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The Controller was finding it hard to control his anger. He’d just found out that his entire team of hand-picked men - cannon-fodder yes! but still his men - had been defeated by two of the Organisation’s teams. The report he’d received told him that not only had the objective failed, but that the girl was still in the hands of the Organisation.

He started to pace his office. That girl was important to the Association! If she could be brought over to them everything would be so much easier. But it looked like the prophecy was going the way it was written – He hated that! He wanted things to go his way!

He picked up the microphone that was permanently connected to the control room. His voice came out honey-slick. “Jefferies! Report to my office at the double!” He pressed the button to alert his official punisher that her services would be required. He smiled; it was amazing how creative women could be when it came to dealing out pain.

Jefferies entered the office. The Controller smiled at him as he entered and closed the door.

“Well Jefferies, and how did the raid go?” the Controller asked in a soft voice.

“Well . . . We’re trying to collate the reports at the moment Sir. It all appears very encouraging.” Jefferies was sweating now – the only reports they’d had back were the ones from the watchers. And he’d been getting them to check their reports twice.

“Encouraging . . . Hmm, for whom? I’ve also received a report. Do you know what it tells me?” The Controller was still speaking softly.

“Err. . . No Controller.” Jefferies knew that there was a spy in the organisation but had never found out who it was.

“Well let me tell you . . . IT WAS A COMPLETE FAILURE! YOUR SO CALLED THUGS DIDN’T EVEN SCRATCH THE PAINTWORK! THEY’VE LET ME DOWN JEFFERIES AND I DON’T LIKE THAT! AND SO YOU KNOW WHAT I’M GOING TO DO?” Jefferies shook his head. “No! I don’t suppose you do!” A knock on the Controller’s door announced the arrival of another person. “Go with her and you’ll find out how I dislike being let down.”

The woman smiled at Jefferies. Her face was a mass of scars from where she had been taught her skill. The fact that she was completely insane was an added bonus to the Controller. Her whole existence was now dependent on how much pain she could inflict on her victims.

Jefferies didn’t move from his seat. He’d seen her working before; it wasn’t something he wanted to happen to him. “Controller I’m sorry, but I promise you that I’ll . . .”

The Controller shook his head. “I’m not interested in what you would have done. You have failed both the Association and me. We do not tolerate failure here. You will be a lesson to your successor.” He grabbed the back of Jefferies neck and threw him across the room to where the woman was standing. She quickly placed a metal band around Jefferies neck and attached a leash to it.

Jefferies screamed as tiny filaments on the inside of the band started to find their way into his skin, seeking out the nerves and taking over the command paths of his brain. Then the voice failed as he lost voluntary control. The Controller wrinkled his nose at the smell that emanated from Jefferies when his relaxed his bowels.

“Get that stinking carcass out of my office!” He ordered the woman who pulled on the lead and Jefferies blindly followed her. The Controller turned on the air conditioning to remove the smell. 

He sat down behind his desk and used the intercom again, “Cooper! Come into my office. Now!” he snarled into it.

Cooper, a medium sized woman whose face was in a permanent scowl, entered the room. “Cooper, you’ve been bragging on how much better a leader you are than Jefferies?” the Controller asked her as she stood in front of his desk.

“Yes Controller. He doesn’t have the grasp for the job!” she said, still standing at attention.

“Nor will he have for anything else from now on. Very well, prove it! You are now the section leader. Your first task is to view the death of your predecessor. Learn the price of failure! You may go to the viewing room!” And the Controller dismissed her after noting how she seemed to slightly pale at his order. ‘Although if you fail I intend that you have a different fate’ He’d heard about Cooper’s sexual orientation and made a note to have her chained up in the barracks for the men to use. She wouldn’t die, only wish she had!

- - - - - - - - - -

In the control car Clark and Su were looking anxiously at the view screen showing their progress. Su was now dressed in the school uniform again, which made Clark feel slightly uncomfortable for some strange reason.

“Do we know if this man is aware of Jason’s arrest?” Su asked him.

Clark shook his head. “I hope not. Because if he does and enters that command. . .” He was silent for a few seconds. “If those pictures are released into the internet and those children see them. It would be as if they’d been raped again.”

The pair waited in silence, urging the car to complete the trip to Charlotte’s house.

“We’re here sir.” The driver announced finally, after what seemed for hours travelling.

“Hold on Su.” Clark said, “We’re not going to just force our way in. And if we announce that I’m a policeman he might just go ahead and enter the commands anyway!”

Su considered that and then her face lit up. “Mr. Clark, this is the uniform of Charlotte’s school. I know this because I received it from Charlotte herself. What if this father believes that I am his daughter? Would he not open the door?”

Clark shook his head. “He’d expect you to have a key and let yourself in! No we need some way of getting him to the door. Anyway Charlotte’s hair is a different colour and not plaited; he’d see that in a moment!”

Su nodded her agreement in a sullen mood and then her face brightened again. “But what if he thought you were someone different. A man like himself? Then what would he do?”

Clark listened as Su outlined her plan.

- - - - - - - - - -

Richard Ferris was watching the images on the computer, he’d set it to display a slideshow of the pictures on the disk – he’d downloaded quite a few. He liked the ones of Kathy. He’d been fantasying about getting Charlotte to invite her over for a sleepover – not that he’d be allowing her to sleep much!

The ring of the door-bell made his turn off the monitor and peek out of the window to where he could see the front door. There was a girl – no it must be Charlotte – her head was down and her back was to the window so he couldn’t see much of her. The man seemed angry. The bell rang again.

“Yes! Who is it?” Richard called from the door.

“I’m Frank Webb. I think we should have a few words!” the man on the other side said.

“What about?” Richard was being cautious now.

“I don’t think you want me to talk about it out in the street! But it’s about some pictures I’ve come across.” The man was most insistent.

“What pictures?” Richard was starting to sweat now.

“Do you want me to shout about this out here where your neighbours will hear? Or shall we get comfortable?”

Richard unlocked the door. The girl was pushed roughly into the house. Richard shouted at her. “Go upstairs and I’ll talk to you later!” With barely heard sobs the girl ran up the stairs.

Richard looked at this ‘Frank Webb’ and didn’t know what to make of him but he gestured him into the living room. 

As Clark entered the room he heard the computer humming away in the corner of the room and the small disk active light was flashing away – ‘were they too late?’ Clark thought to himself.

Richard looked at Clark and misread where he was looking, photographs of Charlotte were on the wall, quite a few of them. It was almost like a shrine. When Clark noticed this it put a cold shiver down his spine.

“That’s my darling girl. She’s been my light ever since my bitch of a wife left me and her alone. Anyway you’ve had her last night, how was she.” Richard said, knowing that there was a double meaning in his words.

“Very well behaved, I wouldn’t mind her staying over again sometime.” Clark said, sidestepping the small trap left in the words.

“Oh that’s good. I’m always worried when she’s away. Now you were talking about some pictures?” Richard asked, smiling as he realised that he had a hold over this man.

“Yes. I don’t know how to say this but I’ve found a web site with some pictures of Charlotte on it. Not very nice pictures if you know what I mean.” Clark said.

“What! No! I don’t believe it.” Richard said trying to keep his face straight.

“Yes. Well I was going to report it to the police!” Clark said, “But I wasn’t sure how it would affect Charlotte.” 

“Well I wouldn’t worry about her!” Richard said. “But I think you might have problems of your own!”

Clark rubbed his head as if in confusion. “I don’t know what you mean.”

Richard smiled, “Of course you do. If you’ve seen darling Charlotte then you must have seen sweet Kathy. . . But if you haven’t . . .” Richard walked to his computer and switched on the screen, a picture of a young girl kneeling in front of a naked boy was visible. “Oh yes your Kathy’s a nice little star.”

Richard stopped the slideshow and opened up a folder labeled ‘Kathy’. Once in the directory he clicked on the show slideshow button and the screen started displaying Kathy in various poses.

“Now if you make any trouble for me! Well remember this. I have these pictures and the originals safe. No body would believe you knew nothing about this especially as you had Charlotte sleeping with you overnight!” Richard hissed at Clark.

“You can’t say that! Nothing happened last night. I’ve a good mind to march straight to the cops and . . .” He faltered as Richard shook his head.

“You won’t do anything! You know why?” As Clark shook his head Richard continued. “Because I’m not alone in this and we’ve got friends in high places. The way I see it is that at sometimes we’ll get acquainted with our daughters – Very well acquainted if you know what I mean. In the meantime I suggest you enjoy watching the pictures! Want a drink?”

Clark staggered back into a chair and numbly nodded his head. He was trying to think how he should react. “Yeah! Please!” He said.

Richard poured out some whisky. “Been keeping this for a special day.” He commented as he passed a glass to Clark.

Clark looked at the computer. “Nice system. Must have cost a lot!” He said appraising it.

Richard smiled, “Believe it or not it was only hundred and fifty, plus something else!” He confided.

Clark shook his head. “No way, what lorry did it fall off from?”

Richard tapped his nose. “It all depends on who you know. In fact it’s the same bloke that takes the photos who let me have this. That was the something else.”

Clark sipped at the drink. “Oh yes, what was it?” He asked.

“Not what, who?” Richard said pointing his finger skywards.

Clark looked up and then opened his mouth. “But surely he’s already got what he wants from her?” He said.

Richard nodded, “Well it surprised me at first and then Jason told me what he wanted to do.” He looked around to ensure that Charlotte wasn’t nearby. “He’s going to put cameras in her bedroom and keep them running. Then on some days he’ll send a boy round for her to make happy! It’ll be all on film and we’ll make a fortune selling it!” He laughed at the thought.

Clark was revolted at the thought of that. Charlotte wouldn’t be safe at home with a person like this. But for the sake of the investigation he’d have to play along.

“Have you tasted her yet?” Clark asked, almost dreading the answer but to his surprise there was a shocked look on Richard’s face.

“Are you kidding? That’s my daughter you’re talking about! I’m not into incest! That’s a filthy thing to say!” Richard almost seemed to be annoyed that Clark would have asked that question.

“Hey I only thought that since you were so into seeing her pictures that you had . . .” Clark said defensively.

“Well I haven’t! . . . I don’t mind others playing with her. Did you do anything with her last night?” Richard asked.

Clark licked his lips. “Well I would have done, except the missus was always around! She’s got a nice body.” Clark said trying to show an interest.

Richard smiled; he’d got this one hooked. “I’ll tell you what . . . You get that Kathy around here in a couple of weeks time and I’ll have a play with her and when you come to pick her up you can play with Charlotte. How does that sound.”

Clark made out that he was considering the proposition. “I donno . . . I mean it sounds good. But what if the missus makes a fuss about Kathy being hurt?”

“Hey man I’m not going to hurt the kid. Anyway Jason will get her broken in nicely by then.” At Clark’s look Richard continued. “Err. Yeah that’s the other thing. She’s still a cherry and Jason wants to get rid of that to the highest bidder!”  He watched Clark closely for his reaction to that.

Clark gave a nasty grin. “Oh that sounds hot! But I’d want a cut. I mean she is my kid after all. How can I contact this Jason?”

Richard looked at his watch. “Well you can’t just at the moment. But he always phones me at eleven o’clock each night for um . . . well he always lets me know. And I could tell him about you and let him contact you later.”

Clark put the drink down. “And what happens if he doesn’t phone?” He said in a relaxed tone.

Richard smiled. “Then I bring up the computer and run a program that will wipe the pictures, ‘cause that means that he’s not around and there’s trouble coming. But he told me I had to have the modem connected when I do it. So that his system can tell that I’ve done it right!”

Clark smiled. “So he’s keeping an eye on your system. Wonderful stuff these computers ain’t they.” Clark sat getting up and walking to the computer.

“Oh yeah! I used to spend 50 pounds a week on the magazines, but now all I do is log in and pull all the pictures I want. Hey what are you doing?” Richard noticed that Clark was reaching behind the computer and pulling out the modem cable. Then he pulled the power plug.

“SU!” Clark called. Richard stood up.

“Who’s Su? What is this?” He said as Clark approached him.

“Yes, Mr. Clark!” Su said as she entered the room.

Richard looked at her is surprise. “Hey who are you? Where’s my girl!”

Clark looked at him. “She’s safe! Much safer than if she was still here it seems!” He reached into a pocket and produced his warrant card. “Richard Ferris. I am Detective Sergeant Clark. You are under arrest on charges of have pictures of a pornographic nature depicting children of various ages. You are also charged with knowingly aiding and abetting others dealing in such material. Other charges may also be pending with regards to this. You realise that you don’t have to say anything, But it may harm your defence if you do not mention something that later you rely on in court. However anything you do say may be given in evidence. Do you understand what I have told you?” Richard nodded, “Is there anything you wish to say?” But Richard stayed silent.

Clark then handcuffed Richard and sat him down. He pulled out a radio and within minutes two officers were taking Richard away in a police car.

Clark then did a strange thing. Apparently speaking into the air he asked. “Did you get all that?”

Su and Clark hear in their earpieces. “Yes we did, it’s all on recorders and witnessed. It might not stand up in court but it’s enough to get the judges on your side. Well done!” Sir Timothy’s voice said. “If you’ll return here we’ve got some work to do!”

Clark looked at Su and shook his head. “That’s not the worst of it. How the hell am I going to tell Charlotte?”

- - - - - - - - - -

Back at the house Sir Timothy had been listening to Clark and Su’s radios – the earpieces also acted as a transmitter which was something that only Clark had been informed about. When he heard Richard’s plans for his daughter he knew that this would be the worst news that she would have to face.

“Can you see if Mary and Jessica are still available? And see if Cathy Douglas can also meet me in my office,” he asked Martin who started flipping through screens to find them. Sir Timothy walked into his office and sat in his chair, he studied the seal on the wall. ‘Life had been simpler then!’ he thought to himself.

The buzz of his phone brought him out of his thoughts, he answered it “Doctors Mary and Jessica are on their way down. And Jameson is showing Cathy down as well,” Martin’s voice said. Sir Timothy acknowledged the call and put the handset down. 

There was a discreet knock on the door. Jessica and Mary entered. Jessica had a smile on her face which started to fade as she saw Sir Timothy’s face. “What happened? Did they lose Jason?” she asked him

Sir Timothy shook his head. “Oh no, the operation was a complete success. But we now have another problem. And I’m not sure how to deal with it.”

Mary and Jessica looked at each other. “So what is it?” Mary asked.

“I’m waiting for Cathy to arrive, I want her to hear this and understand what we’re trying to do,” Sir Timothy said, being rather cryptic to the two women.

The door opened to reveal Jameson who announced Cathy. Sir Timothy rose as she entered and he showed her to a seat. She looked at Mary and Jessica who were both seated.

“Something’s gone wrong hasn’t it?” Cathy asked without preamble.

“Not with the operation, but it highlighted another problem. It seems that Jason had a backup plan. He would contact a person every night. That person was told that if a call was missed he would have to wipe all the pictures on his disk drive.” Sir Timothy paused for a moment before continuing. “What he hadn’t been told was that it would flood the Internet with all the pictures of the children, including his daughter’s!” Sir Timothy looked at his audience Mary and Jessica were attentive but couldn’t see where this was going. Cathy however had her mouth open.

“Oh god! She’s going to freak out!” Cathy said. 

Sir Timothy nodded. “That is what I thought as well. We are going to have to find a way to tell her without her falling apart. Any suggestions?” he said.

“I’m sorry Sir Timothy.” Jessica asked. “I know it’s a traumatic thing, but who is the . . .” She looked at Cathy. “Oh no! Not Charlotte. She’s already in a frail state of mind.”

Cathy was silent for a few minutes. Although she had only met Charlotte for the first time yesterday she felt as if she understood the girl. The fact of her mother leaving home when she was younger was a blow to her, and from what she’d said her father was acting strangely. She would need some support from people she liked and respected. Then there was the way she reacted with Kathy’s parents at breakfast.

“Sir Timothy can I suggest something?” She asked at his nod she continued. “I know that Uncle Frank and Aunt Nicola are interested in Charlotte and they understand what she’s been going through. In fact at breakfast they were being very supportive to her. I think they should be here with Charlotte when she’s told.” Cathy turned to Jessica, “What do you think?”

Jessica considered this. “Well they are both well adjusted. They’ve come to realise that what has happened to Kathy put a strain on her and are trying to help her to come to terms with that. So I can’t see that including Charlotte is going to increase their burden to beyond their capacity to understand and support Charlotte.”

Then Mary, who had been quiet for most of the time, spoke up. “But there is another consideration. If her father is involved with this Jason person it is possible that he will be forbidden to keep Charlotte at home. And with no mother it would be certain that she would be sent to a foster home. Now that would have an even more devastating impact upon Charlotte.”

“So we don’t tell them!” Cathy said brightly.

But Sir Timothy shook his head. “We’ll have to. You see I didn’t tell you everything that was said. And when it’s found out it’s doubtful that Charlotte would ever be allowed home again.”

Jessica was sitting straight up in her chair. “You better tell us, although I’m not sure if Cathy should be here when you do!”

Cathy shook her head. “No way! If you’re making plans for Charlotte I think I should be here to act on her side! If I don’t think I’d like it I’m sure Charlotte wouldn’t!” and she folded her arms in an ‘I’m here and I’m staying’ gesture, which made Mary laugh.

“Cathy we’re not against Charlotte here! We are trying to find out the best way to help her. I agree that a foster home might be bad for her. But do you have any other suggestions that might be better?” Jessica asked.

Cathy thought for a moment longer and then smiled. “Well if Uncle Frank and Aunt Nicola agree why don’t they adopt her, or at least act as parents for her?”

“Would they agree to that? It’s all well and good feeling sorry for the girl. But would they want two children who have been attacked to look after? And then there’s their . . . attachment for each other. What effect will their close proximity have on each other? It would be better if Charlotte was able to remain in her home situation,” Mary said.

Jessica was about to agree when Sir Timothy shook his head. “I have an excellent reason why it would not be in Charlotte’s interest to remain with her father.” He took a disc from the desk and placed it into a player. After some playing with buttons he then started it.

‘Well it surprised me at first and then Jason told me what he wanted to do . . .  He’s going to put cameras in her bedroom and keep them running. Then on some days he’ll send a boy round for her to make happy! It’ll be all on film and we’ll make a fortune selling it!’ Richard’s voice came from the speaker.

Jessica bowed her head and shook it. “She can’t go back there. Did you hear him say ‘we’ would make a fortune? He was going to prostitute his own daughter for money. What else would he do to her?”

Mary was slightly shocked as well. “But that’s sick! What type of a person would want to film such a thing?”

Cathy looked at the two women before she spoke. “But that’s what is done here isn’t it. All rooms are under cameras aren’t they?”

Mary looked at her. “Well yes. But that’s different; that’s for security reasons. They wouldn’t let anyone actually film . . .” She broke off and looked at Sir Timothy who was remaining quiet. “But they do try to install camera in my examination room!” She glared at Sir Timothy who remained calm.

“No they wouldn’t, in fact I have to thank Sir Timothy on Kathy and Charlotte’s behalf.” At the puzzled looks on Mary and Jessica’s faces she explained. “You see last night they couldn’t sleep in the bedroom and went into the common room. It seems that Sir Timothy gave orders that the cameras were to be switched off and all videos of that room destroyed. So I don’t think they’d film any of your examinations Mary.” She finished with a smile.

“Of course we wouldn’t. It was a way of stopping Bemalin from getting any information while you were in that room, the fear of missing just one bug which would incriminate you. And anyway the vision circuits were disabled all the time!” Sir Timothy told her, “But we’re being led astray here. The problem is what are we going to do with Charlotte?”

“I’d say let them stay with Uncle Frank and Aunt Nicola! Or at least let Charlotte have the chance of staying with them” Cathy said.

Jessica bit her lip in concentration. “I might be going completely daft here but why not? I’d be happy to keep both Kathy and Charlotte as patients and monitor them.”

Mary agreed, “Yes, why not? I can assure you both Frank and Nicola are healthy as is Kathy. I can see no medical reason why not!”

Sir Timothy looked at both women. “But what if they decide not to accept Charlotte? What are we to do then?”

Jessica shook her head. “The easiest way is to ask them first! That way if they refuse Charlotte doesn’t have to know. And I’m sure none of us would break Charlotte’s heart by telling?” everyone in the room shook their heads agreeing with Jessica. 

“All right then!” Sir Timothy said and picked up a telephone handset. “Martin? Could you locate Frank and Nicola Webb? Get someone to show them down to my office please?” He hung up the phone and sat down in his seat. Everybody then waited in silence.

A knock at the door announced the arrival of both Frank and Nicola. Jameson opened the door to admit them into the office. Sir Timothy shook their hands and gestured them to chairs that were prepared for them. Once they were seated he explained why they had been called.

“. . . And so you see we need somebody to look after Charlotte, otherwise it will be up to social services to assign some foster home for her.”

Nicola was sobbing away “That poor, poor child. She’s suffered so much.” Frank was holding her by the shoulder, pulling her into him.

“We’ll do it sir, I’m not sure how we’ll manage . . .” Frank started but Nicola stopped him by saying.

“I don’t care! We’ll manage! She deserves our help - after all it was more than we did for our Kathy! We’ll let the girls share Kathy’s bedroom as we’ve no space really at home, and as for money, well I could always go back to being a secretary. . .”

Sir Timothy listened to them and then said, “Well there might be another way?” He waited for them both to look at him. “We’re always looking out for more men to join our teams. And with your expertise and record we could do with you Frank. It will mean long hours and you might be away for several days at a time. It also includes a billet depending on the size of your family.” He looked up at Frank and smiled, “And since you’d be centred here I think your current quarters would suffice.” He turned to Nicola “and I think that Veronica could do with an assistant. We’re putting too much pressure on her lately and what with her daughter’s impending marriage I think she might get distracted. So what do you say, will you join us?”

Frank looked at Nicola who smiled and nodded. “Well Sir Timothy, I must admit that the taxi job hasn’t been going that well. And I do miss the action.” He looked at Nicola again before he stood up and saluted. “If you will have us sir, I’m sure we’ll try the best we can.”

Sir Timothy smiled and said, “At ease Captain, we’re not regular army you know. As for doing your best I’m confident that you will. Now we have two tasks ahead of us. The first is to break the news to Charlotte. The second, and much harder task, is to convince the Social Services that you are the people best suited to look after Charlotte.”

Jessica spoke up at that point, “The second task you can place with me Sir Timothy. I do have contacts in that area.”

Sir Timothy smiled, “I did hope you’d say that, Jessica. Now I think we’d better get Charlotte down here and see if she agrees.” He looked at Jameson. “If you wouldn’t mind Jameson.”

“Certainly sir I will . . .” Jameson started to say but was stopped by Cathy.

“I’m sorry Sir Timothy, Jameson. But I don’t think that would be a good idea. Charlotte is still scared of Jameson. I think she’d prefer if I brought her here.” She shrugged her shoulders to show that she was really sorry.

Sir Timothy blinked for a moment before he said. “Okay then, that’s if you don’t mind Cathy. I think they’re still in the gymnasium.” Cathy smiled at the group and quickly ran out of the door.

- - - - - - - - - -

In the gymnasium Sharon was bouncing on a trampoline. Kathy was taking Charlotte though some of the exercises that Su had been teaching them.

“My body won’t stretch that way!” Charlotte was saying as Kathy bent over backwards to touch the ground behind her. The comment started Kathy laughing which caused Charlotte to run to her and start tickling her. This made Kathy collapse on the floor as Charlotte kept on tickling her.

“Why did you laugh?” Charlotte was asking her as she kept on attacking her.

“It . . . it was . . . just . . . the . . . other time.” She gasped out while trying to protect herself. Charlotte stopped so that Kathy would be able to speak properly. “You . . . were saying that . . . He’d made you . . . you . . . form a bridge and . . . put your head . . . on the floor.” Kathy managed to gasp out.

Charlotte was mystified. “What does that have to do with this?” she asked.

Kathy looked up at Charlotte from her position on the floor. “Well, you’re moaning about these stretching exercises after you’ve already said that Jason made you do the same type of movements.”

Charlotte shook her head. “But that was different . . . He was making me!”

Kathy could see the tears in Charlotte’s eyes and so she reached up and pulled the girl to her. “Oh Charlotte, I’m sorry I didn’t mean to remind you of him.” She held Charlotte close.

“It’s okay Kathy! I know he’s an asshole. And I hate him for what he’s done to me. I only wish I could tell my dad about him.” She paused for a moment before she carried on. “I sometimes think there’s something wrong with dad though. I don’t like the way he keeps watching me!”

Kathy just hugged her closer. “I wish you could talk to my dad. I know he’ll look after you!”

This was when Cathy arrived in the gymnasium, out of breath, making Sharon misjudge her landing. “Oof! Thanks a lot! Where have you been?” Sharon asked when she was able to get her breath.

“Sorry Shar, I’ve got to get Charlotte. She’s needed!” She looked to the mat where the two girls were lying with each other. “Hey. No time for that! I’ve got to get Charlotte down to Sir Timothy’s office.”

The two girls on the mat suddenly got up. “Why? What happened. Did Jason get away?” Kathy quickly asked.

Cathy shook her head. “No it’s alright they caught Jason and his computer is secure. There’s another situation that’s developed and they need to talk to Charlotte, that’s all,” Cathy said with a smile to allay the girl’s fears.

However Kathy was watching her friend closely, “There’s more than you’re telling. I’m going too!”

Cathy considered this. It would affect Kathy’s life at home as well . . . So she should really be involved in this. She kept the smile on her face. “That’s fine; I think you should be there as well. You don’t mind staying here on your own do you Sharon?” She asked.

Sharon was back to bouncing on the trampoline. “No, that’s okay. I’ll just be here if needed.”

The two girls went to the changing room to make themselves presentable. They returned to the gymnasium and then walked with Cathy out of the doors.

- - - - - - - - - -

Jessica had been busy on the phone. She had contacted the social services and informed them of the circumstances of Charlotte’s home life. She returned to the office with a smile on her face.

“Well I’ve spoken to the Social Services people for this area. They are happy for Frank and Nicola to take guardianship of Charlotte. They’re going to get one of their workers to run background checks but are relying on my recommendation. I’ve managed to get a person called Maria Thomkins onto the case. She’s one of the better workers that they have.”

Sir Timothy regarded Jessica. “You’re certain that they will allow Frank and Nicola to look after Charlotte?”

Jessica smiled. “Well it took up most of my owed favours but they’ve agreed.”

“Thank you Jessica. I hope we’re able to live up to your expectations?” Frank said as he held Nicola.

She took them both in her gaze. “I’m certain of it. All we have to hope for is that Charlotte agrees.”

Sir Timothy nodded. “But of course it is her choice. I will urge you all not to try to force her to choose it has to be of her own free will. Are we all agreed on this?” He said looking at the group of people around him. He gave a small smile as everybody agreed. “Good, Charlotte should be here soon. I suggest we allow her a seat.”

Jameson quickly placed a chair before Sir Timothy who had moved to a less official area. He wanted Charlotte to be at her ease and not too worried. Jessica would be on hand to help he should she need any.

Sir Timothy positioned Frank and Nicola to one side of the chair designated for Charlotte. “If you can keep quiet until she decides please,” he warned them both. They nodded to show that they understood.

Jameson was positioned outside the door and instructed to allow Cathy and Charlotte immediate entry to the room.

There was an awkward few minutes’ waiting until the door opened. The fact that Kathy also appeared with Charlotte caused a momentary ripple in the adults. Sir Timothy looked quizzically at Cathy who looked back at him.

“If you will excuse Cathy and myself for a moment. I will be back to start this.” Sir Timothy said as he moved outside with Cathy following him. He looked at the young girl who was standing next to him. “Why did you bring Kathy along?” he asked her.

“Well they’re so close to each other that I though it would be better if Kathy also had a say in this! It’s going to affect her as well!” Cathy said quietly.

Sir Timothy drew in a deep breath and then paused. It was logical that it would have to be a family decision. They were so engrossed in Charlotte’s feelings that they had completely disregarded those of Kathy. She was in the same situation!

“You’re right, Cathy. We should have thought about her. Remind me to apologise to her afterwards,” he said.

“Well there was something else you might do?” Cathy said coyly.

“Oh yes? What would that be?” Sir Timothy asked intrigued.

“Well Sharon was saying something about going to Thorpe Park with Su at some stage. I was wondering if it could include Kathy and Charlotte as well. They need some fun after all this!” Cathy said knowing that she was pushing her luck. She didn’t know if Sir Timothy would allow the girls to just go out and from the look on his face she was overstepping the mark.

“Humm! I’ll think about that.” Sir Timothy said, smiling inside as he noticed that Cathy hadn’t included herself in the list. She was more concerned for her friends than herself! “And how about you?” he queried. “Wouldn’t you like to go with them?”

“Well, yes I would, but …” She hesitated.
“But what? Is there something you’d like more? If I can get it for you, I will,” said Sir Timothy.

“Well, it’s not something you can buy,” Cathy said. “Before all this started, I just wanted to be part of a real family again. It was nice enough with just Dad and me, but it was so much better with Sandra and Christopher as well. All I want is some quiet time for the four of us, just being together for a while. Making a new family. That’s all.” She looked into his eyes, as he studied them he could see the longing in them.
“That’s quite a lot!” said Sir Timothy, quietly. “But if that’s what you want, I’m sure it’s what you’ll get. You’ve always seem to manage to do whatever you’ve set your mind to. Now we’d better get back in.” He opened the door.

Cathy went in and sat herself on a chair near the back of the room, watching what was going to happen.

- - - - - - - - - -

Charlotte was mystified as to what this was all about. She smiled at Frank and Nicola and like the way they pulled Kathy in with them. She wished her dad would do that with her. She felt all the eyes in the room were looking at her, even the pictures were gazing down at her! She started to get nervous and fidgety.

She felt a hand on her shoulder and Kathy’s voice in her ear. “It’s alright Charlotte I’m here with you.” This made her feel slightly better. The woman, Jessica, was seated beside her and was giving a comforting smile as well.

All looked to the door as it opened and Sir Timothy and Cathy re-entered the room. Cathy moved to the back of the room and seemed to fade into the darkness. Then her attention was directed at Sir Timothy.

“Charlotte. What I have to say is going to be disturbing and for that I apologise now. The police have arrested Jason and confiscated his computer and the files that were at the boathouse.” Charlotte let out a breath she was unaware that she was holding. “However we found out that he had a confederate who would release all the files onto the internet for anyone to see.”

Charlotte stiffened in shock and she felt Kathy’s hand still supporting her. But now a heavier touch was also there. She looked back and saw that Frank was also holding her. She reached back with her hand to hold his drawing strength from him. Jessica noticed this and smiled.

Sir Timothy paused in his talk; he wanted to sugar-coat this news but didn’t think that he should. “I’m sorry to say that we found out your father was involved. He was told that if Jason didn’t contact him he was to start a program. He was told it would erase all the contents of his drive. He wasn’t informed that it would pass all the data onto the Internet.” 

“But . . . but he wouldn’t do that!” Charlotte started to say and then she paused for a moment. “He didn’t say where he got the computer from. It just arrived one day when I was with . . . with. .  .” She couldn’t finish as she was just realising something. “You mean that my dad. . .” She broke down and started crying. 

Frank had understood what he’d been told, not to influence Charlotte, but he couldn’t stop himself. He pulled the girl from her seat and into his lap. Holding her in his arms he rocked her gently, trying to calm her down.

Charlotte in turn didn’t know what was happening to her. Her world had already been badly shaken when Jason had forced her to do those things. And now finding out that her father was also involved had virtually destroyed it!

“It’s my fault! I caused it to happen!” She started to whimper away. Feeling that if she hadn’t done what Jason had told her to do it would all have been different. Then she heard a strong male voice talking to her.

“No you didn’t. You didn’t have any choice in this; you were made to do those things. Your father chose to become part of it of his own free will. You didn’t do anything!” It was Frank; she could hear his voice growling from his chest as he spoke.

She looked up and realised where she was sitting. She thought she should pull away from him, but she felt so safe, so protected there that she stayed where she was. “Would you have done the same? If you wanted to see me naked?” she asked him.

“I would never make you do that! And I would stop anyone who did try that.” He paused for a moment before he added. “Unless you wanted to!” He wasn’t sure why he said that but felt that she needed to know it.”

Charlotte looked at him curiously and then looked to where Nicola was watching them, she didn’t seem angry, but her eyes showed a feeling, pity? Charlotte wasn’t sure as she’d never seen that look before. “If I wanted to be naked with you what would you do?” she asked.

“Try to talk you out of it! You’re too young to be messing around like that!” Frank said gently, trying not to frighten her or to seem angry with her.

Her reaction surprised him. She grabbed hold of him in her arms and kissed her. “Why couldn’t my dad tell me that?” she cried out and burst into tears again. This time she felt Nicola’s arms also holding her.

Sir Timothy watched the family as they brought Charlotte into their arms he smiled. A glance at Jessica told him that she was also happy with their attitude to the girl. He nodded to Jessica to allow her to take up the story.

“Charlotte . . . I have to ask you a question.” Jessica gently asked the girl. She waited for Charlotte to give her all of her attention.

“Charlotte while your father is . . . away. We’re going to have to place you in another family. You’re much too young to stay at your house on your own. Plus there’s always the threat that you’d be vulnerable to others like Jason.”

Charlotte looked at Frank and Nicola. “Why can’t I stay with Kathy?”

Jessica tried to look concerned and said. “But what if they tell you to do things. Like clean up your room, or do your homework?”

There was a strange look on Charlotte’s face. “It would be like being in a proper family,” she said softly.

Jessica nodded pleased with her reaction. “You’d have to be interviewed by a person from Social Services and might have to be examined by a psychologist?” she made it a question.

“As long as I could stay with Frank and Nicola I wouldn’t mind!” Charlotte said holding tightly to Frank’s arms. Then she looked at Jessica. “But you’re a psychologist aren’t you?”

Jessica smiled. “Yes Charlotte and I would like to be your doctor, along with Kathy.”

The mention of Kathy’s name made Charlotte look at her friend. She bit her lip. “Does that mean that we can’t . . .” She stopped she was now feeling embarrassed at almost confessing her feelings for Kathy.

Jessica spoke up. “Charlotte, we all know how you two feel about each other. We also know why! It’s a normal reaction to the forcible way you had both been treated. There is nothing to be sorry or ashamed about.” Charlotte looked at the people seated in the room. Nobody was looking away or frowning at her.

“But we’re lovers. Don’t you care?” She wanted to shout it out.

“Yes we care, we care about you!” The voice was from right beside her. She looked up to see Frank was regarding her, concern was visible on his face. “You are the girl who helped our daughter when we didn’t listen to her. You are the one she turned to. We owe you a lot. So yes, we care about you.”

It was too much for Charlotte; she buried her face into Frank’s chest and started to cry, letting out the pain and misery that she’d kept bottled up inside herself.

Jessica realised what was happening and looked to Sir Timothy who shook his head and nodded to the door. Jameson was already opening it and Cathy was quietly moving through it, Mary, Jessica and Sir Timothy. As he left the room Sir Timothy watched as Nicola and Kathy surrounded Frank and the sobbing Charlotte. He smiled and shook his head. ‘You never know how people will react to a crying girl’ he thought to himself.

Once the door was closed Sir Timothy turned to Jessica. “Well, what do you reckon, in your professional opinion?”

Jessica smiled and was nodding. “She’s in safe hands. They’ve already shown that they care for her. She’s showing that she’s accepted their offer. It’s something that they will have problems with later on. But for now I’d suggest that we leave them together.”

Mary looked at Jessica. “Wasn’t that all a bit too fast? I mean shouldn’t there have been more discussion?”

Jessica nodded. “Well yes, but Charlotte’s been through so much that Frank’s acceptance of her has pushed her slightly. She will think about this later. But I don’t think she’ll regret her first impression.”

“Yeah all we have to do now is to convince this Maria person!” Cathy said slightly gloomily.

“I don’t think we’ll have any need to worry about her. You might like to meet her someday!” Jessica said smiling, “You might be surprised at her attitude.”

Sir Timothy left the three talking and walked away to the gallery. As he did so his mobile phone started to ring. On checking the number he smiled and answered the call.

“Hello Paul, and how are you?” He said.

“I’m fine Tim. I understand you’ve got what I wanted?” The voice of Paul Hunter sounded in the earpiece.

“I did wonder when you were going to call. You should really try to give up this life of yours. What do they call you now, the Controller! Sounds like something from Dr. Who?” Sir Timothy smiled at his joke.

“You may laugh now Tim, but don’t forget she still has to make up her mind! And don’t forget the prophecy. If she doesn’t choose you she will destroy your organisation.” Paul’s voice was mocking.

“But when she does she will destroy the Association. You forgot about the other side of the prophecy. ‘She will guide the sleeping realm and then the waking realm with her choice!’” he quoted.

“That’s okay I’ll warn Bemalin to watch out for her. He’ll quickly sort her out. And remember your man Robert cannot alert her!” Paul said sarcastically.

“Ah then you haven’t spoken to Bemalin recently?” Sir Timothy asked innocently.

“No, I’ve been too involved, how’s the redecorating going, I understand you’ve had a few problems,” Paul asked while wondering what Sir Timothy was getting at.

“Oh we’re not redecorating here. There’s no need. And anyway those men you sent are now with the police. Oh except the one that’s being tended to by Our Doctor, you know your spy Mary. Except she’s no longer your spy! Which is why your police friend, Howard Johnston is now under arrest.” Sir Timothy was grinning as he informed Paul about this. It was a serious dent in the Association’s armour.

“You think you’re winning? Well I’ll tell Bemalin to step up his assault in the dreamtime. We’ll send nightmares to your people and bugger up your plans!” Paul was angry now and didn’t care what he said.

“I wish you luck! It seems that Bemalin has already met up with Cathy. This is why we’re now in control of the dreamtime. . . Bemalin is indisposed at the moment . . . hello? Paul? Are you still there?” Sir Timothy looked at his phone for a few minutes, smiling at the silence. He then closed the phone and placed it back into his pocket. 

He continued to the gallery where Martin was viewing the return of the control car containing Clark and Su. “We’ve done it sir.” Martin said as Sir Timothy stood by him.

“This round Martin, only this round! But there will be others and we might not win the next time! Inform Su and Clark that I’ll meet them in Clark’s office in 30 minutes, I think Su will want to change,” Sir Timothy said smiling.

- - - - - - - - - -

The controller snarled as he hung up the phone. “What the fuck did he do with that girl? Brainwash her?” he asked the lifeless head of Jefferies which was just staring back at him.

“Well then it’s time to activate the secondary plan!” he added as he dialled another number.

“Hello. John is that you… You do know who this is don’t you?” The controller struggled to keep his voice calm as he spoke on the phone. Never let the help know how angry you are until it’s time to punish them, and he didn’t want to punish John just yet. . . He still had work to do.

“Y . . . Yes controller!” John acknowledged the voice of his master.

“How is the program running?” The controller asked.

John looked to where his son was playing on the computer, “Almost finished, controller. Just a few more seconds and it will be done.”

“That is good John. Now listen closely this is what you’re going to do . . .” And John did listen to the controller’s words, memorising all the instructions as he was trained to do.

“I understand controller. It will be done,” John said making the controller smile as he hung up the connection.

“You see Jefferies that is how commands should go. It’s a pity you never learnt from that mistake!” The controller said to the unseeing face of Jefferies.

John turned to his son as the computer program finished. The boy just stared blankly at the screen.

“Oh Chris, I have some instructions for you before you go back to your mother, you remember your mother? Sandra?”

The blank eyed boy nodded and an evil smile started to form on his face.

END OF BOOK 1 

There will be more stories about the Organisation and the Association to follow. The next Book will be entitled Veronica Coleman.

