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It seems to me, my Security Directorate universe is the gift that just keeps giving.

Not for its citizens, of course, but for me who writes, and you who read the stories.

In the first volume’s introduction, I explained the idea came out of World War II documentaries and the Syrian Civil War (not that it’s over).

And I explained a little behind the inspiration for a Genomics Bureau that literally controls births, deaths and marriages, and an Office of Public En-lightenment to interpret the truth for its citizens.

I still find the potential applications of eugenics, and the complementary policies of genocide and breeding control ghoulishly fascinating.

Not to mention the recent attempts by certain governments to control the truth, so an Office of Enlightenment looks like a good way for a fascist state to buy itself the time and space to grow and develop as a country.

Especially with departments for internal, as well as external truths.

All in all, regardless of who’s in charge, a fair amount of population control requires having the right people in the right places to ensure compli-ance.

Not to mention a casually ruthless disregard for its citizens.

I worry a little that makes me some kind of egregious monster.

But when I read books by other authors in simi-lar veins, I’m reassured we all need these fictions to help us see where such policies could end up.

After all, we writers are good at following these thoughts to their logical conclusions.

So, here are some more speculative stories about life in the Security Directorate.

This time, we’re looking more at the mid-level officers who undertake this work. The perils of get-ting up and going to work every day.

Their choices, for better or worse, and how the consequences play out. 

•  In Life in the Security Directorate, Eve strug-gles to come to terms with life in the Directorate, and finds her own way out.

•  While Honoris Virilis Respectu shows Major General John Simm struggling with the difference between his version of the truth and the Director General’s.

•  Potentially, Captain Maeryn Prothero is on the wrong side of the Directorate in Calling it a Day.

•  Moving on, in Veni Vidi Vici, Second Lieu-tenant Cora Meadows must make a one woman as-sault on her own Exploratorem Station. 

•  And finally, in Pursuit of Power, Captain Tara Cline pursues a serial killer with a dirty secret.

Every day I sit down after tea and watch the tv news. The international reports show me there’s a lot of Security Directorate-like activity going on out there.

In some cases, it’s a little more frightening than I’ve imagined up to now.

I look forward to seeing how this affects the Se-curity Directorate, and I hope you do too.

––––––––
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LIFE IN THE SECURITY DIRECTORATE
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Eve closed her eyes and leaned her forehead against the stationery cupboard door. Most of her days were pretty shitty, but for some reason, this one was shittier than most.

Maybe not the shittiest day of her life, that was probably the day she’d been born.

After she passed the Genomics Bureau postnatal testing, her parents had quickly signed her and all her rights over to the State. She was remanded to the State Academy of Cultural Regulation while her parents tried to live down the shame of producing what was colloquially known as a superhero.

She took a deep calming breath.

What was it she needed right now?

Black Earl Grey tea with a thin slice of lemon. And a lemon shortbread biscuit to go with it. In a nice vintage, rose-patterned bone china cup and saucer.

She pulled the cupboard door open, and there it was, steaming gently on top of a stack of notebooks.

She smoothed a few stray mouse-brown loose hairs back into her long ponytail and took her tea back to her desk.

Kicking off her sensible shoes, she pulled open the bottom drawer of her broken pedestal unit, pulled out a small cushion which she placed on her desk and propped her feet up on it.

Drawing the silence around her like a cloak of invisibility, she closed her eyes and inhaled the tea’s citrus aroma before taking a sip.

Designated FX-84325, she’d been given all the love and care you’d expect of a State-run Academy - bullying, intensive education, hard physical work, mind control and so on.

Instead of being trained to fit in, the children were intensively trained to stand out. At least they were if they didn’t die during basic training.

Survivors had no choice but to join the Protection Squadron. The terrifyingly impassive guardians of whatever the State named the public good.

No friends or family to influence their rigid, unbiased and unthinking law enforcement.  

During the fiercely competitive initial training, she hadn’t displayed a useful skill, like reading or influencing minds, blowing up or moving heavy loads or getting places really fast.

Subsequently, she’d been redesignated FG-84325, and shunted into general training for low-level operatives; colloquially known as goons.

She rotated her shoulders a few times and rocked her head back and forth across them to try and relieve the tension and stiffness.

As bad as her subsequent life had been, Eve was grateful she’d been declared faulty and expelled from the programme.

As a failed superhero, she at least had the chance of a somewhat normal life.

It wasn’t easy though - the Directorate sent out undercover agents as failed superheroes too, so you were greeted with suspicion wherever you went. It was very rare anyone would trust or want to get to know you. 

Now designated Eve, the State mandated name for failed female operatives, with a permanent record of attendance at superhero school, the population treated her as warily as a jaguar zoo escapee.

Not to mention that expulsion left her standing outside the school gates with just the clothes on her back.

No family, no money, no support. Presumably, given the training, the idea was to ensure you didn’t survive on your own.

She dunked her biscuit in the tea and savoured the flavour as it slowly dissolved on her tongue.

Eve had always been lucky. She’d always been able to lay her hands on whatever she needed. Whether that was an extra food ration, a safe place to hide, or a helping hand. Or maybe that was her superpower.

Undetected, because she needed it to be.

For her, it was a pretty useful power to have, even though it wasn’t always reliable. She wasn’t sure how need was determined, or what would meet that need.

Or where the stuff came from. Or given it disappeared when she was done needing it, what happened to it.

She took a deep breath and stretched as she let it out in a sigh.

Her ability to quickly obtain required supplies with a minimum of fuss had earned her a tiny, yet private office in the warehouse.

It was gloomy, full of broken furniture and a long way from where the business action happened.

But it was all hers.

Plus, her unwavering cheerfulness in the face of constant doubt had gained her a certain amount of tolerance from her colleagues.

She would always be an outsider, but she was treated reasonably well and accepted at company functions.

Though, fearing alcohol-fuelled reprisals for Protection Squad activities, she always managed to leave before the drinking started in earnest.  

She didn’t know for sure, but it made sense the Squad would monitor her activities more carefully than normals, so she’d been vigilant.

In general, she lived a quiet life, skirting the fringes of other people’s lives. She kept to herself, dressed and acted to avoid attention, and tried not to use her power unless it was necessary.

But she was lonely. She worked alone, then went home alone, to her tiny apartment full of smiling stuffed animals. She bought cookbooks from exotic places she would never be permitted to visit and cooked single-serve meals.

After dinner, she curled up in a blanket, reading borrowed books, living an adventurous kind of life with close friends forbidden to her.

Imagining she was allowed a boyfriend, someone to kiss and openly share her feelings with.  

Today’s borrowed tea and biscuit was relatively minor - a quiet moment outside of normal. Once she’d been followed into a building, and exited from another in someone else’s body.

She sighed again, put the empty teacup down, and massaged her temples. Just for a moment, she imagined another life.

One where the State didn’t monitor and control the people. Where there was no such thing as a Protection Squad, and people lived their lives freely and openly.

What would that be like?

Standing up, she stretched again and walked across the room to the window overlooking the warehouse. The sun was shining, birds were singing, and a warm, soft floral breeze blew through a crack in the glass.

Given the opportunity, she’d have climbed out the window to see what that other life was like, but the bars made that impossible.

For the moment she’d satisfy herself with a borrowed breath of fresh air.

The stiff office door scraped and jittered as someone tried to open it.

Eve turned away from the window and walked towards her desk. By the time she got there, the room had reverted to its usual dingy appearance.

The sunny exterior view faded to a dirty safety glass window overlooking the warehouse. The cushion, teacup and saucer also disappeared.

An odour of must rolled over the light scent of flowers.  

She stepped back into her shoes, smoothed her grey pencil skirt down and kicked the pedestal drawer shut.

Then picked up a notebook covered in a girly cartoon pattern from her neat and clean desk, along with a pencil topped by a half-used rabbit eraser.

She pasted a cheerful smile on her face and was ready to take on whoever came through the door.

It suddenly gave way, and a tall, well-dressed muscular man fell through, tripping a few steps forward to collide with her.

She deftly caught and held him to stop him falling over. Trying not to inhale his brisk outdoorsy scent, she let him catch his balance.

He quickly took a step back. While it was probably for his own protection, Eve was grateful to have more air around her.

“I’m sorry, the door’s sticky. I’ve called the maintenance department, but it’s a very low priority.”

He smiled and waved a hand in its direction, “there’s no need. It’s not your fault.”

Eve smiled a small smile and bowed her head in acknowledgement.

“I’m Adam, I’m here about the Statutory Department’s order for half a pallet of copy paper.”

Eve looked a little more closely at him. His name labelled him a failed superhero just like her, but his clothing suggested he was an agent.

She’d never met another failure and didn’t know what to expect.

She schooled her face, trying not to look too alarmed or interested. She was fairly sure she hadn’t done anything to raise suspicion, but he could still be there for a random audit.

She put her notebook and pencil down and nodded professionally. “I’ve prepared your order for dispatch. If you’ll follow me, I’ll show you where it is.”

She opened the warehouse door and led him down the steel stairs, his eyes boring holes in her back.

Not literally, of course, he was a failure too, but her recently relaxed shoulders started tensing up again anyway. 

As they walked through the racked stock, Eve was at war with herself.

On one side, she was eaten up with curiosity about who he was and how he came to be there.

Even though she was essentially quarantined from the normals, she thought someone might have mentioned there was another failure in the building.
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