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Part 1

Beatable Beginnings








Chapter 1
Cameron Cummings


“Cameron! Cameron your phone’s buzzing. Wake-up buddy,
come on.”

In the corner of the un-tidy room, in a little phone
cover, a buzzing noise was getting louder by the second it was
creeping up into the normal volume of a telephone and it was
irritating Cameron’s ears so much that he was so close to jumping
out of his bed and stomping on the thing, but the thought of
getting up was like someone telling him to climb Mt Everest naked
and with his bare hands.

As Cameron managed to scramble one foot out of his bed
with the little energy he had, his father walked in and leant
against the door frame.

“You know that you aren’t being a great role model for
your sister.”

“How is not bothering to answer my phone being a bad
role model, I believe that I am showing her that not every phone
call is important.” Said a muffled voice from under the blue bed
covers, Cameron’s father stood from the door frame and clapped his
hands slowly 3 times before leaning back against the door
frame.

“I am amazed you can pull a sentence together, really
that has to be a reason for you to win the Nobel Prize.” Cameron’s
head popped out from under the cover and screwed up his face. “The
Buzzing sounds louder from here.” He sighed with his scruffy hair
spreading itself all around his face.

“Then answer it you lazy boy!” Cameron’s head fell as he
snuggled back into his duvet, his dad walked away from the door
frame.

“Mum wouldn’t care if I didn’t answer it!” His dad’s
head popped around the edge of the door frame again.

“Well your mother’s not here, and believe me the people
on the other end of that call will not be happy that you aren’t
answering you know.” Cameron’s scruffy head swiftly came up from
underneath his covers.

“You’re very calm about mum not being here anymore.”
Cameron was a little less sarcastic now more sympathetic, his dad
shrugged gently, he crept more into the bedroom walking slowly
towards.

“She wouldn’t want us to be upset forever, and I think
she would be screaming at you to pick up that bloody
phone.”

“Yeah, but you never seemed to be that bothered after
she died.”

“Believe me I did my share of the mourning and some
more, but everyone does it differently, like you for example. You
bottled it all up and took it out on your boxing
mannequin.”

“Yeah but I bottled it up because I have to my job and
because of Annie, she was the one with the most trouble coping
afterwards, especially because we had to tell her what we do or you
did.”

“Yes I know. But don’t ever think that I didn’t love
your mother because she was the thing that completed me, even
though she was the one that had the hardest time letting
go.”

The Buzzing was getting louder again and it sounder as
if it were never going to stop.

“Right I have had enough, do I have to pick it up myself
or are you gonna do it because I swear I shall scream at the person
down the other side and I couldn’t give a toss if its Jessica I
shall swear my head off?” Cameron grunted and pushed the blue, old
bedcover over his head again. “Go ahead, I hate
Jessica.”

“I thought you thought she was fit.” He removed the
cover from Cameron’s strong grip to look at him; Cameron twisted
his head to look at his father witheringly. “I did think that
stupid thought once but I have recently come to my sense to see she
is an evil Warlord in a fit female figure. Now if you’ll excuse
me.” Cameron tried to pull the bedcover over is head again but his
father’s grip was locked on the cover.

“You leave me no choice.” He said. “Annie
love…”

“Yeah Dad.” came a little female voice from across the
hall, and a little blonde head revealed itself from the behind the
door frame, her Brown eyes shone out into the sunlit
room.

“Love what do you want to do, Tickle Monster or Ice
Bucket?”

“Can we have both?” Her sweet little pixie voice
returned, full of excitement and agitation. Cameron’s dad looked at
his son, who was secretly trying not to smile, “You wouldn’t dare!”
Cameron said looking back and forth from his little sister and
father.

“No your right I wouldn’t. Sorry Honey next time, but
pick one for now.” She bent on one knee; looked up at the ceiling
and squinted her left eye in fake thought.

“He always manages to push me away when I jump on him to
tickle him so Ice bucket it is.”

“Alright fair enough, it’s in the kitchen in the big
freezer, hurry go get it while I hold him down.” And in less than a
second the pixie little girl was gone rushing with thrill of being
able to annoy her big brother.

“Come on dad your not that mean. Come on let me go and
I’ll answer the blinking phone.”

“Sorry mate you need to learn.”

“And being soaked to the brim with Ice water is
punishment for this little crime in the house of Dad.”

“Yes, pretty much.”

“Oh come on Dad, I’ll get you a free membership to any
historic place in the country just doesn’t get me
wet.”

“Any Historic Place in the Country, would this
include the London Eye.”

“I don’t think that counts as Historic yet dad, it has
to be as old as you before it can count as Historic.”

“Annie… ” He shouted loudly “I give you permission for
both the Tickle Monster and the Ice Bucket.” A little giggle from
the lower decks of the echoed house swept the halls in
glee!

“Daaaaad!” Cameron stared at his father imploringly, but
his father was too stubborn to ever change his mind after it was
made unless he got something in return. Cameron gave in. “Fine I’ll
get you a membership to the London eye as well, happy
yet?”

“Alright son, I’ll let you go now.” Cameron finally
managed to escape his father’s grip, sitting up on his bed his head
spinning from negotiating to early in the morning.

“That Buzzing has finally stopped.”

“She’ll phone back in 15 minutes.”

“Does she fancy you then?”

“Oh god I hope not, I think I would end up fired after I
give her my full blown answer.”

“Then let’s pray she hates you, just like all those
other women, but don’t worry they’ll be someone
someday.”

Cameron stood up, walking forwards towards the door but
he continued to look at his dad. He stopped at the door frame and
spoke.

“If there is a girl who can deal with what I do I will
be impressed.”

“Your only a spy son, and are there most likely to fall
in love with another spy. Women or Man I’ll be proud of
you.”

“Thanks dad, but I think I’ll stick to women at the
minute.” Cameron turned his head and unexpectedly the little pixie
girl was there with a bucket of ice water, and before Cameron had
something to say the ice water was on him and the bucket
empty.

“R-right you li-little rascal, time for you to f-face
the music.” With one grasp the pixie girl was up over the freezing
cold wet shoulders of her older brother and her father was laughing
his head off.

“Where are you taking me Cameron?” Her worried little
shrill voice sang, Cameron answered with a smirk on his
face.

“The locker room!” He said proudly and
mockingly.

“No-o-o! It smells like mouldy sweaty
socks.”

“That’s the point.” Cameron cackled evilly before
whisking his little sister round the corner as she screamed! “No!
Dad help me!” But there dad was laughing too much to answer, but as
he laughed and grunted loudly he thought to himself, “I love my
family mornings.” But his thoughts and laughter were interrupted by
Cameron’s voice from down the hall.

“Dad, come help me pull Annie of the banister.” He stood
from the springy bed and walked slowly towards the door
frame.

“Ok, don’t hurt her.” He laughed as he slowly shut the
door behind him whispering “Oh Helen if you could see your kids
now.”

 

 










Dillon Green


 

“Daddy, wake- up. Auntie Moira making pancakes, Hurry
and she says she’ll put a smiley face on it. Quickly
daddy.”

“Alright sweetie, go tell you’re Auntie that I’m coming,
go on.”

“Ok.”

Dillon smiled to himself. He sat up rubbing at his eyes,
the morning was the most hectic time in his house and he loved
every bit of it.

“Dillon, do you want strawberries for eyes or jelly
babies.” Dillon’s head perked up, he grabbed his plain white
morning top from the chair opposite his bed and grabbed some
joggers.

“I should have strawberries.” He shouted
lightly.

“Well do you want them or not?”

“Wait a minute I’m coming.”

His little girl popped her head round the door
again.

“Daddy, Auntie Moira says she’ll give you toast with
marmite on it if you don’t hurry up.”

“But I hate Marmite.” A voice from up the hall emerged.
“That’s the point.”

“Then I better hurry up, shouldn’t I sweet pea.” The
little nodded her sweet little head and swung her
arms.

Dillon swooped his arms down and swung her up onto his
shoulder, she giggled as he hugged her.

“I’m going to start counting.” Screamed a female voice
from below. Dillon’s and his daughters head jerked and then they
were running, running down the stairs and across the hall to the
kitchen where Dillon put his little girl on the counter so that she
could see what was going on with her pancakes.

“Ah, here you two are. Now Jane there you go, jelly
babies for eyes, nose, mouth, hair and ears. There are so many
jelly babies I can barely see the pancake. Now you, what do you
want, jelly babies or strawberries?”

“I’ll have a strong cup of coffee and some golden syrup
and sugar, thank you very much Moira.” Said Dillon, as he lightly
kissed her on the head.

He went to sit down, but Moira grabbed hold of his
collar and tugged him until he turned around and went to the fridge
for milk.

“Thank you Dillon.” She said sarcastically as Jane
giggled on the counter.

“Now Jane come on we’re going to eat at the table while
we watch your daddy flip his pancakes, ok.”

Moira picked up Jane from the counter and placed her on
the floor, Jane looked up and picked her plate off the counter and
went and sat down at the nice circular table and ate her lemon
flavoured pancake.

“She looks more like her mother every day.” Whispered
Dillon as he poured milk into two cups of coffee.

“She acts more like her mother everyday as well.” Moira
said jokingly.

“Thank you Moira, for all your help around here, I don’t
know how we would have survived all this without you.”

“I don’t know how I would have paid the rent without you
so I think we’re square.” Dillon laughed, he wasn’t attracted to
Moira but having her felt like it did when his wife was there
to.

“Daddy, your pancake smells ready.” Smoke rose from the
saucepan with the pancake in.

“Ahh, Dillon your pancake looks a bit over cooked.”
Dillon looked down at his pan and was shocked at the vision. He
picked up the oven mitts from the counter and shook them over the
pan hoping to blow the smoke away from the pan but the wind pushed
the flames from underneath the pan to rise to light the
mitts.

Moira and Jane watched in laughter, but the flames from
the cooker stopped Moira’s laughter in its tracks and she was
suddenly in safety mode, Jane however continued to laugh at the
spectacle as Moira rushed from around the table and whisked the
mitts outside through the sliding door into the large garden
dunking the flaming mitts into the fishpond. Dillon watched in
horror of what he had done.

The kitchen was a scene of smoke and burning smell with
the fire alarm whistling in the background.

Moira came in with a sopping pair of oven mitts, no one
made a noise in the room except for the continuous laughter of Jane
who thought that this morning’s activities were
hilarious.

Dillon was second to laugh. “Moira, I think that dunking
the oven mitts into the fishpond was a little bit of an
over-reaction.” He couldn’t control his laughter any longer the
noise of funniness pushed its way out.

“Oh so you think this is funny?” Dillon and Jane nodded
still in hysteric fits of laughter.

“Oh so you wouldn’t care if you set the house on
fire.”

“Mitts on fire would probably not set a house on fire
you know.”

“Yeah but a saucepan on fire might.”

“Yes but there isn’t a saucepan on fire is
there.”

“Isn’t there look to your left?” The pancake sauce-pan
was lit with orange flames, Dillon eyes opened wide and his mouth
shut tight, Jane’s mouth just opened wider as more hysterical
laughter poured out.

Dillon looked at Moira struggling to think of something
to say again, Moira rolled her eyes and picked up the saucepans and
went out the sliding door again and as she did Jane shouted out the
door. “Don’t burn the fish; I don’t like Goldfish and
chips.”

Dillon couldn’t hold it in fell down in laughter, Jane
toppled on top of him in so much hysterics that she could barely
breathe.

Moira dunked the burning pan in to the pond and didn’t
bother to get it out again.

She went inside and shut the sliding doors, grabbed a
pillow off one of the dinner table seats and exited the smoky room
to the landing where she swung the pillow back and forth until the
smoke alarms whistling deceased. She came back into the kitchen and
walked around the counter to see Dillon and Jane huddled on the
floor in fits of laughter.

“So you think this is funny, so funny in fact that you
are rolling on the floor because it is so funny.”

“Come on Auntie Moira lighten up.” Moira looked at Jane
with her mouth open wide and when Jane knew she was in trouble she
pointed at Dillon with her little finger pointing
upwards.

Dillon looked at Jane and smiled before breathing out
harshly.

“You little rascal, you.”

“What should we do to her?” Dillon looked at Moira and
smiled deviously.

“I should run, shouldn’t I?” Dillon and Moira looked at
Jane again and nodded at the same time. Jane screamed and clambered
up on her tiny little legs and made a run for it up the stair
across the landing and into her bedroom.

Dillon smiled and giggled under his breath so it was
barely audible, before he looked at Moira.

She stood on a little step reaching up into a cupboard
to get some spray and a cloth.

Dillon got up from the cold tiled floor. “I guess I am
in trouble.”

Moira continued to search for some spray. “Consider the
use of your Jelly Babies punishment.”

“Wait a minute those were my Jelly Babies, I got
yesterday to treat myself.”

Moira turned her head smiled and nodded. “You burnt the
kitchen.”

“Nearly! Nearly burnt the kitchen you
mean.”

“Fine you nearly burnt the kitchen with all of
us in it.”

“Yes but using my jelly babies isn’t punishment that’s
just plain cruel.”

“Well tough, they are safely being digested in the
stomach of your daughter.” Then perfectly on cue there was a
retching sound from the upstairs bathroom. Dillon looked back at
Moira, smirking. “What was that about the jelly babies being safely
in my daughter’s stomach?”

“It’s your fault, if you hadn’t nearly burnt the kitchen
she wouldn’t have laughed her breakfast up.”

“Don’t blame this on me; this could just be your
cooking.”

“No time for your wise-cracks grab the glass of water on
the side and go help her before she throws up her stomach.” Some
more sounds of retching came from upstairs.

“Too late.” Moira rolled her eyes and puffed out. Dillon
smiled and turned around to go upstairs.

“Oh, Dillon.” Dillon’s head poked around the
door.

“Your phone buzzed earlier I think it was Jessica.”
Dillon smiled and nodded.










Amy Chambers


 

“Miss Amy? Amy? Amy I’m here for the rent, it’s been 2
weeks love, comes on cough up.” Amy laid on her bed in the small,
damp room. The humidity of the morning had caused the curtains to
stick on the windows so the room lit yellow from the sunlight
highlighting the white curtains.

“Miss Amy I don’t have all day love, I need the rent
today otherwise I have to give you an eviction notice, you know I
hate making those. Come on sweetie.” There was a silence. “Fine I
give up if I don’t have the rent by this afternoon I have no choice
but have to give you an eviction notice.”

Amy ignored her staring up at the ceiling stained brown
from the water overflowing the bath tub once.

She wasn’t tired but she couldn’t move her muscles, they
ached with hard work. Strewn across her room were her guns and
bullets, mostly 9mm hand guns with a few rifles and pistols. She
had spent the night on the other side of London firing bullets at a
tough and rough gangster drug dealer, her mission:
destruction.

Amy worked a tough job all day and night non-optional on
what to do, it controlled hers and many others lives.

Her bed cover was pale green which shone to brightly for
her eyes awareness, every muscle ached from her tiresome evening
dodging bullets and pulling triggers at wasted men, who didn’t
belong on this earth.

The Money would be in her hands in less than 5 days
until her tiresome muscles had to dodge more dangerous territories
such as the Land lady’s space in the small flat.

Amy’s air space was restricted in this flat and it
wasn’t long before the thoughts of more hard work were tensing her
brain so much that she gasped for air, but she still refused to
move.

Her salvation of air came when from underneath her, when
a buzzing noise of extreme annoyance began.

Amy’s body was immediately activated as she reached
underneath her small rusted bed.

The small red Motorola phone was out of date and had
several chips and scratches all over its fragile body.

She lifted the flip and pressed the cool phone next to
her ear.

“Hello?”

“Amy, its Jessica here. We have another mission for
you.”

Amy grunted a little, hoping that no one
heard.

“Amy? Are you still there?”

“Yes Jessica, I am here I just failed to answer.” Her
voice was cracking and sore. “Who’s the target?”

“An old friend of ours. Cameron Cummings. 20 years old,
smart, enigmatic and totally gorgeous.”

“You’re not setting me, up I hope.”

“No of course not I just added that in there to see your
reaction.”

“Of course you did Jessica.” Amy rolled her eyes, she
had no intention of going out with any boy especially one that was
her target and who was also suggested to by Jessica.

“Jessica, when will I get my money for last night op? I
swear my landlady will do more than kick me out if I don’t produce
some money soon!”

“You’ll get your money eventually, oh and by the way
thanks for the shoot out last night, our dead agent
thought it was great.”

“He shouldn’t have got in the way.” Amy flicked through
some papers she had just received from the mini fax in the corner
of the room plugged into the only socket there was in the building
that worked. “Yeah well you shouldn’t have shot him.”

“Well stuff you.” Amy slammed the papers down on her
spring bed, roses blossoming in her cheeks and heat radiating of
her skin. “Look Jessica, if you trained your agents the way that I
was trained then maybe you wouldn’t have to deal with the hassle
and bother of filing a death report, ok.”

“Ok miss piggy, time for you to get anger-management I
know someone great.”

“Oh yeah, well get them to kiss your arse.” She snapped
her phone hard so that another crack appeared along the side of the
red phones screen.

She pushed her phone on to the bed and jumped up and
down like a spoilt child not getting their way.

After her queens jealousy moment she lay down on her bed
staring up at the piece of paper she now held above her
head.

“Cameron Cummings.” She repeated the words like they
were poison; she couldn’t stand Jessica and her unkind and wicked
sense of humour. Amy preferred people without a sense of humour
because they were so much easy to impress and easier to handle
without them seemingly getting on peoples nerves.

“Cameron Cummings.” Repeating it to see if it had the
same disgusting poisonous feeling as it did the first time. Each
time she said his name some stomach acid crept up Amy’s throat; but
she didn’t know if it was a reflex from thinking that Jessica
thought that he was good for her or if it was pure detestation for
his name.

She wasn’t looking to find out though because the
outcome would most likely be the one that she was hoping for
anyway.

“20 years old. Smart, enigmatic and totally gorgeous,
were the exact words that Jessica used. If she believes that he is
gorgeous, he must have the cover guy look. Sounds like an escort,
whatever he looks like, he’s still going to feel the wrath of the
bullet in my 9mm.” Amy pulled a face. “God what has Jessica don’t
to me I’m talking to myself. Ah.” She banged on her hand on her
head annoyed. “God just did it again. God I’m doing it now! Ow!”
She flicked herself in the eyes next.

“Ok, Hay- Amy, SHUT UP!”

She fell back on to her bed hard with her pillow over
her mouth trying to make herself shut up, this was normally an
impossible task. The only thing that made her be quiet was the thud
of the steps down to her room, the landlady was
coming.

“Amy? Are you in there? If you are love I need the rent
today…” She knocked on the door gently but then she gave up forcing
herself to believe that perhaps she was insane. “I am getting crazy
in my old age.” This was the last things that Amy heard of the
Land-lady. There was no other noise as she faded into silence of
the morning cook-off downstairs.

Amy could breathe again. The pillow was suffocating her
as were her muscles which continued to throb from the night before,
she breathed out her lungs expanding wide enough for her heart to
beat fast enough for it not to hurt times and so that she didn’t
cough, because the landlady was only a few metres away  from
the door and would most likely still be able to hear everything
noise that came from Amy’s room.

She now had a chance to read the information on the
target that Jessica had been so anxious about to get her to know
about.

The paper had slid out of her hands, so she reached
under the bed to get it. It was badly creased from the crumpling
Amy had given it when she got annoyed with herself for talking to
herself.

Amy became to start wondering about what this “Cameron
Cummings” looked like because it would be a lot easier to know what
his weaknesses were, what injuries he had sustained in his life and
what were his main areas of particular interest such as his gun
holstering areas and his bombs if there was a picture but unluckily
for her there was no picture of this “Cameron Cummings”. However
being an expert profiler the details given of his features should
be enough for her to get her to make up a decent picture. After she
got that picture she could think how he would think and what he
would do in combat.

In the skills section of the profile it made Amy giggle.
Smart and intelligent can dispose of a bomb in under a minute; can
speak 4 languages including Portuguese; has had experience of 16
missions in 2 years.

If they really thought that this target was smart, then
the agency must have dropped their standards since the days that
Amy was there.

“I can dispose of a bomb in under 10 seconds, I can
speak 9 Languages including Russian, and I have had the experience
of 260 missions in the last year. If they think that I can’t
destroy this target then they are thick in the head. Damn it I’m
speaking to myself again.”

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 









  

    [image: FeedBooks]
 
 
    www.feedbooks.com

    Food for the mind


  


OPS/images/logo-feedbooks.png
Eeedbomls





OPS/images/logo-feedbooks-tiny.png
E{;edbooﬂs





