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Tag lines:


Steed goes Shakespeare…


and Emma sees a ghost. (Kimberly McCachren)





Steed takes the Stage…


and Emma get the curtain. (Cal Westray)





Community Story—Part One (Mint Julep)





Steed and Emma, sitting to the side of the large gathering, listened to the lecturer with detached disinterest.





"Everyone naturally brings his or her own unique perspective and personality to any given work of art. I believe I have already offered elsewhere in this forum several sensible and cogent reasons why one may have eschewed "romance." I shall briefly repeat them here.”





“It is not, in my opinion, altogether outrageous for women to prefer to exercise perhaps more than usual prudence. They may want to keep their relationship on a more "friendly" (as opposed to "romantic") basis if only to spare herself considerable grief. Mind you, their detachment may just be part of a story they are telling themselves.”





“The ability to separate Sex and Love and Romance as three very different sorts of things may be something that many people are simply unwilling to accept. Possibly this represent some ideal fantasy of Romance that some people treasure and feel a need to cling to for reasons that are nobody's business; and they have every right to do so.”





“Now does my reading of a relationship reveal anything about me? Am I a cynical, jaded Decadent who has hardened her heart to Romantic ideals? Possibly so. I prefer to think of myself as clear-headed, sophisticated, and rather witty in my attitudes toward such things. It is obvious to me that the Myth of Romantic Love was invented in the twelfth century by itinerant French troubadours who had to make a living like everyone else. It was gradually assimilated into a culture that had a vested interest in promoting The Family as a convenient unit of production and consumption, and Romantic Love was a story that people were told in order to keep the social and economic wheels turning. So deeply ingrained is this Myth in our culture that anyone who questions its validity must be somehow maladjusted, and the suggestion that Sex is something that can be enjoyed quite apart from Romance marks one as corrupt and hedonistic. Likewise, the hypothesis that friendship (whether or not it includes physical intimacy) is in fact a higher and truer form of real Love than either marriage or romance is viewed significantly askance. This is hardly surprising, for the culture diligently stuffs the Myth of Romantic Love down everyone's throats from a very early age and within every conceivable context. The culture also insists that Love and Sex are somehow inextricably intertwined and this idea is plastered all over billboards and movie screens and across the pages of novels and in commercial advertisements hawking everything from Diet Coke to sugarless chewing gum. Many people buy into this elevation of Romantic Love possibly because they have been "in love" themselves at one time or another and it represents the only experience they have ever had of the transcendent. One of the great tragedies of our culture is that it has produced so many hopeful millions of people who go through life feeling that there is something seriously lacking in them simply because their lives are not like some sappy movie starring Stewart Granger and Loretta Young. To even dare to whisper that Romantic Love is a cultural myth that has done as much harm as good is to risk facing raised eyebrows and supercilious looks of extravagant pity.”





“Ours is unfortunately a culture that places very little stock in spiritual values, and one of the noblest things about friendship --- real, true, loyal, committed friendship --- is that it is usually based on qualities that go deeper than charm or physical attraction or wit or intelligence or even sex itself. Many people of my age (forty-ish, thank you very much) have friendships with persons of both sexes (who may even be former lovers) which have lasted longer than their marriages. I suspect that this may be because the essence of a good friendship is something intangible and mysterious: you can't put your finger on it, but you know it's there, and once it has been established it tends to survive wind and weather and disappointments, large and small. The dynamics of a good friendship can be complex and problematic, but at least people don't have to worry about losing their looks or whose turn it is to do the dishes. (Whole marriages have collapsed on just such matters.) Of course by far among the most fortunate people in the world are those who maintain real friendships with their spouses, lovers, or partners. These may be the ones who have it all.”





“But of course, as always, this is just my opinion.”





“We all come to Art with a built-in set of values and a whole collection of personal myths, and maybe I am missing something rich and beautiful in reading the issue as I do. Perhaps my attitude also reveals that I am missing something rich and beautiful in life as well. If you want to think that people were lovers (I mean in a thoroughly romantic, as opposed to a strictly physical) sense, then that is your opinion and you are quite right to embrace it. I do agree that the way we respond to romance reveals something of who we are.  If I were another kind of person with another kind of history (were I not bisexual, for instance, I might be more inclined to see that Romantic Love between a man and woman is "only natural" instead of seeing more complexity and ambiguity there; or if I had grown up waiting for Prince Charming to arrive on a white steed and take care of me forever, I might be more receptive to the idea of conventional Romance), I might respond quite differently. It is our differences, and the ways in which we talk about them, that make human interaction so interesting.”








�



Community Story--Part Two (Howard Hayden)





Steed turned in his seat to Emma as the lecturer droned on. He silently thanked whatever god's looked out for him that his relationship to the auburn haired beauty next to him wasn't that complicated. 





Emma looked back at Steed questioningly, an eyebrow raised. 





"Quite convincing." Steed whispered, leaning towards her. 





"Quite" Emma replied. "And how well attended. We were lucky to get seated at all." 





"I've had better luck." Steed muttered, shifting uncomfortably in is seat. 





"Isn't that Lord Trenton and his wife?" Emma indicated with a curt nod. 





"Yes it is." He replied coolly. "I don't think they have ever been accused of being overly romantic." 





"There is quite a cross-section of London's elite in attendance." Emma mused. "Bankers, politicians, industrialists, financiers... Not the sort you normally find at self-help seminars I think. I wonder who's watching the shop?" 





"We are," Steed murmured with a sly smile. 








�



Community Story--Part Three (Mint Julep)





Emma raised a delicately arched right eyebrow at him. "What ever do you mean?" she hissed. 





Just then the lecturer, a voluptuous dark-haired woman with exotic Mediterranean features dressed in an elegantly styled black skirt and matching jacket with a bright red silk blouse (only slightly marred by what looked like a tiny cigarette burn hole just above her left breast) adorned with a tastefully understated ivory brooch, glared at the two of them. "As I was saying," she continued, her lucid and sultry voice caressing the words with perfect pitch and impeccable diction and her soulful brown eyes glaring in Emma's direction. 





"You shouldn't talk during the lecture," Steed adjured Emma in a stage whisper as he immersed himself in studying the open page of his notebook, which was filled with doodles of the lecturer in various provocative poses. 





"Well you started it!" 





Emma graced him with a brief snarl and then busied herself with the small programme provided just before the lecture. The programme was printed on Number Three Eaton's parchment stationary featuring the title of the lecture --- "This Thing Called Love is Pathological" --- and a reproduction of a drawing of a twelfth century troubadour.  Emma opened the programme, but instead of seeing a synopsis of the lecture, she saw a drawing of a suspiciously familiar looking man in a bowler and a three piece Edwardian suit who was carrying a black umbrella by a wooden Victorian handle in his right hand.  Over his head were the words "MRS. PEEL, YOU'RE NEEDED." 








�



Community Story--Part Four (Cal Westray)





Sighing, she rolled her eyes and thought to herself, "I've been had again." She turned to her partner, who seemed inordinately pleased with himself.  With a wry smirk and soft voice she said. "Artfully done, Steed." 





He winced at the jab and she continued. "Out with it, Steed. Does the case have anything to do with your lecherous doodles of the lecturer?"





He gave Emma that 'Who me?' look. "If it were only that simple, I wouldn't need to bring you along my dear." He looked at the lecturer, who returned his look with irritation. Their quiet discussion seemed to be a distraction to her and appeared to have thrown her off tempo.





He shrugged and grinned at the lecturer. He returned his gaze to his partner, who was getting a bit impatient, he continued. "She is part of the mystery, or I should say the mystery 'involves' her. Dr. Anita Cummings is one of those psychologists who specializes in intimate relationships."





"A Sex Psychologist. I see. Have you had a few sessions with her?"





He arched an eyebrow. "Not in the way you are implying, my dear. Besides, a gentleman..."





"Never tells, I know. OK, then, what ‘can’ you tell me?"
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Community Story--Part Five (Mona Morstein)





Steed nodded his head towards the exit, and to avoid anymore elbows in their sides from their irritated seat neighbors, they decided to leave the lecture hall and talk further upon this new case in the hallway. 





"I'm sorry," the lecturer said, noticing them walking up the aisle. "But, have I said something that upsets you?" 





Steed smiled back at her. "Not at all, Dr. Cummings," he replied. 





"May I ask then why you two are leaving?" 





Steed continued, "I thought this was the talk on the dietary habits of gorillas. Sex I already know about. The birds and the bees and that sort of thing. I've read books on the subject." 





"And you?" Dr. Cummings addressed Emma now. 





"I have a psychic feeling I left my iron plugged in at home. Good day." Emma turned a left the hall in a huff, disliking completely having had such rude attention drawn to her. Steed raised his bowler hat to the doctor and followed after his partner. He didn't see Dr. Cummings nod to someone in the corner, who pulled out a walkie-talkie and spoke some muffled words into it. 





Steed joined Emma in the corridor. "Odd," he said to her still slightly fuming face, "her asking us why we were leaving." 





"Does she know who we are?" Emma asked. 





"I don't see how she could. Although, two agents who were investigating her research facility, 'DO-ME', have been killed. Quite nastily, too. Drowned in what appeared to be huge vats of sper--that is, well...a thoroughly unpleasant fluid to be drowned in." 





Emma stood there with her arms crossed. "Her research facility is called 'DO-ME'? You have got to be kidding." 





"It is a rather suggestive acronym, isn't it? Yes, 'The Database Of Marriage and Enjoyment'". 





"And those agents drowned in... that? This case is going to be one for the records." 





"No doubt," Steed agreed. 





They sat down outside the hall on a wooden bench, enjoying the warmth of an early spring sun. Steed pulled out a small notebook from his inside jacket pocket and said, "Now here are the specifics as far as we know them." 
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Community Story--Part Six (Cal Westray)





Steed handed her the notebook. It’s a miniaturized black leather spiral notepad, like Steed has used for ages. He prefers the small version, because it doesn’t take up much room in his jacket pocket. Emma had to squint at first, to adjust her vision to the smaller print.





From the notes… Over the last few months, there was a rash of break-ins at nearly all of the fertility clinics throughout Europe. Some samples have been taken or were suspected as ‘replaced’. At first, it was suspected that files or labels have been mistakenly entered or misfiled. Due to the frequent reporting of these ‘seemingly’ clerical errors, further investigations followed. As a result, it was uncovered that all of the samples have been ‘replaced’ with other samples.





Emma became uncomfortable at the implications but continued to read.





Nearly a hundred samples were taken from the dead agents. They were rushed to the ministry DNA labs for testing. Upon checking the DNA markers of all the samples provided, it was concluded that the DNA came from the same unknown subject. And further study identifies that none of the samples appear to have been previously frozen. There were also traces of some unidentified nutrient proteins mixed with the samples. The samples taken from the agents, still contained viable cells a couple days later. Random samples were also tested from some of the clinics to confirm suspicions.





The conclusions from the Ministry are that all of the material tested, from the agents and at the clinics, originated from the ‘same’ unknown donor.  All samples also had the same unknown nutrient protein, presumably to preserve and grow in culture, the genetic material. The material from the unknown vat, not previously frozen, implies that it was somehow ‘grown’ from a smaller sample. Regardless how utterly ‘impossible’ this sounds, someone is somehow manufacturing large quantities of the stuff and replacing stored samples throughout Europe, possibly elsewhere.





Emma looked back at Steed, almost in shock at the horrible implications.





“Mrs. Peel, we are dealing with wholesale insemination of the DNA of an egomaniacal diabolical mastermind!  What we must find out is who is the donor. Where and how is it done.  Retrieve the missing samples if possible. And put a stop to this, before they achieve their goals, whatever they are.”





“A case of inseminus interruptus?”





“Precisely, Mrs. Peel. A terminal case I hope.”





“How does Dr. Cummings fit in?”





“Rather nicely, I should say, the agents were tracking a lead to their organisation. They never got to report back their findings, but they provided us clues. So, we get to pick up where they left off and not meet the same fate, of course. To second their efforts, if you will…” Steed grins at the last line.





Emma narrowed her gaze. “Don’t you DARE say it, Steed.”





Steed looked shocked. “Mrs. Peel, I’m NOT that crass. And I’m genuinely ‘shocked’ that the thought had crossed your mind.”





Emma crossed her arms and glared at Steed, almost growling. “Steed you can be a cad at times. Very well, what is the plan?”
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Community Story--Part Seven (Bex)





Steed grinned in a way that Emma had learned to anticipate with a strange mixture of excitement and dread. He produced a small dossier that he had somehow secreted inconspicuously about his person. Emma stared at it for some seconds before taking it, her expression held rigorously in neutral.





Her fingers brushed the famous acronym gilded on the front and her expression clouded in apprehension. Then she opened it gingerly, in the way someone might open a box containing a small but deadly animal of uncertain temperament. It contained a small introductory booklet, a form and a letter of enrolment. Emma groaned, "Oh please no!"





Steed looked at her in surprise, "I thought you'd enjoy this, after all you love the theatre."





"The theatre is one thing but," she shuddered and then hissed, "but ... actors!" she accentuated the end of the word and grimaced.





"Oh come now," said Steed, "Its not like you to be prejudiced against a whole occupation ... darling." he laughed as she winced.





Emma shook her head as if trying to shake off the whole idea, "So what are we dealing with here, a conspiracy to populate the world with fledgling thespians? What exactly has RADA to do with Dr. Cummings organisation?"





"That," said Steed, "Is precisely what I'd like to know!" 
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Community Story--Part Eight (Howard Hayden)





As Steed and Emma sat on the bench chatting, a milk float clanked around a nearby corner. It crossed his mind briefly that this was an odd time for that, but he was engrossed in his conversation. As the float ambled slowly toward them, Steed looked up and instantly went into action, throwing Emma behind the bench and leaping on top of her.





Blasts from a twelve-bore peppered the bench where they had been seated. As the float careened around the next corner, Steed gently lifted Emma to her feet. "What brought that on?" she asked.





"I don't know." Steed responded. "But were going to find out."





"What did you see exactly?"





"Curiously enough, I believe it was our long winded lecturer. Dressed as a milkman. The shotgun rather gave her away, thank goodness. Are you hurt?"





"Only my pride." Emma replied pithily. "I don't think we created that much of a disturbance." 
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Community Story--Part Nine (Mint Julep)





Emma retrieved Steed's bowler, which had tumbled off his head in their spontaneous dash for cover, and placed it at an attractively jaunty angle atop his head. "Well, what now?" she asked, standing very close to him and smiling into his eyes.





"DO-ME," Steed replied, smiling back.





"I beg your pardon?"





"I believe that Dr. Cummings' organisation merits closer examination." He beamed puckishly at her. "Does it occur to you that we may need couples counselling?"





"Frequently. But what about RADA?"





"I shall have to look into that aspect of the case myself. It may surprise you learn that I was quite active in amateur theatricals in my Eton days."





"I'm rarely surprised at your activities, Steed, amateur or otherwise. You seem to have led a life crowded with incident." She frowned very briefly, then brightened again. "Interesting word, amateur. I mean, literally. It means 'lover.'"





"Well," Steed remarked with what little modesty he could muster, which is to say practically none at all, "I wouldn't exactly classify myself as an amateur in the area of..."





"So you're for RADA then."





"Right. Ah," Steed happily mused, "how I look forward to rubbing shoulders with all those eager young artistes, dreaming of one day playing Cleopatra or Roxanne..." He was briefly lost in a reverie of lovely young actresses. "Hungry for experience, panting to embrace life, all for their sake of their Art. I remember an actress acquaintance of mine from Brighton..."





"The one with that act with a macaw in Piccadilly Circus? I would hardly have associated her with the classics."





"She needed the money," Steed said, rather emphatically, even for him. "The theatre can be very cruel to young actresses just starting out..."





"There ARE young men at RADA as well," Emma reminded him.





"Oh, yes," Steed said blithely. "I suppose there must be."





"Right, then," Emma briskly continued, bristling a little. "You trundle off to RADA and I'll pay our Dr. Cummings a visit. I'll think of something to persuade her to take us in." An idea suddenly occurred to her, and her face betrayed it by an impish half-smile. "I'll tell her about our problem."





Steed winced. "Our problem? Whatever do you mean?"





"Well," Emma replied, breezily waving a hand, "your problem, really, but I don't want to hold up the investigation. You go off to RADA and I'll insinuate myself into DO-ME." She smiled. "I'll think of something."





"My dear Mrs. Peel," Steed began.





"Shhh!!" Emma crouched slightly forward and whispered, "Listen."





A series of rustles was both visible and audible in the bushes behind them. 
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Community Story--Part Ten (Mona Morstein)





Steed acted quickly and with lightning speed turned around and threw a solid punch into the shrubs, his meaty fist connecting firmly with something softish. As a cry of pain erupted, he exchanged a confident glance with Mrs. Peel, and they scrambled around the bush to confront the eaves-dropper. It was a small, dapper man with glasses, which lay askew on his face as he looked up at them from the ground.





"Wilson!" Steed exclaimed, offering a hand to help the man up. "How many times have I warned you about doing that?"





"Five," the sheepish man replied, putting his glasses on straight and dusting off his suit.





"I'll break your jaw one day."





"You already did. That was right around the second warning."





"Well, then why--oh, never mind. Mrs. Peel, meet the rather recalcitrant Wilson. From The Ministry's active file department."





"Pleased to meet you," Mrs. Peel said, as Wilson's nose began to bleed and he put his handkerchief over it.





"My pleasure," he agreed, his voice slightly muffled.





"What are you doing here?" Steed asked, making sure there was no blood on his immaculate clothes or his boots. He would have to go home and change if he noticed even a drop, and that would somewhat slow down the investigation. Luckily, all the blood seemed to be seeping into Wilson's hankie. Still, Steed took a preventive step back from the injured man.





"We gathered some information that we thought would be important for you and Mrs. Peel. I've got it right here." He took out a piece of paper from his inner jacket pocket. "This just came in from a fertility clinic in Bosham."





Steed fell into a pleasant reverie. "Bosham? I love that little coastal town. There's this charming hotel right by the beach that serves five star meals--"





"--I hate to interrupt you, Steed," Wilson said, "but I should like to impart this information and then have a physician examine my nose."





Mrs. Peel took the paper and read it. "The clinic was broken into and sperm samples were exchanged, as usual. However, the perpetrators left a play programme on the floor."





Steed leaned over her shoulder, giving him a chance to sniff and enjoy her subtle perfume, as she deeply inhaled his musky cologne. They both suppressed a shiver of desire. Sometimes keeping their hands off each other in public was too much to bear. "Hamlet," he read. "Put on by RADA, I see. Someone acting in that play must have been part of the break-in; only he or she would have the ego to carry around a play programme." He paused in thought. "Especially if someone is in the play and it's their first major role."





"Is that what you did? Carry around the play programmes at Eton?" Mrs. Peel asked.





"Well, yes, but I wouldn't exactly call criminal 'breaking in' what I was doing with the actresses I traveled around with..."





"Do you mind if I leave?" Wilson asked.





"Not at all. Do go care for your nose. And don't sneak up on me again."





"I'll try to remember." Wilson slipped away, his hankie just about full of blood.





"Odd little man," Steed mused.





"Well, I'm off to DO-ME," Mrs. Peel said, realizing too late the somewhat embarrassing sexual nature of her phraseology.





"My goodness me, I shall have to spend this entire case biting my tongue," Steed replied.





She bopped him playfully on his nose with the play programme. "Just watch yourself at RADA. We know at least someone there is in on this plot."





Steed wandered off waving his brolly in the air. "DO-ME or not DO-ME, that is the question..."





Mrs. Peel smirked at his retreating back and then turned to begin her part of the case. 
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Community Story--Part Eleven (Cal Westray)





Emma recalled from Steed’s notebook, the address of DO-ME and knew that it was around the block from the lecture hall. She couldn’t see it, because it was obstructed from view by the buildings on this side of the block. It has been a few years since she drove down that particular street, so she wasn’t sure the exact location of it. But she knew where it had to be.





The weather was delightful, so she decided to take a leisurely walk to DO-ME, instead of taking a cab. Few people were about their daily business today. She always enjoyed observing other people with quiet amusement; their activities and their reaction to events. One such middle-aged couple, obviously tourists, the woman carrying travel books and the man was sporting a camera. They were looking at the various buildings and nearly knocked each other over to stare at a building. Their jaws dropped and they froze to their spot, unable to turn away. Thinking to herself, “Tourists!”�


Amused, Emma walked toward the edifice where the couple was still transfixed, to see what was so strange; since it was in the direction she was heading anyway.  Passing a building that obstructed her view; she was finally able to gaze upon the structure and nearly lost her footing trying to stop in her tracks. She couldn’t stop her own jaw from dropping.





She had to go no further, she ‘knew’ that this was the location of DO-ME. The structures were completely covered in mirrored windows, domed, and round in shape - solely for the purpose for getting undivided attention. There were two smaller domed structures, two stories in height; probably amphitheatres or laboratories. The centre structure was six stories tall and looked like a huge mirrored lighthouse, but more precisely like a… well it was obviously phallic.





She couldn’t imagine how something like this could have possibly got past zoning regulations or any other regulations for that matter, but there it was. Bigger than life.





She went to the front door and looked up, getting a slight feeling of vertigo, because of the reflection of blue sky, clouds, and sunlight reflecting off of it; making it look even more impressive. She raised her eyebrow and slowly shook her head. The front door automatically slid open.  “The things I do for Steed…” Then she stepped inside. 





The reception area was immaculately clean and utterly devoid of colour, other than black and white. The furniture was soft black leather. There was a huge crystal chandelier and crystal lighting fixtures everywhere. The floors were black and white polished marble. The walls were white with black trim edging. Even here, the décor was designed to get the attention of the visitor.





The only colours apparent were in the pictures hanging along the wall. Emma examined them as she made her way to the receptionist’s desk. The pictures represented couples in various stages and positions of sexual intimacy. They were fully dressed in all of them, of course, to stimulate but not reveal anything. Rows and rows of almost, but not quite, soft-core photos.





She reached the receptionist’s desk. Black leather chair, black cabinets and drawers, and crystal desktop. The phone, laptop computer, and desktop accessories were all white. Emma shuddered inwardly, and thought to herself, “What kind of diabolical fiends are we dealing with? Are they colour-phobic as well? This reminds me of the Business Efficiency Bureau and their operation of fear. I hope they aren’t out and about again.”





The receptionist was a young attractive busty blonde, one of which Steed would heartily approve. She wore a stretchy knitted white blouse with a knee length black skirt and heeled black leather shoes. All of which were designed to accentuate her features, yet still make her look like just another part of the building.





The receptionist looked up and smiled.  “May I help you?”





Emma smiled.  “I would like to speak to one of the doctors. I’m sorry, I didn’t call for an appointment first.”





“That’s quite all right, we have people frequently stopping by without appointments. Dr. Cummings’ is back from her speaking engagement and may be free for a few hours. I will check to see if she is available.  Your name?”





“Mrs. Peel, Mrs. Emma Peel.”





“Thank you, Mrs. Peel, just a moment.” She picked up the phone and pressed a button. “Hello doctor, I have a walk-in. Mrs. Emma Peel. Are you free? Very well.  Thank you, doctor, I will send her right up.”





She hung up the phone and smiled. “Mrs. Peel, you are in luck. Dr. Cummins can see you now. Please take the lift to the top floor. Her office is just outside the lift.”





“Thank you.” Emma walked around the desk to the lift and pushed the ‘up’ button. It opened and she saw herself walk in and the door closed. The floor of the lift is the same marble; the ceiling and walls are mirrored. “This is getting quite absurd.” She thought to herself. “This madman must be stopped!”





The lift reached the top floor.  Over the intercom, she heard a familiar voice. “Welcome to DO-ME, Mrs. Peel, I’m so glad you could stop by.” And the door opened…
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Community Story--Part Twelve (Cindy)





Steed entered RADA at the alumni hall. Covering the walls were pictures of past alumni, Vivian Leigh, Laurence Olivier, Derek Jacobi, Vanessa Redgrave, Diana Rigg, Glenda Jackson, and Gareth Thomas stared down at him.��Looking up at Vivian Leigh he muttered to himself, "They don't make women like that anymore." The two men who had followed him through the door looked at each other and the taller one muttered… "No 'tis a pity. The shorter, rounder one then added; "Thank God!"��Steed thought this strange then realised that Lord Laurence Olivier late of the marriage of Olivier and Leigh and Sir John Gielgud director of Leigh's latest play both had ample cause for their sentiment. ��Gielgud then addressed Steed, "Are you looking for something in particular?"��"Yes, Sir John. I am a theatrical producer looking to mount a travelling tour of Hamlet. As you are currently mounting a student production I thought perhaps I might check out the talent, If that is to your liking that is."





Steed bowed slightly to the older gentleman, hoping that Sir John wouldn't press him for proof, but as Gielgud was renowned for his lack of interest in where the money came from Steed felt sure that he could pull it off.��"Hmm," Gielgud smiled, from the look of his tailoring this gentleman had money and whether or not he was truly mounting a play didn't much matter. Checking out the "talent" might just put him in the mood to contribute.





"Linda - Anthony. Show this gentleman the way to Hamlet's rehearsals please." Steed's appraisal of the small, round Linda Thorson did not escape either of the actors.��Steed could smell the scent of alcohol on the young actor but as no one else seemed to mind Steed didn't either. "Are you appearing in Hamlet?" Steed inquired of the couple as they moved along the hallway.��"No, Linda giggled, "I am more of a singer than dramatic actress. Anthony is playing Hamlet, however." The young man looked even surlier if possible at this. As they reached the rehearsal hall Steed realised that The Honourable John Cartney's picture hung on the wall… Along with that of those strange actors who had kidnapped Mrs. Peel for the snuff film that ZZ Von Snerck had been planning to make… As they reached the hall a picture of the cast grabbed Steed's attention. One picture struck Steed particularly hard. It couldn't be… he should be dead… But there he was…��Steed turned to rush out… if he isn't dead then if Mrs. Peel's visit to Do-Me included any hint that she and I are in need of the doctor's services... Mrs. Peel would be in great danger… no wonder the doctor seemed to know who they had been when they attended the lecture…
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Community Story--Part Thirteen (Bex)





Emma paused outside the office of Dr. Cummings. A small voice in the back of her head questioned the sanity of paying a casual visit to this woman. Their acquaintance had got off to a somewhat rocky start already, what with Emma and Steed walking out of her lecture and the good doctor trying to blow them away with a shotgun. 


 


She shrugged and walked in immediately reeling as her senses were inundated on all fronts by smells, colour, and sound. After the sterile surrounds of the rest of the building the décor of the doctor's office almost mounted to an overwhelming assault. 


 


Emma shook her head slightly to steady herself. The room was decorated in an uneasy mix of carmine and scarlet. Plush lavender velvet furniture with lace trimmings clashed uneasily. A cloying mix of scented oil filled the room with and undertone of stale nicotine. Most disturbingly the background music appeared to be Englebert Humperdink. If she had been unsure of the woman’s mental state before, now she was certain - she was dealing with a dangerously unstable mind.


 


And there she was, seated behind a large leather-bound desk, a glass of brandy in one hand and cigar in the other. Wearing a broad and rather unsettlingly smug grin. 


 


"I knew you'd come. My dearest, it’s so wonderful to see you again."


 


This definitely wasn't good. Emma's eyes darted about the room almost reflexively taking in possible escape roots. She stalled for time.


 


"I was... impressed by the building."


 


"Thank you, Liebshen. My own design."


 


The woman got up, Emma realised she was still wearing the milkman's outfit.


 


"You don't recognize me do you...?"


 


Emma grimaced slightly, and threw her hands up in a gesture of helplessness.


 


"I thought the connect between us would be strong enough... But then I suppose I have changed... really quite radically." She walked over to the record player and stopped the record, selecting a new vinyl disc from a pile by its side. "I suppose you could say I'm not the man I was."








�
Community Story--Part Fourteen (Howard Hayden)





"Pendergast!" Emma hissed.





"No." Dr. Cummings replied coyly, running her tongue along the rim of her brandy snifter. "Guess again."





"I'm not in the mood for games." Emma spoke dryly, eyes slitted, carefully watching the movements of the Doctor.





Cummings slowly circled Emma in the garish room. "Can I offer you a brandy?" she said finally.





"No." Emma replied emphatically.





"No drinking on the job? How dutiful. But then you always were married to your work weren't you?"





"It's proved to be interesting and exciting - a more than adequate partner." Emma let her body relax a little but her gaze never left the woman before her.





Dr. Cummings had completed her circuit of the room and returned to the ancient Victrola. Placing the record on the player, she lowered the arm slowly onto the spinning disk. Music crackled from the instrument’s cone like speaker.





"What is it?" Emma asked.





"A record player." the Doctor replied.





"No, the music." Emma added in exasperation. "You know perfectly well what I mean." She added icily.





"It's Sondheim. Steven Sondheim. You don't know his work? I'm surprised. The man is an absolute genus."





"I only go for the classics, I'm afraid." Emma replied lightly.





"Ah, you always were a stick in the mud, weren't you? A real pity. You're quite lovely you know."





The Doctor had moved from the phonograph to a small serving trolley off to the side. The strains of "A Funny Thing Happened on the Way to the Forum" followed her as she went. "Steven graduated from Williams College you know. He won the Hutchinson Prize for Music Composition and he has been brilliant ever since. Can I offer you a muffin?" she continued.





"You can offer." Emma returned.





"Would you like a muffin?" Cummings dutifully asked undaunted. "I have blueberry, chocolate, butterscotch, boysenberry, peach..."





"Chocolate is my weakness." Emma interrupted. "One of those would do."





Cummings gathered one up from the rickety trolley before her. Placed it on a small plate and held it out to the leather clad women before her. Emma accepted it casually without comment.





The Doctor retreated to the corner of the large room and pulled on a drawstring. Purple drapes parted to reveal a very grand Grand Piano. Emma watched with interest. Cummings lifted herself heavily atop the instrument. It creaked slightly from the strain.





"Why did you shoot at us?" Emma inquired. "And why the milkman costume?"





"First, I wanted to get your attention." the Doctor leaned forward and smiled sweetly. "And milk bottles can contain more than milk."





"I'd look a silly prat driving a milk float dressed as an Admiral, wouldn't I?" She continued.





"You look a silly prat anyway," Emma mused to herself, but replied aloud. "Well you've certainly done that."





As the strains of "Comedy Tonight" permeated the room, Cummings suddenly burst into song. "She's not all that bad in a drunken sort of way." Emma thought, "But quite mad it seems."





"You're quite barking." Emma injected over the din. "Did you know that?"





"Genius is always confused with madness." Cummings spat. Stopping in mid-phrase. But she smiled again and continued in song.





"How much of this must I endure?" Emma questioned? "What could I have done to bring all this on?" She nibbled at the muffin as the Doctor continued undaunted.





With a grand flourish, Cummings completed the number, wobbling slightly on her perch. "Comedy Tonight Mrs. Peel. Comedy tonight."





"They say that Ken Thorne is the real genius behind Steven, but that's just nonsense." Cummings bristled. "They wouldn't know real genius when they bumped into it. Real genius is never acknowledged," she muttered almost inaudibly. "But they will!" she declared somewhat wild-eyed but with conviction.





She continued without interruption. "Zero was great of course but I always identified with Roy Kinnear as the Gladiator Instructor, didn't you?  Philia was played by Annette Andre. A lovely actress." Cummings mused.  "Did you ever meet her? Quite a lovely woman, but not your match certainly." She gave Emma a knowing wink that made the smaller woman feel slightly uncomfortable.





"How are you feeling?" Cummings asked abruptly. "That muffin ought to be kicking in about now. I'm surprised you accepted it. That sort of thing is bound to be your downfall, my dear"





There was a detectable numbness creeping over Emma and she shook her head to clear it. She tried to speak again as blackness engulfed her but was unable to do so. The hardwood floor rose to meet her as she blacked out, a shrill laughter ringing in her ears.








�



Community Story--Part Fifteen (Piers Johnson)





A darkened scientific lab, the walls filled with sixties computers, all flashing lights, dials, switches, and huge reels of magnetic tape. Austere brushed metal benches and panels, two people are in the lab. One remains entirely in the shadows, obscured by the dim spill of light from the computer screens. The other is Benson, white coated and bespectacled, a poor hair cut - he is every bit a scientist. 





A dark shaped loomed over the monitor, as Benson fiddled with the knobs.





"Do we have them?" rasped a voice.





"Not yet, not yet. Steed is nearly in our grasp. Few know what evil lurks at RADA", Benson replied, smiling evilly.





"Yeees, Equity can be quite formidable..." the voice rumbled. "How about Mrs. Peel? Do we have a new... subject... yet?"





Benson turned from the monitor, eyes shining. "It's only a matter of time, Dr. Cummings is doing our work for us nicely. It seems Mrs. Peel 'has' a weakness after all."





"Does Cummings suspect anything?"





"No, she thinks she is working for herself - you'd think someone with spiked muffins would notice a bit of psychotropic suggestion, but she remains oblivious to our machinations."





"Good! Then we act!"





"You do enough of that already, don't you?" grinned Benson.





"I do the jokes, here" cut through the air, Benson flinching at the venom in the voice. "We need to seize the situation, and more especially Mrs. Peel - chocolate is a suitable weakness for someone who wears... such stimulating clothing, don't you think? Perhaps we should discover just what other weaknesses she might succumb to."





Benson looked up in surprise from his clipboard, squinting myopically "Aren't we going to kill them? I only agreed to work for you so I could finally avenge the death of my masters." 





"Enough! You speak like a minion of the devil, not a scientist! You know my plans, and you know how we shall have them wrought. She will not die until fruition, and perhaps we shall keep Steed breathing so he too can witness the evil we shall do. Come!"





"Fruition?" breathed Benson, "but you don't mean you want to -"





"Who better than the world's sexiest woman to bear our... burden?" the shadowy figure sneered, "I might use something better than a baster for 'her'." 





So saying, the shadow retreated from the monitors, turned and stalked out a sliding door into an atrium, Benson trotting along at the heels. Moments later, Benson's battered Rover was beetling down a B road towards DO-ME, flashing past sun-dappled fields and hedgerows, England oblivious to their diabolical intent. 





"Shouldn't we attend to Steed first? He always hits me whenever we meet." asked Benson, hunched over the wheel and concentrating on the road. "Actually, 'she' beat me up the last time."





"No, no, we can let our people at RADA take care of him. O'Reilly can be trusted to do our bidding, and everyone there gives him free reign; they don't call him RADA O'Reilly for nothing. I want to get to DO-ME as soon as possible to put our plan into effect, we'll show them the hand is quicker than the eye, mark my words. Mrs. Peel had better take care not to say DO-ME again, she might come to a sticky end -courtesy of your truly!" 














Community Story--Part Sixteen (Mint Julep)





As the air reverberated with the spooky glee of Dr. Cummings' bacchanalian cackle, a Benedictine nun rushed into the room. 





"Did it work?" the nun breathlessly enquired. 





"Of course it worked, my dear. I stuffed those muffins with enough barbiturates to knock out the chorus line of 'Hello Dolly.' I think we can safely assume that our Mrs. Peel will be in the arms of Morpheus until the cows come home." The good doctor grimaced briefly at the nun. "Speaking of which," she queried, "what are you doing running around like something out of 'The Sound of Music'?" 





"I was having an ecclesiastical moment with one of our clients, who, it seems, can only discuss his pre-adolescent erotic experiences if I'm dressed like this." 





"I'd hardly call that outfit ecclesiastic. You look like Burgess Meredith as The Penguin." 





"Oh, please. I wouldn't be too quick to criticize other people's costume." The nun gestured toward Dr. Cummings' milkman outfit. "I've seen better drag on Morecombe and Wise." 





"This happens to be the height of chic androgynous fashion," Dr. Cummings informed her, with a slight toss of her head. 





"What about that cigarette burn in your blouse?" 





"It gives me character." 





The nun stepped toward Emma's somnolent form. "What should we do with Mrs. Peel?" 





"Just leave her there. She looks comfortable enough." Dr. Cummings thought better of it and knelt down to slip a cushion gently under Emma's head. "There we are. Pleasant dreams." 





"She thinks you're Prendergast," the nun said. She thrust her right hand provocatively deep into the folds of her multi-layered habit, past her rosary beads into one of several internal pockets and fumbled deliciously about until she produced a rather exquisite silver cigarette case. 





"Excellent. Let her continue to think so. It's the most obvious assumption." Dr. Cummings looked down at Emma's comatose form with a singular expression that combined pity and affection. "She's an exceptionally intelligent woman, but regrettably naive in many ways." 





"What about Steed?" The nun lit up a gold-tipped aromatic Sobranie cigarette and exhaled a thin sibilant stream of smoke down into Emma's general direction. "He's hardly an innocent." 





"Decidedly not," Dr. Cummings agreed. "Mr. Steed is a man of the world, but he does have his soft spots." The doctor gestured significantly Emmaward. 





"Steed will come, then?" 





Dr. Cummings chuckled. "Oh, I think Mr. Steed will definitely come. In more ways than one, perhaps. And when he does, I think he will listen to reason." 





The nun puffed frantically for several moments on her cigarette. "But will he help us?" 





"My dear," Dr. Cummings sighed, moving toward the stereophonic high fidelity record player, "of course Mr. Steed will help us, as soon as we explain to him what's been going on. It's unfortunate that we have to use the lovely Mrs. Peel as bait, but it can't be helped. The police won't listen to us, and the government agents we've already brought our appeal to won't do anything because they think we're all a pack of perverts hell-bent on circumventing Nature's ways." 





"Which isn't that far from the truth," the nun muttered. 





"Nonsense. We're doing important work. There are so many people in the world who are sexually dissatisfied, or who want to have children and can't, or who are trapped in the wrong biological body, or who cannot express their natures freely and productively; and this culture is doing nothing for them. Men and women are forced to live in the shadow of a cruel and oppressive social structure that says that men must be masterful stoic joyless warriors who are not allowed to be playful, or sensitive, or tender, or childlike, and woman are expected to be docile, weak, submissive, and unquestioning creatures whose lot in life it is to flatter men's illusions about themselves and have their babies until the poor women are over the hill and have to disappear into the woodwork. The idea that men and women can be equal --- intellectually, spiritually, emotionally, physically, socially equal and develop another kind of relationship to one another than the conventional ones is heresy. I am only trying to bring that equality a little closer to reality." As Dr. Cummings was about to continue with a speech she had made many times before, the nun dropped her head back, closed her eyes and began making loud snoring noises. Dr. Cummings glared at her. "You have all the sensitivity of a jackhammer." 





"I'm sorry," the nun said, bringing her head back up. "Were you saying something?" 





"I was saying that we're going to have give our trust to Mr. Steed." 





"I'd like to give something to Mr. Steed," the nun replied, growling provocatively. 





"Besides, we have no choice. Someone has been trying to sabotage DO-ME and all of the radical freedom it represents. Someone has been stealing sperm at our fertility clinics. I am at the end of my rope. Hardly a day goes by that I don't have to face a stack of angry letters from outraged people who express their condemnation for us in the most vicious, cruel and nasty terms imaginable. They call the institute a tool of Satan and they call me a ---" Dr. Cummings, her eyes briefly glistening with the haze of an incipient tear, blinked her wound away. "I am only trying to help reconcile people to their natural sexuality and humanity and point them to a little happiness. I am trying to give hope to people whose lives have been hopeless and whose most intense and personal feelings have been damned as perverted and sinful. The very idea that women and men can be equal, the very notion that sex is a perfectly natural and intrinsically pleasurable experience that can thrive in many different contexts, the outright cultural heresy that people can transcend conventional definitions of Masculine and Feminine --- the culture hates us for saying this and they will use every resource at their command to discredit us." Dr. Cummings, looking decidedly glum, selected a recording of "Anyone Can Whistle" and played it at almost deafening volume. 





"Oh, for pity's sake," the nun exclaimed, wincing, "do we have to listen to that?" 





"Well, I'm going to listen to it. You're free to leave if you like." Dr. Cummings involuntarily tapped her foot to Angela Lansbury singing "Me and My Town." "Hard to believe it only ran for eight performances. Sondheim's first failure. He wrote it right in between 'Forum' and 'Company.' It was Angela's Broadway musical debut. Later on, of course, when she did 'Mame,' she'd already been broken in." 





"I'd like to break something in," the nun muttered, glaring at the top of the doctor's head. 





"Don't think I don't see you making funny faces over there. People like you just don't appreciate Sondheim's genius. That's why God made Jerry Herman." 





The nun made a great show of shielding her ears as she prepared to depart. "They may not want to help, you know." She turned down the volume of the stereo. 





"I know. But someone's been stealing sperm and I don't think it's just a harmless prank. My life's work is at stake. I need help." Dr. Cummings went to her desk and rummaged amidst an avalanche of papers. "And on top of it all, we've used up almost all of our available funding. Where's that statement from our accountants? Ah." She reached under a pile of sheet music, pausing briefly to snap her fingers and hum a little as she did so. "Here it is." She opened a manila folder labeled "Brookner, Biffle, and Morstein, Certified Public Accountants" and grimaced down at the figures. "Our financial sources are rapidly depleting. But even that's a minor problem compared to what's been going on in the clinics. Someone is out to sabotage DO-ME, and I want it stopped." 





"But why Steed and Mrs. Peel? Why enlist THEIR aid, when everyone else has turned us down?" 





Dr. Cummings selected a banana nut muffin from the tray and held it up to the light to admire it. "Because they get results. Besides, I like them. They have panache." 





The nun rolled her eyes and stubbed out her cigarette. "All right. You're running things. Into the ground, perhaps, but they're running. I have to get back to work. Some of us actually DO things around here." 





The nun slumped glumly, hands thrust deep into the side pockets of her habit, and lurched off. 





Dr. Cummings set the banana nut muffin down and settled into an ox blood leather Queen Anne wing chair. She opened a bottle of 1947 Dom Perignon and spread a thin bit of black caviar onto a sliver of toast and then reached forward onto her desk and picked up an elegant silver letter opener, pausing for the briefest moment to allow herself a bittersweet smile at the inscription ("To Group Captain Myles, From His Loyal Squadron"). Handling the letter opener like a delicate little dagger, she sliced open the first of a pile of envelopes stacked on her desk. It was handwritten in an untidy savage scrawl and read: "You are going to burn forever in the fires of hell a man is a man and a woman is a woman and that’s what it says in the bible and Adam was made first and then Eve and then she ate the apple and mucked everything up and god told eve obey your husband and that’s the way it was meant to be and women like you who go around telling people that Eve is as good as Adam are sleeping with Satan and will burn in hell for it and fornicate with demons..." At this point the letter degenerated into an incoherent description of the varieties of sexual congress enjoyed by devils. 





Dr. Cummings set the letter aside and wiped away a little tear. 








�



Community Story--Part Seventeen (Mona Morstein)





Outside Dr. Cummings’ office, the nun, named Anom Beresford, took off her pelican hood and moved to a phone in another room. Picking it up, she rang up the unknown man with the raspy voice who was working with Benson. After the curt hello on the other side, Anom said, "It's working perfectly. Emma Peel is here and well drugged. Dr. Cummings is still in the dark. If you can get Steed here, our plans can begin to blossom." She listened for a second and then sighed, "Right, our EVIL plans can begin to blossom. Sorry. Yes, I'll use EVIL from now on." Hanging up she mumbled "Sheesh", and then went back down the hall to her next counseling client. Taking the chart from the wall hanger she saw he was incapable of having an erection unless the woman he was with dressed like a soldier. "The whole place is full of wackos," she thought, entering the room, "and wait until they all see the cards that I plan on playing. The EVIL cards I plan on playing, that is."





Back at RADA, Steed's desire to rush out was curtailed as he realized that the ominous haircut on the man he thought was one of his and Emma's worst enemies was just a some black marker ink covering up a bald head. Okay, then he'd stay and investigate RADA further.





"Those the actors for Hamlet?" he asked Linda, pointing at the stage whilst staring at her huge breasts. Anthony had joined a group of people on the stage.





Noticing Steed's focus of sight, Linda stood up straighter to enhance her cleavage. She wondered if this Mr. Steed might not like to slide down her shiny pole later at her apartment. "Yes. It should be a brilliant rendition of it."





"You know all the cast and crew members?"





"I think so."





"Anyone who you think is a bit odd?"





“Where should I start? Anthony drinks like a fish; Winston is gay, but acts hetero, while Sammy is hetero but acts gay; Caroline only likes to dress in green; Gloria is a nymphomaniac; O'Reilly has this uncanny ability to find anything lost in the theatre and oftentimes says what you are just about to; and Harry must eat cheddar cheese everyday or he falls into a deep depression."





"And you?" Steed smiled, his eyes switching to Gloria on stage prancing about as Hamlet's traitorous mother.





Linda, pushing her breasts even further out in front of her admitted, "I like wearing hideous wigs."





"What about the others?"





"They're pretty normal, to their shame."





"Mind introducing me around? I've my pen in hand for autographs."





"Alright," she said as she led him up onto the stage. 








�



Community Story--Part Eighteen (Cal Westray)





Steed followed the young lady with the ample breasts and hideous wig.  He surveyed the retreating figure and decided that he very much approved of it as well.





She stopped as she approached Anthony.  "Anthony, Mr. Steed would like to meet our cast.  Would you please introduce everyone?"





The young actor narrowed his eyes and tilted his head appraisingly. "Certainly, Linda. Hello, Mr. Steed, welcome to our little troupe."





Steed tipped his bowler. "Thank you. I'm hoping to find some new talent for a travelling tour of Hamlet."





Anthony examined the cut of his suit and imagined himself dressed as well, but no, Edwardian is not his style. "What is your part in the tour?"





Steed smiled and leaned on his brolly. "Producer primarily, and I have access and complete control of all the funds needed for a wonderful tour of Europe."





Anthony's knees nearly buckled at the thought. "That sounds splendid."





Steed continued. "That was my thought. Do you know of someone who can play Hamlet?" He raises his eyebrow and watches for the young man's reactions.





Anthony's expression darkened for the briefest of seconds, sensing his statement was a slam to his ego, then realized that this Mr. Steed made a totally unexpected joke. Anthony grinned. "You intrigue me, Mr. Steed. That is the first time I've been offered a role in 'quite' that manner, very refreshing. Thank you. But before I accept, you should at least observe our performance first."





"I would like that very much. Is there time?"





"Of course. Do you have a particularly favorite act?"





Steed smiled. "Ah, yes, as a matter of fact, I do. 'Act 3, Scene 4, The Queen's Closet'".





Anthony smiled knowingly. "Mr. Steed, the scene of an Avenging Hamlet. That is a very interesting and excellent choice, it is one of mine as well. Please take a seat and I will prepare the scene, give us but a moment."





"Thank you, I'm sure I will thoroughly enjoy it." Steed retreats to the front row center.





Linda was already there and she patted the chair affectionately. "I saved your place. Is this satisfactory?"





They made eye contact and Steed's heart rate rose a bit. "I like 'yours' better, but this will do fine." He sat down and surveyed the area. Steed remembered that he was still on the job. Their legs brushed against each other occasionally, giving an almost static jolt each time. Steed continued to remind himself that he was still on the job.





The curtain opened and the play began. Steed carefully observed the performance and noticed that Anthony performed Hamlet quite well. He realized that Anthony was well suited for dark drama, his eyes had a haunting look and had a glint of malevolence that playing Hamlet drew out of him. 





HAMLET (Anthony)


Mother, mother, mother!





QUEEN GERTRUDE (Gloria) to POLONIUS (Winston)


I'll warrant you, Fear me not: withdraw, I hear him coming.





POLONIUS (Winston) hides behind the arras.





Enter HAMLET


Now, mother, what's the matter?





QUEEN GERTRUDE


Hamlet, thou hast thy father much offended.





HAMLET


Mother, you have my father much offended.





QUEEN GERTRUDE


Come, come, you answer with an idle tongue.





HAMLET


Go, go, you question with a wicked tongue.





QUEEN GERTRUDE


Why, how now, Hamlet!





HAMLET


What's the matter now?





QUEEN GERTRUDE


Have you forgot me?





HAMLET


No, by the rood, not so. You are the queen, your husband's brother's wife. And --- would it were not so! --- You are my mother.





QUEEN GERTRUDE


Nay, then, I'll set those to you that can speak.





HAMLET


Come, come, and sit you down; you shall not budge. You go not till I set you up a glass, where you may see the inmost part of you.





QUEEN GERTRUDE


What wilt thou do? Thou wilt not murder me? Help, help, ho!





LORD POLONIUS


[Behind] What, ho! Arrrrgh!





HAMLET


[Drawing] How now! A rat? Dead, for a ducat, dead! 





Anthony stopped and looked at the arras, his mood was broken. He called out to Winston, through the arras. “Wait a minute, that's not how it goes! Winston, you bloody bastard, you blew the line! How many times have I told you that we don't improvise the death scene?”





Anthony makes a pass through the arras and found Winston already dead. "What's going on here?" He finally realized that the dagger he used wasn't a prop, but the real thing. "He's actually dead! Someone switched props!"





Steed surveyed the area and rushed to the stage. He looked at the scene, seeing Winston with a dagger in his chest. He checked for who was there and who wasn't. O'Reilly appeared to be the only one missing.  "Anthony. Do you know where O'Reilly is?"





"Mr. Steed, before our demonstration, he brought out the props and left. He said something about seeing a doctor."





"Do you recall the doctor's name?"





"I'm not sure, let me think. He said it was Dr. Cummings. Yes, that's it. Cummings."





"Thanks, Anthony. Linda!" He looked around the stage for the hideous wig.





Linda approached and halted. When she spied the body of Winston, she grimaced but didn't scream. "Yes, Mr. Steed? Oh! Is he really...?" 





"Yes, Linda, he's dead. Now this is very important." He handed her a card. "Call this number and tell them 'Steed has a doctor's appointment.' Got it?"





"Yes." She looked at the card and turned it over. "Call the number and tell them that Steed has a doctor's appointment. What's this number on the back of the card?"





Steed smiled, "That is 'my' number, call me later. As I said it's ‘very’ important." He tipped his bowler and turned to leave.





Linda smiled. "I'll remember that." She started fantasizing about him as he hurriedly left, then she headed for the nearest phone.





Anthony watched Steed dash out and thought that this Mr. Steed had excellent stage presence. He was very good at getting people to do what he wanted. He didn't behave like a producer, more like a director...











�
Community Story--Part Nineteen (Howard Hayden)





Having left the theatre, Steed reflected on the strange cast of characters there and how they fit into this whole picture. Linda appeared to be a handful of womanhood and he passed a reverie involving the young actress as the sleek Bentley took him to his apartment. He'd have to look her up later. Something about her unbridled enthusiasm caught his imagination. He was certain she'd call. “She might even be useful on a case sometime,” he thought with a little smile.





Parking the Bentley, Steed climbed the stairs to his place. The Swiss doors would be easier, as they somehow led in right from street level, but that was always somewhat unsettling. Attached to his door was a small card with very neat handwriting. It said simply: "DO-ME". "Someone wants me there", he thought. "It would be unkind not to oblige." 





Steed placed the small card in his pocket and entered his apartment. Stopping at the bar he poured himself a generous single malt and reclined on the couch. The place was dead quiet with only a single bulb glowing as he drew his notebook from his pocket, "DO-ME" he thought. "I've heard that one before." But this time it seemed a bit more sinister. He checked the address. 81 Sparrows La, London. Near the seminar he thought. Closing his eyes, he tried to imagine exactly where it was. 





Suddenly there was a thunderous crash and the front door exploded inward, showering Steed with splinters. Steed was frozen where he lay, eyes wide at the giant all too familiar shape framed by the door's frame. A strange mist swirled around its feet. Black horned rim glasses masked the figures countenance, but Steed knew it very well. The creature stalked forward as if in slow motion, raising a huge silvery arm as it advanced. Steed shrank into the supple leather of the couch, his hands stretched out before him. A silent cry was caught in his throat, but he could not let it out. Instantly the ominous figure was above him, arm raised for a final blow when Steed sat up straight sweating and shaking. "I haven't had that dream in a while,” he thought. He hated that particular one. It always un-nerved him for some reason. The glass with the remainder of the scotch lay nearby and he gulped it down. Its warmth soothed him. The notebook lay on the floor where it had dropped from his sleeping fingers. He retrieved it with a slightly shaky hand. "Perhaps these people do need a visit," he thought. He hadn't heard from Emma, and wondered what she had found out there. 





It was nighttime now and the green motorcar slipped silently through empty city streets. Steed's keen gray eyes scanning the addresses. There it was, number 81. A very conspicuous looking building in a long row of inconspicuous ones, most of them containing Council flats. Very impressive he thought - and very bizarre.





Steed parked the Bentley in the shadows. A light rain had begun to fall and he cursed himself for leaving his brolly, now that he needed it. That dream had shaken him more than he thought. His Cuban heels clicked on the cobbles as he approached the entrance. A bronze plaque was affixed next to a featureless sliding door. The Plaque read simply: DO-ME, and below that: "Planning For The Future." There was no way to tackle this entrance it seemed. "Bollocks," Steed thought and turned to one of the shorter domed structures. Approaching it he found a proper oak door. A thick one with an ancient lock. "Wish I had one of those at my place" he reflected. "Might cut down on intruders."





It was quite late and no one seemed to be about. The door was locked securely but Steed was able to pick the ancient mechanism without trouble. He pushed the door open gingerly and listened intently. No sound came from within. The anteroom looked quite normal. A large room with a receptionist station and little else. A large, generous portrait of Doctor Cummings adorned one wall. There was a curious odor Steed could not identify and he wrinkled his nose at it. There were no other doors, but a small lift occupied one wall. Steed moved quickly to it, his senses on alert. The gate clanked loudly as he drew it back to open the door within. Steed stopped momentarily to listen, but heard no other sounds in the dim light emanating from some unknown source. He entered the lift and examined the controls. The two buttons gave no indication of their destination. The bowlered figure thought: "Nothing suspicious here - that's the worst sort. It lulls one into complacency and that can be fatal." Why he and Emma had been invited to the Doctor's seminar was still a mystery and Steed hoped to find some answers here. 





Steed pressed the upper button and the lift raised more noisily than he liked and it seemed to take forever to reach the next floor. Finally it creaked to a stop and Steed let himself out. A long and featureless hallway led off in one direction. There were several doors, but only one at the corridor's other end had light emanating from underneath. Steed slunk catlike down the length of the hall and paused at the door. He thought he detected sounds beyond and he listened intently, leaning toward it. Steed tried the handle. It turned easily. He momentarily reflected on what he might find and what he would say, but years of experience had taught him that he was capable of thinking on his feet. "Might as well have a butcher's" he thought, and pushed it inward.











�
Community Story--Part Twenty (Cindy)





Emma Peel awakened; her head was pounding. Once she got her bearings, she was startled that there are no ropes, no bonds of any sort and a pillow under her head. Emma thought to herself, “What type of diabolical mastermind drugs you and then puts a pillow under your head?”  Dr. Cummings is either incompetent or else she wants Emma free.��Moving to the door Emma opened it slightly; unlocked door, no guards… the strangest trap she has ever fallen into. Kicking herself for falling for the old drugged muffin trick, Emma was about to take her leave when she noticed the file cabinets; EVIL on one of the drawers draws her closer. All of the cabinets have strange title; SOB - DOB - Baster SOP. Curiosity, like chocolate is definitely one of Emma's weak points.��Pulling out files from each of the cabinets, Emma retreated to the desk neglecting to close the file drawers. Ten minutes later she is so engrossed in her reading she didn't even notice when Dr. Cummings looked in and smiled at her activity. Emma suddenly realized that she has picked up another muffin and it is only a sound in the hallway that prevented her from eating it. Shaking her head she picked up the tray; Mint's Muffinry - San Francisco, California. Hmmm once this is over, an order would be in order.��The door opened and Emma startled, throws the tray of muffins at the intruder. Luckily Steed's cat-like reflexes saved him from most of the contents of the tray.��Laughing Steed joked, "Mrs. Peel, is this your new idea of fore-tray?"��"Fore-tray my butt, someone is trying to make sure that all the male turkey baster boys from this place are EVIL SOB's."��"Pardon?"��EVIL SOB's, not just SOB's but EVIL SOB's. ��"My dear Mrs. Peel, aren't all SOB's by definition evil?"��"Not evil Steed, EVIL!" Emma's hands went to her hips. "It’s all quite simple. After Dr. Cummings drugged me, I awoke and found…"��"Drugged you, perhaps we should continue this discussion elsewhere."��"No, I need to show you the files."��Locking the door, Steed returned to the middle of the office. Spotting the cognac he sniffed it, then pours them each a glass. "All right, begin again."��"SOB - Son of a baster. That is what they call boys born through artificial insemination. Girls are DOB's."��"Wouldn't it be easier and more accurate just to call them COBs?" Steed grinned finding the acronyms funny, if somewhat distasteful.��"Steed,” Emma grimaced. “If these records are accurate, someone is replacing their donor, um, sperm with that of two different men they call the once and future kings. According to the records Dr. Cummings has tried to get help but been turned down, laughed at actually. EVIL stands for EVeryman In Line."��"Shouldn't that be EMIL - Every Man In Line?" Mrs. Peel's glare silenced Steed's chuckle.��"Steed this is serious. They are trying to breed hundreds of heirs to the throne, born of course on the wrong side of the sheet, but the Crown Prince's children never the less." Emma shuddered, not even wanting to think about how the group had gathered the original sample.��Steed grows pensive, thinking about the implications. 10's, 100's, maybe even thousands of heirs to the throne of England. "Dear Lord, if successful this would make the machinations of Henry the Eight's or even King Lear's children look benign." Not to mention what it would do to the social register.��"What's not clear is why they have chosen Dr. Cummings's group for the substitutions. She only deals with "Special Needs" clients."��The slight frown and raised eyebrow tells Steed that Mrs. Peel isn't happy with the idea. The idea by the invitation they received that Dr. Cummings apparently considers them special needs clients.��"Do the files give you any idea exactly who and how Dr. Cummings fits into all this?"��The slam of a file cabinet door startles the duo. "If you two will sit down I'd be happy to explain."��Polite words, but the gun in Dr. Cummings hand made it clear that it was an order rather than a request.
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Community Story--Part Twenty-one (Bex)





Emma gazed levelly at the gun wavering between her and Steed. She turned to Steed and raised an eyebrow. They moved subtly apart, edging around the desk.





“You know Dr. Cummings, for someone involved with people on such an intimate level, your social skills leave a lot to be desired.”





“That is as maybe, I had to get your attention one way or another.” Cummings giggled swaying slightly as if to some internal melody.





“By drugging me, I really hate being drugged, it’s my chief pet-hate… next to being shot at.” Emma placed her hands on her hips fixing with the full mesmerizing force of the Peel gaze. “In fact my two chief pet-hates are being shot at and drugged and publicly insulted,” she frowned, “… my three chief pet hates are…”





At this point Steed who had been quietly edging closer to the doctor grabbed the gun quickly out of her hand.





His victim smiled vaguely at him and ran a hand across his chest. “Be my guest Mr. Steed, its not loaded. I suppose I should apologise but … I really can’t be bothered.” She giggled again, “I think its my feminine side, it has a flair for the theatrical.” With that she sighed and fell into his arms in a dead faint.





“Indeed,” said Steed.





Emma walked over to him as he lowered the surprisingly heavy doctor to the floor. “Women really do just throw themselves at you don’t they!”





“What can I say?” grinned Steed, “Must be my animal magnetism.” He checked the doctor’s pulse; it was even and steady. He looked up at Emma questioningly, “My three chief pet hates?”





“It worked didn’t it.” She looked doubtful, “I think I’m still a little under the effects of that drug.” She looked embarrassed, her eyes sliding from his gaze, “I think it’s been affecting my language.”





“I noticed.” He chuckled, “Most unladylike. What do you make of our friend here?”





“Obviously a paranoid schizoid psychopath suffering from delusions and a god complex.”





He rolled his eyes and tutted. “Not another one. Shall we try and revive her?” He stood up and walked over to the soda siphon on the desk.





Emma looked at the doctor – her lips were moving slightly. “Steed she’s trying to say something. She bent closer, “Its sounds like… Arse!” she reddened slightly.





“There you go again, - look don’t worry I’m sure it’ll wear off.”





Emma shook her head impatiently. “No, that’s what she said – A R S E – although I suppose she could be really pissed off.” She froze with horror and covered her mouth with her hands.





Steed started to say something and thought better of it. His eyes suddenly alighted on a tattered looking sheet of paper amongst the files on the desk, a single line scrawled across the top in a spidery hand. “Could that perhaps be ‘Accomplished Regal Social Endowment’?” He frowned considering the acronym “There is clearly an unhealthy mind at work here Mrs. Peel! And something tells me our dear doctor is as much a victim as anyone.”





Just then the door flew open and a young man in almost indecently fitting trousers burst into the room striking a dramatic pose with his gun. “Everyone freeze!” He looked from Steed to Emma and looked embarrassed “Oh… ah… sorry Mr. Steed. Benson sent me… said you might need a hand.”





Steed looked at Emma and shook his head in disgust, “Rookies. I really don’t know where they're finding them these days.” He muttered under his breath.











Community Story--Part Twenty-one 1/2 (Mint Julep)





"Benson?" Mrs. Peel frowned slightly, crinkling the little scar over her right eyebrow. "I thought his name was Wilson."





"Who?" Steed queried.





"Chap you pummeled in the brush earlier. Wasn't it Wilson?"





"Wilson is his code name."





"Ah. So his real name is Benson?"





"No, his real name is Watson."





"If Wilson is Watson, then who is Benson?"





"An old friend." Steed smiled. "Jones, who is Benson?"





The young man in the tight trousers grinned in a manner that someone once made the mistake of telling him was fetching. "Benson is the man I've been tailing. On your orders, Mr. Steed."





Mrs. Peel's frowned deepened. "What Benson? I don't know any Benson."





"Of course you do," Steed informed her. He pulled his arm back and then swiftly moved it straight forward. "WHOOSH!"





Dr. Cummings suddenly opened her eyes and leaped about half a foot into the air. "Where am I? What am I doing?" She looked frantically back and forth from Steed to Emma and then her attentions settled on young Jones. "Who are you?"





“Jones," said Jones.





"Of course. Many of our clients prefer to remain anonymous. You've come to the right place. We don't judge here. Our only goal is to serve. If you'll just fill out these intake papers..."





"Dr Cummings," Steed began, very courteously, "you drugged Mrs. Peel and have been brandishing a pistol about. Do you want to tell us why?"





"Oh, it isn't a REAL pistol, for heaven's sake. It's a cigarette lighter. I've been trying to break the filthy habit, too. Do you smoke?"





"Dr. Cummings," Mrs. Peel interjected. "You have some explaining to do. We've seen your files. You've found some way of cultivating semen, haven't you?"





“Not that I know of. It sounds preposterous."





"Not according to these." Mrs. Peel handed the doctor a sheaf of the papers she'd been ransacking. Dr. Cummings took them over to her desk and read through them with a quizzical expression on her face, pausing periodically to take absent minded nibbles of a banana nut muffin. "But it's impossible. It's outrageous. It can't be done." She looked up. "Where did you get these?"





"From your file cabinet. Aren't they yours?"





"No. Mrs. Peel, Mr. Steed, I swear to you, this is not my work. Why, it's… it's crazy. It's diabolical. It's sheer demented genius --- Beresford!"





Mrs. Peel responded with a visible shudder at the name. "What Beresford?"





"Dr. Amon Beresford, my chief administrative assistant. She's a genius, but quite mad. Very dedicated to her work. She's usually the first one here in the morning and the last to leave at night. I knew she was working on a special project, but this..."





"How well do you know Dr. Beresford?" Steed asked.





"Hardly at all. She came very highly recommended, and works wonders with the clients. They're very devoted to her. But I don't know her at all personally. Keeps to herself. Doesn't seem to get about much. Why, just the other day, a client offered us tickets to a Petula Clark concert, and Dr. Beresford said "Petula Who?' The woman is totally out of touch with modern culture."





"Where is her office?"





"She has two. One where she sees the clients and then she also has a private office where she works."





"Where is her private office, please?"





“Just down the hall. I'll show you." Dr. Cummings led the little group down the hallway toward Dr. Beresford's office, chattering animatedly all the while. "She's only been with us for about a year, well, a little over a year, I remember I hired her the day that 'Company' opened on the West End, which was September 21, an excellent show, with most of the New York cast, except that Larry Kert was playing the lead instead of Dean Jones, well, Larry played it on Broadway too, the part was originally offered to Anthony Perkins, and I was a bit rushed that day because I was in a hurry to get to the theatre, but I do remember I was very impressed with her credentials, except there was something that struck me odd about her at the time, but as long as her work is satisfactory..."





They had by that point, to everyone's relief, arrived at the door of Dr. Beresford's office and Dr. Cummings fitted the key into the lock and was taken aback when the key didn't turn.





"Are you sure you have the right key?" Emma asked.





"Yes, they're all plainly marked." Dr. Cummings held aloft an enormous key ring. "She must have changed the lock!"





"How long ago might she have changed it?"





"I have no way of knowing. I don't make a habit of going into my staff's private offices. It's not very polite, is it?"





"Admirable." Steed stepped forward. "May I?" It took him all of thirty seconds to pick the lock open. "There we are." He opened the door to reveal a fairly large sized room containing a desk and a chair, one wall of floor to ceiling bookshelves, and half a dozen tall metal filing cabinets. By far its most striking feature was the wall behind the desk, every inch of which had been covered with photographs of John Steed. 
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Community Story--Part Twenty-two (Piers Johnson)





"Fan of yours?" Mrs. Peel asked, smiling.





"I hardly know the woman," protested Steed, "At least, I've no idea who Dr. Beresford is at all, but she certainly seems to know about me. This reminds me of when you redecorated Myles' office."





"You're right, but remember he has already decorated it in a similar manner with all those pin-up girls. You take the desk, and pictures, I'll search the cabinets and shelves."





Finding nothing after a lengthy search, Mrs. Peel flopped down into the leather executive chair in Dr. Beresford's office, reclining it and stretching her long shapely legs across the desk. "Nothing! We were so sure that..."





"What is it?" asked Steed, looking round as she paused mid-sentence.





"Beresford..." she replied, "you don't think there are more people in that kooky family?"





"More like kinky family, if they're mixed up in this business - Dr. Anom Beresford sounds like a false name to me, but I could be wrong," replied Steed, flicking thoughtlessly through some papers on the desk, one hand lightly rubbing one of Mrs. Peel's ankles.





She shook his hand away and stood up, and as the chair came back upright the bookcase slid silently open, revealing a short passage and a door at the end.





"Steed!" she murmured, "there *is* something here! I'll go and investigate, you keep an eye out here, I don't want to be taken by surprise from behind."





"Yes, that could be unpleasant," Steed grinned, "Leave it to me, Mrs. Peel, I shall keep an eye on your behind, that is, behind you, well you know what I mean."





"Only too well, Steed."





Slipping sinuously through the darkened doorway, Mrs. Peel's purple catsuit was briefly outlined against the light filtering in from the office, then she evaporated into the gloom inside.





A whispered conference with Steed, standing guard outside - "It seems to be a fully operational laboratory, I'll see what I can uncover," she hissed.





"Right Mrs. Peel, I'll guard the office and see what else I can turn up in the dubious doctor's files," Steed whispered back, turning to the filing cabinets and producing a miniature torch from his Swiss Army knife. "Be prepared!" he chuckled, "me!"





Mrs. Peel's black rubber torch flashed its beam across some cold storage trunks, medical glass-fronted cabinets, and a small cupboard and skipped across the curves of several large holding tanks in the centre of the room.





The cupboard revealed a hoard of heavily dog-eared glossy magazines that Mrs. Peel flipped through idly pausing occasionally, her eyes widening at the pictures and a smirk flickering wickedly across her lips, suppressing a laugh when she unearthed an issue of "Jodhpurs and Jubblies."





Having ascertained that the freezers and cabinets held nothing more sinister than vials of penicillin, sterilisation fluids and sundry medicines, she turned to the large structures in the middle of the room.





"What on earth can these be for?" she pondered to herself, approaching cautiously.





The tanks were cold to the touch, a thin deposit of condensation across the bare metal fittings and identifying plate. Mrs. Peel rubbed at one of the plates, peering closely to read the minute punched type.





"I don't believe it!" she whispered, "how on earth are they - he - producing so much? They *must* be - growing it? - somehow." Gingerly, she prised open the lid of the tank, and peered inside, sniffing slowly.





"No doubt about it, that's the cream of society," she chuckled, wrinkling her nose at the smell.





Suddenly, the room was flooded with an unbearable light - all the overhead arc lights had sparked into life, leaving Mrs. Peel exposed in the middle of the room with no cover, a purple fly in the spider's web.





"Get her!" rasped the villain from a far portal, "and watch out for unwanted guests."





At the behest, two goons lurched into the room, arms swaying slightly as they lumbered towards Mrs. Peel one on either side of the tank, cutting off her escape. She glanced anxiously towards the far door - a glint of metal and the menace of a cocked barrel dissuaded her from flying that way.





She crouched into kung fu position, ready - she had dealt with these types before. Where was Cyd when you needed her? A swift kick to the first, a flip, a parry and chop to the neck of the other. The goons regained their feet, more cautious now. They approached again, warily. Another chop, pirouette and lunge dispatched the more ungainly of the two a second time, but not before the second had grabbed her by the shoulders and lifted her off the ground, and turned towards the tank.





A vision of the drowned agents flashed across Mrs. Peel's brain.





"Don't you dare!" snarled Mrs. Peel, "I don't want it in my hair."





Struggling, Mrs. Peel kicked blindly for a shin, and was rewarded by a grunt. Her reward is short-lived - her captor stumbled, crashed against the tank and both plummeted headfirst into its seminal contents.





Mrs. Peel's scream of "No!!" brought Steed to the door, who quickly surveyed the action and hastened to the tank, having made sure that the first thug is out cold.





Mrs. Peel and the second thug were wrestling inside the tank, gummed with semen and slipping periodically into the depths. A third man appeared at the far door, the arch-villain disappearing to make way for him. Steed quickly feinted to avoid a blow from the newcomer, dropped back and whisked his steel-rimmed bowler at the thug, bringing him down in his tracks.





Steed leaped over to retrieve his hat, then clocked Mrs. Peel's assailant on the back of the head with his bowler, the thug flopped over the side of the tank, spent.





A quick glance toward the far door - no villain remained, prudence having got the better of him.





Mrs. Peel wiped her face and spat out a mouthful of cum.





�





"Yeeuck!" she grimaced, "All men are *not* equal. Where were you?" she accused, glaring at Steed, who silently handed her a silk handkerchief apologetically. "You've been armed with herbicide before, I don't suppose you have any spermicide?" she fumed.





"Well, sperm aside, you look as lovely as ever, my dear," Steed murmured.





"I'm sorry I was too late Mrs. Peel, I heard a noise in the outer office and went to investigate - they must have been trying to draw me away. Fortunately, I did find this," he said, flourishing a few pages of closely typed script, "They seem to be the specifications for a process whereby sperm can be grown, much as you would grow a culture of bacteria on a petri dish. The process automatically induces the production of moistening plasma, so the chance of smegma is reduced. The implications are enormous."





"Indeed," Mrs. Peel sighed, wiping her face clean and pushing her gluey hair back from her face. "You'd think with a bit of culture they wouldn't be drowning people in this stuff."





"At least you won't need any hairspray", Steed joked lightly getting a growl in return. "It's certainly a while since I last saw you plastered."





"Not funny, Steed; just for that I'll rethink this year's birthday present."





"I think I should take you home, Mrs. Peel so you can clean yourself up."





"Thank you, Steed, but are you sure you want me on the leather of your Bentley's seats like this?" Mrs. Peel asked.





This thought stopped him for a second, then he said, "All taken care of, Mrs. Peel," handing her a hospital gown, "I found this in Dr Beresford's locker, and you can wear my overcoat to keep warm."





"Of course," he smiled, "you'll have to take off that wet catsuit first..."





"Steed, if I didn't know you better I'd think you were enjoying this!" Mrs. Peel protested, loosening her belt and unbuttoning the two buttons on the suit, "Can you undo my zip?"





"Well, they do say it's good for your skin, Mrs. Peel; remember the Hellfire Club." Steed murmured, pulling the tag and revealing her smooth white back. 
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Community Story--Part Twenty-three (Mona)





Emma stepped out of her catsuit without Steed's aid. After helping with the unzipping, he had carefully stepped back out of the way, concerned about his own clothes and skin being tainted by a fluid he appreciated in his own body, but coming, as it was, from other man or men, was entirely loathe to have touch him. With an outstretched arm he handed the gown to an eager Mrs. Peel.





"You don't usually stand at arm's length when I'm undressed, Steed," she said, grinning.





"Ordinarily, Mrs. Peel, that's true. However, given the circumstances, I'm sure you'll allow me my distance, until you've taken three or four showers."





As Mrs. Peel clothed herself in the gown, Steed sighed heavily and handed her his coat. "How on earth will I tell the dry cleaners what they'll have to remove from it?"





"I'm sure you'll think of something. No doubt over the years you've had to remove all sorts of substances from your clothes."





"As you well know, I prefer skin on skin--", Steed began saying, but then stopped as they heard a sound down the hall from the room they were in. "Sounds like a guest has arrived, thoroughly uninvited."





Steed began to move towards the hallway, with Emma whispering loudly, "Steed, no, not now! I need to get home, cleaned and changed."





"Just a moment..." he answered. Whilst Emma was searching his jacket for his car keys, thinking to exit to her penthouse apartment and leave him here to continue the investigation, Steed strode into the hallway and began progressing soundlessly down the darkened corridor, following various clumps and thumps. Emma strolled behind him continuing her desperate search.





"We're being led somewhere," he said, his head turning to inform Emma.





No keys, Emma realized, grinding her teeth with frustration. He had them in his trouser pocket. There was nothing she could do but walk with him, barefoot and clad only in gown and coat, hair and skin coated with semen. If she was a lesser, more fragile woman, she would have been incapacitated by gags and heaves.





Steed came to a door and opened it. It was a staircase heading towards; flipping on a light, he motioned to Emma for them to descend.





"I am not dressed for the part," she complained.





"There may be a fire hose downstairs. Instant sticky fluid remover. One never knows. It's worth a try."





He wasn't blatantly ordering her about; it wasn't his tendency to do so, and it wasn't the way they interacted. She knew if she made enough of a fuss, Steed would acquiesce to take her home, but she also knew that his devotion to his work and his cases was paramount. And, noise was coming from below them, something was up at the lab, and Emma, with a personality that was half diffident and half good-natured, nodded her head weakly but compliantly.





"Alright, we'll go. But, for this you owe me a week on the Riviera."





"As you command, mistress," and to make it better, and soothe her irksome mood, he kissed her cheek lightly. It was enough to remove her irritation at him, and she smirked.





Steed led the way downstairs, his body, as usual, elegantly angled to the side in his descent. Emma plodded down behind him much less poetic in grace and appearance. At the bottom of the stairs was a room filled with blinking computers and test tubes and beakers heating various fluids, and a female. Papers with scientific equations on them were scattered everywhere, table and floor. Steed picked up a few and after a cursory glance, gave them to Emma's more technological eye. Steed's eye strayed back to the woman, dressed in a low slung black dress, complete with pearl necklace, high heels showing slim legs, and a full thick head of black hair. If she hadn't been smoking a cigar, her look would have landed her in any ritzy magazine.





"Dr. Anom Beresford, I presume," Steed said. "My fan club. Would you like an autograph?"





"At your service, Mr. Steed," the woman said. "Whatever your service is. Ah, and this must be the somewhat sticky and salty Mrs. Peel. How disgusting to meet you."





"My displeasure," Emma answered.





Suddenly another figure appeared in the room, having been hidden behind a computer recess. She was a middle-aged woman, around her early fifties, with white hair, dressed in a pantsuit. "So, Anom, you have brought him here?" the raspy voiced woman asked."





Yes. It was simple, idiotically so. Now when do I get to sleep with him?"





"Patience. Patience. Things must unfold in a certain manner."





"I don't suppose you want my idiotic opinion about that particular manner," Steed said.





"No. Not really. First, though, allow me to introduce myself. I am the EVIL uh, what is the term..."





"Diabolical mastermind," Emma said listlessly, picking her feet off the floor where they had almost been permanently glued.





"Oh, that's good. Much better than EVIL villain. I'll have to write that down." She took a moment and did so and then continued her explanation. "Yes, I am Lady Forbes-Blakeney, a diabolical mastermind. You, Steed, might know my daughter, as she is in the same line of work as you, though in a different organization."





Steed shrugged. "Can't say I do."





"No matter. She is a fool, like you and Mrs. Peel. You will all bow down to my magnificent plan when it comes to final fruition."





"Oh, and what plan is that?" Steed asked, slightly bored and cleaning out his fingernails.





Mrs. Peel and Lady Forbes-Blakeney spoke at the same time, "Taking over the world!"





As Emma smiled sarcastically, Lady Forbes-Blakeney sneered at Mrs. Peel and then clapped her hands, "Take her!" she yelled. Six men with rifles poured into the room and Steed watched helplessly as Mrs. Peel had her hands tied behind her back as she was pushed into a small empty room. The door was closed behind her Steed watched a fellow turn a latch that loudly snapped a lock in place.





"Covered in sperm and locked in a room. I've had better nights," Mrs. Peel said to herself.





"Don't I get a long explanation of your plan?" Steed asked, appearing blase but in reality seriously worrying about how he was going to get passed six rifle bearing minions to save Mrs. Peel. He imagined it was going to have to turn into a bowler bashing bullet bobbing free for all. He sighed. Fourth one this month.





"Later," Forbes-Blakeney said. "That always seemed stupid to me in James Bond movies, to talk so long the hero was able to escape."





"Yes, to me, too," Steed agreed, "but it is helpful to us heroes."





"Now," Anom said, pressing a button, which activated a loud screeching, "we'll just let the ceiling come down in there and crush Mrs. Peel into a blob of blood. She's rather unnecessary, you see. In the meantime, let's you and me, Steed, do the DO-ME deed. You are the final task in our DNA plan. She pushed another button and another door swung open, showing a room in candlelight, with a king sized bed in it, a table with wine and cheese, some silk scarves, and romantic music being played.





"I don't mean to be rude," Steed said, "but, I'd rather be crushed into a blob of blood."
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“We don’t want to get ahead of ourselves, do we Steed? That will come later.” Dr. Anom said with a sneer, her feelings injured from his curt refusal. She realized that she had overlooked something and looked at one of the henchmen. "You! Check him for weapons."





"Yes, ma'am." He approached Steed, patted him down, and was satisfied that a gun wasn't concealed anywhere. "He's clean."





“Very good. Now, Steed, get in there!” She pointed to the boudoir.





Steed stood his ground. “You really know how to kill the mood, not that I would ever be. Release Mrs. Peel, and I’ll consider it.” Steed cursed himself for getting distracted from that dream and forgetting his brolly, mistakes like that could be fatal. He surveyed the area and placement of the henchmen, looking for a way to end this unpleasant situation. He saw a way out, if only…





“Sorry, that’s not negotiable.”  She said with a shrug.





“I thought as much, what if I refuse? Since you are going to kill Mrs. Peel and me anyway.”





She motioned for the same henchmen to advance.





He advanced upon Steed, rifle at the ready. Steed got a better look at the rifle and discovered that it was a medium-sized fully-automatic submachine gun, a 9mm that typically holds 30 shots. “Messy little toys.” He thought to himself.





“Steed, give the man your bowler. You won’t need it in there.” Dr. Anom said demurely, but with menace in her voice. “No tricks!”





“I wouldn’t dream of it.” Steed smiled and turned to the henchman and said. “Do you realize that discharging a firearm around all this electronic gear would not be a wise thing to do?”





The henchman narrowed his gaze. “You heard the lady, mate. Gimme the bowler.”





Steed tsked. “The manners of minions these days, would it hurt to say please?”





The ill-mannered bloke raised his rifle to emphasize his point - saying  'please' wasn't an option.





“Very well.” Steed said, as he grasped the brim and removed it. He subtly flipped a small switch on the inside of the bowler and started counting backwards to himself, from ten. He handed it to the henchman. “Please be careful with it lad. My tailor would be quite upset if it was damaged.” Steed grinned and observed the exact placement of the men and readied himself.





The henchman took the bowler and placed it on his own head. "Not a bad fit, mate." He stepped back a pace and waited for further orders from the Doctor.





Steed glared at the henchman with disgust. "Now I will have to get it cleaned." Steed smiled inwardly that it was working better than he thought. 





Dr. Anom nodded approval, pleased that Steed surrendered his prized weapon without incident. She returned her attention to Steed, motioning for him to follow her. "Never mind the bowler, Steed. As I said, you won't need it." She walked toward the room, expecting Steed to follow.





Steed mentally finished the countdown. “3, 2, 1.” He pivoted on his heel and charged the henchman with the bowler. The henchman screamed, stiffened, and violently shook. Steed heard the crackle of electricity as the built in high voltage stun-gun paralyzed the ill-mannered henchman. He could smell ozone, burning hair, and charred flesh.





The Doctor saw the henchman and realized that Steed indeed had another trick up his sleeve. “Get him!” She screamed. Dr. Anom Beresford and Lady Forbes-Blakeney, ran around the computer equipment and out of the room.





Steed pulled the rifle away from the unresisting fingers, got behind the henchman, held him by his jacket collar, and used him as a body shield. “Your manners were shocking.” Steed whispered in the man's ear, as the stun-gun charge was spent.  The henchman was incapacitated, perhaps already dead and unable to prevent what happened next.





Steed opened fire on the five other exposed henchmen, and kept track of the shots he fired. The body shield was taking a massive number of hits and literally became dead weight. Steed quickly dispatched the others without suffering any injuries, then dropped his 'shield'.





Steed was concerned that too much time had been wasted, he rapped his fist on the door and called out. “Mrs. Peel?”





Emma’s muffled voice calls back. “I’m still here. Get me out of here and I promise not to order pressed duck again!”





“Get back from the lock!” Steed gave her a second then fired several rounds on the lock mechanism. He tried the latch and the door opened. The room was still getting considerably shorter and it appeared that Emma was only a moment away from certain death. They grasped hands and he gave her a pull. "Out you come."





“Thanks, Steed. At Knight Industries, there were only 'glass' ceilings to deal with.”





Steed grinned. “I decided it was time to fire the competition. By the way, our EVIL captors have fled. Either to get back-up or activate Plan ‘B’”.





“At least you have defended your honour, Steed.”





“For the moment, my dear. From your hasty examination of the papers, did you notice any weak spots in all this equipment?”





Emma grinned. “Well, the power supply is behind and above the left-most cabinet.”





“You found that in the papers?” Steed was impressed.





“No, Steed, I saw the fuse box and main switch as they were tying me up. I was looking for a way out of the situation. Unfortunately, the information didn’t seem very useful if I was placed ‘inside’ of that room. Honestly Steed, let’s shut it down and get out of here. The ladies can wait.”





“Mrs. Peel, it isn’t proper to keep a lady waiting. However, you are the only one here that qualifies. So, let's get cracking.”





They walked around the computer array and to the fuse box.





“Steed, kill the power here and it should shut down the array.”





“This looks simple enough, Mrs. Peel. Did I ever tell you when I was in the Royal Army? I knocked about with a squad of Electrical Engineers.”





“Drinking buddies?”





“That too, but I learned a few sabotage tricks from those lads. It was a way to alleviate boredom in the field.” Steed handed Emma the rifle. “Would you be so kind to cover me in case they return?”





She took the rifle and checked the clip. “Thank you for leaving me some ammo, there appear to be a few rounds left.”





“Sixteen actually, but who’s counting?” Steed shrugged and turned to work on the power supply that looked like a silvery one-armed bandit. He pulled the lever and killed the power. The whine of the computer array slowly silenced. The lights remained on, which was a good thing, meaning they were controlled by a separate box. He withdrew his Swiss Army knife again and used it to disconnect the wiring and pop out the fuses.





Emma looked occasionally and smiled at Steed's progress.





He performed some crafty re-wiring and a took a couple half-pennies from his vest pocket.





Emma looked inquisitively, as Steed flipped a coin skyward. "Gold crowns?" She asked.





"No, Mrs. Peel, copper for luck. Ah… Tails, they lose." He smiled and slid them into the fuse box. He threw the lever and moved to press power buttons on the cabinets.





The computer began to come to life again with whines and flashes of lights, but something was different this time. Wiring was quickly burning out and smoke was emitting from all of the cabinets. Internal fuses and lights were popping, and the wiring to the cabinets were heating at excessive levels. 





Soon, the computer was whining silent again, for the final time. Wiring sizzled and the smell of ozone and burnt plastic filled the air. The beast was truly dead.





Steed pulled the lever again. "That should do it. If this computer controls the equipment that sustains the tanks, there will soon be billions of very tiny and very dead soldiers." He walked over to retrieve the bowler from the fallen henchman and tsked. "The bowler will need to be re-covered, my tailor will be very cross. Well, Mrs. Peel, it looks like a cleanup operation now."





"Good, we're in agreement then. Let's get out of here. I want to go home, shower for hours, then sleep in the tub."





"You could take advantage of the facilities here, if you are in a hurry." Steed pats the rifle barrel. "I'll cover you."





"Oh no, Steed. I want to use my own facilities, thank you very much."





"As you wish. I will contact Wilson on the way there. He can check on Dr. Cummings and our boys can track down the EVIL pair. They wanted me for their diabolical plan and we have foiled that for now."





Emma tucked the rifle under her arm. "Just in case." She told Steed and they made their way to the exit. She thought to herself. "I've had worst nights, but none stranger or more disgusting."











�
Community Story--Part Twenty-five (Howard Hayden)





As they ascended the gloomy stairway leading to the hallway above silence had again returned to the building. The kind of silence that can bring a cold sweat and a heightening of the senses. A deadly silence.





"We still have some adversaries here" Steed murmured, almost absent mindedly as he did when his brain was working in overdrive. He still didn't understand the relationship with the odd characters at the RADA and that bothered him. Loose ends were untidy ends.





The hall above was empty. They moved cautiously down it's length, listening for any sign that they were not alone.





"Probably halfway up the A1 by now" Emma whispered.





"I'm not so sure" Steed replied in sotto voice. There's our Mrs. Anom's door.





Emma peered around Steed's broad shoulder with knitted brow at the door. It stood slightly ajar. "It was closed when I came by last, Steed whispered."





"Oh." Emma's eye's widened in mock surprise. "Let's have a look."





The door creaked slightly as Steed pushed it inward. The lights were out, but a dim and eerie glow leaked in from a skylight in the ceiling. The two cautiously entered the room. Even in the dull glow two distinct lumps could be seen in its centre. Steed and Emma moved quickly to them.





Emma set the machine gun aside as she stooped to examine two rumpled forms.





"Our former hosts?" Emma mused lightly.





"I'm afraid so". Steed replied grimly. "Stabbed it appears".





"Well I guess that accounts for the daggers protruding from their backs".





Emma nudged one of the lumps unceremoniously "Are you sure they're dead?"





Steed felt for a pulse. "I'm sure now. We won't be worrying about Beresford and Forbes-Blakeney anymore but now we have another unknown in the mixture."





"Someone from RADA." Emma volunteered, looking more closely at their late adversaries.





"Perhaps" Steed answered, sounding not entirely convinced.





"No blood." Emma announced suddenly.





"Yes, you're right" Steed agreed.





"There never is you know." Emma continued.





"More tidy that way," Steed replied simply.





With that, the lights in the room flashed on and a tall athletic shape emerged from the darkness. The figure was well dressed in an elegant pinstriped suit. Dark eyes in a handsome rugged face glared menacingly at them. One hand held a Walther P.38 pointed down at the agents. A sardonic smile crept on his countenance as Emma looked up at him.





Emma's eyes widened. The machine gun clattered to the floor forgotten as she raised slowly to her feet. "You...." She hesitated. "You're dead." she sputtered.





"Not entirely, as you can see Emma." His smile continued to broaden. "Good to see you again. I looked forward to this meeting. You've been keeping busy, I see." Raising a thick eyebrow in Steed's direction. "You've done better."





Steed made a motion forward and the pistol snapped in his direction. "I wouldn't if I were you old man." the figure spat.





"Neither would I," Steed replied with a little chuckle, "Now that you put it that way. Who do I have the pleasure...."





"I can take care of that," Emma said flatly, recovering somewhat. "Meet my dead husband, Peter Peel. 





�
Community Story--Part Twenty-six (Mint Julep)





"He's very well preserved," Steed observed.





"Rumors of my death," Peter informed them, "have been greatly exaggerated. But I didn't mean to startle you."





"Yes, you did," Emma replied. "You always enjoyed startling me." She turned briefly to Steed. "He used to like to leap at me from behind the curtain when I was showering..."





"I don't recall your complaining about it at the time."





"Forgive me," Steed said, "for interrupting this trip down memory lane, but to what do we owe the surprise of your presence?"





Peter was frowning at Emma. "What is that all over you in such profuse quantities, darling?"





"Sperm," she muttered.





"Indeed?" Peter raised an eyebrow. "Mr. Steed, I see that you exceed even your impressive reputation."





"It's not mine" Steed informed him. “It was here on the premises. As part of the scheme of the late Lady Forbes-Blakeney and Dr. Beresford, whom I assume you knew."





"Yes, I'm sorry. I don't usually approve of killing ladies, but they had become dispensable. There's a shower back here if, er, either of you cares to use it." He smiled at Emma. "I promise not to leap out at you, unless it's called for." 





Emma, sensing a trap, glanced quickly toward Steed, who nodded with remarkable calm, even for him. "I think Mrs. Peel could use a bit of freshening up."





"Thank you, "she said. "I'll just be a moment, then."





"It's just through there," Peter told her, gesturing toward the back of the room. "And you'll find a change of clothes in the closet there. They're my clothes, as it happens, but you should be able to wear them. You used to enjoy the odd role reversal."





"You don't have to tell everything," Emma muttered as she excused herself.





Peter and Steed stood for a moment in silence. "May I offer you a drink, Mr. Steed? I happen to have an excellent bottle of 1959 Piper Heidsieck I've been saving for a very special occasion."





"Thank you, but I far prefer the '47."





"Ah. As do I, but I'm afraid it doesn't travel as well." Peter Peel produced a bottle from a small refrigerator, set out three exquisite crystal fluted glasses, and continued to talk as he opened and poured. "This bottle was given to me on my wedding day by my best man, whose name I'll not yet mention, with instructions to open it to celebrate the conception of my first child. But as you know, Emma and I were not blessed with issue."





"So I'd gathered," Steed said, watching Peter's every move with a trained eye.





"Of course, my failure to reproduce myself never made a bit of difference to her, or so she always claimed. As for myself, well, naturally, every man wants a son, someone to carry on the family name and hold the fief together. It turned out that I did not have sufficient, shall we say, vitality in me. Oh, I had some, everyone does, but not quite enough. I had almost despaired of ever siring a litter when I met Dr. Cummings. Of course, she wasn't Dr. Cummings then. She was with the Royal Air Force at the time."





Steed nodded. "Group Captain Myles."





"Very good, Mr. Steed! Top marks, as always. I met her, or rather him, when I was contracted to test a new fighter jet for the Air Force. It was designed to go for extraordinary long distances without the need for refueling. The Americans were secretly funding the project, back in 1962. The idea was that these jets would be able to be launched, as it were, from friendly British shores and get all the way to..."





"Cuba."





Peter handed Steed a glass of champagne. "You knew about the project, then?"





"Oh," Steed said blithely, "one hears things. Word gets round."





"Especially if you hold your ear to the conference door, eh? In any case, on the first flight, my navigation instruments failed, and I ended up in South America. Since the project did not officially exist, I was never officially there and had the devil's own time managing to get myself out. As far as the government knows, I'm still lost."





It was at this point that Emma re-emerged, newly showered, her lustrous auburn hair damp and shining. "Pardon my appearance," she said.





"Emma! You look as almost as good in my clothes as I do. Of course, you look much better out of them, but never mind." He poured her a glass of champagne. "Mr. Steed and I were just sorting things out."





"So you and Dr. Cummings," Steed prompted him, "have been working together."





"Indeed we have. She is a remarkable woman in many ways. Not only in her zeal and dedication to her work, but also in her courage in changing her life as radically as she did. We've become very close, as people working intimately together in secret often do. I'm sure I don't have to tell the two of you what that's like."





"Let's assume that we all know what that's like," Steed said. "And Dr. Beresford and Lady Forbes-Blakeney?"





"We needed them. They were both quite mad, of course, but Lady Diana was very generous about financing our operation, and Dr. Beresford was a genius at research. Unfortunately we discovered too late just how mad they really were. For some reason, they both were bent on killing the two of you eventually, and I couldn't have that."





"What one earth are you talking about?" Emma asked, clearly at a loss.





Peter smiled. "Well, Mr. Steed," he said, "have you figured it out yet?"





"I believe so. You've brought us here to ask a favor, haven't you?" 





"Well, I've really come to ask Emma a favor, but it involves you too. I'm sorry to have been so circumspect about it, but I had to see how you behaved in a crisis. I knew your reputation of course, but I had to see for myself. I had to know you could be trusted."





"And can we?" Steed asked.





At that moment, Dr. Cummings, now dressed in a very conservative and not unfashionable dinner dress of muted earth tones of russet red and burnished brown, made her belated appearance. 





"Ah, just in time for the dénouement!" Peter said.





"Has Mr. Steed figured it out yet?" she asked.





"I believe he has."





"Figured what out?" Emma asked. "What's going on here?"





"Mrs. Peel," Steed informed her, "Dr. Cummings and your formerly late husband want you to give them a child."





"What? How? Why?"





"A child," Steed repeated. "By artificial insemination of your husband's seed. A child they can raise as their own, because they're in love and want to have a family."





Peter regarded Steed with immense respect and admiration. "Mr. Steed, you astound me."





"There's still the matter of your being lost and presumed dead, you know."





"Yes, I know. But I was rather hoping you'd help me there too..."





"We were thinking," Dr. Cummings said, "that perhaps if Peter were to suddenly reappear and pretend to reconcile with his wife, at least long enough for her to conceive and give birth, then the child would be legally recognized as his. She could simply relinquish custody to him afterward." 





"I see," Emma said. "And why on earth should I agree to any of this?"





"Because," Peter said, very simply, "I don't intend to continue being dead. That's no life for a man with my sense of adventure. I shall have to return in any case, and you don't really want me any more, do you?"





"I wouldn't say that..."





"Oh, I don't take the slightest offense. After all, I don't want you any more either," Peter said, quite cheerfully. "It's nothing against you. I shall always cherish the time we had together, but, well... people change. And I've seen the way you and Mr. Steed look at one another. Even now, his fear for you is almost palpable. He doesn't know me well enough to know what I would never hurt you, and you know me well enough to know that I will keep my word when I promise that if you will do this admittedly rather extravagant favor for me, I shall leave your life forever and let you begin a new one with the man you love." 





"But I can do that anyway," she said. 





"Yes, of course you can. It is a great favor I'm asking, and you have every right to say no."





"By the way," Steed asked. "Who was the best man at your wedding?"





"I was," said a voice behind them.














�
Community Story--Part Twenty-seven (Kimberly McCachren)





Steed and Emma both turned towards the voice and saw its owner.





Emma gasped as if she had seen a ghost, and said, "Prendergast!!!".





"Hello, Emma. Lovely to see you again", said Prendergast.





Emma did not speak, only able to produce a nod and a small smile. She edged nearer Steed, as though she wanted to hold tight to him. 





"And you must be Mr. Steed", said Prendergast.





"And you are the answer to the question I asked Mr. Peel just a few moments ago", said Steed.





"You never fail to amuse us Mr. Steed", said Prendergast.





"What is really going on Peter?! You have no idea what kind of man Prendergast is!", Emma exclaimed.





"I was a different man when I first met you Mrs. Peel. However when we first heard that Peter was assumed missing and presumed dead. My obsession and love for you took over, and I could not control it at all. Then you and Steed teamed up and arrested me in Berlin, and I tried to kill you out of love. But your so-called 'Knight in shining armour' saved you by hitting me with a life-size Joker card. I felt like a fool then and now I am recovered. I meet Peter again through Dr. Cummings. I guess he did not really tell you the whole story yet", said Prendergast.





"Don't tell me that you want me to carry your child, Prendergast!!?", said Emma.





(evil laughing) "Not at this moment. Mm-mm, not a bad thought too", said Prendergast.





"What is really the whole story??", said Steed. 





"I may be a better person to explain this", said Group Captain Miles, "After all this was part of my funding and a project that I worked on". 














�
Community Story--Part Twenty-eight (Cindy)





Just as Group Captain Miles started forward, Steed grabbed Mrs. Peel and threw the both of them behind a large oak desk. ��Before any of the three men (?) could react there was a large boom and flash of light from a canister that had been thrown in through the small window at the top of the room.��As Jones entered the room, Steed and Mrs. Peel stepped out from under the desk, shaking their heads as if to clear them. Peter, Cummings, and Prendergast lay unconscious on the floor.��"About time Jones, what kept you?" Steed seemed irritated at the young man.��Nodding at Prendergast's inert body Jones looked chagrined; "I lost him and checked RADA first."��"Take them in and we'll see you there." Steed looked back to see Emma standing with hands on hips looking rather disturbed. "Mrs. Peel?"��Emma lifted an eyebrow and pursed her lips together; "The only place I am going is home. I am hungry, tired, and I need at least four or five more showers before I will deign to be seen in public."��Steed nodded, "perhaps a break would be best. Jones?" ��"Right Sir; Off they go to Pelham. See you two in the morning."��As Steed's Bentley was closest he drove Mrs. Peel to where her Lotus had been parked that morning. To find an empty parking place. �


More wryly than with any real anger Emma snorted, "that's about par for this day."��"Never fear my dear. I'll give you a ride home on the old charger."��Steed felt the strain in the car but couldn't quite think of a way to break the silence so they drove quietly.��After they reached Emma's flat, Steed made drinks, a quick supper, and a few phone calls while Mrs. Peel attended to well whatever it is that ladies attend to when they spend an hour in the shower alone.��As they sat down to dinner, Steed was graced by a real smile and then a smirk from Emma. "eh?"��Lifting her glass in a toast, Emma giggled. "I can't remember the last time I was so glad to need a feminine hygiene product."��"Ah", Steed nodded; "so I take it there won't be any issue from today's issue?"��"Nope" ��"And Peter?"��"Hmm;" Mrs. Peel looked pensive. "It might just be me Steed but doesn't everything about today seem a little surreal?"��"I guess that is one way of putting it. Not every day your husband rises from the dead. Was Prendergast his best man?"��Emma laughed so hard that Steed thought perhaps at last the events of the day had totally unhinged her. "Steed, Peter could be described as somewhat self absorbed. Remember the Salukis?"��"Yes, The dogs. Rowdy beasts. You were glad when Peter's brother took them as I remember."��"Peter was the only one that could control them. They were his "BEAST MAN" at the wedding. Peter said he was the only best man we needed at the weeding."��"But he told me that his best man gave him the 47 champagne..." Suddenly Steed realized what it was that had bothered him so much about Peel. "He was holding the gun in his Left hand."��Grimly Mrs. Peel finished; "and when was the last time you saw a left handed test pilot?"��"So not Peter!"��"Not Peter but someone schooled him well on the part. Ghosts and mirrors. I'd love to know what was in that muffin. Everything has been slightly off since I ate it."��"Ah well Mrs. Peel, I may have the answer to that. Seems that Group Captain Miles is involved is some very very very top hush button lip research at an unknown location here in England. LSD derivatives and Lord knows what else. The lab will be analyzing them and the Brandy from my flat this evening."��"You've been busy. Local or long distance?"��"A little of both. As for the three left from DO-ME. Guess we will find out for sure tomorrow where they stand. Prendergast volunteered for behavior modification experiments when we returned him to Germany. He has been in the program for 8 months. I checked with the Germans who took offense at my suggesting they might have lost track of him again."��"Steed, perhaps they are just concerned that you will "do the additional rearranging" you promised if they ever lost him again." Emma smiled at the memory of Steed's visit to Germany after Prendergast had almost killed her. The Ministry had not been pleased.��Steed shrugged; the Germans had gotten what they deserved. "Stazi is doing a complete check to make sure that the man they have in the program truly is Prendergast. He was transferred last month and no one at the new facility would have known for sure. But you know my dear, you make a very good point. So many echoes of so many cases; Miles, Beresford, Prendergast; the milkman costume, the undead rising from the grave, actor being murdered with a fake prop."��"Fake prop?" Don't forget the loss of consciousness from the stun grenade, not quite the dentist drill but still."��Steed frowned; "My dear, I am afraid that we are going to need to go to RADA and the Ministry tonight?"��"Tonight? Why?"��"Loose ends. I think whoever is behind this has an inside man, in the Ministry and if Peter Peel is an actor whoever hired him may want to make sure that tonight's performance is his last."��Rising with a smirk, Mrs. Peel grabbed her coat as Steed picked up the spare bowler and umbrella he kept at Mrs. Peel's flat. "All these incidents echo active cases we've worked and who would know the details of active cases?"��Steed opened the door; "I think a rather candid discussion with our friend Wilson is in order and as soon as possible?"�











�
Community Story--Part Twenty-nine (Piers Johnson)





London was swinging - Picadilly Circus to Trafalgar Square was a sea of lights, neon signs, lumbering saloons and jaunty sports cars. Young hipsters tumbled out of nightclubs, spilling into the streets in merry bands. Jazz and pop bellowed from competing doorways, enticing the crowds into their murky depths. 





At this hour the traffic was light enough for the trip from Primrose Hill to Westminster to take just a few minutes, but the Bentley was reduced to a grudging crawl as soon as they were within site of the Ministry offices. 


�"Why don't you live somewhere more convenient?" grumbled Steed, changing down to first gear for the fifth time in a minute, "you know this car likes a good fast drive, I've even been to Selsey Bill."��"Why don't we walk?" Mrs. Peel sniped back, "Getting here from my place was the fast drive. It's you West End boys that cause the trouble."��"Ha!" cried Steed, not in reply to Emma's riposte, but to a fleeting gap in the traffic. The Bentley roared into life, scattering a gathering of blonde mop-topped girls, the tallest of whom turned and regarded the departing Bentley thoughtfully, her long dancer's legs elevating her above the crowd.��Moments later, they has parked in a small cul-de-sac near the Admiralty arch and left the Bentley, pinging quietly in the twilight cool, to approach a nondescript building behind a high wrought-iron fence.��"Mother's not home, we'll have to get the key from under the mat." Steed grinned, fishing a set of pick-locks from a pocket.��"Ever thought of knocking?" Emma quizzed, smiling.��"No-one ever answers this door," Steed grunted, fumbling with the lock "it hasn't been opened in forty years or more. The real entrance is around the other side, I just don't want you-know-who to have too much of a drop on us."��That said, the door swung open, protesting creakily at the unwarranted disturbance of its long sleep. Two silhouettes briefly at the door - a man with a bowler and umbrella, a woman in a catsuit, then all was darkness.��Inside, the corridors were a uniform pale institutional green, light dimly by low-watt bulbs which made them seem all the more sordid. Steed and Emma passed silently down several corridors, descended a concrete stairwell and emerged into the grimly silent Active Files Department.��"Not very active!" quipped Mrs. Peel, "I thought this was a 24 hour operation."





"You're thinking of MI5 and 6, Mrs. Peel. Our line of work, being more... specialised... means we don't have a requirement for a full complement at all hours, just a select emergency crew. Now, if there's anyone here at all, it'll be the man we came to see." 





The department was laid out like a press office, small glass-enclosed offices for the more senior staff around the edges, and rows of coarse wooden desks with drawers in the centre of the room. From one of the more distant offices, a chink of light gleamed through a crack in the closed blinds, and the faint tapping of a typewriter staccatoed pianissimo through the glass.��"Wilson's working late, I wonder what on?" Steed murmured as they approached the door stealthily.


They burst into the office, making the timid Wilson leap into the air, his tepid coffee spraying across the papers in front of him.





"Uh, Mr. Steed... my nose has just healed, don't hit it again!" he squealed, backing away towards the window.��"Okay Wilson, what's the game?" Steed asked sternly, "You're the source of all these leaks about our past cases, no-one else has reviewed them for ages."��"S-sorry Mr. Steed, it wasn't really my fault; things got out of hand - literally! I was ordered to collate all the records, in view of making a definitive dossier when they're released to the public in the future."��"Released to the public? This material is button-lip man! We can't go around release sensitive material willy-nilly, what would the PM say?"��"He's right though, Steed," broke in Mrs. Peel, turning through Wilson's damp papers, "reforms to the official secrets act mean all our cases will become public knowledge thirty years after they occurred."��"My sainted aunt! It all sounds a bit dangerous to me - can't we be... selective... in our releases?"��"We will be Mr. Steed, the act doesn't actually state we have to tell the truth, the whole truth and nothing but - it just says tell the truth, but not the whole truth.��"When I was obscuring the details of your encounter with Dr. Rushton's shrinking ray - after all, who would believe that even if we told them? - a junior ministry official came to see me on some other business, and happened to see one of the dossiers on my desk. He offered to help me complete the work and took away half the documents, I couldn't stop him as my arm was in traction at the time, remember from when you mistook me for an enemy agent..." Wilson blinked limpidly at Steed and Emma, running a dry hand over his perspiring brow.��"Who was this junior official?" Steed demanded, waving his umbrella handle at Wilson's nose, "Your story has more than a few holes in it, you know, we'll have to have a proper chat over a cup of tea about this".��"Steed! Look at these documents!" Mrs. Peel cut in, holding up a few coffee-drenched papers "the coffee's revealed some invisible writing hidden in these technical outlines and plots."��"Reading between the lines, huh? What's the subtext?" Steed turned on Wilson, but he had vanished, leaving a RADA flyer behind him. Steed leant out of the window, but he was already far down the street, running faster that Steed would have expected him to.��Mrs. Peel picked up the flyer, wrinkling her brow. "It's like the others, that chipped capital-A and the misaligned 'g' - whoever Wilson, or Benson, or Watson or whoever he is, IS, he's not the man he was."��"I'm sorry Mrs. Peel, you've lost me"��"Steed, that man Wilson, wasn't Wilson, but a method actor - he lived and breathed Wilson, he WAS Wilson. I think we should devote more energy to RADA, some of their recent flyers have come off that typewriter!" she said, waving at Wilson's desk.��"What a tangled web we weave, Mrs. Peel, what a tangled web." Steed mused, "I think Shakespeare is in need of a revival.��"Let's get there before it's too late. Wilson - that Wilson - more than slightly reminds me of O'Reilly, who I saw earlier sneaking around backstage."














�
Community Story--Part Thirty (Mona Morstein)





As Steed and Emma ran out the door of the Ministry, Steed asked Emma how exactly she found Wilson to be O'Reilly, as to Steed, he had been extremely like Wilson in all ways.





Emma, "Well, he was an inch shorter than he was when you hit him by the bushes. The same height as O'Reilly." 





Steed replied, "That was because he wasn't wearing his usual lifts in his shoes." 





Emma, stopped and crossed her arms, "Wilson was wearing a pin with RADA on it."





Steed replied, "He belongs to the Running And Dancing Athletes, who meet weekly to jog and tango in Regent Park."  Emma munched on her lower lip.  "He was making RADA handouts, for the acting RADA group."





"That's true," Steed agreed, "but it doesn't make him O'Reilly."





Emma reluctantly agreed.





Steed's Bentley motored through London, passing a silly looking fellow driving a convertible painted with the colors of England.





"That idiot, Austin Powers," Steed scoffed. "Thank goodness he's not in MY section of the Ministry."





Powers smiled at Emma and she recoiled in horror at his hideous teeth. "Good God! We're English; WE don't look that way!"





"Yup, even brushing for two minutes twice a day won't help him," Steed said in mutual distaste.





Winding their way through the traffic, Steed did some more musing on this complicated case and realized that if Wilson had been following Benson, and then later burst in on the scene pointing his finger at Prendergast, then Benson of cybernaut WHOOSH fame was really Prendergast. That would be a hard one to explain but it fit the facts of the case, however confusing they were. Benson must have gone to jail as Prendergast in Germany, gotten out and come to England as Benson, been put in jail twice for his activities with the cybernauts, then turned back into Prendergast for this situation. Talk about living a double life! Steed was impressed with his machinations.





So that left as the diabolical masterminds O'Reilly of the RADA, and someone else, someone who they thought wanted to create a thousand baby kings, using the resources at DO-ME, which had ALSO been used by Peter and Dr. Cummings to try to create their own family through Emma in an entirely different plot line.





"Steed, keep it on the road," Emma cried out, as a telephone box loomed in front of them.





"Sorry", he answered, jerking the Bentley back onto the road, "but this case is playing havoc with my orientation."  He then explained his thoughts to Emma, who had to take a Dramamine pill.





They arrived at RADA and were surprised to see that some lights were on even given this late hour.  "We may be taking them by surprise, or we may be expected," Steed said.





"Let's not take any chances. The last thing I need tonight is another sperm bath," Emma replied, taking out Steed's handgun from his glove compartment.





"Try not to kill everyone," Steed pleaded.





"I'll do my best," she answered.





Entering the building they wound their way back to the main stage.  There, on the stage, Sir John Gielgud was emoting the role of blinded King Lear wandering in the storm. RADA O'Reilly was down in a front row seat, with a clipboard in hand.  Suddenly Gielgud broke his speech and stared against at Steed and Emma, sidling down the aisle on 100% alert mode.





"Alive! You're both alive! Reilly! You told me they were dead!" Gielgud screamed. Reilly turned in a flash to see the two agents, gun and umbrella sword in hand. "I thought they were dead, Sir. I thought no one stood in front of your ambition to give birth to thousands of kings and princes. Dr. Cummings told me on the phone they were dead. She must have lied."





"Damn! How will we guarantee royal favor as actors if we don't create thousands of men of royal bearing to love and support the theatre? Polo! Who cares about polo! We must have our royal offspring raised to love Shakespeare!"





"He's ranting," Emma said.





"Yes," Steed said, "He's drunk. Drunk and diabolical. Bad combination for a bridge foursome." 





Emma said, "I think cards must wait."  





Reilly stood up wielding a machine gun and blasted away at Steed and Emma, who dove onto the floor behind a row of seats.  "Awful lot of bad guys have guns in a gunless country," Steed said, readjusting his carnation in his breast pocket.





Emma waited for a pause and then, looking over the seat they were hiding behind, she aimed the gun and shot off Reilly's head. Now Sir Gielgud howled in anger. Emma aimed the gun at him, but Steed held her hand.





"He does an excellent Lear. I don't know if we should kill him. DO-ME is finished and his plans are over.  I'll get a crew to destroy the whole clinic and all the sperm.  Let's leave the drunk old fellow to continue his acting career. He probably won't even remember being a diabolical mastermind once he gets sober."





Emma pondered Steed's words and put the gun away. "Alright. I won't kill him."  





"Good girl," Steed smiled.  He then stood up and said "We'll be going Sir John.  Break a leg!"





Gielgud pointed at Reilly. "Clean him up before you go. Where's Wilson, that RADA lackey?  Gets free tickets by doing measly chores for us all.  He can clean up Reilly after he's done formatting those brochures"  





"Sorry, Wilson's not here, and tidying up is not my department," Steed answered. "I'll call the Colonel though and have him dab up the blood." With that Gielgud waved them off as he lamented the death of his daughter.  





Steed and Emma left, realizing that Wilson was not a traitor, but had merely panicked at the thought of Steed being angry with him. They returned to his apartment where they had lots of sex, creating a tag scene filled with many witty sperm references, but the author will leave that to the imaginations of others.




















�
Community Story--Part Thirty-one (Howard Hayden)





Peter was lying on his cot in the small holding cell with his eyes closed when he heard the clank of the key in the old lock. The doors swung back to reveal two burley jailers dressed in blue. One smacked a night stick in his palm suggestively. 





"Time to go to the Old Bailey, Mr. Peel," the other announced cheerily. 





Peter raised up on his elbows and smiled. "Let's be off then. Shouldn't want to keep them waiting." 





"See, Dave," the second jailer said with a curt nod, "Now 'at's class. No need to put anyone out." He turned again to Peter as he rose from the cot. "Pleasure to 'ave your lot round ear for once. "You'd be 'orrified to see what we 'ave to deal wiv." 





Dave continued to scowl in Peter's direction. 





"I take comfort in your appreciation," Peter remarked dryly. 





The jailers demeanor brightened with this and his back straightened with pride 





"We'll that's it then, let's be off." 





It was mid-day and a cold drizzle persisted as the police van stood silently outside the Police Station. Peter was led out quietly. Two uniformed and identical officers opened the vans rear doors simultaneously. Peter looked at the jailer quizzically. "Yes they are," he smiled. "We 'ave great fun wiv them." 





"It must be a laugh riot around here," Peter said rolling his eyes. 





With Peter installed in the vans posterior it rolled off down the street, tires slapping wetly on the stone cobbles. One of the twins in the cab was checking in with headquarters about their progress. Before he could finish, a flash of colour whipped around the corner in front of them. A Jaguar painted up with the Union Jack was barreling right at them. The drivers eyes were wide in horror behind the wind screen. Amidst a shrieking of brakes and screaming of tyres the policeman driving whipped the wheel to the right barely missing the careening sports car. The van clipped a light pole, rose up on two wheels and commenced to slide on it's side noisily up the street. It finally came to rest against a dust bin and lay there smoking. 





The Jag continued on down the street undaunted. A young girl with golden bangs, limpid eyes and dancers legs lifted her head from the drivers lap. "What was that" she asked? 





"Nothing at all," the driver replied toothily. "London drivers. Courtesy has gone all out of it I fear. You were doing just fine my dear - groovadelic in fact. Do go on. Mini me is lonely." 





The golden head disappeared again as the car disappeared around a far bend in the street. 





Back at the van, the back doors had burst open and the Bobsey Twins in the cab were either unconscious or dead. Without blood, it was hard to tell. Peter pulled himself from the wreckage and staggered down the street. Windows close by had been thrown open and people were calling out, but they were ignored as Peter made his escape. He spent little time reflecting on his good fortune, but began putting together his future plans. 





Emma's head popped from beneath the sheets and the broad smile evaporated from Steed's face at the sound of breaking glass. 





"Hadn't you better go see to that," Emma whispered. 





"Why not you?" Steed said in mock surprise. 





"It's your turn," Emma encouraged. 





How do you know," Steed asked? 





"I've been keeping track, " Emma replied, giving Steed a push. 





Steed slipped from the bed and Emma gave him a smack on his bare bum as he did. "Watch you backside " she remarked. 





"If I don't, I'm sure you will," he mumbled, fumbling with the robe that lay by the bed. 





The living room was empty as Steed peered into it. The Laurie Johnson LP was still spinning on the hi-fi. It lent a mysterious mood to the setting. The glass window next to the door had been shattered and shards of glass were strewn across the floor. No one was in sight. Steed crept stealthily to the door and opened it. Quickly he stepped back and raised his hands to his chest. Peter Peel stood in the doorway. He looked a bit scruffy and there was a rather nasty gash above his left eye, but his suit was immaculate. 





"I thought you would be in prison gear by now," Steed offered. 





"I would be," Peter spat, if were up to you, dear man. I had to stop by my place for something different. Prison clothes are so uncomfortable and they tend to draw unwanted attention." 





"I did my best" Steed replied impishly. 





Peter advanced into the flat, gun pointed menacingly at Steeds mid-section. "Are we alone," he asked? 





"I can assure you we are, " Steed replied smoothly. 





We'll, not that I don't trust you, old man... But let's have a look for ourselves." 





"No need." Emma, now dressed, stood in the bedroom door way. 





"Well, how lucky for me that you're here. Saves me the trouble of looking you up." 





"We aim to please," Emma purred brightly. 





Peter motioned with the gun for her to join Steed in the center of the room. "I knew there would be trouble when I saw you at Dr. Cummings seminar. When I saw you there, Emma, you could have knocked me over with a feather. You're with a different crowd now, aren't you? You've become quite the adventurous type. Using those martial arts skills on someone else now?" 





"Excuse me, Peter," Steed interjected, "But we know you are an imposter." 





"What ever made you think that, old man? What would be the purpose of posing as a dead aviator? Who's idea was that?" Peter asked, taken somewhat aback. 





"Cal's, actually, but that doesn't matter. I noticed you were holding the gun in your left hand last time we met." 





"Oh that - paper cut," Peter admitted with a little shiver. 





"Ooo," Steed responded with an intake of breath and a grimace. "Those things are painful" 





"Well, if your not convinced...." Peter pulled his left sleeve with his gun hand to reveal a jagged scar. 





"Do you recognize that, Mrs. Peel?" Steed asked, turning to her. 





"Recognize it... I made it," Emma admitted dryly. "It's him alright." 





"When I pointed you two out to Anita at the lecture, she wanted to be done with you right away." 





"We know, she tried, " Emma said evenly, glaring angrily at her husband through silted eyes. 





"Too bad for us she didn't succeed. This operation would have been so lucrative." 





"Growing loving fans of the British stage?" Steed asked pleasantly. 





"Hardly. That was Geilgud's nonsense, not mine." 





"And exactly what is your nonsense," Emma inquired? 





"Money." Peter grinned. "Doesn't it always come down to that? I know it seems terribly crass, but that's it really. With the help of the good doctors at Do-Me I had hoped to create a bevy of upper class bastards and then blackmail the fathers to keep it all hush hush, you know." 





"How were you to produce these high class prodigy," Steed inquired with interest? 





"Something to do with the hi-tone audience at Dr. Cummings seminar I suspect," Emma mused. 





"Spot on, old girl," Peter grinned. 





"We made good use of those RADA girls in that regard. They were very good at extracting samples from the elite. Anita was able to produce vats full if needed." 





"I experienced that first hand, unfortunately," Emma said ruefully. 





"Well, you've ruined everything and now I must be done with you. I'm sure you understand" 





"Of course," Steed replied smoothly. "But you are married to the head of Knight Industries. Why would you need money?" 





"With old frosty knickers over there holding on to every penny for dear life," Peter snorted. 





Emma made a motion toward Peter, but Steed stopped her with a look. Returning his gaze to Peter, Steed murmured, "Even a cranky old car will run smoothly in the right hands." Emma folded her arms and looked reproachfully at Steed now. 





"Well, lets wrap this up. You've had your obligatory explanation before you die. I have an appointment with one of those RADA girls shortly." 





"What about Dr. Cummings and your love child?" Steed continued. 





"Oh, that nonsense. Can you imagine me with that old cow, spending the rest of my life listening to the old bat squawking bad Sondheim wilst imbibing a mountain of assorted muffins. Not for me, dear boy. Do you think me a loony?" 





Steed did, but he kept silent. 





"At any rate, I have had my eye on one particular RADA girl. A Miss Thorson. I believe you've met her. Not much of an actress, but she has other accomplishments that she approaches with unbridled enthusiasm. Those RADA girls are quite malleable if they think it will get them on stage. I'm planning on taking her on an extended tour." 





"And the good doctor," Emma injected? 





"I'll be dealing with her presently. No loose ends." 





With that Peter motioned to Steed and Emma to back across the room. They responded cautiously.  Peter pulled a pair of handcuffs from his pocket. Slipping one side over Emma's wrist he lifted her arm and drew the cuffs over the exposed steam pipe running along that wall of the flat. He hooked the other cuff to Steed's wrist and stepped back admiring his work. He then produced what looked like a large lump of putty from another pocket and a metallic device from another. 





"Taking up modeling," Emma asked icily? 





"C-4", Steed said coldly. "The Americans swear by it. There's enough there to vaporize this entire flat." 





"And us with it," added Emma. 





"Exactly," Peter smiled broadly again as he placed the explosive on the floor and thrust the device into it. "Remote control. I'll be miles away when I press this button." He had produced a small box with a large button and a blinking red light. "Let's say that you're soon to be the first agents to be radio dispatched." 





"You know, Steed, I don't remember seeing this steam pipe here," Emma observed. 





"You know, neither do I," Steed agreed, inspecting it with surprise. 





"Let's not get lost in the trivial." Peter interrupted. The two agents looked at him questioningly. "I must be off." 





Peter pocketed the small hand gun, bowed to the two agents and backed away. "I know it's bad form to leave before the deed is done, but there's nothing for it. Destiny and a certain young actress call. At the door he turned on his heal and left.

















�
Community Story--Part Thirty-two (Kimberly McCachren)





As soon as Peter left the apartment, Steed and Emma are trying to get themselves free.





"These are trick handcuffs, Steed", said Emma.





"I've seen these before. I once gave my nephew a set of handcuffs for his magic collection. See if I can remember how to get out of these", said Steed.





Emma could hear Peter's car starting and driving away. Emma told Steed that it won't be long before Peter blows them up along with the apartment. Steed is working feverish on the trick handcuffs. A few moments later Steed was free and not too long Emma was free from the handcuffs. 





"Now, let's get this bomb out of here", said Steed.





Emma goes to the window and opens them, she even took the flowers out of the tuba. Steed got the explosive off the floor and hurried to the tuba. The explosive were now in the tuba. Steed and Emma threw the tuba out of the window and it ended up in the dumpster of a nearby revocation project. 





A few miles away while stuck in the busy London traffic. Peter gets out the remote and pressed the large red button.


"Rest in peace, Mr. Steed and Emma", said Peter.





The traffic started to move and Peter was on his was to see this young actress at the RADA.





Back at Steed's apartment. Emma and Steed hurried to the kitchen and it wasn't long before this loud huge explosive noise echoed into Steed's apartment. The windows were shattered into million pieces including what was left of the tuba and the dumpster. The living room was a total mess. Steed and Emma were in the kitchen and straighten themselves up and entered the living room slowly. 





"I think we both need to get dressed and make a trip to the RADA", said Steed.





"I agree", said Emma.





Emma went upstairs first while Steed made a phone call to headquarters to report what had happened. After hanging up the phone, Steed went upstairs to his bedroom to get dressed. And soon after that, Steed and Emma are their way to catch Peter at the RADA. 














�
Community Story--Part Thirty-three (Cindy)





As they zipped along towards RADA, Mrs. Peel was very quiet... Steed sensing that the idea that her husband had just tried to kill them had unnerved her, tried to lighten the mood.��"My cleaning lady is probably going to kill me after this one. You wouldn't care to give me the name of yours?'��"And have her quit on me after the next time your flat gets trashed? No Steed, I don't think so?" Mrs. Peel smiled grimly.��"Mrs. Peel, perhaps Peter was unhinged...."��"Steed, that wasn't Peter. I told you before and I will tell you again. There are no left handed pilots..."��"The paper cut? He was holding the gun in his right hand this time."��"Steed, he twisted the wires counter clockwise - right handers twist clockwise. He twisted clockwise. Plus if it was for the money he wouldn't have tried to kill us or at least me before making his presence known. Peter and I had very specific instructions for what was to happen should he die or disappear. Plus Peter could never come back to England secretly. He is too much of a publicity hound."��As they left the car and entered RADA Steed commented. "Well, if it wasn't Peter what in the world are you so pensive about?"��"I can't believe your comments about me ... really Steed one would think I was Cathy Gale from the comments you made to that man."��"Don't worry Mrs. Peel, I'll make it up to you later. Right now I think perhaps we should deal with Faux Peter and our mastermind."��"Who is?"��"Gone it would seem...." Both Steed and Emma looked in horror at the figure hung on the cross. There was the man who had tried to kill them not an hour earlier, dead with a playing card in his mouth. A joker.��Steed called the clean up squad, betting that Prendergast was long gone but who would pop up later. As they walked to the car a plan formed in Steed's mind - fake Peter - lots of press attention - Mrs. Peel's exit from the game - it might work when the time was right. Smiling to himself he contemplated making his earlier comments up to her - it might take all night but they had time.
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