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      This trilogy of books was inspired by a family visit to Scotland’s Secret Bunker which is located at Troywood in Fife, Scotland, UK, however, it is entirely fictional.

      If you get the chance, please visit to the real ‘Secret Bunker’ it’s an amazing place!

      This book has been fully revised and updated to mark the 25th anniversary of Scotland’s Secret Bunker being open to the public.

      You can find out more about the bunker at https://secretbunker.co.uk
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      Armageddon

      

      Twenty thousand kilometres above the Earth a reconnaissance satellite was taking a snapshot image of the life below it. It had been doing this every five minutes for the past eighty-two hours. The first photograph it had taken two days before showed a planet predominantly covered by water, with distinctive landmasses sporadically obscured by crisp white clouds. There was not sufficient definition in each of the images to tell the story of the millions of life forms on the surface, yet at that moment their very existence was in peril.

      The device was identified by the marking ‘GC-001’. It was just one of a vast matrix of international satellites launched two years previously by the Global Consortium to secretly record these events. The story they would tell was, as yet, uncertain. Like sentinels, they watched patiently from the skies, impassively recording all activity as the entire planet was shrouded in darkness. Gone were the blue seas and bright, white clouds of the first images. They had now been obliterated by this dense and impenetrable presence.

      The darkness surrounding the Earth was supposed to be restorative, it was meant to breathe new life into this dying planet. But thousands of kilometres away, obscured by a still, black shroud, drones were launching from a secret bunker one by one, like wasps leaving a nest, intent on harm.

      They were unseen by the watching satellites whose lying images showed a planet that looked peaceful and at rest as it slumbered beneath the dark, enveloping blanket. But a malevolent force had just unleashed the biggest threat mankind had faced since the first life forms drew breath on the surface below.

      Armageddon is described in the Bible as the last battle between good and evil before the Day of Judgement. In the next forty-eight hours this satellite would watch without emotion as humanity struggled not only for its own survival, but for the life of the planet which sustained it. By the end of this day, one of those fighting on the side of good would draw a last breath and, soon afterwards, the surface of the Earth would begin to burn like it had just become hell.

      This was the Day of Judgement.

      

      Targeted

      

      This floor was bigger than all the rest. It must have been the size of twenty football pitches, a vast subterrestrial hangar. There would be one of these in each of the bunkers, the underground control centres which formed the four Quadrants of the Global Consortium.

      The drones were like nothing he’d ever seen. Smaller than the military versions he’d watched in awe on TV news, they looked immediately more sinister and deadly. There were hundreds of them, like bats in a cave, still and silent. Then, in an instant, they activated, one after the other. Red lights, the eyes of a devil, illuminated in the darkness. When all of the drones appeared to be triggered, a bright shield of light swept across the full width of the far wall. It was a sight to behold, and in any other circumstances it would be considered a spectacle of great visual beauty.

      There was a deep rumble at the far side of the hangar and slowly and deliberately its vast iron sides opened up to reveal a dense blackness beyond. One by one the drones flew into the bleak nothingness, appearing to have been swallowed up by some malevolent force. But it was not the darkness that was evil, it was the drones which were making their deadly journeys within it. Unseen by any human eye, they launched at regular intervals, each with a terrible mission, every one a powerful weapon of destruction, intent on its deadly assignment – to annihilate the other bunkers which lay beyond in the remaining three Quadrants.

      

      Lab Rat

      

      The girl was restrained on a cold, metal operating table. She was no more than sixteen years of age. Unable to move even her fingers, let alone her arms, legs or head, she had been like this for over twenty-four hours now, given neither food nor water. Four small needles had been inserted at angles into the base of her spine and once an hour a mechanized delivery system had injected four different liquids directly into her spinal cord.

      She hadn’t been told why she was there or why they had chosen her for these experiments. There were no others like her, she was all alone in this nightmare. Another hour was up. The machine whirred into life, and the serums were injected into her one by one. It was the final liquid she dreaded most, the one that resulted in agonizing spasms which lasted nearly the full hour until the next injection was administered.

      She let out a scream of pain which echoed down the empty corridor. The only person who was aware of what was going on was the man sitting at his desk diligently monitoring the results of the experiment. His office was plain and undecorated, there were no family photographs or pictures on the walls. The only sign of who he was and what he might be were displayed on the badge attached to his white lab coat. It read ‘Dr H. Pierce’.

      

      Awoken

      

      It was never intended that this fighting force should see the light of day, even though they’d been selected specifically for this purpose more than eighteen years previously. Tested under the most extreme conditions, each cryogenically frozen body had been included on the basis of consistent responses in a series of demanding simulations. Kept in this room since the experiments ended, they were waiting for the time when their unique services might be required. That time was now. The entire population of Earth was in imminent danger from terrorist saboteurs, their evil ambition to extinguish all life on the planet and extract its rich mineral deposits for sale to the highest bidder.

      As the power surged through their cryogenic caskets and the blood began to flow once more through their male and female bodies, the awakening cohorts could never have guessed at the battle that lay before them. It would be a battle not only to preserve their own lives, but also to protect the lives of every remaining human being on the planet.
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      Synchronicity

      

      ‘Come with me! I’ve figured out how to stop it.’

      I was stunned. It was as if a ghost had appeared before me. It was now over forty-eight hours since I’d first thought I’d seen Nat just beyond the bunker doors. The possibility that she might be alive had been churning round in my head all of that time, one minute accepting the possibility, the next cruelly denying myself any hope. Yet here she was, three years older, much taller now – the same as me – but very definitely Nat. I knew it was Nat. The connection I’d lost when her life was apparently extinguished right in front of me was back.

      I felt the blood surging through my veins. The spark of a new energy invigorated my entire body. Once again I was fully alive. This was how I was supposed to be. It was like a fusion as we stood together here. We created an energy and it was even stronger than before. Nat felt it too. She was taken aback by its velocity.

      In Dad’s video he’d said, ‘It’s about you, it’s all about you and Nat.’

      ‘Work together,’ he’d urged, and now I understood.

      Both Nat and I felt it in that instant. Our synchronicity told us everything we needed to know. Neither of us could explain it, but we knew as we stood there facing each other, nourished and energized by this incredible reunion, that the solution must reside within us. We were different from other people.

      Whatever needed to be done to fight the evil that had been unleashed in this place, we would face it and fight it together.

      

      Others

      

      The three screens in the operations centre on Level 3 continued to transmit their urgent messages, unheard by anybody else in the bunker. Like echoes in an empty cave, their pleas were broadcast into nothingness.

      ‘Quadrant 2 to Quadrant 1, breaking communication protocols to transmit this urgent message.’

      The operations centre lay still and empty, there was nobody here to receive these messages. Moments earlier a teenager had been here, one who was capable of accessing this area and responding to these people, but the doors had just closed behind him as the screens crackled into life. For now, their cries would go unheard as they became ever more desperate.

      

      20:23 Quadrant 3: White Sulphur Springs, West Virginia

      

      Magnus watched the screen on his console, deciding not to share it with the entire control room just yet. He would need time to assimilate this information, to process it himself first of all. In training simulations these events had not even been presented as a possibility. As this bunker’s Custodian, he had just been briefed on Tier 6 to Tier 10 alert scenarios. Like the Custodians of the other three bunkers, until this moment he had believed he was alone in his guardianship of the planet.

      He was currently tracking three drones which had just launched from a location in southern Scotland, UK. The only likely source was an old cold-war tourist attraction concealed many metres beneath an inoffensive-looking cottage. This was a pinprick compared to the much larger installation at White Sulphur Springs – it seemed hardly conceivable that a threat could have come from such an unlikely location.

      By 10:00 there should have been zero airspace activity – yet here was the evidence on screen. A fourth light appeared out of nowhere to accompany the other three. Whatever was happening here, these drones were appearing at one minute intervals and they were not authorized as part of the core mission outline.

      Magnus consulted his E-Pad, which was tied in specifically to his biometric ID code. To access guidance for Tier 6–Tier 10 alerts he’d have to triple authenticate his ID. That meant a retina scan, a sweep of brain-wave patterns and a pinprick sample of his blood.

      He moved into one of the meeting rooms located around the edges of the control room – he didn’t want to draw attention to what was going on here. As he entered the darkened room, in the moments before the lights detected his presence, the trained eye would have spotted a faint yellow light, just below the surface of the skin on his neck. As yet it was at rest, there was no activity, but there was very definitely some device implanted there, waiting for somebody far away to activate it.

      

      Alive

      

      He watched the pool of blood grow steadily wider as the security team congratulated him on his successful apprehension of the intruder, impervious to the fading life before them. His strategy had paid off well, nobody had registered him as being out of place here, and with his limited security access to the bunker he expected to remain undetected for some time. But to gain this freedom he’d taken a massive chance with her life and as he watched her bleeding out in front of him he knew he had very little time to save her.

      ‘I’ll dispose of the body,’ he volunteered. ‘Kate wants it out of the way.’

      The members of the security team were happy to accept this – after all, they had no reason to suspect anything now. Two of the team offered to collect a hover trolley from the med lab to transport the body to the cremation area.

      Left alone for a few moments, he darted towards the woman’s body and took out a device from his pocket. This was not a gadget you’d see in any normal medical facility. He held it above the area into which he had shot only minutes earlier, but now it healed rather than harmed, sealing the wound and beginning the process of tissue repair that would be required for her recovery.

      The woman gave a gasp of life and looked at him directly in the eyes as if seeking an explanation for why this man should want her dead one minute and alive the next.

      ‘Lie still,’ he commanded. ‘I’ll get you out of here, you’ll need to bear the pain for a while.’

      She did a good job of playing dead, and he alone detected her wince as the guards rolled her body contemptuously onto the hover trolley.

      ‘I’ll take care of it from here,’ he confirmed and steered her along the corridor in the opposite direction to the security team, her body still and lifeless as he’d instructed.

      ‘Stay still,’ he whispered. ‘I need to get you away from the cameras.’

      ‘You have to get me to my family.’ She spoke as loudly as she dared. ‘They’ve switched off their life support.’

      ‘I’m on to it. There’s still some time before they reach a critical stage. I need to take care of that bleeding first.’

      He guided the hover trolley towards the dormitory area where only a short time earlier she’d taken sanctuary for the first time. Her bag and laptop were still by the bunks where she’d abandoned them. In spite of the pain she was in, she scolded herself for being so careless as to leave them in plain sight.

      ‘I’m here to help you,’ he said. ‘Your daughter is alive. I believe that you and your family are at the heart of whatever is going on here.’

      He decided that now was not the time to tell her that it was he who had killed her daughter three years earlier. She had not recognized him so far from their trip to the hospital six days ago, so he was grateful that the neuronic device in her neck was still doing its job by controlling the messages sent between spine and brain. He checked that it was still there – as if anything could have removed it. He saw the faint blue light beneath her skin and wondered why she’d been implanted with a blue device rather than any of the other options that were available.

      ‘You knew exactly where to shoot,’ she said to him almost accusingly. ‘How did you know that?’

      ‘I needed to get you out of there in one piece and make it convincing. You should thank your titanium rib implants for getting you out of that one alive!’

      

      Captive

      

      The device in the guard’s neck had been still for some time, but as James was escorted to the interrogation room it began to glow once again. He had been exposed as an imposter and saboteur, and would be interrogated and punished. There was no law here now, no government to ensure his human rights. The bunker was under the control of a new force, and they had little concern about rules and procedures.

      The security team which would administer this treatment was made up of good people, but they were being controlled by nanotechnology implanted in their necks. From there the devices made rapid neural connections between brain and spine. The faint, pulsating glow in their necks was the only indication that these neural pathways were being manipulated by an external force.

      Memories could be suppressed or enhanced, instructions given that would be executed without question or hesitation, emotions controlled and inhibited. But in the treatment of this man it was their consciences that would need to be suppressed for what they were about to do next.
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      Momentum

      

      What do you say to the twin sister you’d thought to be dead for the past three years when she miraculously reappears before your eyes? I’d seen so much since the bunker doors closed and left me alone and separated from my family in that dark corridor that there wasn’t much that could surprise me now. At first I’d been convinced that I was going to see my mum and family perish in front of me. That possibility had been forced upon me, retracted, and then thrust at me once again in the last forty-eight hours. I’d had to wrestle too with the possibility of my own death. I’d faced more in the past few days than I had since we lost Nat.

      I just hugged her and said her name, ‘Nat’, trying to erase three years of sorrow, loss and emptiness. She hugged me back, she felt it too, but we knew we had limited time here. There was no opportunity yet for catching up and exchanging stories, we had things that had to be done – and fast.

      ‘It’s great to see you, Nat, but how are you even here?’

      ‘I was never dead, Dan. It was all a set-up to make it look real.’

      I knew I’d seen her move the day the accident happened. I’d felt in my bones that something wasn’t right, but why didn’t I say anything? I cursed myself for my inaction, but who would’ve listened to me? I was thirteen. I’m not even sure anybody would listen now, three years later.

      ‘We’re caught up in something really big here,’ she continued. ‘I’ve got so much I need to tell you, but we must take quick action. We have to use the transportation systems together. I finally figured it out when you saw me earlier. And those weird buttons in the elevator – if we press them together, they take us somewhere. I’m just not sure where yet!’

      Of course, that’s why the elevator jolted when I touched the buttons – I was halfway there, but whatever it was that let me operate most things here, it looked like both of us would be needed to fully activate it.

      ‘What’s all this got to do with us? I just don’t get why we’re so important.’

      ‘There’s a lot I need to tell you, Dan.’

      I got the feeling that now was not the time to get into this conversation, however desperate I was to know what had happened to her over the past three years.

      ‘There’s something about drones that we need to know, Nat. Some kind of terrorist has got involved with whatever is going on here and they’re going to target the drones.’

      ‘I’m slightly ahead with some of the technology. Where I’ve been held, they use a lot of this stuff and I’ve seen how some of it works.’

      This hung in the air. Nat didn’t want to tell me something, and I decided not to probe just yet. What did she mean by being held? That sounded like prison.

      ‘We need to find Mum and James first,’ I suggested. ‘If we can get to them, we can make a plan. We need to see where that elevator will take us and get out of here if we can.’

      ‘I have another idea. Whatever this transporter thing does, when I disappeared just now I was in a different place. It was like this area, but different. I’m sure it was in another bunker.’

      I was as keen as Nat to try the transporter, but I needed to tell her about the secret video message first.

      ‘But Doctor Pierce said to trust Mum and James—’

      ‘Doctor Pierce!’ she exploded. ‘That man is the Devil.’

      

      Alliance

      

      ‘How did you know about the ribs, though?’ Amy asked, as he ran the electronic device over the wounded area once again. The instrument he was using had had a dramatic effect on the bleeding. She felt shocked, sore and unsteady, but it had actually healed her in front of her very eyes. It had accelerated a biological process that would normally take months of rehabilitation, as had happened the last time she’d been shot.

      ‘I know a lot about you and your family,’ he replied, sensing that the time for secrecy was probably over.

      He was too far in now, he was committed to helping this woman. He needed to find out why he’d been in the car that had appeared to kill her daughter. And what was the girl’s involvement in what was going on here?

      ‘I work for an organization called the Global Consortium.’

      She nodded, too tired to ask questions. She needed to rest a while and orientate herself. She decided to trust this man for now, but all the time she was thinking of what might be happening to her family.

      ‘As you heard from the announcement, we are in the middle of a terraforming process. This has been planned for many years, it’s the culmination of a long-term international initiative. The terraforming itself is benign. It’s scheduled to take place around us. In simple terms, the aim is for the Earth to be healed while the entire population sleeps.’

      She looked at him, hanging on to every drop of information, struggling to come to terms with the sheer scale of what was going on.

      ‘There’s something not right, though,’ the man carried on, sensing how much she craved this information. ‘When I saw you were involved in this, I knew there had to be a connection with the death of your daughter.’

      ‘Nat …’ she said, and her name just hung there for a moment.

      ‘She’s alive,’ he picked up from the silence, ‘but like you I was there when she died three years ago. You’re all connected to this in some way, Amy. You, your two eldest children and the man who came to rescue you from outside the blast doors – he must be involved in this too. I can’t see what it is yet, but whatever is going on, it’s not how this was planned. This is a massive planet-wide operation, but for the Global Consortium it isn’t considered to be a security risk in any way. In fact it’s the safest we could ever be: the entire world is involved in these events, they all want it to happen, they’re actually united on this.’

      She could sense there was more to come, he was choosing his words with care.

      ‘There’s a problem with the neuronic devices. They seem to have been hacked. The way those people in the control room have started behaving is not right.’

      He paused, as if steeling himself.

      ‘And Kate, the woman in charge of this facility,’ he began, ‘she hasn’t recognized me yet, but I know her, and she’s a good woman. She and I served in the army together eighteen years ago, we were in a team until we got separated after an exercise we were taking part in. But the strange thing is – the last I knew, she’d been shot dead.’

      

      20:43 Quadrant 3: White Sulphur Springs, West Virginia

      

      Magnus was working through the data on the screen. However he processed the scenario in front of him, it took him to the same conclusion. It seemed incredible, it was simply an option that hadn’t been offered in training. He’d always believed they were the only ones, charged with watching over the world from their bunker in West Virginia.

      The sirens had sounded at 10:00 local time. As in the UK, the staff had gathered at the site already. At White Sulphur Springs, the exchange of staff had been a much more managed affair, with Global Consortium personnel replacing military staff at a pre-appointed time. But Magnus, like Kate and the Custodians of the other two Quadrants, believed he was unique. It had made sense to him that as the major superpower in the world, the United States would have been charged with the role of caretaker of the planet.

      And now, consulting his E-Pad, he was confronted with the astonishing truth. There were three more bunkers, each one controlled by one of the world’s superpowers. Precise locations were not given, but there were also bunkers in the UK, China and the Russian federation.

      That must have taken one of the biggest political charm offensives in the history of the planet. He supposed that if it weren’t for the impending global catastrophe, minds might not have been so focused. The alarming reality of a planet with no more than ten years of life left would have blown away petty political objections and enabled consensus.

      At first Magnus was too stunned to act, but then his leadership obligations took over. Directives stated that only in the event of a Tier 10 alert would Custodians become aware of the other bunker facilities. This was such a crisis. His data indicated that the first drones released from their UK location were armed and targeted directly at his installation in West Virginia. In a few hours they would arrive at their destination. Only one course of action was permissible: to make immediate contact with the other three bunkers.

      Nothing in the pre-planning had prepared him for such a terrible scenario, this was supposed to be a routine and non-contentious operation. Every country on Earth was signed up to this, there was not meant to be any conflict here. So why in the five minutes that he’d been reading his briefing notes had another cluster of drones been launched from the UK, each one armed and destined for his bunker in the United States?

      

      Detection

      

      Kate continued to monitor the screens in front of her, the red device in her neck flashing as her neural pathways were controlled by a force unknown to her and far away. The drones were launching at the rate of one per minute, each one programmed to seek and destroy their chosen target. The first wave was heading directly for White Sulphur Springs, the seemingly impregnable facility so many miles away in West Virginia.

      Had Kate not been under the cerebral and physical control of the device buried inside her, she would have abhorred her actions and been repulsed by the events she’d set in motion. Like the other Custodians, only an hour beforehand she’d been ignorant of the existence of similar facilities on the planet. Now it was her mission to destroy them, using drones which had been intended for post-terraforming reconnaissance. They were there primarily to protect the Earth, not to assist in its destruction.

      All around her, bunker staff went about the jobs assigned to them via their own neuronic implants, all oblivious to the harm they were about to do. These were people who’d become involved in the Genesis 2 project because they passionately believed in the greater good. They were in this place, at this time, to protect the planet for future generations. It would be challenging and complex, but at the end of the project they would be able to emerge from the bunker knowing they had played their part in man’s greatest ever adventure.

      When it was all over, nobody would remember these events, because only the leaders of the Global Consortium would retain knowledge of what had gone on. These leaders were currently asleep, along with the rest of the planet, watched over by teams of specially selected personnel chosen on the basis of careful psychometric tests carried out over the course of several years.

      Each member country of the Global Consortium would receive full data recordings from the complex matrix of satellites currently in orbit above the Earth, but no individuals would be party to the whole story of what had gone on here. That information would be concealed in the annals of the world’s history. And, depending on the actions Kate was about to take, it was possible that no member of the Global Consortium might ever get the chance to view the visual footage showing what happened in Earth’s final hours.

      

      Screams

      

      The corridors in the bunker were silent places. So, any sound, alarm or announcement wasn’t easily missed. Much of the activity centred around the control room on Level 2. The majority of the staff were to be found in the canteen, in the med lab and in the security zones nearby.

      Now that the full briefing had been delivered by Doctor Pierce, a shift pattern was coming into play, as some personnel got ready to retire for the night and others came on duty. This was to be a 24/7 operation for the next fourteen days. There wasn’t a huge staff, but it still numbered three hundred in total.

      It was a good job then that the interrogation room used by the security staff was located at the back of a group of rooms used by that team. If they’d been slightly closer to the main corridor, staff finishing their shifts might have been alarmed to hear the agonized cries emanating from those rooms. The bunker’s first captive was being interrogated.
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