulling a trailer loaded with small black drums. They rolled the drums to edge of the lagoon then allowed them to sink into the sparkling water. Down through the twinkling world of half-light and shadows the barrels sank slowly through the body of Cartagena waiting for the electronic whisper from above.
The ground shuddered as the barrels erupted into flames bringing a false dawn to the shadowy depths below. Great bubbles of heated gas raced towards the surface charged by the flames of the fury from below. The suits waited impassively for the surface to erupt into life but wait as they might no finale arose. Cartagena refused to be disturbed any further. The suits rolled a second wave of depth charges into the lagoon. Time passed slowly by as the charges began to sink.
"Lincoln, when you're ready," Rodgers said, barely moving his mouth. Lincoln pressed the button on his remote control.
Nothing
He pressed it again. Still nothing.
Lincoln turned around to face his colleague. He held the remote control above his head, jabbing at the button with his thumb just as the barrels leapt from the water. The explosion ripped into the dawn air sending out its deathly call far beyond the lagoon. The smoke and flames cleared in a violent and angry swirl. The suits all clambered back to their feet, shaken by the sudden blast. Unfortunately there had been no casualties, not this time anyway. They turned towards Cartagena mouths agape.
Above the lagoon, hovering by an unseen force, a craft hung glistening in the rising sun. Its hull smooth and seamless unmarked by time and trial. It waited, patiently.
Nathan looked out upon the gathered assembly, "Do we need them Naama?"
"No, let them stay where they are. They have no interest in what lies beneath this land. They have come only to destroy what they now know they cannot have.
We will wait here for the others to come. They know that it is their time, they will come."
"So are we just going to sit here all day then?" Sam said rubbing her swollen belly, "Funny thing this pregnancy. I can't actually feel anything inside of me."
"Perhaps it's wind," Nathan laughed, "bit like your mother,"
"Oh har, har, mucho funny," Sam thrust out her tongue at Nathan.
"Come on we may as well explore the place while we've got the time," Nathan led Sam down through the floor into a second larger room below, "I can't get used to moving about like this it freaks me right out," Nathan shuddered.
The room that they had entered was filled with child-sized beds each tethered to the wall with a single thick cable. The beds hung motionless in the air each one had a smooth panel covered with pale markings. Nathan and Sam looked around the room, beds hung from the ceiling others floated above the floor but all were empty, hundreds of them. They moved on through the wall then down towards the honeycomb hall where all the peace campers, soldiers and civilians were seated quietly in their honeycomb cells. Some sat with others, some were alone while others still slept or chatted to their neighbours. No one was locked in, no one was forced to stay. In some cells whole families sat together in quiet communion, all patiently waiting. There were still many empty cells, new ones for those yet to come.
Nathan found Eve and Ross nestled in a cell within the floor with them sat Moses laughing at the top of his voice. Moses looked up at Nathan, for moment he stopped laughing then launched himself into another bout of unrestrained hysteria. The whole team was there now, John Jenkins, Moses and Jim Walker only Debbie Short was still missing but no one seemed to notice.
Sam patted her stomach, "Is it me Nathan, or has it grown in the last hour or so?"
"Nathan ran a practiced hand over her swollen flesh, "You may be right Sam, I think we had better speak to Naama."
The suits had regrouped, orders had been sent for more charges which were already winging their way in. The suits fired off a few rounds from their automatic weapons at the craft which absorbed the bullets into its hull. Beneath the craft Cartagena had smoothed itself out into a perfect mirror finish. The late morning sun reflected upon the smooth, seamless hull of the craft as it waited patiently above the lagoon.
Duetro summoned his people together in the grand museum hall of their vast subterranean complex. Thousands of aliens gathered together their skins a varied collection of silver-greys and subtle reds, "It is time," he spoke in an awed whisper barely audible to the human ear. The Plaxxis responded with a soft low hum. They raised their arms towards the sky hidden somewhere up above as their humming steadily grew louder. "It is time for us to prepare," Duetro turned and walked out of the main entrance to the corridor that would eventually lead him to the second craft and the few humans that were waiting there. Behind Duetro came his army of faithful disciples their skin changing hue to a almost perfect white. As they entered the corridor they lowered their arms and became silent. Duetro entered the hangar bay halting just a few short feet away from the ship, his faithful minions fanned out around him encircling the ship. Once more they raised their arms towards the hidden sky. For a moment they waited, swaying rhythmically from side to side. Then gradually in ever increasing numbers they rose from the floor and ascended into the body of the craft. The lights throughout the base dimmed to the faintest of glows giving the impression that the rock walls themselves were glowing like the dying embers of a fire. A calm silence fell upon the base as the lights finally went out plunging the base into total darkness.
On board Duetro stood silently checking over the main console. His hands lightly tapping the smooth panels, lights soft and warm began to glow. A soft low resonating pulse beat through the ship as its heart began to lift and cry out.
Throughout the south-western corner of Puerto Rico the pulse beat out its call like an ancient warrior calling the troops to battle. From Ensenada, Guanica, Yauco, San German, Caba Rojo and throughout all that quarter of the island the people began to rise. Like a bear rising from its winter hibernation the populace began to stir. Slowly at first as their subconscious hearts received the rhythmic chant. As their hearts matched rhythm with the ship so they began to come. Crossing the miles of dessert and scrub across the forbidden zone into the realm of the suits. Silently the friends of the Plaxxis were closing in on Cartagena.
Nightfall at Laguna Cartagena.
An eerie glow can be seen beneath the stilled surface of the lagoon. A soft blue-white light steadily shines reflecting its even tone upon the hull of the hovering craft that still hung motionless like an enchanted Christmas bauble. Waiting, waiting for all the world to see but only the suits in their dark glasses were there to witness the homecoming.
One hundred and seventy suits encircled the shores of Cartagena, a living chain more deadly than any electric defense. Waiting, watching the silence of the night as it ebbed towards dawn.
 

2 a.m.
 

The silence is broken by the sound of thousands of shuffling feet kicking their way through the desert sands. Peasants, farmers, shop keepers people from all walks and ranks of life, all ages and sizes. They came from out of the dark, they came because they knew, all along they knew of this day. This was to be their time, so they came because they too had been called and chose, they had chosen to believe and responded.
The heavy scent of cordite filled the air as the suits open fire with their automatic weapons. Nothing was going to stop the chosen from reaching their goal, the islanders kept pressing in their pace never once faltering. They picked up the fallen as they went, no-one would be left behind. The gunfire ended as abruptly as it began, the suits began to back up, beads of sweat broke out upon their brows as their nerves began to falter. Fear, that most ancient of enemies clawed at the minds of the suits, they had done their best to stop the advancing tide of Puerto Ricans that threatened to sweep them all away. Their bullets had not been sufficient to stem the tide their fists would only be futile.
They turned, they ran, the lagoon beckoned. Hearts pounding, lungs gasping at the thinning air as the suits made their bid for freedom. Like sticky sap the water caught their feet slowing their escape. Nathan and Sam watched the lagoon suck them under the surface where it held them captive within its core. And still the Puerto Ricans marched on. Without stopping, without ceremony, without hesitation the dead and the fallen were scooped up, gathered like so much scattered seed and carried out across the still waters of Laguna Cartagena. Beneath the surface the stricken faces of the suits watched on as the islanders passed by overhead, their feet never faltering, their faith supporting their every step. Their minds, bodies and souls were all one with their calling master.
"It is time," Naama whispered, his body disintegrating into so many atoms.
"He's gone!" Sam swept her hand through the vacant space where the Naama had once been.
"Sam?" Nathan pulled her close, "Can you feel it Sam?"
The ship began to glow a translucent blue-white as the Puerto Ricans raised their arms in exultation towards them. One by one blue beams of pure light picked out the gathered brethren absorbing them into the body of the ship until at last only the suits remained, sealed in their glassy tomb.
Beneath the water a second soul began to rise. Duetro guided his craft from the hangar bay up into the waters of Cartagena. The water and the ship became as one blending together into a single sentient form. At last the suits got what they desired, destruction as they too were absorbed into the new life. Nathan and Sam watched the water beneath them take form and rise up to greet them. Like a giant mouth puckered into a kiss it embraced Nathan's craft with an impossible gentleness. Wrapping its watery folds around them, consuming the whole craft with its desire. At last there was only one craft, vast and daunting its immense hold filled with a living cargo of humans and aliens, a living engine with which to power the mighty body.
"Welcome," Duetro opened his arms to embrace Nathan and Sam, "At last we have a unity between our races," he smiled at Nathan and Sam.
"Hi," Sam forced out, "er, hi," she repeated.
"Do not be afraid. I mean you no harm," Duetro lowered his arms, "Welcome to our home."
"Home?" Nathan raised his eyebrows.
"The island has been our home for many centuries. Now at last the time has come."
"Time for what? Naama said that its is time, what did he mean?" Sam asked Duetro.
"You carry our child. The hope of all our futures is within you. He will be great among all of our peoples. You will be honored. The time of the Trinity is now. Your race and ours will be forged into one future. Your son is the hope of all hopes. Soon our home will be with us and we shall all dwell as one."
"Are you for real?" Nathan asked, for the first time he had chosen to question anything of what was happening, "Just who are you?"
"You Nathan, rightfully question us. You are one of only two that has survived the implant. The Naama had become distracted from its original task of implantation but you brought him back into alignment. Because of your innermost belief in something more than just life you have brought yourselves here to us. The Naama only did what it had to do to fulfill your wishes. But it is you that brought this all to be. It is us that owes you, Nathan.
We are as real as you are. You are the father of all our futures. We are what you will make us, we are what whatever you want us to be," Duetro took Nathan's hand and shared all of his life and being. Nathan fell gently forwards into Duetro's arms, his mind overcome by the transition to a new spiritual awareness.
"When will it be born?" Sam asked hesitantly, "What will it look like?"
"It will be born before the sun sets again. Today the sky will darken and a new light will come upon the Earth. Our son will be born today and the Trinity will be complete."
 

6 a.m.
 

Four hours had passed. The island of Puerto Rico was empty. Only the sound of birds and nature changing watch for the day shift broke the unnatural silence of the dawn. The Caribbean Sea rolled across the beaches, the pebbles and sand rattled and hissed in the advancing tide. White clouds hung in a motionless sky as the sun clawed its way upon the horizon.
Behold the morning sky as red as the blood of the saints who had died to give glory to their Lord. Behold the sea, a vast living body that washes away all evils. Behold the land as barren as the infertile womb. Behold the ancient mariner that clings to the rising sun and awaits the coming glory.
 

11:59 a.m.
 

The noonday sun approaches its apex. The moments tick by the passing day which slowly, on the other side of the world where the midnight sky smothers the sleeping millions the stars begin to fade. One by one they fall from the sky fading to nothing as they drop from the heavens. The world's observatories panic and scream but no man can stop the night from ending.
Above a small island in the Caribbean Sea a space craft the size of a small city lifts its body towards the heavens. The noonday sun splutters and fails plunging one small blue-green planet into absolute terror.
From a distant corner of a galaxy far, far away a firefly sweeps across the heavens. Passing desolate worlds that were once bright stars. It has come back home to rest, to stay. Its light though bright is neither hot nor cold but it warms the knowing eye. It approaches the Earth at a leisurely pace easing itself through the one small satellite moon that stands like an idle guardian. It drops down into the upper atmosphere to where a floating city awaits its embrace.
Sam collapses to the floor though there is no pain. There is no need to rush her to a maternity unit for the child is already on its way.
The light and the city are one.
The trinity of all ages is here. A second sun shines upon the earth below, casting its purifying light into every shadow chasing away the darkness, scattering it to the farthest corners of the globe.
A new dawn. A new day. A world reborn from the heart of the old. The cities of the world run in fear and chaos. Many believe that the end has come but for many more it is only the beginning.
Nathan waits by Sam's side. Duetro waits opposite him. Sam screams with the agony of child birth. Her small body is wracked with pain. Her muscles are tensed as she forces with all her will to vacate her womb. Though her mouth is open her screams are silent. Nathan speaks but he too is mute. Duetro's mouth is moving but Sam can hear nothing of what he is saying. She screams again, her flesh ruptures as the infant is born into the ethereal silence. The child open its eyes, it cries silently for its mother. Nathan pounds her chest, he breathes hard into her lungs. Her new born infant is placed by her side as Duetro leads Nathan to another room.
Duetro cradles Nathan in his arms allowing the human tears to wet his skin. On a bed in another room a baby born of two worlds climbs upon its mother's lifeless breast. It looks down into the blankly staring eyes of the woman that had delivered it into the world. It speaks in an alien tongue like a crying angel. It places its tiny hands upon its mother's shoulders and lies down, still softly speaking its strange tongue. Until at last it lies still, prostrate upon its mother's bosom.
The world below stares in silent wonder upon the new star that has risen. The people gaze upon the spreading light as it grows and expands more rapidly with each passing second. It is a joyous moment at the birth of the infant son, the hope of so many. Nathan softly weeps. Duetro stands beside him unable to comprehend the sadness that has overcome his friend. He has never seen death, his kind do not die, he has never tasted the bitterness of sorrow or felt the pain of the loss of life.
The infant child awakes, disturbed by the heaving chest beneath it. The coughs almost spill the child from her body. The child smiles a smile it would never lose. The mother coughs again as she draws her baby to her breast. Though it does not look like her nor like its alien father she loves it. Its eyes glow like burning coals its face radiant with light. It smiles at its mother, Sam smiles at her son. Nathan stumbles into the room his mind numbed, his ears still ringing with the dying screams of his love. Anger, sadness and the sense of loss are all turned to joy as he embraces Sam and his new born son.
"They are alive, Duetro, alive," Nathan hugged Duetro, kissing him, he recoils then laughs. Duetro too is perplexed at the sudden change of emotions. He laughs, truly laughs. While the world outside is bathed in the wondrous glory of the new light that come upon the Earth. Many are unsure of its meaning, many are confused. Others run in fear for shelter but cannot hide. The Earth has its dawn. A new life in the form of the Trinity. From a race that has never tasted death comes a life and a light that shall shine forever.
 

###
 

Many thanks for purchasing this ebook. I hope that you enjoyed reading it and did not find it a hard slog. You can find out more about me at http://www.badlywritennovels.com or read my latest fantasy saga at http://www.theonesaga.com.
Other titles available on Smashwords.com: The Rising (adult horror), 3 Phaze (scifi)
 

This was my third novel which I wrote in lunch breaks while in full time work. I’m a fan of the X-files and this is my go at one of them. Hope you liked it. If you did like the book why not leave some feed back at Smashwords.com
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