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I feel cold. A lot of cold. I no longer feel the joints in my body. I still breathe. God only knows how. I don't know how long this agony will continue. I am alive, buried under tons of crushed dirt and rocks. My end is sealed. I chose it. It's funny. I can't even hope for help to arrive. I pray they don't arrive. My situation would end up becoming even more dramatic. I want to die like this. Buried under the bare earth. This is not exactly what I wanted for my future. In fact, until a few months ago my dreams were much more ambitious. I was a respected businessman who only cared about his job. I had a girlfriend. A nice car. A beautiful house on Orange Road. Now everything has changed and I just want to end it like this. I tried to escape the fate that others had arranged for me. For a while I had even thought I had mocked him. I was deluded.

It is claimed that a terminally ill person experiences a short period in which his state of health improves significantly. Doctors call it the "honeymoon". In fact, it is the very principle of decline. The situation is destined to worsen quickly, until the end. Here, that's just how I felt the summer of last year. Like a terminally ill person. For a while I didn't realize what was happening to me. Then, inexorably, awareness came. Death is now a few tens of centimeters from me. I know for sure. She is waiting for me to welcome her as a passionate lover. I have never been very brave and have spent most of my life fleeing.

My name is Nicholas Marshall and what I want to remember, before falling asleep forever, is the detailed account of the events that led me to leave the city of Portland to go to the safest refuge in the world. Or at least, so I thought. I should have spent what I had left to live there.

I just didn't think I had so little left.
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Money isn't everything

I feel cold. A lot of cold. I no longer feel the joints in my body. I still breathe. God only knows how. I don't know how long this agony will continue. I am alive, buried under tons of crushed dirt and rocks. My end is sealed. I chose it. It's funny. I can't even hope for help to arrive. I pray they don't arrive. My situation would end up becoming even more dramatic. I want to die like this. Yes. Buried under the bare earth. It is not quite what I thought for my future. In fact, until a few months ago my dreams were much more ambitious. I was a respected businessman who only cared about his job. I had a girlfriend. A nice car. A beautiful house on Orange Road. Now everything has changed and I just want to end it here, like this. I tried to escape from the fate that others had arranged for me. For a while I had even thought I had mocked him. I was deluded.

It is claimed that a terminally ill person experiences a short period of time in which his state of health improves significantly. Doctors call it the "honeymoon". In fact, it is the very beginning of the end. The situation is destined to worsen quickly, to the point of death. Here, that's exactly how I think I felt the summer of last year. Like a terminally ill person. For a while I didn't realize what was happening to me. Then, inexorably, awareness came. Death is now a few tens of centimeters from me. I know for sure. She is waiting for me to welcome her as a passionate lover. I have never been so brave and have spent most of my life fleeing. My name is Nicholas Marshall and the one I want to remember, before falling asleep in eternal sleep, is the detailed chronicle of the events that led me to leave the city of Portland to go to the safest refuge in the world. Or at least, so I thought. I should have spent a long time there. All I had left to live. I just didn't think I had so little left.

The long series of interlinked events that brought me to where I am now began right after the night I had a fight with Janine. Women always know how to make after dinner sparkling and stormy. We weren't married and this irritated her a lot. Sometimes she didn't make herself heard for several days. Even weeks. I think she wanted to show me that she was able to find a new mate. At any time. But then she came back. I was the one who left instead. And forever. And it wasn't for another woman. But for money. Industrial prototypes. Software. Hardware components for automobiles.

It was the end of June. The weather was not the best. It sucked, to be honest. It was raining. It stopped. Then it started again. I was late for the office. A very profitable corporate merger was underway and I wanted everything to be in order, every detail evaluated with due attention and speed. It was about arranging the biggest cheap wedding that had ever been seen around Portland. The RPA Company had focused its attention on DeSoft. The economic union, thus combined, was in reality the first stage of a more complex financial operation. RPA (Robur Prototype of America) intended to absorb small but lively DeSoft (Delos Software) in order to raise the necessary market credit to merge with the much better known (and wealthy) Hewlett-Packard.

It all depended on the response from the New York Stock Exchange. If my company, FinQuest, had been able to present the client's accounts and the prospects of marriage with the new company in the best possible way, then there would have been a queue at the counters to bet on the new economic entity. This was my job. It was something very similar to what cosmetic surgeons, make-up artists and fashion experts can do. It doesn't matter what state the person who passes through their hands is in. There is a lot of that material on the market that can transform anyone into something different. Yes, better. At least to the eye.

It had just struck midnight and I was trying to concentrate on a rather complex calculation. Sneezing and even some slight coughing escaped me. It often happens when I get agitated. My doctor, Dr. Vinkman, always said it was a special kind of anxious release. Who knows, maybe he was right. I tried and tried those damned calculations again. There was something I couldn't understand. I lacked a good idea to justify an expense item that was repeated quite often and that didn't have much feedback in the documentation I received. I had discovered several unjustified payments, amounting to a few thousand dollars, to an electrical repair company. Either the RPA Co. had a fleet of rather fragile and delicate equipment or there he was some executive who enjoyed doing charity in favor of a small business, when he could very well solve every problem himself, with his own means. I decided to consult the net, more out of curiosity than out of conviction. It was a matter of doing a simple check on the Techno Group.

Things probably would have turned out very differently for me if I had never done that research. But now it's too late to cry over spilled milk. I did my research online. I discovered what I never wanted to find out. The Techno Group was the company that managed the contracts but also subcontracted them to other companies related, almost all of them, to three names universally known as belonging to the organized crime: Vincent Gambini, Pablo Cardoso, Inoshiro Honda. While I was gathering information about them, I discovered to my horror that the Techno Group was doing the same with me. The antispyware software my system was equipped with informed me that a worm had penetrated the defenses of my pc. Obviously, as always happens in the IT field, I was warned that an event was taking place without my having the concrete possibility of preventing it.

At first I paid little attention to it. Unfortunately, in the following days, I began to regret this lightness. I received numerous phone calls, at any time of the day or night. The voice of the interlocutors sounded like that of the voice actors for horror films or thrillers about psychopathic serial killers. After all, if, as I thought, they were henchmen in the pay of a trio of criminals who did business for the Cosa Nostra, the Medellin Cartel and the Japanese Yakuza, I couldn't expect anything different. Around my house, day and night, strange, and disreputable, individuals began to wander around. I began to be afraid. I was not a man of action. In truth, my favorite sport had always been to avoid all danger.

To go to work, I had Jeff Bolton, a big man from Oklahoma with a joke always ready. He was my right arm. Serious, determined, strong-willed, he encompassed all the main qualities of the charismatic leader. When Jeff spoke, people obeyed. Not out of fear. And this was an important quality. I left home in Jeff's off-road vehicle, I looked around all the time. I was afraid that behind the innocent appearance of an ordinary person there might be a hired killer. My right arm immediately perceived my feeling of discomfort and repeatedly asked me if everything was okay or if I had some big problem. I couldn't answer yes. Even if it would have been the correct thing to do. We walked down the road that separated us from G Street. We went to South West Avenue and did the usual large loop. We only had three miles to go. As soon as we reached our destination, we parked the car and entered the FinQuest building. A feeling of relief filled my body. I had made it. No one would have dared to enter the Black Board Center. Or at least, so I thought.

In the middle of the morning, I changed my mind. My secretary, Billie Baxter, announced that four men were asking for me. I looked on the videophone with serious apprehension. Those strangers might seem like distinct people. They wore elegant, expensive clothes, and all carried a briefcase a little larger than any model I had ever seen before. I tried to avoid meeting them. Indelible work commitments.

Billie's face went dark. His voice changed dramatically. He announced that they were already going up the elevator and that he hadn't been able to hold them back. He was asking me who they were. As if I could have known, somehow. I got up from the chair and called Jeff. I asked him to take care of it because I absolutely had to go away for a while. It wasn't very elegant but I was scared to death. I barely made it to the door when the four men entered. I felt like I was paralyzed. Fear was holding me back. The strangers sat down without saying a word, but not before having placed their heavy briefcases on my desk.

"Who are you?" I asked. "If you are looking for money ..."

I was hoping to be the victim of common offenders. One of the four, the eldest, interrupted me.

“We are not looking for money. In fact, we're here to offer you a deal. Yes, a contract. " he said using false courtesy and a good dose of sarcasm.

"What contract?" I replied confused. Those men seemed quite sure of their business. Why, then, did they talk using these puzzles?

“You forget what you have discovered about us and we will just disable your computer system... for a few days. Of course, your sacrifice will be worth something in return, which will be used as you see fit. "

If only the words that that individual had uttered were adhered to, that might as well have been mistaken for a normal business transaction. Instead, I was struggling with all my might not to shake like a leaf and I had every nerve in my body that was about to explode.

"Who are you? I mumbled almost without realizing it. "

"Friends. That's all you need to know. " the man answered, with impetus and determination.

I tried to regain courage. I walked over to my desk. The oldest of the four opened a first briefcase and flung it open in front of my eyes. I immediately put my hands over my mouth to try not to throw up. I saw with horror that Janine's head had been stuck inside it. The other three men rose from their chairs and did the same with their briefcases. I sat down in the armchair, now without strength. I saw other parts of the body of what, until a few days before, had been my girlfriend. The stench starting to breathe in the room was sickening.

“I'll set out the terms of our agreement. You give us the opportunity to ... erase sensitive data about us and we will return your girlfriend to you. All you have to do is insert this disk into your computer and a program will take care of everything. So we agree?" the individual asked firmly, who had sat comfortably in the leather chair intended for guests near my desk.

I nodded while my hand was still in front of my mouth. The one who had talked to me up to then, and who seemed to be directing the quartet, took a disc from the inside pocket of his jacket. He waved it in the air in front of him, to make sure I could see it clearly. One of his companions, a tall, thin man with large metal glasses, rose from his chair. The boss handed him the disk. The man then approached me, walked behind me and waited for a sign.

"You allow, right?" The chief asked.

"You are welcome?" I asked again in shock.

"We can use your computer, can't we?" My interlocutor remarked sarcastically.

I replied in the affirmative again, with a nod of the head. The man behind me used the keyboard and introduced the disk. My computer monitor seemed to go crazy and I immediately understood what was happening. A very powerful virus had just been introduced into my system. It shouldn't have been difficult to interpret what was going through my head. The one who appeared to be the boss hastened to explain to me.

“It's a virus. Your company's IT system will be completely wiped out. Not only. The same thing will also happen with that of all those who have had to deal with it: suppliers, customers, etc .... This is the advantage that technology offers. Once upon a time, to achieve the same result, we would have had to set fire to this shack and halfway Portland. " He said chuckling heartily.

A third member of the quartet rose from his chair. He went to the exit door, applied a kind of magnet to the lock and remained standing in that position, waiting for signs or verbal orders. In a few minutes I began to hear excited voices and noises of hasty footsteps. My secretary, Jeff, and other executives knocked and tried to force my door. The videophone crackled several times. It was still Billie, my dedicated secretary, with all my management staff. In all likelihood, they were calling me because every computer in the company had stopped working.

"Answer me, please." The man said, adding a mocking smile to his face. “There's no reason our agreement put you in a bad mood. Wait, what was it like in that movie ... it could be worse. It could rain." He exclaimed, quoting Frankenstein Jr., laughed and his three aides smiled with him. I activated the videophone trying to assume a relaxed attitude ... hypocritically relaxed.

"Yes, Mrs. Baxter?" I asked.

"Mr. Marshall, your staff and I wanted to warn you that we are under cyber attack and that every computer in this building has become highly unstable or even shut down."

Billie's voice was often interrupted by an emotional hoarseness. I didn't expect the courage from my secretary that I didn't have either. Mrs. Baxter had always been an efficient, serious, disciplined, and rigorous professional. Dealing with jail scraps and computer viruses was not her thing.

"I know it." I replied, pretending to feel peaceful.

"Ah, you know? And why is all this happening? " The thoughtful Billie asked, surprised by my answer.

"I have not the foggiest idea." I lied.
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Doctor Spencer

Having achieved their goal, the four walked out of my office and building. The older one, the only one who spoke, shook my hand and smiled at me. I understood that it was a death sentence. I locked myself in my office and didn't leave until late in the evening. If it hadn't been for the insistence and assurances of my deputy I would have sat there all week. And even beyond.

Instead, I made the mistake of accepting his advice and following it. We went to the garages. I got into his car. He started the engine, maneuvered to reverse and face the city traffic. We took to Congress Street, then the High and Cumberland, without particular jolts. I didn't expect that day to end with nothing. I would not have expected, however, all that followed. A series of shots brought me back to reality dramatically. Just in time to hear the detonations I saw Jeff lose control of the car, electrocuted by at least three bullets. The blood spatters of my friend and right arm wet my clothes and covered my face. Shreds of meat stuck to several places in the car. We skidded and ended up breaking through a dealership window. We avoided running over anyone out of pure luck.

At the moment of the violent collision against one of the cars on display, the fire-fighting system of the room, the alarm siren and the airbag placed on the driver's side were put into operation. Fortunately, mine did not open. Jeff had recently taken his vehicle for repairs and evidently the work had not been done properly. I had violently banged my forehead on the dashboard and was bleeding but, although it was painful, I tried to recover. Timeliness could possibly save my life. There was no time to waste. My killers were, of course, trying to find out if I was still alive. I unfastened my belt. I took a handkerchief and knotted it on my bloody forehead, as if it were a bandana. I opened the door and pushed my way through the debris to reach the rear exit, the fastest as possible.

I had just closed the heavy metal door behind me when I heard a barrage of machine guns tearing apart the wood of the furniture, the iron and part of the wall that was separating me from my attackers. Panting, in blind terror, I ran as fast as I could. On the street, I moved at random, changed blocks several times, turned, proceeding in a zig-zag way, in order not to give any reference points to my pursuers. I crouched inside a convenience store and only left after about ten minutes at least had elapsed. I found what I needed. I ran into a bus headed for Oakland. I tried to disguise myself as best I could, between the rear seats. If I had been lucky, I could have escaped it by saving my life. Unfortunately, the blindfolded goddess, even that day, had decided to turn her back on me.

A new barrage of machine guns cut the life of the driver and three or four passengers, seated in the front rows. The sheets of the bus seemed to twist and whistle with the speed the vehicle was taking. A sidewalk and a parked car diverted its mad rush. The bus bent to one side and continued its march scraping the left side wall on the carriageway. The sparks caused by the vehicle rose to a height of seven and a half meters. I clung tightly to the seats and with kicks, punches and the strength of desperation I tried to smash the windshield behind me. I succeeded. He probably gave in due to the stresses he had been subjected to up to that point. But there was no time to find out. I slipped outside and while the bus was still crawling on the asphalt, I hurled myself towards a lamppost and then onto the roof of a parked car. I was certainly not safe. In fact, coming out of the closet made me the perfect target for a shooting range.

Luck, which had forgotten me all day, decided it was time to help me. The sound of a police siren and then another, and another, suggested to my pursuers that the time had come for a coffee. I knew I would only gain a few minutes. I was well-intentioned to make it enough. I got out of the car and started running in the direction of my house. I wanted to get to my car. And then, with any luck, I would have played it all out by running away as far as possible. I thought I could sow them like this. On foot I felt too easy a target, a defenseless prey. I did not stop running for a single moment.

I was scared to death. And the adrenaline flowing in my body seemed to have put wings on my feet. When I got near my house, the tight grip that had clung to my throat seemed to loosen. It was a sensation that lasted only for a very brief moment. Then, everything went back to the way it was before. Maybe worse. Enough to fill me with terror. I saw my car explode. A column of fire and smoke rose several meters. I did not have time to recover from the fright that I noticed a man with long wavy hair, with a mustache, clearly false, and sunglasses tightly closed over his eyes, as he exited the main entrance.

About ten seconds later, my house was reduced to a pile of rubble. The largest piece was the size of a sugar cube. My home. It had cost me several thousand dollars. Now, his remains were scattered across the cobblestones, even miles away. A period furniture, my Edgar Degas paintings, the collection of gold Rolexes, all had been completely disintegrated. My car, an original Aston Martin, was burning before my bewildered eyes. The garden, which I took care of in every little detail, resembled a military training camp. Oscar, my gardener robot, no longer existed. Everything was enveloped in a cloud of smoke. In fact, my every property had become part of that column of dark, acrid, unbreathable vapor. I could no longer think, such was the anguish I had.

I had wronged the underworld and those were unforgiving people. My mistake had been to run into a financial affair with which some dishonest people were trying to get a facelift, a restyling, a vernissage, at the expense of many other, honest savers, who were unaware of all these shady traffics. And now I had lost almost everything. Just crossing paths with these people had already cost me hundreds of thousands of dollars. And my life itself was in serious danger.

I remained holed up in a basement, increasingly confused about what to do. I took a good look at the various attackers who had chased me halfway through Portland, sowing death and destruction. I studied the faces of those who had blown up my house and car and who, to my great pain, had killed poor Jeff. None of them had a face that was in any way familiar to me but all of them disreputable faces. I stood still, almost motionless, until night came. Fatigue made itself felt and I sank into a long and tormented sleep.

I dreamed of disturbing details of that day. I found myself face to face with those rascals, grabbed a gun and fired. The bullets hissed quickly at the figures of the gang members. Everyone fell under the blows of my gun, except the man in the sunglasses who had blown up my beautiful house. He kept advancing towards me, heedless of the bullets that seemed to dodge him. He was approaching, I saw him walk and this fact aroused in me a feeling of anguish, of pure terror. But why? Why didn't he want to leave me alone and in peace? The man stopped about two feet away from me. He grabbed my weapon, took out all the bullets and threw them to the ground. This done, he laughed grossly and vulgarly. I wanted him to stop, to stop laughing, to bother me, to attempt my life, to destroy my things. It was then that I woke up.

It was already morning and I was scared and drenched in sweat. The dream nightmare was over. Now the real one began again. I remained hidden for several hours and in my mind the images of the previous day continued to follow one another. The shock I had experienced was unprecedented. I waited for broad daylight. With the sunlight, the basement could no longer provide me with the necessary shelter. I ran the risk of being noticed. Too many people in the neighborhood were busy cleaning the lawns or the eternal search for a taxi to get to work. I tried to clean up and regroup.

I set off, turning up the collar of my jacket and pretending to be a cold drunkard. I staggered. It wasn't hard for me to do it. I had slept in a basement, on a concrete floor, in the open, for a whole night. Hiding among people would have been easy after what had happened in my last twenty-four hours. The first of my new existence. I had to find a solution. My life, as I had always idealized it, was broken but I was trying to try to keep going. I thought about what to do. What fate could be reserved for a person like me who had lost almost everything he had and who, honestly, was living in a state of profound terror?

It was the sounds of metropolitan traffic that suggested a loophole if not definitive, certainly intelligent. I remembered one person in particular. He was a doctor and we had never met before. Still, I knew a lot about him. In the newspapers I had read various news concerning him. Basically, he was a subject capable of exerting a strong appeal to journalists who wrote for low-profile tabloid magazines and newspapers.

His name was Larry Spencer and, perhaps, he would be the only person who would help me and whom I could genuinely trust. He was a thin thirty-something who neglected to take care of his hair and beard. He used to keep the first ones tied with elastic strings. Dr. Spencer, Larry, was the most atypical doctor in town. Former hippies, like so many of them, hated technology so intensely that there could not exist on my personal computer, or note-book, a single piece of information about him. Quite simply, he didn't have a cell phone, an e-mail address, not even a property. He lived sporadically at his sister's house. However, it was almost never traceable. He spent the nights at the house of this or that mistress. As long as it lasted. Even his studio was the most unconventional one had ever seen in the city of Portland.

Larry visited his patients in a yellow RV parked near Raleigh Square. It was the only way to get there and for that reason I felt safe. My enemies couldn't even be touched by the idea that I could turn to him. I found some discarded clothes on a construction site and exchanged them, quite honestly, with mine. At about three in the afternoon, my wristwatch had broken down in the bus accident and I couldn't be too sure, I found myself out of his RV and knocked on the door. Doctor Spencer swung it open. It was his style but these details no longer interested me in any way. He recognized me instantly, glanced nervously over my shoulder to see if there were any other patients, I thought, and then invited me in.

«Come on, come in. Quick. " Said the doctor. Although he didn't know me at all. Formalities weren't bread for his teeth. I was in just the right place.

He almost lifted me and dragged me into the camper. He looked for drinks in the mini-trolley and prepared two glasses. One handed it to me after pouring orange juice into it, I think. The other filled it with lemon soda and continued to do so whenever it emptied. From what I knew, the doctor didn't like alcohol. You could tell by the fact that all the bottles of whiskey or liquor in the minibar were full. The fact that, early in the morning, he took something to drink, albeit non-alcoholic, was due to a state of anxiety. I had forgotten that what had happened to me would upset anyone. I still tried to explain what had happened to him.

"I know everything." He said interrupting me. “In the city there is no talk of anything else. What happened yesterday cost several police officers their jobs. And others are itching their asses as hell. Of course, we know that you have made enemies, that you are in a boat of trouble and that, I can confirm, you are still alive. What is not known is who is angry with you and why. Do you owe someone money? " He asked curiously.

"No." Was my laconic reply. "No." I resumed. "I accidentally discovered a financial scam involving genuine crime bosses." I tried to explain.

Dr. Spencer drank greedily from his soda glass. He went into the fridge, took an orange, cut it into several pieces and put one in his glass. He filled it again, then sighed.

“Worse than I thought. What are you going to do? " He asked, denouncing his sincerest concern.

"They destroyed my car, my house, my company, what do you want me to do?" I replied, not holding back from making use of pure sarcasm.

"Will you turn yourself in? Yes, that is, will you go to the police to clarify everything? " Dr. Spencer continued to pursue me.

"A good idea? They have more support among policemen than politicians...” I suggested bitterly.

"This is also true but I don't see many other possibilities." Larry finished and I couldn't blame him.

"I wanted to ask you ..." I tried to fill my lungs with air as I prepared to plead with the doctor ... if you could take me in for a while, at least until the waters calmed down. After that, I will decide what to do.

"Mhm ... why did you think of me?" Larry asked as, with his right hand, he nervously squeezed the glass of lemon soda and bitter orange that he rubbed on the wooden table.

“They got access to my computer. Anyone who has even approached me once, and ended up in my database, risks almost as much as I do. You are the only one I know, and trust, who has no connection with the world. They will never be able to track you down. " I answered in absolute honesty.

"Maybe putting someone who appears on your database under pressure ..." Dr. Spencer suggested cryptically.

"No. The two of us know each other but more for fame than for anything else. I learned how much there is to know about you from the newspapers. You are a typical urban legend. In flesh and blood. No one I know can mention your name without also suggesting Madonna's, Brad Pitt, Michael Chrickton. To me you are the equivalent of one of them. " Concluded.

"I thank you. There are those who would define me differently but I think I understand that in your case it was meant to be a compliment. " Larry said, not masking a certain bit of paradoxical pride in being compared to those characters that in his life he had always tried to avoid, even just to resemble.

"I'm desperate, Larry." I begged him. "I do not know where to go. I do not know what to do. They'll probably have bugged every police station from here to Denver. " My bitterness was equal to my foresight. "

"Take it easy. I didn't say I won't help you. Only, what you ask of me presupposes a commitment that is truly out of the ordinary. " The doctor said before swallowing his damned non-alcoholic concoction again.

"This is also why I came to you." I said in a faint voice. Larry swallowed. Despite a slight reluctance to share his RV with a complete stranger, Dr. Spencer agreed to provide me with shelter and help until the waters calmed down. When he received patients, I did not show up. Mostly, I wandered around the outskirts of the city, taking care to blend in with the people without being recognized. Then I returned and everything started again.

The weeks that followed slipped away into absolute calm. Nothing relevant happened. I tried to recover the lost serenity and to clarify, as far as I could, about everything that had happened. I carefully avoided inquiring about my situation via the net. Recourse to more classical methods. I became an avid consumer of print media. Larry gladly accepted my stay in the camper and after a while he even got used to it.

My position within the doctor's modus vivendi was certainly provisional. It was fear, the insane terror of the unknown, the danger of my adversaries, which made the days go by without a solution to the problem being sought and found by me. I was an entrepreneur working in the financial field. I was making money by keeping people from jumping into the dark. Slowly, this way of being and thinking was ingrained with my character.

My main gift had become analysis, the goal was safety, the defect was the gamble. Once again, it was an outside help that pulled me out of the shallows. One day, returning to the camper, the doctor broke this monotonous gray with a piece of news he had from one of his clients. Larry was no longer in the skin of wanting to tell me.
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Chapter 3
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Money is no small thing

"I think I've found a solution to your problems." He said beaming. The blue eyes seemed to be popping out of their sockets, such was his excitement.

Unconvinced, I asked him: "How?"

"There's a place in the south called ... Womb." The Doctor tried to remember. "Satan's Womb. It is a refuge, a mega bunker built to defend its guests. This is a kind of hotel for people who have had problems like yours. It is defended like Fort Knox. A dear friend of mine told me about it. " Dr. Spencer explained in a quiet but convincing tone of voice.
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