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Prologue
 
   Oct 5, 2019
 
    
 
   The promotion ceremony for General Blake was held concurrently with the CENTCOM change of command ceremony.  Thus, it was a very big deal indeed with a lot of military brass in attendance as well as various politicians, government officials and high ranking cabinet members from the White House.  For that reason, rather than going down to MacDill Air Force Base in Tampa, Florida where CENTCOM was actually headquartered, the ceremony was being held right at the Pentagon to accommodate all of these distinguished guests.
 
   Missy and Tracy were wearing their West Point dress grey uniforms, per the general’s instructions.  He wanted them both there, in uniform, representing the academy.  They weren’t the only ones, of course.  Captain Bonomo was along, as were a few others from the academy.  And, the general was also taking advantage, since he was using this as a photo op for displaying Missy to the media.
 
   She had been assigned to CENTCOM during CAW and the general was the one credited for that campaign, even though he’d only been Deputy CENTCOM at the time.  He had decided to make an example of her for women in combat, assigned to infantry and Special Forces units.  While the so-called study by the Army about that subject had been devised to cover-up her role as a supernatural, it had gained a lot of traction and several articles had now already been written with other females as their subject.
 
   Per the general’s request, Captain Grimes from Team Twenty-Two and Colonel Chory had both flown back from Afghanistan.  He wanted them in this photo op as well.  While most of the operational details concerning CAW remained classified, there was a lot that could be made public about Missy’s service there with Team Twenty-Two.  That, plus her record at West Point as a scholar, an athlete and a marksmanship expert, would all provide plenty of material to feed the media.  This ceremony provided a great opportunity for photos and videos of everyone being with the general and he was taking full advantage of it.  These could be published with various articles and stories and it would all be good.
 
   Once the ceremony was over, all the photos had been taken and the members from the press had finally departed, the general invited his special guests back for a private gathering at the Fort McNair officer’s club, just a couple of miles away.  This numbered well over a hundred people and was a grand event as well.  The general was footing the bill himself for everything: the drinks, the refreshments and the venue.  The various food items available as refreshments were more than adequate to feed everyone and even Missy was able to get enough to eat.
 
   The general’s niece Candace was there, looking gorgeous.  This was her first time really appearing in public since her rescue and there were a lot of well-wishers who took this opportunity to express their sympathy for the ordeal she’d been through and their happiness about her safe return.  She introduced them all to Oliver who was now the man in her life.  She explained how with his support and that of her friends and family, along with her busy life at college, she was fully back on track, leading a normal life and very happy.  Having those guards watching over her which her uncle had arranged was also a great help.  Oliver stayed close by her side the entire night and they made a very lovely couple.
 
   Robert Ulrey was there with Connie and they also made a lovely couple.  No date had been set as yet for their wedding but they were living together once again and, like Candace and Oliver, they were very happy.  Since Missy, Tracy and Candace would of course be at the wedding, only dates which worked with their availability were being considered.
 
   Drew was there with Les and Marsha.  They had briefed the general earlier on how things were being handled, both for their “P” Branch prisoners and the aftermath in Mexico and Colombia.  The general was satisfied, knowing neither Arbogast nor Rodriguez would ever be seen or heard from again.  Not only were they responsible for horrific crimes but they now knew about supernaturals and thus could never be allowed to reveal what they’d learned.
 
   As for Carlos taking over the huge criminal organization left behind?  Well, someone would have done so, no matter what.  This way, with Pablo both assisting the transition and being closely watched by Carlos, so he would never reveal anything, things were probably working out about as well as they could.  Carlos was a supnat and he’d made Missy some promises, which he probably would keep.
 
   Both the Defense Secretary and Charles Winword from the CIA were there.  They were formally introduced to Missy and Tracy, plus of course to Mike and John.  They expressed their gratitude and appreciation.  They emphasized how that was for those special things which they happened to know all about.  Missy had already told the others earlier how both of these high officials had been fully briefed by both Drew and the general.  So, yeah … they’d seen her complete file and they knew all about Tracy’s burning down nearly half that village over near Kushk, Afghanistan.  Special things indeed!
 
   Missy looked around the room at all the dignitaries and then she looked at Mike.  We made a difference, Mike.  All of us did, working together … I couldn’t have done this alone.  Thanks for always understanding and for being my mate.
 
   Mike smiled at Missy after getting her mental message.  Yes, he was mated to a mountain lion and bonded to a witch.  He was also madly in love with this wonderful girl who had supernatural needs and passions and a heart much bigger than anyone else’s.  He wondered what would be happening next.  With Missy, life was one adventure after another.  He was determined to always be there for her, no matter what.


 
   
  
 

Chapter One
 
   Oct 6, 2019
 
    
 
   When Missy woke up she realized a few things right away.  It was much later than when she usually woke up and she was completely rested after having been in a much deeper sleep state than what she typically ever managed.  She knew having Mike’s big body wrapped around hers was the reason for that.  Then, she realized he was wide awake and still holding her the same way as when she’d fallen asleep.  They were spooned together, her back up against his chest and her rear pressed against his lower abdomen.  He had an arm wrapped completely around her with his hand cupping one of her breasts.
 
   As always, she was able to experience his feelings and emotions.  And, at the moment, she knew he was filled with unconditional love for her which probably explained his willingness to simply lie there, letting her sleep.  He wasn’t aroused, although he probably had been earlier; he was willing to merely embrace her, allowing her to thoroughly recharge all her energy sources.  He didn’t know how or why she was able to do that from his just holding her but he understood it was true.  Their moments when this was possible were rare and she really loved him for being so giving, satisfying her supernatural needs in spite of not really knowing that much about it.
 
   Stretching out slowly and turning around to face him, she began filling his mind with her mental messages.  She did this every morning only usually he was hundreds of miles away.  Being able to snuggle close, touching him and experiencing his physical presence was a rare opportunity and she was filled with happiness she could do so right now.  Mmmmm … you make me want to resign from the academy all over again, just so I can stay with you forever!
 
   Mike chuckled and said, “Like that could ever happen.  Once was enough.  Besides, you know you’d be racing off to save someone somewhere, no matter what.  It’s who you are and how you need to be.  At least West Point is helping prepare you for whatever those fates have in store for you so when the time comes, you’ll be ready and able to cope.  Besides, as much as you love me, I think you love all the extreme training even more.”
 
   “Oh, that’s so not true!  I love you best!”  Missy giggled and began wriggling up against him, determined to demonstrate just how much she loved him.  Of course, the shrill ringing from the hotel phone suddenly intruded just then and destroyed the moment for her.  Mike plucked the phone from its cradle and pushed it into her hand, holding it so whoever was calling could hear her voice.  Missy sighed and said, “I believe you have the wrong number …”
 
   Tracy’s voice quickly cut her off, demanding she get her ass down to the cafeteria right away.  In the background, she could hear her brother John laughing with Oliver.  She looked at Mike and asked, “Did we promise we’d join the general and his niece for breakfast?”  She knew, of course, that’s exactly what they’d promised and she sat up, stared at the clock, noted they only had twenty minutes to get down there, and said to Tracy, “Okay, we’ll be right down.  Soooo glad you called!  Can’t wait to return the favor!”  Hanging up, she leapt out of bed and headed towards the bathroom.
 
   -----
 
   Tracy put away her cell phone and told the others, “I knew it!  Both their cell phones went right to voicemail so they were still in bed.  It’s a good thing we knew their room number.”
 
   John said, “Yeah … we can’t have Missy disappointing the general … what if he never arranges for any more special privileges ever again?”  Weekend passes for cadets were few and far between but this weekend wasn’t counting since it was at the general’s request.  Getting to spend an extra night with Tracy away from West Point was very much appreciated.
 
   Candace laughed and said, “I don’t think it’s possible for my uncle to ever get disappointed with Missy.  But, don’t worry … if you ever need any help getting him to influence things, just let me know!”
 
   Tracy said, “Ignore him, Candy.  The last thing Missy or I would ever ask for was any special treatment at the academy.  We know he helped with getting us assigned as roommates this semester and that was special enough.”  When Missy had returned to West Point after her participation in Campaign Angel’s Wing, the general had made some calls.  Drew Martinson had suggested he do that, supposedly to help Missy in case of any PTSD after her combat experience during CAW with Team Twenty-Two, the Special Forces A-Team she’d been assigned to.
 
   The excuse had been legitimate and reasonable, since the two girls had roomed together for two months during Beast Training when first starting at the academy.  Missy had resigned after completing her first year there in order to serve as a regular soldier in Afghanistan.  The top U.S. government officials had knowingly placed her there, as a supernatural, but with instructions to keep all her supnat activities and abilities hidden.
 
   Oliver asked, “Will being roommates only be for one semester?”
 
   Missy and Tracy were both witches and were the only supnats at West Point.  Recently, they had both helped General Blake by rescuing his niece Candace from Islamic terrorists in Afghanistan.  The general had been a target due to his position, it having been announced he’d be the next CENTCOM commander.
 
   Oliver Bessom, a social worker from Washington D.C. who was also a finder witch, had helped them locate Candace.  Now, weeks later, Oliver and Candace were in a committed relationship and Oliver was convinced he’d truly found his soulmate.  Candace lived in D.C. also and was now in her second year at George Washington University.  She had recently moved into her own apartment just off campus which made things convenient.
 
   “Yeah, roommate assignments change every semester.  Since we’d been together during Beast, it’s not likely we’d ever have been paired up again had the general not made some calls.”  Tracy giggled and added, “Of course, sharing a room with my boyfriend’s sister … with her having all those enhanced senses … let’s just say it’s not all sunshine and roses!”
 
   Oliver had gotten to know Missy and Tracy very well during the days they’d worked to rescue Candace.  He was only now getting to know their boyfriends, Mike and John.  Tracy could sometimes be quite hilarious and was indeed a perfect match for John, who Oliver was learning could often be even more hilarious.
 
   Before Oliver could comment any further, General Blake walked in and immediately came over to hug Candace.  He had no children of his own and when his brother-in-law had been killed, he’d stepped up to be like a father for his niece.  They were very close.  The fact he approved of Candace’s now being in a relationship with Oliver, knowing Oliver was a witch, really meant a lot.
 
   Both Colonel Chory and Captain Grimes came in with the general.  Then, Missy and Mike arrived and the greetings and hugs continued.
 
   Finally, they all proceeded to a reserved section in the hotel cafeteria where they took their seats for breakfast.  Their location was far enough away so as long as they didn’t talk about anything sensitive when anyone from the wait staff was around, they could discuss things freely.  The general had asked to have them all there without anyone from “P” Branch, who he knew monitored these supnats very closely.
 
   After they’d all placed their orders and been served with coffee and orange juice, the general said, “These last few weeks have been rather amazing, to say the least.  I am so very proud of my niece and how she handled herself during her terrible ordeal, I get all choked up with emotion every time I think about that.”  He stared at Candace and it was obvious he was once again getting emotional.
 
   Then he looked at the others and said, “But, in my position, I don’t get the luxury of having any emotions.  Instead, I’m expected to be a leader, make decisions, set an example.  Soldier on, as it were.  And, I’m going to do that.  But, I do want to acknowledge how important it is having supernaturals … I won’t forget what you’ve done and I can’t forget what I’ve learned you can do.  Of course, I probably still don’t know even half of what all your powers and abilities might be.”
 
   Just then two waitresses arrived and passed out their orders.  Missy of course had a huge steak, extra rare, along with her four eggs and hash brown potatoes.
 
   Once the waitresses had left, the general continued.  “One of the things which I have learned about you witches is you can identify other supernaturals.  Drew and his team at “P” Branch are doing a great job monitoring all of them but … in spite of that … I still feel our forces overseas are vulnerable.”  He looked at each of them.  “Further, there may come a day when my troops will need to face some enemy who has supernatural assets helping them.  I want to be prepared for that day.”
 
   Tracy said, “My dad tells me there aren’t many witches over in the Mid-East.  The religious extremists over there have pretty much eliminated all of them over the years.”
 
   “True.  That’s pretty much what the folks at “P” Branch are telling me.  Even so, there are some from other countries who may be willing to work for whoever will pay them, hiring themselves out to the highest bidder.  After seeing just how quickly you and Missy were able to take action, saving my niece the way you did … I can’t sit back and simply wait, hoping “P” Branch can always provide me with enough of a heads up.  I also need the ability to react, if and when I do get any heads up.”
 
   Colonel Chory said, “We’re designating Team Twenty-Two as our quick reaction force for dealing with any paranormal or supernatural elements.  We’re keeping their unit designation the same, hiding them in plain sight, but we’re expanding their roster.  And, we’re authorizing the rank of Major for their detachment commander.  Captain Grimes has agreed to stay on as commander for at least the next two years.  He has already been selected for promotion next month, so this works out nicely.”
 
   All eyes turned to Captain Grimes and there were several congratulatory comments, which he acknowledged with a smile and a nod.
 
   John was getting nervous about where all this was going.  He knew his sister would be willing to volunteer for any crazy thing the general wanted, just as she had done that summer.  Missy’s goal was to someday serve as a Special Forces officer.  But Tracy wanted to go on to flight school after getting her commission and become a helicopter pilot.  True, that was still pretty risky as she was hoping to fly AH-64 Apache aircraft or whatever the Army’s latest gunship might be, but that was all in the far off distant future.
 
   The general anticipated what he knew some of them might be concerned about.  “Let me assure you we want our two cadets here to continue their studies at West Point.”  He looked at each of them.  Then he said, “By we, I’m including other government officials, the Superintendent at the academy and the President.  No pressure though!”  He laughed and the others all joined him.
 
   “Since you girls have both demonstrated very high academic proficiency, I’ve put in a special request.  If you’re willing, I’d like to have you both study some additional languages.”  The general knew Missy was taking Spanish, which she had studied in high school.  Likewise, Tracy was studying French.  “I’m hoping you will agree to an accelerated class, in addition to all your other studies and activities.  I want you to study both Farsi and Pashto.”
 
   Candace said, “Oliver and I are going to study those languages as well.  We’ve been talking about things … while there’s no way either of us would ever join the military, we’d be okay with maybe working for the U.S. Embassy someday.  Uncle Paul has already arranged for us to visit a few embassies during my Thanksgiving vacation.  Colonel Chory has agreed to go with us.”
 
   Colonel Chory said, “Yes and if Oliver can sense any other supernaturals over there during this little tour?  We’ll know who to call!”


 
   
  
 

Chapter Two
 
   Oct 9, 2019
 
    
 
   Missy and Tracy had signed back in that Sunday, right on time at 1900 hours.  Now, three days later, they had finally managed getting their friend Kelsey to stop by their room.  Kelsey was the top student in their class, academically, and they wanted her help with their new languages.  Kelsey had a real gift with explaining things to her peers which otherwise went completely over their heads when hearing those same things from instructors.
 
   “Farsi?  And Pashto?  Why would you want to study those languages?  And, why would you want me to study them?  It’s not as though I could ever pass for someone who speaks those languages.”  While Tracy and Missy might actually be able to disguise themselves as Afghans, that wouldn’t be possible for Kelsey.  They’d all been talking about what was or wasn’t feasible and had heard all about how Missy had sometimes disguised herself as a Pashtun local during her short tour in Afghanistan.
 
   Tracy had brown hair and brown eyes and was able to tan very nicely.  Missy had green eyes and could easily dye her dark red hair to some shade of brown, if needed.  Further, Missy’s ability to quickly heal allowed her pearly white skin to tan rather than burn and she would get dark as a walnut each summer.  Kelsey, however, was a natural blond with sensitive skin and there was no way she’d ever manage looking like anyone from the Mid-East, in spite of having brown eyes.
 
   “Oh, come on, Kelsey!  It’ll be fun!  We need your help so we can really learn these languages.  No one expects you to actually go undercover.  Just help prepare the rest of us so we can maybe do that someday.”  Tracy looked over at Missy with raised eyebrows.  It was time for the clinching argument.
 
   Missy said, “Mitch has agreed he’ll do it.  But, he says only if you’re helping.”  Their classmate Mitch was Kelsey’s boyfriend and first string running back on their football team.  He had started out as a linebacker but had been switched to offense this year.  He was huge while Kelsey was only five-four but they seemed to fit together really nicely.  Whenever outside of the classroom, it was rare to see one without the other.
 
   Kelsey laughed, knowing she was now definitely tricked into agreeing.  Mitch was really gung-ho about his future career and having expertise in any Mid-East languages would definitely help him.  Obviously, her friends had already gotten to him, convincing him to join them in taking their extra special accelerated course and he hadn’t been able to resist.  Everyone knew how that four star general had invited Missy and Tracy down to the Pentagon.  They definitely had influential friends in high places and poor Mitch was probably hoping he’d benefit by following their lead.
 
   “And, the first class is tonight, right after we get back from the mess hall?”  Kelsey sighed and shook her head.  Sure … that’s why this course was extra and special; they’d each be working their ass off trying to do it in addition to everything else.  “Who else have you hoodwinked into taking this?  Sally?  Sharon?”  Sally Navarro and Sharon Manton, like herself and Tracy, were former roommates of Missy’s.  They had all ended up great friends by the end of their plebe year and that friendship had continued all the more since starting their second year.
 
   Missy said, “Well, there aren’t too many here who can manage it.  But, sure … they’ve agreed.  So have Tony and Marcus … a couple others.  Even Gary and Kelly … they’re like you and Mitch … we can only get them as a matched pair.  About a dozen of us all together.”  Kelly Wong had been the third roommate for Missy and Tracy during Beast Training and Gary Sabre, Anthony Fugia and Marcus Brown had all been in the same squad with them during those first crazy weeks at the academy.  They’d really excelled as a unit and had remained close ever since.  Many of their classmates all looked to them now for leadership and direction.
 
   Tracy added, “The academy has even designated that same classroom for this.  You know … the one you used the end of last year for your Kelsey’s Korner tutoring stuff?  We all decided we’d keep calling it that, as long as you agreed to join.  So, you’re in, right?”
 
   -----
 
   Major Suleiman Khan looked at the thirteen students staring back at him.  The hour had flown by and as he finished their first lesson, he couldn’t help thinking about what General Blake had said.  Yeah, he was now seeing how this assignment was important enough that his dropping everything and rushing here was justified.  These individuals were extremely bright and obviously very dedicated.  The best of the best.  America’s finest.  Twelve cadets plus Captain Bonomo, one of their TAC Officers.
 
   Could he get them fluent in these two languages over the next seven months?  They’d be meeting at least four times a week with a makeup class every Sunday night.  And, they’d all agreed to start talking to one another, practicing these new dialects whenever possible, sort of as a game.  The course was designed to be intensive with total immersion so if they truly lived it, as he’d asked them to do, they might indeed reach their goal.
 
   Sergeant First Class Henry Town was assisting him.  He’d arrived only yesterday from Afghanistan, where he was serving his second tour.  He was back only temporarily, remaining assigned to Team Twenty-Two.  His unit had recently been reconstituted as some sort of black ops unit and apparently, in spite of having just about finished his tour over there, he was staying on with them rather than rotating back to a new unit.
 
   Town was fluent in Pashto and would be a big help.  The students were from different companies in different regiments and there would be frequent occasions when some were out in the field for training.  He could send Town out there to provide them with training while he remained back with the others.  Yes, this course was to be far more intensive than the courses normally being taught at the academy.  General Blake’s special orders.
 
   After dismissing the class, he watched as they all milled around, joking and in no rush to go anywhere else.  Several went up to Sergeant Town.  Khan knew Cadet Missy McCrea had actually served with Team Twenty-Two and it was obvious the two of them were comrades.  Surprisingly, it seemed Cadet Tracy McGonagle was no stranger to the sergeant either.  Then he was distracted when Cadet Kelsey Powers approached him.
 
   “Sir?  Will you be providing us with any CD’s we can use to listen to lessons?  You know … on our phones or iPod’s or whatever?”  Kelsey had glanced at the software he’d had them all load onto their laptops but hadn’t noticed any audio files for other devices.
 
   “Yes, I’ll be distributing those next week.  I don’t want to overwhelm any of you cadets with too much all at once.”  He smiled at her and tried not to stare at her breasts which jutted out prominently.  “I understand you’re the one our classroom is named for?  Kelsey’s Korner?”
 
   Kelsey laughed.  “I think Missy and Tracy might have manipulated folks to keep calling it that.  They insisted I take this course with them.  Last year, I did some tutoring and by the end of the year, my classes grew pretty big.  I had help, of course, and we covered several subjects but everyone liked calling my sessions by that name.  My friends all expect me to explain things for them … that way, they don’t need to embarrass themselves in front of their instructors.”
 
   Major Khan nodded with understanding.  “I’m sure you give them some alternative ways of grasping things which they find quite helpful.”  He noticed Cadet Mitch Cooper standing possessively by her side.
 
   Mitch said, “Kelsey can explain things so even a rock can understand them.  I never would have made it through Calculus last year but with her help, I ended up getting a B in that class both semesters.  We all want her to help us with this course since it’s supposed to be so intensive.  And, from what you told us about it tonight, it sure sounds that way!”
 
   “Well, if she can help, Sergeant Town and I will be more than grateful.  We’re willing to do anything we can to get each of you talking fluently.  The focus will be on actual conversations rather than merely doing translations.”
 
   Sergeant Town walked up and, overhearing the major’s comment, he added his own thoughts.  “Yes, you’re all going to be learning how to speak these languages as though your lives depended on it.  For some of you … that’s very likely to be the case if you get assigned to go undercover as local nationals someday.  McCrea got away with doing that by not saying a word.  I was with her, of course, so she didn’t have to.”
 
   Kelsey said, “Missy doesn’t tell us very much about her time over there last summer.  She actually passed herself off as a Pashtun local, huh?”
 
   “She fooled us completely when she first joined up with the team.  She walked up, appearing out of nowhere, dressed and looking exactly like a local but without saying a word.  We knew she was coming but had no idea what she looked like and we were sort of expecting … well, I don’t know what we were expecting.”  Town laughed.  “Later, when we were patrolling as locals, it was a big help having her.  Nobody suspected we were soldiers, seeing her with us.”
 
   By this time, everyone was gathered around the major and the sergeant, enjoying the chance to hear about some of the activities Missy’s A-Team had participated in.  One voice asked, “If you didn’t look like soldiers, what about your weapons?”
 
   With his full beard and dark tan, Town had a swarthy appearance; it was easy to picture him dressed as a local Afghan.  “Oh, we weren’t carrying any pistols or rifles.  We were rounding up anyone we suspected of being a Taliban soldier … if we needed help, our teammates were hiding nearby and had plenty of firepower, but we never had to fire a single shot.  The idea was to keep things quiet so we subdued them using other means.”  
 
   “Other means?”
 
   Town laughed.  “Sometimes, we’d signal our buddies and they’d step forward with weapons aimed and that was enough to get them to surrender.  Other times, we’d subdue them …”  He noted the interested expressions on all the faces staring back at him.  “Ahhh … you all know how Missy can quickly knock someone out using her martial arts skills, right?  Of course, there was that one time when she used one of her knives …”
 
   Missy tried to curtail the storytelling and said, “I’m sure we all need to get back to our rooms now.  I’ve already explained to most of those here how our activities over there were all classified, so I wasn’t free to share any stories with them.”
 
   Town knew most of those present were not aware Missy was a supernatural.  But, he wasn’t giving away any of her secrets, exactly.  He laughed and looked at her, saying, “C’mon McCrea!  I don’t think you stabbing that one guy in the arm that time falls under the big secret blanket we have for the overall operation.”
 
   Sharon blurted out, “What about when she got wounded?  Were you with her when that happened?”  She had forgotten she wasn’t supposed to reveal that since not everyone was aware why Missy had received her Purple Heart and her Bronze Star medals.
 
   A serious expression quickly appeared on Town’s face but then cleared.  “Actually, yeah … I was with her when she went down.  But, before I could do anything, she got right back up again and … well … we were taking a lot of enemy fire.  It was pinning us down and there were a couple of our guys out there, badly wounded.  Exposed.  I’ll never forget watching Missy go out and drag those guys to safety.  None of us will forget her doing that.”
 
   Missy again tried to break things up, not wanting to deal with this.  “No more bedtime stories, sergeant!  We all have a big day ahead of us tomorrow and some of us might not have done all our homework yet.  We do have some other courses we’re taking here, you know!”
 
   Everyone did drift away, leaving the major and the sergeant alone in the classroom.  Kahn asked, “McCrea was wounded and still went out there?  Under fire?  To help your teammates?”
 
   “Oh, yes!  She had been hit in the abdomen but managed getting out there and saving them.  She got hit with two more rounds in the shoulder while doing that.  When we finally reached her, she’d been passed out for quite a while.  Fortunately, no one bled out.  The general told you about her, right?  How she’s not exactly normal?”
 
   Kahn said, “Actually, no … but I’m beginning to understand why this assignment is so important.  And, since I can see the girl is obviously back on her feet again, I can only assume some highly classified treatment method was used in healing her wounds.  Is this related to whatever those secrets are concerning your Team Twenty-Two?”


 
   
  
 

Chapter Three
 
   Oct 9, 2019
 
    
 
   Back in their room, Missy and Tracy both spent an hour completing their homework.  Then Missy stood up and stretched for a few minutes.  Finally, she asked, “Hey, Tracy … how much do you know about shifters like me?  Other than me, of course.  What did your coven teach you we could do?”
 
   “Gosh, besides be a colossal pain in the ass?  Oh, wait … my coven didn’t teach me that … I learned about that all by myself.”
 
   “Very funny!  Be serious a minute, okay?  You know how lacking I am in all of this stuff with no coven of my own and no other shifters … did I tell you about watching Carlos Shift?”  Carlos was the only other werecat Missy had ever met.
 
   She had managed getting Manuel Rodriguez so terrorized he willingly had walked away from everything he owned and was now being kept in permanent custody by “P” Branch.  He had been known as the notorious “Frenchman” and been a major Colombian crime leader operating out of Bogota.  He also had been the one responsible for kidnapping Candace and selling her to Islamic terrorists.
 
   Missy had attended a large gathering at his hacienda near Bogota as the consort of Carlos Mancini.  Carlos, in addition to secretly being a werecat, was also a drug lord in Colombia and one of the many business associates who provided Rodriguez with product; his was all grown by his family high in the mountains.
 
   As part of her demonstration of evil power, during which she’d totally convinced Manuel she was some sort of a demon, she had demanded Carlos strip down naked;   then, she’d pointed at him and he’d suddenly Changed into a ferocious mountain lion.  She had threatened to change Manuel into a frog, amongst various other horrible things she’d do, unless he would agree to give himself up.  Carlos of course had shifted on his own when she’d done that and then had shifted back, again at her command.  He was now the one replacing Manuel, taking over his organization.
 
   Tracy said, “Sure, you told me all about his wonderful performance.  Of course, it was those lightning bolts which I sent down which really convinced Manuel what an evil demon you were, right?”  She giggled, enjoying the memory of that night.
 
   “Well, true as that probably might be … what I’m trying to explain is when I watched Carlos Shift for me?  It was different.  I mean, different from how I do it, okay?”
 
   “Oh?  How?  One instant you’re you and the next instant you’re a cat.  Isn’t that the way Carlos did it?”
 
   “Not exactly … the shimmer of light he gave off was similar to mine and the burst of energy was similar … but, it wasn’t in an instant.  It was just a little slower, if that makes sense.  I never had actually watched anyone Shift before, besides myself.”  Missy had actually seen a video of one of her own Shifts, years earlier.
 
   Tracy stared at Missy for several seconds; she could sense this was somehow a significant issue although she wasn’t seeing why, yet.  “It doesn’t surprise me you can do it faster.  You’re a witch and can draw energy from all around to add to what you always have within.  Carlos isn’t a witch and probably only has his own inner energy.  So, you’re faster.”
 
   “Yes, that is probably true.  But, I think I was always doing it in an instant, even back when I didn’t pull energy from outside.  I told you how I used to have to wait before Changing back again, right?”
 
   “Sure, at first it was three hours each time.  But, now that you’ve learned to tap into your inner witch, or whatever … now you hardly have to wait at all.  Missy, your ability to pull energy from all around you is much greater than what anyone else can do.”  Tracy had brought Missy to meet with her coven and they all were in agreement: Missy was off the charts.
 
   Some thought it was because Missy had lived for over two years in her cat form before finally managing to Shift back to her human form again.  Since Missy was an earth witch, whenever she was up in any mountains, her ability to draw power really magnified all her abilities.  And, now that those abilities were fully manifesting, her power levels remained at those same high levels pretty much all the time.
 
   Missy said, “Now that I’ve seen how Shifting can take several seconds rather than be all in an instant … I’ve given my own experiences a lot of thought.  And, I’m wondering what might happen if I take several seconds … or, perhaps even longer.  What if I can do it in two separate actions, you know?”
 
   “No, I’m not seeing where this is … wait!  If you separate the actions, what will you be when you’re in between?  If you’re not human and not a cat, what will you be?  Energy?”
 
   Missy nodded and said, “Exactly!  In either form I always weigh about the same so I end up at the same amount of mass.  But, in between?  While that shimmer of light and burst of energy are happening?  What if I’m simply in spirit form?  I’ll have all my energy but without any of my mass?  Do you think that might be possible?”
 
   “Hey, Einstein’s theory says energy equals mass times the speed of light squared which is why you get such a huge amount of energy being released when converting mass to energy.  I sort of figured maybe your light and energy stuff was because maybe you converted a tiny amount of your mass during your Shift.  It wouldn’t need to be much mass being converted to energy …”
 
   “Well, that’s why I’m a bit nervous, Tracy.  If I try to separate the two actions, maybe I’ll just explode like a bomb and wipe out half the state of New York.”
 
   “Wow!  But, since you watched Carlos take longer, you’re thinking you might maybe try to do it slower?  Maybe feel your way into this, without blowing up the rest of the world?”
 
   “Sure!  Maybe my spirit form can keep it all together, you know?  My energy?  So there’s no big bang?”
 
   “Obviously someone needs to watch this … in case you need that someone to talk you through it.  What has Mike said?”  Tracy knew Missy shared all her thoughts and feelings with Mike with an almost continuous and constant flow, getting his feedback.  They were now addicted to one another and when separated by more than about five hundred miles, the distance their bond could manage, they suffered.
 
   “He’s really concerned and not very happy about the possible risks.  But, if I’m going to experiment, he agrees there’s probably less risk if he’s not with me.  Who knows how our bond might affect things?  It’s better if I do this without him right here.  Later, once I’ve learned what I can do?”
 
   Tracy nodded and sighed.  “I get it.  I do!  Okay?  Go ahead.  I’ll watch.”  She knew Missy would do anything for her, if their situations were reversed.  And, she simply couldn’t imagine things not working out okay.  If Missy thought she could go slow and avoid self-destructing, taking her out in the process?  She trusted her.
 
   Missy realized what a total commitment Tracy was making, willingly risking her own life.  There weren’t any words she could say.  They were safe inside their room from being interrupted by anyone, due to the lateness of the hour.  She pushed a towel along the bottom of her door so no light would be visible.  Then, she took her clothes off, removed her earrings and crouched down on all fours in the middle of their room.  Tracy was seated on her bunk, watching.
 
   Whenever Missy Shifted, that had always required her going to a special place in her mind and then exercising her will.  She had many compartments in her mind and had learned to use them.  She also had tremendous willpower which she’d learned to channel and control.  This time, she focused on doing her Change in two distinct steps rather than all at once in one step.
 
   She Shifted.  As always, there was the shimmer of light and burst of energy.  But, this time … just after her human form disappeared and before her cat form became apparent … there was a pause.  It was very short but somehow, the complete act seemed to take several seconds rather than being instantaneous and the pause in between was noticeable.  Missy wasn’t sure exactly what she felt during that but she’d really worked at making the process be in two distinct steps.  When she was done, she stared at Tracy.
 
   Tracy exclaimed, “Wow!  That was really something!  I think you did it.  And, I can’t say how exactly, but it felt different.  Whatever you did?  It was different.”  Tracy’s ability as a witch to experience energy being used was something she now was very familiar and comfortable with.  And, Missy had definitely done something.
 
   Missy waited a few minutes, enjoying how it was to be in her cat form.  She loved her dual nature and considered herself truly blessed to be a werecat.  She purred at Tracy, hopped up onto her own bunk, but then after only a few minutes, she returned to the center of their room again.  Keeping the experience she’d just had fresh in her mind, she prepared herself to again do everything.  And, this time, she’d focus on being in that in between state, that “out-of-body” state, for just a bit longer.
 
   Tracy watched as Missy once again Shifted.  There was the shimmer of light.  But then … nothing.  No burst of energy.  And, no Missy.  The floor was empty.  She was experiencing something, as before, but as the seconds continued to tick away in her mind, she realized Missy was truly gone.  Just as though she’d vaporized into thin air, her friend had managed to dissolve into nothingness.
 
   A very long sixty seconds later, there was a burst of energy and Missy reappeared.  She was once again crouched down on all fours and slowly she stood up straight.  She reached over and slid a tee shirt on, one of Mike’s which she typically slept in every night, whenever possible.
 
   “How was that?  Was I gone long?”
 
   “That was the most incredible, scary thing I’ve ever seen.  Missy, you did it!  You really did it!  It seemed like forever before you came back.  What was it like for you?”
 
   “Different … I’m not sure how to explain it.  I was here the entire time.  I actually watched you … I wish we’d recorded how you looked, Tracy.  Your face … your expressions!”  Missy laughed.  “I knew I was still me but … how can I help you relate to this?  I noticed how I wasn’t breathing but I wasn’t holding my breath, okay?  I didn’t need to.  I didn’t have any body.  I didn’t need any air.  My senses were completely gone.  When I say I watched you, what I mean was I experienced you.  I knew what your face looked like.  But, it wouldn’t be accurate to say I actually saw you.  I was here and you were here and I was able to just know what you looked like and everything, only … no sight, no sound, no taste, no smell and no feeling anything.  Just knowing everything.”
 
   “That really is not helping me understand.  But never mind me.  What about you?  Are you really okay?  Everything feels normal?  Missy, you were gone!”
 
   Missy laughed and twirled around.  “I think I’m all back in one piece again.  Of course, as for how I feel?  I am so starved.  More than ever!  Being invisible takes a lot of energy or something.  I know I need to eat.  I wouldn’t want to try this again until I’ve had some food.  I’d better get my emergency stash out … this qualifies as an emergency!”  She went over to her things and brought out some dried food items she’d been saving for just such an occasion, carefully hidden away.
 
   “Okay, I guess you’re all right.  You can eat so you must be okay.”  Tracy giggled.  “Were you able to control how long you stayed invisible?  Or, did you have to blink back in here when you did, without any choice?”
 
   Missy took a bite of a piece of beef jerky and then said, “It was my choice … I’m still Shifting but now I’m doing that in steps.  Once I was able to do it as two distinct steps?  I was able to decide when I’d take that second step to finish Shifting and come back.  I’m pretty sure I can go for lots longer.  Lots, lots longer.  I’m gonna have to practice that, of course.  Please don’t tell anyone else about this.  I’m sharing with Mike, obviously, but no one else.”
 
   “What about John?  Missy, I can’t keep this from him.  Don’t ask me to do that.  You know I can’t keep anything secret from him.”
 
   “Oh, you can share with my brother.  Just make him promise not to tell anyone else.  I’m not ready to let “P” Branch know about this yet.”  Missy knew Tracy was bonded with John and could no more hide things from him than she herself could hide things from Mike.  She and Tracy were witches and once a witch bonded with his or her soulmate?  They were able to fully develop with their powers reaching maximum potential and their abilities as a witch increasing exponentially.  But, they were one with their mate and shared everything.
 
   “Good.  Okay.  So, let’s see … you don’t need eyes to see or ears to hear or your nose to smell things … but, you can still see and hear and scent everything, same as before?”
 
   “Better than before, actually.  Even with all my enhanced senses, I can’t experience things to the extent I can when I’m OOB.  That’s Oh-Oh-Be.”
 
   “Oh-Oh-Be?  Let me guess … your acronym for out-of-body, right?  Jeez!”
 
   Missy giggled and said, “Of course!  And, OOBE will be when I’m having an out-of-body-experience.”
 
   “How come you don’t explode like a nuclear weapon?  Any ideas on that?”
 
   “Well, we’re witches and as you’ve helped me understand it, that means we can use and control energy.  When I’m in my spirit form?  I’m still me.  I can still control my energy.  Next time?  I’m gonna try doing some stuff with my telekinesis.  I just know that’s going to be as strong as ever … maybe even stronger!”
 
   “Oh, goody!  As if watching you make things float through the air wasn’t bad enough … now I’ll have to put up with invisible you making things float through the air!”
 
   “Oh, but think of all the fun we’ll have!  Someday, I’ll go invisible and then we’ll let people think it’s you doing it!  You know, making things float through the air!  That’s the least I can do for all those times you’ve sent down lightning bolts while I pretended it was me doing that.”  Missy laughed and Tracy could only join her.
 
   Sometimes … being a couple of crazy witches was really a lot of fun!


 
   
  
 

Chapter Four
 
   Oct 12, 2019
 
    
 
   Donald Quiqby stood at attention as the two upperclass cadets left his room.  Once he was certain they were far enough away he turned to Andrew Poarch, his roommate, and said, “I can’t believe we didn’t get any demerits this time!  Wow, I might actually have this afternoon free!”  They had just passed one of the dreaded SAMI’s -- Saturday AM inspections -- which plebes frequently had to deal with.  And, miracle of miracles, this time they’d passed, with everything being perfect.
 
   Once a cadet had accumulated enough demerits, he or she would have to spend Saturday afternoon doing a walking tour as punishment, in full uniform carrying the M14 parade rifle, walking back and forth in the Central Area for hours.  Donald had been doing walking tours every Saturday, since he was always getting demerits for one thing or another.  The trivia which a plebe was required to know was endless and testing plebes was the favorite pastime for upperclass cadets.
 
   While Donald worked very hard at always being prepared, he had been hampered by his inexperience dealing with females.  Whenever any female cadet would dress him down, standing him at attention and demanding he tell the exact time until the next meal or rattle off the menu for that meal or recite the latest Army song correctly or whatever, he’d get flustered and either mess up his response or not use the proper protocol for speaking to upperclass cadets.  He’d been accumulating so many demerits he’d lost hope of ever working them all off.
 
   But, his team leader was Tracy McGonagle and she, along with Missy McCrea and their many friends, had actually been helping him.  They’d joked about “desensitizing” him on how to answer to females.  Especially those who were attractive or else well-endowed with big boobs.  He still would get instantly aroused whenever he saw Tracy or Missy or especially that Kelsey Powers -- her rack was even more impressive than Missy’s -- but he was now able to ignore his throbbing erection and respond clearly and correctly whenever confronted by any female.
 
   They had all found ways to teach him to cope, showing him mental tricks which they’d found would work and sharing lessons they’d learned from their own plebe experiences.  And, they’d made certain he knew exactly how his room needed to appear for inspections, with every item in its proper place and both he and Andrew well prepared.  Today was proof of that and he knew “the Quiqby girls”, as his roommate had started calling them, would indeed be proud.
 
   Andrew said, “Ron and your dad will be glad to know you’re finally getting a handle on things here.  Just don’t tell your dad about all the help your Quigby girls are giving you.”  He started laughing as he knew all about Donald’s dad, a Sergeant Major who had convinced his two sons that women were nothing but a distraction in the military; they both had arrived at the academy with strong prejudices against all female cadets.
 
   Donald’s brother Ronald was currently a firstie in his final year.  Ronald had changed his views and was actually now a friend to both Tracy and Missy.  Donald and Andrew knew there had been some history between them, with Ronald being company commander for the squad the two girls had been part of during Beast, but exact details of that history were not being shared by any of them.
 
   “I wish you’d stop calling them my Quigby girls … I’ve started hearing that from a few of the other guys now.  Besides, you have to admit they’ve helped you as well as me with how to pass these room inspections, right?”
 
   “Yeah, all true, all true.  But, none of the other plebes are getting all this attention the way you are.  At first, I thought it was merely a favor to your brother.  But, they’ve dedicated themselves to you with such obvious enthusiasm, clearly there’s a lot more going on.  It’s as though they all think of you as their little brother!”
 
   Just then Tracy appeared at their door, still open from when the inspectors had left.  “I hear your room passed with flying colors today!  That’s great … I’ll let the others know.  Your sisters will be pleased!”  She giggled, having obviously heard Andrew’s comment.  “I want to see both of you guys out there this afternoon, cheering our women’s soccer team on to victory.  No hiding here in your room to study”.  She knew that’s exactly what Donald would do if she didn’t insist he come watch Missy play.
 
   Andrew said, “Why me?  You girls aren’t looking to add me to the family, are you?”  He knew he could joke with Tracy while she was just visiting them in their room.  Had they been anywhere else, he would first have followed protocol by asking, “Ma’am, may I ask a question?”
 
   “You can’t escape, Andy.  Us Quigby girls are all on to you now as well!”  While she and Andrew laughed, poor Donald turned an even deeper shade of red.  “Besides … have either of you ever watched my roommate in action out there during an actual game?  Today’s a home game and you don’t want to miss this opportunity.”
 
   -----
 
   As it turned out, sitting in the stands watching the soccer game was a wonderful chance for Donald to relax and almost feel like a normal human being again.  His brother Ron was there with Martin King, another firstie.  Like himself, Ron also played on the West Point lacrosse team, which was the only other time Donald was ever able to enjoy himself.  Life at the academy was very difficult, especially for plebes.
 
   But, upperclass cadets didn’t bother hazing plebes while they were all watching any of the academy teams play and cadet protocols were relaxed.  He was able to sit next to his brother and forget about problems and difficulties while they watched the game.  He had noticed these girls during their practices, since the soccer and lacrosse fields abutted, but he’d never actually paid them much attention.  And, he hadn’t realized Ron would be there.
 
   “When did you start watching girls play soccer, Ron?”
 
   “Until this year, I never did.  But, Marty and I decided we had to see what all the buzz was about.  We already knew what a freak Missy McCrea was, of course, but we decided we had to see her out here for ourselves.  Just watch … you’ll see.”  Ronald laughed and leaned forward, arms on his knees.
 
   “I know she’s on the team.  Why are you calling her a freak?”
 
   Martin was seated on Ronald’s other side and when Ron ignored his brother, he spoke up.  “It’s sort of a private joke, Don.  McCrea thinks it’s funny and calls herself that whenever it’s only with one of us.  But, don’t you ever call her that.  And, don’t ever let any of her friends hear you say that about her either.”
 
   Donald looked around and could see Tracy with a huge group of her classmates, which not only included all the so-called Quigby girls but several guys as well.  He and Andrew had made a point of having her notice them when they’d first arrived.  Now, after seeing such a large group of Missy admirers gathered there and hearing how his brother and Martin were describing her, his curiosity was fully piqued.  Yeah, he’d heard some crazy things about Missy McCrea but surely most of those things were greatly exaggerated.
 
   Some he knew were not.  Her marksmanship on both their Rifle Team and Combat Weapons Team was a matter of record.  She’d broken all the earlier records and was constantly setting new ones every time she competed.  But … that rumor about her actually proving herself in combat as a sniper that past summer?  Killing three guys from twelve hundred meters while serving with a Special Forces A-Team over in Afghanistan?  Surely that was merely part of the hype going around, with her being written up as one of the female soldiers serving in combat.
 
   She did have those medals and the Combat Infantryman Badge.  Until recently, women weren’t able to receive the CIB because it required actually being assigned to an infantry or Special Forces unit.  But, women were now allowed in such units and some, like Missy, had managed to earn this badge.  And she also had Jump Wings.  She and Tracy had gone to jump school just before she’d resigned to go over to Afghanistan.  Who does that, resigning to go be a common grunt, anyway?  But, then she’d returned, just in time for the start of classes at the academy.
 
   She and Tracy just seemed so normal, always nice to him and treating him like he was somehow special.  It indeed had gotten embarrassing but as these past few weeks had gone by, things had definitely improved for him.  And, those damn Quigby girls had made that happen.  More and more, guys were asking him how they could get some of that.  The magic.  The special assistance.  The girls had taken the target off his back.
 
   So, he watched the game.  And, he watched Missy.
 
   Andrew said, “Holy shit, did you see what she just did?”  Two opponents had tried to intentionally block Missy, willingly sacrificing themselves by charging in front of her at the same time.  Both girls were large and it was obvious they had tried to take her out, colliding very hard, although they tried to make it appear an accident.  But, Missy somehow plowed through and maintained control of the ball.  Before the referee had a chance to declare a foul, Missy had raced down the field and then had kicked a perfect shot past the goalie, scoring for Army.
 
   The two girls who had smashed into Missy both needed help getting off the field.  The sound when their bodies had each impacted with Missy had been what typically was heard on a football field when players wearing pads and helmets made tackles.  There was a lot of yelling from the sidelines by Missy’s team, complaining about the kamikaze tactics, but since Missy was still out there dancing around in victory after scoring her goal, things settled down soon enough.
 
   Ronald said, “They won’t try that again.  Serves ‘em right!”  He laughed and looked at Donald.  “She usually passes the ball to that other girl out there … Barbara.  But all these other teams have learned.  Even though Barbara scores most of the goals, Missy is the one they need to stop.  That’s not the first time we’ve seen some girls going after her.  When it comes to playing dirty, some of those girls can be much worse than how any guys would ever be.”
 
   The incident seemed to really fire up the others on Missy’s team as Army dominated the rest of the game, winning easily.  Missy didn’t score any more goals but Donald could see how she was making things happen out there.  As his brother had said, she was the one the other team really needed to stop.  He began to realize maybe all the hype about her athletic ability wasn’t really that much of an exaggeration.
 
   As the spectators all left the stands to join the players out on the field afterwards, Donald noticed a large group was gathering around Missy to congratulate her on Army’s big win.  This had been an important game and it was now looking pretty good for the team making the playoffs again.  He and Andrew followed along behind his brother and Martin as they too joined this exuberant group and then they all made their way back towards the barracks.
 
   It was obvious from all the joking and banter going back and forth that Missy had a lot of enthusiastic fans.  And, it was an impressive group.  In addition to cadets from all three upper classes, there were instructors, TAC officers, TAC NCO’s and various other staff members from the academy.  Since this was women’s soccer and not as big a deal as their football team, Donald was mildly surprised at seeing so many others who, like his brother, had apparently come to watch Missy McCrea.
 
   He was even more surprised to overhear a remark from one of the upperclassmen.  When he thought he heard him mention Sally Navarro, who was one of the Quigby girls, he couldn’t help but listen in more closely.
 
   “Yeah, once Navarro heard about it, one thing led to another and Melo almost resigned.  He knew he’d fucked up but claimed he was drunk and it wouldn’t happen again.  Navarro insisted he report himself and accept probation plus a hundred hours doing walking tours as punishment.  And, he’s no longer Robinson’s team leader; he has to stay the hell away from her from now on.”
 
   Since it wouldn’t be appropriate for Donald, as a plebe, to approach an upperclass cadet and ask anything about what he’d just overheard, he waited until he was able to check with his brother.  Once the group approached the barracks and began dispersing, he made a point of pulling Ron aside.  Andrew and Martin joined them.
 
   Ronald laughed and said, “I hadn’t heard about Cadet Melo but I can only imagine he must have made some move on his female plebe.  You heard the Supe explain his zero tolerance policy on sexual harassment, right?  Ever since the Caesar Club was exposed last year … and, of course, Navarro played a big part in that, so I’m not surprised …”
 
   Martin had been listening and now interrupted.  “I heard about Cadet Robinson.  One of her roommates is trying out for the swim team.  She told Navarro, who’s on that team.  Robinson wasn’t going to report it but her roommate knew Navarro would fix things.  And, of course, she did.”
 
   Andrew said, “I heard some things about that Caesar Club.  It was a big scandal here only nobody will talk much about it.”
 
   “Marty and I were members.  Only, we didn’t realize what was really going on.  It was a secret sex club.”  Ronald looked at his brother with a sheepish expression and added, “We got off with some probation.  If Missy hadn’t spoken up in my defense, for warning her about them, I probably would have been one of the ones expelled.  Nineteen guys did get expelled, only they were allowed to say they resigned.”
 
   “Is that what you and dad were arguing about last summer?”  Donald had heard a lot of yelling but hadn’t been allowed to hear just what that had been all about.
 
   “Partly, yeah.  He was also pissed when I told him he was wrong about women in the military.  It was his influencing my attitude about that which got me to join that stupid club in the first place.”
 
   Ronald knew full well how his dad opposed women being in the Army and especially their being at West Point.  Being honest with himself, he realized his own attitude had changed a great deal, now that he was actually at the academy.  Originally, he had accepted his dad’s opinions and views and hadn’t questioned them much.  His Quigby girls had had a lot to do with his changing how he felt now, of course.  “Wait … you said something about Missy helping you avoid expulsion?”  He had made the sentence sound like a question by raising his voice at the end.
 
   Martin said, “Go ahead and explain things, Ron!  You know these guys are going to learn all about it anyway.”  He smiled at Ronald and Andrew, who were both now showing a great deal of interest.
 
   “Okay.  Seven of the guys in that club decided to take some revenge on Missy McCrea.  She’d been going around making threats, one-on-one so nothing could be proved against her.  Basically, if anyone harassed any female plebe they’d have to deal with her.  That actually stopped just about all the things that had been going on … a lot of these girls … well, they were being pressured to put out for guys in the club.”
 
   Knowing Missy, thanks to her being Tracy’s roommate, Donald could understand how she might intimidate guys with her threats.  There was something about her …
 
   Andrew was impatient and asked, “What sort of revenge did they take?  I gather it wasn’t successful.”
 
   Ronald laughed.  “No, it wasn’t successful.  They grabbed her and Sally, who was her roommate.  Drugged them by putting something in their pizza and then dragged them off, right out from under everyone’s noses.  From one of the dances here in Cullum Hall.  I don’t know all the details but I heard these guys were wearing Ku Klux Klan robes and hoods and had some very nasty things planned, which they thought they could get away with.  But … the way it ended up … they all pled guilty to kidnapping and attempted rape.  They’re in the stockade and I think they copped those pleas to avoid much worse criminal charges.”
 
   Martin said, “They had taped everything.  Only, instead of ending up with the sex tape they’d planned on having for themselves, that video tape ended up being clear evidence showing what they’d planned on doing.  The Army let them plead to some lesser charges in order to avoid the scandal of having the video actually be made public.”
 
   “Wow!  How did they get caught?  Who came to rescue the girls?”
 
   Again, Ronald laughed.  “Well, that’s all on that video.  We’d love to see that, of course, but it’s been very closely guarded by the academy security office here.  Rumor has it when Missy came to, they’d already stripped her down to only her bra and panties.  Apparently, the effects of the drug had worn off before they managed going any further than that.  The rest, as they say, is history.  She somehow subdued them, saved Sally, called security and handed them the video tape.”
 
   “What?  But … but, that’s impossible!  How …”
 
   “How could one girl manage to subdue seven great big guys, some of them on the football team?  You did hear us refer to her as being a freak, right?  You saw her out there today.  Nobody can mess with Missy McCrea!”


 
   
  
 

Chapter Five
 
   Oct 13, 2019
 
    
 
   Missy was once again all dressed up and headed over to the Visitor’s Center.  Her new plebe, Emily Robinson, had pleaded for her to come and meet her family.  Since Missy actually was free that afternoon and hadn’t made any other commitments, she had agreed.  Emily had just been assigned to her; Missy was replacing Cadet Melo, Emily’s former team leader, who had taken some liberties which had gone far beyond inappropriate touching.  Yes, he’d been very drunk, which actually had been a good thing.  Had he not been quite so tipsy, his attempted rape might have been successful.
 
   Emily was only average looking, from a distance.  But, she was very fit, with a trim runner’s body, and up close her warm green eyes and infectious smile were captivating.  She indeed was proof a girl didn’t need big boobs to get guys hot and bothered.  Without consciously making any effort, she was incredibly sexy in a number of little ways, all of which added up to making many guys take a second look, then a third,  Then, they’d come on to her in a big way.
 
   Since Missy had been off soldiering in Afghanistan when the assignments for team leaders had all been determined, her late arrival back at the academy had left her without any plebe assigned to her.  Thus, when Melo’s misbehavior had led to Emily no longer having any team leader, Missy had been asked to take his place.  They were both in the same regiment so that worked.  And, Emily was very excited about her new team leader; everyone had told her what a great person Missy was.  As a result, on this her first opportunity to see her family since Acceptance Day in August, she’d wanted them all to meet Missy.
 
   Part of this was due to her not having ever mentioned Cadet Melo to her family.  And, with the unpleasant almost-rape incident now behind her and with him contritely accepting probation and punishment for having manhandled her that night, she wanted to avoid ever mentioning anything to them about him at all.
 
   An even bigger part, however, was due to wanting them to see Missy, a female soldier who had actually served in combat and wore several decorations from having done so with distinction.  Emily’s grandfather, on her father’s side, had been a soldier.  He had spent a year in Vietnam and been very proud of having served his country.  His oldest son, her father, had been inspired by that to make a career in the Navy, retiring just a year earlier after twenty-four years.  They both had been enlisted men, not officers, but had exposed her to life in the military.  Now, she wanted to serve and, having scored high on her college SAT’s and been in the top of her high school class, she’d been accepted to West Point.
 
   Her twin brother, like her maternal grandmother, was “something else” and was not at all interested in the military.  Her parents would have been thrilled had it been him wanting to become an officer.  They were not at all happy about her insisting it was what she wanted to do with her life.  Had they been able to afford paying for her to attend college, they never would have agreed to her going to the academy.  But, with her brother’s college expenses being all they could manage, they couldn’t say no to her.
 
   She wanted them to actually meet someone, a girl like herself, who was not only at the academy but who had proven herself in combat.  She hoped they then would be more accepting of her own goals, which by no means were as lofty as achieving what Missy McCrea had accomplished, but which indeed were aimed towards “being all she could be”.  In the Army.  For her country.
 
   Ironically, while Emily had wanted to keep quiet about what Cadet Melo had done, as she was determined to never be seen as a victim, no matter what … after her roommate spoke to Sally Navarro, things had all happened as though the Fates were smiling down, taking a particular interest in helping her.  Sally had been Missy’s roommate the year before and the two of them had somehow exposed some scandalous sex club at the academy, raising an awareness of sexual harassment that resulted in there now truly being a zero tolerance policy there.  When confronted, Cadet Melo had quickly admitted his mistake, apologized profusely and begged for another chance.
 
   Then, Missy had become her team leader.  Wow!  Missy who had gone off during the summer, supposedly to participate in some study the Army was doing concerning women in combat.  It had been a small miracle that her tour had ended in such a short time period, allowing her to return to the academy.  Of course, everyone had heard what a huge success Campaign Angel’s Wing had been, with combat in Afghanistan or Pakistan now unlikely for the near future, aside from minor skirmishes.  Or, special operations, most of which would not be reported to the public.
 
   In any event, Missy had returned and was now her team leader.  And, Missy had really tuned right into Emily.  She was not at all a gifted athlete, but Missy had asked her whether she might consider joining the Rifle Team.  She had qualified during Beast with a perfect score out on the rifle range.  She had surprised herself when doing that, as she’d never fired a rifle prior to coming to West Point.  Apparently, she had a gift.  And, Missy had quickly recognized that.
 
   As Missy made her way into the Visitor’s Center, mentally reviewing what she knew about Emily and thinking of how she could help act as a tour guide, showing Emily’s family around to places of interest within the academy -- there were clear boundaries for where they could go during Walking Privileges -- she had no sooner entered the place when she stopped and looked around.
 
   Like all witches, Missy had learned to recognize when other witches were nearby.  Her time with Tracy and Tracy’s coven in Texas had helped her clearly identify when supernaturals were present, being able to feel their energy.  Of course, she knew such individuals would recognize she was a supernatural as well, so having noted right away that not one, but two supernaturals were somewhere there in the Visitor Center, she immediately paused to look around.
 
   Emily had spotted her and of course came charging right over, immediately asking Missy to follow her back to where her family was standing.  Her mom and dad, her brother, and her grandmother.  They were all watching as Emily led Missy over to meet them.  Soon, introductions were being made and Emily was bubbling with enthusiasm, bursting with happiness.  Missy stared at Emily’s grandmother and raised one eyebrow.  Her unspoken question was clear.  “Does Emily know?”
 
   Not only was Emily’s grandmother a witch, but so was Emily’s twin brother.  Missy was amazed at this turn of events and wondered just how much Emily might know.  While she assumed Emily did probably know about the witches in her family, she wasn’t going to expose them … just in case.  But, from the expression on Emily’s brother’s face, it was soon obvious.  He was in shock at finding Missy standing there, she a supernatural of tremendous energy, someone more than a witch.
 
   Without waiting, he immediately asked, “What the devil are you?”  Then he looked at each of the others and, realizing he’d spoken quite out of turn, looked back at Missy.  “I’m sorry!  Please forgive me … but, you are certainly not anyone I’d ever expected to meet, here at West Point!”
 
   Missy laughed and again glanced at Emily’s grandmother.  Emily had been making introductions, oblivious to the sudden tension, but had stopped in mid-sentence at her brother’s rude outburst.
 
   Emily’s grandmother Eloise, after looking around to assure herself they were out of earshot from any casual observers, said, “Emily, your team leader is a very powerful witch.  Lucky you!”  With that, she broke out laughing and extended her hand so Missy could shake hands with her.
 
   Missy giggled and said, “Well, I’m glad you’ve cleared that up.”  Remembering that Emily had told her she was from New York City, she added, “Are you active in the coven here in New York?  Or are you maybe only latent?”  She knew Eloise was not all that powerful, but she was experiencing very strong energy signals from Scott, Emily’s brother.  Scott was still staring at her as though she had two heads.
 
   Emily looked at Missy and asked, “Is this true?  You’re a witch?  Really?  How …?”
 
   Missy said, “Let’s go find somewhere we can sit down and visit.  You know … privately.”  She then led them off into another conference room area and over to a corner by the window, overlooking the Hudson River.  They all took seats and started over.  The conversation was indeed interesting.
 
   Eloise was active in the New York coven, one of its leaders, but she was not all that powerful a witch.  She was able to create small fireballs, light candles, do interesting things with her energy for creating light and fire which weren’t too fantastic, but that was about it.  She was not at all gifted the way Tracy was and, after hearing Missy explain about Tracy, she was very curious and hoped to meet her someday.  She had a friend in the coven who knew Millie … Millicent Pratt … one of the elder witches in Tracy’s coven in Texas.
 
   Missy said, “Have your friend check with Millie … she’ll vouch for both Tracy and me.  Millie actually helped a great deal with my learning some of my powers and abilities.  The coven in Texas is the only coven I’ve ever been with, but they’ve been great.”  Millie had been very special, mentoring and assisting her with being a witch.  And, after the latest events, the relationship was even more special.
 
   Missy had recently been down in Mexico, where she had initially started her search for Candace Axtell, General Blake’s niece.  Millie had been there, along with Oliver Bessom, as they both were finder witches who were trying to locate Candace.  They had a music box which was very special to Candace and thus provided them with a strong source for Candace’s unique energy.  Millie had been hospitalized after being inside a building which exploded.  They’d succeeded in finding where Candace had been held by her kidnappers for several days, following the residual energy she’d left behind, only to be present when the place blew up.
 
   Missy had not only healed Millie’s injuries but it had turned out Millie had a cancerous tumor and that had been completely healed by Missy’s rare ability as well.  Since the tumor was inoperable, that had indeed been a lifesaver.  From that, Missy had learned her healing energy would cause rejuvenation in others for whatever was needed.
 
   Scott, meanwhile, was very suspicious.  He did not like the idea that witches were at the academy.  Missy had explained how she and Tracy, her roommate, were the only ones.
 
   “What kind of witch did you say you were?  An earth witch?  We have earth witches in our coven but your energy feels very different from theirs.”  Without waiting for a reply, Scott continued with, “And, why don’t you have a coven?  How can you be from Salem, Massachusetts and not be in that coven?”
 
   Scott was a water witch and had quite a bit of power.  This had manifested when he reached puberty and, thanks to his grandmother, he had been assisted by the others in their coven ever since.  His being a witch was one of the reasons he had no interest in the military.  While he and his sister shared a family resemblance, they were far apart in how they viewed things and had very different goals in life.  That notwithstanding, he was very protective towards Emily.  He had never been happy about her decision to attend West Point and was now even less so.
 
   Emily rebuked him right away, saying, “Don’t be so suspicious, Scott!  Maybe Missy is latent, you know?”  Since Emily was not a supernatural, she had no way of knowing just how powerful Missy’s energy actually was.
 
   Missy laughed.  “I have to be honest with you folks.  I’m not at all latent.  I’ve been told my power is off the charts.  But, it was only after I came to the academy a year ago that I even learned about my being a witch.  My telekinesis and some of the things I can do … that all came later.  I had learned earlier how to push my healing energy into others …”
 
   “You can heal?  Oh, my!  That’s wonderful, Missy!”  Eloise was clearly not at all suspicious about Missy and seemed quite pleased.
 
   Scott, however, was still not satisfied with things.  He knew there was something else … something more.  “What haven’t you told us, Miss McCrea?  What are you?”
 
   Missy laughed and used one of her energy pulses to slowly push Scott’s chair back two feet, which of course really got him riled up.  Then she said, “I’m also a werecat, Scott.  A shifter.  My coping with that, when I reached puberty, was rather traumatic.  I spent two years in the mountains, living as a cat.  Fortunately, I’ve since learned how to Shift forms and be human again!”
 
   -----
 
   “Oh, boy!  It doesn’t sound like you made a friend of her brother Scott, poor guy!”  Tracy laughed.  Missy had filled her in on how the afternoon had gone with Emily’s family and Tracy was delighted there was someone else at the academy they could freely reveal their witchy selves to.  It was a very small group: the Superintendent, Missy’s TAC Officer Captain Bonomo, Sergeant Town, and now Missy’s plebe Emily.
 
   “Well, I did wrangle an invitation for the two of us to meet with the New York coven, once we can manage finding time to do that.”  Missy was grateful Eloise had been along as, indeed, she wasn’t too sure she’d have been at all welcomed by Scott.  He had finally managed to act with less hostility and suspicion towards her, mainly because of how effervescent Emily had been.  It had helped when Missy had promised, cat’s honor, to watch over Emily.  That had finally brought a smile to his face.
 
   “It’s interesting that Scott can be a supernatural while his twin sister is not.  Of course, had they been identical twins, they’d both be one or the other.  And … then they’d also have been the same sex.  Fraternal twins can obviously be very different from one another.”  Tracy was musing out loud, sharing her thoughts as quickly as they entered her head.  “Still, I understand there’s a twin bond, right?  You told me about Mike and Michelle.”
 
   Mike’s twin sister Michelle did indeed share a bond with Mike.  When she had been injured in a car accident with severe damage to her head, he had experienced a similar pain in his head only not quite as bad.  Since he and Missy were bonded, she also had experienced something, which had made her wake up from a deep sleep.  She had called him right away.
 
   Later that night, when they were both at the hospital staring at Michelle, Missy had used her energy to heal Michelle.  That had been the first time she’d pushed her energy into anyone else.  Back then, she hadn’t learned to draw energy from her surroundings yet and so she’d pushed all the energy she could manage from what she had within herself until exhausting all she had and passing out.
 
   Somehow, whenever she connected with someone else, pushing healing energy into them, a residual bond remained ever afterwards.  She had healed both Ron Quigby and, more recently, his brother Donald.  Ron knew of this but no one had enlightened Donald, as yet.  Missy now had an open channel, a bond of some sort, with them both.
 
   She had pushed healing energy into Tracy a few times and there was a definite bond there as well.  Tracy had never been injured but Missy had used her ability to cure hangovers for her and, on occasion, she had even helped Tracy deal with PMS.  While they joked about this, and indeed Tracy had refused Missy’s help on several occasions, insisting she wanted to “be human” and just gut it out, dealing with whatever aches and pains she might be experiencing, the fact remained they now had an established bond.
 
   They both loved saying they were “sister witches” and that was yet another bond, but Missy knew the physical channel always open between her and Tracy was special.  There was a further bond, an energy bond they both recognized but neither could quite define.  That had happened when they’d both drawn power from all around them and then used it at the same time.  Tracy had sent down lightning bolts while Missy had pushed out energy pulses.  There were three other persons in a circle with Tracy at the time, reinforcing them: Tracy’s mother, Missy’s brother John and Missy’s soulmate Mike.  Since Missy was bonded with Mike, they then were all connected.  And, ever since then, either Tracy or Missy could draw energy from all around, plus from each other as well as through each other.  It was a bit weird but … it was what it was.
 
   The fact that Missy’s brother John had since bonded with Tracy, becoming her true soulmate, had only reinforced things.  When a witch bonded with their soulmate, that enabled incredible power and growth.  Missy and Mike … Tracy and John … the bonds were far beyond anything human.  They were physical, spiritual, supernatural and maybe something else again.  They had discussed it amongst one another a few times, all four of them.  Then, they had stopped trying to understand it anymore.  It was enough that they were experiencing everything.
 
   And, of course, the power which both Missy and Tracy had now demonstrated?  At such young ages?  They both were only nineteen.  Who knew what power they might wield by the time they reached twenty-five, the age when witches would finally reach full power?
 
   After they finished chatting about bonds, twins, soulmates, energy pulses and a few other things, Missy decided to bring up her latest thing.  She wanted to again try shifting to her spirit form.  “I want to see if I can move around when I’m being a spirit, Tracy.  Will you stay here for me while I do that?  I’m definitely feeling my way as I go, exploring things no person has maybe ever done before.”
 
   Tracy laughed but assured her she’d do whatever she could to help.
 
   “Just your being here will be all I need.  I know I won’t lose myself as long as you’re right here.  I’ll definitely be able to find my way back … from wherever, and as … whatever.  Okay?”  Missy stared at her friend and could feel Tracy’s agreeing to everything.
 
   After taking off her earrings, Missy stood in the middle of their room, staring at Tracy for several moments.  Then, there was a shimmer of light and she disappeared.  She had still been wearing all her clothes and those dropped down onto the floor.  One instant, Missy had been standing there and the next?  Only her clothes remained.  She was gone.
 
   Tracy at first was still able to feel Missy there in the room with her, just as she could always experience Missy’s energy … they could now tell where each one was from well beyond a hundred feet.  As a result, she felt Missy moving away.  As the seconds became minutes, Missy’s energy gradually dissipated until that too was gone.  Tracy waited patiently, watching the clock over on her desk.  After fifteen minutes had gone by, she began waiting very impatiently, growing more and more concerned.  As Missy had said, she was going where no one had gone before.  Would she be able to return?
 
   When another fifteen minutes had passed, Tracy began really worrying.  But, just as she thought she had reached the point where she couldn’t stand it anymore, she felt Missy again.  Then, after but another moment or so, she felt the familiar energy pulse typical for when Missy Changed and there she was.  Missy the werecat.
 
   Tracy hurled herself on top of Missy, throwing her arms around Missy’s furry neck and began crying, emitting great sobs of relief and joy mixed with shudders from emotions she’d never before experienced.  When Missy began purring loudly, wriggling inside Tracy’s tight, grasping hold, Tracy almost went to pieces.  That only lasted a moment and she quickly recovered herself, releasing Missy and then punching her on the side, again and again.  Her fists were not pounding into Missy with any force but she just couldn’t stop hitting her friend.  She had never been so scared in all her life.
 
   Missy allowed this nonsense to continue for a couple of minutes and then she growled, showing Tracy her fangs and chuffing loudly.  Enough was enough!  When Tracy finally backed away, giving her some space, Missy Shifted again.  This time, she went from being a cat to being human an instant later.  The shimmer of light and pulse of energy had seemed almost simultaneous.  And, there she was.  She sat back on the floor, bare ass, and began to laugh.  “Miss me much?”
 
   Tracy had recovered and she realized she would never again let herself completely go like that.  She also figured whatever Missy might do, while in her spirit form, she indeed would always return.  She didn’t quite know how she knew that now, but she did.  Hence, she wasn’t going to go on and on about what she’d just been through.  No, instead she simply wanted to hear Missy describe things.  Obviously, Missy had gone somewhere and been able to do something.  And, had come back.
 
   Missy said, “My OOBE was unbelievable, Tracy!  I was completely free, able to go anywhere I wanted.  At first, I moved slowly, feeling my way along out there.  But, then I would just think of a place and, poof!  I’d be there!  As long as it was somewhere I’d been before or near someone I knew?  I’d be there in an instant, after merely willing myself to go there.”
 
   “You were gone for more than half an hour, Missy!  Were you aware of that?  Of time passing?”
 
   “Oh, yes!  Time stays the same for me.  I could have stayed a spirit for much longer but I didn’t want to push things too far.  Not this time, at least.  I did move a few things around using my telekinesis.  No problems there!  And, I stayed within about a fifty mile radius.  But, I think I can probably go about as far as where my bond with Mike reaches.”  They both knew that distance was somewhere just beyond five hundred miles, since Missy had been separated from Mike a couple of times now.
 
   “Whoa!  You mean … next time you get all horny you might disappear from your bunk down here and reappear up there in Mike’s bed an instant later?  That’s so not fair!”
 
   “Ha, ha!  I probably could do that, only I won’t.  You know being a supnat carries a lot of responsibility and I don’t ever plan on abusing my powers.  Clearly, using them merely to have sex with Mike would fall outside the lines, wherever those lines might get drawn.  No, someone somewhere must be defining acceptable behavior for us and I’m pretty sure doing that would be a no-no.  And, besides … you’re the expert on interpreting the academy’s Honor Code!  I’m quite certain my being up there with Mike would be considered a violation, since I won’t have signed out or anything.  Sheezzz!”
 
   Tracy was laughing and the more Missy protested, the harder she laughed.  “I was only kidding but I can see you’ve already given this particular matter a great deal of thought, Missy!”


 
   
  
 

Chapter Six
 
   Oct 15, 2019
 
    
 
   Sami Massallah finished signing all the forms and sat back, watching as Charles Winword filed them all carefully away.  He was wondering just what these latest secrets might be, requiring his added promises to never reveal them.  Apparently, his ten years’ service in the CIA, with seven of those years in its Special Operations Group (SOG), hadn’t quite been enough.
 
   He had just finished a week of home leave and was headed back to Kabul, Afghanistan, to continue with his current assignment.  But, he’d been directed to stop by and see Winword for some last minute update concerning his role over there.
 
   Although born and raised as a U.S. citizen, his Turkish ancestry, appearance and ability to speak that language had helped him rise to a high position within the CIA’s most clandestine branch, serving in the Middle East for many years.  He was one of their top operatives at both gathering intelligence and, when needed, taking direct action for raids, ambushes, sabotage, assassinations and any other unconventional warfare missions which he might be assigned.  Prior to being recruited by the CIA, he’d spent six years in the military with his last assignment there as an Army Ranger.
 
   When overseas, he carried no identification which might associate him with the U.S. and he was “one of those guys” about whom, if compromised during a mission, the U.S. government might deny all knowledge.  Thus, learning he’d been vetted for this last minute briefing about something “special” had indeed piqued his interest.
 
   Winword said, “Okay, Sami, I’ll get right down to what this is all about.  In addition to everything else you’re already doing for us, we want you to also act as liaison to one of the Special Forces A-Teams stationed in Kabul.  Only, this isn’t any ordinary A-Team … they’ve recently been reconstituted.  So, there are some highly classified things you need to know about.  Team Twenty-Two is now the Army’s quick reaction force for dealing with any paranormal or supernatural elements.  If we ever have to face any enemy supnats, the guys on Team Twenty-Two will be the ones who get the call.”
 
   “Enemy supnats?”
 
   “Right.  Supernatural persons do exist and that’s what this briefing today is all about.  Supnats.  Both those we might someday need to deal with and those we have on our side.  Our supnats.  As needed, from time to time, we might ask our supnats to join Team Twenty-Two.  Again.”
 
   Again?  Massallah stared at Winword and tried to process what he’d just been told.  Of all the crazy things …?  “Okay … I’ve just sworn I’ll not reveal any of this and I’ve signed your forms.  So, please explain!”
 
   “You heard about General Blake’s niece being kidnapped … Candace Axtell.  Right?”
 
   “Sure.  Those WIJO terrorists were going to behead her if we didn’t return forty POW’s to them.  Only, she was located and rescued prior to the deadline.”  WIJO was the Worldwide Islamic Jihad Organization, a terrorist group comprised of former Al Qaeda and Taliban extremists from Afghanistan and Pakistan.  Massallah had some of his CIA operatives working inside that group only they’d not been able to help with the general’s niece as WIJO had kept everything concerning their holding Candace a well-guarded secret.
 
   “It was Team Twenty-Two who performed that rescue.  Or, to be more accurate, it was Team Twenty-Two who assisted the three witches who performed that rescue.  These witches found where Candace was being held, in a remote village over near Kushk, north of Herat.  And, they led the attack.  One of them used her fireballs to burn down half the village.  That enabled the other two to go in and grab Candace.”
 
   Very few details concerning the amazing rescue had ever been revealed.  The media simply hadn’t had any information and hadn’t even managed to interview the girl when she’d returned home.  Massallah hadn’t known just where she’d been held but he’d learned the WIJO forces in Herat had been especially upset right afterwards so he’d assumed they’d probably had something to do with it.
 
   “Tell me more about these witches, sir.  And, who else can I talk to over there who knows about any of this?”
 
   -----
 
   “So, you’re now heading up the FBI’s Psychic Division?  They’ve created this new position just for you, after the success you had with those witches … err, sorry … those psychics you brought to Mexico looking for Candace Axtell?”  Constance Ulrey smiled at her ex-husband and then shook her head.  “Obviously, Drew Martinson is behind this.”
 
   Robert said, “Of course!  There are finder witches in several covens around the country, all assisting the local police.  They always claim they’re psychics since that’s an acceptable cover for what they do and who they really are.  But, with Millie and Oliver vouching for me, Drew hopes a few more of them will agree to my giving them FBI credentials.  That will help their credibility and at the same time, they’ll know they’re appreciated by the government.  Most witches are very fearful about having any U.S. government agencies knowing about them.  For that reason, at first, they won’t need to learn about “P” Branch.”
 
   “But, the FBI might be okay?  Will the FBI be paying them?”
 
   “Oh, yes.  The FBI will also be providing resources and will then bill the law enforcement agencies for the services these individuals provide.  It’s a win-win, provided they get results.  For the ones we’ll be validating as FBI psychics, that shouldn’t be a problem.”
 
   Constance laughed and said, “True, if they’ve as good as Millie and Oliver.  And, I suppose once these other witches learn they can trust the FBI to keep their secrets, that might eventually lead to more of them being willing to trust other government agencies as well.”
 
   “Trusting government agencies isn’t really likely, Connie.  But maybe they’ll trust a few government individuals.  They’re not paranoid … if their powers and abilities were to become well known?  There are way too many risks associated with that.  You can understand why they keep their secrets.”
 
   “So, while the FBI will be claiming these people are psychics, able to find missing people, it won’t be exposing them as witches or supernaturals?  And, Millie and Oliver will convince these people they can trust you?”
 
   “Well, I’ll be putting together a small staff to assist me in this and none of them will know about witches.  At least, not initially.  Nor will anyone else in the FBI.  But, I’ll try to recruit more witches to join Millie and Oliver, with their help and influence.  And, just as you say … if they can be convinced to trust me, then maybe they’ll sign on.  And … that’s also where you come in … helping convince them they can trust me.”
 
   Constance had been following all this with very mixed feelings.  She and Robert had recently reconciled and were now living together, but they were still feeling their way along about a lot of things.  She hadn’t been at all thrilled about the idea of having him travel around, leaving her behind.  Now she exclaimed, “What do you mean?  Me?  Really?”
 
   “I told Drew I’d only do this if I could always have you right there with me.  I want you to quit your job at the bank.  I need you to help me with these witches.”
 
   -----
 
   Tracy waited until she and Missy were alone in their room, with little risk of being interrupted.  “Millie called me today.  Guess what?  She and Oliver are going to work for Robert Ulrey as FBI psychics.  Robert’s heading up a new Psychic Division, with several assistants, and he’s hoping to add a few more witches.  He and Connie will be the only ones who’ll know they’re witches, of course, aside from the witches themselves.”
 
   “Connie will be helping him with this?”  Missy raised one eyebrow.  Then, after thinking for a moment, she nodded and said, “Okay, I can see that.  Now that he and Connie are together again, Robert won’t want to ever have his job interfere with their relationship.  Having Connie actually helping him with this will avoid a lot of issues.  And, she’ll be very good with any of the witches who might decide to sign on … they’ll believe they’re safe and Robert can be trusted if she’s part of it.”
 
   “Millie said essentially the same thing.  It’s all about the trust factor.  She reminded me how she only agreed to help search for Candy because you had me ask her to do that and I had assured her about Robert.  And, about “P” Branch.  Then, she convinced Oliver to help.”
 
   “Will the witches who join this Division be told about “P” Branch?”
 
   Tracy laughed and said, “Not at first and maybe never.  It will all depend.  But, rest assured, “P” Branch will be very much involved in all of this.  After all those years of having their non interference policy, they’re finally getting into the game.  Of course, they’ll not exactly be interfering but they’ll definitely be influencing some things.”
 
   “Marsha told me Drew recently briefed everyone at “P” Branch and explained things were changing … our rescuing Candy, without the world learning anything about our being supnats?  That’s made those government officials rethink things.”  Marsha Goodding and her husband Lester were “P” Branch analysts and had been working pretty much full time supporting Missy and all her activities for quite a while.  Missy smiled.  “You know … those officials who’d always insisted on all the non interference stuff.”
 
   “In for a penny, in for a pound, huh?”  Tracy giggled.
 
   “Well. It’s not just that.  It’s recognition that supnats are not only real, but that other countries might be using them.  They were able to ignore all of Drew’s warnings  for years but now that General Blake has insisted on having Team Twenty-Two, just in case?  Plus, with Charles Winword at the CIA and the Secretary of Defense and … well, yeah … they’ve even convinced the President.”
 
   “See what mayhem you stirred up, Missy?  You know it’s all because “P” Branch didn’t want you being a vigilante, after the way you killed those guys who were holding Alice, right?  One thing led to another and then, finally, you had me tossing my fireballs around so you and Oliver could rescue Candy.”  Tracy laughed and added, “Of course, that was quite an adventure!”
 
   “Very funny.  I doubt my vigilante activities would ever have gotten the attention your fireballs managed to get.  That’s why those government officials are now all worried about whatever supnats our enemies might have.”
 
   “Well, aside from any assistance my feeble efforts may have provided towards anything …”  Tracy laughed and raised her eyebrows, giving her face its most innocent expression.  “Millie has asked for our help with the New York coven.  While she’s known that friend she has over there for years … you know, the one Emily’s grandmother mentioned?  Well, they both think it will help if you and I are there when she comes up here to convince Troy Dangelmeyer to join the FBI.”
 
   “Troy Dangelmeyer is the finder witch here in New York?”
 
   “Yep.  And, he’s been very vocal in their coven.  He’s also one of those anti-establishment types and not very likely to listen to a bunch of old fogies suggesting he join the FBI.  Of course, if some young, beautiful girls were encouraging him?”
 
   “Hmmm … sounds sexist.  I assume he’s running with a younger crowd then?”
 
   Tracy nodded and said, “He’s still in college; he’s a junior over at Colgate University.  He’s also a good friend of Emily’s brother.  Scott’s a freshman over there and they’re both on the swim team.  I guess I’m not all that surprised to learn Scott’s a good swimmer … you said he’s a water witch, right?”
 
   -----
 
   “Tracy tells me there’s a big pow-wow in New York the Saturday after next.  She and Missy will be going and introducing themselves to the coven down there.”
 
   Mike laughed and said, “I’m quite certain she didn’t actually describe that as any pow-wow.”  He knew John loved any opportunity to make fun of witches and was definitely baiting him.  Missy had briefed him with her mental messages all about this latest fun venture of theirs and he’d been expecting this phone call once John had heard from Tracy.  The idea was he and John should both travel down there in Mike’s car and attend the meeting.
 
   “Tracy thinks they can get special passes so they can sign out overnight, since this is an FBI thing.  They’ll probably have to bring Captain Bonomo along to validate that but he won’t actually be coming out to meet the coven.  The only non-witches, aside from the two of us, will be Robert and Connie.  Oh, and Candy.  She and Oliver will be there.”
 
   “Well, the overnight part certainly works for me.  I won’t have been with Missy since we went to General Blake’s promotion ceremony.”  Mike knew John was well aware his mind was constantly being filled with Missy’s thoughts and messages.  “By the way, Millie’s coming up here this weekend.  She’s never visited anyone at the coven in Salem before but they know about her and are willing to listen to what she’ll be telling them about this new FBI Division.  Robert and Connie will be there, of course.  And, she’s asked me to join them.  It’s time they finally learned about Missy.”
 
   John didn’t need to ask why Mike wouldn’t be with Missy the weekend coming up; after the big football game on Saturday his crazy sister was shooting for the Combat Weapons Team and then playing an important soccer game down in Pennsylvania on Sunday.  The football game was a home game and he’d be watching it there at the academy with Tracy.  “Won’t they be upset Missy isn’t with you?”
 
   “Millie will explain how there just hasn’t been any opportunity for Missy to meet with them, how Missy only learned she was a witch a year ago, how she went to Afghanistan this summer, etc., etc.  Of course, Millie is mainly coming up here for Robert in hopes their finder witch will join his new division, but Millie really thinks she needs to explain about Missy once she’s with them.  And, having me along … well …”
 
   John interrupted saying, “I get it, I get it.  Of course, now that my sister can blink herself practically anywhere she wants doing this super scary spirit form thing of hers … oh, wait!  We’re keeping that a secret from everyone else, for now.”
 
   Mike knew John was again yanking his chain.  “Hey, she’s being very careful with that.  And, you know she never wanted Tracy to get scared.  She says Tracy is now comfortable with her doing it.”
 
   “Are you comfortable?  ‘Cuz I sure as hell am not comfortable.  Changing herself into a huge cat was bad enough.  But, now?  Changing into nothing?  Energy without mass?”
 
   Mike sighed.  He actually was not all that comfortable either but wasn’t about to admit it.  “She’s energy and that’s not nothing.  And, energy is what witches do, right?  They harness it, control it, use it … in a way, this all makes perfect sense.  It’s what she is, John.  She’s energy.  We all are, only she’s able to do more with her energy than we can.  And, she says Tracy really is fine with that now.”


 
   
  
 

Chapter Seven
 
   Oct 19, 2019
 
    
 
   The meeting with the Salem coven was actually held in Lynn since this time of year, less than two weeks before Halloween, was all about “Haunted Happenings” with crowds of tourists all visiting Salem.  The real witches all wanted to keep as far away from all the hoopla as possible.  A couple of them had even declined this meeting, very concerned about having three strange non-witches present.  While they all had heard of Millicent Pratt and her reputation as an excellent finder witch, that hadn’t been enough to overcome their fear of being exposed to outsiders.
 
   After Millie had been introduced, she then introduced Robert, Connie and Mike, explaining a bit about each of them.  But, the coven leaders insisted she first tell them all about Missy before bringing up anything else.  That helped in some respects as many did indeed remember all the notoriety when Missy had gone missing from soccer camp and remembered Robert being involved.
 
   Missy’s parents had worked very hard during the two years she’d been gone, influencing the local community and never giving up hope.  They’d kept awareness about their daughter constant, with rally events and fund raisers to renew various search efforts.  And, then Missy had returned.  While there hadn’t been much of an explanation given to the media -- thanks to Robert, details concerning Missy’s ordeal had not been made public -- everyone did remember Robert and his role as the FBI investigator.
 
   “So, you’re saying this girl is a shifter and lived as a mountain lion for those two years?  Plus, she only learned she’s also a witch when she met this other witch Tracy at West Point?  And then, Tracy introduced her to your coven in Texas this past March?”  This was followed by more questions from other coven members, wanting to know about Missy’s powers and abilities.  There were also some grumblings by a few of them, asking why Missy hadn’t contacted them, since they were right there in Missy’s home town.
 
   Millie finally said, “Look, this girl is a West Point cadet and that’s very demanding.  She came to Texas with her family in March for her Spring Break vacation and she hasn’t had much free time since then.  When classes finished, she and Tracy went off to Jump School.  Then, she went over to Afghanistan with the Army, only returning right before classes started back up at the academy.  Visiting covens has not been a top priority.”
 
   Mike stood up and said, “Missy and I will visit here when she’s able to do that.  But, she’ll be at the New York coven next week.”  Millie had explained to them how he was bonded with Missy and was her soulmate.  “The academy is giving her and Tracy some special passes in order to assist the FBI.  Perhaps some of you might like to attend that meeting so you can meet her then?”  
 
   “Why special passes?”
 
   Robert now answered, saying, “As you know, I’m hoping to recruit psychics for the FBI’s new Psychic Division and I’ve asked the academy for help.  Millie and another finder witch, Oliver Bessom from the D.C. coven, have already joined this division.  And, the Superintendent at West Point knows Missy and Tracy assisted us with locating Candace Axtell.  Details concerning that are highly classified, so I can’t reveal anything further.  But, I’m sure you all heard about the dramatic last minute rescue with Candace returning home seven weeks ago.”
 
   This info created quite a stir as, indeed, the news about General Blake’s niece being threatened by WIJO had been the top story for several days.  Most had expected she’d be publicly executed since the U.S. government had not been expected to negotiate with kidnappers and exchange forty terrorists to save her.  So, when Candace had miraculously avoided getting beheaded and came home, without the U.S. meeting any of WIJO’s demands, it had been an even greater story.  All the secrecy about her return had only made the story that much bigger.
 
   Finally, one of the senior members hushed the others and announced, “Okay, obviously there’s a very strong alliance between this FBI Psychic Division of Robert’s and the Army.  They asked him to find the general’s niece and Millie agreed to help, as one of his psychics.  And, I think I’m seeing some of the relationships here.  Missy and Robert have been close friends for years.  Missy and Tracy are Army cadets.  Missy went to Afghanistan with the Army.  This general is one of the Army’s top commander’s in Afghanistan.  Missy and Tracy helped Robert’s psychics find the general’s niece.”
 
   Robert said, “Yes, very good.  As I’ve stated, I can’t reveal details, since much of this is classified.  But, my Psychic Division has now received a lot of credit due to our success in finding Candace Axtell and that’s created a huge demand for our services.  So, I’m recruiting … looking for more witches to join my team … here in Salem, down in New York, wherever there are covens having finder witches.”
 
   Another voice then asked, “What can you tell us about this relationship between Missy and your witch psychics?  Is she an air witch?  What about this Tracy?  I haven’t heard anything about what powers and abilities these girls have, as yet.”  It was well known that finder witches were always air witches.
 
   Millie said, “Missy is an earth witch and Tracy is a fire witch.  I’ve been Tracy’s mentor for years.  They both are very powerful, and … now that they’ve bonded with their soulmates … the abilities they’ve already demonstrated are much greater than any I’m aware of elsewhere.”  She glanced knowingly at Mike and many of the others did likewise.
 
   This created another stir of interest among the group, with some pleased and excited while others were quite concerned the two girls might pose a risk to other witches.  Having the FBI and the Army find out about witches was not viewed as ending well and the fact Robert and his ex-wife Connie were there, both non-witches, simply confirmed that more trouble might be soon to follow.  Even having Mike there made them nervous since Missy was not there and they didn’t really know her, didn’t know how much they could trust her, weren’t sure having her be at West Point was at all appropriate for a witch.
 
   After more discussion it was eventually decided.  Six of them -- all elders in the coven including Desiree Yerger, their finder witch -- would come to the meeting in New York the following weekend.  There they could meet Missy and Tracy as well as Oliver and Candace Axtell.  Desiree would decide after that meeting whether or not she would join Robert’s Psychic Division.
 
   -----
 
   Army had won the football game and most of the Khan Klass members were now gathered at Cullum Hall to celebrate.  Since the classroom where Major Khan was teaching them Farsi and Pashto was fondly called Kelsey’s Korner, it hadn’t taken their non-participating classmates very long to start referring to them as the Khan Klass, aka KK@KK.  The jokes were endless, of course.  The question asked most often was whether or not pointy hoods were required.
 
   Since any such jokes were always responded to in words no one outside the Klass could understand, that had only added to the fun.  This created many opportunities for those learning these new languages to practice using them with one another and it was amazing how quickly they were all gaining a large speaking vocabulary.  It turned out Kelsey, in addition to having an incredibly high IQ, had a real ear for proper pronunciation and was able to provide the others with constant corrections whenever Major Khan or Sergeant Town were not around to do that.
 
   Tracy had brought John and Sharon had brought her boyfriend Lee.  Most of the cadets had met both guys during earlier visits as well as at the Plebe-Parent Weekend Ball just prior to Spring Break in March.  Tony and Marcus had brought their latest girlfriends who were not cadets and had not met any of the others; they were quickly introduced all around.  Kelsey and Mitch were a couple, as were Gary and Kelly, so only Sally Navarro was odd girl out.  Missy wasn’t there, having left after the game to go off for her Combat Weapons Team match.
 
   Since Tony was from Long Island, his girlfriend Cassie hadn’t had to travel very far.  She not only was from Long Island but was also attending college right in New York City.  Like Tony, she was Italian while Marcus’s girlfriend Chandra, like Marcus, was African American.  Chandra was from Alabama but went to the same college as Cassie, which was how she’d ended up meeting Marcus.  Tony had brought him along to his girlfriend’s campus over the Labor Day Weekend.  At the time, the girls hadn’t known one another but were in the same dorm.  They since had become really close friends.
 
   Once they’d all brought their food and drinks over and had seated themselves around a couple of large tables, the conversation quickly returned to the highlights of that day’s football game.  Mitch had once again made a huge contribution to their win, averaging more than five yards per carry and running for a hundred and fifty yards.  Although he’d not scored any touchdowns in this game, his running had been such a huge threat their quarterback had been allowed plenty of time and had easily picked apart the opposing team’s defense, completing most of his passes.
 
   Once they’d thoroughly rehashed all the key plays in their team’s win, embarrassing Mitch but making Kelsey positively glow with how proud she felt about her boyfriend’s performance, someone brought up how far each of the non-cadets had travelled just to be there that weekend.  Lee had flown in from Chicago and was cheered for having come the furthest and thus demonstrating the greatest amount of loyalty towards his girlfriend.
 
   John complained, “Wait … I think I deserve this loyalty award since my travel time by car actually took longer and was much more arduous than Lee’s trip, flying in here on an airplane.”  Looking at Tracy, he then laughed and whispered in her ear, “Or, maybe we should label this award the lust award.  If so, then I’m definitely claiming the prize!”
 
   Sharon said, “No, no!  Lee’s travel was far more arduous!  Since the first class seats were sold out, he was all squeezed into those tiny seats back in coach.  My man has truly gone above and beyond, just to be here with me!”  Since Lee was six-seven, dwarfing even Mitch who was huge, he immediately got all the sympathy votes and that settled it.  Then, Sharon made an additional comment, saying, “He’s so big … it makes it really hard for him to fit, you know?”
 
   At these words, Tracy looked over at Sally and managed to catch her eye.  Without letting Sharon notice, she held her two hands several inches apart.  Then, mimicking what Missy had done months earlier, when revealing Sharon’s big secret and describing how well-endowed Sharon’s boyfriend was, she spread her hands even further apart.  Then she innocently raised her eyebrows and stared directly at Sally.  That earlier conversation had been when it was just the four of them but what caused Sally to completely lose it now, exploding in paroxysms of laughter she couldn’t hold in, was recalling all the banter between Missy and Tracy back then about orgasms and how Sharon had no reason for jealously about what anyone else might be experiencing.
 
   Sally immediately jumped up, pretending she’d been coughing rather than laughing, and announced she needed to visit the ladies room.  Without waiting for anyone else, she headed right out.  Tracy then bounced up saying she’d go with her and raced off after her friend.  Once they both rounded a corner, getting out of sight from the others, they stopped and began laughing together in earnest.
 
   Tracy said, “Oh, I can’t wait to tell Missy what Sharon said tonight.  About Lee being big and it being really hard … and his problem trying to fit?  I’m going to also have to tell John, of course.”  More laughs.
 
   Sally giggled.  “What did Sharon tell us back then?  Something about nine and a half inches being perfectly normal?  You know … for a man his size?  All in proper proportion …”  Both girls exploded in hilarious laughter once again.
 
   Ten minutes later, after finally regaining their composure, they managed returning to the group.  They had to avoid looking at one another, however, as neither could risk having their naughty thoughts trigger more giggles and they knew it would only take a single glance, catching the other’s eye, to set them both off all over again.
 
   John knew something was going on but was content to hear about it later.  Tracy shared everything with him as he did with her.  He could tell she was restraining herself, trying not to laugh, and that it was requiring a great effort.  Being so open allowed them each to be very tuned into what the other was feeling.  He was indeed looking forward to hearing about whatever this might be.  He continued to allow his thoughts to wander, tuning out the several different conversations going on all around him.
 
   Unlike his sister and Mike, who never argued or fought with one another about anything, John knew he and Tracy were both impulsive and very headstrong so they would often “get into it” and then words would be exchanged.  Of course, they both loved the “make-up sex” afterwards.  John’s thoughts of sex with Tracy really got him excited, but since that wouldn’t be possible until the next day when they visited the Fargarson’s, he now wistfully got control of himself and tuned back in.
 
   Tracy only had Walking Privileges for the weekend, so there would be no overnight fun … he’d be alone back at his hotel.  But, Tracy’s fencing coach Mr. Fargarson was also her sponsor.  Since he lived within the West Point boundaries, Tracy could sign out to go visit there.  Fargarson and his wife had made it a habit of always giving them a couple hours of alone time whenever he and Tracy visited.
 
   Tracy noticed John tuning out and finally tuning back in again.  She knew exactly where his mind had gone and smiled when he looked at her.  She was very much looking forward to their visit over at the Fargarson’s but that would be tomorrow.  For now, they both needed to focus on her friends.
 
   Tony and Marcus were having a conversation in Pashto, trying to impress their girlfriends, but Kelsey kept making them repeat certain words until they pronounced them exactly right.  That, of course, was making everyone laugh.  When Cassie and Chandra kept asking for a translation, the laughter only increased and Sharon warned them they really didn’t want to know.  Naturally, that only made the girls insist on being told all the more.
 
   Kelly finally explained, “Marcus and Tony are discussing who their favorite female superhero is.  Wonder Woman and Super Girl are being considered as much better than Bat Girl or any of the others, but the guys are unable to arrive at any final decision.  And, the rationale for which attributes score highest is definitely getting a bit ridiculous.”
 
   Tony laughed and said, “We just wanted to practice our language skills.  You know how Major Khan says we need to do that every day.  Only … we haven’t really learned enough vocabulary yet for any thorough, in depth determination …”
 
   Kelsey giggled and said, “Riiiight.  They don’t yet know how to say tits or ass.  But, I’m sure all the guys will be fully up to speed and able to discuss those in either Farsi or Pashto by the end of next week.”  She turned to Mitch and smiled.  “Just so you know … us girls are waaaaay ahead of you guys.  We’ve done all our homework.”
 
   Mitch groaned and said, “Hey … football practice every day … remember?”
 
   Sally said, “No excuses.  Besides, no one has more extracurricular activities than Missy.  Between her soccer and her shooting matches, she barely has time to attend class.  Having roomed with her last semester, I can assure you she hardly ever has time for any homework.  Once soccer season ends she does basketball and after that, softball.  The shooting is all year, of course.  I think she gets everything academically by osmosis or something.”
 
   John said, “She needs all those extracurricular activities in order to perform well academically.  You should have seen when she came back home from the mountains and was being tutored, doing three years of school in one year.  She still ran five miles every morning plus spent hours each day either at the gym or doing her karate or martial arts stuff.”
 
   Tracy gave him a dirty look and then said, “Not everyone here knows Missy was missing for two years, John.”  She looked at Cassie and Chandra and added, “Most of us know about Missy so her brother forgets.  Missy doesn’t like to discuss those years she was forced to live in the mountains.  Please don’t ask her about that.”
 
   “What?  Wait … you’re saying she was missing for two years?  What happened?”  Cassie looked at Tony and it was obvious she would be asking him for more details later.
 
   Tony sighed and said, “Don’t ask.  It’s ancient history, and like Tracy says … Missy doesn’t talk about it.  At least, not to any of us guys.  I’m betting some of the girls might know a bit more.”
 
   Kelsey said, “Not really.  When Sharon and I roomed with her, she wouldn’t say much about her time in the mountains.  All she admitted was how some black bear mauled her shoulder and back, giving her all those scars.  Oh, and then of course, there was also that big scar on her leg where some hunter supposedly shot her with his rifle.  John?  Surely you know more, right?”
 
   Tracy answered first, saying, “Yes, my boyfriend-with-foot-in-mouth knows more but he’s not saying more.  Not if he knows what’s good for him and wants to ever have sex again with his wonderful girlfriend!”
 
   John laughed and said, “So glad that’s settled.  Alrighty then!  I was merely explaining how my sister shouldn’t be used for making any comparisons the way Sally was doing.  Sorry!”  He then purposely violated the academy’s rule about no public displays of affection or PDA’s by leaning over and giving Tracy a big kiss on the cheek.
 
   Mitch said, “Relax, John.  Everyone here at the academy knows Missy isn’t normal and no one else can be compared with her.”
 
   Marcus and Tony both said, “Hear, hear!” and everyone laughed.
 
   When Mitch then followed John’s bad example and leaned over to kiss Kelsey, there were even more cheers and more laughter.


 
   
  
 

Chapter Eight
 
   Oct 19, 2019
 
    
 
   Alessandra D’Amato was finally free.  She and Maria had escaped from their exclusive boarding school, had eluded the guards which her over protective father always had following her around wherever she went, and were now on their way to have some real fun.  Maria’s brother had picked them up, as pre-arranged, and they were off to what Maria had promised would be the best party ever.  There would be boys there, of course, and Maria had assured her the ones her brother knew were all really hot.
 
   Although she and Maria were only high school sophomores while Maria’s brother Paul and his buddies were seniors, Maria had assured her she could easily pass for being a junior.  She’d be sixteen in only a few more months and, having developed early with very nice breasts, she indeed was mature for her age and looked a lot older.  Her lack of experience shouldn’t be a problem since Maria would be right there with her every minute and she certainly knew her way around.
 
   Sneaking away for one night of partying, rather than wasting her years at St. Ann’s, that stupid all-girls academy, had been a goal of hers ever since she and Maria had gotten to know one another and Maria had filled her in all about what things were like, out in the real world.  She knew her face and figure were attractive but, thanks to her father, she just wasn’t getting any opportunities to even meet boys.  Maria had promised they’d be safely back in their rooms before anyone would notice and so she was determined to make her own opportunity.
 
   After they’d climbed into the back seat of the car, Maria had said, “Paul, this is Sandy.  Sandy, this is Paul.”  Now, as the car was pulling forward into traffic, Maria said, “Thanks for picking us up.  We’ve been looking forward to this for sooooo long!”
 
   Paul said, “No problem, sis … there’s always room for girls at these parties, especially good looking ones.  And, you and your friend here definitely qualify.”  He glanced back at Alessandra with a very appreciative look at her boobs which made her flush with color and get all excited.  Fortunately, he looked back at the road before he could see how red her face was getting.
 
   Maria turned to her and whispered, “See!  What did I tell you?  He thinks you look sexy and so will all his friends.  You’re going to have a great time!”
 
   -----
 
   “Are you sure?  She got in the car and it drove off without any of D’Amato’s goons going along with it?  What’s the make, model and license number?  And, who is this Maria she went off with?”  After getting the information, which he wrote down, Vincent Cappiello hung up and handed the info to his assistant Stan Prudente.  “Here, find out who owns that car and where they live.  We’re in luck.  All the money I’ve spent paying that broad to keep her eye on Sal’s kid has paid off.  It looks like Alessandra has slipped away from her fancy school and none of Sal’s guys even know about it yet.”
 
   Prudente glanced down at the info and then said, “I’m sure we can have our crew pick her up.  Having someone inside the place was smart, Vinnie.”  They’d been planning this for weeks and had the place for holding her and the crew for grabbing her both ready.  He turned to leave but stopped and turned back.  “You’re sure about this, right?  Once you grab this kid, there’s no going back.  I know we’ve talked about it but you’re going up against Sal-Fucking-D’Amato.”
 
   “Yeah, only he’ll never know it was me.  We’ll keep his little princess locked away for as long as this takes.  After he’s done everything we ask him to, we can turn her loose.  She won’t know who we are or where we were holding her or anything.  Meanwhile, whenever we need to, we can send Sal a little video with more instructions.  Since what we’re demanding doesn’t implicate us in any way, it’s all good, right?”
 
   Cappiello was one of the many bosses in Salvatore D’Amato’s vast criminal organization, which was arguably the biggest and strongest of the five New York families.  And, Cappiello was confident once Sal declared war on those other families, Sal’s dominant position of leadership would prevail.  But, where there was chaos, there was opportunity.  Things had been far too quiet for too long, with little opportunity for someone like himself.  And, Cappiello was determined to rise while others around him were scrambling, failing and coming up short.
 
   Sal was actually the youngest to be heading a New York family and, in Cappiello’s view, Sal had been reluctant to take advantage of the size and strength of his organization.  Cappiello was sure he, as one of Sal’s loyal capos, would be one of those victors to whom the spoils of war would fall.  It didn’t even matter if Sal would win or lose; Cappiello was ready to seize whatever opportunities might arise once Sal started attacking all those older bosses.  He had discussed the situation with Stan for months, looking for some way to ignite the sort of inter-family wars which could push out all those complacent old bastards and make room at the top for him.  Now, he’d found that spark.
 
   -----
 
   Oct 21, 2019
 
    
 
   Marcia Goodding walked over to the chair next to her husband’s desk and sat down.  “Hey, you know how we’ve been keeping track of the D’Amato organization, even though Missy has pretty much neutralized any risk from Sal and his gang?”  She and Les had monitored them all very closely for a while but after what Missy and Tracy had done almost a year earlier, demonstrating Missy’s power as a witch and forcing Sal to agree to all of Missy’s demands, things had been quiet.
 
   They were no longer checking the video feeds which Missy had placed to watch two of Sal’s hit men.  And, with the surprising gains which Sal’s organization had ended up getting from the Roseanne Fund which Missy had insisted he create, there definitely had not been much to worry about.  Missy’s friend Alice Mathews had been made Director of that Roseanne Fund and been encouraged to continue doing all the things she’d been doing.  Alice was now called the crazy mob lady as a result and it was assumed she was doing everything under Sal’s direction rather than her own.
 
   There were a lot of girls employed in various ways in the lucrative sex trade business.   Many of these girls had left home because they were being abused by relatives, stepfathers, boyfriends, etc., but, typically, they wanted to protect their sisters from the same fate.  Alice and the Roseanne Fund took care of that and the word had gone out via social media.  As a result, more and more girls had wanted to be part of Sal’s organization, perceiving the Roseanne Fund as a sort of employee benefit.  Sal’s revenues had increased dramatically.
 
   Les looked at his wife and said, “Sure, what’s new?”  Having full access to the FBI’s database and unlimited resources, it had been easy to continue following both the activities of the D’Amato organization as well as the government’s efforts to build a case against it.  “P” Branch didn’t involve itself with criminals but having helped Missy deal with both the East Boston and New York mobs, it had been decided to continue watching them … just in case.
 
   “Well, last night there was an incident … one of the clubs in New Jersey run by the DeMarco family was hit.  There was over five hundred thousand taken from back in their gambling room and two of their guys were hospitalized with gunshot wounds.  It’s rumored it was one of D’Amato’s crews that did this only no one is willing to testify.  So, the police have nothing.  But, it looks like maybe another war has been started.”
 
   “Wow!”  Les knew the families had been at peace for the last few years, largely due to the powerful influence Sal D’Amato had over them all.  “If it was really one of D’Amato’s crews, what do you suppose Sal is up to?  Was this some sort of preemptive strike?”
 
   Marcia said, “I have no idea and no one at the FBI’s Organized Crime Division does either, at this point.  They’re checking with informants and waiting to see what will happen next.  I’m letting Missy know since her friend Alice Mathews might possibly be a target now.  Those other New York families have not been too happy with how so many girls have switched over to the D’Amato organization due to her Roseanne Fund activities.  With this latest strike, it probably looks like Sal’s trying to take over more than just a few sex trade workers.  Anyone associated with that Roseanne Fund might just end up in the line of fire.”
 
   -----
 
   Armando Sanchez promised Robert Ulrey he’d take care of it and asked him to tell Missy not to worry.  Then he pushed the button, hanging up his speaker phone and ending the call.  As head of the FBI’s Organized Crime Division in Boston, he was in a position to arrange around-the-clock protection, no problem.  Alice and Mark Mathews, one a junior and the other a senior, both at the same college right there in Boston.  Missy’s friends.  He looked over at his assistant, Edward Collinsworth.  “You got all that, right?”
 
   Edward said, “Hey, I’ve heard about that Alice Mathews.  The crazy mob lady.  She may only be a junior in college but she’s also the director for that Roseanne Fund which … oh!  I get it now.  That’s why she needs protection, since D’Amato maybe just started some sort of war down there amongst the families.  But, why the hell would we agree to do this?  And, who the hell is Missy?”  He knew who Robert Ulrey was.  Ulrey had been their top investigator in the Kidnapping Section, right there in the Boston office, and had just recently been named as head of the FBI’s new Psychic Division, nationwide.  “Is she one of those psychics of his or something?”
 
   Armando laughed and shook his head.  “No, she’s a cadet at West Point.  Missy McCrea.  I know you’ve only been here in Boston for just over a year, but you had to have heard about her, right?  How she gave us enough info three years ago that we were eventually able to put Frank McCarthy away, along with several of his friends?”  Since that was actually a very well-guarded secret, to protect Missy, he could understand why Ed might not be fully aware of all the details.
 
   “I heard a little about that, but everyone’s been keeping things pretty hush-hush about her.  Our secret source, the high school kid, right?  After her info, which we couldn’t actually use in court, we were able to go and find all the evidence we needed.  It took a few months but since we knew where to look, it was easy.”
 
   “Yep, that’s her.  Robert introduced her to my team and she traded that info.  I never could figure out why, but she wanted everything we could provide her about Salvatore D’Amato and his organization.  Ironic, huh?”
 
   “Whoa!  You’re blowing my mind here!  What’s the connection?  And, did you say this girl is at West Point?  Sheezz!”
 
   Armando smiled broadly, raised his eyebrows and shrugged his shoulders.  “Like I said, I never could figure out why.  I’m betting Robert knows more but he’s not telling.”
 
   Edward said, “Okay.  Whatever.  But, why would you be agreeing to this protection detail?  That’s gonna cost a lot of money for our department to have guys watching around the clock for who knows how long.”
 
   Now Armando laughed.  “Cost is no object.  Missy not only gave us that info three years ago.  She also gave us ten million dollars, free and clear.  I think we can afford to spend a little of that now to protect her friends … and for whatever the hell else she might want, don’t you?”


 
   
  
 

Chapter Nine
 
   Oct 22, 2019
 
    
 
   Ben Marchitto waited until his boss Salvatore D’Amato was finished issuing orders and everyone else in the office had then cleared out.  Once they were alone, he said, “Alice Mathews called me.  Missy told her about the little war we’ve got going on down here and has insisted Alice stay at school in Boston until further notice.  She’s to let those assistants she hired over the summer handle things with the Roseanne Fund.  She also is passing along notice to us that Missy expects those assistants to be fully protected around the clock, just in case they’re targeted.  If we allow any harm to come to any of them, there will be dire consequences from Missy.”
 
   Sal stared at Ben and nodded, sighing.  “Shit!  I gotta worry now about that damn witch in addition to everything else?  Of course Missy knows about this war … she always knows everything.  Do I need to arrange for some people up in Boston to watch over Alice?”
 
   “Actually, no.  Missy has her FBI buddies doing that.”
 
   Sal laughed.  “Of course she does!  Just another reminder of the dire consequences she might bring down on us if things go wrong?”
 
   “Oh, I doubt Missy will ever turn us in to the FBI … that’s not exactly her style.  She’s a lot more direct in the sort of trouble she’d cause us, remember?  Fire and brimstone?  Lightning bolts?”
 
   “Very funny.  But, I suppose you’re right … things have been okay with her, especially after you helped get that asshole cadet arrested, the one who wanted to kill her, right?  As long as we don’t piss her off, she’ll leave us alone.”  Sal thought for a few moments and then said, “Okay, have Billy Martin and Donny Delgato take care of it.  They already know Missy’s a witch so they’ll understand how important this is.  Tell them to use as many guys as they need.”
 
   “Missy actually has a valid concern.  I can see how our Roseanne Fund might be targeted in retaliation … we already had received several complaints from the other families before all this, as you know.  They think we created that Fund just to steal girls from their stable.”  Ben paused as another thought occurred to him.  “You don’t suppose these guys who have Sandy are insisting on this war because of that, do you?”
 
   “Nah, I doubt that has anything to do with it.  These bastards are going to somehow profit from this war but damned if I know how.  Of course, that’s probably the fucking point, right?  Makes it impossible for us to figure out who the hell they are.  We’re supposed to keep hitting each of the other families and hope Sandy will be released at some point.”
 
   Every few hours, Sal had been getting an email from an untraceable source.  Attached would be a video clip showing Alessandra, proving she was still alive and still being held.  The instructions in each email had been clear.  Either Sal have his organization hit each of the other families, robbing them of whatever cash or drugs might be available, or else.  And, these hits had better result in damage to those other families worth at least a million dollars a day.
 
   Of course, after the initial attacks, Sal’s organization had now had to go on the defensive since those other families were fighting back.  Sal had managed it so many of his attacks couldn’t be traced back to him and so the families were now attacking each other, and not just Sal’s organization.  Sal had over thirty capos, each with several crews, and things were now a bit crazy with an all-out war between the families.  No one knew where this might go and he had resisted, so far, any requests for a meeting.  Naturally, he’d been claiming his organization was the victim in all this and, after the many attacks his guys had needed to defend against over the past three days, it would be very difficult for anyone to prove him wrong.  Aside from Ben, no one else actually knew he indeed was the one who’d started everything.
 
   -----
 
   Vincent Cappiello said, “See?  What did I tell you, Stan?  Things are looking up.”  They’d just returned from their meeting with Sal who had ordered them to hit another casino that night.
 
   Stan Prudente could only acknowledge what a huge success this had been so far.  This would be the third location they’d be hitting and with all the confusion, no one knew just how much anyone was collecting in these hits.  There were too many of them and skimming a few hundred thousand dollars had not been a problem.  Not bad for three days work and they were only just getting started.
 
   Vincent said, “Sal’s probably gonna let me have Tommy’s territory, now that Tommy’s been killed.  He agrees there really isn’t anyone in those crews Tommy was running who can step up.  Sal pulled me aside just before the meeting and said if I can handle this hit tonight the way I’ve done the others, he’ll consider it.”
 
   “That’s what you were hoping.  Too bad about Tommy, of course.”  Stan had watched Vincent kill Tommy Muccio the night before, as planned.  Naturally, Sal was blaming Tommy’s death on the war and promising a big reward for proof as to which of the other families was responsible.  “Sal sure appreciates the way you managed to implicate other families for each of your hits.”  Again, this was as they’d planned.  Vincent had been well prepared for the places he’d attacked.
 
   “How’s our little princess doing?  Any more temper tantrums?”  Alessandra had screamed for an impressive amount of time, promising her captors how they’d all be suffering excruciating torture before her father would eventually get around to killing them.  Yeah, she knew who and what her father was all right.
 
   Stan laughed.  “No, she finally wore herself out and fell asleep.  All that ranting and raving was tough on the little darling.  She’s never had to deal with people who didn’t jump through their ass to grant her every wish.  Other than Sal, of course.  And even he will give in to her half the time, as we all know.  You’re still gonna let her go in another week or so, right?”
 
   “Just as long as she can’t recognize anyone.  Everyone had better be keeping their hands and faces covered, no tattoos showing anywhere and making sure she doesn’t have a clue.  Otherwise, I’ll be fulfilling that promise she’s making them about their dying an agonizing death.  She’s the goose that lays the golden eggs.  We’re maybe gonna want to grab her and do this all over again some other time.”
 
   -----
 
   “Well, it’s official.  Her evaluation is over and Emily’s now on the team.”  Missy made this announcement right after entering her room and closing the door.  “Even though she didn’t try out earlier, I’ve convinced everyone she’s just got too much talent and we don’t want to make her wait until next year.  I’m going to have her go out for our Rifle Team as well.”
 
   Tracy said, “Wow!  That’s great!  I know she doesn’t really have many other activities here and if she’s able to shoot as well as you’re saying, then way to go.”
 
   “Hey, in just a few weeks, she’s probably gotten as good as you are with a rifle.  And, she can handle herself with the M9 pistol as well.”  Missy knew this was high praise, as Tracy had arrived at the academy already an expert due to all the times Tracy’s father had brought her out to the rifle range.
 
   Of course, Tracy was totally committed to her fencing which she claimed helped with her body coordination, something Tracy believed she needed.  Tossing fireballs around and bringing down lightning bolts from the heavens above was a “total body experience”.  Thus, Tracy had declined Missy’s attempts to get her to consider either the Combat Weapons Team or the Rifle Team.
 
   “It’s nice you now have a buddy you can take along on all these shooting matches you go to.  Does this mean you’ll stop bugging me?  I can continue with my fencing, right?”
 
   Missy giggled.  “You know the only reason you’re fencing is so Fargarson will keep letting you and my brother enjoy wild monkey sex shenanigans in his guest room practically every week.  Whew, the pheromones you’ve been emitting lately are enough to make a sensitive …”
 
   Tracy had to interrupt this and did.  “Enough with all that sensitive nose nonsense and all the jokes about your brother and me.  Besides, you know you’re the one most likely to have wild animal sex, thanks to that dual nature of yours which you’re always bragging about.”  As expected, Missy laughed and Tracy joined her.
 
   “While we’re enjoying our wild sex fantasies, were you able to get our overnight passes approved for this weekend?  You promised to make my dreams come true, remember?”  Missy had been too busy and was counting on Tracy to manage things.
 
   “Don’t worry, we’re all set.  And, your brother has made the reservations at the hotel.  He and Mike will pick us up here and then we’ll join Robert, Connie, Millie, Oliver and Candy for lunch at a place yet to be determined.  Millie is having her friend from the New York coven join us there as well.  They sort of want to prepare us.  Unlike in Texas, this coven meeting will be a lot more formal.  It’s sort of a big deal … you know several witches from Salem are coming down for this, right?”  Tracy hadn’t seen much of Missy, outside of class and where it was just the two of them, in spite of their being roommates.  This was the first chance they’d had to catch up about covens and other witches.
 
   “Yeah, I talked to Mike.  He warned me about the Salem coven not being at all like the one in Texas.  And, from what Millie told him, the New York coven is even more uptight about having any outsiders know about witches.  Apparently, there’s quite a buzz all about you and me being here at West Point, something they’re all just learning.”
 
   “I know your Emily is thrilled.  She came by yesterday, while you were off playing soccer.  She still can’t get over how there are witches at the academy and she said she just had to see me.”  Tracy laughed.  “Her family was so against her coming here, nervous about the Army maybe somehow finding out about witches.  And, here we are, obviously a much greater threat for that happening.  It’s taken all the pressure off her.”
 
   Missy said, “She told me the same thing.  I haven’t let her know anything about “P” Branch or my government buddies who know all about supernaturals.  I did explain about Robert, but only how he’s heading the FBI’s Psychic Division and telling everyone he’s using psychics, rather than revealing they’re witches.  I explained how this all came about after what he, Millie and Oliver did when looking for Candy.”
 
   “So, you told her about our finding Candy?”
 
   “Only the short version.  No point in overwhelming the poor plebe with just how all that went down.  I did explain Candy and Oliver are now soulmates.  She thought that was pretty special.  She also is amazed you and I have managed to find our soulmates as well.  From what she knows, that’s actually extremely rare.  Only a few of the witches in the New York coven have ever managed to bond with soulmates.  Interesting!”
 
   “Yeah, that might have something to do with how paranoid most witches tend to be … keeps them from venturing out, meeting people, taking risks.  They end up settling for a safe relationship.  Or, like my mom, they leave their coven and become mostly latent, not using their powers.  Of course, she did find her soulmate.”  Tracy giggled.  “Thank goodness for that!”
 
   Missy asked, “Several of the witches in your coven somehow managed though, right?”
 
   “Well, yeah … there actually are five of us now who are currently in relationships with our soulmates.  Plus, Millie managed finding hers … that’s why she’s so powerful.  It was sad, how her husband passed away due to a brain tumor, but at least she had him for ten years.”
 
   “I know, she told me.”  Missy studied her friend.  “I can relate to the paranoia and keeping things secret.  I didn’t tell my family about my being a werecat until a year after I’d returned.  And, I didn’t tell Mike until we’d been dating for months … you could say I waited over a year to tell him if you count all those months he was sort of chasing after me before we started dating.”
 
   “Hey, you know how uptight I was around guys before your brother.  The fact he already knew about you made it a lot easier for me to tell him how I was a witch, but I’ll never forget how nervous I was.  But, you already know all about that.  And, you also know how crazy I am about John now, so I don’t need to go on and on about it. 
 
   “No, you two are the perfect couple.  Of course, that’s after Mike and I … nobody can possibly compare with what I have with my Mike!”  Missy laughed.  She and Tracy had enjoyed many conversations about their wonderful boyfriends and neither was at all jealous of the other.  She was also thrilled it was with her brother whom Tracy had found such true love with.  They both agreed it had been those Fabulous Fates who had paired them together those first weeks at the academy.
 
   Missy said, “Mike still hasn’t explained things to his family.  He doesn’t think he needs to get into my being a supernatural … they do realize I healed Michelle, of course.  And, they’ve just accepted me.”
 
   Tracy laughed and said, “Well, it was a good thing they did since you didn’t give them much of a choice.”  She knew Missy had actually moved herself into Mike’s bedroom right at his parents’ home when she’d returned from Afghanistan in August.  Missy had then made it very clear this was a permanent arrangement; any time she wasn’t away at West Point, she would now be living with Mike.
 
   “The thing is, keeping secrets about our being supernaturals does get complicated.  I can appreciate why Emily’s family and the New York coven are concerned.”  Missy paused for a moment.  “My sister called me.”  She waited for that to register with Tracy.
 
   “Heather?  Really?  What’s up?”
 
   “She wants to explain things to Donald.”  Heather had moved in with her boyfriend Donald Whalen that May, after graduating with her engineering degree.  They both worked at the same company which was where they’d met more than a year earlier.  Heather had been working there for most of her co-op job assignments which had alternated with her semesters in school.
 
   Tracy giggled and said, “You mean she wants you to do that … show Donald what you are and what you can do.  Otherwise, he’ll never believe her, right?”
 
   “Well, she thinks he’s getting ready to propose.  And, she wants him to understand about her genetics before he does that … you know … how she might bear a child who is a supernatural.  I think I told you that was the reason I eventually decided to tell my family about myself, right?  So none of my future nieces or nephews would get surprised the way I was when my first Change happened.  I felt they needed to know.  And, of course, that’s what Heather’s feeling right now: Donald needs to know.”
 
   “I’m guessing she’s feeling a little nervous, just as I was with John.  If Donald isn’t willing to risk having little witches or werecats, that no doubt will be difficult for Heather.  I can see why she wants to get this over with before he proposes.”
 
   Missy nodded her head.  “Since we’re signing out this weekend on those passes you’ve arranged for, I told her I’d drop in Saturday night.  She’ll have explained things beforehand and I won’t have to stay long.  Then, I’ll pop right back down here and join Mike.”
 
   “Wow!”  Tracy stared at Missy for several seconds, sorting through all the implications.  Then she laughed.  “You will be soooo starved, Missy!  You know how all that will affect you, right?”
 
   “Well, I told Mike I’d be stopping on the way back at that State Forest in Connecticut where he usually brings me.  That way I can grab something to eat.”
 
   “You mean you can kill a deer, which I’m sure you’ll thoroughly and voraciously devour in your cat form, and then you’ll magically reappear in your hotel room, naked in your human form and ready for some of that wild animal sex stuff, only it won’t be any fantasy … ummmm!  Mike is such a lucky guy!  I’m sure you’ll thoroughly and voraciously devour him as well!”


 
   
  
 

Chapter Ten
 
   Oct 24, 2019
 
    
 
   Alessandra had never been so frustrated.  At first, she’d been angry.  Well, after she’d stopped being scared, of course.  And now?  Now she was way beyond angry.  Obviously, her kidnapping was aimed at demanding things from her father.  And she was positive her father would do whatever they asked.  So, why was she still here?
 
   They had been careful about not hurting her, taking adequate care of her and making sure she couldn’t hurt herself.  No, they obviously considered her a valuable prize and had provided her with food, TV to watch, toiletries for her needs, etc.  Not right away, but once she finally had stopped ranting and had settled down.  Great.  What they had not allowed was any way to escape or communicate with the outside world.  And, they’d been very careful about not giving her any clue she might ever use later.  She didn’t know where she was or who they were.  The fact they kept themselves always hidden behind masks and even used devices to alter their voices was what convinced her they really intended to let her go.  Eventually.  After they got what they wanted from her father.
 
   She had been so stupid!  That damn party!  While it had been fun, she hadn’t dared to drink any alcohol or risk anyone putting anything in her soft drinks.  She knew all about what drugs and alcohol might lead to and had even kept Maria from getting too drunk.  At first, it had been exciting.  As Maria had promised, the guys had indeed come around and seemed very interested.  Only, their interest wasn’t about anything she had to say.  Instead, after telling her how hot she was and how much they wanted to kiss her, she soon would feel their hands exploring.
 
   Although it was very exciting to have them touching her breasts, making her nipples grow hard as rocks and ache like crazy, she knew they were moving too fast and only interested in feeling her up, rather than getting to know her as a person.  Yes, she enjoyed the way her panties got wet but there was no way she was going beyond second base with some guy she didn’t even know and who could care less about her, other than as some sex object.
 
   As she forcefully rejected one guy after another, the guys who came around afterwards were more and more drunk.  It stopped being fun and exciting and started being difficult.  When she wouldn’t cooperate, they started getting mean.  One guy even called her a cock-tease and angrily demanded to know how old she was, anyway.  That’s when she’d stepped outside, hoping to get a few minutes of fresh air and escape all the pawing and undesired advances from a bunch of drunken slobs.
 
   She was just about to go back inside and demand Maria get her brother to bring them back to St. Ann’s when it happened.  Out of nowhere, two dark figures had appeared and held that towel against her nose before she could yell for help.  When she woke up, nauseous and feeling as though hammers were pounding inside her head, she was here.  Wherever the hell here was.
 
   When they saw she was awake, two men came into her room.  One of them had a video camera and they told her she’d better behave herself and smile nice for her daddy or they wouldn’t bring her any food.  She quickly stopped being scared and let them know where they could stick their fucking food.  But, they ignored her threats and filmed her anyway.  Then, they left her alone.  With no food.
 
   Every time they came back, it had been the same.  It didn’t matter how much she yelled and screamed at them, they simply stayed for a few minutes, filmed her with the camera and then left.  Still no food.
 
   She even yelled at them after they’d left but nothing changed.  And, when she eventually fell asleep after her emotions ran down, the bastards came in and woke her up.  They were relentless and screaming at them didn’t help at all.  After maybe the fourth or fifth time, she merely sat there.  She didn’t say a damn thing.  After they left, however, the door opened a few minutes later and a tray was pushed inside and left on the floor.  Food.
 
   And, so it had gone on, day after day.  They’d film her every few hours and nothing she would say or do mattered.  She even found two surveillance cameras so she knew they were watching her all the time.  There was a small bathroom where she didn’t think they had any cameras.  That was the only place she had any privacy.
 
   After two days, they provided a few pairs of sweat pants and sweat shirts she could change into and told her she could leave her clothes for them to wash.  By the third day, she decided to take advantage of that, only she kept her panties and bra, washing them in her bathroom and letting them dry in there.  No way was she letting the bastards have those.  Ewww!
 
   She continued wearing the sweats, even after they returned her clean clothes.  She watched some TV.  She napped.  And, she waited for this to all be over so she could go home.  What was taking so long?
 
   Yeah, she was frustrated.  But, there just wasn’t a damn thing she could do about that.  Sure there was some guilt and remorse over having slipped away from her dad’s watchdogs at the academy; admittedly, that had been stupid.  But now?  Mostly she was simply frustrated.  She knew her father had millions of dollars and an army out there.  What was taking so long?
 
   -----
 
   “Sal, I got a call from Missy McCrea herself.  She’s insisting on seeing you this Sunday afternoon and won’t take no for an answer.  She said she’ll be here around one and we’d better be ready to explain what this stupid mob war is all about and why it hasn’t ended yet.”  Ben watched as Sal grimaced and processed this information.  “I’ve rearranged your schedule so you’re free.  And, I’ve asked Billy Martin and Donny Delgato to be here.”
 
   “Why bring them into this?  I realize they know she’s a witch, but …”
 
   Ben rushed to answer, saying, “She asked for them.  She asked me who was protecting the Roseanne Fund people and when I told her, she laughed.  She told me, and this is an exact quote:  ‘Oh, goody … nothing like a couple of hit men to make everyone feel safe.’  Then she insisted I have them here also.”
 
   Sal said, “I guess I’m okay with her showing up here if she’s determined to do that.  Will she be driving up to the gate this time?  Or, will she magically appear the way she did last time?”  He and Ben had never figured out how she’d managed getting in or out during that last visit.  She’d knocked out all his guards with tranquilizer darts and then had barged into his office.  But, how she’d gotten inside his estate, surrounded with its double electrical fences twelve feet apart and each twenty feet high with barbed wire … that was still a mystery.
 
   Ben smiled.  “Her boyfriend Mike Ryan will be coming with her.  She has a weekend pass and says she’s having him drive her here for this meeting before she returns to the academy.  She suggests you put the word out this visit is routine business and that you’ve invited her here because you’re planning to give West Point a huge donation.”
 
   “Does that sound plausible?  Why would I invite some cadet, rather than an official from the academy?”
 
   “Oh, it’s because you’re so impressed by all those magazine articles about her.  Since those stories are just now hitting the stands, you can explain how those inspired you and how you wanted to meet her in person.  Before making your five million dollar gift.”
 
   “Five million?”
 
   “The D’Amato Endowment will be for the advancement of other female cadets.  Now that you’ve made such a wonderful name for yourself with your Roseanne Fund, she says this would be appropriate.”  Ben didn’t add how Missy had mentioned she knew Sal’s crews had been grabbing millions in their raids on the other families in this war he had going.
 
   -----
 
   Sami Massallah had arranged for this secret meeting with Captain Grimes, now that he had returned to Kabul and settled back in with all his other duties.  As the CIA’s key SOG operative, running a network of other CIA operatives and informants, taking care of that had taken a few days.  But he’d also been tasked with working with Team Twenty-Two and becoming fully aware of both their missions and capabilities.  Hence this meeting.  Since paranormal and supernatural threats had never been anything he’d worried about before, he was still trying to fully understand what might be involved.
 
   “So, you’ve actually seen her do this?  Change into a mountain lion?”  He’d seen all the photos of Missy McCrea, which of course he hadn’t been allowed to hold onto.  He’d destroyed all the briefing materials from Winword after he’d had the chance to fully go through them.  He had been discussing some of the things Captain Grimes had seen Missy and Tracy McGonagle do.
 
   “Oh, yeah, sure have.  She made me turn my back on her, just for a moment, during which she disrobed and Changed.  There was a shimmer of light and a pulse of energy and when I turned back around, she was a huge cat.  Great big scary fangs showing and a long tail.  She purred at me while letting me examine her closely, making sure I could recognize her by all those scars she has on her shoulder.  Then, she made this chuffing noise and off she went.  She was gone a week.”
 
   “Well, I can see how that would certainly come in handy.  And the fireballs this Tracy was using?  I checked and there was a report that came in about a village near Kushk which was badly damaged by fires.  WIJO claims there was an attack out there by U.S. forces using high tech weapons but they aren’t sharing any specific details.  And, there’s no admission that was where Candace Axtell was being held.  I’ve asked my informants with WIJO to look into it.  That whole incident was rather embarrassing for WIJO.”
 
   Captain Grimes laughed.  “I can guess why.  Our guys never even went inside the village.  Once Tracy had half the perimeter blazing away, the initial reaction in there was aimed at putting out fires.  We knew which path Missy and Oliver were taking, bringing Candace out, and we merely needed to put down some suppressive covering fire with our weapons.  Only then did the WIJO guards even realize they were being attacked.”
 
   “No problem retreating back to where the helos were waiting?”
 
   “Missy stayed behind.  She had promised us there wouldn’t be anyone coming after us and nobody got past her.  Once we lifted off she disappeared … Changed back into her cat form.  She jokes about how she had to carry her boots, dangling around her neck, while trekking to her extraction point over ten miles away.  They wouldn’t fit inside the little backpack she was wearing where she put the rest of her uniform.”
 
   “A cougar wearing a pack on her back with combat boots hanging down … too bad we don’t have a photo of that.”  Sami laughed.  “I’d like to have seen that.”
 
   Captain Grimes laughed also.  “Yeah, but she was back wearing her uniform when the Black Hawk arrived to pick her up.  I don’t think they’d have let her hop in their helicopter had she still been out there as a big, bad mountain lion.”
 
   “I guess I can understand why General Blake and the others are so worried.  If the enemy has anyone half as bad as our witches …”
 
   “You know they named Campaign Angel’s Wing after Missy, right?”  Captain Grimes chuckled.  “I was the one who debriefed the three Germans she rescued last January from that cave fortress.  One of them described her as an angel.  Only, he described her as an angel of death who could kill someone by just pointing at them.  Back then, only those “P” Branch folks knew who or what she was.”
 
   Sami said, “The file I read wasn’t very clear about exactly what she does, aside from Changing into a cat.  Oh, and healing.  I guess she saved a couple of your men as well as that Oliver.”
 
   “All true.  She saved herself as well.  Those three bullets she took would probably have killed anyone else.  Two in the shoulder, one in the gut.  Lucky she didn’t bleed out but healing like that is just one of the things she does.  She has all this energy she can use, both for regenerating and for destroying.  General Blake told me she can probably crush the life out of an entire room full of people.  So yeah, he’s right to worry whether the bad guys might have anyone like her.  Or, like Tracy.”
 
   “Winword tells me that’s why the general is bringing Oliver over here in a month, touring all of our Mid-East embassies.  If he notices any supernaturals during his travels, he’ll point them out.  Then the rest of us can try to figure out what we might need to do about them.”  Sami shook his head.  “I sure hope we won’t have to deal with any supernatural spies but, if we do, I guess that’s where your Team Twenty-Two will get a chance to prove themselves, all over again.”


 
   
  
 

Chapter Eleven
 
   Oct 26, 2019
 
    
 
   The New York coven consisted of twelve witches, one less than the maximum for a coven.  There were many more who had who had stepped aside, making room for the newer members.  Then, one of their elder witches, still active even though in his nineties, had recently passed away which was why there was now an opening.  They were in no hurry to replace him, however.  And, Emily’s grandmother Eloise had been talking about retiring sometime soon.  Thus the shift of power and influence would continue from the older witches down to the younger ones, just as it had been doing for centuries in covens all around the world.
 
   Millie’s friend Helen was another senior member who, like Eloise, was planning to retire.  Leadership had already settled on Angelina Dangelmeyer, a very powerful earth witch.  Her son Troy was considered the one most likely to replace her someday, in spite of his still being in college at the moment.  They both had strong voices and it was rare to find any of the others opposing any agenda the Dangelmeyers might be pushing for.
 
   Somehow, over the past two weeks, the importance and significance of the meeting now taking place had escalated.  Unlike the meeting in Salem the week before, all witches were present.  That was not, however, because they were any less worried about exposure to outsiders.  No, if anything, they were far more concerned about non-witches knowing about them.  It was generally believed, especially by the younger members, that in the event witches were revealed to the outside world, things would not go well.  As had happened so many times over the centuries, witches then might be targeted and persecuted once again.
 
   Desiree Yerger and five other witches had come down from the Salem coven, which was another reason for attending this meeting.  While in theory, this was to meet with Robert Ulrey to discuss the FBI’s Psychic Division and how he hoped to recruit finder witches from around the country, there was a lot more going on.  Robert was not a witch and neither was his ex-wife, who would also be there.  Supposedly, they would soon be remarried but even so … they were outsiders.  It was disconcerting to realize anyone not a witch might know about them and especially if one of those persons was a member of the FBI.
 
   Their exposure to this FBI outsider was because of the other witches who would be at this meeting: Millie Pratt and Tracy McGonagle from the Texas coven, Oliver Bessom from the D.C. coven and Missy McCrea who was not a member of any coven and had only recently made herself known to other witches.  Adding to the non-witches in attendance were three alleged witch soulmates: John McCrea, Candace Axtell and Mike Ryan.  While soulmates were accepted, that didn’t necessarily mean they were fully trusted.
 
   Members of the military were respected and many witches were related to those in the military.  But, nonetheless, those in the military weren’t trusted at all.  On the contrary, they were part of the military-industrial establishment, closely aligned with the government.  They might be the very ones to persecute witches in the not so distant future, in the event it became known that witches indeed existed.
 
   Scott and Emily Robinson had a mother who was the daughter of a witch.  And, Scott was a witch.  But their father had been a career Navy man and his father had served in the Army.  When Scott had chosen to distance himself from the military, the coven had been pleased and happy.  The military was not considered appropriate for witches due to all the risks involved.  Then, when his sister Emily had made the decision to attend West Point, that had created quite a stir.  While she was not a witch, she knew about them.  Her twin was a witch.  In spite of their trusting her, they were concerned their secrets might somehow leak out, exposing them.
 
   They had placed a huge burden on Emily, making her feel responsible.  Emily had shared with Missy how her determination to keep a low profile and never reveal any secrets had been a huge part of why she’d not wanted to complain about Cadet Melo.
 
   The coven’s concerns about Emily had vaporized, however, once they’d learned about Missy and Tracy.  Making matters worse, just that week there had been numerous magazine articles, all showing photos of Missy and General Blake and several other high ranking military and government officials.  Yes, Missy McCrea was suddenly the poster girl for women going into combat.  Not exactly a low profile.
 
   So, the motivation behind many of the witches who had seated themselves for this meeting was the desire to confront these “rogue witches” at West Point.  How dare they put the entire witch community at risk?  What secrets had they revealed?  What powers had they displayed?  Why had they torn down all the protective walls which had carefully been put in place over the years and perhaps exposed witches once again to the threat of all those horrible evils from history?
 
   Such was the climate and atmosphere which Helen had explained to Robert and the others during lunch.  Robert needed to understand there wouldn’t be much discussion about his agenda until there first had been some very probing questions directed at Missy and Tracy.  And, both girls needed to be prepared to face a hostile group.  There would surely be some accusations made as well.  The timing of those articles about Missy’s participation in Campaign Angel’s Wing could not have been worse.
 
   John of course had quickly reacted, making comments about the coven which had not been helpful.  Tracy had then made it very clear that if he dared open his big mouth and say one single word during the meeting, he’d definitely be regretting that for a long time afterward.  He’d be spending some very lonely nights and would be so deep inside the dog house he might never stop barking.  He opened his mouth to respond but her immediate “Arf, arf!” caused him to close it again; he hadn’t said a word since.
 
   Helen had them arrive a few minutes late on purpose.  She wanted to introduce Millie to everyone first and then let her introduce the others.  Millie had earned a well-deserved reputation and was highly respected.  She gave everyone a brief explanation of how Robert had brought her and Oliver to Mexico in search of Candace Axtell.
 
   Robert had spent many years with the FBI’s Kidnapping Section and, because of Missy, he knew about witches.  Missy and Tracy both had asked Millie to help Robert.  She then had asked Oliver, since he lived in D.C. and could visit Candace’s home to obtain some item containing her energy, thus saving a lot of time.  It had already been days when they joined the search team and time was of the essence if they were going to have any success.
 
   Although everyone at this meeting had heard about WIJO’s threats to behead Candace, since that had been on national TV, not everyone had known she had actually been kidnapped while vacationing in Cancun.
 
   Desiree Yerger, the finder witch from Salem, had heard all this from Millie the week before and had chatted with her about it since then.  Although she now knew many of the details concerning the search in Mexico, leading up to the explosion at the house where Candace had been held, she now asked a question that hadn’t occurred to her earlier.  “Millie, you said you agreed to help because of the close relationship you have with these West Point girls who asked you, but why did they get involved?  That part isn’t clear.  Did they know Candace?”
 
   Millie said, “No, but Missy knew both Robert and General Blake.  Robert was the one who searched for her during those two years she was missing, living as a cat in the mountains.  I don’t think everyone here has heard her story yet.  She and Robert have a special relationship and that’s why Robert knows about supernaturals.  When the FBI was asked to investigate Candace’s disappearance, one thing led to another and Robert brought us down to Mexico as psychics.”
 
   Angelina Dangelmeyer said, “The magazines are full of photos and stories about this Missy McCrea and General Blake.  A number of us are very concerned.  We don’t like the idea there are some high ranking military folks who might know about us.  Why were these girls allowed to go to West Point, anyway?”
 
   Millie laughed and said, “They’ll tell you why they’re at West Point, all in good time.  But first, let me introduce Oliver Bessom and Candace Axtell.”  All eyes turned to watch Oliver and Candace come out and join Millie.  “I’ll let Candy tell her story.  She and her uncle, General Blake, have indeed learned about us witches.  But, as she’ll explain, they both can be trusted.  We have nothing to fear from them and our secrets are safe.”
 
   Candace was even more beautiful in person than all the many photos of her had showed and she made a great impression on everyone.  She was a natural blond with deep blue eyes and a dazzling smile.  She was not at all shy and presented herself in a most articulate manner, telling them first how close she was to her uncle Paul who had taken over for her family when her father had been killed years earlier.  Then she went on to praise the witches who had not only located her but then had rescued her.  She couldn’t share any specifics as so much of that operation was highly classified but she did clearly convey how indebted she was.  Likewise, she acknowledged how deeply in love she now was with Oliver, the man and … yes, the witch … she intended to spend the rest of her life with.
 
   There were a lot of questions which Candace answered freely and it gradually became quite clear to the audience just what a traumatic experience it had been for her.  First the kidnapping and being brought half way around the world, never knowing what might lie ahead.  She had assumed she was being sold into some sheik’s harem as a sex slave.  Then, after being delivered to that WIJO group and realizing they intended to blackmail her uncle and her country, she had been in total despair.  Her father had died in Afghanistan fighting terrorists just like them.  For her, being used by them as a pawn was even worse than the threat of her death.
 
   Oliver also impressed the group and wanted them to know how proud they should all be about the two warrior witches, Missy and Tracy, who were dedicated to serving their country and protecting their nation from the horrors and atrocities of those enemies like WIJO, al Qaeda, the Taliban and other terrorists around the world.  From listening to what Candace had described about the ordeal she’d experienced, the awareness of just how real these threats might be had been brought clearly and fully home to everyone there.
 
   Oliver announced, “I’m very glad Robert Ulrey has asked me to be part of his Psychic Division, where I can help the authorities locate missing persons and kidnap victims.  And, now that she’s experienced what terrorists might do, my soulmate Candace has decided to dedicate her life to helping our nation.  She plans to work in our embassies overseas where she can make a difference.  Standing up against our enemies is very important and, although not a warrior, she intends to do all she can.  I will go wherever she goes, of course.  We witches cannot just sit back and allow others to face those who would harm us, whether here at home or abroad.”
 
   After that introduction as witches who actually wanted to be warriors, Missy and Tracy came out, both wearing their full dress grey uniforms and looking very impressive indeed.  They were very proud of being West Point cadets and wanted everyone there to know that.  They were followed by Robert and Connie, with Mike and John trailing behind and the last to appear.
 
   There was a bit of a commotion as now, finally, the rogue witches had arrived.  Angelina Dangelmeyer had made up her mind in advance that these girls needed to be brought to task and should be apologetic.  Seeing them brazenly appear now, not at all showing themselves as humble servants ready to be chastised but instead flaunting their military affiliation?  That made her very upset.  She had wanted this meeting to go in an entirely different direction.  She had wanted groveling and begging for forgiveness.  She could see now that wasn’t going to happen.
 
   Angela tried asking a few questions, aimed at putting Missy and Tracy on the defensive.  She wanted them to acknowledge what a huge risk their being at West Point was creating for witches everywhere.
 
   Tracy was very passionate, explaining how she and her mother had been living amongst the military all their lives, with her Dad a career officer, and that hadn’t exposed witches; no, on the contrary, she viewed this as her destiny.  “Those who can, do!  And, it’s a good thing they do, since otherwise, all those who can’t would be in real serious trouble!”  She managed to convey how her exposure to military personnel had affected her and inspired her.  Such individuals made tremendous sacrifices and risked their lives, all in order that America could remain strong and its citizens could live their lives in safety.  Living around such people had made all the threats very real to her, whether or not others were aware of them.
 
   Angela’s son Troy, on the other hand, had quickly shed all the preconceived notions he’d brought to the meeting.  Those had mostly been due to his mother’s influence but he had indeed been favorably impressed by everything so far and was even more impressed by seeing Missy and Tracy in person.  First there had been the beautiful blond, Candace.  Now, the lovely brunette Tracy and the stunning redhead Missy.  Wow!  Too bad they were involved with other guys, in serious relationships … each had actually found their soulmate, according to what he’d heard ahead of time.  And, seeing them now with said soulmates, he could tell that indeed was true.
 
   Missy was asked to tell her story.  None of them had actually met a shifter before and to learn she was both a shifter and a witch was very surprising.  Of course, as Missy explained, no one had been more surprised about that than Missy herself.  Hearing her openly describe all that she’d gone through on her path, discovering all the things about her own supernatural nature, was very revealing.  And, they gradually came to understand why she was at West Point.
 
   Missy summarized by saying, “When I first Changed, all I had was my intellect, my will and my instincts.  While I retained my human nature, I had no choice but to embrace my animal nature.  I was a cat and I had no way of knowing whether that was permanent or not.  I lived as a wild predator for two years.  I am very happy that I leaned to Shift, so I can live as a human once again.  But, my life is not merely that of a human.  I have my dual nature and I embrace that now.  I know I am still a wild predator and I’ve accepted that.  It’s what I was born to be, how the Fates have destined I must be.  And, it is my desire to be the very best possible werecat-witch-warrior-woman I can possibly be!”
 
   This was met with enthusiastic acceptance and approval by most, with only Angelina and a few others still grumbling their concerns.  Robert was allowed to explain his vision for the FBI’s Psychic Division and why that should benefit witches, giving them some real credibility along with both payment for their time and effort and availability of resources they could tap into for support which far exceeded anything they’d had before while assisting local police forces.  All agreed the searches being conducted were valuable, worthwhile endeavors, especially when children or teenagers were the ones missing.
 
   Once the formal discussions were over, the meeting became more of a social event with everyone mingling.  Small groups formed, broke apart and re-formed as they all went around, getting to know one another.  Desiree Yerger told Robert she was willing to be one of his psychics, at least on a trial basis.  She was feeling a lot more comfortable about the whole thing and she thought Candace’s story was just amazing.
 
   Troy Dangelmeyer was excited to learn Mike was actually that Mike Ryan, the swimmer he’d heard so much about.  While their colleges did not compete in the same leagues and Mike was not expected to try out for the Olympics, his NCAA records in some of the swimming events had been widely publicized.  When Missy joined them and listened in on their lively discussion concerning who was doing what in college competitions, she laughed.  By that time, a few others had joined the group, including Scott Robinson.
 
   Missy said, “Hey, if I’d known this meeting was going to be all about swimming matches, I’d have brought my roommate from last semester along with us.  Sally loves to talk about swimming, only I thought she was mostly doing that since I was competing in so many other sports.  She knew I was a lifeguard one summer and kept telling me how I coulda-been-a-contender!”  This got several laughs as she had lowered her voice and stated that last part with a lot of dramatic emphasis.
 
   Mike turned to Troy and said, “Hey, isn’t your school Colgate in the same league as West Point?  Maybe you’ve heard about Sally.”  Looking at Missy, he said, “She set a couple records for freshman last year, right Missy?”
 
   Troy said, “Wait … you’re not talking about Sally Navarro are you?”
 
   “Oh, so you have heard of her?” asked Missy.
 
   “Heard of her?  I watched her when she set one of those records.  The two-hundred meter breast stroke.  She’s amazing!”  Troy had indeed noticed Sally at that event and had been trying to figure out how he could get introduced to her ever since.  But, girls at West Point weren’t exactly out and about, where a guy could meet them socially.  “Did you say she used to be your roommate?”
 
   Missy was sensing some very significant interest from Troy and she could tell he was actually getting aroused just thinking about Sally.  Wow!  Wasn’t that something?  “Hey, if you sign up for Robert’s Psychic Division, maybe I can get you a ticket for our next football game.  We have a home game next Saturday and Sally always attends those … we all do.  Interested?”  She laughed and from the expression on Troy’s face, she knew she’d better arrange for that ticket right away.
 
   By the time they all said their goodbyes, Missy was thinking about what Helen and Millie had advised Tracy, telling her what would help convince Troy to join the FBI.  Only it hadn’t been the presence of any beautiful girls at the coven meeting.  Instead, it had been the promise of an introduction to Sally Navarro.  Of course, Sally was indeed a beautiful girl, so the advice had not been all that far off the mark.


 
   
  
 

Chapter Twelve
 
   Oct 26, 2019
 
    
 
   Heather had finally sat Donald down and had explained all about Missy.  Or, as much as she could, since even she didn’t know all there was to know about her crazy sister.  He of course had been extremely skeptical, accusing her of making it all up just to yank his chain.
 
   Then, as she managed to convince him she was not trying to do that but was truly sincere, he suggested she was maybe simply delusional.  For whatever reason, she had convinced herself these incredible things were true, she truly believed them, but she was wrong.  There simply were no such things as supernatural beings like that in the real world.  Witches?  Werecats?  No way!
 
   Heather continued to plead with him to understand.  “It’s in our genes, Don.  You knew about Missy being gone for two years, right?  Where did you think she was?  What did you think happened?”
 
   Donald shrugged and said, “Hey, I didn’t want to get into what I assumed was a very personal family matter.  I read what was reported back then, of course, not long after we started dating.  There was the suggestion your sister had been grabbed by a sexual predator, maybe.  But, she escaped and no one was ever arrested.  The FBI said the investigation was closed.  I wondered if maybe she killed the bastard but I wasn’t planning on asking you to explain things, okay?”
 
   Heather realized that had been pretty much what she herself had assumed, prior to Missy bringing her out to the State Forest that day and Changing right in front of her.  She sighed.  Don was going to have to see Missy demonstrate some things, just as she herself had predicted.  Where was Missy, anyway?  She had promised she’d come by and help with this.  Mike and John had gone down to West Point that morning and she assumed they were bringing the girls back.
 
   Then, glancing past Don’s shoulder and looking to see what had caught her eye, she watched as her own nightgown was slowly moving on its own, floating in midair.  Okay.  Somehow, Missy had snuck into their apartment and was now doing a few of her telekinetic tricks.  Thank goodness!
 
   “If you were to see some of my clothes come floating out here, what would you think?  That we had ghosts?  Take a look behind you, Don!”
 
   Donald glanced back quickly, to humor her.  He was about to turn back when he stopped and stared.  Sure enough, Heather’s black nightgown was floating along and her big fluffy white robe was right behind it.  What the hell?  He watched as these were paraded right past him and floated their way over to where their bathroom was located.  The bathroom door opened and the light went on inside.  Then the clothing items disappeared in there.
 
   “My sister is doing that, you know.  I told you about her telekinesis, right?”
 
   “Yes, you told me but no, I still don’t buy this.  How did you manage it?  Fishing line?  One of your friends is helping you play games on me?”  He started to get up but suddenly felt a force on his chest pushing him back down.  “Hey, this isn’t funny, Heather!”
 
   Missy decided it was time to materialize.  She figured she’d given Heather enough of a head’s up and so she went over to the furthest corner in the room.  She stopped, focused, and finished her Change.  After a large burst of energy went pulsing into the room, there she was.  She’d left Mike in New York only fifteen minutes ago and now she was up here in Salem, hundreds of miles away.  Presto!
 
   Heather recognized the energy pulse, having experienced it enough times in the past, but she still was not ready to have Missy suddenly appear, materializing right there in front of them.  In her cat form.  Donald of course was flabbergasted.
 
   “Holy shit, that can’t be real!”  The strange energy pulse he’d felt was quickly forgotten.  He was staring at a huge mountain lion which had somehow appeared right inside their apartment.  “What the hell?”
 
   Heather said, “Now Missy!  Behave yourself!  You promised you’d help but this isn’t helping.”  She started laughing and walked over and began rubbing Missy’s head between the ears.  After getting over her initial shock, she figured she may as well go along with whatever Missy was up to.
 
   Missy purred.  Then, she lay down and rolled onto her back.  Soon, as she’d hoped, Heather began rubbing her tummy.  She purred louder.
 
   Donald stood up but didn’t know what to do.  He wanted to go over and pull Heather away but he also wanted to just get the hell out of there before the wild beast attacked.  Then, he saw Heather stand up and the huge cat did also, rolling back on all fours and standing beside Heather, with its long tail straight up in the air.
 
   “This is really my sister Missy.  She’s not going to hurt you, Donald.  She knows who we are and is merely giving you a chance to appreciate her in her cat form.  Look at her eyes, okay?
 
   Sure enough, the eyes which the animal was looking at him with did actually seem intelligent.  And, damn!  He’d been impressed by Missy’s deep green eyes often enough, noting how they sometimes would glitter with millions of gold-yellow speckles appearing out of nowhere.  Usually she was with Mike when that happened; they made quite the couple.  He had never seen anyone else who could do that.  And, sure enough, this cat was now looking at him with Missy’s eyes!
 
   “Oh, and see all these old scars on her shoulder and her back?  You’ve noticed Missy’s scars before, right?  And, gosh … look at these two new ones!  Those must be from those bullet wounds she got in Afghanistan this summer.  Wow!”
 
   “Enough already!  If that’s really Missy, ask her if she’ll Change back.”
 
   Heather laughed.  “Alright, silly man!  Only, she’s not going to do that and be standing here naked in front of you.”  Turning to Missy, she said, “Go ahead.  Into the bathroom.  I know that’s why you took my things in there, right?”  Then, looking at Donald, she said, “Wait.  First, let’s have Donald inspect the bathroom so he’ll be convinced you’re not already hiding in there.”
 
   A few minutes later, there was another big pulse of energy which Donald could feel.  This was after he had indeed inspected the bathroom, stepped back out and watched the mountain lion pad its way past him, go inside and close the door.  Then, after the energy pulse, the door opened and Missy walked out, wearing Heather’s gown and robe.  Wow!
 
   -----
 
   Mike had been waiting patiently.  Missy had been gone for almost three hours, after simply disappearing in that shimmer of light.  He hadn’t seen her do that before … just be there fully dressed one moment and then gone the next, with her clothes lying there on the floor for him to pick up.
 
   He knew she was now indulging herself, having hunted down a deer out there in that State Forest.  He had long ago accepted what voracious appetites she had.  She was high energy and very physical with tremendous needs.  He really enjoyed helping her satiate those needs, of course.  She’d just promised him she’d be there soon and had warned him to be ready.
 
   Ha!  Very funny.  He knew how wildly amorous she would be on her return and was looking forward to that.  She’d already told him how much fun she’d had surprising Heather, who hadn’t known she could now teleport, and giving poor Donald quite an education about what supernaturals could do.  The good news was Donald would still be asking Heather to marry him.  That hadn’t been verbalized but Missy had of course been able to sense how Donald felt.
 
   After the strain from spending the afternoon with a coven of witches, this had all been just what Missy needed.  Playing pranks on her sister, performing magic for Donald, and being a cat … yes, just what she needed.  Of course, he intended to fulfill all her needs by making mad passionate love to her once she finally blinked back into his room.  He knew she was already sensing his emotions and his readiness, and would arrive back with all her controls turned off and her libido turned on to the max.
 
   Missy did indeed arrive back feeling both energized and very aroused, a nice combination.  She paused only a moment while in her spirit form and, seeing Mike waiting for her in the large bed, she then materialized just a few feet away, letting her pulse of energy announce her return.  As soon as he looked at her, with obvious delight and a glint of lust in his eye, she immediately experienced a huge rush of carnal desire.  Since this was all happening just after regaining her physical body and all her senses, she actually moaned.  She leaped on top of the bed, tore back the covers and splayed her naked body on top of Mike’s body which, thank goodness, was also naked.
 
   “Welcome back, wandering woman!”  Mike laughed at all the thoughts Missy was now sending him, clearly making her wishes and desires known.  Of course, what she was doing with her body was making things all the more obvious and as she brought her lips down on his, he enthusiastically kissed her right back.  His tongue battled hers, plunging inside her mouth as his kisses tried in vain to claim her.  But, she was wildly thrashing about on top of him and could not be tamed, using her mouth to demand he surrender instead.
 
   He grabbed her wonderful rear with his large powerful hands, forcing her to stop all her frantic movements; then he slowly began sliding her higher so he could kiss her throat and drop his mouth down between her breasts.  He rolled over on top of her, crushing her with his large body as he brought one hand up to cover her right breast.  He quickly began sliding his tongue over to her left breast to tease and taunt its nipple.  He was rewarded by several moans … these soon became groans as Missy loudly expressed her pleasure with what he was doing.
 
   They both shuffled positions, neither wanting to stay still for long and Mike began licking her right nipple while exploring with one of his hands down lower.  He found his way into her pubic hair and kept going.  She had her hands now grabbing the hair on his head and then she pulled his head forward while forcing her breast hard into his mouth.  Her nipple was a taut bud, anxious for much greater attention than what his tongue had been providing and Missy begged him to bite her.
 
   When Mike’s fingers found their way to the slick folds of her sex, Missy parted her thighs and pressed her pubic mound hard against him.  She was so wet and when he pushed two, then three of his fingers inside, he could feel the roughened texture of her “G” spot.  Oh, yes!  She was aroused alright!  He knew she was already there, ready to come.  As he rubbed his palm against her clit, Missy began screaming.  As had happened so often before, he knew once her orgasm began, she would convulse and spasm uncontrollably for long periods.  He continued to pulse his fingers in and out and side-to-side as her vaginal muscles clenched and released again and again and again.
 
   “Ohhh, Mike!  You’re killing me but whatever you do, don’t stop!  Please, please, don’t stop!  Ohhh … ahhhh!”  Missy was completely caught up in the throes of her passion and pleasure, enjoying a truly incredible release.  Finally, as the tingles slowly washed and ebbed away, she allowed her senses to recover and her mind to return from wherever it had gone.  Tears of happiness began flowing and she hugged Mike close, squeezing him hard and then she relaxed, limp and sated.  “Wow, that was fantastic!  Just sayin’ …!”  She began laughing.  “Was it good for you?”  She laughed harder, since she was very aware of his throbbing male member, now pressed against her abdomen and clearly not yet satisfied.
 
   Mike laughed, enjoying her naughty teasing.  “Oh, are you done now?  Really?”  He pushed her onto her back and knelt between her legs, which he then placed one at a time over each of his shoulders.  “You do realize that was merely foreplay, right?”  He began rubbing the tip of his manhood all along her warm, wet opening.  Then, he slowly entered her and pushed inside, easily sliding all the way in, inch by inch, until he was “balls deep”.  Then, he stopped and simply stayed there, his torso pressed against her legs and the tight sheath of her womanhood completely enveloping him.  He brought his hands down to cover her breasts and gently squeezed them.
 
   Missy was thoroughly enjoying all this and feeling the fullness and pressure of him deep inside her was bringing some wonderful sensations back to life.  She began to slowly wriggle and that caused even more sensations.  But, her ability to move was limited and she had almost no range of motion, due to how Mike was now positioned, in complete control.  “Is that all you’ve got?  Give it to me, Mike!”  She tried to buck but his weight was heavy and since she never used any of her supernatural strength when they made love, her efforts had little effect.
 
   Mike began moving, however, slowly pulling outward and then easing himself back in.  As he repeated this, his pace gradually increased and it wasn’t long before he was pounding himself into her and she was gladly meeting each of his thrusts with what movements her hip rotations could provide.  They found a wonderful rhythm together and as Mike continued to ride on top of her, Missy experienced a full awakening of her sexual desire.  They both were soon lost, caught up in their moments of bliss while that overwhelming need one always experienced just before climax completely dominated everything else.
 
   Just as Mike began groaning and making all his happy sounds while he found his release inside her welcoming body, she again reached yet another plateau of pleasure, higher than those she’d climbed up to before.  While he was spurting and emptying himself, making several huge thrusts he could not control, that brought her right to the edge.  And, just as he finished, she went over that edge and came as well.
 
   Her legs dropped away from his shoulders and she wrapped them around him, pounding her heels against his rear and holding him tight.  Now she was in control and Mike could only ride along, allowing her body to have its way as she clamped his still turgid manhood with her powerful female muscles.  She milked him as her orgasmic spasms, now finally triggered, sent shudder after shudder throughout her overly sensitized system.  She experienced wave after wave after wonderful wave of what she could not consider either pain or pleasure, but which were somehow deliciously both.
 
   This time, Missy was completely and thoroughly spent and was unable to stay conscious for long.  She was asleep before Mike’s limp member had slipped free and she stayed asleep for hours afterward, with Mike’s body wrapped around hers, their legs entangled together, his arms enveloping her and holding her tight.  Mike loved it when she did that, exhausting herself and giving herself to him so completely.  Just before he also nodded into dreamland, he whispered into her ear, “Yes, Missy … it was good for me too.  It was very good indeed.”


 
   
  
 

Chapter Thirteen
 
   Oct 27, 2019
 
    
 
   As it had turned out, Captain Bonomo had not come along on this weekend pass as originally planned.  Robert and Connie had left, headed back to Boston.  Millie was on her flight to Dallas and Oliver had taken Candace into the city for a tour of the Big Apple.  So, it had been just the four of them at their late morning breakfast.  
 
   Missy filled everyone in on how things had gone with Donald the night before and had them all laughing at his reactions.  Then they all discussed the coven meeting which had actually gone well, all things considered.  Finally, Mike stood up saying it was time to go.  Tracy and John were quite happy to stay right there at the hotel while Missy and Mike went out to confront Sal D’Amato.
 
   Tracy said, “Let me know if you need me to send down any lightning bolts.  We’ll grab a cab and come right out, no problem.”  She was only wearing some loose sweats and was sitting with her chair snuggly up against John’s chair, practically cuddling with him.  It was obvious they’d been enjoying lots of makeup sex.  Or, lots of regular old ordinary sex, as John had actually behaved himself for a change.
 
   Missy figured they were probably going back up to their room to enjoy some more of that ordinary sex while waiting for her and Mike to return.  Maybe the sex had been extra-ordinary … she knew the sex which she and Mike had enjoyed sure had been.  “I’m sure I won’t need you to do any of that this time.  That’s why I’m going there all dressed up in my uniform, highly visible for everyone to see.  The five million dollars he’ll be donating to the academy will explain why I’m there today.  Just in case there are any inquiring minds.”
 
   She knew the FBI closely monitored Sal D’Amato in every way possible and would now be noting her visit.  They had probably been wondering about those earlier visits Ben Marchitto had made, visiting her at the academy a couple of times.  While she now had a lot of government friends, Robert was the only one in the FBI who actually knew anything about her involvement with Sal’s organization.  So, forcing Sal to now become one of West Point’s benefactors was providing a good excuse for these visits.
 
   Forty minutes later, Mike drove them up to the new gatehouse at Sal’s estate, which replaced the one Tracy had destroyed the year before.  They were expected, of course, and after being allowed through the gate, he drove up to the front entrance to the large mansion.  Ben met them outside and Missy introduced him to Mike.  Then, after saying how Missy knew her way to Sal’s study, which got a laugh, Ben let them head on up the stairs to the second floor ahead of him.
 
   Billy Martin and Donny Delgato were waiting at the top of the stairs and silently waved them through into Sal’s study.  In the three years since Missy had last seen them, they’d both aged a little bit but otherwise appeared about the same.  Donny’s long black hair had a few streaks of grey in it now but he still had the same diamond earring on his left ear.  And, Billy was still bald with that tattoo on his neck which she remembered; he still looked like a thug, in spite of the expensive suit he was wearing.
 
   Sal was seated at his desk but stood up when they entered.  His suit was grey and at first glance, he looked like a banker.  His height and weight were average and he was starting to go bald.  His eyes, however, did not suggest he was a banker.  No, he was a predator and his dark brown eyes expressed that very clearly.
 
     “Missy McCrea!  I won’t say it’s good to see you but I will say you are certainly looking good.  That uniform … very impressive!”  Sal smiled nervously and then looked up at Mike who was dressed in a nice dark blue suit with matching tie and, at six-three, he was looking impressive as well.  “You’re Mike Ryan, of course.  Missy explained you’d be bringing her out here.  She didn’t say whether or not you’d actually be present when we start discussing some … ahh … confidential matters.”  He looked back at Missy with an inquisitive expression, looking for her to make things clear.  It was her meeting and he had no idea just how much Mike actually knew about his girlfriend.
 
   Missy smiled and looked around.  She sensed there were guards outside and some down in the basement level but no one else was inside the house.  She knew he had a wife living with him plus two teenage children, a son and a daughter, who were both away at exclusive boarding schools.  She had never met any of them but remembered their scents from her visit there last time.  She assumed he had sent his wife away, either to avoid having to introduce her or perhaps because of this mob war he had going.
 
   The office was basically the same as before, about fifteen feet by thirty feet, with bookcases all along one wall and a large flat screen TV centered on another wall.  There was a small wet bar in one corner.  Then there was the long wall with all those windows looking out towards the front of the house.  Those windows all had new glass now and the TV had been replaced.  That big energy blast she’d pushed out during her previous visit as her final parting gesture had pretty much destroyed whatever breakable items had been there before.
 
   Missy said, “Oh, I share everything with Mike so you needn’t be shy.”  Sal already had her list of people whom he knew must never come to any harm, for any reason, or else.  Mike and Michelle, along with their parents and other relatives, were of course all on that list.  Thus, she wasn’t worried about anything which might get discussed today exposing Mike to any risks.
 
   Sal raised his eyebrows at this but didn’t say anything else.  He walked over to where there were four comfortable chairs arranged around a small table and waved for them to join him there.  Cozy.  Someone had even placed a nice flower arrangement in a large ceramic vase which was sitting on the table.  Billy and Donny remained standing back near the office door, which was still open, but Ben walked over and was ready to take a seat.
 
   Rather than sitting down, Mike went over and stood behind one of the chairs, positioning himself where he could keep an eye on both Billy and Donny.  He’d let Missy know if either one made any suspicious moves but she wasn’t really too worried about that happening.  Missy began walking all around the room, taking her time and examining various items.  After completely circling the entire perimeter, she finally came over and sat down in the chair in front of Mike.  Sal and Ben then sat down and waited, wondering what she’d do next.
 
   Looking at Ben, Missy said, “Have you drafted up a letter of intent, as I suggested?  I want to truthfully say my visit out here today was about this five million dollar D’Amato Fund which West Point will soon be receiving.  Just in case anyone asks, you know?”  She looked at Sal and couldn’t resist adding a comment.  “Mike and I will explain you made us an offer we couldn’t refuse.”
 
   Ben reached inside his suit jacket and pulled out a letter which he handed to Missy.  He was a lawyer, amongst other things, and he indeed looked the part.  His tailored suit was brown, matching his dark brown hair and brown eyes.  “I think you’ll find this has been drawn up the way you wanted, Missy.  If you need anything else, just let us know.”
 
   Missy glanced through the document and could see Sal was indeed giving her exactly what she’d asked for.  Obviously, he was anxious to do that.  She looked up and said, “Yes, this is perfect.  Thank you.  And, you can clearly show this funding is coming from the legitimate side of your many businesses, correct?”
 
   Sal said, “Of course, of course.  And, if anyone asks?  I’ll tell ‘em how influenced I’ve been by all those stories about you, fighting over there with our Special Forces against those Taliban bastards.  Helping save Afghanistan and Pakistan.  Keeping America safe.  Then you came back home and returned to West Point.”
 
   “Well, I appreciate that, Sal.  That sounds much better than you telling them how I blackmailed you, me being a witch and all.”  Missy enjoyed seeing the expressions on both their faces after her saying that.  “Of course, I really haven’t come out here to shake you down.  I’m very concerned about all the fighting your organization is doing.”
 
   Ben said, “We realize you’re concerned about your Roseanne Fund people.  We’re taking care of them, keeping them safe, just as you’ve asked.  But, you know how it is.  Sometimes, these things happen.”
 
   Missy said, “This war you’ve got going, Sal.  I’m rather surprised about what I’ve been learning … some of my sources say it may even have been you who started it.  Is that true?”  She hadn’t actually learned that but since Sal had been a strong influence for the past few years, keeping all the families in line, she was suspicious.
 
   There were attacks happening every night at numerous clubs, casinos, gaming locations and other places all owned or operated by the various mob organizations in New York, New Jersey, Connecticut and even further out … something was sure as hell going on and she wanted to find out what and why.  She figured by starting right off, pressing without any preliminaries, she might get Sal to reveal what the war was all about.
 
   She had gotten her friend Alice involved and was determined there would be no collateral damage reaching the Roseanne Fund, something Missy had started and which had since grown to be something much greater than anything she’d originally planned.  This was because Alice had managed to expand operations, reaching out to such a large number of young girls.  Girls who otherwise might be victims.  They’d needed protection and Alice had been able to provide that, using Sal’s organization to provide the muscle when and where needed.  The money in the fund was paying for not only education and career development, but various social service resources such as psychologists as well.  Whatever assistance might be needed to deal with abuse or potential abuse, Alice and her team were providing it.  Missy didn’t want any of that to be interfered with.
 
   Sal said, “Why would you suggest I might be the one who started all this, Missy?”  He was not at all sure how he wanted to deal with her.  Although she always seemed to know things, he wasn’t ready to volunteer anything.  On the other hand, he wasn’t willing to deny anything and risk getting her upset.  She’d more than proven herself, as far as he was concerned.  She was indeed a huge threat which he didn’t want to deal with.  And, until now, other than what she’d done during her last visit, she’d been staying out of his business, leaving him alone.
 
   Missy sighed and looked over at Ben.  She could scent how nervous they both were and was pretty sure she’d guessed right about Sal being the one behind it all.  “What will it take to end the war, then?  Can you tell me that, Sal?”  Her eyes returned to study him.
 
   Sal figured he’d try to bluster his way through this as he didn’t have any good answers for her.  “You came out here a year ago and gave us quite a demonstration, Missy.  You’re a witch, capable of all sorts of unimaginable, unbelievable things.  Okay.  We get that.  And, we have complied.  We have given you everything you asked for.  Today, we’re again doing that, giving you the five million you asked for.  But now you’re interfering in my business.  You don’t have any reason to worry … Billy and Donny are taking care of all your Roseanne Fund people.”
 
   “Cut the crap, Sal.  You can’t guarantee their safety and I’m now making your business my business.  Why this war?  Why, after a week of violence all over the East coast, is it still continuing?”
 
   She began pulling energy in, something she now was very familiar with doing.  Her dark red hair, cut shoulder length in the page boy style she liked wearing for the academy, began billowing ever so slightly but it was noticeable.  So were the golden speckles now beginning to blaze away inside her eyes.  Her body began thrumming with energy and she knew everyone there was able to feel the change in atmosphere … something was ready to happen and they all knew she was that something.
 
   Sal did not want whatever was about to happen to actually happen.  He couldn’t see how admitting things would matter so he just blurted it out.  “They have my daughter!  Okay?  My Alessandra.  They took her a week ago.”
 
   Missy stared at him and processed what that meant.  Sal was being blackmailed?  She had not seen that coming.  She managed to pull in all the energy she was holding so there was less of an impending doom atmosphere hanging over them.  “Tell me everything, Sal.  I want to know all about that.”  She looked around for something she could use to release the energy she now held and her eyes fixed on the vase of flowers there in front of her.
 
   She made the vase rise up into the air and then move slowly across the room until it was hovering over the sink at the wet bar she had noticed earlier when she’d been circling around the room.  She caused the vase to tip the flowers into the sink along with the water which had been inside.  Then, she brought the empty vase floating back so it was about six inches above the table.  She hadn’t so much as lifted a finger but everyone knew she was the one doing all this.  Looking at Sal, she asked, “Do you care what happens to this vase, Sal?”
 
   He had been about to explain more about Alessandra but had paused when the vase had started moving.  Along with the others, he had been mesmerized by watching it float around the room, all by itself.  He also had sensed the high energy which seemed to be emanating from Missy.  Her eyes were glowing now.  He stared at the damn vase and said, “No, I don’t care … it means nothing to me.”
 
   Then, Missy crushed the vase, making it implode inward into tiny little pieces and form a neat pile of what looked like sand falling back onto the spot where it had originally been sitting.  Focusing all the energy which she’d pulled in and releasing it in this controlled fashion eased the atmosphere … she was able to calmly return to normal.
 
   When the vase disintegrated, that broke the spell and Sal said, “Fuck!”  There were some mumbled curses from Billy and Donny as well.
 
   Missy sat back and, feeling a bit sheepish, she said, “Sorry!  I just needed to … I didn’t see anything else … never mind!  Tell me about your daughter, Sal.”


 
   
  
 

Chapter Fourteen
 
   Oct 27, 2019
 
    
 
   As Mike drove them back to their hotel, Missy discussed her plan with him.  She also got on her phone and made some calls.  After Sal had explained things, including the address in Danbury, Connecticut where Sandy had last been seen, Missy had asked him to identify some of the things in Sandy’s room which she might feel closest to.  She wasn’t a finder witch and couldn’t feel the energy the way an air witch might, but she could still sense energy and there were a couple of items she believed would probably provide a good source, containing Sandy’s energy and essence.  She had brought those with her.
 
   Back at the hotel, after meeting up with John and Tracy and checking out, they all got back in Mike’s car and drove to the address Sal had provided.  By the time they arrived, Troy Dangelmeyer was already there waiting for them.  They had not been able to reach Oliver but, fortunately, Troy had agreed to help.
 
   When she’d first called him, he’d asked her why the police and the FBI weren’t handling it.  So, Missy had explained who Alessandra was and why her father couldn’t go to them.  She also mentioned how the people holding Sandy were forcing the inter-mob war currently going on.  Troy had known about the war.  It was in all the headlines.
 
   After some discussion, during which Missy promised no one would find out about Troy’s involvement and that all he needed to do was try to locate where Sandy might be, nothing else, he’d said okay.  He understood Sandy was only fifteen and he might be her only chance.  Since it had been more than a week since Sandy had disappeared, Troy wasn’t optimistic but he was willing to try.
 
   Mike drove past the house where Sandy had been grabbed and, seeing Troy waiting in his car, signaled for him to follow.  They parked their cars at a nearby playground which was empty at the moment and they all got out.  Troy joined them and they walked out into the playground.
 
   When Missy showed Troy the items she’d brought from Sandy’s bedroom, he agreed she’d made good choices.  He was definitely able to get a strong sense from these but explained it would now still be a matter of luck.
 
   Missy had watched the videos which had been sent to Sal and knew Sandy was not only still alive, as of that morning, but was still being held in the same location.  Sandy hadn’t been moved all week and that was working in their favor.  Wherever she was being held would hopefully now be providing a strong beacon of her energy for Troy to follow, if only it was not too distant from where she’d been grabbed.
 
   Tracy said, “Put all four of us inside a circle with you, Troy.  I’m betting the reinforcing power you’ll experience will be greater than anything you’ve ever felt before.”  She was basing this on how amped up she always would get whenever Missy was reinforcing her.  Likewise, from talking to Oliver, she knew what he had experienced; when Missy had reinforced him during their search for Candace in Afghanistan, he’d admitted it had been incredible.
 
   Troy had some experience as a finder and had come forward a number of times to assist the local police.  For those instances when they’d agreed to accept his help and when he’d then been able to get an item containing the missing subject’s energy, he’d usually been successful.  He wasn’t always welcomed, however.  And, there had been occasions where nothing was available for him to use to sense energy; he had then needed to admit defeat.  Pretending he was a psychic was not a sure thing, by any means.
 
   He had brought along a compass and some detailed maps, which he’d learned would be helpful during searches like this.  He had received some training which Desiree Yerger from the Salem coven had provided.  Being a finder witch was not that common and not every coven had one.  He was the first to come along for his coven in more than a decade.
 
   Once they all formed inside his circle, he focused.  He was holding the items from which he was able to experience Sandy’s energy.  Then, as he focused, he began drawing power from the others.  Just as Tracy had promised, the amount of reinforcing power he was getting was far greater than anything he’d ever received before.  He was very surprised, as this was a huge increase even beyond what he’d felt from his entire coven on those instances when he’d been able to use all of them at once.  He stopped, looked at Tracy and Missy, and then said, “Wow!”
 
   Tracy giggled and said, “It’s almost like having a tiger by the tail, right?  Only, it’s not a tiger … it’s a mountain lion!”  This got laughs from everyone.
 
   Starting again, Troy looked around, seeing if he could sense where Sandy’s energy might be.  After a while, he started getting two very distinct signals and he marked down the azimuth direction for each, as indicated by the compass.  Then, he oriented the maps and plotted lines to indicate where those directions were going.  When they noted one of these lines led to St. Ann’s, the boarding school Sandy had been staying at, they felt very encouraged.  Troy was definitely sensing Sandy and the second line he’d plotted might very well lead to where she was now being held.
 
   Due to the lateness of the hour, it was decided John would drive the girls back to West Point in Mike’s car and Mike would remain with Troy.  Once Troy located where he believed Sandy might be, Missy promised she’d then return and take things from there.
 
   The goal was for Troy and Mike to head along, driving somewhat along the direction marked but not going directly at the signal.  Instead, by taking several “readings” as they worked their way towards and around the source, they hoped to triangulate and eventually identify the exact location.  This was a time consuming, tedious task which would take a few hours but one which Troy could probably now do without needing to draw much power from the others.
 
   Missy said, “But, if you do need more power, you have Mike.  Just put him in your circle and you’ll then be able to draw power from both Mike and me, due to that special bond Mike and I have.”  She started to explain more about how that worked but Tracy interrupted and assured him he could count on tapping into all the power he could possibly need.
 
    “It’s not just that Missy and Mike are soulmates,” Tracy explained, laughing.  “Missy is a werecat, a mountain lion, and Mike is her mate.  Okay?”  This bonding and mating stuff was all quite new to Troy and he was fascinated.  Then Tracy said, “If you think that’s special, wait until you hear how Missy plans to return, once you think you’ve found Sandy.”
 
   Missy explained how she could teleport back to wherever Mike was, when needed.  In her spirit form.  Troy was amazed to learn about this, as he’d never heard of anyone being able to do anything like that before.  Then, when she further explained things, Troy really became skeptical.
 
    “Wait a minute.  You plan to go inside this location in your spirit form, verify Sandy is there, somehow tell Mike so he can contact Sal D’Amato, and then protect Sandy … both while waiting in there until Sal’s goons show up as well as during the actual rescue?  All this while you’re a ghost?”  Troy shook his head in disbelief.  “You expect me to believe all that?”
 
   Missy said, “Well, have you ever heard of anyone being able to send messages directly into another person’s mind?  I’ve been doing that, communicating with Mike for more than a year now.  I’ll be able to do that from inside, wherever Sandy is being held, and I’ll be doing it while in my spirit form.  This will work … trust me!”
 
   Tracy said, “Oh, yeah!  You can trust her, Troy.  Especially that part about her protecting Sandy.  Anyone tries to come near?  She’ll crush the life right out of them, no problem!  How do you think she rescued Candace Axtell, anyway?”
 
   -----
 
   John drove Missy and Tracy back and the girls managed signing back in by 1900 hours, just in time.  Once back, they each went off and completed some of their assigned tasks, including checking on their plebes Donald and Emily, before finally retiring back to their room.  Missy kept checking with Mike constantly, of course, and knew how the search for Sandy was going.
 
   Since they’d each made several commitments for this Sunday evening, they’d arranged for their plebes to join them at Cullum Hall.  Tracy wanted to congratulate Donald on his excellent progress over the past couple of weeks and she wanted to do this in front of all the Quigby girls since they’d each been helping him.  Missy had liked the idea of meeting with their plebes at Cullum rather than at anyone’s room as it was lots simpler.  And, there were snacks available.
 
   When Emily arrived, she already knew Tracy and Sally but hadn’t been introduced yet to Sharon, Kelsey, Kelly or a couple of the other second year cadets who had gathered around.  And, she’d never met Donald who was in a different regiment than she and, oddly enough, wasn’t in any of her classes.  Well, there were over twelve hundred in her class, so perhaps it wasn’t so odd after all.
 
   Donald, of course, did recall overhearing how Sally Navarro had taken steps after hearing from Emily’s roommate during swim practice how Cadet Melo had been harassing Emily.  That, of course, had then led to Missy now being Emily’s team leader.  But, this was the first he was actual seeing Emily.  He’d heard a few things, including how sexy she could appear once you took a second look.  He was doing that now and … yeah … he was seeing why guys were saying that about her.  He took several looks and each time, he liked what he was seeing more and more.
 
   Since Emily and Donald were plebes, the others there took great delight in making jokes at their expense.  The fact they needed to be introduced to one another, which Tracy made a big production out of doing, was quickly pounced on by Sharon and Sally.  Suddenly, the occasion became a “first date” which they wanted recorded as part of Cullum Hall’s long history of significant events.  Yes, it was predicted that years later, Donald and Emily would for sure be celebrating how and when they’d first met.
 
   Missy finally said, “Okay, that’s enough or they’ll each be talking about this as one of their most embarrassing moments.”  She laughed and turned to the two of them.  “Go!  Leave us … escape while you can!  But, we want to see you both back here next Saturday at the dance.  Together!  That’s an order!”  With her enhanced senses, she could tell they were actually attracted to one another.  Well, crazier things had happened and if these two did end up dating, she’d enjoy labeling Tracy as their matchmaker and she knew all the other Quigby girls would agree.
 
   By the time Emily and Donald finally managed their escape, they indeed had been greatly embarrassed.  They were beyond embarrassed at that point and yet, somewhat excited as well.  Neither had expected they’d be meeting anyone that night whom they’d be interested in.  But, as they walked off together, at first talking about what great team leaders Missy and Tracy had turned out being, they soon found they had many other things in common to talk about.  And, they were finding it very easy and comfortable to talk about things.  Long after they each had returned to their own room, they continued to think about those things … and each other.
 
   -----
 
   Meanwhile, when John made it back and joined Troy and Mike, he learned they had indeed made some excellent progress, gradually narrowing their search until at last Troy was ready to point out a house in Yonkers where he was convinced Sandy was being held.  He had only needed to tap into Mike once and, sure enough, through him he had been flooded with power from Missy.
 
   Troy found himself really liking Mike; their conversations while driving around as they had followed the energy signal from Sandy had been interesting and revealing.  They’d already talked at length the day before about swimming.  Now, Troy was finding it refreshing to openly share things about his being a witch and how that affected him.  He had never done that with anyone who wasn’t a witch.  And, Mike was someone who actually understood.  Someone his own age and, like him, a junior in college.  Troy was used to always keeping things secret or else pretending he was a psychic.
 
   Mike likewise had only ever discussed supernatural stuff with John and the “P” Branch folks.  He’d met Oliver, of course, but they’d never actually talked much.  He’d also been a visitor to Tracy’s coven in Texas, which he had enjoyed tremendously, but there hadn’t been anyone there other than Tracy who was his age and in college.  He found himself enjoying the search he and Troy were doing, and liking Troy as well.
 
   Mike said, “I guess it’s time I asked Missy to join us and check out that house.  She’s telling me she and Tracy are now back in their room and no one will know if she disappears for a few hours.”  He looked at Troy and John and then back across the street to the house Troy had identified.  There was a large gate at the entrance, with stone walls going all around.  They didn’t know what kind of security might be there, if any, but the place was certainly not one which invited any trespassers.  And, it was large enough so there might be any number of people inside.
 
   John said, “My sister gave me this burner phone which Sal provided … it’s set to call Sal’s burner phone.  That way, there won’t be any messages getting intercepted by the FBI or anyone else monitoring him.  He supposedly will have a crew ready to go, once Missy can tell him she’s found any place he should check out.  She didn’t promise him anything, of course, but she did say he should be ready, just in case.”
 
   Mike had already explained to Troy how Missy was not planning to leave any evidence behind or reveal anything to Sal’s crew which might suggest the supernatural.  While Tracy had talked about Missy crushing the life out of anyone who threatened Sandy, that would only be done as a last resort.  No, the idea was to remain hidden and invisible throughout this rescue.  All the information from Missy would be going in text messages he’d send on this burner phone which only Sal would see.  
 
   Troy was not yet fully convinced and still wondered if Missy could really do all the things Mike and John seemed so confident about, but when Mike announced Missy had arrived he noticed he indeed was able to experience the presence of another witch nearby.  Even so, he asked if Missy was able to see what he was doing.  When Mike assured him she could, Troy had Mike turn around and he then asked, “How many fingers am I holding up in front of John?”
 
   Mike laughed and said, “Missy says you’re holding up two fingers on your right hand and three on your left hand.”  After pausing a moment, he added, “See that beer bottle lying over there?  Right where the street light is reflecting off it?”
 
   Troy looked around to see what Mike was referring to and, spotting the beer bottle, he nodded his head and said, “Yeah.”  The bottle then slowly began rising up and moving towards him.  When Mike told him to hold out his right hand, which he did, the bottle was dropped gently onto his palm.  He laughed and said, “Okay, that’s amazing … I’m satisfied.  She’s here!  Have her go across the street and see if Sandy is over there or not.”


 
   
  
 

Chapter Fifteen
 
   Oct 27, 2019
 
    
 
   Alessandra had been keeping track of the days.  It was now day eight and still she was being held prisoner in this same room with nothing to do but watch TV.  The news had been really depressing since the top story continued being all about how the mob families were having this big war, killing each other and leaving bodies everywhere.  She had really cried when she’d learned about her Uncle Tommy.
 
   Tommy Muccio hadn’t really been her uncle, of course, but that’s what she’d been calling him all her life.  He had always made a big deal about what a special girl she was whenever he’d come to the house, giving her lots of attention and usually treating her to some candy or bringing her some little gift.  As she’d grown older and had become more aware of what her father’s businesses really involved, she’d realized Uncle Tommy wasn’t really a blood relative but instead was one of her father’s capos.  One of his gangsters.
 
   Even so, she had only seen him as this warm, friendly, jovial person she’d always thought looked and acted like Santa Claus, only bald and without any beard.  He’d had a similar roly-poly shape and when he smiled, she could actually see the warmth in his eyes.  This was quite unlike how most of her father’s other business associates stared at her.  They only gave her fake smiles and had eyes which were cold and calculating.  Or, as she’d noticed in recent years now that her body had matured, many looked at her in ways which were definitely creepy and made her feel exposed and naked.
 
   That was how she’d managed to recognize Buck, one of her captors.  He was one of the many “soldiers” who would come along whenever her father would gather everyone for one of his big meetings.  Buck had not been all that important in the organization but had merely been someone whom the important guys would bring with them.  She didn’t know his real name but whenever he’d come to her home, Buck was the nickname all the others had called him by.  He always wore fancy cowboy boots and, supposedly, he was originally from Texas.  And, he was always checking her out, clearly undressing her with his dark brown eyes in ways that made her shiver with revulsion.
 
   She had recognized him by those eyes of his, even though he hadn’t been wearing his cowboy boots and had worn a mask.  This hadn’t been right away, since she’d been much too flustered to see things at first or notice anything in particular about any of them.  But, by the third day, after she’d stopped making such a huge fuss every time anyone had come into her room to film her or bring her food or otherwise check on her, she’d known one of them was Buck.  There were at least four different guys who would come and go but she’d noticed Buck, all right.  He’d been practically drooling over her with obvious lust, his eyes always focused on her boobs or her ass, undressing her just the way she’d noticed he’d do whenever he’d come around before.
 
   Alessandra was not stupid.  She realized this crew was only keeping her alive so they could keep sending their demands to her father.  She hoped they might eventually return her back home but she knew that was only if they believed she was completely ignorant about just who they were.  If they thought she could identify any of them, then everything would change.  They’d never risk having her tell her father.  No, they’d kill her and make certain her body was never found.  There’d be no trace.  Nothing that would provide any clue whatsoever.  She’d grown up as the daughter of one of the most powerful mob leaders in the country and had managed to learn a thing or two about how things were and how things would be.
 
   So, as she heard on the news how there was this big war going on, with all the mob families attacking one another … she knew.  Her captors were blackmailing her father and making him cause this war.  She didn’t understand why or how that benefitted them, but she didn’t need to.  She simply knew it was because of her.  That was the only explanation for why she was still there and hadn’t yet been killed or released.  And, for why the war was still going on.  Her father was obviously doing whatever they demanded but, until this war went the way they wanted, she was not going to be sent back home.
 
   Her frustration had gradually turned into despair and, as each day had passed and the news had only gotten worse, she’d become more and more depressed and fearful.  She tried to not think about knowing who Buck was but that had only made her think about him all the more.  Each time he came into her room, she avoided looking at him; she was afraid he’d sense that she now knew who he was.  It was easy to act frightened because she was.  While that helped her avoid any of the traumatic bonding with her captors which she’d read about, something known as Stockholm syndrome for victims like herself being imprisoned, she was completely miserable.
 
   And, her memory kept feeding her with little bits and pieces until she managed to finally realize just which of her father’s capos had always brought Buck along: it had been Vinnie Cappiello and his sidekick Stan somebody-or-other.  Yeah, she knew who Vinnie and Stan were.  She’d overheard her father and Ben Marchitto talking about them, whenever they’d thought she wasn’t listening or paying attention.  They didn’t like Vinnie much but considered him necessary for their organization.  At the time, she couldn’t have cared less.
 
   Now, however, she was overly sensitized.  She was living in constant fear of being discovered and, ultimately, that was her undoing.  They noticed.  And, when three of them suddenly confronted her, it didn’t take them long.  She was not skilled at interrogation techniques but they were.  She didn’t tell them about recognizing who Buck was but instead, while being super careful to not say anything about him, she’d slipped up and mentioned Vinnie.  She’d been flustered and scared and, before she even knew it, his name had just come out.  She’d been horrified, of course, but it had then been too late.
 
   -----
 
   Stan voiced his concern to Vinnie after hearing their guy Buck report in over the phone.  “Our golden goose knows who we are now.  Nobody did anything to give it away but even so, she knows.”  With the cameras they had arranged and having one of their guys constantly watching Alessandra on the monitors, her behavior had been obvious.  “The kid has been jumpy all the time lately and it’s been looking very suspicious.  Since it sure looked as though she’d figured out something, the guys talked to her.”
 
    Vinnie said, “Well, I know we agreed they should do that, if it appeared necessary.  She guessed, huh?  That was always the risk, of course.”
 
   “Yeah, she named you, Vinnie.  That was all the guys needed to hear … it doesn’t really matter now how she figured things out.  She’s a smart kid, of course.  And, now she knows.”
 
   Vinnie nodded and said, “Okay.  Too bad but at least we know she knows.  We can still send that last video we made of her earlier, right?  There’s nothing on that which Sal can use is there?”  He’d been having Stan carefully screen every video, making certain none of them contained any possible messages which might be incriminating, prior to their sending them on to D’Amato with their demands.
 
   “We can send it.  But, that’ll have to be the last one.  Like I said, she’s smart and now that she knows we’re on to her, she’s desperate and might find a way to signal something.  We’d better not chance that.  And, like you were saying earlier, we’ve pretty much accomplished everything you wanted.”  Stan was very happy with the added money Vinnie had shared with him and especially pleased with his own status, as Vinnie’s number two, now that Vinnie had been advanced so much higher in the D’Amato organization.
 
   Vinnie grimaced, saying, “Too bad about Alessandra but we probably wouldn’t have been able to do this again, anyway.  Go ahead and have Buck get rid of her … he’s been really hoping he could get his hands on her and now he can.  Spoils of war, right?”
 
   -----
 
   When Missy entered the house, she knew right away it was the right location.  There were several guys watching TV in the living room and more guys were playing cards and drinking in the large dining room.  They weren’t hanging out there as any group of friends but were merely passing the time, waiting for their next assignment.  The fact they all had weapons was the real clue.  They were obviously part of some mob organization and, since there indeed was a mob war going on, that explained why all the weapons.  In addition to what the men were carrying on them, she noticed several revolvers, rifles, and shotguns which had been strategically placed at a few locations near both exits.
 
   She assumed there were early warning sensors placed outside but, in her spirit form, she hadn’t needed to worry about those.  She went on up to the second floor, where she found one man watching a couple monitors and reading a magazine.  Sure enough, the girl being spied on was Alessandra and Missy went right into the bedroom where Sandy was being confined to check on her.
 
   Sandy was distraught, clearly upset and very worried about something.  The TV was on but Sandy wasn’t paying any attention to that.  Instead, her eyes kept glancing at the door, looking to see if anyone might be entering and then she would look away, staring off into nowhere … she was terrified.
 
   Although Missy was in her spirit form, she was able to sense things with even greater ability than when able to see, smell, hear, touch and taste.  And, her senses were telling her Sandy had recently experienced something bad, something traumatic, which was now causing her great anguish and dread.  Unfortunately, Missy wasn’t able to determine what might be the problem but, thankfully, she was there now and would watch over Sandy.
 
   Mike, I’m here with Sandy and I think we found her not a moment too soon.  She’s very troubled about something.  Other than being really scared about whatever it is that’s bothering her, she’s physically okay.  Let Sal know and have him send his crew out here right away.  I counted at least eleven men downstairs and one upstairs but I’m going to double check all that … there may be more.  This is definitely some sort of safe house.  I’ll keep giving you updates you can pass along so there won’t be any surprises when Sal’s men get here.
 
   Mike acknowledged all this to Missy, using his emotional signal for yes which he knew she would feel, and then he smiled and looked at Troy.  “You did it!  Sandy is there, just like you thought.  Good job!  Missy tells me Sandy’s okay but really scared about something.  I’ll send Sal a text now.”  He took out the special burner phone and began entering a detailed message, explaining they’d confirmed Sandy was alive and providing the address.
 
   After sending that, Mike got a quick text message right back, asking if he was certain.  He sent a reply, saying yes, and then he began entering a more detailed description of the house, the surroundings, and what Missy had told him so far.
 
   Troy waited until Mike finished sending his message and then said, “I really can’t believe we’re doing this.  You never actually told me how it was you and Missy were able to meet with this Salvatore D’Amato and then … why would he tell you about his daughter being missing?  I’ve heard a lot about him, of course … they say he runs one of the mob families here in New York.”  During their conversations while searching, he’d been too focused on following Sandy’s energy signal and hadn’t bothered trying to understand what relationship his new friends might possibly have with such a notorious gangster.
 
   Mike laughed and said, “Missy was grabbed by two of Sal’s guys three years ago.  He’d sent them up to Salem as a favor to his buddy Frank McCarthy, who was running the organization in East Boston.  Maybe you’ve heard of him?  He’s in prison now, thanks to info Missy gave the FBI.  At any rate, Frank had this friend Tony who laundered all his money for him and Tony wanted Missy.  It’s a long story.  Tony’s dead now and Missy was actually monitoring Sal’s guys, using some FBI surveillance equipment which Robert Ulrey provided.  She needed to protect herself after allowing those guys to return home.  She had evidence they had not only grabbed her but had killed Tony’s wife and daughter.”
 
   Troy was trying to follow all this but was getting overwhelmed by all the details.  “Wait, Robert Ulrey was helping?  Couldn’t the FBI protect Missy?”
 
   “Oh, back then, she wasn’t trusting the government and Robert didn’t know she was a supernatural.  That all came later.  I’m trying to give you the Reader’s Digest version here, Troy.”  He laughed and then continued.  “Missy learned from the surveillance equipment how Sal’s organization was planning to ship a bunch of young girls over to Brunei … he was selling them as sex slaves.  Long story short, she paid him a visit after revealing she was a witch.  This was about a year ago.  She had Tracy send down lightning bolts, hitting his estate again and again …”
 
   Troy said, “Oh, wait … that I heard about!  The media made a big deal about lightning striking not just twice but more than a dozen times out there; so did all the comedians on late night, saying it was retributive justice which the heavens had decided to reign down on the mob.”
 
   “Yep, that was my girlfriend.  Sal still thinks Missy did all that by herself and never learned about Tracy.  But, he then did everything she asked, sending all the girls back home and creating this Roseanne Fund which pays for their education and social services and whatever else Missy wants for them.  Sal isn’t about to let anyone know he believes in witches, of course.  He wouldn’t survive letting word of that get out.”
 
   Troy nodded his head.  “I guess I can see why he wouldn’t risk admitting to that.  What we witches can do is pretty incredible and can’t be proved, so he’d never get anyone to believe him.  Most people won’t even believe in our cover story about being psychics; they usually just insist we’re all fakes.  His mob buddies would never let him stay in power and would get rid of him pretty fast.  He’d be sleeping with the fishes, right?”
 
   “Exactly!”  Mike laughed.  “Missy insisted he see us today and demanded to know why this mob war was going on.  She’s worried about the folks she has helping with the Roseanne Fund becoming collateral damage.  If anyone got hurt, she’d feel responsible.”
 
   “And Sal admitted his daughter was being held and he was being forced to attack the other families?  He must trust Missy which actually sounds wrong but …”  Troy paused and thought a moment.  “He didn’t realize she might actually help, did he?”
 
   “No, not at all.  And, he wasn’t going to mention anything at first.  But, he saw how she was getting ready to really explode with power and he didn’t want any repeat of the last time.  She’s been leaving him alone since then, without revealing anything to the Feds or causing him any problems so, in a way, I think he does trust her.  They’ve sort of established this strange relationship and he definitely respects her.”
 
   Just then, Missy was asking how much longer until Sal’s crew would show up.  Mike sent a text to Sal and learned they were still ten minutes away, which he managed to communicate to Missy by having her ask him a few yes and no questions, for which she then could sense his answers.  They’d gotten really good at doing this ever since she’d done all that recon over in Afghanistan, in her cat form, with him then relaying all her messages back to “P” Branch.
 
   Missy had been working her way through all the rooms and listening to the various conversations.  From what she could tell, only a few of the men were actually aware they were holding a hostage.  The second floor was completely off limits to almost everyone with only two or three of the men downstairs allowed access.  When one of those men, a guy named Buck, went up to chat with the man watching the monitors, the conversation made it pretty clear this upstairs operation was a big secret.
 
   And then, she heard them talking about getting rid of Sandy.  Apparently, they’d just received word from their boss and later that night, after the men downstairs went off on yet another mission, Buck was supposed to take care of things.  She heard him actually bragging about it, promising there’d be nothing left of the girl for anyone to find.
 
   The man who’d been watching Sandy said, “It’s about time.  Watching this kid has gotten real boring, you know?  She knows we’re watching so she doesn’t give us much to look at.  Are you really going to have some fun with her before you kill her?  I mean … she’s not even sixteen yet, right?”
 
   “Hey, every time I see those big tits of hers, my dick gets hard.”  Buck reached down and grabbed himself appreciatively.  “Those sweats she’s been wearing aren’t really able to hide the kinda curves she’s got.  Those curves are telling me that sexy body in there wants to get fucked really good and it doesn’t matter what her age is, okay?  I’m gonna give her a real nice send off, now that we’ve finally been given the okay.  No more hiding behind any stupid masks or using those damn voice machines.”
 
   “Will you do her right in there, so I can watch?  Or, are you gonna wait until after you’ve taken her for the long ride out to wherever you plan to bury her?”
 
   Buck actually considered that for a moment and then smiled.  “It’ll be a while yet before I can take her outta here … I may as well enjoy myself while I’m waiting, right?  If you wanna watch, I don’t have any problem with that.  Just don’t interrupt me while I’m getting my rocks off, understand?  And make sure nobody else does either.  Maybe I’ll give you sloppy seconds.”  With that, he began really chuckling to himself and walked away, headed for Sandy’s room.


 
   
  
 

Chapter Sixteen
 
   Oct 27, 2019
 
    
 
   Sal D’Amato studied the email he’d received which once again was insisting he attack a number of locations and, as before, contained a video clip showing Sandy.  The video had obviously been taken earlier that day and showed a copy of the latest issue of the New York Times.  He could see how scared and miserable Sandy looked and, when he’d first received it about a half hour earlier, his continuing frustration at being unable to protect her from such a horrible ordeal had been agonizing. 
 
   But, shortly after that, he’d gotten Missy’s text message.  Now, his guys were closing in on where his daughter was supposedly being held and the suspense was even more unbearable.  “Tell me again why I don’t have to worry about Sandy.  When Billy and Donny hit this place, what’s to prevent the bastards in there from hurting her?”
 
   Ben Marchitto said, “What you have is the word of a witch, Sal.  But, Missy has always been very clear about what she can do.  Her latest instructions say nothing will happen to Sandy and your guys are free to blast away downstairs all they want but only Billy and Donny are to go upstairs to get Sandy.  I think she must somehow be either using a protective spell or, hell, maybe she’s actually up there.  Those messages saying Sandy is okay are very definite, so that wouldn’t surprise me at all.  You remember how she just popped in here on us last year, right?”
 
   “Yeah, I remember everything she’s done only I don’t understand any of it.  Fuck!  This is my daughter we’re talking about … if anything happens to her …”
 
   “It won’t, Sal.  Missy told us this afternoon that if she found Sandy, our guys would need to come to the rescue.  She explained how she didn’t want to leave any evidence behind.  You know … nothing supernatural which you’d have trouble explaining.  I think that’s why she’s saying we can only have Billy and Donny go upstairs.  She knows they can be trusted to clean things up, if necessary, and make sure there’s nothing left that needs to be explained.”
 
   Sal nodded and said, “Yeah, yeah … I know, I get that.  I suppose I should be grateful.  What about this house?  Do we know who owns it yet?  When I find out who the hell has been fucking with us all this time …”
 
   “Actually, we own it.  It’s one of our safe houses.  You know how we have this dummy real estate corporation which is being held under another dummy corporation.  If it hadn’t been our dummy corporation, we’d still be trying to track down ownership.”  Ben looked again at his laptop’s computer screen.  “At any rate, there’s not supposed to be anyone there right now.  But, whoever it is that’s using the place, it has to be someone in your organization, Sal.  One of your capos.  No one else could be doing this.”
 
   -----
 
   Sandy saw the door open and when Buck walked in, with no mask, she immediately began crying.  “No!  Please, no!  I promise!  You can let me go.  I promise I’ll never tell on you guys, okay?”  She had been lying on her bed and now she jumped up, frantically looking towards the bathroom but she could see she’d never get there in time.  Buck was closer than she was and would easily grab her.
 
   “Well, now, princess!  Y’all know we can’t risk lettin’ you go an’ tell your daddy any stories ‘bout us.  That’s not the way this is gonna work.  Besides … you and I are finally gonna have us a little bit of fun.  Y’all ready to be nice to me, princess?  ‘Cuz, I’m the one standing here, deciding just how things will be and, who knows?  If y’all can be nice to me, maybe I’ll be nice to you.”  Now that he didn’t need to disguise his voice, he was really enjoying being able to lay it on thick, dragging out his pronunciation and swaggering in what he considered to be his very best Texas drawl.
 
   Buck was originally from New Jersey but when he’d been kicked out of the Army ten years earlier, down at Fort Hood in Texas, he didn’t have any money and had stayed right there in that area for a few years.  By the time he’d managed to work his way back to the East Coast, he’d changed his name and had adopted all the Texan mannerisms and speech patterns he could possibly manage.  It hadn’t really mattered that most people didn’t really believe he was from Texas.  He’d proven he could use a gun and could be trusted to carry out whatever orders he was given.  And, he didn’t do drugs.  He’d been with Vinnie for the past four years and had been more than satisfied with his role as one of Vinnie’s soldiers.
 
   Sandy wanted to scream but knew there would not be anyone coming to help.  And, it was obvious there was no threat she could use.  They had decided to kill her and she needed to find some way to escape, all on her own, before that happened.  She was growing more and more terrified but was trying not to panic.  She wondered if maybe by talking to him and keeping him talking, somehow she could find a way out of this.  She was desperate and asked, “How, exactly, did you want me to be nice to you, Buck?  Are you thinking we might go away somewhere?  You know … someplace where I can be nice?”
 
   Buck laughed and said, “Oh, we’ll be leaving in a little while, sweetheart.  Don’t y’all worry ‘bout that.  First things first, though.  I’ve decided y’all can be real nice and everythin’ right here.  Right now.  Why don’t y’all take off that sweatshirt so’s I can get a good look-see at the goods?”  He took several steps towards her and she tried to scamper across the bed, hoping to avoid him and maybe get to the bedroom door, just in case it wasn’t locked from when he’d entered.  He had no trouble stopping her, quickly leaping onto the bed and grabbing one of her legs which he pulled back, sliding her underneath his body and pinning her down completely.
 
   Sandy did scream then, desperate to escape and she began flailing her arms wildly, but to no avail.
 
   “Y’all are making this really fun, now, princess!  I’m bettin’ y’all are still a virgin.  Am I right?  I’m gonna take care of that right now.  We can’t have you dying while still a virgin, now, can we?  Y’all needs to experience what all a man can do for you, before that happens, right?”  He began fumbling with the zipper to his trousers, so he could let her see just what he had for her.  Yep, this was gonna be some fun all right!
 
   But then, something strange happened.  Sandy was screaming, which was really getting him more and more excited, but all of a sudden … he found himself being thrown completely off the bed, almost as though she had somehow found super strength.  He knew that was impossible but yet, here he was, being flung across the room and hitting hard up against the wall, which hurt.  Before he managed to figure out what might have happened, he felt an incredible pressure on his chest, crushing him.  He was unable to move and the pain was incredible.  And then, it all slowly went away and everything went dark.
 
   -----
 
   Billy and Donny arrived on the scene with a crew of nine others.  They were all reliable soldiers in the D’Amato organization, working directly for Sal rather than any of his capos.  And, they were heavily armed.  After casing the place for a few minutes, during which a couple of the men went around back and advised they were in position … they were all using the latest commo gear … Billy gave the signal.  It was shock and awe time, since there were surely some sensors outside which they didn’t want to bother with.  So, they donned their gasmasks and quickly followed right after the guys carrying the battering ram.
 
   Simultaneous with the ram smashing into the front door, windows were shot out and several tear gas grenades were tossed inside.  They were not using silencers on their weapons but weren’t all that concerned.  This property was far enough out in the suburbs that whatever noise might be heard wouldn’t matter.  It would all be over quick enough and then they’d clear out before any cops might arrive.  With all the publicity this mob war had been receiving, who cared if some more bodies turned up?
 
   Although there indeed were some warning signals which were heard inside, thanks to various sensors all going off, along with flood lights which went on outside, that didn’t matter.  The attackers knew how many guys they’d be finding and about where they’d find them, thanks to the text messages Sal had received from Missy.  They went in with their guns firing and it was all over in a matter of a few minutes.  Their attack was very successful and only a few of the men inside even managed drawing their weapons.  Only one managed firing off a shot, which went wild and missed.  Then, they were dead.
 
   Billy had his guys make certain everyone was dead by going around and double tapping each one of them, two rounds in the head.  Their orders had been to kick ass and not bother taking any names.  These were the bastards responsible for not only kidnapping Sal’s little girl but for causing the war they’d had to wage for more than a week now.  There had been casualties, like Tommy Muccio, and whoever was behind all of this was going to pay.  These men were completely expendable.
 
   Donny recognized several of the dead men, saying “Hey, these guys work for Vinnie Cappiello!  Un-fucking-believable!  Are you sure we have the right house?”  He wasn’t going to mention anything about Missy, of course, since he and Billy were the only ones who knew where Sal’s info had come from.
 
   Billy said, “Let’s go upstairs and find Sandy.  If she’s there, we’ll have our answer quick enough.”  Signaling for the others to stand by, as had been rehearsed ahead of time, he and Donny went up the stairs, guns drawn and ready.
 
   They found a room where monitors were set up with a man sitting in a chair; he was slumped over and either dead or unconscious.  Donny double tapped him, just to make sure.  They could see on the monitors where a young girl was lying on the bed in a bedroom, but as she appeared to have pulled herself into a fetal position it wasn’t obvious yet whether that was Sandy.
 
   They raced down to where they found the bedroom with the closed door.  It was locked but they smashed their way inside.  As soon as they did, Sandy sat up and stared at them.  She’d heard all the gunfire down below and had known something had been happening down there.  But, until she saw Billy and Donny, she’d been too afraid to even hope it might actually be her rescue.
 
   And, she was still in shock from what had happened to Buck.  He’d not moved after, by some miracle, he’d been lifted off her and sent flying.  One moment, she’d been about to be raped, with no hope at all.  And the next?  Buck was gone.  She’d waited for a full five minutes before daring to go over and check.  When she did, she’d found him not merely unconscious.  No, he’d been dead.
 
   She knew the guard outside must have seen everything on those cameras and had expected he’d come charging in any second.  Only, nothing had happened.  She’d gone and checked the door but had found that locked.  She hadn’t dared yell out and had gone back instead to lie on the bed.  Not long after that, all hell had broken loose downstairs.
 
   Billy rushed over and asked, “Sandy, are you okay?  We’re here now.  We’re going to take you home.”  She climbed off the bed and rushed into his arms.
 
   Donny walked over and looked down at Buck.  He glanced back at Billy who was holding Sandy tight against him.  “Sandy, ahh …?  Do you know what happened here?  Did you manage to somehow …?”  He realized, of course, that even if Sandy had managed taking care of Buck, that still wouldn’t explain the guard who’d been watching the monitors.  No way had Sandy done that.  Not with the bedroom door still locked.  Well, Sal had assured him Missy was protecting Sandy.
 
   Sandy pulled away from Billy and said, “No … he was on top of me, over here on the bed … he was getting ready to … he was going to …”  She began crying, unable to continue.  Finally, she looked over at Buck’s body and said, “I’m glad he’s dead!  I don’t know how he got over there or why he’s dead, but I’m not sorry!  He … he …”  Again, she began crying and looked away.
 
   Billy guided her gently out of the room, soothing her and assuring her everything was okay.  He gave her the gas mask he’d taken off when he’d gone upstairs, helped her put it on, and then called down to the men below, “Hey, I’ve got Sandy!  Is it all clear down there?”
 
   “Yeah, come on down!”
 
   He managed bringing her down and outside without her seeing any of the carnage down below.  When they heard Donny’s two shots, double tapping Buck the same as all the others, he again reassured her.  “You’re safe, Sandy.  Relax.  It’s really over.  Let’s get you home.”
 
   -----
 
   Missy gave Mike a brief run down on everything that had happened inside the house and how Sandy was now headed for home.  She then asked him to tell Troy how much they appreciated his help and to remind Troy about that ticket to next week’s football game which she’d have waiting for him.  She also told Mike what he should send back to Sal as a final message: Sal was to make peace with all the other mob bosses and end the war as soon as possible.
 
   She explained she was now heading out to the State Forest in Connecticut so she could finish Changing into her cat and then search for some food.  She knew she’d be starving once she materialized again, after all the energy she’d just used.  Then, she’d finally return to her room at the academy in time for classes the next day.
 
   When Mike shared all this with the others, John laughed about the football ticket.  He said, “My sister will probably have Sally Navarro holding that ticket for you, Troy!  After all … isn’t that why you’re really coming to the game?”  Missy had explained to him and Tracy during their ride back to the academy how excited Troy had become on learning Sally was a former roommate of hers and how she’d promised to set them up if Troy would join Robert’s team.
 
   Troy laughed and said, “Yeah, it is.  But, that was before I’d known how wild and crazy helping your sister would be.  How am I gonna sit there trying to impress Sally and keep all of this a big secret?”
 
   “Oh, I’m sure you’ll find plenty of things you’ll think of … after all, you’re a psychic, right?”  The three of them all laughed at that.
 
   -----
 
   When Alessandra arrived home, it was overwhelming.  Her father and mother and brother were all there, along with Ben Marchitto and a few other friends and associates of her father who had known about her kidnapping.  The joy and happiness over her return was special and, after all the emotional turmoil she’d been through earlier that night, it didn’t take long before she begged permission to go up to her room and just crash.  She was exhausted and her bed had never looked so good.  She was asleep before her head even hit the pillow.
 
   As she’d soon learn, her kidnapping had actually been kept a big secret.  Her school had been informed her sudden disappearance was because of the mob war going on.  Even her friend Maria had been told Sandy was in hiding for protection, so her family could keep her safe.
 
   Sal asked her not to reveal any details to anyone concerning her rescue.  Only Ben, Billy and Donny could know, in addition to himself of course.  She mustn’t let anyone else know, not even her mother.  He stressed that was really important.  He also explained she needed to stay home for a few days more, until he’d had a chance to meet with the other families and negotiate terms and conditions for peace.
 
   He also needed to deal with Vinnie Cappiello, of course.  Before she’d even arrived back home, he had sent some of his guys out to pick up Vinnie, Stan Prudente, and anyone else who might be loyal to Vinnie.  Thanks to how quickly the raid on the house in Yonkers where she’d been held had gone down, Sal’s men managed to successfully corral almost everyone before they’d had a chance to find out about her rescue.
 
   Unfortunately, upon arrival of Sal’s guys, Vinnie had recognized he was in trouble and had committed suicide at the last minute.  Pulling a gun from a drawer in his desk, he’d managed to point that under his chin and, pulling the trigger, had blown his brains out before anyone could stop him.


 
   
  
 

Chapter Seventeen
 
   Oct 28, 2019
 
    
 
   Tracy allowed Missy to sleep in for as long as possible and then roused her with enough time so, using her super speed, she could just make their morning formation.  Since Missy had woken Tracy up upon her late return, letting her know Sandy was home safe, they didn’t really need to do any talking.  Then, it was on to what each had on their schedule for that day.  They’d see each other again at Khan Klass that evening and catch up then.
 
   Once awake, of course, Missy’s stream of consciousness flow of messages to Mike continued, as always.  Being able to experience him and his feedback had become as important a part of her daily routine as breathing.  Yes, she could exist without him, and had done so on a couple of occasions when it had been necessary, but her state of happiness would not be the same and she would no longer feel complete.  She was an earth witch and he grounded her.
 
   He was also her mate and the mating bond reinforced everything all the more.  She felt truly blessed and being so satisfied and fulfilled was a big part of why she was so driven to give back and help others.  Serving her country, with the amazing gifts and abilities which she’d received, was a calling she felt deep inside and was totally committed to.  Hence, West Point and the Army.
 
   Since the Fabulous Fates had blessed her genetically with being a witch-werecat and had also given her Mike as her soulmate, she willingly accepted whatever challenges came her way and looked forward to each day as yet another opportunity for contributing further.
 
   With Halloween now only three days away, she had that to look forward to as well.  Like during the equinoxes and solstices, Missy had learned her powers would increase at Halloween, also known as Samhain.  It was about halfway in between the autumn equinox and the winter solstice and, as she had become more and more aware of her own inner energy, she’d realized all of these were periods during which her energy would rise and peak, much greater than during its normal ebb and flow at other times.  Now that she had tuned into so much of what she was, aware of how her energy allowed her to exist in different forms, she was very sensitive to these nuances and variations.
 
   Her classes went by quickly and then she had soccer practice.  Their last regularly scheduled game was coming up and then they’d be going on into the playoffs.  Since she would also be playing on the varsity basketball team which would soon be starting up, not to mention all her Combat Weapons Team and Rifle Team matches, Missy would be a busy cadet.  Of course, she thrived on all these activities and loved being able to participate.
 
   When she arrived at Kelsey’s Korner for her language class with Major Khan, she was feeling especially good about things.  Most of her friends had already arrived and the guys were practicing their Farsi and Pashto dialects by telling raunchy jokes, the more outrageous the better.  Somehow, being able to tell these in a foreign language meant being politically correct was off the table.  Oh, well!
 
   What was really cracking everyone up was the way Kelsey kept correcting their pronunciation, insisting they repeat things over and over until they each got them exactly right.  She pretended she was oblivious to the actual meaning of these jokes and that only made them all the more hilarious.  Of course, with big Mitch always right there at her side, nobody was going to take any liberties … he made sure it all remained purely an academic exercise.
 
   Tracy was telling Sharon how wonderful a time she and John had had on Sunday, explaining how he’d played tricks on her constantly, claiming she was his “treat” and since they’d be missing Halloween, they needed to celebrate while they could.  John had some big exams coming up and he wouldn’t be coming down for next week’s football game and the dance after that.
 
   Hearing mention of the game, Missy went up to Sally and asked, “Hey, do you know this guy on the swim team over at Colgate named Troy Dangelmeyer?  He says he watched you set that record in the two hundred meter breast stroke last year.”
 
   Sally giggled and said, “Oh, yes!  Troy is very well known and not just for his swimming.  Where did you see him?”  All the girls on her swim team had voiced their opinion about Troy, as they did for all the other guys they knew about.
 
   “Tracy and I were at this thing and he was there.  With his mother.  He and Mike were talking and, well … your name came up.”
 
   Sally blushed and said, “Really?  I’ve only seen him from a distance.  You know … at a couple of meets.  I heard some of the other girls there talking about him.  They say he’s actually a nice guy, in spite of being such a hunk.  Only, I heard he was off limits.  He won’t get serious with anyone and only plays the field, so he’s not worth wasting time on.”
 
   Missy picked up on the fact Sally had apparently been asking about Troy.  How else would she have heard not to waste time on him?  And, why was she blushing?  “Well, I hope you don’t mind.  But, Mike’s going to be here for our football game and I thought it would be nice if Troy came along.  I’ve promised him I’d get him a ticket.”
 
   Now Sally really blushed.  “Why would I mind?”
 
   Missy laughed and said, “Well, since he mentioned he’d watched you set that record, I promised him I’d get you to be at the game as well.  You always go to those games anyway, so no big deal, right?”  Missy was going slow and easy since she knew Sally had been dumped by her last boyfriend, after spending much of her summer vacation getting really involved with him.  Once she had returned to the academy, he’d decided to move on.  She’d been crushed.
 
   Sally wasn’t at all fooled, though, having lived with Missy the previous semester and gone through that whole Caesar’s Club thing with her.  That had been the name of the sex club they had exposed.  “Are you trying to set me up with Troy?  You are, aren’t you!  Wow!  Missy McCrea, you should be ashamed of yourself!”
 
   Not only Tracy but several of the other girls had gathered around by this time.  They all knew the history, including how Sally had been dumped not that long ago.  They’d been trying to help her pick up all the broken pieces after her heart had been shattered.  When Tracy described what a handsome “catch” this guy was, explaining he was already mesmerized by having seen Sally swim, everyone then really got into it.  By the time Major Khan called them all to order so he could start his class, poor Sally had no choice.  She’d be sitting next to Troy at the football game and all her “friends” would be right there, making sure she was having a really “great” time.
 
   -----
 
   Alessandra was in her father’s study along with Ben, Billy and Donny.  Her father had waited until early evening, giving her a chance to relax and recover from her horrible ordeal, and then had asked her to join them.  He gave her an update on how Vinnie had killed himself but Stan and everyone else who had any involvement in her kidnapping had been picked up.  Of course, she knew everyone who’d been at the house where they’d been holding her had been killed during her rescue.
 
   Sal had explained why he’d kept it a big secret about her being kidnapped.  And, now that she was safely home again, she really was okay with that.  She’d be able to return to school without everyone asking her all about what she might have gone through, possibly even believing things had happened which were a lot more terrible than what she’d actually experienced.  Of course, it had been close!  She’d never forget having Buck on top of her, knowing she was going to first be raped and then later be killed.
 
   But, she was glad she didn’t need to be viewed as a victim.  She understood how things were.  She could relate.  She knew her father didn’t want any of the other families or even anyone in his own organization to realize he’d been forced to make war the way he had.  So, keeping the secret was really for the best.
 
   They talked about the war and how her father was now working to settle things, negotiate peace among everyone and end any further attacks.  The war had been costly for everyone with no winners.  There had been many losses and, like Tommy Muccio, some lives lost.  But, once things settled back down, at least her father would still be in control, without any perceived weaknesses.  Such was the business he was in.
 
   She apologized for sneaking out the way she had.  She knew her stupidity had led to all that had happened, but her father was completely forgiving and told her not to blame herself.  Vinnie and his guys had obviously been planning on grabbing her for quite a while and, as bad as it had all gone down, she had been lucky.  Things could have been much worse.  He promised he would do lots more to protect her from anything like that ever happening again and asked her to forgive him.
 
   While she never really thought to ask how he had managed finding her, she did finally bring up the one thing that was still bothering her.  She glanced at Billy and Donny and then stared at her father.  “How come you’re not asking me more about what happened to that guy Buck?  Why do I get the feeling none of you are all that surprised about how he died?  I know he was dead.  I checked before Billy and Donny broke in.”
 
   Sal looked at the other men and then at his daughter.  “We agree you won’t ever tell anyone about that, Sandy.  Right?  Not your mother or anyone.  Not ever.”  He waited for her to agree.
 
   She could tell there was more.  “I promise, Daddy.  But …”  She really wanted to know whatever it was they knew.  She could tell there was something; Donny’s expression was a real giveaway.  He obviously knew.
 
   Sal had considered not telling her but he knew his daughter.  She’d be back, again and again, asking questions and trying to figure things out.  It was better if she knew.  That way, she would keep things secret, just as he was doing.  “The person who told us where you were being held, the person who found you … that person is a witch.  She has supernatural powers and we believe she was there, protecting you last night.”
 
   “What?”  Sandy was stunned.  “But, there’s no such thing as witches … I mean, not for real … you can’t be serious!  I know I’m not all grown up yet but …”
 
   “Oh, I’m serious.  I wouldn’t make up something like this.  Not after what you went through.”  Sal looked to Ben for help.
 
   Ben said, “Remember how there were all those lightning bolts that hit out here a year ago?  You were at school when that happened but you saw all the damage and heard what people said on the news.”
 
   “Yeah, but … um …”  Sandy didn’t know what else to say.  She certainly had been shocked, at the time.
 
   “That was merely a demonstration.  That’s what she told us.  She also made all the glass along that wall shatter, exploding out.  She was standing right over there and made it all happen.  Missy McCrea.  The witch.  Pretty unbelievable, I know, but I can assure you … she’s very real.”
 
   Sal said, “I’m sure you can appreciate why we don’t want anyone else to know.  By that I mean we can’t have anyone thinking we believe in the supernatural.  While this Missy is indeed a real witch, we could never prove that if anyone were to challenge us.  I mean, how do you prove someone can control lightning?  Even now, you are having trouble with this, right?”
 
   Sandy looked at each of them and could tell they were all being completely earnest.  They all believed in this Missy person.  “You’re not saying this witch is a friend of yours … she did all that damage!  So, why?  Why would she help you find me?  Why would she protect me?  You’re saying she somehow did that to Buck?”
 
   Sal gave her his cell phone and had her read through all the text messages.  That certainly made it clear someone had found out where she was being held and had asked for Sal to send his crew.  And, there it was: the promise that no harm would come to her.  She looked at her father and said, “How could this witch guarantee my safety like this?”  Then, after only a moment’s thought, she added, “How could she do what she did?  She picked Buck up and tossed him across the room.  She killed him!  I still can’t believe that!”
 
   Ben said, “Would it help if I took you to meet her, Sandy?”  He and Sal had discussed this.  It had been Ben’s suggestion.  He was convinced Missy would agree and he believed it would really help Sandy.  After all, it’s not like they were going to arrange for her to see a shrink.  Maybe seeing Missy would help her deal with all the trauma.  And, it would help convince her not to talk about it to anyone else.
 
   -----
 
   Marcia crawled into bed and snuggled up next to her husband Les.  They’d had another long day, monitoring all things supernatural at “P” Branch as well as staying tuned into what the New York mob families were all doing.  The latest word from various sources was that D’Amato was calling for a truce.
 
   “Do you really think this crazy mob war will end?”
 
   Les pulled her into his arms and began some interesting explorations with his hands which, based on past experience, would soon lead to her forgetting all about mob wars and anything else not actually happening right there under the covers.  “Hopefully, it will.  Until today, there wasn’t much talk of that but now?  I’m cautiously optimistic ...”
 
   “Even though he lost another one of his capos?” she asked.  “First it was Muccio and now, Cappiello.”
 
   “Hey, maybe because he lost those guys.  Every so often, these mob bosses seem to need to do some sort of cleansing.  Then, they can go back to doing what they always do.”  He began rubbing some of her more sensitive areas.
 
   Marcia said, “Well, that will be nice.  Once things quiet down, I’m sure Missy will be pleased … all her friends over at that Roseanne Fund will be safe and … ooh … umm …”  She suddenly lost interest in whatever she had been trying to talk about.  She could feel his hard erection pressing against her hip and as his hand covered one of her breasts, she focused all her attention on responding to what he was doing.
 
   Their lovemaking ended all conversation and provided a very nice ending as well for that long day they’d just had.


 
   
  
 

Chapter Eighteen
 
   Oct 31, 2019
 
    
 
   Sami Massallah was in Islamabad, after meeting with some of his operatives there.  These were undercover informants inside the Pakistani Taliban group, an organization which traced back to what had formerly been known as Tehrik-i-Taliban Pakistan or TTP.
 
   That TTP group had been responsible for an attempted bombing in the U.S. several years earlier.  Fortunately, detonation of the car bomb had failed during that incident which had then received a lot of media attention.  Likewise, the same group had failed in its assassination attempt on a young school girl, an incident which also had received worldwide publicity.  Unfortunately, the group had succeeded in numerous of its other terrorist activities.
 
   Since then, the group had evolved and was now closely aligned with the Afghan Taliban and al Qaeda extremists and was rumored to have strong links with WIJO.  Sami’s informants had confirmed all this and after arranging for his report to be sent back to the CIA by the usual satellite links, through yet another of his Pakistani operatives, he headed over to the airport to board his flight back to Kabul.
 
   He’d been asked to provide his threat assessment and, after this latest info, he was very concerned about the U.S. Embassy in Pakistan being one of the stops for General Blake’s niece.  Captain Grimes had filled him in concerning the planned visits to three embassies.  Candace Axtell and her boyfriend Oliver Bessom, one of the witches who had rescued her, would be arriving in Islamabad in exactly four weeks on Thanksgiving Day.
 
   Colonel Chory, along with several members from Team Twenty-Two, would be accompanying them.  The idea was to have them visit the embassy offices and be introduced to as many of the staffers as possible, so Oliver could determine if any of them might be supernaturals.  
 
   This purpose, of course, was only known to those aware supernaturals existed and, “officially”, the purpose was merely so the young couple could enjoy themselves as tourists, with Candace obviously taking advantage of her uncle so they’d receive VIP treatment.  After two days, they’d all head over to Kabul where the U.S. Embassy in Afghanistan was located.  Then, after another two days, they’d go on to Ankara for the U.S. Embassy in Turkey.  These had been chosen over embassies in Iraq, Israel, Syria, or Egypt which had all been considered.
 
   Sami had been asked to use his sources to assess the threat since it had only been three months since WIJO had been holding Candace hostage and, due to her miraculous escape which had been a huge embarrassment for them, she was obviously a prime target.  There wouldn’t be any publicity for this tour, for that reason, but word was sure to get out and the Army would be providing security of the highest order.
 
   Sami warned that even this high level of security might still not be enough in Pakistan since the Jihadist extremists there would surely be willing to sacrifice themselves and suicide attacks were quite likely.  His informants within WIJO and at other groups like this one in Pakistan were all describing a climate of increased hatred with a determination for vengeance.  Once they learned about Candace being anywhere within reach, it would be igniting them to drastic actions, for sure.
 
   -----
 
   Missy got word from Robert Ulrey that “P” Branch had checked with numerous sources and was satisfied the mob war was truly ended.  Sal had deflected accusations he was responsible for starting it and had gotten all the families to agree on ending it.  There had been some trades with territories re-distributed and various other compromises made but, finally, everyone had been satisfied and the focus was on getting all their businesses back to being profitable once again.
 
   The circumstances surrounding the complete massacre of the crew run by Sal’s capo, Vinnie Cappiello, would probably remain a mystery, as would Vinnie’s suicide.  He’d left no note and many assumed he’d not wanted to deal with the loss of so many soldiers, whom he’d been responsible for.  Failure was never an option for anyone in the mob organization.
 
   The police and FBI had been chasing around in circles trying to deal with all the bodies and find witnesses willing to testify but those efforts were getting no results and the many investigations would soon end up closed, with no credible evidence leading anywhere.  While there had been a few arrests which might lead to convictions, those had all been for lesser crimes.  The war had just been so confusing, even the many informants inside the mob had been little help in sorting things out.
 
   Missy told Robert he could have his FBI buddies up in Boston stop watching over Alice and Mark Mathews.  It didn’t seem likely they would be targeted now.  The great work Alice was doing with the Roseanne Fund could continue.
 
   No date had been set yet for when Robert and Connie would have their wedding.  They were both more excited about the excellent progress being made with the FBI’s new Psychic Division, which was requiring a lot of effort and traveling but which was helping their relationship more than ever.  They’d already had success locating a young girl in Miami.  Being able to work on cases where a much higher percentage might turn out okay was what really made the difference for Robert.  That, and having Connie participate and assist him in so much of what he was doing now.  Yes, their life was good and they’d get re-married again someday.  Eventually.  Ha, ha.
 
   Since Connie had kept her married name all this time, the marriage would mainly be a renewal of their vows.  They were actually enjoying themselves as though on a second honeymoon and were not interested in stopping that to go plan a wedding.
 
   Missy no sooner finished talking on the phone to Robert when Mike called.  He had been contacted by Ben Marchitto who had called him on a burner phone rather than attempt contact with Missy directly.  Would it be possible for Ben to bring Sandy for a visit at West Point on Sunday?
 
   “Wow, that’s an interesting request!  I assume she’s been told I had something to do with her rescue, right?”
 
   Mike laughed.  “Oh, yes!  They explained you’re a witch and even told her how you brought down all that lightning a year ago.  They didn’t tell her why you did that, however, and Ben asks that you not get into those details.  They told her you forced them to establish this Roseanne Fund and are sort of letting her assume that was reason enough for what you did.”
 
   “Oh, great!  I’m the evil witch who blackmailed them?”
 
   “Basically, yes!”  Mike laughed again.  “Ben says if you’ll agree, Sal will put an additional five million into the Roseanne Fund.  They don’t want Sandy to ever know about the girls you stopped Sal from selling to Brunei but, after the way you saved Sandy?  Killing that guy with your magic?  They now have to explain that and how you’re somehow involved with them.”  Mike laughed.  “Ben actually makes it sound like it’s really your fault they have to tell Sandy about you so it’s only right that you help out with their explanation.  Sandy has promised to keep everything secret, which might be difficult for her, but Ben thinks if she can actually meet you, that’ll help.”
 
   Missy laughed at that.  “Okay.  I sort of see where they have a point.  And, I really don’t mind helping Sandy.  She’s been through a lot and they probably aren’t letting her talk to anyone.  That’s what really is going to be difficult … she needs someone.”
 
   “Why not ask Alice to help her?  She really helped Candy deal with what she went through, right?”
 
   “Yes and that actually works on several levels, especially if the Roseanne Fund will be getting such a big increase.  Great idea, Mike!  Let’s see if Alice and Mark might join us down here Sunday afternoon for this.”
 
   -----
 
   Charles Winword called the Secretary of Defense and briefed him on what Sami Massallah had reported.  It was late, approaching midnight, but they often would call each other that late on secure lines to review sensitive issues.
 
   The Defense Secretary said, “So, basically, you’re saying no amount of security will be adequate.  Once they learn about General Blake’s niece being in Pakistan, the terrorists there will use suicide bombers to succeed at what WIJO failed to accomplish last August.”
 
   “Yes, the Pakistani Taliban are the greatest threat of all right now, since their leaders are looking to prove their organization can be part of WIJO.  It’s practically become a competition over there with each terrorist group trying to establish itself as the one to be feared the most.  They’ll have no problem finding volunteers for this.”
 
   “As if we didn’t already have enough to deal with, now that WIJO is spreading like a deadly virus.  I know that’s exactly why General Blake wants one of our supernaturals touring through there, checking if any of these crazy groups have supernaturals on their side.  He’s worried about them somehow infiltrating into one of our key embassies.”
 
   Winword laughed, saying, “That’s because he’s always planning for all the worst case scenarios he can think of and, now that he knows what supnats can do, he’s made it top priority to screen through those places where we might be most vulnerable.”
 
   “True, but he’s really not willing to risk his niece.  This whole thing is due to her wanting to fight back.  And, that’s not just because of what happened to her but also because her father was killed by the Taliban.  She’s determined to do her part, only in other ways, since she’ll never be a soldier.  She wants to help with this so our soldiers who need to do the fighting are better able to cope.”
 
   “What about her boyfriend, the witch?” asked Winword.  “He’s not any soldier.”
 
   The Defense Secretary had talked at length with General Blake about both Candace and Oliver.  “No, but he’s the one who can identify supernaturals and, since that’s what Candace wants him to do, he’s all in.  When this embassy tour thing first came up, it was only because they were looking at that as maybe a future career they both might want.  You know, becoming embassy staff members.  Then, after someone mentioned searching for supnats, Candace really liked that idea.  She’s been insisting that her uncle let them do this ever since.”
 
   “So, you’re saying General Blake isn’t really pushing all that hard for this?  Interesting.  Of course, if he’s still willing to let them go as planned, he’ll need to do more about their security.  I’m providing him with the same Intel as what I’ve just given you and I’ll continue to update all of this with whatever else the CIA can learn.”
 
   “Good.  Make sure you’re also sending everything to Drew Martinson over at “P” Branch.  I’m pretty sure that’s who General Blake will contact about increasing security.”
 
   -----
 
   As midnight approached … the “witching hour” … Missy grew more and more restless, unable to sleep and simply not at all “comfortable” in her own skin.  At least, that’s how it seemed.  She sensed Mike had managed to fall asleep, back in his college dorm two hundred miles away, so she stopped bothering him.  And, her close friend Tracy was also asleep, in spite of her being a witch.
 
   Missy was aware most witches used and controlled energy but did so drawing upon that energy from all around them.  Long before she herself had learned she was a witch and able to do that, she had learned she had this incredible energy source inside herself, part of her, which she was able to tap into whenever she Changed.  She had grown and matured a great deal since that first Shift had happened, forcing her to Change involuntarily.
 
   Since then, having spent years training herself, often using her power and energy to extremes, she was well aware of all the growth her energy had experienced.  She also could now manage all this energy of hers due to having worked so hard at her controls.  Only rarely did she feel as though she might explode, her power and energy ready to burst from within once again the way it had for that first Shift.  While she was fully able to control that, such instances made her grow antsy and the more amped up she felt herself getting and the more these power surges increased within -- as was happening on this Halloween Eve -- the more she sought ways to find some release.
 
   If Mike had been there, of course, she’d find that release making love with him.  She then would be able to relax all her controls, with the great sex merely one of the many wonderful ways her soul would find what it needed with him.  But, Mike wasn’t there and she was now way, way beyond being horny.  No, this was much more than merely wanting to satisfy her libido.  She needed action of some sort and lying there in her bunk was not going to solve this.  No, she needed to be doing something.
 
   Trusting that Tracy would understand and cover for her, if necessary, she Shifted.  She Changed into her spirit form.  She then went wandering about, staying within the boundaries at West Point but avoiding anywhere her classmates might be, not wanting to invade their privacy.  And, for two hours, she prowled.  Being a “free spirit”, quite literally in this instance, was indeed providing her the release she needed.
 
   Since the Mess Hall was one of her favorite places, she eventually found herself drawn over to Washington Hall.  But, as soon as she arrived, she became aware she was not alone.  There were two others there also.
 
   Washington Hall was huge, with many rooms above and below the Mess Hall.  These were needed, of course, in order to put meals together for over four thousand cadets every day.  Missy sensed two people were somewhere in an upper level, having sex in one of the storage rooms or offices.  Only, the sex was not consensual.
 
   She quickly made her way up and into the room, but arrived too late.  She saw Cadet Evan Melo had just finished raping a young woman and was adjusting his pants, which he obviously had just pulled back up.  The woman was lying on a desk with her clothes in disarray; her breasts were exposed where her blouse and bra had been pushed upwards and her legs and lower body were bare, with her skirt up around her waist and her panties lying on the floor.  She was sobbing now, uncontrollably, and making no effort to cover herself.  He had obviously done what he’d wanted and having clothing on no longer mattered to her.
 
   Missy could tell Melo had been drinking but this seemed more than just something which had gotten out of hand because of alcohol.  No, based on what her senses were telling her, this had not been any accident or some random act but had been carefully planned.  Clearly, Melo had moved on from making advances on female cadets after being caught harassing Emily.  While Missy didn’t know the young woman he had just taken advantage of, she recognized her as one of the many civilian staff members who worked in the kitchen.
 
   When Melo finished with his trousers he looked back at the woman.  “Okay, you can get dressed now … we need to get out of here.  And, stop all your crying.  Maybe next time …”
 
   She screamed at him, “There won’t be any next time, you bastard!”  She sat up and adjusted her bra and blouse.
 
   He bent down and picked up her panties which he put into his pocket.  “Shut your mouth, Carol, or I’ll slap you again.  We don’t want anyone wondering what all the noise is about, now, do we?”  He bent down again and grabbed her sandals which he tossed at her.  “Now, hurry up!”
 
   Missy could sense the woman really did not want anyone finding her, in spite of having been raped.  Or, more likely, because of having been raped.  She probably didn’t want her co-workers or any of the cadets to know.  Once she was seen as a victim, or even worse, perhaps as someone who’d invited the sexual advances, regardless of then claiming rape, her hopes for ever finding some Prince Charming at the academy who might swoop in and carry her off to Happy-Ever-After-Land would definitely be gone.
 
   Maybe she really needed her job and simply didn’t believe she was in any position to bring any charges against Melo.  In any case, it was apparent she would not be doing that.  From the way he was acting, which was not at all worried, Missy sensed he had known she was vulnerable and had taken advantage of that as well.
 
   “What about my panties?”  Carol stared at him with real hatred in her eyes.
 
   “Oh, I’m keeping those.  For my collection.”  Melo laughed.  “Let’s go.  I need to get you home and then get back to my barracks.”
 
   Carol hopped off the desk, pulled her skirt down and then, after further adjusting her clothes, she positioned her floppy sandals on the floor and stepped into those.  “I can find my own way home without any help from you.”  It was apparent she had already accepted what had happened and was now just anxious to get away from Melo.
 
   “Yeah, right.  I’m sure you can.  But, I want to make certain you manage getting there without anyone seeing you.  We can’t have you telling any wild tales about why you’re out so late on Halloween.”  He grabbed two coats from another desk and handed one to her.
 
   Missy watched them leave and felt very conflicted.  While she really wanted to strangle Cadet Melo, something he richly deserved, she wasn’t a cold-blooded killer.  Oh, she had killed others, but those kills had been more than justified.  This one simply wouldn’t have been right and so she held herself back.  Barely.  Her cat really wanted to pounce and rip out Melo’s throat but she resisted.
 
   She did, however, tag along and follow them until she saw Carol get safely home.  Knowing which barracks Cadet Melo would be coming back to, she went there ahead of him and had no difficulty locating his room.  Her scenting ability, like all her other abilities, was even more enhanced in her spirit form.  She entered his room without disturbing Melo’s roommate.  Again, using her scenting ability, she located where he was hiding his collection of panties.  There were several.  For two of them, the lingering scents were enough … she would now recognize from whom he’d taken his prizes.
 
   Then, she whisked herself to a remote area and finished her Change.  Her cat wanted to scream but she controlled herself and resisted doing that.  Cougar screams weren’t exactly normal for this area.  She instead merely hunted until finding a raccoon to eat.  Finally, frustrated but determined to eventually see justice done, she again Shifted and returned back to her room where she materialized into her human form, accompanied by a pulse of energy which woke Tracy up.
 
   Missy said, “Go back to sleep.  I’m just having one of those nights.”  She located the tee shirt of Mike’s she liked sleeping in, climbed back into bed, and tried unsuccessfully to get some sleep herself.  While she didn’t really need the rest, as her energy level was still off the charts, she did manage to lie there quietly until morning.  But, between how she felt physically with so much excess energy combined now with all her thoughts about poor Carol and all the other women just like her who were nothing but prey for guys like Melo?  Worst.  Night.  Ever.


 
   
  
 

Chapter Nineteen
 
   Nov 2, 2019
 
    
 
   Mike drove down that morning and by the time he arrived at the Visitor’s Center, Troy was there waiting, as they’d arranged beforehand.  Missy was actually not available yet, due to the Rifle Team getting in some last minute practice before the football game.  They had one of their matches scheduled for the next evening.  Missy didn’t need the practice, of course, but was there helping Emily.
 
   Tracy was waiting for them, however, and she signed them in, gave them their tickets to the football game and then brought them over to Cullum Hall.  Over in one corner, some tables had been pulled together and one contained a huge sign:
 
   Kickoff w/ KK@KK
 
        & Krazy Kin!
 
   Mike laughed when he saw the sign.  “Am I kin to any of you crazies?”  There were several people at these tables, busy talking in a language he couldn’t understand.
 
   Marcus looked up and said, “You belong to Missy so that’s a big ‘yes’, Mike!  Good to see you again.  Glad you could make it down this time.”
 
   Mike already knew most of them and helped Tracy introduce Troy to everyone in the group.  Kelsey was there without Mitch since he was already suited up and out on the field with his team.  Sharon was there without Lee who, like John, had not been able to come to this game.  But the rest of the group was there: Gary and Kelly, Tony and Cassie, Marcus and Chandra, and … of course … Sally Navarro.
 
   Major Khan and Sergeant Town, the KK@KK instructors. were both there along with Missy’s TAC Officer, Captain Bonomo, who was also a student in the class.  They were seated at a separate table from the cadets, along with two other men.  Sergeant Town had gotten close with a couple of the TAC NCO’s, Sergeant Frele and Sergeant Chasen.  Sergeant Frele, like Captain Bonomo, was assigned to Missy’s Cadet Company.  He had provided sniper training to Missy and Tracy during the previous semester.
 
   After everyone had finished welcoming the latest arrivals, with several getting up and rearranging their seats so Mike and Troy could join them, it somehow turned out that Troy ended up sitting next to Sally.  Of course, that had not happened by any accident.
 
   As Missy had told Tracy earlier, “I love it when a plan comes together.  Now, you and Sharon make sure everyone else is in on this.  I want those two spending the day together as though joined at the hip.”
 
   Sally was aware her friends were manipulating her but she didn’t mind.  She indeed had been badly burned by yet another relationship which had ended badly, upon her return to the academy.  The guy she’d thought was so wonderful during the summer had decided they should start dating others.  He’d shared that decision in an email rather than facing her in person.  It had been a month since then and she was finally over him.  She had not, however, been ready to move on.
 
   Or, at least, not with anyone at the academy.  She and Missy had been grabbed during the previous semester and, while that had led to exposure of a secret sex club with many cadet resignations, she was still not comfortable with all the exposure she’d received.  While Missy was the one responsible for making that happen, saving her in the process, everyone knew she had been involved.  Because of all the notoriety, she couldn’t trust that guys weren’t now paying attention to her only because of that, rather than any real desire to know her as a person.
 
   Of course, she had noticed Troy during a few meets last year.  The guy was athletic and good looking and carried himself with such confidence … she had inquired, just asking, merely curious.  That had been after hearing other girls talking about him.  And, now … here he was, sitting next to her.  She could sense he was definitely interested, which surprised her, in spite of what Missy had said earlier.  But, she was going to go slow, for sure.  No way would she let herself get burned yet again!
 
   Twenty minutes later Missy joined the group, fresh from her shower and with her hair drawn up in a tight bun.  The others joked about being glad she’d taken time to wash up since otherwise, as they’d noted many other times when she’d returned from the firing range, she’d have brought back a strong stench of cordite along with her.
 
   Missy said, “Come on, guys, you all know cordite hasn’t been used since World War II and the gunpowder in today’s weapons is very different!  Geeezzz!”
 
   Sharon said, “Still stinks to high heavens, though, and you of all people are the last one who should be objecting to our complaints.  We all know how sensitive that damn nose of yours is!  Wheh!”  That got laughs as most of those present, in spite of not knowing Missy was a supernatural, had still managed to learn how enhanced her senses were.
 
   Cassie and Chandra had not learned that about Missy before but, having picked up from the others how Missy wasn’t normal, they now just added that to all those other things they’d learned about Missy.  Ever since those magazine articles had come out, telling how Missy had served with the Special Forces that past summer and how she’d earned those medals she now wore, they’d been learning more and more things about her.  This latest fact hardly mattered at all.
 
   Tracy said, “Hey, we’d better get going now.  Otherwise, we might not get to keep all those great seats we’ve got waiting for us out at the stadium!”  That got everyone up and moving and they all headed for the exit and on out to Michie field.
 
   -----
 
   General Blake had reviewed the latest report from the CIA with its threat assessment concerning all the dangers for his niece.  He was having very mixed feelings now about letting her and Oliver make this trip.  While he had every confidence in Colonel Chory and Team Twenty-Two, he realized just how difficult it might be to stop any suicide attacks.  As much as he liked the idea of having Oliver check these embassies for possible supernaturals, he was very worried about the risk.
 
   Originally, knowing how well all the diplomatic compounds and military facilities in each of these countries had increased their security measures over the past few years, just like at the embassies, he had been confident she would not be vulnerable.  Getting these threat assessments by the CIA had merely been an added precaution, since he had not wanted to overlook any possibilities.  Now, he wasn’t so confident.
 
   Candace had definitely changed since her return home.  She now believed she had a mission in life and was determined to get started right away, even while still only in college with graduation more than two years away.  She wanted to see what U.S. Embassies overseas might really be like and, having recently received worldwide publicity thanks to WIJO, she wanted to take advantage of that.  She could make these visits not only as his niece but as someone who had stood up against WIJO.
 
   She had survived, thwarting not only their attempt at making outrageous demands.  No, once those were not met, their intent had been to humiliate her government and her country by executing her in a public and horrific manner.  Thus, now?  Now they were the ones embarrassed.  Rather than fading away into obscurity, hiding as though she were afraid, she wanted to “get back in the saddle” by making these visits.  She wanted the world to know she would continue to stand up against the enemies of her country.
 
   She also wanted firsthand knowledge and experiences which she could use in better preparing for her future role.  She would be coming back, working in some diplomatic position.  And, she wanted to put all those terrorist organizations on notice.  Yes, America was strong and she was part of that.  She was a citizen who would be doing her part.  Yes, she was a woman … hear her roar!
 
   The general smiled, recalling that last conversation he’d had with her.  How much of her change was due to the trauma she’d been through versus the help she’d received from people like Alice Mathews since returning versus now having Oliver as her soulmate?  Probably all of the above.  Regardless, Candace was happier now than ever before and he was thrilled.
 
   He called Drew Martinson who answered on the third ring.  It was Drew’s private line and after Drew acknowledged he’d read the report, the general got right down to business.  “Does “P” Branch have any resources which might help with security over there?”
 
   “Paul, you know our work is to monitor supernaturals and not get involved in asking or influencing them to get involved in anything like that.  And, we don’t know of any supnats in any of those countries right now … you know that.  It’s why you want to have Oliver go there, in case we’ve missed anyone, which of course is quite possible.”
 
   “What if I ask Missy to help?  Will you have your team support her, as you’ve done before?  I can’t be sending her over there in any official capacity.  Not without interfering with her status at the academy.  But, I can maybe get the Superintendent to grant her some emergency leave, like before, when she helped find Candy.”
 
   “I see.  And, if she says she’ll help, you’ll want my team making all the unofficial arrangements.  Like last time.”
 
   General Blake said, “I’m only thinking ahead, in case she might be needed.  If Team Twenty-Two asks for her help or our CIA informants learn something is imminent, I’d like to have things ready in advance.  She’ll be spending Thanksgiving at home so, if you have your plane waiting up in Boston, with your team …”
 
   Drew laughed.  “My team spends their holiday sitting around up there, just in case?”  He knew the general fully realized Les and Marsha along with any of the “P” Branch pilots would agree.  They wouldn’t be happy but they’d agree.
 
   “Hopefully, she won’t be needed.  And, when Candy is back home, I’ll make it up to your team.  A week at whatever resort they want, anywhere in the world.”
 
   Drew knew this tour of Candace’s was important and understood why the general wasn’t merely canceling the whole thing.  In the continuing battle against terrorism, this move was one that might make a difference for several reasons.  Not the least, of course, was if Oliver were to actually identify any supernaturals over there.  If he did find any, it was fairly certain they wouldn’t be working for the good of America.  That only made it all the more necessary for continuing, as planned.  And, for agreeing to these additional plans the general wanted to make.
 
   He told the general, “My team will be counting on your making it up to them.  I’ll let them know.”
 
   -----
 
   It had been an exciting game with Army coming from behind late in the fourth quarter to take the lead and then holding on for the final few minutes.  The football team had already been well on its way to one of its best seasons ever and, after this win, all the talk now was about which bowl game they’d be invited to play in.
 
   The celebration back at Cullum Hall was going strong and Missy couldn’t remember a time when she’d been happier.  She was surrounded by a great group of friends and her life at the academy was good.  And, of course, Mike was there.  Since John hadn’t come down, Tracy was keeping track of Evan Melo for her.  That way, Missy could fully enjoy herself and not worry about any distractions.
 
   Missy hadn’t had any chance yet to search for the other two women whose panties were in Melo’s collection but she had explained things to Tracy.  Melo’s days at the academy were numbered; he just didn’t know that yet.  Meanwhile, until they managed forcing him to resign, they would make certain he didn’t take advantage of any more girls.
 
   Tracy was also keeping tabs on her plebe, Donald Quigby.  She was glad to see he was sitting with Missy’s plebe, Emily Robinson, and the two of them seemed oblivious to anyone else being there.  While she and the other Quigby girls had all been teasing the two of them that previous Sunday, when they’d been introduced to one another, there actually seemed to be some real chemistry going on between them.  How nice!
 
   Tracy pointed them out to Missy, pulling her and Mike aside, saying, “Looks like our two plebes are getting to know one another over there.  Are you able to listen in, with your super hearing?”
 
   Missy laughed.  “I can’t hear them from here, with all the other noise all around us … they’re too far away.  But, I am able to catch what’s happening with Sally and Troy.”  They were also sitting by themselves, deep in conversation, but only twenty feet away.  “Sally doesn’t know it yet but he’s totally smitten with her.”
 
   Tracy giggled and said, “I know.  That reputation of his, about not ever getting serious with anyone?  I’m betting that’s going to all change after tonight.”
 
   Mike said, “He’s always been very concerned about anyone finding out he’s a witch.  That’s really what’s behind that reputation he has.  His mother has been paranoid all her life and some of that has rubbed off on him.  That was one of the things we talked about that night we rode around, searching for Sal’s daughter.”
 
   “His mother or his paranoia?”  Missy raised her left eyebrow and wiggled it.
 
   Mike laughed at her.  “He was very impressed at that coven meeting.  Not just with you two girls but even more so with Candy.  Seeing her, a non-witch, be so open and relaxed about witches and so obviously in love with Oliver … that really opened up his eyes.  It made him realize relationships like that were possible, in spite of what his mommy-dearest has always preached.”
 
   Tracy nodded and said, “That’s good.  Even so, he’ll find it’s a bit of a challenge if he really sets his sights on Sally.  After all the guys she’s been hurt by, he’ll need to be very patient and prove he’s never going to do that.  And, his reputation for being more of a love-‘em-and-leave-‘em kind of guy will make things that much harder.”
 
   “We’ll see.  At least they’re enjoying themselves here tonight.  That’s a good start.”  Missy paused to take some deep breaths, drawing air into her mouth and parsing all the various scents over her tongue and across the roof of her mouth.  Doing this, as well as using her nose, her scenting ability was greatly magnified.  She looked at Mike and Tracy and smiled.  “Ummmm … that’s a very good start.  Just as you said, Troy’s reputation is about to change.  Wow!  This is going to be fun to watch, however long it takes!”
 
   Tracy exclaimed, “You can’t possibly scent that, Missy!  Tell me you’re joking!”
 
   “Oh, I think I can.  Besides, it’s not just their scents but their energies and other things.  And, don’t forget … I’ve had some experience now.  First, you and my brother, then Oliver and Candy.  Yep.  When a witch finds their special someone?  There’s just something about them which all my senses can detect ... everything somehow combines and … we’ll see.  While it’s possible that I’m wrong, we’ll just have to wait and see.  But, I doubt it.”
 
   Mike laughed at Tracy’s incredulous expression.  “Hey, I learned to trust Missy’s senses about things long before she started trusting them.  So, I’m sure she’s right.  And, like she said, it’ll be fun to watch.”


 
   
  
 

Chapter Twenty
 
   Nov 3, 2019
 
    
 
   When Ben arrived at West Point with Sandy, he first went over to the Admin Office before bringing her to the Visitor’s Center.  Missy had arranged for him to make a formal presentation to the academy of the Salvatore D’Amato Endowment.  She had brought over Sal’s letter of intent earlier and had explained what this was all about.  Five million dollars for the advancement of female cadets … yes, a very worthy cause.
 
   Since the D’Amato organization was a well-known, multi-million dollar conglomerate having many legitimate businesses, no embarrassing questions were asked or comments made concerning any of its criminal enterprises.  True, those mobster activities were almost as well-known but since they were all rumors, with no clear and definitive substantiation, there was very little taint associated with the academy accepting this. 
 
   Missy knew Sandy would be very impressed and allowing her to watch as the Superintendent accepted her father’s gift would set the right tone.  She didn’t attend the ceremony, preferring to get introduced to Sandy without any outsiders being present.  Although she wasn’t there, Ben explained to everyone how all the recent magazine articles about Cadet McCrea had greatly influenced Sal in making this gift.  
 
   On their way over to finally meet with Missy, Sandy again asked Ben if this was all real.  After reading all the things he and her father had shown her about Missy, she had started to doubt this famous West Point cadet could truly be the witch who’d sent those text messages and had saved her from Buck.
 
   Ben chuckled and said, “You’ll see for yourself, soon enough.”  He was very glad Missy had agreed to this meeting as Sandy had been driving her father crazy ever since they’d explained things to her.  It was almost as though they’d said Santa Claus was real.
 
   And then, at last, they were ushered into a small conference room where Missy was waiting for them.  Her boyfriend Mike was there, of course, as were Alice and Mark Mathews.  Ben had talked to Alice many times but this was their first time meeting face to face.  Likewise, this was the first he was seeing Alice’s husband.  They all stood up when he brought Sandy in and Missy gave them a big smile.
 
   Once the individual who’d shown Ben and Sandy in had left, closing the door so they’d have some privacy, Missy said, “Welcome to West Point, Sandy!  Ben asked if he could bring you here to meet me and I’m very glad he’s done that.  It gives me an opportunity to express how sorry I am for the terrible ordeal you’ve just been through.  And, it gives me a chance to introduce you to Alice Mathews, someone whom you can talk to about things.  She can help and she can be trusted.  That’s important since, aside from myself, she’s probably the only other woman your father and Ben will ever let you discuss any of those things with.”
 
   Sandy was quite in awe of Missy, both at how open and friendly she was being and simply by her presence, looking so impressive in her cadet uniform and wearing all those military decorations.  “I’m so pleased to meet you, Missy!  But, my father wants me to not talk about …”  She paused, looking at the others who hadn’t been introduced yet, and then finished, saying, “… things.”
 
   Missy laughed.  “This is Alice’s husband Mark and this big, handsome guy?”  She turned away from Mark and reached over to hold Mike’s hand.  “Mike is mine, my better half, only we’re not allowed to get married until after I graduate from the academy.  But, he knows everything about me.  We have no secrets.”
 
   Ben decided he may as well speak, giving his assurances about the situation.  “Alice is Director of the Roseanne Fund.  And, yeah … we can trust her.”  He had explained to Sandy about the Roseanne Fund, briefly; and as he’d told Mike, he was hoping Missy would support his story that all the damage she’d done to Sal’s place by lightning had all been about that Fund.
 
   Sandy was still feeling a bit unsure but when Missy gestured for her to sit in one of the chairs, she sat down.  All the others sat also and the six of them were then seated around a small table.  There were some magazines and a few large books on the table, all with military titles.  They were seated near some windows and could see the Hudson River off in the distance.
 
   Missy said, “I realize it’s shocking for you to learn about me, my being a witch with supernatural powers and everything.  I do ask that you keep my secret.  Alice can tell you how shocked she was finding that out about me.  I was her close friend but she had no idea what I was capable of doing.  Not until she was about to be raped and murdered by a couple of guys who had kidnapped her.  When I came to her rescue, killing those guys?  She was very surprised.  Just as you were.”
 
    Sandy stared at Missy and then at Alice.  She was actually shocked all over again, hearing this, and said, “Wow!  I can’t believe we’re sitting here, talking about this so calmly.  About you killing people.  I mean, my father told me you were a witch.  And, I guess there’s no other explanation which makes any sense for what happened.  But still …”
 
   Alice giggled, “Missy only kills people as a last resort.  She’s really not an evil witch, in spite of what I keep threatening Ben with … just so you know.”
 
   Missy rolled her eyes and giggled also.  Then, she drew some energy in and allowed her eyes to fill with yellow speckles.  “It’s true I’ve done some things, using my powers to get what I want.”  She pointed at the table which slowly rose a foot up in the air and hovered there.  “I may have even gone a bit overboard last year, giving Ben and your father that demonstration … convincing them to help with my Roseanne Fund.  Only, my little parlor tricks probably wouldn’t have been sufficient.  Your dad is one of the most powerful crime bosses in the world, after all.”
 
   The table dropped back down onto the floor but all the books and magazines continued to float in mid-air.  Sandy was mesmerized.  Missy lowered all but one of the books which she slowly moved around and then dropped it onto Sandy’s lap.  She said, “See … no strings attached!”
 
   Sandy actually picked the book up and looked at it for several seconds.  She then carefully deposited it back on the table.  She looked at Missy and said, “This would be really freaking me out if I didn’t already know what you did to save me.”  She decided not to comment on Missy’s reference to crime bosses.  Instead, looking at Alice, she asked, “Was Missy invisible when she rescued you?”
 
   Alice said, “Oh, no.  Maybe had she merely been invisible, I wouldn’t have been scared quite as badly.  Then again, I was already so scared, it probably didn’t matter.  What’s important, Sandy, is I do know what you’ve been through.  And, you can talk to me.  I can come down once a week for the next few weeks, if you’d like.  I go to school up in Boston during the week but I usually come down on the weekends to see some of the girls our Roseanne Fund is helping.  And, you can call me on the phone.  I even do Skype or Facetime with many of the girls, once they get to know me.”
 
   “Ben tells me this Roseanne Fund is all about helping young girls.”  Sandy looked at Ben and then added, “He says many of them are related to girls in the business.  And, yeah … I know what kind of businesses my father’s organization is into.  Missy is correct about him being a big crime boss.  That’s why they had this little war which I’m also not allowed to talk about.”
 
   Missy said, “Well, you can talk about that with Alice.  You can talk about anything with her, right Ben?”
 
   As Sandy watched Ben nod his agreement she realized Missy was really the one in control.  She was so used to watching everyone kowtow to both Ben and her father that seeing Missy take charge was even more convincing than witnessing her do her telekinesis stuff.  And, she could feel the energy coming from Missy.  She realized she had so many questions she wanted to ask.  “Will Alice talk about you, Missy?”
 
   Now Mark laughed.  “My wife loves talking about Missy but she can’t do that with very many people, since it’s all such a big secret.  That’s why I have to hear it all.  So sure, she’ll talk about her with you.  Only, Missy has many, many secrets and there are some which Alice can’t share with you.  Is that okay?”
 
   Missy stood up and said, “Hey, I’m right here!”  She laughed.  “I’ve got to leave now and get ready for my Rifle Club match.  But, stay and talk with the others for a bit.  Mark is my brother’s closest friend and has actually known me since I was a little girl.  You can probably get him to tell you stuff even Alice doesn’t know.”
 
   After some more farewell remarks to all the others, Missy pulled Sandy into her arms and gave her a tight hug.  She whispered, “I’m really glad I was able to help find you in time and stop Buck from what he was about to do.  Now, you take care, Sandy!”
 
   Ben watched as Missy walked out and was more impressed with her than ever.  He could see the way Sandy was idolizing her new hero and realized, because of that, Sal’s relationship with Missy was going to change, yet again.  What a strange turn of events!
 
   He knew Sandy would be bonding with Alice as well.  As he now studied Alice, who was very pretty with blond hair and blue eyes, he couldn’t help being somewhat surprised by her.  He knew she was often called the “crazy mob lady” due to her role with the Roseanne Fund.
 
   That title didn’t really seem appropriate for such an apparently innocent young woman.  Then, of course, he recalled how Alice would call him with specific instructions concerning various men.  Once any girl became part of the ever increasing group being taken care of by the Roseanne Fund, that girl was never to be bothered or molested again.  Whenever Alice gave him a name?  He’d better have Sal’s enforcers make certain that guy knew what dire consequences awaited if he didn’t leave the girl alone.  Otherwise, there were those dire consequences he and Sal might face, from Missy.
 
   Sal was going to have to make a lot more changes in how he ran his businesses, now that his daughter was growing up.  Ben realized these changes were probably what Missy and Alice had always wanted but they had patiently bided their time, using their Roseanne Fund to influence things rather than demanding them outright.
 
   -----
 
   Missy returned to her room late that night and found Tracy still awake.  Tracy and Sharon had tag teamed while making sure Cadet Melo didn’t get anywhere and, sure enough, they’d probably saved yet another girl who worked in the Mess Hall.
 
   Tracy explained how Melo had apparently lined up something with the girl but when she and Sharon kept stumbling upon them, all innocent and accidental, their interference had been enough to end the date, at least for that night.
 
   Missy said, “Good!  I’ve got to deal with him soon.  We can’t have him causing any more problems.  These next few weeks will be especially busy for me, but I’ll find some time.  Don’t worry!”
 
   “How did your match go?  Did Army win again, thanks to you?”
 
   “Oh, yes!  Thanks to me and the others, including Emily.  She scored another personal best for herself tonight.”
 
   Tracy laughed.  “Maybe she’s inspired not only by you but by the interest my plebe Donald has been paying her.  We Quigby girls will now have to tease him mercilessly, after seeing just how much the two of them seem attracted to each other.  What have we done, what have we done?  Oh, shame be upon us!”  They both laughed at that.
 
   Missy said, “Speaking of mutual attractions, is it true Troy came back again and spent all day with Sally?”
 
   “Oh, yes.  She even told him all about her last boyfriend and how he wanted to date others.  You know what Troy told her?”  Tracy chuckled.  “He said he was going to continue visiting her whenever possible and that, unlike he-who-will-forever-be-nameless, he will not be dating anyone other than her.”
 
   “Really?  I sensed he was very smitten but that’s going much faster than we thought, isn’t it?  What about his reputation?  Even more important, what does Sally think?  Does she even like him enough to say the same?”
 
   Tracy grinned.  “Oh, she’s interested all right.  And, she’s not exactly dating anyone else.  If he keeps coming around, she’ll keep seeing him.  But, she’s insisting things stay completely platonic.  He has to observe all the academy’s rules about no public displays of affection and she’s not ready for him to take her anywhere in private.  She did give him her email address.  We’ll have to see how that goes.”
 
   “Well, as I recall, my brother wooed you with his constant emails for many months.  Then, of course, you jumped his bones when he was visiting you at home over Christmas last year.”
 
   “Very funny!  And, as you know, my sex life with your brother is one of those topics we don’t talk about.  Geeeezzzz!”
 
   Missy laughed.  “Sounds like someone didn’t get any this weekend!  Oh, right … John couldn’t get down here, so no treats for Tracy!  Ha, ha!”  She really enjoyed teasing her roommate.  “Just so you know, not that it matters.  But I didn’t get any either, in spite of Mike coming down and being here both days.  Such is the life of a busy cadet, especially when surrounded by all her many responsibilities.”
 
   “Well, Sharon and I did our part, so you can’t blame us.  How did it go with Sandy’s visit?  And, you got to see Alice and Mark again, right?”
 
   “Things went really well, I think.  I could sense Sandy was excited about having Alice to talk to now.  There’s no one better able to help her.  You know, I never let anyone think I’d been a victim and, since I really never was, that wasn’t all that difficult.  You and I have been lucky, Tracy.  There are lots of girls who do become victims and that can be so devastating to their self-esteem.”
 
   Tracy could only agree and, knowing what Alice had lived through, she really appreciated the way Alice was helping others now.  She realized exactly how lucky she herself and Missy were, both for never having been victims and, more importantly, for now having found their soulmates.  Nothing helped your self-esteem like having a man be completely devoted to you … even if, like John, he could sometimes be a real pain-in-the-ass!


 
   
  
 

Chapter Twenty-One
 
   Nov 6, 2019
 
    
 
   Sami Massallah was back in Kabul, once again meeting with some of the Team Twenty-Two guys, their location hidden to keep his identity as an American operative a secret.  Running a huge network of spies for the CIA and now also acting as liaison for these unique soldiers were indeed a challenge.  He’d gotten word the general’s niece would still be visiting, as planned, in spite of the reports he’d sent back.
 
   Major Grimes, recently promoted, had explained the general’s plan to have one of “P” Branch’s aircraft standing by in Boston, ready to bring Missy McCrea over if needed.  While that would take about eighteen hours, General Blake was confident she could help handle anything paranormal or supernatural that might arise.  After all, until now, they’d never knowingly dealt with any such threats.
 
   As for all the normal threats, his team would be integrated with the Army’s elements at each location, throughout the tour.  While the enemy might be willing to send suicide attackers, those still could be defended against with all the security measures already in place at each of these embassies along with that at the routes to and from, plus at the airfields and at the compounds where Candace and Oliver would be staying.
 
   Master Sergeant Hernandez, the team sergeant and highest ranking enlisted member of the unit, had extended his tour and signed on for at least two more years.  Like Major Grimes and most of the other members who also were staying on, he was very invested in what this reconstituted team was doing.  He looked at Sami and asked, “Will your informants inside WIJO be able to report any last minute attempts in time for us to do anything?”  He viewed WIJO as the greatest worry since they were even more radical than the Taliban and al Qaeda terrorists likely to be near these embassies.
 
   Sami knew Team Twenty-Two had already reviewed all the available Intel, including his reports.  “Yes, I’ve alerted each of them how I want a signal in the event anything new or interesting might happen, starting now and going until six days after Thanksgiving.  None of them knows about this tour, or course, but they know the significance of Thanksgiving being a big holiday back in the U.S., even though it’s business as usual over here.  My being concerned about this time period is fully understood.”
 
   Grimes said, “We think Islamabad will be a manageable risk, even though you’re worried about all those former TTP extremists.  Since that’s the first stop, they probably can’t react in time and the tour will have left, coming here to Kabul, before they have a chance to do much.  But, they’ll definitely be putting the word out once they learn Candace Axtell is over here, so your informants should then be sending you lots of info about that.”
 
   Sami nodded his head to acknowledge his agreement with all this and then brought up a new subject.  “Look, I’m satisfied with all the tour arrangements and I’ve actually asked for this meeting today to brief you about something else.  Winword tells me Homeland Security has recently identified one of their own as a traitor.  You won’t be hearing about this from your usual Army Intel sources.  And, fortunately, this traitor isn’t able to compromise any of the CIA agents or any of our operations, since he never had the clearance and had no need to know.”
 
   Hernandez said, “Okay, that’s the good news.  What’s the bad news?”
 
   “Well, according to Winword, WIJO might now be getting all sorts of information concerning where the U.S. is most vulnerable, details on what Homeland Security procedures are, stuff like that.  This traitor had been selling information to some big drug cartel in Colombia for years as well as helping protect them from exposure.  Then, some top secret agency back there stirred things up, specifically questioning why that cartel had managed staying below the radar without various government agencies knowing it was controlling most of the drugs coming into the U.S. from South America.”
 
   Grimes laughed and said, “Let me guess … that top secret agency was “P” Branch and the cartel was responsible for selling Candace Axtell to WIJO.  That’s probably why this traitor is now selling his information to WIJO, right?  He had to go on the run when his cartel buddies suddenly were no longer in power and their leader Manuel Rodriguez mysteriously disappeared.”
 
   “Winword told me you’d know something about that since it was Missy who went down there to Colombia, along with General Blake, and somehow convinced Rodriguez to disappear.  But, he said you wouldn’t know anything about this traitor who has now also gone missing.”
 
   “The difference is Rodriguez is incarcerated, with “P” Branch holding him somewhere safe, while this traitor must have escaped.  Do you have anything else which suggests he went to WIJO for help?”  Grimes knew there were several organizations a traitor might go to and wondered why Winword was saying WIJO was chosen, aside from his guess it had something to do with Candace.”
 
   “Actually, yes.  It was only after Winword saw one of the reports I’d sent back that he called me about this.  Apparently, it contained some things which could only have come from this Homeland Security guy.  It hadn’t meant anything to me when I’d sent it in but Winword already had his team back there searching through all field reports for certain key things which this traitor might have leaked and this had been a clear red flag.”
 
   Hernandez asked, “Was the report from one of your informants with WIJO here in Afghanistan?”  He knew Sami had several people he’d managed to place inside WIJO, scattered throughout the Mid-East.
 
   “No, and that’s another reason I hadn’t been concerned about the report I’d sent back.  It was from my guy over in Ankara.”
 
   “Ankara?” exclaimed Grimes.  “That’s the third stop for Candace’s tour!  And, here we were thinking Turkey would be the safest of her three stops.”
 
   -----
 
   Felipe Benedict watched as Lily sashayed down the hallway, headed for the elevator.  She really had a great ass and he enjoyed watching her.  Then he closed his door and walked over to stare out the huge window at the Eiffel Tower and the city far below, all lit up.  As advertised, his suite in the Le Meurice Hotel provided one of the more spectacular views Paris had to offer.
 
   He had really enjoyed Lily and would ask for her again.  He smiled to himself, thinking how Lily wasn’t her real name any more than Felipe Benedict was his.  But, he’d created his new identity long ago and had used it before.  He’d prepared well for this and, now forced to abandon everything and everyone back in the U.S., he was very glad he’d done so.  It hadn’t been easy.  And, he certainly hadn’t ever intended to become a traitor.
 
   But, one thing had led to another and along the way, he’d had to make choices.  At the time, some of those choices hadn’t seemed all that significant.  They’d merely been little decisions which might have led him down a very different path had he not chosen one thing rather than another.  Of course, there then had been those bigger decisions.  Had he not decided to seek satisfaction from girls other than his wife, had he not been caught doing so and forced to work for that bastard Manuel Rodriguez, then perhaps he wouldn’t have fled, assumed this new identity and decided to betray his country.
 
   Ironically, he’d never even met Manuel or even spoken to him.  He’d always dealt instead with Manuel’s right hand man, Pablo Estaban.  But, that hadn’t mattered.  What had mattered was how well he had provided information and how well he had helped cover up all the various activities which the Rodriguez criminal organization had been responsible for.  And, at least in the first few years, he’d not even considered himself a traitor.  What did it matter if he was helping a Colombian drug lord?  His role at Homeland Security was to stop terrorists rather than be concerned about the U.S. war on drugs.  Right?
 
   Initially, he’d established his new identity along with all his overseas bank accounts in order to hide all the payments he was getting.  His wife had lots of money, which was why he’d stayed married to her all these years.  He hadn’t wanted her knowing about any of his extra income from Rodriguez.  Nor had he wanted the U.S. government knowing.  Aside from the taxes he wasn’t paying, his job required that he always appear squeaky clean.
 
   Maintaining that squeaky clean appearance was what had led to his agreeing to work for Rodriguez in the beginning.  He’d held a high security clearance which of course would have been revoked, ending his career, had there been any scandal about those girls he’d gone to.  Avoiding exposure had been necessary.  Likewise, any hint he was taking money from anyone was necessary since that would have had the same result.
 
   Gradually, as time had passed, he’d realized the day would eventually come when he’d need to disappear.  He’d taken extra care to assure his new identity, along with all the funds he’d managed to put away, could never be connected in any way to his “old life”.  And, knowing he’d need even more funds, once that day finally came, he’d prepared.  He’d managed to copy more than thirty thousand files which he now had stored in the cloud on servers outside of the U.S.  And, he’d determined who all the buyers were whom he could contact when the time came for selling this information.
 
   When that mysterious “P” Branch had suddenly made its appearance six weeks earlier, not only sending lots of information about Rodriguez to a task force in Bogota but also asking why none of the other agencies were all that aware of the Rodriguez organization, he’d known.  He’d gone on vacation with everything he’d needed.  Then, once he’d learned Rodriguez had disappeared, he’d made himself vanish as well.
 
   And, so far, things had gone perfectly.  The files he’d offered for sale to WIJO had been readily purchased and he knew they were very interested in buying lots more.  He’d provided them with just enough to prove his credibility and justify the high prices he was demanding.  He had started with them but of course he had many others he could go to, and they knew that.
 
   Yes, he was safe and secure in his new identity and could afford to keep having girls like Lily come back again and again.  Life was good!


 
   
  
 

Chapter Twenty-Two
 
   Nov 7, 2019
 
    
 
   When their Khan Klass ended, Missy asked Sharon and Sally to join her and Tracy back in their room.  It was time to confront Cadet Melo and she wanted to strategize with them just how they should handle that.  Keeping track of where Melo was and running interference whenever it looked like he might be trying to meet any girls had gotten very old, very quickly.  And, Missy had finally located both of the other women she knew Melo had taken advantage of, in addition to Carol.
 
   Tracy was the only one who understood just how she knew about any of these women but both Sharon and Sally were easily able to merely accept the fact Missy knew.  One of the women, like Carol, also worked in the kitchen.  The other was a nurse over in the infirmary.  Missy had only managed to locate her earlier that day.
 
   Missy looked at her friends and said, “Tomorrow afternoon, I want to invite three of the women who have had dates with Cadet Melo to meet with us.  We’ll explain we are concerned cadets who want to conduct an informal review of what might be considered as inappropriate attention being given to civilian staff members here at the academy by certain male cadets.”
 
   Tracy added, for Sharon’s and Sally’s benefit, “Keep in mind these women are not aware we know anything about Melo or about their having been molested.  We’ll pretend they were selected at random.”  She went on to explain how she would be inviting Carol.  Then, Sally was to invite the second woman and Sharon the third, all to further reinforce how this was all being done at random.
 
   Sally looked at Missy and asked, “But, they each were actually raped by that bastard, right?”
 
   “Yes, but each one believes that’s their own big secret and is not at all willing to have that secret be revealed.”  Missy had discussed things with Alice and thought she understood.  “It’s a very sad fact that many women just aren’t willing to deal with everything which might happen once they claim they’ve been a victim.  That’s why guys like Melo will get away with doing it, again and again.”
 
   “So, what happens at this meeting?  How will it help us get Melo to resign?”  Sally then answered her own questions, saying, “Oh, wait … you’re going to invite Melo to this also?”
 
   Missy said, “Melo will be there but these women won’t see him.  Or know he’s there.  The whole point is for him to see them there, talking to us.  Then I plan to make him an offer which he better not refuse.”  She told them where they needed to have this gathering and how, while they were meeting with the three women, she would be meeting with Melo in another room right nearby.
 
   After Sharon and Sally left, Tracy said, “You’re going to just let this guy leave the academy, huh?  No dragging him out onto the parade field and maybe castrating him in front of everyone?”
 
   Missy giggled.  “Well, that might be what happens if he refuses my offer.  I’m mostly concerned about the academy and I really don’t want its reputation to be tarnished.  I do plan to have some folks keeping an eye on him afterward, though.  Wherever he goes.  Having friends in high places does have its benefits.  I’m counting on his being caught and exposed for something before he gets the chance to hurt any more women.”
 
   Tracy stared at her for several seconds.  “Just exactly which high places are you talking about, Missy!  Why do I get the feeling those places might not be with law enforcement?”  She was well aware of how the Roseanne Fund girls were being protected by mob enforcers.  She also remembered how Kion Gosselin had been turned over to the FBI by Missy’s mob buddies, after he’d attempted hiring them to kill her.
 
   -----
 
   Nov 8, 2019
 
    
 
   Evan Melo was more than willing to go with Mitch Cooper to participate in a special secret meeting which Mitch assured him would have a big impact on his future at West Point.  Since Mitch was one of the academy’s star football players and well-liked by everyone, this could only be good, whatever it was.  Right?  Mitch didn’t share anything further and since Evan didn’t really know Mitch all that well, he didn’t press him for any more information.  They were in different regiments and had only had the same classes twice last year and not at all this year.
 
   While they walked along together, making their way across academy grounds, he couldn’t help but think about Mitch’s girlfriend, Kelsey Powers.  While it was well known Kelsey was the top student in their class, that wasn’t what came to mind when his thoughts drifted from big Mitch to the little blond everyone knew belonged to him.  No, it was her incredible body which always gave him a big hard-on, just thinking about it … such a tiny waist, but those curvy hips and those huge boobs?  Amazing!
 
   Yeah, he’d sure like to add her panties to his collection!  Of course, there was no way that was ever going to happen; not with Mitch to contend with.  They went inside while he continued day dreaming about how fantastic Kelsey looked, when viewed from the rear, and they now entered one of the many classrooms.  Very abruptly, his attention returned to his surroundings as he noticed who was standing in there, waiting for them.  Missy McCrea!  And, she was the only one there.  Oh, shit!  This couldn’t be good.  Of all the cadets at West Point, she was the one he most wanted to avoid.
 
   True, she was very sexy and stunning to look at and had that killer body, but she was big trouble.  She had somehow been responsible for exposing all those Caesar Club guys last semester, forcing all those resignations … and he’d heard some of those guys were even doing time at Fort Leavenworth!  Wow, he wanted no part of her!
 
   Missy said, “Thanks, Mitch!  I’ll take it from here but please hang around for a bit, okay?  I doubt Cadet Melo will want to leave before I’ve finished talking to him about some things but … just in case … you know?”  The implied threat was very clear.  Melo wouldn’t be going anywhere until Missy was done with him.
 
   “Sure, Missy!  I’ll be right outside in case you need anything.”  With that, Mitch gave Melo a parting glance and then strode back out of the room, leaving him alone with Missy.
 
   Melo started to protest right away and said, “What’s this all about, McCrea?  I was told this would be a secret meeting but …”
 
   Missy didn’t wait for him to finish.  “Come take a look at who we have in the next room, Evan.  But, don’t make any noise.  You definitely won’t want them to notice you.  Then we’re going to have a conversation.”  She led the way out into the hallway and down to another classroom.  The door was closed but he could see through the glass easily enough.  Six women, sitting around talking.  He recognized the three cadets, all of whom he knew were close friends with Missy.  And, yeah … he recognized the other three women.  They were writing, filling out some sort of a form.  An icy chill went down his spine.  He looked at Missy and she gestured for him to return to the first classroom.
 
    While he wanted to charge inside the other classroom and demand to know what the hell was going on in there, he paused.  Then, he decided to follow after Missy first and find out from her just what this was all about; she definitely seemed to be up to something and he figured he’d better find out exactly what that was.  Fast.
 
   She closed the door as soon as he returned inside the classroom, so it was just the two of them.  Thanks to the acoustics for these old classrooms, he couldn’t hear anything from outside and he knew whatever he and Missy said would be private.  Unless she was recording it.  “You aren’t taping this conversation you said we’d be having are you?”
 
   Missy said, “No, Evan.  But this is strike two for you.  You do recognize the three women in there who are being interviewed?  They are not actually talking about you and are blissfully unaware you and I are right in here, talking about them.  Talking about how you raped them, Evan.  You do want to keep all that quiet, right?”  Missy had a way of putting some real steel into her tone, in spite of keeping her voice at a normal volume.
 
   “Are you out of your mind?  You can’t make accusations like that!”  Evan was outraged and his voice sputtered.  But, he was now very uncomfortable.  How the hell could she possibly know anything?  If those bitches had been talking, he was going to make certain they regretted it.  “No one is going to believe whatever lies those women might be telling.  How dare you …”
 
   “Evan, stop trying to deny this.  Your secrets are safe, at the moment.  But, if you don’t do exactly as I say, I’ll bring you back into that room and I can promise you those secrets … those rapes you’ve done … will become very public, very quickly.  While those girls may have been afraid to accuse you up until now?  I can assure you they will each be willing to testify against you once my friends and I show them how much support they will be getting.”
 
   “Okay, Missy, you think you’re so smart?  I’m not admitting anything but if there was any sex involved with those women, it was consensual sex and there’s no way to prove otherwise.  I don’t care what fucking testimony you can get them to give.  My lawyers will …”
 
   “See, Evan?  You’re already talking about your lawyers and treating all this as though it was already happening and legal proceedings were a reality.  You really want to try to defend yourself in court from criminal charges?  While you may think those women can’t succeed in convincing a jury, you don’t even know what other evidence there might be against you.”
 
   “What other evidence?”  Melo did get her point about not wanting any of this to actually become public.  His parents would disown him, regardless of how innocent he tried to pretend he was.  They would not be pleased having to deal with all the scandal.
 
   “I would truly enjoy seeing you go to prison for your crimes, Evan, but those women in the other room have each chosen to keep quiet about what you’ve done.  They’ve not told anyone how you’ve callously taken advantage of them, forced them into having sex with you and then threatened them so they didn’t go to the authorities.  No, they didn’t get examined right away by doctors, didn’t allow all the rape kit evidence to be gathered, didn’t choose to take those steps.”  Missy was getting really worked up and the energy force she was putting into her words was more than enough to shut Evan up.  She continued, saying, “Those indeed were steps which might have stopped you from hurting other women but only by them allowing themselves to be dragged out into the limelight as well.  You counted on that, of course.  You choose women who you knew would not have the courage to do that.”
 
   Melo finally managed to interrupt her, saying, “I’m not admitting anything and you’ve just admitted there isn’t any other evidence.  So, are we done here?”
 
   “No, we’re not done and I’m just getting started.  You see, while I don’t want to ask those women to give testimony, what I really don’t want is for you to continue here at West Point.  I don’t want you raping other women and I don’t want you giving the academy a bad name.  So, you’re going to resign, Evan.  Right now.  Today.  And, as I told you earlier, this is strike two for you.”
 
   “Now I know you’re crazy!  What makes you think I’ll resign?  And what the hell does strike two mean?”
 
   “You got strike one when Sally confronted you about your inappropriate behavior with Emily Robinson.  You can take strike two by resigning, leaving West Point and leaving the army.  You can do that and no one will know about these rapes.  But, if there’s ever a strike three, because you do it again, Evan?  Or, because you try to do it again?  You see … you’re going to be watched from now on.  So, there better not be any next time.  You really don’t want to mess with me, Evan.”
 
   Melo was getting very uncomfortable but thought he’d call her bluff.  “What makes you think you’re so special, McCrea?  I’ve read all those phony articles about you in the magazines.  You and General Blake?  Maybe you’re fucking him, is that it?  When I heard you’d left the academy this summer, I was glad.  Is that what you were up to, fucking the general?  Or, maybe you’re fucking the Superintendent here also.  Is that why you came back?”
 
   “Rather than asking me any of those ridiculous questions, Evan, you should be asking yourself why Kion Gosselin, Chris Bernhard and those five other Caesar Club assholes are all serving time in Fort Leavenworth.  You should be wondering why they chose to plead guilty with no trial, no public outcry, with all now pretty much forgotten.  Why do you suppose that is, anyway?”
 
   Melo had wondered about all that, actually.  And, it was one of the reasons he’d wanted to avoid Missy McCrea.  He didn’t know how she was involved, exactly, or to what extent she was responsible; but … she indeed had some friends in very high places.  At the end of the day, it really didn’t matter if she was fucking generals or not.  Did he want to mess with her?
 
   Missy could see him working it out.  She sensed when he realized he was not going to win this one.  No, he really didn’t have the resources to go against her, regardless of how innocent he thought he could make himself out to be.  If she could get those women to accuse him in public, that wasn’t going to end well.  She thought she’d add just a bit more for him to worry about.  “If you don’t agree to resign, I’ll have my FBI buddies come in here and go through your room before you get a chance to go back there.  What do you think they’ll say about your panty collection, Evan?  While you’re telling everyone it was all consensual, there are three women out there who will be saying it wasn’t.  And, the DNA evidence will prove three of those panties you’ve collected belong to them.  Are you really willing to go in that direction, hoping there won’t be enough evidence to put you in Leavenworth along with Kion, Chris and the others?”
 
   Melo paled as his predicament became that much more apparent.  She knew about his panty collection?  What else did she know?  What evidence might she actually have, after all?  Fuck!  She had that gorilla Mitch Cooper standing by, so getting back to his room was not going to be easy.  And, she probably had the fucking FBI on speed dial.  She had friends and resources which went way beyond anything he could manage.  He was screwed with no way out.  No, he wasn’t going to take her on.  It was time for him to find some way out of this.  Time for damage control.  “What happens if I agree to resign?”
 
   “Well, then I’ll bring you right down to the Superintendent’s office so you can do that.  Just so you don’t change your mind.  And, then?  You’re going to go away.  Leave and not tell anyone about your crimes here.  Or, talk trash about the academy either.  No, you’re going to go home and behave yourself.  Not molest any more women.  You see, you’re not going to want to deal with the consequences of strike three, Evan.”
 
   “You’re not going to make accusations once I’ve left?”  As he thought about that, Melo realized she probably wouldn’t.  No, she’d made it pretty clear she wanted all this to remain a secret, provided he behaved.  So, if he resigned, that was the safe course of action.  He could regroup, try to go in other directions without having to deal with all this drama.  Had he been innocent, of course, he might then have had the courage to stay and fight.  But, somehow, she knew he was guilty.  How she knew, he didn’t know and it didn’t matter.  He wasn’t dealing with a woman he could take advantage of.  No, he was facing Missy McCrea and he had nothing he could use against her.
 
   “You ready to resign, now?  And, no.  Once you’re gone, there won’t be any accusations.  That will only happen if you ever try doing it again, later on.  That would then be strike three, just as I’ve promised.”  Missy knew she’d won this round.  It would remain to be seen whether he’d behave or not.  But, she’d be having him watched to minimize any risk to other girls.
 
   “You really are a fucking whore bitch, you know that?”  Melo was frustrated and wanted to lash out against her.  “Okay.  Yeah.  Let’s go see the Supe.  I’m sure he’ll enjoy the blowjob you’ll probably be giving him right afterwards.  But, I know what I have to do.  Let’s go and get this over with.”


 
   
  
 

Chapter Twenty-Three
 
   Nov 10, 2019
 
    
 
   It was very late by the time Missy finally got back to the academy, disembarked from the bus, said her congratulatory goodbyes to the rest of her soccer teammates and went on up to her room.  Traffic returning from Boston had been terrible, with an accident on the highway delaying them by more than two hours.  But, they had won, beating Boston University by a score of three-two, and now Army was the Patriots League Champion and would be playing in the First Round of the NCAA Playoffs next.  
 
   As soon as Missy entered her room, Tracy jumped up and said, “Yea!  Great job!  We were able to watch it on TV and that last goal you made was so exciting!  I bet you couldn’t help showing off, playing in front of your family and all your friends!”
 
   Missy laughed and said, “That BU team was pretty good but yeah … being able to break that tie and then hold them off for those final minutes was special.”  Her Mom and Dad had been there with her brothers John and Patrick, plus Mike, of course.  Her sister Heather and Donald Whalen, Mike’s sister Michelle and Aaron Brooks, Mark and Alice Mathews, many of her old high school friends … they’d all been there in the stands, cheering her on.  “John sends you a great big kiss but I refuse to actually deliver that.”  She laughed again, harder.
 
   “Oh, good!  Were you able to spend much time with the home crowd or did you have to jump on the bus right away after the game?”
 
   “I managed maybe twenty minutes.  Then, as we sat in traffic for hours, I couldn’t help but wish I’d stayed up there instead, visiting with everyone for longer.”
 
   Tracy giggled and said, “I know … you could have done your blinky-blink-blinky-thing and still gotten back here much quicker than the bus, even had you spent several hours with them.”
 
   “My blinky-blink-blinky-thing?  Is that a highly technical term for my witchcraft-werecraft?”
 
   “Oh, you’re way beyond mere witchcraft, Missy!  There really are no words for all the blinky stuff you’re doing, so Emily and I have decided to substitute a few special words of our own.  If you don’t like blinky-blink, I can get with Emily again and we can invent some other words.”
 
   “Please don’t.  And, how am I supposed to mentor that girl if you’re filling her head with crazy things like that about me?”  Since Troy Dangelmeyer had insisted on sharing details with Emily’s brother Scott, explaining all about how they’d rescued Sandy D’Amato, Missy had allowed Tracy to fill Emily in as well.  Of course, Troy had also told his mother about Missy’s ability to shift into spirit form so the word would surely get out, going from coven to coven.  Angela had never heard of anyone with an ability like that and had been duly shocked and amazed.  Witch gossip was sure to follow!
 
   “Well, if you would spend five minutes actually mentoring her, rather than always being so damn busy, maybe I wouldn’t have to ‘splain so much!”  Tracy tried to pretend she was put out but Missy wasn’t buying it.
 
   “Very funny.  I think I’ve helped her a lot, and not just with her shooting out on the range but with everything else a poor plebe has to put up with.  She really seems to like it here now and works very hard, so I’m quite proud.”
 
   Tracy smiled and her eyes glinted mischievously.  “Ha, she likes it here now that she’s met Donald Quigby.  The two of them remind me of how Mitch and Kelsey were all last year.  You know, before they finally started having sex … remember?  It’s really providing us Quigby girls with some great opportunities for teasing and harassing them, only in a good way.”
 
   Missy laughed.  “I’m glad they’re going slow and not rushing things.  That’s really how most relationships should go.  Then, if things really aren’t meant to be, there’s a lot less heartache when they break-up.  Of course, I’m hardly one to give any advice.  You either, for that matter.”
 
   Tracy groaned.  “There you go again, besmirching my relationship expertise reputation.  You’ll be glad to know Sally is still seeing Troy and they also are going slow.  He was here yesterday and again today.”
 
   “Very good!  Sally is the one I was thinking about, talking about heartaches from bad break-ups.  How are she and Sharon liking things now that Cadet Melo has left?  You’ve told them how I have him being watched, right?”  Missy hadn’t had any time at all to talk to her friends, due to all her increased soccer activity combined with everything else she had going on.
 
   “Oh, they’re both thrilled to have that serial-rapist out of here.  As for how you’re having him watched so he won’t prey on anyone else, I had to share with them a bit more about your friend Alice and that Roseanne Fund and how she’s known as the crazy mob lady in spite of her blond kewpie-doll appearance.”
 
   Missy giggled and said, “Don’t let her hear you calling her that or you too might end up on her bad guy list.  And, you definitely do not want to ever be on that list.”
 
   Alice’s list of all those whom she wanted her Roseanne girls protected from had become quite a big deal, not only for all the mob enforcers who wanted to do favors for the D’Amato organization but for local law enforcement as well, since they in turn wanted to do favors for those mob enforcers.  Doing favors was the currency of choice and, with the internet and smart phones and all the high tech tablets, there weren’t many places someone on Alice’s list could go.  No, once Alice identified someone as needing to be watched, that someone was kept under surveillance wherever he went.
 
   Evan Melo’s name had been added, even before his fateful meeting with Missy.  And, since Missy knew he liked to date the girls first, getting to know them before deciding to make them one of his victims, rather than merely grabbing some poor girl at random, she figured that would enable a timely intervention whenever he once again decided to force himself on anyone.
 
   Tracy asked, “How did you know he’d agree to Plan A and resign without making you go with any of your other plans?”
 
   “Oh, I had figured he wasn’t really here out of any deep conviction of his own.  His parents wanted him here and he liked the status it gave him, which he used to get those women to date him.  But, he really is a weak coward inside.  Being caught and forced to leave was actually a relief for him.  It gave him an excuse he could use to justify not continuing.  Since I gave him a way out, letting him resign without being exposed and charged with anything, he grabbed at that quickly enough.  I knew I had him at ‘we’re going to have a conversation’.”
 
   Tracy studied her friend.  She realized most at the academy now considered Missy as someone they would not want to have any adverse conversations with.  All the recent magazine articles about her serving in combat with the Special Forces had only further enhanced her bad ass reputation.  So, yeah … she could see why someone like Evan Melo might choose to slink back home and make excuses rather than stay and deal with her.  “You really can be rather intimidating now, you know?”
 
   “That’s what Melo said, only he used slightly different words.  He said I really was a fucking whore bitch.  Of course, I knew just what he meant.”  Missy and Tracy both laughed and then they got ready for bed.  Ten minutes later they were both sound asleep.
 
   -----
 
   Nov 12, 2019
 
    
 
   Arvind Pancholi looked out from his favorite restaurant’s tenth floor window and once again admired the magnificent Bosphorus Strait down below, connecting the Black Sea to the north with the Sea of Marmara to the south and dividing Europe from Asia.  Further south, through the Dardanelles Strait was the Aegean Sea and the Mediterranean.  Having been born and raised in New Delhi, where the next big war would just as likely be fought over water as anything else, he was very appreciative of having such wonderful water resources nearby.
 
   Since he also happened to be a very powerful water witch, something he’d been careful to keep very secret all his life, the proximity to water which living in Turkey gave him was even more appreciated.  Although he worked in the U.S. Embassy in Ankara, he frequently managed to get over here to Istanbul.  He’d left India twenty some years ago, when in his early twenties, and had never regretted that.  True, witches were not welcome anywhere in the Mid-East and he had no coven.  But, having long ago chosen to be a double agent, spying on the U.S. for various groups while also employed by the CIA, having a secretive lifestyle had always been a requirement.
 
   Since he was a foreigner, his access inside the CIA had been limited and he was only considered a lower level cleric at the embassy, handling all the mundane tasks which the big important staff members did not want to bother with.  That was fine with him, as while they all came and went like the seasons, he stayed on and had managed to earn everyone’s trust, all the while making a very nice income selling secrets.
 
   The CIA thought they were paying him to spy on the Turks while his latest efforts had mostly been for WIJO, who knew he was a valuable asset and paid him very well.  They only knew about him indirectly, since he always dealt with them through his client.  His bank accounts in Switzerland had grown and in just a few more years, he could retire to enjoy the nice fortune he’d managed to accumulate.  He planned to live on a yacht and probably cruise the Mediterranean.  Someday.
 
   But, for today, he needed to stay focused.  He tore his gaze away from the Bosphoros and returned to stare at the man sitting across the table from him.  His unique ability to sense and control water allowed him to always know when any person he was dealing with was telling the truth or lying.  And, this man who called himself Felipe Benedict, which he knew was a false name, was now telling him the truth about what he could deliver.  And, that was what mattered.  Obtaining information which was valid and then providing that through his client to his buyers was what had earned him his reputation for always being a reliable source.  In his business, that had been essential.
 
   “These Thanksgiving Day parades … in New York, Philadelphia and Chicago … your files can provide all the latest security provisions and Homeland Security procedures?  My client will not be pleased if there are any surprises concerning the crowd surveillance technologies and equipment being used.  And, if they’re not pleased, if they think you’ve misled them about anything …?”
 
   Benedict said, “That won’t happen.  My data is good and contains all the latest … not only what Homeland Security has but also NSA, the FBI, each municipal police force and various other agencies as well.  We were privy to all of that at Homeland Security and I have it.  As I told you at our first meeting, whatever you want to know, I’m probably going to have it in my files.”
 
   Although he hadn’t known Pancholi until advertising what he had to offer, he’d known where to post his information.  Sure enough, he’d been contacted and Pancholi had arranged to meet him.  Once all the bone fides had been taken care of, he’d made his first sale.  That had been information he knew WIJO would be interested in and would lead to their coming back for more.  He and Pancholi had met a few times since then and each time, their dealings had gone well.
 
   Pancholi nodded and said, “Okay.  My client was satisfied with what you provided us before.  We’ll pay your price.”  They discussed arrangements for the payment and the transfer of files, both of which would be done the same as on previous deals.  WIJO had indeed been satisfied with Benedict’s earlier information, which had enabled them to evade U.S. Customs and Border Protection, not only getting several of their Jihadist volunteers inside the country but also helping to smuggle in certain high tech explosive devices as well.
 
   Pancholi paid the check for their dinner and then they went their separate ways.  Since he had been in the spy business for a long time, he had already managed to learn where Benedict was living in Paris.  This was information he kept to himself, however.  For later, if needed.  Information was his stock in trade and he had a lot of it, just in case.
 
   He grabbed a taxi for the short ride over to the train station in Pendik, an Istanbul suburb on the Asian side of the Bosphoros.  It would take less than four hours to return to Ankara, thanks to the high-speed rail link which had been established five years earlier.  By the time he arrived back home, thanks to the encrypted messages he’d be sending his client, funds would already have been transferred into Benedict’s account.  Shortly after that, the requested files containing everything his client wanted to know about the three Thanksgiving Day parades would be in the hands of WIJO.
 
   -----
 
   “Will you marry me?”  Oliver was down on one knee, holding the black box out in front of him with both hands, hoping Candace would like the diamond ring he’d selected.  It was a pretty ring with the main stone an emerald cut, just over a caret, plus two smaller stones, also diamonds, one on each side.  He’d pretty much maxed out all his credit cards in order to buy it but all that mattered was whether she would say yes.
 
   Candace hadn’t been expecting this.  She was thrilled and immediately said, “Yes!” while flinging herself into his arms and hardly even looking at the ring.  She had no doubts whatsoever but was somewhat overwhelmed at taking this next big step.  She knew he considered her his soulmate and she was very happy with their present relationship status.  “But, Oliver … I thought we agreed to wait until after I graduated?”
 
   “Well, it’s like the song says.  If I like it, I should put a ring on it.  I want to be introduced as your fiancé rather than merely as your boyfriend when we go visit all those embassies.”  He hugged her tight and then kissed her, putting all the emotion he was feeling into his kiss and noting with pleasure just how eagerly she was responding.  Finally, several long moments later, he managed to say, “Being married to you someday is all I can think about and if you can agree to our engagement, you’ll be making me the happiest man in the world!”
 
   “Oh, Oliver!  You know how much I love you!  Show me your ring again …”
 
   ‘It’s your ring, if you really will accept my proposal.  Here, let me help you put it on.”  Taking the ring from the box he slid it onto her ring finger and noted it fit perfectly, just as he’d known it would.  He’d been very careful to learn her exact ring size, without her knowing about it.  “There …”
 
   “Oh, I love it!  It’s just beautiful and much too extravagant … I know you really can’t afford this … are you sure you want me to have it?  We can still be engaged, even without the ring, you know!”  She was having trouble finding words which might be appropriate and knew she was just babbling instead.  It really was a gorgeous ring and her heart was pounding from her excitement.
 
   They were standing just inside her apartment and he’d come over, supposedly to take her out for dinner.  It was a school night for her but he’d been gone that past weekend, off helping Robert Ulrey search for a missing boy, and he’d only returned that morning.  Thus, his dinner invitation had seemed quite normal.
 
   Oliver had planned on proposing earlier and maybe making a bigger production out of it but finding the twelve year old, who had run away from home, had taken priority.  Thankfully, the boy had been found all right, safe and sound, thanks to him.  And, with their trip to the Mid-East drawing closer, he’d not wanted to postpone this any longer.  He knew things would be hectic once the time drew closer to their departure and he didn’t want that to overshadow things.  While he was pretty much alone and on his own, she had friends and family whom she would want to share the news of their engagement with.
 
   “Can I take you out to dinner now, the way we planned?  I want to enjoy seeing everyone look at you waving that ring around and then having them glance over at me, knowing I’m the one you’re agreeing to get married to!”


 
   
  
 

Chapter Twenty-Four
 
   Nov 14, 2019
 
    
 
   Charles Winword reached the end of his briefing to the Secretary of Defense and glanced around the room at each of the others also present.  “Bottom line, this is a very credible threat and we don’t have much time to put a stop to it.  Finding three separate terrorist cells, already here and prepared to inflict massive casualties, with only two weeks until that happens …”
 
   Deputy Secretary of State Ted Hanson said, “But, we can’t cancel any of these parades … you do realize that, right?  We’re just going to have to find some way to find these WIJO bastards.  Can’t any of your sources help us with that?”
 
   Winword said, “We’re fortunate we’ve managed to learn anything at all about this.  It’s only because we had already put the word out to be extra sensitive concerning the Thanksgiving time period.  We were expecting there might be some reaction to Candace Axtell’s coming to visit some of our embassies over there starting then.  Our informants inside WIJO don’t know about that yet but we got this report in from Turkey, warning there is a definite attack being planned for right here in the U.S.”
 
   Winword had walked them all through what Massallah’s informant from Ankara had reported.  Without naming anyone, of course, he had assured everyone at this briefing that his sources were highly reliable.  Simultaneous bombings at each of the Thanksgiving Day parades were not only planned, but thanks to all the information leaked by the Homeland Security traitor, those plans now had an excellent chance of being carried out.  Undetected.  The strike teams were already in the U.S. and would probably be using suicide vests worn by several fanatical extremist volunteers to inflict maximum damage at each parade site amongst the crowds of onlookers.
 
   They would not be setting down any backpacks and walking away as had been done before.  No, this time the explosives would be carried in a manner just about impossible to detect by any of the surveillance techniques or high tech devices being used.  And, since there would be many such volunteers at each parade, even if one or two were caught, there still would be several others.  At the designated time, they would all simply blow themselves up or else, more likely, they’d get blown up by remote control.  Boom!
 
   Within minutes, WIJO would be claiming responsibility and voicing even greater threats, all to cause panic and pandemonium for the American infidels they hated so much.  They might not succeed the way nine-eleven had succeeded, but they would consider whatever success they did achieve to be more than enough to justify the sacrifice their Jihadist martyrs would be making.
 
   Drew Martinson asked, “What about searching for terrorists who have recently infiltrated here, even though they’ve already gotten past our security?  Can all the immigration records for the past couple of months be further reviewed?  If we can possibly identify any of them by screening through those records again, even though we don’t know where they are now, we then would at least have some specific people to look for in the three target areas.  Finding any of them ahead of time might then lead to our locating the others.”
 
   The Defense Secretary said, “That’s an excellent suggestion.  Let’s do that.  Hey, once we have a list of possible suspects, we can try and find them.  We might even ask that new FBI Psychic Division for help.  I’ve heard they’ve been very successful searching for missing people.  Let’s not leave any possible stone unturned or any resource untapped.”  He stared at Drew, knowing full well that Robert Ulrey’s group of psychics actually consisted mainly of supernatural witches.
 
   -----
 
   “Hey, Missy?  Do you miss the adrenalin rush?  Supnats have adrenalin, right?  Or, do maybe all your activities here at the academy somehow provide enough of that for you?”  Sergeant Town was joking, of course, which he loved doing.  And, having joined her and Marcus out here at their regiment’s bivouac site so he could continue providing the two of them with their intensive language training, even while they were in the field, he took full advantage of the opportunity to once again yank her chain.  Marcus hadn’t come over yet and it was just the two of them.
 
   She laughed and said, “You mean, do I miss those magic moments when I was over there with the rest of you Team Twenty-Two guys, wondering any minute if I was about to get blown away?  Nah!”  Giggling, she added, “You do, though, don’t you?”
 
   “Yeah, I guess I do a little.  Maybe a lot.”  He laughed.  “Being back here, helping you and the others learn how to speak Farsi and Pashto, knowing that might help save some lives someday?  That’s okay.  And, it’s nice kicking back with Frele and Chasen, enjoying a few tall cool ones now and then.  But, I worry maybe I’m getting soft, you know?  Being Special Forces for the past ten years has really made me who I am.  Before that, I was nobody.”
 
   “Gosh, Sarge!  You’re gonna have me crying in my beer next … oh, wait!  We don’t get any beer out here!”  She laughed and it felt good.  He laughed right along with her.
 
   She really liked Town and the fact he had fully accepted her, had fought side-by-side with her, trusting she’d have his back just as he’d gone all in, covering hers … that meant everything to her.  At the time, he hadn’t known she was a supernatural.  But, in spite of her being a female, when they’d needed to be soldiers together, that’s what they’d been.  They’d served as soldiers and had gotten the job done.  And, they each knew they were alive today because the other had indeed done his or her job and had done it very well.
 
   She realized it was the camaraderie which he and the other Team Twenty-Two guys had achieved, serving together and getting the job done, which he was really missing.  And, it was getting those jobs done that he felt so proud about for those ten years he spoke of.  Those were what made him a somebody and no matter what … he’d always have that.  She was suddenly quite moved, knowing he indeed was being open and sharing something with her which he would only share with those other guys.
 
   Fortunately, before her emotions might actually make her cry some girlish tears for real, Marcus came up.  They spent the next hour and a half, all three of them deep in conversation during which not a word of English was spoken.  Yes, the course was supposed to be intensive and it truly was.
 
   Finally, they’d had enough and Sergeant Town said he was going back in.  Looking at Missy, he told them he would be joining Sergeants Frele and Chasen for a few cold ones, which they’d foist to the two of them, stuck out here in the field for yet one more day of cadet training.  They all laughed, knowing this was the final exercise in the field until next spring.  Missy and Marcus both assured Town there was no place they’d rather be.  Since they both actually loved being out there in the field, much preferring that to classroom training at the academy, they were pretty much telling the truth.
 
   After Town had left, Marcus said, “You know I want to someday be Special Forces, right?  Go Infantry, get through Ranger school and Jump school, then earn my Green Beret.  Too bad I can’t fast track all that like you did.  I mean, I know you got your Wings at Jump school, but geez!  How did you then manage getting that assignment with Team Twenty-Two last summer?”
 
   “Well, thanks to that special study the Army wanted to do about women in combat and what I’d shown them my first year here at the academy …”
 
   “Oh, I read all those magazine articles.  But, I’m guessing there’s a lot more to it than that.  What aren’t you telling me?”  He raised his eyebrows and grinned at her.
 
   “Gosh, if I tell you, then I’ll have to kill you!”  She giggled.  “Why all this curiosity, anyway?”
 
   “Well, I was talking to Chandra and …”
 
   “Please don’t say you’re looking to me for any relationship advice!  There’s all the Special Forces stuff which I know about but can’t tell you and then there’s all that boy-girl stuff I can’t tell you about since I just don’t know anything!”  She laughed.
 
   “Oh, puh-leeze!  Very funny!  Whenever I see you and Mike Ryan together … but, never mind that.  Chandra read all those articles about you.  So, when I told her how I want to be Special Forces someday, she said great.  I can go do all that if I want.  But, then she asked when I’d be finished playing hero and could promise I’d be there for her and our kids.  ‘Cuz, until she knows I’ll always be there, she won’t be having any kids.  With me.  If we stay together, of course.”
 
   “Wow!  You’ve only known this person for maybe two nano-seconds and she wants kids already?”  Missy was really not comfortable going where this conversation was going.
 
   “Well, I realize two months might not seem all that long, but I’ve never felt this way about any girl before.  She’s fine with not getting married until after I graduate.  And, like I said, she’s fine with waiting awhile after that before having any kids.  But, things with her got real complicated, once we … you know.”  Since he was black, he didn’t exactly blush.
 
   Nonetheless, Missy could sense his discomfort.  “Good grief!  You are asking me for relationship advice!  I wish I could help you, Marcus, but I can only speak for how it is with my guy.  I’m pretty lucky, maybe the luckiest girl there is, since Mike is all in for whatever happens with me.  His unconditional love and support is what feeds me, makes me whole, allows me to freely follow whatever dream I may have, go where the fabulous fates frequently force me to go, fly where no female has flown before …!”
 
   He laughed and said, “Stop!  Now you’re starting to sound like Tracy.”
 
   “Yes, but she’s merely saying all the stuff she gets from my brother John.  It runs in our family.”  She giggled and then got serious.  “Look, I wish you and Chandra well, I do.  I hope things can work for you two.  But, I just don’t have any answers.”
 
   “That’s okay.  Thanks for listening anyway.  I really appreciate that.  I guess I’d better go.”  With that, he turned and headed off towards his company, leaving her to return to hers.
 
   For the second time that night, Missy again was moved emotionally, knowing he also was being open and sharing something with her.  This time, however, she doubted it was anything which he would share with any of the other guys.
 
   -----
 
   Sally looked at her girlfriends as they sat around the table, enjoying a few free moments in Cullum Hall before they all had to retire to their rooms.  “Troy has agreed to come to Thanksgiving at my house, so he can meet my family.  I think that’s worth a few boyfriend points, right?”
 
   Tracy said, “Not really.  Points are to be awarded after he has you to his home to meet his family.  I’ll be going with John to spend Thanksgiving with him this year.  As you may recall, last year, he visited me in Texas.”
 
     Sharon laughed, saying, “As I recall, it was when he spent Christmas with you in Texas that you began awarding points.  The two of you have been like jackrabbits ever since!”  Everyone at the table joined in the laughter.
 
   “But, I had already met his parents earlier.  Remember?  I went to that wedding for Missy’s friend Alice and stayed with them then.  And, I met them down here at the academy, of course.  As for my awarding points and our doing it like bunnies?”  Tracy sighed, long and loud, clearly recalling some very nice memories.  “John will be here again this weekend, thank goodness!  I’m pretty sure he’s going to score a few more points!”
 
   Kelly turned to Kelsey and said, “Why is Tracy somehow getting to score more than we do?  With our boyfriends right here at the academy, shouldn’t we be the ones with bragging rights?”  She actually believed just the opposite as not only were she and Gary finding frequent opportunities but she knew Kelsey and Mitch were definitely doing so as well.
 
   Sally said, “Wow!  I’m surrounded by naughty nymphos!  Here I thought I was living at an academy for future female leaders, destined to go on and take their places at the highest levels, fighting for world peace and all that good stuff!”
 
   Sharon said, “You are, you are!  Only, you know what makes the world go around, right?  We can’t be expected to bring world peace if we’re not getting some of that good stuff every once in a while, right?”
 
   “What good stuff?”  Mitch had just walked up with a few of the other guys.  “Did I hear someone talking about world peace?  You guys aren’t making fun of all those beauty pageants now, are you?”  He walked over and stood next to Kelsey, looking around the table at the rest of them.  “Too bad you’ll all miss being there at this Saturday’s big game.”  Since it was an away game for the football team, down in New Jersey, they’d all have to be watching it on TV.  He looked down at Kelsey and said, “Don’t worry, though.  I have a feeling I’m going to really score a lot of points down there!”
 
   While the guys were all curious as to why the girls all broke out laughing, what really was puzzling was the absolutely horrified look which Kelsey suddenly gave Mitch.  Then, when she began blushing and was obviously very frustrated, that somehow caused the laughter to become hysterical.  No explanations were provided, however, and everyone got up and left shortly afterwards.


 
   
  
 

Chapter Twenty-Five
 
   Nov 16, 2019
 
    
 
   Sami Massallah was in Eskisehir, a four hour drive from Istanbul and where he could avoid drawing any unwanted attention to himself.  He actually had some distant relatives who were living nearby.  This location was close enough for Mamdouh Ozdemir, his informant in Ankara, to drive over in less than three hours.  They had met there often, whenever a face-to-face meeting was needed.  And, one was needed now.
 
   Mamdouh wasn’t normally a source for information concerning WIJO but his position in the Turkish Ministry of Foreign Affairs enabled him to learn all sorts of interesting things.  Sami had recruited him years earlier to infiltrate those factions and groups inside Turkey which were very anti-American.  There were several such groups, in spite of there being an alliance between the two countries going back for more than sixty years.
 
   These groups had gained many members after the U.S. invasion of Iraq in 2003 which most Turks had been opposed to.  Many also blamed those in the U.S. government who misguidedly proposed Turkey as a model of “moderate Islam” which they then wanted to sell to the rest of the Muslim world.  And, the way the U.S. always favored and supported Israel provided further reason for disliking Americans.
 
   Finally, the worry about whether the Kurds in eastern Turkey might possibly secede to join Kurdistan, after the U.S. clearly endorsed the partition of Iraq, was very upsetting.  American policies seemed to favor an independent Kurdish state which many in Turkey viewed as their worst nightmare.  Thus, the majority of Turks had now grown to dislike America a great deal and some groups, whose hatred of the U.S. was particularly great, were now actively supporting WIJO.
 
   As it turned out, one such group had apparently made contact through one of its agents or spies to obtain high level secrets concerning U.S. border security.  Since Mamdouh belonged to this group, he had been able to report on the various files and information which he’d learned had been sent on to WIJO.   
 
   After Winword had alerted Sami to the significance of that report, which contained info which could only have been leaked by the Homeland Security traitor, Sami had asked Mamdouh to go back for more.  That effort had been rewarded by all this additional information concerning the three attacks being planned against Thanksgiving Day parades.  It helped that Mamdouh was fluent in Farsi, which was how he’d managed to hear about this latest threat.  He had been able to listen in on conversations between his group leader and WIJO about the actual plans, although he still had no idea from whom his group leader had originally gotten all this leaked information which WIJO was now using.
 
    “What have you learned about the men who have gone to the U.S. for these bombings?”  They both had finished eating and were now waiting for their waiter to return with a second bottle of wine.  They were quite safe in this restaurant and were speaking in Turkish.  Even if anyone noticed them, it wouldn’t cause any alarms to go off or require any difficult explanations later.
 
   Mamdouh said, “Well, everyone who went to Chicago or Philadelphia came from this training camp somewhere near Kabul but the ones who went to New York came from one near Herat.  They’ve all joined up with cells which were already at these locations in the U.S., although each of those cells only had a few members before this.”
 
   “I know this maybe sounds crazy, since these men have all flown the coop as it were, but I’ve been asked to get details if possible concerning those training camps.  We might still manage to learn something helpful by conducting some raids on those camps.”  Sami knew the guys from Team Twenty-Two were ready to go.  They would be going along as “advisors” to the Afghan military which would conduct the actual raids.
 
   If they could confiscate anything left behind by these terrorists, containing enough of an energy signature for the “P” Branch finder witches to follow, perhaps the location for these cells might be found in time.  If nothing else, they’d at least grab the mattresses which these men had slept on; hopefully, there might still be enough residual energy in those.  The raids would of course be conducted as though these training camps had merely been chosen at random, in order that no suspicions be raised that the U.S. had learned about the planned attacks.
 
   Mamdouh said, “I’ll see what I can find out.  I’m pretty sure I already know the location of the camp near Herat since that’s where the WIJO guys whom I heard talking about all of this with our group leader are from.”
 
   -----
 
   Mike once again watched as Missy and her teammates triumphantly celebrated yet another victory.  They’d just won their NCAA Playoff game against Northeastern University and would be moving on to the Second Round.  Wow!  Army had rarely managed getting this far in woman’s soccer and he knew how excited Missy was that her team was doing so well.  Her exuberant thoughts were filling his head in a steady stream, making it rather difficult to listen to what his sister Michelle was saying.
 
   “That was sooooo exciting!  What a game!  What a thrill being here to see it!”  Michelle could see her brother wasn’t listening so she turned to Aaron.  “Let’s try and go down there.  Maybe we can congratulate the players before they head back into the locker room.”  It appeared as though half the stadium had the same idea as hundreds were now streaming out onto the field.  It was obvious that no one from the Army team would be leaving any time soon.
 
   Aaron tried to keep up with his girlfriend but she was too amped up and quickly charged on down the steps, pulling away from him.  Fortunately, Missy’s brother Patrick joined her and the two of them streaked on out ahead together.  Aaron and Mike followed along, as best they could, with Missy’s parents not far behind.
 
   “It’s worked out great having these last two games right here in Boston, where we all got to watch Missy.”  Aaron looked at his best friend and smiled.  “Of course, I know you try to go to all her games, wherever they are, but the rest of us aren’t really able to do that.  Next game will be down in Florida, right?  Next Saturday?”
 
   “Yes, and like this game … win or lose … they’ll get to stay overnight at a hotel.  Their coach says they can enjoy having some free time away from the academy as a reward for making the playoffs.”  Mike was already thinking ahead to later, being alone with Missy.
 
   “You know, Michelle and I were talking … those magazine articles which came out, telling all about how she was in combat and everything.  I mean, we knew that, of course.  But, then she came home in August and you guys were together again.  We just had no idea she’d actually been wounded over there.”
 
   Mike looked at Aaron and knew what was coming.  Missy had kept quiet about the extent of her injuries, hoping few would notice how quickly she had managed to heal.  But, there would be those who would do the math, as his sister and Aaron had obviously done.  “You’re wondering how she can be playing out there like that today … and all season really … just a few weeks after getting hurt, right?”
 
   “Well, yeah!  The magazines say they gave her a Bronze Star medal for saving a couple guys, while getting all shot up and nearly dying.  Is that true?”
 
   “Pretty much.  Look, Aaron, you remember how Missy was somehow able to heal Michelle after your car accident?”  They had stepped out onto the field and had stopped, letting Missy’s parents go by.  Mike looked at Aaron and waited.
 
   “Well, I know Michelle really believes Missy saved her.  And, the doctors all acted like it was some sort of miracle.”  Aaron had tried talking to Michelle about this but she would always shrug and just say Missy was magic.  He’d let that go, not needing to really understand and not wanting to put Mike on the spot.  Until now, all of Missy’s many secrets hadn’t mattered.  But, now they did.  Not only was Mike his closest friend, but Aaron was planning to propose to Michelle during the Thanksgiving holidays.
 
   Mike said, “Look, Missy can heal people and she can heal herself.  But, we don’t go around telling people she’s a healer or she’d never be left alone.  Those bruises you saw her get during that Mixed Martial Arts sparring match?  Remember?  She really did heal those overnight.  Broken bones take her a day or two.  The three bullets?  That took her about a week.”
 
   “Mike, what aren’t you telling me about Missy?  I know Missy has moved herself into your room.  And, I’m guessing that’s permanent, right?”
 
   Mike laughed and said, “Oh, yes!  Forever and ever!”
 
   Aaron continued, saying, “I’m getting ready to ask your sister if she’ll marry me.  I’ve already got the ring and I know she’ll say yes.  So, we’re all going to be family, okay?”  He and Mike hadn’t had much of a chance to discuss things like this for months and he wanted to clear the air.  Finally.  So, he was taking this opportunity, right as they were heading out onto the field.  While they would all be together for dinner later, he knew Mike would disappear with Missy right after that and he doubted he’d have another chance to review any of this with him.
 
   “Okay, okay.  I guess I know what you’re asking me.  And, yeah … there’s more about Missy … lots more.   I’ll talk to her.  So, be patient.  Now get out there and congratulate her and then take good care of my sister!  You have my blessing and of course I wish you luck.  You’ll be needing that!”  They both laughed and then continued walking down the field; while the pandemonium out there seemed to finally have subsided, there was still plenty of excitement in the air.
 
   -----
 
   As they walked towards Mike’s car in the parking garage, Missy said, “This has been such a great day, winning our playoff game … seeing everyone up here again … then that wonderful lobster dinner we just had … now spending the rest of this night with just you … you and me … me and you …”  She stared at Mike and waited for him to look over at her and see all the yellow speckles she’d brought into her eyes.  When he did, she added, “You, doing me … me, doing you …”  She began giggling, enjoying herself as she teased and flirted.
 
   “Right!  The best is yet to come, of course.  Only … you do have to Shift first, right?  Then I get to make you come?”  He laughed and so did she.  Having Missy’s thoughts constantly flowing into his head, day and night, meant he was well aware she had ovulated only two days earlier.  Her cycle always started over whenever she Shifted and, fourteen days later, she would ovulate.  She was very regular and would get her period exactly fourteen days after that, or twenty-eight days after restarting her cycle, unless she Shifted once again.
 
   “True, we can’t risk making any babies just yet.  I can do my blinky-blink-blinky-thing, as Tracy would say, and join you up in our room in maybe a half hour or so.”  They had agreed long ago this was the only method they could be sure of.  With Missy’s ability to resist most drugs and even poisons, they doubted birth control pills would be effective.  And, now that she no longer needed to wait for very long in between her Changes, it was easiest to merely have her Change and then Change back to restart her cycle.  “I’ll just make a quick visit out to the State Forest where no one will notice.”
 
   “That’ll work.  It’ll probably take me longer than that, driving over and re-parking the car, then checking in.”  He watched as she removed her earrings which she handed to him.  Then she gave him a quick kiss on the lips, hurried over to his car and waited for him to unlock the door using his remote.
 
   Once she was sitting in the car, she grinned at him and said, “Wait for it!”  He was still outside, looking around, which she knew wasn’t necessary.  She had already determined no one was anywhere nearby.  She focused for a moment and then vanished, leaving her clothing behind for Mike to take care of.
 
   There was the usual shimmer of light but no burst of energy.  That would come later, when she materialized and reappeared.  She had now gained complete control of this incredible process and, after taking only a moment to enjoy the expression on Mike’s face, she blinked herself over to the State Forest in Andover twenty miles away.
 
   She checked no one was there to see her and then completed her Change.  Getting to again be in her mountain lion form was fabulous, an experience she always enjoyed and always savored.  Her cat was every bit as much a part of her as was her human form; she had melded her two natures into one long ago.
 
   Quickly, she climbed to the crest of a familiar hill, overlooking a large section of hemlock and white pine trees spreading out and all around far below.  She was able to scent the river which ran through, off in the distance, along with so much else.  Having just enjoyed that wonderful dinner, she didn’t really need to hunt.  But, there were animals all around and it was great being able to sense them.  She let out a particularly loud cougar scream, just because she could, and listened as that echoed all across the land before her.  Yeah, she was woman and she was cat … hear her roar!
 
   She bounded into the forest and followed a pathway which she had used several times during the past four years, ever since her return home from her two years up in the mountains.  It was a brisk November evening, very typical of what New England always brought, with its distinctly different four seasons.  Roaming like this, as a cat, even though for such a short period, was a really wonderful stress reliever and she took full advantage.


 
   
  
 

Chapter Twenty-Six
 
   Nov 17, 2019
 
    
 
   Mike woke up and the first thing he realized was Missy was still asleep.  Usually, when he’d awaken she would already have been sending him her thoughts, as she required very little sleep and was such an early riser.  He often laughed how it was as though he too were in the academy, constantly in training.  But, today, she was still unconscious, in one of those deep sleeps she occasionally could manage, especially when they’d made love and all those incredible needs of hers had been thoroughly sated.  Yes, being able to satisfy a supernatural was indeed a marvelous thing and he was thrilled he’d succeeded in doing so once again.  Actually, he supposed it had been three times again.
 
   She had arrived back the previous night in a huge burst of energy, materializing in his room in all her wondrous glory -- completely naked of course -- so beautiful and so exciting.  They indeed had enjoyed themselves.  Then, they’d fallen asleep and had slept for six hours.
 
   As he shifted his position, preparing to get up, he once again appreciated her still being partly splayed on top of him, her limbs entangled with his.  He figured it was probably the cat part of her nature which would manifest whenever they slept together, resulting in her always wrapping herself around his body to the maximum extent possible.  He really loved sleeping with her.  Carefully, he extricated himself without disturbing her and, happy to see she continued sleeping as though in a coma, he headed for the bathroom.
 
   Fifteen minutes later, when he emerged from taking his shower, she was once again awake and once again flooding his mind with her messages.  She was also really happy and in a great mood.  She of course had immediately ordered room service and delighted in telling him all about the big breakfast which would soon be getting delivered.  He pulled on one of the giant fluffy white robes he found hanging in the closet, which barely fit around his large frame, and walked out to find her sitting up in bed.  “Morning, Missy!”
 
   Using her voice and answering out loud, she said, “Morning, Mike!”  She gave him a huge grin, and added, “Ummmm, it’s early so I think we still have a few hours before I have to join my team and get on that bus to go back.  I’m really glad we’ll get to do this all over again next Saturday, down in Florida.  Then, just a few days after that, I’ll be coming home again for Thanksgiving vacation.  Can’t wait!”
 
   He didn’t ask her about any of the mid-term exams she’d be taking prior to that vacation, knowing from all her previous comments the last few weeks just how well she was doing in each of her courses.  “I can’t wait either.  Both, for my getting more time with you as well as my taking a break from school.  I realize you don’t need much preparation for any of your exams but, since I don’t have your supernatural ability for soaking up knowledge by osmosis, I’ll be pretty much full time with my books from now on, except for when I see you in Florida.”
 
   She laughed.  “Very funny, but I know you’ll ace those tests, same as always.  Since you’re already so smart, you don’t need any supernatural osmosis.  Besides, you always say my pushing my thoughts into your head the way I do somehow makes you able to do better, right?”
 
   “Okay, okay … that’s true.  But, don’t go trying to take all the credit for my doing well.  Even though you do help in some mysterious way, I’ll still be studying full time, struggling along like the rest of the mere mortals out here.”  He paused, enjoying the way her pretty face lit up from his joking with her, and then he added, “Speaking of mysteries and mortals … you need to let my sister and Aaron know a few more of your many secrets.  They read in those magazines all about you getting badly wounded and now Aaron is asking.”
 
   “But, didn’t we agree your sister was okay with not really knowing any details?  She knows I somehow healed her and she knows I have my secrets.”
 
   “Yeah, but Aaron isn’t okay with not knowing … and, since he’ll be family …”  He went over to the large chair near the bed and sat down in that.
 
   Missy interrupted, all excited, “Did he ask her to marry him?  She didn’t say anything about that yesterday!”
 
   “He didn’t yet, but he’s going to be asking her sometime during Thanksgiving.  He already has the ring and he’s really excited about this.  I guess I am too!”
 
   Missy giggled.  “They’re a perfect couple.  I’m really glad for Michelle.  She’ll be so thrilled!  Just like Candy is!  She’s still on cloud nine after Oliver gave her that ring last week.”
 
   “Yeah, I get that.  You girls really like being able to show the whole world when you’ve got your man, right?”  He wondered if he ought to be giving her a ring.  She’d moved herself into his room in August and he knew she considered him her mate.  More than her mate.  Her soulmate.  Or, actually, was being mated to a werecat an even higher status?  Which was greater?  Mate or soulmate?  Whatever!
 
   She could see him thinking it through and she laughed.  “This girl doesn’t care about the rest of the world, Mike.  You’re my whole world and I don’t need to show anyone anything.  What we have is sorta out-of-this-world, anyway, right?”  She tossed back the covers and hopped out of bed, still naked.  She was feeling quite mischievous and enjoyed how his eyes filled with heat as he watched her.  Then she went over and made herself comfortable sitting on his lap.  She pulled his head down and began passionately kissing him but, before he had a chance to respond, there was a knock on the door.  Their breakfast had arrived.
 
   “You wicked witch, you knew that room service guy was out there, getting ready to knock on our door, didn’t you?”  He laughed and pushed her up and off, to which she feigned giving him a great deal of resistance.  “Now, go get into that other bathrobe so when I let this guy in here, he isn’t staring at those pretty pink nipples of yours or watching you parade around here bare ass.  Didn’t you just say you didn’t need to show anyone anything?”  They both laughed and, as she disappeared into the bathroom, he went over and opened the door.
 
   Thirty minutes later, he had finished eating and she was almost finished.  He said, “Getting back to what I started asking you about before … is it okay to tell Aaron and my sister about you being a witch?  I mean, that will help them with the whole healing thing you do.  Maybe you could tell them you have some telekinesis abilities, too, like you’ve done with your Granddad?”  Missy had shared that much with her Granddad McCrea, but not that she was a werecat.
 
   Missy giggled and said, “Sure!  I’ll move a few objects around and maybe bend a couple of spoons for them.  Any other parlor tricks you’d like to have me do?”
 
   “Very funny.  No, no parlor tricks.  And, I do get how nervous all those coven witches are about non-witches even knowing they exist.  Troy really helped me see things from their point of view.  But, I know Aaron and Michelle can be trusted to keep quiet and no supnat secrets will ever be revealed.  You’ve shared lots more with Heather’s Donald, including being a cat and being invisible, right?”
 
   “Only because any children he might have with my sister might be supnats.  Heather couldn’t let their relationship go any further unless he was completely okay with that.  Which, thankfully, he is.”  Missy smiled as another thought struck her.  “I’m betting Heather will also be getting a ring over Thanksgiving.  Did I mention how not only Candy but now Connie as well wants me as a bridesmaid?  That’ll be whenever she and Robert finally get around to having their wedding.  Soooo many weddings, sooo little time!”
 
   -----
 
   There was a huge crowd of cadets waiting when the woman’s soccer team bus arrived back at the academy.  They had finished welcoming back their football team, also victorious, just a short time earlier and were still euphoric.  It indeed had been a great weekend for West Point teams and the loud whooping and cheering they all gave to welcome back the soccer team was pretty great.
 
   As Missy and the rest of her teammates descended down the steps from the bus and looked around, there were dozens of banners and placards all waving high in the air, in addition to all the noise that greeted them.  She noticed Tracy and several of her friends all there and headed over in their direction.
 
   Tracy was especially jubilant and raced forward, grabbing her into a big hug.  “Congratulations!  You guys were fantastic!  Everyone here watched the game on TV and they all think so.  This might just be the greatest woman’s soccer team in West Point history!”
 
   After extricating herself, Missy looked around at all the other happy faces and said, “Well, you know how proud I am to be a part of it.  But, next week we’ll be facing our toughest competitor … Florida State has won this championship before and I’m sure they’re going to be trying their hardest to beat us.  We’re all looking towards that game and not thinking about what we may have already accomplished.”
 
   There were many more who came up and praised both how great the team was doing and how well they thought Missy had played.  It took more than an hour before she and Tracy were finally alone in their room and Missy managed to sit down and relax.  She said, “My weekend was the best ever!  Wheh!  Winning that game, going out with my family after, then spending the night with Mike … I even got to be a cat for close to an hour.”
 
   Tracy looked at her quizzically, saying, “You did?”  Then she said, “Oh, right … you didn’t want to be a Fertile Myrtle, so you made yourself safe for all that wild monkey sex stuff?  Gosh, I do envy the way you can control your cycle like that.”
 
   “Well, since my brother’s scent is once again rather overwhelming right now, wafting from every pore of your body, I know you’re not envious about any of the monkey sex stuff.”  Missy laughed and so did Tracy.
 
   “John told me to tell you how proud he is that you’re his sister.  You should have heard the way he and Troy were rooting for you during the game.  They dominated everyone else, drowning out all your other fans, which were plentiful.  We maybe had a hundred of us gathered around that big screen TV yesterday.  It was a good time had by all, of course, especially since you guys won.”
 
   “Gee, I’m almost sorry I missed it!”  Missy giggled and then said, “Troy was here, huh?  Sally had to be happy about that.”
 
   “Oh, she was!  He had to leave last night as he had a swim meet today but they were both saying how lucky they’ve been with their schedules so far.  Her meet was on Friday.  But, they won’t see each other at all next week because of conflicts.  That’s okay, though … she told you how he’s going to be with her for Thanksgiving, right?”
 
   “Yeah, she’s giving off all those I-think-I’m-in-love vibs again.  Has John told Troy how badly we’ll be hexing his new best buddy if he breaks Sally’s heart?”
 
   Tracy laughed.  “He sure has!  I made certain of that, threatening him with some hexing if he didn’t.  But, he tells me Troy insists that won’t happen, even if his mother objects.  Don’t tell Sally this but I think Troy plans on inviting her to his place for Christmas.  That’s when Angela will finally get to meet his Jersey Girl, the girl-who-ain’t-a-witch, and who knows what might happen after that.”
 
   They continued chatting, catching up on things for a while longer, but then both needed to spend some quality time catching up on their studies.  Fortunately, they weren’t interrupted and managed to get a lot done before it was finally time for lights out.
 
   -----
 
   General Blake called Drew Martinson who picked up the phone on the first ring.  “Hey Drew, this is Paul.  I just heard from Colonel Chory over in Kabul.  Team Twenty-Two went out with their Afghan Army friends and hit one of those training camps Charlie Winword was telling us about.”
 
   Drew was well aware of what the CIA sources had reported concerning the camps where the terrorist groups which were now in the U.S. and planning on attacking the Thanksgiving Day parades had previously been training.  “Were they able to get any useful items which might contain energy signatures?”
 
     “Well, they can only guess, not being witches themselves.  But Major Grimes thinks the stuff they grabbed might be good, plus they grabbed all the sleeping gear they could find.  The Afghans really kicked some ass and then they destroyed the whole camp, leaving nothing much behind.”
 
   Drew had discussed the plan with the general earlier and understood the strategy for destroying the camp, so nothing they took would be missed.  “Great.  I assume this stuff is already on a plane headed back here?”
 
   “Yeah, it should arrive in Philadelphia tomorrow.  I’ll arrange for Oliver Bessom to meet that plane.  Can you get Ulrey and anyone else over there?  They can divide the stuff up and take half of it on to Chicago.  Winword says these are the two cities this particular group will have gone to, with a different group from a camp near Herat having gone over to New York.  Team Twenty-Two plans on hitting that camp in another day or so.”
 
   “Okay.  Robert has been standing by.  And, he’ll be bringing Millicent Pratt up from Texas.  Chicago doesn’t have any finder witch but she’s offered to help.  After they barely survived working together in Cancun, they now have a special relationship.  Plus, she’s maybe the strongest finder witch there is, so that’s really good.”
 
   The general laughed.  “You know, if anyone had told me a year ago how I’d be more concerned with witches and how strong their abilities were than with positioning any of my troops?  I’d have told them they were crazy!”
 
   “Not to mention how one of those witches would be marrying your niece, right?”


 
   
  
 

Chapter Twenty-Seven
 
   Nov 18, 2019
 
    
 
   Robert and Connie met Millie’s flight and, after helping her get her bag and bring it out to the car he had waiting, they were driven across the airport to the special terminal which the military used for its flights.  They were waved through the gate and drove out onto the tarmac and up to the big C-17 transport plane sitting there waiting for them.  It had arrived only two hours earlier from Kabul.
 
   When they got out of the car, they saw some familiar faces.  Not only was Oliver there but also Major Schermerhorn from Army Intelligence.  General Blake had managed having the major assigned to his command and was using him to handle things.  Things like having a bunch of civilians climbing on board a military aircraft to sift and sort through all the special items which Team Twenty-Two had captured and sent back.
 
   Major Schermerhorn had been in Mexico when Robert had brought Oliver and Millie there to search for Candace.  Later, after Candace had been rescued from WIJO, the major had been part of the Army’s task force which had moved over to Bogota, chasing after the Manuel Rodriguez criminal organization.  After the success of that operation, the general had then fully vetted the major, who would soon be getting his promotion to lieutenant colonel, and had briefed him about various paranormal and supernatural activities.  The major now understood what Team Twenty-Two was all about and he also understood about witches.
 
   The major had already explained to the contingent of other military personnel also present how Robert was heading the FBI’s newly established Psychic Division.  He had met Oliver’s flight from D.C. earlier and had brought him out, introducing him to the others as one of Robert’s psychics.  Now, after once again performing the introductions for the new arrivals, he led the way up the stairs to board the plane with the others following closely behind.
 
   Millie had already been worried, due to the huge scale of this task, and on surveying all the equipment which was waiting for them, she quickly exclaimed to the others, “This won’t work, I’m afraid.”  She looked at Oliver and could see he was also looking a bit lost.  “We need to examine all of these items individually, and separately.  Then we can identify which things we can sense any energy signatures from.  There will be lots of stuff here which we won’t be able to use, for one reason or another.”
 
   Oliver said, “I was thinking the same thing.  Can we bring everything into an empty hanger, perhaps?  Once we’ve sifted and sorted through them all, we can try seeing whether any of the items we do experience some residual energy from might point us to anywhere in Philadelphia.  Hopefully, we’ll get signals here from some of these things.”
 
   Millie nodded in agreement and said, “Then, for those things we feel have signatures but which don’t seem to draw us towards anyplace nearby, we can have those packed up again for Chicago.”
 
   It took a while to accomplish this plan but Major Schermerhorn was able to get them a special hanger and arranged for getting the complete contents from the aircraft brought inside.  Thus, a few hours later, Millie and Oliver were hard at work.  The variety of objects was surprising, with all sorts of military gear as well as personal items that had been abandoned.  And, of course, there were all those mattresses and blankets.
 
   They both would handle each item, review what amount of energy signature they believed was present and then debate how to classify it.  While the majority of things ended up over in the pile designated as having no value, there were a few piles which slowly began to appear which contained items of significance.  These piles were small but growing.  However, it was indeed a tedious task going through it all.
 
   Major Schermerhorn had allowed most of the personnel to watch all this, but from a distance where they wouldn’t overhear any conversations.  And, a few had been posted at the entrances and exits to ensure privacy.  He looked at Robert and Connie and said, “Those two so-called psychics of yours made quite a name for themselves down in Cancun last summer.  When you first brought them down, everyone on the task force was pretty skeptical, as you can well imagine.  That all changed, of course, when they led you out to that house where the kidnappers had actually held Candace Axtell.”
 
   Connie said, “You mean, to that house that went boom.  I almost lost Robert when that happened.”  She looked over at her ex-husband, recalling how scared and worried she’d been.  Of course, that incident had triggered her realization that she truly still loved him and had ended up bringing them together again.  She was actually very grateful about that, now that they’d lived through it all.
 
   The major nodded and said, “Yeah, we actually did lose three people in that explosion.  We were lucky everyone else made full recoveries.”
 
   Robert said, “You mean, we were lucky Missy McCrea came down.  You do realize she used her healing abilities on all three of us, right?”  In addition to he and Millie, an Army Intelligence investigator had also been in a coma.
 
   “Yeah, the general explained all that.  Missy the supernatural soldier.  She and that other one, Tracy McGonagle.  I’m still having trouble believing half the things he told me about those two.  I can accept there being witches like Millie and Oliver out there, who can find people.  But those girls are something else again, aren’t they?”
 
   -----
 
   It was getting late, so Robert finally insisted they all head over to their hotel, check in and get something to eat, and then return back to the hanger in the morning.  The progress had been excellent, with more than half the items now evaluated, but he could see it was really draining for both Millie and Oliver.  He wanted them to be fresh when they actually would attempt locating anyone using all the objects they’d identified as significant.  He was well aware of just how great an effort that required and it was important to get it right if they were to succeed in preventing the bombings.
 
   The plan was to first locate each of the three cells, but do so without alerting anyone in them they’d been identified.  Otherwise, the concern was some of these terrorists might disappear, going who knew where, only to surface and bring death and destruction elsewhere.  These jihadists had all come to the U.S. prepared to die, intending to do so with maximum casualties for whichever group of American citizens they would end up choosing to blow up in the process.  Many of them were foreigners rather than Afghans, recruited by WIJO and trained for these suicide missions.  Hence, the camps where they had been staying for the months prior to this.
 
   There were still ten more days until the parades, so once these cells had all been placed under observation, taking action to stop them could then be performed.  There was time and it was important to proceed with caution.  Failure was not an option.
 
   Robert asked the major to join them for dinner and the five of them enjoyed a quiet meal, with the restaurant up on the top floor of the hotel; they were seated at windows which provided them a nice view of the city of Philadelphia.  They avoided any talk of the search they were doing until everyone had finished eating and a round of drinks had been served.
 
   Then Robert asked the major, “Have you heard anything yet as to what strategy will be used for rounding up all of these terrorists?  I’m guessing it wouldn’t be good to show them being publically attacked by a bunch of storm troopers.  We don’t want to give WIJO any publicity, even if their attacks all fail, right?”
 
   “True.  They might try and spin the story to show America as the bad guys, claiming all the explosive devices were planted evidence rather than anything their people had planned on using.  Showing American police or soldiers killing Muslims would be just the sort of propaganda they’d want.”  The major thought for a moment longer and then added, “Or, even though their attacks failed, they could still get lots of mileage from the story, by actually taking credit for their plans and then using the obvious threat about there being a next time to further instill a lot of terror.  We lose either way.”
 
   “Well, you could simply send Missy McCrea in there.”  Millie had recently heard some interesting comments from other members in her coven concerning the Alessandra D’Amato rescue which Missy and Troy had done.  She hadn’t had a chance yet to ask Missy or Tracy about that and wondered if either Robert or Oliver had heard anything.
 
   Everyone stared at her for a few moments, with blank expressions.  Then Major Schermerhorn asked, “You aren’t thinking about having her assassinate them all, are you?  General Blake was very clear she doesn’t do that, even though she’s quite capable of it.  He says she once admitted she could probably crush the life out of everyone inside a fairly large conference room.”
 
   Robert said, “Actually, that was discussed back at “P” Branch.  It always gets back to our not wanting the general public to learn about witches and especially not letting it be known the U.S. government would actually use supernatural powers and abilities.  That’s on a par with our using nuclear weapons.”
 
   Oliver nodded in agreement and said, “I’ve seen her in action, doing that, using her powers.  But, all those kills she did during Candy’s rescue were sort of covered up by that huge fire Tracy caused along with all the shooting which the Team Twenty-Two guys were doing.  At least, we were told WIJO never investigated any of those deaths.  Otherwise, if they had any evidence of supernatural weapons being used, they surely would have talked about that by now.”
 
   “Very true!  Nothing supernatural was suspected about either the fire or all the gunfire.”  The major had actually discussed this with General Blake during the original briefing he’d received about witches.  “While we would all like nothing better than to let Missy make mayhem, there just doesn’t seem to be any good way for covering that up afterward.”
 
   Robert laughed and said, “Drew told me how concerned all the politicians were about using supernatural soldiers.  That’s why Missy was asked not to reveal anything when she served with Team Twenty-Two during Campaign Angel’s Wing.  She did a great job, with no evidence left behind of her using her powers.  Of course, she was almost killed over there.  We are not looking to put her in harm’s way again.”
 
    Connie realized the men had all missed something, too busy focusing on Missy killing lots of people without any way of covering it all up.  She looked at Millie and asked, “Why are you suggesting Missy might help?  What did you mean by simply send Missy in there?”
 
   Millie laughed, glad to see Connie at least had tuned in on what she’d said.  “I was thinking she’d go in using her latest ability.  In her spirit form.  She can pause now during her Shifting.  In between her human form and her cat form, she can exist as a spirit, completely invisible.  She still has all her other powers, of course, including being able to communicate with Mike.”
 
   -----
 
   It was late, but Ron Quigby wanted to check in on his brother.  He and Martin King stopped by Don’s room and when Andrew Poarch opened the door so they could enter, they found Don sitting over at his desk, deeply engrossed with his studies.  Ron said, “Hey, little brother!  Getting ready for the mid-term exams?  How’s it going?”
 
   Don looked up and smiled.  “Terrible!  Too bad you got all the brains in the family.  All I got was my good looks and my ability to play lacrosse better than you can.”  They both laughed.
 
   “We’ll leave the very questionable matter of your lacrosse skills to be determined at a later time, out on the playing field.”  Ron would concede the fact his brother was a better player, but only to himself.  He would never come out and actually admit to that out loud.  “And, you definitely got the ugly gene.  Right everyone?  Marty?”  
 
   Marty said, “You got that right!  Andy, how do you stand it, stuck rooming with someone so ugly?”
 
   Andy felt compelled to say something in Don’s defense, so he said, “Wait a minute.  If it weren’t for my handsome roommate here, we wouldn’t be getting all the help those Quigby girls are giving us.  I think I might actually do okay on these exams we have coming up.”
 
   “Yeah, I heard about that.  It’s partly why we stopped by.”  Ron knew Kelsey Powers and the other girls had organized things and, not only had Kelsey’s Korner been started back up again for their own third class yearling classmates but they’d gotten several of the top cadets to clone the idea for the fourth class plebes as well.  There now were special classes aimed at getting all those in need through the mid-terms, which Don and Andy were very appreciative of.  Cadets helping cadets was becoming very popular at the academy.
 
   Don asked, “You want me to ask the girls to arrange some help for you also?”  He not only knew full well this was not what Ron wanted but, knowing what their father would say about the whole thing, he considered the idea quite hilarious.  Ironic how much his own views had changed in the few months he’d been at the academy.
 
   Ron knew his chain was being yanked and was proud the way his little brother had gained the confidence to joke around with him.  “No, I wanted to be sure you really were getting enough help yourself, asshole.  Otherwise, when you wash out, it’ll make me look bad.”
 
   “Okay, great!  Good to know.  Got it covered.  What’s the other reason you stopped by?”
 
   “Well, remember Cadet Melo?  You asked me about him earlier when he got caught harassing Cadet Robinson.”  Ron knew his brother had started seeing Emily but he’d not actually talked with him about that, as yet.
 
   “Of course!  That was when they assigned Missy as Cadet Robinson’s team leader.”  Don began blushing.  “I, um … I actually see Emily now all the time.  You know, since Tracy’s my team leader and … and since she has Missy, and Missy and Tracy … and, well … you know.”  The more he tried to explain, the more tongue tied he got and the more red in the face he got as well.
 
   Andy laughed and looked at the two firsties.  “When he says he sees her all the time, he’s not just talking about those times he manages being with her, but all the time.  He sees her in his dreams and he can’t stop talking about her.  Those Quigby girls have been having lots of fun with that, lately, all at his expense.”
 
   While Don’s countenance turned even deeper shades of red, the other three all laughed at his obvious discomfort.  Hoping to distract them, Don asked, “What about Melo?  I heard he finally did quit maybe ten days ago, right?”
 
   Ron said, “Yes.  No one knows exactly why since he wouldn’t say; he just marched into the Supe’s office, gave his notice, then packed up all his stuff and left in a cab right away.  All very mysterious.”
 
   “So?”
 
   “So, he’s been arrested.  We just found out and that arrest is also very mysterious, since he’s pleading guilty to attempted rape.  Two goons frog marched him into the police station and he willingly confessed.  Gave them his signed statement and everything.  I’m guessing he wasn’t really all that willing but was being threatened.  However, he’s not changing his story so whatever those threats might be, going to jail must be the lesser of two evils.”


 
   
  
 

Chapter Twenty-Eight
 
   Nov 19, 2019
 
    
 
   Felipe Benedict had been reviewing many of the files he’d brought with him, looking for things which other groups or organizations might be interested in paying him for.  While he was quite pleased with all his transactions so far, mostly with Arvind Pancholi, those had primarily been satisfying requests for specific information which his buyers had hoped he could provide, knowing he had been with Homeland Security.
 
   Now he wanted to further his profits by selling information those buyers had no idea about, but would definitely want to have once he revealed it was available.  And, having started with things and events which had been recent, just prior to his sudden departure from the U.S., it soon became apparent he indeed might just have something.
 
   Amongst the various items he’d been asked to provide Manuel Rodriguez with, during those final weeks, was one file which had greatly intrigued him, back when he’d been putting all the information together.  He had quite a large file on a West Point cadet named Missy McCrea.  He’d started out researching her, on request, due to events associated with the Candace Axtell kidnapping in Mexico, since there’d been some rather remarkable coincidences suggesting she may have played a key role in those events.
 
   Early on, right after the Axtell girl had disappeared, there’d been a huge effort to locate her, hopefully still alive, as well as to investigate what had happened.  The U.S. government had sent down a significant task force, led by Army Intelligence -- since, after all, the girl was General Blake’s niece -- with members from various agencies, including the FBI, the CIA, and Homeland Security.  His ability to stay fully informed concerning all developments for the task force, thanks to his agency being involved, was why he initially had been called.  He’d provided Rodriguez with constant updates which, at first, had all been about the complete lack of success by this task force.
 
   Then, the FBI had brought down psychics.  Unlike all the other investigators the U.S. government had sent, the psychics had actually had some success.  Next, this West Point cadet had shown up out of nowhere, also searching for the general’s niece.  She apparently had been successful somehow, since Jacques Arbogast had then disappeared.
 
   Coincidence?  Maybe.  Of concern to Rodriguez was whether his man Arbogast had been flushed out by what she’d done.  Did the U.S. government have Arbogast?  And, was there anything connecting back to Rodriguez and his organization?
 
   She’d made quite a scene with her dancing out at several nightclubs while screaming out the name of one of the kidnappers.  Although the media had never identified her, other than as the mysterious Cancun Cancan Girl, the task force down there had reported her identity and he’d followed up, based on that.
 
   They obviously were all connected: the psychics, the FBI, the cadet from the Army’s academy, the U.S. government investigators.  They were all working for that General Blake.  And, when WIJO released their video, showing they had the general’s niece and making demands, threatening to publicly behead the girl?
 
   Right after that, this Missy McCrea disappeared, along with one of the psychics, Oliver Bessom.  Three days later, a miracle.  The Axtell girl was rescued.  Coincidence?  Maybe.  He’d been asked by Rodriguez to further check on the cadet and the psychic.
 
   Then, the damn task force had left Cancun and had gone to Bogota.  Allegedly, it had information from Arbogast leading them to Rodriguez.  Only, that info was via some top secret government agency named “P” Branch, which he’d never even heard about before.  But, it was “P” Branch who’d gotten all the other agencies stirred up, which in turn had forced him to get out of town.  And, like Arbogast, Rodriquez had disappeared soon after that.
 
   So, he’d come to Paris using his Felipe Benedict identity and was certain he’d barely escaped in time.
 
   What was really getting him excited now, though, was reading all the magazine articles he’d recently found, all about this Missy McCrea and General Blake.  While these stories were all about her doing things prior to what had happened in Cancun, there were simply too many coincidences.  And, too many amazing, impossible things.
 
   General Blake, currently the CENTCOM commander in charge of the Army’s forces in the Mid-East.  His niece Candace Axtell, whose miraculous escape had greatly embarrassed WIJO.  The psychic Oliver Bessom.  And one mysterious cadet at West Point named Missy McCrea.  Would WIJO be interested in what he had managed to pull together in his files on these individuals?  He thought they would be, no matter if there still were many, many dots he wasn’t able to connect.
 
   He’d get in touch with Arvind Pancholi and see just how much all this information might be worth.  He once again started playing one of the many videos he’d obtained, showing that crazy Cancun Cancan Girl.  Yeah … he was pretty sure what he had was of great value.  Just watching her?  Priceless!
 
   -----
 
   Millie and Oliver made a large circle around all the items they had identified as having residual energy.  Then, one by one, they again examined each item, this time for whether they sensed anything providing enough of a signal or direction they could follow.  While few of these held any strong essence from an individual, as items having great meaning for a person might have provided, nonetheless there were several from which they noted some definite signals.  The fact those which had these signals were all aiming towards a similar direction, somewhere in or near the city, was encouraging.
 
   Next, they combined all those items which had signals to follow and obtained an excellent and very clear reading; they now had a very definite group of Philadelphia objects.  They set aside the other items, which hopefully would make a similar group of Chicago objects for them to follow later.  This whole process was rather unique and quite different from how a finder witch would normally go about searching for a missing person, but -- with several missing persons all likely to be grouped at the same location -- this approach did seem very promising.
 
   They also found they complemented one another, with their combined abilities often making it possible to get a sense of energy or a signal to follow which otherwise might be missed.  Millie teased him about how much his abilities had increased, now that he’d found his soulmate.  Or, to be more accurate, now that he’d bonded with her.  He was now truly reaching his full potential.
 
   Because of the FBI’s new Psychic Division which Robert had established, “P” Branch had recently hired some helicopter pilots.  These individuals had all been carefully screened, not only for their flight qualifications but also for whether they could be granted clearance to learn all about the various paranormal and supernatural activities which “P” Branch was monitoring.  Once accepted, these individuals were allowed to go through training and orientation by “P” Branch, with an increasing amount of knowledge of all things supnat slowly divulged to them.
 
   Not all those who started this indoctrination were granted full disclosure; many were rejected at different points along the way, for various reasons.  But, thankfully, there were now a select few who had successfully made it completely through and these pilots had been assigned to the FBI.  While their FBI duties gave them plenty of routine flights to perform, which were not related to anything “P” Branch was associated with, they were on call for special assignments with Robert’s Division having priority.  Merely getting accepted by “P” Branch and being on call entitled them to additional special pay, whether or not they ever were asked to do anything special.
 
   Drew Martinson had convinced those who approved his funding that, indeed, rather than having any reductions in funding, his organization now needed an increase.  Having pilots like these available was a necessity.  While in the past, “P” Branch had merely monitored supnats around the world and investigated whatever activities might be paranormal or supernatural, the government officials he currently worked with all wanted more than just that.  The former non interference policy was being revised, with the U.S. government now interested in having supnats provide their unique assistance, if willing, as Robert’s finder witch psychics were able to do.  And, as Missy and Tracy had recently done.
 
   Not wanting to use any of the local police helicopters, arrangements had been made with the National Guard to borrow one of their aircraft.  Should anyone check, this would be reported as operating around the city on a routine training mission.  Thus, there was much less likelihood the cell they were searching for would have any cause for alarm.  Since both Wes and Chris, the two FBI pilots now there on special assignment, were former Army pilots with lots of experience flying the Army’s UH-60 Black Hawks, getting one of these aircraft from the National Guard was also a plus.
 
   By early afternoon, Millie and Oliver were directing their special pilots as their Black Hawk slowly flew over and around a section of the city where mostly large warehouses were located.  Robert and Major Schermerhorn were up there, right along with them, while Connie had stayed behind with a couple of Robert’s staff members to facilitate communications on the ground.  Major Schermerhorn was using a camera to photograph all the buildings being identified and he was also taking a few videos.
 
   After hovering at a few locations in their helicopter, with each of these locations about a mile or so from their target area, the signals from the Philadelphia objects had been strong enough that triangulation had brought them to this particular section.  And, there was one particular warehouse which really seemed promising.  As Oliver pointed this out to the major, Millie explained what she could sense about the place to Robert.
 
   “We are actually experiencing many, many signatures from these objects we’ve selected, and as expected, they point to more than one place.  A lot of this is vague but, the fact we’re sensing anything at all for these Afghanistan items suggests we must be in the right area.  The only way we’d be sensing even these vague signals is that the people whose energy was absorbed are down there right now.  We’re tracking energy from a number of different individuals and those people have been coming and going.  But, we are sensing a convergence on that one place, right there.”  She pointed to where Oliver was already having the major take his photos.
 
   When the major had finished taking pictures of the entire area, their pilots flew them back to the airfield.  Two hours later, they were all gathered around a large conference table and discussing things on a secure line with Drew, Les and Marsha at “P” Branch.  Charles Winword had also been conferenced in.  They all had been provided with the photos and videos which Major Schermerhorn had downloaded.
 
   Robert explained how the local FBI office, with Homeland Security and local police assisting them, were now arranging for around-the-clock surveillance.  Anyone coming or going from the warehouse Millie and Oliver had identified would be kept under careful watch, until further notice.  And, it was clearly understood by all just how vital it was for this surveillance to go unnoticed.  It was critical that none of these individuals got spooked.  Should anyone even become suspicious, not only was there risk that members of this cell might disappear, but likewise for the other two cells as well.
 
   Major Schermerhorn said, “We really need to see what these people are doing inside that warehouse.  Can Missy McCrea really make herself invisible?  Could she somehow go in there unnoticed and help us with this?”
 
   Drew explained, “I talked to Missy last night, after hearing what Millie mentioned about her having these new abilities.”  In order to have all their calls secure, using the latest encryption technology, “P” Branch had earlier provided special smart phones to Missy, Mike, Tracy and John.  “We had quite a conversation.
 
   “She can indeed go places as an invisible spirit with almost all her powers and abilities fully functioning.  She can see and hear and scent things, only she does that as a spirit, which is rather remarkable.  However, she cannot taste anything or feel anything, so without having any physical body, she only has those three of her five senses.  She can use energy bursts and pulses, same as before, as well as still having all her telekinesis abilities.  And, she can communicate with Mike.  She says as long as he’s within five hundred miles, she can blink herself to wherever he is just about instantaneously.  She also can go to other places or other people in about that same radius, as long as she’s either been there before or knows them.”
 
   Millie said, “There have been some other witches over the years who were also Shifters but, they were very few.  Most Shifters, as you probably already know, are not witches.  However, I’ve never heard of anyone who could do the things Missy can do.”
 
   Winword asked, “Why didn’t she tell us about any of this earlier?”
 
   Drew laughed.  “She says she only just learned how to do this stuff and has been sort of practicing, testing herself, seeing what she could and couldn’t do.  Then, recently, she and Troy Dangelmeyer rescued Sal D’Amato’s daughter.  It turns out, the daughter’s kidnapping was behind that recent mob war they had up there.”
 
   “Wait a minute.”  Robert looked around at the others in the conference room, then went on to ask, “There hasn’t been anything in the news about any kidnapping.  I did hear one of the D’Amato organizations was completely wiped out.  Then, the mob war seems to have stopped.  Was Missy involved in any of that?”
 
   “Oh, yes.  Les, go ahead and give them the Reader’s Digest version of what happened.”  
 
   After Les finished explaining everything, Drew came back on the line and said, “The point is, Missy says she’ll help us if we need her.  She can go inside any place we want her to and report through Mike about whatever and whoever might be in there.  I’ve already sent for Mike and he’ll arrive down there later tonight.  Missy says she can blink in whenever Mike says we need her.”
 
   Connie asked for the flight details and agreed she’d pick Mike up.
 
   Wes then asked, “This guy Mike isn’t a supernatural, is he?  Chris and I learned all about witches but … I gotta say … what we’re hearing now wasn’t in any of the briefings we got.”  All the new pilots had learned a little about Shifters but most of their info about Supernaturals had been about witches.
 
   Marsha then explained how Missy was able to send her thoughts directly into Mike’s brain, which he experienced just as though she were talking to him, as well as how she could experience his emotions.  “The two of them have had quite a bit of practice and can really communicate back and forth rather well now, as long as they’re within five hundred miles of each other.”
 
   Millie chuckled.  “Like I said, I’ve never heard of anyone who could do the things Missy can do.”
 
   “Soooo …”  Winword paused.  “She’ll be standing by up at West Point but will just blink herself down there once Mike asks her to?  Pretty amazing.”
 
   “Yes,” Drew agreed.  “She had me call the Superintendent at the academy so he understands she won’t be signing out whenever she leaves or signing back in again later, once she returns.”


 
   
  
 

Chapter Twenty-Nine
 
   Nov 20, 2019
 
    
 
   Missy had stayed in her room and kept checking with Mike.  She had explained things to Tracy, of course, who would be making excuses for her there at the academy.  It was now mid-morning and she was anxious to get going.
 
   Drew had called her earlier, advising it would be a while before she’d be needed as there was a lot going on down there.  Coordination amongst the FBI, Homeland Security, Philadelphia police and fire departments, local hospitals and various other agencies which may or may not be needed, depending on how things evolved, would all take some time.  She understood.  Sure.  Plan the work and then work the plan.  They needed to be prepared.
 
   Finally, Mike let her know they were ready.  He was in the air, riding in their borrowed Black Hawk headed towards the warehouse district.  They’d be able to show her which building was being used by the suspected terrorists.  Once she had an actual visual identification of that building, she could then do her thing and go inside.  She had explained how mere photos of a place were not enough; she needed to actually be there, seeing it, in order to teleport her spirit form into any location she’d never been to before and where there wasn’t some person inside whom she already knew.
 
   She had already removed all jewelry and was only wearing Mike’s tee shirt.  She removed that and put it away.  Now she was ready to go to Mike.  She Shifted into her spirit form and, a moment later, she was right there with him.  In the helicopter.  Mike, I’m here now.  Go ahead and warn them.  My cat is going to suddenly appear in the aisle right next to you, okay?
 
   After Mike alerted the others inside the aircraft, she finished her Change.  In spite of Mike’s head’s up, she could see how the two pilots along with Major Schermerhorn were still surprised.  They’d never seen a Shifter before and, experiencing her energy pulse and sudden appearance as a large cougar was rather a shock for them.  Robert, Millie and Oliver were also there but she went over to Mike immediately.  Hey, lover!  Give me a big hug!
 
   Mike laughed and actually wrapped one arm around her shoulder, grinning at the others a bit sheepishly as he pulled her tight against him.  Then he said, “Millie, go ahead and explain what you and Oliver think you’ve got down there.”
 
   For the next several minutes, Missy listened and looked as the others pointed out the one warehouse which really interested them, based on all the many energy signatures, along with some of the other nearby buildings which might also be in use by one or more of the individuals who had been in that training camp over near Kabul.  She asked a few questions, using Mike to voice the messages she sent him.
 
   Finally, Missy sent Mike one final mental message.  I’m all set now.  I’ll let you know what I find down there.  Stay tuned!  Then, she vanished in a shimmer of light.
 
   Wes turned to Chris and said, “Damn!  That’s the most incredible thing I’ve ever seen!”  Then he turned their aircraft and headed back towards the airfield.  Their mission was done, now that Missy had blinked in -- as a huge cat -- gotten to see where they wanted her to go and then had blinked back out again.  “Of course, other than these “P” Branch folks, there’s nobody we can talk to about this.  But, since nobody would ever believe us anyway, that probably doesn’t really matter all that much.”
 
   -----
 
   Missy started outside, on the warehouse roof, letting her supernatural hearing and scenting abilities help her get oriented.  Then, she slowly worked her way all around the building, still outside.  And, finally, she entered and began her survey.  Starting at the southernmost location, she gradually worked her way back and forth, east and west, and ultimately headed north.  Since she was able to pass through walls, she wasn’t following any corridors or using any doorways.  Instead, she was categorizing things as she went along and allowing her scent memory to keep track of what she was experiencing.
 
   She began sending Mike a running commentary, mostly describing what she could see.  The sounds and scents she was experiencing, while very meaningful to her, were not of much use to anyone else.  Mike was speaking into a microphone, so the team at “P” Branch could listen to and record everything, similar to how they’d worked when she’d done that recon all through the Hindu Kush Mountains during her Christmas break.
 
   There were several individuals in the place, all men.  She took her time, giving Mike a detailed description of each person, assigning them names as she did so, which he could then use to distinguish one from another.  Rather than using the names of former U.S. presidents, as she’d done when naming possible landing zones during that Afghanistan recon, she instead was assigning names from various cartoon characters.
 
   Since she never forgot the scent of any person, she was very careful to sift and sort through all the scents she experienced.  She assigned names to each one of them, provided they were recent, and ignored any which were more than a month or so old.  She would later match these up with whatever individuals she found actually present.  By doing this, she could identify not only the ones who were there but also those who were not.  This was important since they would need to track down each person not present.  Everyone needed to be accounted for, in case they indeed were part of this terrorist cell.  While a tedious task, it was a necessary task, in order that the surveillance teams could watch everyone who potentially might become a suicide bomber during the parade.
 
   She was pretty certain she’d find explosives.  She’d been able to scent just a slight trace of them while up on the roof, right in the beginning.  And, she was positive this was one of the three terrorist cells they had heard about.  As she went about conducting her exhaustive survey, everything she found and everyone she encountered all seemed to confirm that.  These men intended to kill Americans and that was very clear from the comments she heard them making amongst themselves.
 
   While she was far from fluent in Farsi or Pashto, she now could recognize enough to know the gist of any conversations in those languages.  However, many of these men were not Afghans but had come from various other countries to volunteer for this attack.  They actually were speaking in English, more often than not.  She found two men, however, who talked to each other in Farsi; they were older and obviously in charge.  She guessed these were the leaders and were actually speaking in Farsi whenever they did not want the others to understand them.
 
   She had named one of these Sylvester and the other Grumpy, back when she had first noticed their scents.  Now, upon finding them actually there, in what appeared to be the main room, she quickly gave Mike her thoughts about each of them.
 
   Sylvester is late thirties, five-ten, maybe one-eighty with a slight paunch, dark brown hair, brown eyes and wears glasses, some traces of grey in his full beard.  No scars or tattoos, but he has a slight limp, favoring his right leg.  She paused, giving Mike time to repeat her words into the mic.  Next, she described how Sylvester was dressed in great detail so when he left the warehouse, whoever was assigned this guy to watch could easily identify him.  Again, she paused.
 
   Then she continued.  Everyone seems to be deferring to him as the one in charge, with Grumpy probably his second in command.  He and Grumpy have been using this warehouse for a lot longer than a month and when they speak English, they are quite comfortable with that.  I’d guess they’re the leaders for this cell, with the others all recent arrivals from that training camp near Kabul.  She paused for a few moments.
 
   Grumpy is early thirties, five-eight, also one-eighty but muscular and fit.  He has sandy brown hair, hazel eyes without glasses, a neatly trimmed beard.  No scars or tattoos, but he has some kind of dark red birthmark on his neck, left side, just above the collar.  It looks sort of like a leaf, maybe an inch and a half long, half inch wide.  She paused.  I just heard Sylvester call him by name.  Hiram.  Does that help?  She waited.
 
   “P” Branch was connected to all the FBI and Homeland Security databases, plus a few others.  When Missy’s description of this man, his birthmark and the name Hiram were entered, they got a hit for a man living just outside the city of Philadelphia.  Hiram Abdul-Washeed, originally from Syria.  He’d been in the U.S. for two years and drove a taxi in the city.  His record was clean, so obviously he’d been staying below the radar and not drawing any attention to himself or whatever activities he may have been doing.
 
   Missy was able to sense a positive response from Mike.  Great!  Here’s how he’s dressed today.  She then described Grumpy-Hiram’s clothing so he could easily be identified by their team.  Suddenly realizing it was cool weather outside and these men had probably worn coats which they’d be putting back on when they left, she went looking for them.
 
   Just outside the main room, she found many of them hanging up on pegs along the wall.  She was thankful these weren’t all hanging inside a closet and bunched together; she was able to describe them easily enough without needing to move them apart.  She went up to each garment along with any scarf or hat, and after identifying who it belonged to by scent, she was able to give Mike a good description.  Sure enough, Grumpy-Hiram’s coat was there, as was Sylvester’s.
 
   Up until then, it hadn’t been obvious to her just why so many men were actually there.  They’d been milling around in groups of two or three, making jokes and exchanging small talk.  She had distinctly overheard comments from a few of them about killing Americans, however.  What happened next eliminated any doubts as to what these men intended to do.  Sylvester called them all into the room and had them sit down for a class.
 
   Curious, Missy went back in and waited to learn what this might all be about.  Twenty minutes later, she was able to explain things to Mike.
 
   Sylvester is reviewing how their suicide vests need to be worn and how, if for some reason they find their vest hasn’t exploded when the time comes, they can self-detonate it.  Wow!  Unbelievable!  These guys are supposed to get into position by a time yet to be announced.  Then, if they should hear the others all going boom-boom, which of course would mean their vest had not activated, as planned, by remote?  That’s when they’re supposed to trigger the damn thing themselves.  It’s only as a backup, of course.  Each vest is supposed to explode when the activation signal is received.
 
   She waited until she sensed Mike had finished sharing this with “P” Branch.  There’s a lot of rhetoric about how they’ll all be rewarded by Allah for doing such a wonderful job.  Their sacrifice will be greatly valued and their heroism praised for years and years afterwards.  The remote detonation is intended to make it easier for them.  Like I said, what they’ve been shown today is merely a fail-safe, a backup.  You know, so they won’t miss out on their big reward in case of any device failure.  But, they do have the very best, high-tech detonation devices, so that shouldn’t happen.
 
   Again, she waited until Mike had shared these comments of hers.  I actually got to see one of these vests as well as how the triggering devices, one remote and one manual, are to be connected.  They were using dummy explosives, however.  I’m going to go search the rest of this warehouse now to see if I can find the real stuff.  After that, I’ll finish identifying the guys I’ve not gotten around to describing for you as yet.
 
   Missy moved on, continuing her thorough search of the warehouse.  It didn’t take her long.  Within five minutes, she found a locked storeroom which contained a huge supply of C-4 packets along with plenty of quarter inch diameter steel balls which would become the devastating shrapnel, once the blasts went off.  How this terrorist cell had managed getting and storing these explosive materials was definitely worth investigating.  Obviously, the U.S. government’s preventative measures for assuring this couldn’t happen were not working.
 
   -----
 
   When Missy finally joined Mike back in the conference room which the team was using, still in her spirit form, he was able to provide her with some clothes which Connie had purchased that day.  These were in several bags which Missy made float through the air as she brought them with her into the nearby ladies’ room, where she finished Shifting.  Once more a human, she got dressed and then joined the group again, back out there with Mike.
 
   “Hey, you people have some food ready for me, right?”  Missy giggled, knowing she’d warned Mike ahead of time to have at least three large steaks, done very rare, waiting for her.  She had used a lot of energy that day and her metabolism now really needed the calories and the protein.
 
   Everyone cheered her on for what a great job she’d done that day as Mike led her over to where her meal was waiting, at a small table which had been set up, special for her.  On the way, she stopped to be introduced to Wes and Chris, who were both staring at her in obvious amazement.
 
   “Hi, guys!  And, yeah … that was me with you earlier.  Nice to meet you now, only as a person rather than as a cat.”  She chuckled.
 
   She sat down and enjoyed her food, grateful the others all understood and were willing to wait a bit longer before they’d all be discussing the day’s accomplishments.  Mike kept her company while the others remained seated back at the conference table.  With her hearing, of course, she was able to tune into conversations and couldn’t help listening as Wes and Chris went on and on to each other about how fucking hot they thought she was, unaware she could hear them.
 
   She smiled inwardly, thinking if only they could see her wearing the expensive and very sexy black lingerie which Connie had obviously just purchased at Victoria’s Secret.  She hoped Mike would really appreciate seeing her in that, later on.  The rest of her outfit was demure enough, which only made her outrageous underwear seem that much naughtier somehow.
 
   By the time they were all gathered at the conference table, Robert had some reports back from the FBI.  Each of the seventeen individuals Missy had identified was now being followed.  There were four more she had assigned names to who had not been there that day.  It was hoped that by following the ones they now had under surveillance, their associates would soon be identified.  Missy could then return and confirm whether all four of the missing guys -- Dumbo, Felix, Goofy and Pluto -- had been identified.
 
   In addition, using facial recognition software to analyze each of the men as they’d come out of the warehouse, they now had actual names for ten of them.  Sylvester was actually Ahmad Sameer Parvis.  He’d been in the U.S. for four years and, due to some of his Muslim activities and associations, he was on the Homeland Security watch list.  However, there had not been any evidence until now to suggest he might be a terrorist.
 
   Grumpy was confirmed as the taxi driver, Hiram Abdul-Washeed.  The other eight men were recent immigrants, with valid work visas, only they’d all come in through Canada by train, on different days and through different cities, one or two at a time.  The circumstances were still being investigated, since had these individuals attempted entrance by air, they never would have been granted a visa.  The apparent loophole in security procedures which they’d taken advantage of had most likely been learned about by WIJO from info leaked by the Homeland Security traitor.
 
   All eight had managed to disappear shortly after entry, so there hadn’t been any known addresses for these individuals.  Now, thanks to the surveillance, their whereabouts were once again known and an investigation into all their activities and associates at those locations was being conducted.
 
   As for the seven men yet to be identified, it was assumed they also had recently entered the U.S., probably using yet other loopholes which that traitor had allowed WIJO to discover.  Likewise, the explosives which Missy had described must have been obtained and transported using yet more data which the traitor had sold.  Even the suicide vests -- Missy had located where they were all stashed in yet another locked storeroom -- could only have gotten there thanks to that traitor’s help.
 
   Drew, Les and Marsha were once again on the phone.  Drew said, “Now that we’ve got all these men under surveillance, we’re hoping to trace their phone calls.  Perhaps we’ll obtain further leads from whatever that turns up.”
 
   Major Schermerhorn asked, “Have you heard anything from Team Twenty-Two?  Have they hit that training camp near Herat yet?”
 
   Drew answered, “That’s planned for tonight and, with the time difference, it should actually be happening any time now.  Meanwhile, is everyone there all set for going to Chicago in the morning?  We can leave things in Philadelphia to the FBI and Homeland Security, for now.  They don’t know how we’ve managed identifying all these individuals but they don’t need to know that.  They’re very grateful we’ve done it for them and they’re getting all their resources fully engaged now, to monitor these guys.”
 
   Robert said, “Missy will go back to the academy.  The rest of us are booked for a seven a.m. flight to Chicago.  We’ve managed to pack all the items selected by Millie and Oliver into four large trunks which we can take with us, no problem.  Were you able to arrange for the National Guard there to provide us with an aircraft?”
 
   Drew replied, “Yes, another Black Hawk will be waiting at O’Hare Airport.”  He paused and then asked, “Missy?  Chicago is well beyond that five hundred mile radius of yours.  How will you get out there once they need you?”
 
   “You’ll have to call me on my smartphone, since I won’t be in contact with Mike.”  Missy laughed.  “But, I’ve been all through the mountains in New York, back when I lived there as a cat.  So, I can teleport myself to a place I know of up there and then I’ll be less than five hundred miles from Mike.  No problem!”


 
   
  
 

Chapter Thirty
 
   Nov 21, 2019
 
    
 
   Arvind Pancholi had watched the video Benedict had sent him.  And, once he’d done an internet search for the Cancun Cancan Girl, he’d been able to download several more.  Did he want to know her identity?  And, was he interested in the FBI’s psychic, who left Mexico the same time she did?  Three days later, the Axtell girl had somehow been rescued from wherever WIJO had been holding her.  Maybe it was all a coincidence, but Benedict hinted he had lots more info which suggested this girl and the psychic may have played a role in that.  What might WIJO be willing to pay?
 
   Pancholi was very confident WIJO would be willing to pay a great deal.  Especially, if what he was suspicious about these two might be true.  Although Benedict had no awareness of the supernatural, he certainly did.  And, he’d quickly guessed the so-called psychic might actually be an air witch, a finder witch.  If so, the U.S. was using witches.  Yes, if he could provide WIJO with evidence of that, he’d be able to retire much, much sooner to that yacht he’d been dreaming about.  His plans for someday cruising the Mediterranean had suddenly become very realistic, with someday being maybe just a few short months away.
 
   What really convinced him of all this was the girl.  Watching her move in these videos, he just knew she wasn’t human.  Whatever she was, he couldn’t say for certain, but she had to be a supernatural in order to perform the way she had.  And, Benedict said he could identify her.  If so, he could probably find out just what sort of supernatural she might be.  And, once WIJO understood witches and supernaturals were not only real, but that the U.S. had used them to embarrass them?
 
   Oh, yes!
 
   The big question now was how much did Benedict want for these files of his?  Because, rather than negotiate in behalf of his client, he intended to purchase all this for himself.  He had accumulated a small fortune over the years and, if he could use that to pay Benedict?  Then, he was positive he could turn around and parlay that investment into a very large fortune.  A very large fortune, indeed!
 
   -----
 
   Tracy had just returned to her room after her morning shower and, moments later, she sensed Missy was suddenly there.  Sure enough, with her characteristic energy pulse, her roommate reappeared in the next instant, over on own her bed and looking quite pleased with herself.  Pleased and … very, very happy.
 
   “Are you glad to be back?  Or, are you this happy because of all the fun you just had?”
 
   Missy giggled and said, “A little of both, I guess.  Everything went really well; the good guys are now watching the bad guys in Philadelphia while our friends are on their way to Chicago where they’ll invite me for yet more fun and, hopefully … after that?  We’ll get to finish things here in New York, keeping America safe, all before Thanksgiving vacation.”
 
   “And, while doing all your secret spy stuff, you’ll still somehow take all your mid-terms, play soccer on Saturday, yadda-yadda-yadda.  Okay.  What about Mike?  Isn’t he missing exams?”
 
   “Yes, but he’ll be able to make them all up, no problem.  He enjoys being part of all this secret spy stuff, you know.  Besides …”
 
   Tracy laughed, saying, “Besides he’s getting all this extra time with you.  You did manage some Missy and Mike time, right?”
 
   “Oh, well … he got to watch me eat three large steaks.  Does that count?”
 
   “So that explains it!  No wonder you look so happy.  Mike scored a hat trick, giving you those three steaks, huh?  I know how your voracious animal appetite must have needed that.”  Joking aside, Tracy did know how hungry Missy would get after expending so much energy.  Even though Missy could now draw a tremendous amount of energy from her surroundings, her Shifting still always required her to use some of her own unique energy as well.
 
   Missy giggled, realizing she was probably exuding all this happiness which Tracy had apparently noticed because of more than just Mike’s hat trick with the steaks.  Mike had scored a different hat trick, satisfying yet another of her animal appetites in their bedroom, once he’d seen her in that bra and panties Connie had picked out for her.  He’d been doing that a lot lately, as a matter of fact.  Not that she was counting or keeping score or anything but … hey?  Sometimes … having such an attentive lover made a girl feel really happy!
 
   -----
 
   Edward Collinsworth reported in down at the FBI’s field office in Philadelphia where he was joining several others who, like himself, had been brought there for this latest crisis.  While he was from the FBI’s Organized Crime Division rather than Counterterrorism, this threat to the Thanksgiving Day parades had the highest priority and he’d been sent down from Boston to help.
 
   Due to the FBI having better facilities, their field office was being used.  However, Homeland Security actually had the lead for this task force.  The main conference room had been set up as a sort of war room, with several monitors in use all along two walls.  On a third wall, a projector was displaying aerial photographs showing a section of the city with some warehouses on a big screen.  And, next to that was a large whiteboard with several portrait photos attached.
 
   There were already at least two dozen task force members in the room, most sitting down at the end facing these photos.  After grabbing a cup of coffee and taking a seat, Collinsworth watched as the room filled up with several more members while he waited for the briefing which was about to begin.  He recognized the warehouses and the men in the photos from the files he’d been provided with the night before.
 
   Soon enough, two official looking men walked up front and, after a few preliminary words welcoming everyone, they got things started.  The first to speak was Leonard Garman, the senior FBI representative at the Philly office.  He explained the other man up there with him was Jonathan Pritchard from Homeland Security and that Jonathan would be the one in charge.  Garman then quickly updated them on where things stood with all the surveillance teams, both those out at the target warehouse as well as those watching the men in the photos.  Then he deferred to Pritchard for a further update.
 
   Pritchard explained how each of their suspects had now been quietly checked out and, except for the two known as Ahmad Sameer Parvis and Hiram Abdul-Washeed, very little had been learned.  The others had apparently all arrived only recently, were not employed anywhere, paid cash for the rooms they’d rented and had been coming and going without anyone really noticing just what activities they were involved in.  Since they were not there in accordance with the work visas which they’d used to gain entrance into the country, they could be picked up and deported at any time.
 
   Parvis, however, was quite a different story.  He had somehow acquired several rental properties which were all located in the poorest areas, making him pretty much a slum landlord.  And, he also managed the warehouse property for a corporation which was still being researched.  It wasn’t yet clear where his money had originally come from for any of this.
 
   Abdul-Washeed was a cab driver but little else was known about his activities.  He and Parvis both had valid green cards.
 
   They had learned, however, that both Parvis and Abdul-Washeed were members of the same mosque.  Names for some possible associates of theirs had been identified, who also attended that mosque.  These individuals would also be placed under surveillance but, so far, only two of them had been located.  A lot had been accomplished but there was a lot more which still needed to be done; it hadn’t even been twenty-four hours yet since they’d obtained all this Intel concerning their suspect terrorist group.
 
   One member in the audience raised her hand and asked, “What can you tell us about where all this Intel is coming from?  I mean, having fifteen guys show up here who somehow got work visas to enter the U.S. but then aren’t where they’re supposed to be and aren’t working … that’s very suspicious.  But, what do we have that says these guys are planning to bomb any parade?”
 
   Pritchard looked over at Garman and said, “Leonard, you probably should answer this one.  After all, it was the FBI who brought all of this to our attention yesterday, right?”  He had been placed in charge of this Philly task force with very little information concerning what evidence had led them there, but he didn’t want his agency to appear ignorant.  His boss had emphasized how important it was for him to run a good show, making Homeland Security look good, especially after that recent traitor of theirs had caused them so much shame and embarrassment.
 
   Garman said, “That’s right.  Robert Ulrey, who heads up one of our Divisions, was able to find this warehouse with members from his team.  And, with help from one of our government’s special agencies, the presence of explosives was confirmed inside that warehouse along with a number of suicide vests.  Based on the report provided by the CIA last week, it’s believed all these recent arrivals have come here to blow themselves up at our parade.  Since that report says there are attacks planned at three parades, we’re holding off making any arrests here just yet.”
 
   Hearing Robert Ulrey’s name being mentioned, Collinsworth raised his hand.  When Garman acknowledged him with a nod, he asked, “Isn’t Ulrey heading up that new Psychic Division?  Is that how they found this warehouse?”
 
   “Well, it’s all pretty hush-hush.  Robert didn’t say, exactly.  And, he wouldn’t tell me how that government agency was able to confirm the explosives and the vests.  That’s supposedly something which can’t be revealed due to National Security.”  Garman had not been very happy when not only Ulrey, but others higher up in his chain of command had all said the same thing, quoting him the standard “need-to-know-only” bullshit.
 
   Pritchard was only now hearing this explanation about any Psychic Division being involved.  “Wait, wait … say again how we know we’re watching the right guys?”  He did not like being blindsided by this.  His focus had been all about these seventeen suspects, who all certainly looked guilty as hell.  He hadn’t realized the evidence they were running with might not be solid and ironclad.  “What exactly does the FBI have showing explosives are in that warehouse?”
 
   Garman had not been pleased about Homeland Security being placed in charge and now, seeing Pritchard attempting to throw the FBI under the bus, he replied testily saying, “As I explained, that was confirmed by one of our government’s special agencies, not the FBI.  Look, we’re only authorized to watch and investigate these guys, so it doesn’t really matter what evidence we have.  We’re not supposed to make any arrests so we don’t need to draw any warrants just yet.”
 
   This lack of any unified leadership was quickly causing some obvious dissention amongst the rest of the task force members.  Collinsworth was already regretting having said anything.  With Robert Ulrey originally being from the Boston office, he was concerned his own Division up there might now catch some flak.  He could already see how various sides were being taken, some by the FBI, some by Homeland Security, and some by representatives from other agencies.
 
   Pritchard also noticed how his task force was now starting to disintegrate, right there in front of him, and -- worried how that might make his agency look -- he made a decision which would later cause him some deep regret.  He yelled for everyone to sit back down and listen up.  Then he announced, “We’re not gonna just stand around with our thumbs up our ass, playing second fiddle while waiting for some psychics or special agencies to tell us how to do our jobs!  We have the important task of protecting the City of Brotherly Love down here and that’s what we’re gonna do.  Now, there’ll be no more pussyfooting around …”  Glancing over at Garman and trying to be diplomatic, he continued, saying, “Leonard and I have assignments for each of you.  Let’s get out there and get whatever we need in order to be ready to arrest these guys.” 


 
   
  
 

Chapter Thirty-One
 
   Nov 21, 2019
 
    
 
   Robert and Major Schermerhorn were pleased.  Things were progressing very well.  The Afghanistan items they’d brought -- their Chicago objects -- had indeed provided some directional signals, once Millie and Oliver had placed them in their circle; less than half had been discarded as having no value.  They’d been able to begin their search in the borrowed Black Hawk about two hours after their arrival at O’Hare Airport.
 
   And, once again, they had isolated where they believed the strongest signals were coming from to a single building.  This time, it was a barn rather than a warehouse.  It was located on a small farm about twenty miles outside the city limits and, conveniently, there were also a number of small outbuildings plus a large farmhouse.  They wanted to have Missy confirm things for them, of course, but it was very likely this farm was housing most of the terrorist cell members.  That’s what they were sensing from their Chicago objects.
 
   They had returned to where they’d established a temporary headquarters, right at O’Hare, and had once again made some calls.  As before, the FBI, Homeland Security, local police and fire departments, hospitals and other agencies as appropriate were all brought on board.  They even alerted the local National Guard units to be on standby.  Drew, Les and Marsha from “P” Branch were helping with this effort, as was Winword from the CIA and some of General Blake’s staff members whom Major Schermerhorn had called.  Now, they were merely waiting for all their many resources to either get into position or else be prepared for further developments.
 
   Wes and Chris said they could fly back out there at night, since the National Guard unit had managed to provide them with night vision goggles.  And, Mike had explained how, once Missy was able to visually see the farm, she then could teleport herself right in there, as she’d done for the warehouse in Philadelphia.  They shouldn’t have any need for the helicopter after that but it would be good to keep it available on standby.  Just in case.
 
   Meanwhile, they learned Team Twenty-Two had successfully hit the training camp near Herat and, as before, there was now a C-17 transport plane containing all the items they’d confiscated heading back to the U.S.  It would be arriving sometime the next day at New Jersey’s Newark Airport, since that had a military hanger which they could use for whatever New York City operations they’d need to conduct.
 
   Thanksgiving was still a week away and, if their good luck continued, they’d be able to quietly and safely contain all the members from these three terrorist cells, avoiding any possible attacks or bombings.
 
   It had been an hour since finishing the evening meals they’d had brought in and they’d just gotten word there were enough task force members now out watching the farm and ready to go wherever needed.  Cameras capable of providing clear images, even though at night, were in place.  Using this equipment, a couple of individuals at the farm had already been identified as having recently entered the U.S. using a phony work visa, just like those fifteen others in Philadelphia.
 
   Ownership of the farm property was still being checked; apparently, there was some sort of shell corporation involved, similar to how the Philadelphia warehouse was owned.  It would take some time to unravel just what group really owned these places but, based on the complexity of all the paperwork they were seeing, it was anticipated they’d find the money had all come from overseas.
 
   Robert looked at the major and said, “I think it’s time for our invisible supnat to go pay a visit out at this farm, just like she did in Philly.  She’s the only one who can confirm whether we’ll have everyone accounted for.”
 
   “Because she can identify everybody by their scent, right?  Those who are there right now and those who might not be there but who we’ll need to go find?”  The major was still amazed Missy could do this.  No wonder General Blake thought so highly of her.
 
   “Yeah, her naming everyone who might be involved, so we can get them all under surveillance, provides some assurance there won’t be anyone showing up wearing any vest to one of our parades.  Our Philly office tells me they’re now tracking several more people known to have associated with that guy Parvis.  Hopefully, that new group will include those four names she gave us who we haven’t ID’d yet.”
 
   “Dumbo, Felix, Goofy and Pluto?”  Major Schermerhorn chuckled.  “When I first heard Mike rattling off all the silly names she came up with?  For people she had merely scented?  I couldn’t understand why she was doing that instead of rushing to tell us who was in there and what they were doing.  But, once I realized she really could come back later and give us a positive ID, it all made sense.”
 
   “Exactly.  If she went rushing around, she might not remember each scent the way she does.  It’s not just her ability to notice each unique scent but her ability to memorize them all so she can recognize them later.”  Robert had once heard Missy describe how her mind had all these compartments where she stored things.  She’d been trying to explain how she’d melded her two natures, why she could endure pain so well and how various other special gifts and abilities enabled her to do what she could do.  All he’d really understood from all of that was how she really was only partly human.
 
   Since Missy could teleport to wherever Millie or Oliver were, it was decided to leave Mike back at the headquarters they’d set up, ready to go with his microphone and all the other telecommunications equipment they’d brought.  Mike handed Millie the nice bathrobe he’d gotten for Missy to wear when she materialized; he’d purchased it from their hotel in Philly when he’d checked out that morning.  He told Millie he’d call the helicopter when Missy was ready to make her appearance.
 
   Robert, Major Schermerhorn, Millie and Oliver then followed their pilots Wes and Chris back out to the aircraft and, a short while after that, they were airborne again and headed back out towards the farm.
 
   -----
 
   Missy had not been able to sense how things in Chicago were going, since she’d lost her connection with Mike; she definitely had been experiencing a huge inner void which only her mate could fill.  So, when Drew finally called her, she was greatly relieved.  She’d been busy all day at the academy and was just finishing her Khan’s Klass.  She told Drew she’d call him right back in five minutes.  Then she and Tracy said their goodbyes to the others and hastened back to their room.
 
   After returning Drew’s call and getting a full debrief about all the task force activities in Philly and Chicago, as well as hearing about the flight heading to Newark with items which should help with finding the third cell in New York, she filled Tracy in.  She quickly undressed while she talked and then, ready to go, she said, “Hopefully, I’ll be back here again by morning.  But, if they need you to cover for me again, someone will call and let you know.”
 
   Tracy nodded and said, “Go get ‘em, Missy!”  She stared as her friend gave her a smile, eyes sparkling with gold specs, and then suddenly just vanished in a shimmer of light.  Moments later, she sensed Missy was no longer present, her spirit having teleported away.
 
   Missy completed her Change, high in the mountains, and immediately felt the dual joy from physically being in her cat form plus having that inner void of hers once again being erased.  Mike!  Let them know in that helicopter that I’ll be there shortly!  She paused, sensing his response which, as always, satisfied her soul; she was no longer alone and was connected to Mike once again.  Although it had been brief, not even twelve hours, the separation of their souls had been a stark reminder of how much she now needed and depended on Mike.
 
   Then, before leaving, she took full advantage of being in the mountains and began drawing in energy from all around.  As an earth witch, she had learned how she could fill herself with an overabundance, greatly magnifying all her powers and abilities.  She now amped herself up to the max, seeking extremes she’d only experienced a few times before but, having done so then, she was fully capable of doing all that once again.  When she felt as though ready to burst, she Shifted into her spirit form.
 
   This process where she could exist as a spirit was only possible by pausing in the middle of her Changes.  Thus, she would need to complete each Change in order to materialize again.  Since she was now in her cat form, when she next appeared she’d be in her human form.  Was it possible to go from spirit form back to whichever form she’d started with, rather than actually Changing?  She really didn’t know and was not about to experiment; at least, not yet.  When dealing with the unknown, it was best to proceed with great caution.
 
   She teleported into the helicopter with Millie as her focus, but she could have focused on any one of them.  She could see Millie was holding that bathrobe she’d asked Mike to get for her.  Had that really only been that morning?
 
   Millie and Oliver both sensed her presence and Millie spoke into the headset she was using in the aircraft, advising the others by saying, “Eyes front, everyone!  We’re about to get invaded back here by a naked female!”  As expected, that got some laughs.  But, the men all behaved and did as she instructed.
 
   Moments later, her “invasion” complete with everyone surviving the extra powerful energy pulse she’d sent out, due to how amped up she now was, Missy pulled on her bathrobe and said, “Hi, everyone!”  They all took that as permission to glance back at her and she could see the smiles they all were giving her.
 
   Oliver had witnessed Missy during one of her amped up periods, the night she’d danced in those Cancun nightclubs, and he could sense how she was now.  “Hey, if I didn’t know better, I’d think you were wearing your silver jewelry again!”  The other men now looked at Oliver, wearing confused faces at his comment.
 
   Millie said, “It’s an inside joke, people!  It’s a witch thing.”  She was well aware Missy had given Mike the silver earrings and belly ring which she’d worn that night in Cancun.  Mike was keeping them safely tucked away.  Each of these had dangled a silver dollar and it was Tracy who had arranged for Missy to wear them.  She had known when an earth witch was pierced in three places with silver, the amount of energy which could be drawn from all around would be greatly amplified.  Missy had been unaware of this effect until afterwards and still hadn’t forgiven Tracy, complaining how she’d almost OD’d that night from all the energy she’d taken in.
 
   Wanting to get everyone focused back on their mission rather than speculating about Missy’s jewelry, Millie went on to ask, “Now, how close are we to that farm?”
 
   As it turned out, they were only minutes away.  Soon, they were making a slow circle around the farm, trying not to appear too obvious should anyone be looking up from below.  Thanks to her super hearing, Missy had no need of any headset while listening to what Millie and Oliver said as they pointed out the barn and the various other buildings.  Then she asked Mike to give them all her thanks and goodbyes, since they could hear him in their headsets.
 
   When her shimmer of light faded away, Missy was gone and her bathrobe was lying in a crumpled heap on the cabin floor.
 
   Chris said, “Damn!  I’ll never get used to her doing that!”  He and Wes then headed their aircraft back to O’Hare.


 
   
  
 

Chapter Thirty-Two
 
   Nov 21, 2019
 
    
 
   Leonard Garman was definitely worried.  Ever since Pritchard had gotten them all riled up that morning, the task force members had been working hard to accumulate evidence against what was obviously a definite terrorist cell.  The combined efforts of so many top investigators had indeed produced results and a clear picture was forming, showing Parvis to be leading a group of Muslims whose beliefs were anti-American, radical and extremist.  And, these newcomers who had recently joined him were obviously there for some suspicious purpose.  Everyone on the task force was now quite certain the effort they were making to watch these guys was very appropriate and necessary.
 
   What worried Garman was not whether they’d find the evidence they needed.  They had actually had success in tracking several shipments which most likely had contained explosive materials.  He was confident they’d find the C-4 packets and suicide vests inside that warehouse, just as their Intel had stated.  No, his concern now was there had been so much activity pulling out all the stops in order to get this evidence so quickly that somewhere along the way, one or more of their actions may have tipped off someone in Parvis’s organization.
 
   He wasn’t in charge of the task force but he could pull in whoever might be available from his own FBI team.  So, he’d made the call to everyone not tied up just then on surveillance.  He wanted to review where they were at and where they were going, and quickly, before this all blew up and they’d be forced to start making arrests prematurely, just to avoid having these terrorists all scattering and coming back again later, somewhere else.  As he headed down to the conference room where some of his team were now gathered and where others who could do so were calling in, he hoped it wasn’t already too late.
 
   There were five men and three women waiting when he walked in.  And, after everyone on the phone had identified themselves, he had an additional eight men and five women.  He quickly explained his concerns to them and asked if anyone had seen any behavior suggesting somebody out there might be getting suspicious.  Did they know of any leaks?  What were their thoughts?
 
   One of the women in the room said, “Joe and I have been taking turns watching that cab driver guy Abdul-Washeed from ten this morning until maybe an hour ago.  The guy has no clue.  But, he wasn’t picking up fares today.  It looked like he was maybe running some errands.”  Looking at the speaker phone sitting on the conference room table, she called out, “Jen?  Kyle?  What’s Abdul-Washeed up to now?”
 
   Kyle’s voice answered, saying, “It looks like he’s heading back out to that warehouse.  We’re almost there.  Probably just routine but we’re on it.”  He and Jen were now the ones watching the cab driver.
 
   Garman listened as each member gave him a quick summary of what they’d noticed, whom they’d monitored, where they’d been, etc.  Then he heard from those who had been tasked with background checks and following up on various leads, rather than doing any surveillance.  So far, so good; they’d all been careful.
 
   Collinsworth said, “Some of Pritchard’s Home Security guys might have rocked the boat.  I heard them earlier … they were checking out that mosque, you know?  From a couple of the comments they made, I got the impression they may have upset some people during their interviews.”
 
   “What do you mean?” asked Garman.
 
   “Well, they were being pushy, throwing their weight around.  Making demands …”
 
   Kyle’s voice suddenly interrupted.  “Shit!  We just got orders to move in.  It’s going down now, folks!  Gotta go!”
 
   Other voices came over the speaker phone, all saying the same thing.  They’d been directed to arrest everyone and were signing out to go do that.  Garman tried getting more info but for several minutes, nobody would answer him.  There were a couple of phones which did remain connected to the conference room, however, and from the background noises on these, it was obvious pandemonium had broken out, apparently out at the warehouse site.
 
   Then, Garman got a call from Pritchard himself, advising him they were to grab everyone else and make a clean sweep, bringing in all suspects.  Garmen asked, “What the hell is going on?”
 
   Pritchard explained, “We found them getting ready to move all their explosives.  Parvis must have asked them to do that.  They have a big truck which our teams watched get loaded up out there at that warehouse and it was getting ready to leave.  No way could we allow that, so I gave the word to arrest them.  We don’t need any warrants for this since we’ve got them all red-handed.  That truck has enough C-4 on it to blow up half the city.”
 
   Two hours later, everyone who’d been put under surveillance had either been arrested or brought in for questioning.  All seventeen of the individuals whom Robert’s team had initially identified, along with a dozen more people known to have associated with either Parvis or Abdul-Washeed, had quickly been apprehended.  There hadn’t been any resistance.  The element of surprise combined with the quick actions by such a large task force made all the difference.
 
   The task force indeed had an airtight case due to catching them with the explosive materials and vests.  Pritchard was already getting kudos for having done such a great job.
 
   Of course, calls had gone out immediately, right while all of these arrests had been happening.  Calls to both Chicago and New York. 
 
   -----
 
   Missy had been feeding Mike with her descriptions and comments for a couple of hours.  Just like at the warehouse in Philadelphia, she’d named all the persons whose scents she’d encountered.  Then, as she later would find the actual persons themselves, she’d been able to match them up and provide detailed physical descriptions to correspond with these names.
 
   Millie and Oliver had done well, once again leading them to a large group of terrorists, many recently arrived from the Mid-East, along with a huge supply of explosives.  She located the C-4 packets with a cache of steel ball bearings plus detonating devices in one of the smaller outbuildings but the suicide vests were all inside the large barn.  These were all very similar to what she’d noted in Philly.
 
   Then it happened.  She sensed there was a commotion of some sort back out in the barn.
 
   She had made her way into the large farmhouse which, not surprisingly, turned out to be housing more than twenty individuals, mostly new arrivals.  When she quickly blinked herself back out to the barn to learn whatever might have happened, she found there was quite a scramble going on and it was obvious they were getting ready to evacuate.  Equipment was being gathered and some vehicles were being brought up.  She was able to understand enough of the comments being yelled back and forth to know an alarm of some sort had been raised.
 
   Mike?  Does anyone back there understand why everyone out here would suddenly be preparing to leave?  When she got his affirmative answer, she teleported herself directly to where he was.
 
   She could see both Robert and Major Schermerhorn were on the phone.  Mike!  I’m right here with you now.  Talk to me.  Tell me what’s going on.
 
   Mike waved to the others in the room, beckoning them to join him and when they approached, he said, “Missy’s right here.  We need to explain what we’ve just learned … she says they’re suddenly getting ready to leave out there at the farm.”
 
   “They must have heard about Philly,” said Oliver.  Since he couldn’t see where Missy was, he stared at Mike.
 
   Drew’s voice came from the speaker phone.  “Is Missy there?  Good.  We’re only now hearing about this.  Apparently, the task force in Philadelphia is arresting everyone.  Something must have alarmed the terrorists back there because they were getting ready to empty out that warehouse.”
 
   Mike, tell them I understand now.  That would explain things here as well.  They obviously just received word, either the same alarm or else they learned about the arrests which are going on back there.  In any case, they are now packing up and preparing to move from this farm to someplace else.
 
   Mike repeated Missy’s words to the others just as Robert walked up.
 
   Robert said, “Missy, I just got off the phone with the FBI Director.”  He looked around at the others and then at Mike.  “His orders are for our team to move in here if there’s any sign our suspects might be trying to go anywhere, especially if they try to move their explosives.  This is coming from Homeland Security.  He’s not happy we may need to take this step but at least we already have a large enough force already in position and we can do this.”
 
   “Okay, we’re hearing the same thing over here at “P” Branch as well,” announced Drew.  “Hopefully, your task force can avoid repeating any of the FBI’s more disastrous assault incidents like those which occurred years ago.  We don’t want any headlines about this.”
 
   Mike, tell them I understand.  I’m going back out there but, from what I saw, that’s exactly what’s going on.  They were preparing to evacuate.  I’ll go check on the explosives out there and let you know.  Missy then teleported herself back to the farm.
 
   She’d only been away for perhaps ten minutes but in that time, someone had already pulled a truck up in front of where the explosives were being stored.  Mike!  It’s happening here.  These guys are packing up and moving out.  The sooner the task force moves in, the better.
 
   Not long after that things got rather exciting as task force vehicles suddenly drove up and crashed right through the gate at the entrance.  Soon there were armed law enforcement people from several agencies swarming all over the place, working together to make the arrests.  This sudden arrival by such a superior force caught the terrorists at the farm by surprise and, with minimal resistance, all suspects were quickly captured and placed into custody.
 
   Once the explosives and suicide vests were then located, assuring this bust was equally as good as the one in Philly, things began to settle down.  However, it wasn’t until several hours later before Missy was finally able to confirm that, indeed, everyone whose scent she had identified upon first entering and examining the farm was present and accounted for.  The investigation would continue, of course, and anyone who might have associated in the past with those now being arrested would also be watched.  However, there didn’t appear to be any “missing” terrorists they’d need to worry about for Chicago.


 
   
  
 

Chapter Thirty-Three
 
   Nov 22, 2019
 
    
 
   Tracy woke up when Missy once again returned, accompanied by a rather large energy pulse.  She sat up and checked the digital display on her alarm clock which read 4:29 a.m.  “Oh, goody!  You’re back.  What’s with all this energy?  Jeez, can’t you let a girl sleep?”
 
   “Sorry, I got myself all ready, just in case, but then didn’t need to do all that much so I’m still pretty amped up.  I did manage to expend some of my excess energy up in the mountains before returning here but I guess … well …”  Tracy’s bed began to slowly rise and then floated a few feet above the floor with her still sitting in it.  Missy giggled at her friend’s reaction and then slowly lowered the bed back down.
 
   “Really?”  Now fully awake, Tracy created three balls of light which she floated over Missy’s bed.  She then could see her roommate, who was pulling her favorite tee shirt down over her head.  “You couldn’t like run around out there a bit longer?  Climb some trees?  Kill some animals?  Maybe use it all up?  Why must I be the one to suffer the brunt of your evil ways?”
 
   “Very funny.  Had things gone as planned, I’d have spent the night with Mike, having my evil ways with him.”  Missy emitted a huge wistful sigh.  “Unfortunately, all hell broke loose instead and all I got to do was watch it happen.  For whatever reason, the terrorist cell in Philly decided they needed to empty out their warehouse and move their stuff somewhere else.  Homeland Security decided to grab everyone they possibly could and, as you can imagine, that made the people I was watching out at this farm near Chicago decide they’d better scatter.  So, the good news is we were already prepared to prevent anything like that from happening and managed to grab everyone out there as well.”
 
   “Wow!  You’re saying lots of arrests were made?  Terrorists were apprehended?  This is all gonna be on the news, right?”
 
   “Oh, definitely!  Nobody got killed or anything and all the explosives at both locations were safely confiscated.  Homeland Security is claiming this to be a huge win.  They’ll be sorting through everything for several months but it’s obvious they’ve stopped what could have been a big disaster.  The general public won’t learn what the CIA reported about the threat to our three parades, of course.  At least, not anytime soon.  But, with all the explosives which turned up, clearly there were terrorist acts being planned.”
 
   Tracy said, “What about the third terrorist cell?”
 
   “Yeah, that’s the bad news.  But, you won’t be hearing about that from the media.”
 
   -----
 
   The Secretary of Defense had once again assembled key officials from the military, Homeland Security, the FBI and CIA, both houses of Congress, and high ranking cabinet members from the White House.  Drew was there from “P” Branch, of course.  And, everyone had previously been cleared to know about supernaturals although not everyone was aware the U.S. government was actually now using them.
 
   The discussion about the latest crisis had been going on for forty minutes.  Deputy Secretary of State Ted Hanson, as usual, was highly critical of everything that had happened.  Summing up, he said to the Secretary of Homeland Security, “So your man Pritchard couldn’t just have our task force watch everyone?  Instead, he had his investigators go out like bulls in a china shop and interrogate members of that mosque in Philly?  No doubt that’s why their cell leader Parvis wanted to clear out of that warehouse … he knew his operation had been compromised.”
 
   The Homeland Security Secretary said, “We don’t know yet why they were moving all their explosives.  And, we couldn’t allow them to just drive off in that truck.  The risk was too great.  If they managed to evade our surveillance, not only would all the evidence proving these guys were terrorists be gone but they’d be using those explosives somewhere else.  Unacceptable.”
 
   “But that’s exactly what those New York based terrorists will now be doing!” Hanson sputtered.  “When those “P” Branch witches go looking for them, all they’ll find will be an empty warehouse!”  He looked over at Drew who had already explained Robert Ulrey had his team heading to Newark Airport.  However, if indeed the search only turned up vacant facilities, Drew wasn’t optimistic they’d have any way of finding where the terrorists might have gone.  The objects from Afghanistan, when combined, might lead to where the terrorists had been.  However, they simply wouldn’t provide strong enough energy signals to track any individuals after that.
 
   Congressman Barrows said, “I may have come to this party a little late.  Tell me again why we have witches finding terrorists?  I’ll concede it looks as though these witches may have been right, from all the evidence we now have obtained, but I can understand why Pritchard wanted more to go on.  I mean, until his guys saw that truck being loaded, there wasn’t any hard evidence at all.  I have every confidence in our police and FBI investigators.  They’ll find these terrorists using tried and true proven procedures.  I’d rather rely on them and all the high technology they’re using than hope we’ll get any more lucky guesses from the Land of Oz.”
 
   “I disagree,” said Hanson.  “And, this was far from any lucky guesses.  The problem is we’re keeping everything about these witches much too secret.  Hell, half the people in this room still have no clue what miracles these supernaturals are capable of.”
 
   Charles Winword from the CIA laughed.  “Ted, you’re the one always saying we can’t let the rest of the world know any details about our witches.  And, now you’re complaining about too much secrecy?”
 
   “I’m not asking to share secrets with the rest of the world.  But, those of us gathered right here ought to know a lot more than what we’ve been told.”  Hanson looked over at Drew and asked, “For example, what’s your angel of death been doing in all this?  How come I haven’t heard anything about him yet?”
 
   Drew looked around the room and grimaced.  “For those wondering who Ted is referring to, we have a special asset who not only rescued those three Germans from the Taliban back in January but this asset also managed to locate that new base they had over there.”
 
   Hanson grumbled, “See what I mean?  Drew always calls his guy a special asset but never really explains how this witch manages to do what he does.  We all realize that new base was subsequently destroyed during Campaign Angel’s Wing.  And this witch somehow helped with that, right?”  He looked around the room at the others to see how many were seeing his point.
 
   Drew smiled at Hanson.  “Yes, our asset actively participated in the combat operations over there.  Her assistance made a huge difference and helped with the success of that campaign.  However, we’re not here to review any details of what she did then.  Or, to discuss her role in rescuing Candace Axtell, which some folks in this room are probably not aware of.”
 
   “Wow!  Wait a minute!  Your guy is a woman?” Hanson blurted.  Then he laughed.  “Of course!  No wonder those Germans called her an angel.  Next you’ll be telling me she’s young and beautiful, right?”
 
   The Defense Secretary looked at Drew and then looked around the room.  “I’ve met the young lady, actually.  And, I don’t see how we can keep having her help us without letting the others in this group know a bit more about her.  Maybe Ted is right about our keeping too many secrets from ourselves.  But, her identity as well as her abilities must continue being guarded.  This is about one of our Nation’s highest priority weapons systems.  Does everyone in this room understand that?”
 
   Drew watched as the others all acknowledged what the Defense Secretary was getting at.  Then he said, “Getting back to Ted’s original question, our special asset was actually right there, at the scene in Chicago, when all the arrests were made.  She eventually confirmed every member of the Chicago cell has indeed been apprehended.”
 
   “What about at Philly?  Was she there as well?”
 
   “Yes, she was there earlier.  She’s the one who confirmed the explosives and suicide vests were in that warehouse.  Once Robert Ulrey’s finder witches succeeded in locating the warehouse, we had her go inside.  She described what was in there, who was in there and who was not in there.  There are four Philly cell members who were not there and were not placed under initial surveillance.  It’s yet to be determined whether or not they now might be in custody.  If we’re lucky, perhaps they’ll have joined the cell in New York City.”
 
   Barrows said, “You’re going much too fast, Drew.  You need to explain some of these things.  You’re saying your angel witch was in there with the terrorists?  And, she can describe members who were not in there?”
 
   The Homeland Security Secretary said, “I remember all that reconnaissance she did concerning that Taliban base.  She was inside there as well.  Can she somehow make herself invisible?”
 
   Drew looked at the Defense Secretary and Charles Winword, who both had met Missy and had read her file.  But, he hadn’t had a chance yet to update them about her new ability.  “There are a great many supernatural powers and abilities which this special asset possesses, and yes … that’s one of them.  She can be invisible.  She also can recognize and identify every person’s unique scent.  That’s how she knows four members in Philly have not yet been accounted for.”
 
   There were a few moments of complete silence as the others processed what Drew had just explained.  Then, several voices all spoke at once, most exclaiming shock and disbelief.  Someone asked, “Can’t you send her back to Philly so she can track down whoever is missing?”
 
   “That’s one of the actions we have planned, yes.”  Drew then went on to outline what “P” Branch was hoping could be done.  “Robert Ulrey will use the New York objects sent back from Afghanistan to hopefully have his finder witches locate the facilities which the third terrorist cell has been using.  As Ted mentioned, we are expecting to find those facilities vacant.  However, they’ll have left their scents behind and our special asset can go in and identify those.  Think of this as though we were gathering fingerprints with our high tech devices.  She can later match up each person’s scent to the actual individual once we find them.
 
   “If we get lucky, one or more of our missing terrorists from Philly might be with them.  If so, we’ll next have her visit and examine the home of every known associate for this Philly group.  Assuming the person now in New York did live in Philly and she finds their home?  We then can provide our finder witches with an object from there, owned by this individual, which they can use to track that person down in New York.
 
   “Once that person is located, our special asset can determine if the other cell members are also nearby.  We believe this plan provides our best hope for containing this third cell.  These people are very knowledgeable about all the high tech methods which we have, due to what was recently leaked by the traitor from Homeland Security.  However, they won’t know about our witches.”
 
   There was some more discussion and Drew was asked several questions about this plan which his agency had come up with.  Someone referred to it as a “witch-tech” plan rather than a high tech plan and many started calling it that afterwards.  When the meeting ended, everyone was well aware there were no guarantees but there was some optimism.  Maybe their witch-tech plan might yet save the day.
 
   -----
 
   Arvind Pancholi had insisted on meeting face to face with Felipe Benedict prior to depositing what amounted to half his entire life’s savings in the traitor’s bank account.  It had not been easy to convert all his various assets into cash, but -- having known he’d eventually want to do so at some point -- it hadn’t been all that difficult either.  He’d carefully made all his investments over the years so cashing them out, when the time came, would be manageable.
 
   But he needed to be certain Benedict would be delivering everything he’d promised concerning this Cancun Cancan Girl and the FBI’s psychic.  His ability as a water witch to know when a person was telling the truth or lying could only be used when that person was actually in his presence.  Once he assured himself Benedict fully intended to provide everything they’d agreed upon, arrangements for payment would then be completed.  
 
   “Your files on these two individuals are complete and accurate?  There can’t be any mix-up or mistaken identity … if this information turns out to be false, I guarantee you’ll regret it.”  Pancholi had never needed to carry out any of his threats but, had it been necessary, he’d always been fully prepared to do so.  Early in his career, he’d considered working as an assassin rather than as a spy.  His ability to control all the fluids inside anyone within a hundred feet gave him several ways to kill them.  Or, to torture them, should that be called for.
 
   But, he’d left such acts of violence far behind when he’d left India.  Violence begat violence and he much preferred his chosen role, quietly manipulating from behind the scenes rather than exposing himself.  He was careful and his risks were minimal.  He was not one who thrived on the adrenalin rush associated with higher risk actions.  No, he was quite content to merely live as he’d been living, saving his money gradually for the future.  And, his future had now arrived.
 
   Benedict said, “Your client will be more than satisfied with the dossiers I’ve put together.  Especially the one on the girl.  She has quite an amazing history but what she’s doing now is even more amazing.”
 
   Pancholi nodded; if she was a supernatural, as he suspected, then indeed it was likely there would be some very incredible things in those files.  “My client is insisting on exclusivity.  If you should sell this information to anyone else?”
 
   “I understand.  And, I assure you, these files will never be provided to anyone else.  Of course, if your client doesn’t agree to purchase them, I will then find another buyer.  I’m offering them to you with first refusal because of our past relationship and because your client is probably the one most interested.  Because of that whole Candace Axtell business.”
 
    “Okay, I’m having your payment sent now.  When your bank confirms the funds have arrived, which should only take a few minutes, I’ll want the link to your encrypted files delivered to this email address.  And, of course, I’ll want you to provide me the access code before you leave this table and we go our separate ways.”
 
   Thirty minutes later, after downloading and decoding the files back in his room, Pancholi began reading all about Oliver Bessom and Missy McCrea.  He was not disappointed with what he’d invested so heavily to obtain.  No, quite the contrary.  The U.S. government was obviously using supernaturals and he was confident WIJO would be willing to pay a great deal for what he could now provide them.


 
   
  
 

Chapter Thirty-Four
 
   Nov 23, 2019
 
    
 
   Missy enjoyed the flight to Tallahassee which she and her soccer team were on.  They’d boarded their bus at oh-dark-thirty that morning back at the academy, had departed JFK at a little after ten and then had changed planes in Charlotte, NC.  That layover had been only an hour and they now were about to land a little before three.  This would allow them plenty of time to get to the stadium and warm up before their game at six.
 
   Barbara Rozak had been in the seat next to her on both flights and had been talking non-stop, except for when they’d both been eating their snack-lunches, which they’d brought with them.  The whole team was amped up which Missy thought was good.  She had managed to shed much of her excess energy over the past twenty-four hours and was now only amped up by a normal amount.
 
   Momentarily, she tuned Barbara out and reflected on the various events which had occurred over the past few days.  That led to thinking about what everyone was doing right then.  Could they prevent any suicide bombings from happening at the Thanksgiving Day parade in New York City, now only a few days away? 
 
   Robert and the others had flown to New Jersey the day before, direct from Chicago, except for Mike who had flown to Florida so he’d be there for her game.  By the time Millie and Oliver had sifted through all the items waiting at Newark Airport which Team Twenty-Two had sent back from Afghanistan, it had been too dark to go searching in any helicopter.  So, that effort had been postponed until today.  They’d needed to get a good night’s sleep anyway before attempting to locate wherever that third terrorist cell might be or may have been.  No one believed any explosives would still be there.  If the search was successful, she’d be joining them tomorrow to go check out the facilities and memorize all the scents from those who’d been there recently.
 
   But, for Missy, all that was for yet another day and sufficient unto the day were the problems thereof!  Thus, she put those thoughts out of her mind and tuned back into what Barbara was telling her.  She began focusing on their big soccer game coming up and on her fellow teammates.  What had Barbara just been saying?  If they could win this one, they then would be in the Final Four.  Otherwise, their season was over.  Yes, but either way, she knew everyone at the academy would be proud of what they’d accomplished that year.
 
   Since she’d been able to re-connect with Mike, she once again was feeling whole and happy.  His location had come within her five-hundred mile radius right before her landing at Charlotte and her distance from him had been shrinking ever since.  Her cat nature, which never worried about anything, was purring inside with content.  This, of course, grounded her human nature and enabled her to truly enjoy the moment.  She would go out on the field at the soccer stadium and play her very best and then she’d spend the night with Mike.  Life for Missy the girl was very, very good.
 
   -----
 
   Millie looked at the others and sadly shook her head.  “We’re sorry, but we just can’t do any better than this.  The general areas we showed you are the best we can do.  We can’t identify any particular buildings or suggest which of those places might be better than any of the others.  The signals are there but they’re not concentrated like in Philly and Chicago.”
 
   They had all returned from flying over several buildings all scattered around Brooklyn.  Wes and Chris had taken them out over these areas three different times.  They were now seated around a conference table reviewing everything with “P” Branch.  None of the other agencies were being conferenced in, however.  Major Schermerhorn had downloaded their photos which were being projected onto a screen at the end of the room.  One by one, they’d been looking at them all yet again.
 
   “Hey, if Missy only checks for those four missing guys from Philly?  She can probably get through these areas in a few hours, right?  In her spirit form?”  Oliver was just as disappointed as Millie but there was only so much they could do.
 
   Robert said, “There will be several hundred different scents in those buildings … maybe even thousands.  We were hoping to pin down the location for her.  Hell, we don’t even know if those missing guys will actually have come up here.”
 
   “And, if she doesn’t sense any of those four guys or find any explosives down there, we really won’t have any other way to track down where this cell may have gone off to.”  Major Schermerhorn was not optimistic.  “It looks like we’ll have to rely on surveillance during the parade.  Hopefully, that might find these guys before it’s too late.”
 
   Drew said, “Well, you’ve at least narrowed the search area down somewhat.  I suppose that’s better than asking her to search the entire city, with millions and millions of scents for her to examine.  I’ll let the Secretary of Defense know where we stand.”
 
   -----
 
   Kristen Cassalia could see what the other team was doing but there was nothing she could do about it.  In all her years of coaching, she never before had witnessed a team employing keep-away tactics to the extent Florida State was doing so today.  They obviously had watched game films and had realized the only way to prevent Missy McCrea from dominating things for West Point’s offense, thus greatly reducing the time their own offense would have to work, was to do everything they possibly could to keep the ball in play on the opposite side of the field, away from Missy.
 
   Kristen had just sent her team back out there after giving them her usual half-time pep talk.  They’d all been complaining and they had thoroughly discussed this keep-away issue during the first half.  The game had been very exciting up to now and the score was tied two-two.  But, in spite of all her players now knowing what the other team was managing to do, they really didn’t have any good strategy for how to deal with that.
 
   Missy played left forward and Barbara played right forward, although these positions were very fluid and they often mixed things up.  Still, they were the two primary strikers and the West Point offense was built around how the two of them would interact throughout the game.
 
   Today, it didn’t matter that Missy was tireless and could cover half the field.  She wasn’t over on the opposite side of the field and, whenever FSU had the ball, that’s where they’d kept it.  Doing so had resulted in much longer times of possession for their offense and, as the game played on, that was making a difference.  This difference was likely to continue since they were very much a championship team and were taking excellent advantage of those longer times of possession.
 
   Twice Kristen tried to mix things up, with Missy and Barbara actually swapping fields.  That hadn’t mattered as the other team quickly adjusted, continuing their keep-away strategy so Missy simply wasn’t allowed many opportunities to handle the ball.  Yes, her own teammates did often succeed in getting the ball over to her but, as the game wore on, the skill which the FSU offense had was working for them.
 
   At the end of the day, it was the penalty kicks which decided the game.  The score had been five-five when regulation time had expired.  At the end of the five rounds of penalty kicks, it was still tied since both teams had scored four of their five kicks.  In sudden death, FSU won when their kicker scored and then the West Point kicker’s shot was successfully blocked.  Game over.
 
   Mike tried to cheer Missy up during dinner.  She and her teammates had all been pretty bummed over their loss.  Once they’d all finally been released, free until the next morning, she had said her goodbyes to everyone and had gone off with Mike.  He’d taken her to an excellent seafood restaurant where she’d enjoyed huge helpings of fish, shrimp and crabs.  Even so, she was still very disappointed and her mood was uncharacteristically bleak.
 
   “You can’t let this bother you so much,” Mike told her.  “You did score three goals and you made your penalty kick.  You can’t do everything, you know.  They had a great team and they outplayed you guys.”
 
   “You mean they outplayed me, since they really worked at always keeping the damn ball over on the opposite side of the field from wherever I was.”
 
   Mike laughed.  “Can you blame them for that?  Look what happened when you did manage to get near the ball.  Three goals, remember?”  In spite of how lopsided the times of possession had been, Missy had indeed been spectacular during those few instances when she’d gotten the ball.  Hence, the game ending up in a tie score and needing to be decided by penalty kicks.
 
   Missy sighed.  “Lately, things just haven’t been going very well.  From what you’ve said about today’s search in New York, I’ll now need to be sniffing around for days hoping to find some trace of one of our mystery men amongst the many millions.”
 
   “You really are depressed, aren’t you?”  Mike shook his head and sighed.  He’d never seen her so disconsolate before.  “Drew told me there might be a few hundred for you to sift and sort through … okay, maybe even more than a thousand … but not many millions.”  He signed the check which the waiter had left and pocketed his credit card.  “Let’s get out of here.  Where would you like to go now?  We have all night.”
 
   “Ooohhh!”  Missy did perk up.  She knew she’d been wallowing in a funk and decided enough was enough.  She lowered her voice to a husky whisper and said, “Take me to our room, Mike!  Ravish me!  Let’s be wild and crazy while we romp and play.  Do me as you’ve never done me before!  Punish me!  Reward me!  Finish me!  Then begin again … make me frantic!  I want some fabulous fun and frolic!  Make me forget and then make me remember!  Make me love how you love me, forever and forever!”
 
   “Forever and forever?”  He laughed as he watched her eyes sparkle, filling up with golden speckles.  Suddenly, her emotions overwhelmed him and his passionate arousal in response, which he had no control over, was immediate, powerful and rather painful.  He sat there unable to leave the table.  His throbbing erection would be quite apparent to anyone who might look his way once he stood up.
 
   She was well aware of all this of course, and enjoying it.  “Maybe not forever and forever.  But, you did say that we have all night, right?”  She giggled and, once he did manage to rise, she led the way outside.  She was determined to thoroughly enjoy the rest of the evening.  And, she did.


 
   
  
 

Chapter Thirty-Five
 
   Nov 24, 2019
 
    
 
   Captain Bonomo and Major Schermerhorn were both waiting at JFK for Missy when she and her soccer team landed there mid-afternoon.  Drew had once again cleared things with the Superintendent at the academy and who had sent the captain down so Missy’s staying behind with the two Army officers when the rest of the team boarded their bus to return to the academy would appear very official.  The Army had need of Missy’s services for a confidential matter.
 
   After saying goodbye to her coach and teammates, she rode with her two Army escorts out to Newark Airport where Robert and the others were waiting.  Mike had flown home to Massachusetts but would be using the special telecommunications equipment “P” Branch had given him to stay in contact with everyone.  Once Missy went searching, he’d perform his usual role as her interpreter.  He could do this while back at school since he’d be well within her five-hundred mile radius, even if she went down to Philly again.
 
   Once they were all sitting around the conference table with “P” Branch and Mike on the speaker phone, Missy was shown all the Brooklyn area photos.  Millie and Oliver briefed her as best they could about each of the buildings from which they’d sensed some energy signals.  Or, to be more accurate, from which they’d sensed some energy traces.  However, there were several of these buildings in each location with several locations scattered all throughout Brooklyn.  Since only minor energy traces were being sensed from these locations, there just hadn’t been any way to isolate any specific buildings.
 
   Missy was asked if she thought it was too large an area with too many scents for her to sift through.  She answered, “All I can say is it will take time.  If any of the four men from Philly have been there within the past couple of months, I’ll be able to tell you that.  And, since I won’t be trying to store any scent memories, that does allow me to go through these places much quicker.  But, I have to go through them slowly and thoroughly in order to do this.  As I said, it will take time.  Possibly days.”
 
   Mike had been worried about her remaining in her spirit form for any extended periods and had questioned her about this subject before.  Now he told the others, “Missy doesn’t really know how long she can exist in her spirit form.  Up until now, she’s been extending these time periods gradually.  She’s now done several hours at a time, as you’ve seen, but if there’s a limit to how long she can go, she doesn’t know what might happen.”
 
   Robert said, “What you mean is, if she has some limit, she doesn’t know if she’ll get any warning when she nears that limit so she can complete her Change and materialize before … well … before whatever!”
 
   “Exactly!  She exists during these time periods in some sort of an energy state and uses energy while she does that.  Of course, she also draws energy from all around but …”
 
   “But, there are risks.” said Drew.  “We’ve been trying to understand this spirit form phenomenon back here at “P” Branch.  Ever since Missy first told me about it, I’ve had several people researching, checking through our archives, looking for any evidence of this.  So far, nothing.  We’re dealing with a complete unknown.”
 
   Marsha’s voice now came through the speaker phone.  “Missy, can you maybe complete your Shifts every so often, continuing the gradual time period extensions like you’ve already been doing?  We are not looking for this to be any great experiment and we certainly don’t want you to suddenly go poof, ceasing to exist!”
 
   Missy laughed and said, “Especially if that poof might release the sort of energy you could expect from a nuclear bomb, right?  It’s not only me who might be at risk.”
 
   Millie said, “Marsha’s suggestion does make sense.  Doing that will at least mitigate the risk.  Especially since you can’t feel anything while a spirit, right?  Maybe you’ll experience something as any limit is approached … I don’t know.”
 
   “Alrighty, then!”  Missy had listened to all this enough.  “I’ll go one hour longer each time and then I’ll blink myself right back here and finish my Change.  Millie can check me out and, once she’s satisfied I’m okay, I’ll go back out and continue wherever I left off.”
 
   Knowing Missy would need to eat before she started out on her big search, they’d arranged for meals to be brought into their conference room with some extra rare steaks special for her.  She told Millie to have some raw steaks waiting when she returned later on, since she’d then be in her cat form.
 
   Once she was ready to go, it was getting dark outside.  Although Wes and Chris had kept their night vision goggles, Missy said she didn’t need to be flown out to Brooklyn.  She had visited New York City enough times so she didn’t need any helicopter ride.  She could teleport to a nearby restaurant where she and Mike had been which was close enough.  She’d be able to find her way after that, having studied the aerial photos of Brooklyn all afternoon.
 
   Major Schermerhorn announced he wanted to film Missy’s departure so they all gathered around and waited until he was ready with the video camera.  Missy then gave Millie her earrings and asked her to take care of the clothes she’d be leaving behind.  She waited while the major filmed her for a few minutes, with the others all out of sight from the camera.  Then, she focused and … moments later … she vanished into a shimmer of light, with her clothes dropping into a pile on the floor.
 
   Once again, Chris said, “Damn!  I’ll never get used to her doing that!” and the others all laughed.  Millie and Oliver could still sense her presence for a few more seconds, but then … she was gone.
 
   -----
 
   Mike opened his door for John and said, “Come on in!”  It was obvious John had driven directly there after leaving Tracy down at West Point.  When he glanced at the clock, he was surprised to see it was almost midnight.
 
   John asked, “How’s my sister?”  Tracy had filled him in on everything she’d learned from Missy and he was well aware the search for the third terrorist cell was now underway.  Captain Bonomo had alerted Tracy as well, just prior to his going out to JFK, that her roommate would not be returning to the academy for a day or so.  At that point, Tracy had already known much more about things than the captain.
 
   Mike put his microphone on mute so the folks at “P” Branch and down in New Jersey wouldn’t overhear him talking to John.  “She’s been working her way through some tenement buildings in Brooklyn for the last six hours.  So far, no joy.”
 
   John looked around at Mike’s apartment, which was a single unit like his own.  “P” Branch had suggested they both find places off campus this year to avoid any of their conversations being overheard by others.  Now that Missy and Tracy were actively assisting the U.S. government as supnats, privacy and security were a necessity.  “Why do I get the feeling this search might be more difficult than the others?”
 
   “Well, it turns out the signals which Millie and Oliver were able to follow were merely traces and there wasn’t any concentration like in Philly or at that farm in Chicago.  She’s only trying to identify whether any of the missing terrorist cell members from Philly might have visited their buddies up in New York.”
 
   John nodded, saying, “Tracy told me about that.  So, if she can recognize anyone, she’ll go back to Philly and sniff around down there until she locates where they live.  Millie and Oliver can then identify some objects which have a really strong energy signal for that person.  If so, those can lead them back to the actual person’s current location up in New York and, hopefully, to wherever the whole gang’s now holed up.”
 
   Mike paused while he listened to the latest messages from Missy.  After turning his mic on and repeating her messages for the others to hear, he again put his mic on mute.  Looking at John, he said, “As you could hear, still no joy.  That’s the third building she’s been through.  There are lots more to go, however.”
 
   “There are actually people living in those buildings?”
 
   “Yeah, that’s what’s making it so difficult.  She actually had me call nine-one-one about an hour before you got here.  Some asshole was pretty drunk and started beating up his wife.”
 
   John grimaced and said, “I doubt she let that go on for very long.  I’m surprised she didn’t cold cock the bastard.”
 
   Mike laughed.  “She did!  That’s why she had me call nine-one-one.  She made it look like he tripped and banged his head.  The wife then was so upset she grabbed some of her stuff and left.  Missy was afraid nobody would find the guy and bring him to the hospital for treatment.  She could have healed him, of course, but she wanted the cops to find him and handle things.”
 
   “Good call.”  John thought for a moment and then asked, “Did you say she’s been doing this for six hours already?  Just how long can she pretend she’s Casper the Not-So-Friendly-Ghost anyhow?”
 
   “Don’t worry.  She’ll be checking in as a cat with Millie in maybe another hour.  If anyone can sense Missy having any problems, it would be Millie.”  He then explained the plan for extending the periods Missy went back out as a spirit one hour each time.
 
   “What about you, Mike?  My sister can draw enough energy now to black out half of Manhattan but you’re only human.  How the hell can you keep going through all this?”
 
   “Well, she tells me I can snooze between her sitrep messages and, unless there’s something urgent, she’ll only give me those every hour or so.  You realize, of course, your sister can always wake me up if she senses I’m asleep.”
 
   “Oh, yes.  And, I don’t envy you at all.  I’m soooo glad Tracy can’t do that to me.  This whole mind share thing the two of you can do?  That’s unique.  Nobody else can do that.  It’s not a witch thing or a soulmate thing.  Tracy thinks it’s because Missy’s cat is so strong inside of her.  Lucky you!”  He laughed and Mike laughed with him.
 
   -----
 
   Nov 25, 2019
 
    
 
   Just before one a.m., Missy teleported back to the conference room at the airport and found everyone still there, waiting for her.  Mike, tell them I’m going to re-appear back at the same spot as before, right where I was when I vanished.  She heard Mike’s voice on the speaker phone giving them the head’s up.  Major Schermerhorn then got out his video camera and got ready and the others all gathered around.
 
   She focused and, with her typical pulse of energy, she was back.  She took a moment to experience the return of all her physical senses and adjust to those, rather than how she’d been experiencing sights, sounds and scents for the past seven hours.  Existing as only an energy spirit having just three senses providing any input to her mind was indeed different.  It felt good to be back.
 
   For the benefit of those on the phone, Millie announced, “Missy’s back and I’m going to take a minute to examine her.  So far, she seems okay.  I’ll let you all know.”
 
   John’s voice came over the speaker phone, saying, “Hey baby sister, I’m up here with Mike.  Millie?  You’re making sure she has all four paws, two ears, one tail … stuff like that, right?”
 
   The others had already known John was there but Missy was only now finding that out.  She sent Mike a message.
 
   John’s voice again was heard as he yelped, “Ow, ow!”  Laughing, he asked Mike, “What was that for?”
 
   Mike said, “Just doing what your sister wanted.  She insisted the next sounds she heard you making needed to sound like you were experiencing some serious pain.”
 
   John said, “Obviously, she’s feeling okay down there.  Go ahead and give her some food and water.  Maybe that will distract her from giving Mike any more suggestions concerning her loving, caring brother.”
 
   Missy actually was enjoying the banter and liked that John was keeping Mike company.  She went over to Millie and sat back on her haunches.  With Mike speaking for her, she then managed having some two-way conversation with the others which she also enjoyed.  Millie meanwhile did examine her and was satisfied Missy’s “energy” felt normal enough.  Thirty minutes later, fed and refreshed from interacting with everyone, Missy once again Shifted to her spirit form and teleported back to Brooklyn.


 
   
  
 

Chapter Thirty-Six
 
   Nov 25, 2019
 
    
 
   Mike?  Wake up, Mike!  I’ve just scented Felix.  Missy had been working her way through building after building, inside and out, as well as checking up and down all the alleys, street ways, empty lots, recreational parks … anywhere which might have been used by someone staying in the area.  It had been almost eight hours -- her target time period for this interval -- since she’d vanished from the conference room.  Her thoughts had been drifting somewhat as she’d started considering how much further she could go before teleporting herself back there, as had been agreed.
 
   In spite of the distraction due to her wandering thoughts, neither her senses nor her memory had failed her.  Felix was the name she’d given one of the four missing terrorists and she recognized his scent right away.  She’d reached the corner unit in the basement of a run-down tenement building located on the outer edge of the latest area she’d been searching.
 
   She felt Mike’s emotional response; he was excited and wide awake now.  Felix stayed here a few days ago.  He’s gone now but he was definitely here.  I’ve followed his scent out to the street but it disappears there … he probably got picked up in some vehicle.  But, he was here; no doubt about it!
 
   She went back inside and began memorizing other scents, which she named, as she’d done before.  The building was mostly empty now with only a dozen or so inhabitants on the upper levels.  However, they were obviously drug addicts and not terrorists so she didn’t bother naming any of them.  But, there had been a few others, like Felix, who had been staying in the lower apartment units until recently and she did assign some character names to those individuals.
 
   After about thirty minutes, she could sense Mike was getting more and more agitated.  She knew why … she had now exceeded her eight hours and he was concerned.  When she asked if he wanted her to return back to their team, his “yes” response was very clear and emphatic.  She told him to alert the others she’d be there momentarily and then she teleported into the conference room.
 
   During her absence, they’d brought in some privacy screen panels which were arranged over in one corner.  She found her clothes over there, behind these panels, waiting for her.  Millie was also waiting for her but the only other person in the conference room was Robert.  She Shifted into her human form once again and called out, “Okay, I’m back!  Where did everyone go?”
 
   Millie answered, “The major went to get the others when Mike announced your good news about finding Felix.  We’ve all been taking turns, trying to get some sleep in four hour shifts while you’ve been out there.  Oh, here they are now!”
 
   Missy had finished getting dressed and came around from behind the panels just as the others walked in.  “Hey, we’re gonna get these guys!  Drew, are you on the phone?”
 
   Les Goodding’s voice answered, saying, “He’s on his way back here as we speak.  He’s been over at the Defense Secretary’s office, trying to come up with a Plan B.  Looks like we can use Plan A, now.  Great job, Missy!”
 
   Everyone was excited and the conversation continued for several minutes, all about how fortunate they were to now have a solid path forward.  Missy learned there had been a huge effort by several agencies but that hadn’t gotten anywhere, even with all the information which had been learned after finding the terrorist cells in Philly and Chicago.  The New York terrorist cell, which everyone believed was actively planning an attack, could simply not be found.  With the Thanksgiving Day parade now only three days away and with no clue being discovered about these terrorists from any of the various high tech methods being used, many people were very worried.
 
   Wes said, “Chris and I will be ready to takeoff for Philly whenever you want.”  They once again had borrowed a Black Hawk from the local National Guard.
 
   The plan now was for Robert to bring Millie and Oliver, his two psychics, back to Philly where they would first visit all those persons of interest who had been detained, in addition to the seventeen terrorists identified during the initial surveillance out at the warehouse.  Next, and more important, were the missing persons of interest.  They were being sought because of their association with either Parvis or Abdul-Washeed; their disappearance right when all the arrests were being made had gotten their names put on a very special want list.  Visits would be made to wherever the individuals on this list had been living in hopes that Robert’s psychics might sense something.
 
   Since the local police and FBI working the case in Philly would of course be bringing Robert and his psychics around for all these visits, it had been decided that Missy would be there only in her spirit form.  She was a West Point cadet, not a psychic, and there wasn’t really any good explanation for having her be there, in person.
 
   Thus, Missy stayed behind with Major Schermerhorn and Captain Bonomo while Robert, Millie and Oliver were flown down to Philly.  She enjoyed a nice meal and rested up for just a bit, waiting until they’d need her down there.  Mike also rested, as he’d only managed a few hours’ sleep the night before.  He, of course, would be communicating Missy’s comments to the others once she teleported herself down to join the team in Philly.
 
   Two hours later, when Millie and Oliver entered the prison to confront those who’d been detained as persons of interest, they could sense Missy right there with them.  It didn’t take long.  Missy had Mike tell everyone that two of these persons were the ones she’d named Dumbo and Pluto.  Thus, in addition to Felix, who they believed was now in New York, only Goofy was still missing.  It was highly probable they both were on that very special want list.  Visits out to the last known places of residence for these want list folks were next.
 
   Robert had been pleasantly surprised when one of the persons assigned to bring him and his psychics around for these visits was Edward Collinsworth from the FBI’s Boston office.  Although they’d only met briefly a couple of times before, he knew Edward was supposedly working for Armando Sanchez up there.  “Hey, Ed, small world!  How did you manage getting assigned down here?”
 
   Edward laughed and said, “It’s only temporary.  Armando had to volunteer someone for this task force in Philly and, with me being the new guy on his team?  You know how that works.”
 
   Robert did know.  He introduced Edward to Millie and Oliver.
 
   “Are these the psychics who found that warehouse for us?” asked Edward.  “That really broke this whole terrorist case wide open, didn’t it?”
 
   “Yes, it certainly helped.  And, yeah … these are the psychics who have been finding terrorists for us.”  Robert smiled and then added, “They’re two of the best on that new team I’m now in charge of.  They’re the ones who located that house where Candace Axtell had been held for several days down in Cancun.”
 
   Edward said, “I heard about that!  You almost got killed when that house blew up, right?”
 
   “So did Millie.  She and Oliver were both with me when that happened but, fortunately, Oliver wasn’t badly injured.  Then, while Millie and I were recovering in the hospital, he actually went over to Afghanistan and helped locate Candace over there.  That’s highly classified information, by the way, so please don’t repeat that to anyone.”
 
   “Wow!”  Edward looked at Oliver and said, “Very impressive!”
 
   Millie laughed and said, “Well, what’s even more impressive is that Candace and Oliver are now engaged to be married.  Sometimes good things can come from bad situations.”
 
   Their vehicle had pulled up and stopped in front of an apartment building while they’d been talking.  Now, they all got out and Edward led the way inside.  Missy quickly worked her way through the entire building but didn’t recognize any scents.  She let Mike know and he advised the others.
 
   As they were being driven over to the next location, Edward said to Robert, “I was with Armando when you called a while back, asking him to arrange FBI protection for that crazy mob lady.  Alice Mathews.  I was the one he assigned to do that.  We made sure she and her husband were never bothered by anyone or exposed in any way.”
 
   Robert said, “That was much appreciated, Ed.  Alice and Mark are special friends …”
 
   “Oh, I know, I know.  Armando told me all about Missy McCrea.  He still wishes she’d agreed to join his team rather than go to West Point.  He talks about her all the time.”
 
   “Well, she certainly made quite an impression on him.  But, she’s very dedicated to being in the Army.”
 
   “Oh, I know that also.  There were several articles about her serving in combat this past summer.  Quite the hero, actually.  She’s the real deal.  I read she left West Point to go over there for some special study the Army was doing.  But, now she’s back at the academy again, right?”
 
   Robert nodded and said, “Oh, yes.  She’s doing extremely well there.”
 
   “And yet, she had you arrange protection for her friend during that little mob war they had in New York.  What’s the connection, anyway?  McCrea got to see our files on D’Amato, then her friend ends up actually working for D’Amato and McCrea has you call Armando … what’s going on?”
 
   “It’s complicated,” answered Robert.  Then he laughed.  “You don’t quite have all your facts exactly correct, though.  Her friend doesn’t really work for D’Amato’s organization.  They actually work for her friend, protecting all those Roseanne Fund girls.  That also is information which I ask that you keep to yourself, okay?”
 
   Edward stared at Robert for several seconds.  Then he too laughed.  “Armando said you knew a lot more about all this.  He also said you weren’t telling.  Okay.  Mum’s the word!  I think I understand.  Whatever the hell this Missy McCrea is doing, she’s clearly on the side of the angels.  So, I guess I’m on her side.  Anytime she wants help protecting any of her friends?  Just let me know!  No problem!”
 
   They had arrived at the next location, yet another apartment building.  Missy had enjoyed listening in on Robert’s conversation with Edward.  It was complicated all right.  Alice had been telling her only recently how greatly influenced Alessandra D’Amato was now getting from the many sessions she’d had with her.  While Robert’s statement about the D’Amato organization working for Alice was a bit of an exaggeration, there was no doubt about which direction D’Amato’s daughter would be making her father take as time went on.
 
   Missy left the group behind and quickly went through the apartment complex, checking for any scent of either Felix or Goofy.  This time, she had some success.  Both men had lived there and she had Mike alert the team as to which apartments they had lived in.
 
   When Millie and Oliver then declared they could “sense” which apartment units belonged to two of the individuals on the special want list, without Edward and his team having yet pointed them out, that earned them quite a bit of respect for their psychic abilities.  They were allowed to take their time in each apartment, selecting whichever objects they wanted.
 
   Missy, meanwhile, teleported back to the State Forest in Connecticut where she spent the next few hours as a cat.  Then, she returned to her room at the academy.  Finding no one there, she Changed back to her human form and then went to bed.  When Tracy later found her there, Missy was sound asleep and did not wake up.  She slept soundly straight through the night until the following morning.


 
   
  
 

Chapter Thirty-Seven
 
   Nov 26, 2019
 
    
 
   Askar-Samar Karimi had been one of the WIJO leaders who’d rushed out to the Kushk village after that embarrassing rescue which the U.S. forces had somehow managed doing for Candace Axtell.  He’d given the orders for Karam Abdul-Hasid’s execution after they’d completed their investigation out there and he had watched as those orders had been carried out.
 
   In the three months since then, he’d been very active.  On September eleventh, he’d arranged for the bombing which had destroyed the exclusive condo on the top floor of one of Dubai’s high rise buildings.  That had ended the lives of the man sometimes known as Sinbad along with his companion.  Their suspected treachery for revealing Candace Axtell’s location had thus been rewarded and a message had been sent.  Violent death awaited all those who contributed in any way towards embarrassing WIJO or obstructing any of WIJO’s goals.
 
   He had taken the initiative when his office in Herat had heard from their group in Turkey.  There was a spy in Ankara who claimed he could provide information coming from an American traitor, a former Homeland Security executive.  That information would enable entry into the U.S. for any number of volunteers, fresh from WIJO training camps; these men could then join existing teams already positioned at several key cities.  Knowing all the latest surveillance techniques and equipment which the U.S. agencies might have and use, all their procedures and policies, and how best to avoid and circumvent these would indeed work with retaliation plans which WIJO was making.  He had arranged for funneling the necessary payments and had obtained this valuable information.
 
   He had personally assisted at their training camp near Herat with the team of volunteers which had been sent to New York City.  Bombings at three different parades during a major holiday in the U.S. would send yet another message and make a very clear statement.  His role in this plan, having obtained the key information leaked by that Homeland Security traitor, would greatly advance his rise within WIJO’s leadership.  The information had indeed proven valuable and they’d successfully infiltrated, getting their men into position in Philadelphia, Chicago and New York as well as getting all the explosive materials and equipment needed for carrying out the plan.
 
   Up until five days earlier, everything had been going so well.  While there had been attacks by the Afghan military at some of their training camps, including the one near Herat, those had been too late.  All the important operations at those camps had already been completed and none of their secrets had been compromised.  As usual, the Afghan government had been ineffective.
 
   But, the U.S. government had now swept in and made arrests in Philadelphia and Chicago, capturing all their trained volunteers who had recently infiltrated into those locations along with most of their team members in those two cities who’d been getting things ready for the past few years.  What had gone wrong?  How had their operations been compromised?  There were reports these actions were because of psychics providing assistance to the FBI; this was obviously false propaganda to hide whatever the U.S. government may have actually done and whatever top secret capability they must now have developed.
 
   He had been quick to send word to their New York team which, like in Chicago, had immediately taken action to evacuate all facilities and move all personnel.  Fortunately, they had managed to escape so his instructions for them to relocate out to their remote site, west of Allentown, Pennsylvania, had been followed without incident.  And, so far that had proven to be a wise decision.  It had been his recommendation two years earlier to establish that fallback location, which could be used by either Philadelphia or New York since it was only a few hours away for vehicles travelling over the roads from either city.
 
   He was pleased with how well his contingency planning had succeeded.  He was not pleased, however, with how things had gone in Philadelphia and Chicago.  While the other leaders were praising his foresight for New York, they were questioning the information he’d purchased from that spy in Ankara.  Had he been misled?  Why hadn’t this latest U.S. capability been included?
 
   So, he now had come to Istanbul.  He would meet with this spy.  He would obtain some answers to these questions.  And, he would also listen to what the man was now claiming to offer.  According to their group in Turkey, Arvind Pancholi had always provided reliable information in the past.  And, this time?  This time Pancholi was insisting what he had for sale was more important than all the information he’d ever sold them before.  With this information, WIJO might neutralize a secret U.S. advantage which they had been using and which WIJO was completely unaware even existed.
 
   -----
 
   Missy got off the phone with Drew and looked over at Tracy.  “Millie and Oliver are not getting any signals they can follow.  They’ve been at it all day but wherever Felix has gone, there’s not enough.  While they can definitely experience energy from where he’s been, there’s nothing they can do.  According to Millie, the man must have left the city and is now more than a hundred miles away.  That’s about their limit, especially since the objects they found at his apartment aren’t exactly overflowing with his energy the way that music box of Candy’s was.”
 
   “What about Goofy?” asked Tracy.  In spite of knowing the real names for these two individuals, it was easier to continue using the names Missy had assigned them.
 
   “Nothing at all for him.  They don’t think he went to New York at all.”
 
   “Would it help if you and I joined them?  You know, with us in their circle, they’d have lots more power.”
 
   Missy sadly shook her head.  “No, Millie thought of that but says she can tell.  Felix has left the area and until he comes back within range again, they’re simply not going to get anywhere.  It’s not just how much power they have.  It’s power and ability.  But, they already have more than enough ability.  She says Oliver’s ability has become really good now.  He may even have more than she does.”
 
   Tracy giggled and said, “Yeah, once we witches find our soulmates and start enjoying all that really great sex?  I’ll bet he and Candy …”
 
   “Will you please not go there?  Sheeezzz!”  Missy laughed, however.  They had discussed on numerous occasions just how important it was for a witch to find their soulmate, especially while their powers and abilities were still developing.  That began at puberty and continued until they reached the age of twenty-five.
 
   “Just sayin’!  By the way … isn’t Oliver leaving with Candy tomorrow to fly overseas to tour some embassies?”
 
   “Yes, they’re going to Islamabad for their first stop.  You do know “P” Branch will have their aircraft sitting at Logan Airport all during this Thanksgiving tour, in case Mike and I are needed?”  Missy looked at her friend and raised one eyebrow.  “Les and Marsha will be there.  So will Sergeant Town; he really misses being back there with the rest of Team Twenty-Two, so you can guess what he’s hoping for.”
 
   Tracy nodded and said, “Oh, yes!  I asked Drew a few weeks ago what might happen if Oliver finds any witches over there.  Your brother got really pissed at me for doing that but … well … you know.”
 
   Missy laughed.  Yeah, she knew.
 
   “You do realize he only starts those fights with me so we can enjoy all the really great make-up sex afterwards, right?”
 
   Missy sighed and gave Tracy an exasperated look.  Yeah, she knew that also.
 
   Tracy giggled and, when Missy didn’t say anything, she added, “Don’t pretend that’s TMI.”  Missy continued ignoring her, even though Tracy now had put one of her most innocent expressions on her face.  Finally, Tracy said, “At any rate, Drew didn’t want me doing any of my fire and brimstone stuff.  He said they’d thought about asking me but they figured you could probably handle any crisis which might come up.”
 
   Missy was enjoying how Tracy was trying to yank her chain.  It actually was helping, as she really had been disappointed about Millie and Oliver not having any luck.  She’d been busy all day, catching up and taking a couple make-up exams, waiting for the call to go back and help.  She really had hoped they could finish things and eliminate the threat of any bombings.  Now?  Now they were in limbo.  Plan A wasn’t working and it was back to Plan B, which didn’t include any supnat assistance.
 
   -----
 
   Arvind Pancholi exclaimed, “Sir, this girl is not a porn star!  As I explained, she is in the U.S. military, a cadet at one of their academies.  And, she has special abilities.”
 
   He had tried to explain what the files would reveal without actually giving away too much information; full disclosure would only be provided after the twenty-five million dollar payment he’d asked for had been made.  In particular, he had talked about this special girl having a key role in not only the Candace Axtell rescue but earlier, in Campaign Angel’s Wing.  Then, hoping to convince Askar-Samar Karimi of just how amazing she truly was, he’d played one of her Cancun Cancan Girl videos.
 
   Karimi said, “What sort of dangerous game are you playing?  Do you believe I am a fool?  This is a terrible insult!”
 
   Pancholi was getting frustrated.  If Karimi wouldn’t allow himself to watch the scantily clad girl as she danced and performed at that nightclub, how could he be made to understand and appreciate that many of her actions were far beyond what any normal human was capable of doing?
 
   “These files which I can provide, they contain reports this same girl was badly wounded and carried off the battlefield at Kandagal only four weeks prior to her dancing like this in Cancun.  She was awarded medals for her actions while serving with a Special Forces unit.  This girl is no ordinary soldier and the U.S. is now using special individuals like her.  Many of your leaders were either killed or captured because of this and Candace Axtell was rescued because of this.  That, sir, is the insult.  And, it’s coming from the U.S. and not from me.”
 
   Karimi was not convinced but, at the same time, he was beginning to wonder.  This spy was promising information about the U.S. having special individuals.  Individuals who could find out things, such as where the Taliban had hidden its secret base in the Kunar Province and where WIJO had hidden Candace Axtell.  He asked, “What can you tell me about the U.S. arrests earlier this week in Philadelphia and Chicago?”
 
   Pancholi had read about those arrests.  Although there had been no mention of attacks planned on any parades, the news media had made several wild predictions as to how all the confiscated explosives might have been used.  He smiled and asked, “Are you worried they’ll arrest your people in New York before that big parade over there in two days?”
 
   “If you provide me with these files of yours, will that change anything which the U.S. might do in New York?”  Karimi still had no explanation for those arrests and was therefore concerned; yes, he considered it wise to fear the unknown.  
 
   “These are not my files.  I am merely the go-between, as always.”  Pancholi had been careful and had never suggested the twenty-five million dollar payment would be for himself.  “As for New York?  I doubt this information will be helpful.  Either these special individuals are not involved with anything which might happen at that parade or, if they are involved, it’s probably already too late to change anything.  However, if things do not go as you’ve planned, this information may help in understanding why you failed.”
 
   Karimi nodded but was not pleased about the reference to failure, especially not when associated with any plans he personally might be responsible for.  He said, “We will consider your offer.  Twenty-five million is too high a price, in any case.  But, we will talk again.  If it appears as though special individuals do somehow influence events during the next few days, we will probably be talking very soon.”


 
   
  
 

Chapter Thirty-Eight
 
   Nov 27, 2019
 
    
 
   Candace was very excited.  Their flight had just lifted off and they were on their way.  Her uncle had arranged for her and Oliver, along with all eight of her Military Police guards, to be on this military transport aircraft flying direct to Islamabad.  Her guards had been protecting her ever since her miraculous return in September and she knew they were almost as excited about this tour as she was.
 
   She looked at Oliver in the seat next to her and asked, “Are you okay about leaving unfinished business back there in New York?”  She knew he had really hoped he and Millie could have found that terrorist cell.  If there ended up being any bombings at the Thanksgiving Day parade, he’d be very upset.
 
   Oliver shrugged and said, “Yes and no.  Missy told me how she learned long ago, back when she lived those two years as a cat in the mountains, that you had to go forward and not be concerned about things you really couldn’t change.  Accept whatever it was you could do things about and what you had on your plate and leave it for others to deal with whatever else there might be.  Some things were meant to be.  And other things?  Well … you just had to let those things play out and do your best.”
 
   “Soooo … is that a yes or a no?”  Candace laughed.
 
   Oliver laughed as well.  “They’re getting Troy Dangelmeyer to help Millie.  He doesn’t know about “P” Branch but he’s already agreed to be one of Robert’s FBI psychics.  And, he’s worked with Missy when she’s been in her spirit form.”
 
   “You know, if I hadn’t watched her do her Grim Reaper act when the two of you showed up and saved me, I might be a little freaked out thinking about her just existing as some kind of an energy whatever.  She healed you, bringing you back from the dead, she sometimes gets all furry with these really scary claws and fangs, she can move things all around merely by using her mind.  So, go invisible?  Teleport?  Somehow communicate with Mike?  Sure!  Why not?”
 
   “Yeah, hopefully that guy Felix will be with any terrorists who might try showing up at that parade tomorrow.  Once Millie and Troy sense he’s anywhere within a hundred miles, Missy can deal with all the terrorists and things will be okay.  Otherwise, at least the FBI and Homeland Security will be watching everyone and checking as best they can.  Either way, they don’t need me.”
 
   Candace smiled and said, “Well, my uncle does need you for this embassy mission.  He really thinks it’s important having you check for any supernaturals we might run into.  So, I guess you’re right.  Do as Missy says.  Focus on whatever might be on your plate when we’re making our visits and leave things in New York for others to take care of.”
 
   Oliver grinned and said, “Just as long as I have you on my plate, Candy!  I’m definitely going to be very focused during these next few days … don’t worry!”  He laughed and she did also.
 
   -----
 
   Tracy and several of her classmates were waiting anxiously at the Visitor’s Center.  Their last class had ended at one p.m., they’d completed all their assigned tasks, they’d packed their bags and now they were finally getting ready to sign out.  Getting away from the academy grind for four days on holiday?  It just didn’t get any better than that!  Yeah, they were excited!
 
   Tony announced, “Hey, here’s our ride!”  Cassie and Chandra had just walked in and both he and Marcus began waving wildly for them to join the group.  He had just finished telling the others how he was spending Thanksgiving at Cassie’s while Marcus was flying to Alabama to meet Chandra’s family and celebrate the holiday at her home.  Cassie would be dropping Marcus and Chandra at the airport on the way out to Long Island with Tony.
 
   After greetings were exchanged, Tracy said, “Hey, see what I started?  Last year, I had John with my family in Texas for Thanksgiving and now all the guys are doing that, being with their girlfriends’ families.  I think that’s really sweet!”  She, along with several others, looked right at Sally who hadn’t stopped talking for weeks about having Troy come to her home. 
 
   Sharon laughed and said, “You do realize Tracy the Turkey Day Trendsetter is now gonna be up in Massachusetts with John’s family, so next year?  Girls?  You’ll all be spending lots of quality time with the guys’ families, right?”
 
   Chandra’s eyes were glowing as she said, “As long as my man is right there with me, making sure my time includes lots and lots of quality in it, I’m definitely okay with that!”  There were several cheers and some appreciative glances over at Marcus.
 
   Cassie said, “Hey, where’s Missy?  I wanted to tell her how great we all thought she played last Saturday.  I really think West Point shoulda won.  I hate it when they let those penalty kicks decide the whole game like that.”
 
   Just then John and Troy walked up and John chimed in, “Yeah … where’s my sister?  Where’s Missy?  Hi, everyone!”  Troy, meanwhile, walked over to be with Sally.
 
   Once everyone finished saying hello to the newcomers, Tracy answered, “My delinquent roommate is finishing the last of her make-up exams.  Too bad the Army keeps interfering with her schedule.”
 
   Kelsey said, “Thank goodness she managed to train that plebe of hers to shoot so well.  I hear Emily saved the day at our last Rifle Match when Missy couldn’t make it.”  Kelsey was there with Mitch who, no surprise, was spending the holiday at her home.
 
   Gary and Kelly were there as well, getting ready to leave together.  Kelly, however, would actually be going to Gary’s family home, so Tracy’s trendsetting influence wasn’t a hundred percent.
 
   Groups began saying goodbye and leaving and before long, John was standing there alone with Tracy as they waited for Missy.  Then, Donald Quigby approached with his brother Ron and a man who obviously was their father.
 
   Donald said, “Cadet McGonagle, Ma’am?  I want to introduce you to my father.”
 
   Tracy was very impressed since she was well aware of how prejudicial an influence against women in the military Don’s father had been for both his sons.  She was even more impressed at what Donald said next.
 
   “Dad, Cadet McGonagle is my team leader and I want you to understand how much she has helped me here.  I can honestly say without the assistance she and her friends have provided these past two months, I never would have made it.  I would have dropped out.”  Donald looked at his brother and said, “Ron knows.  Right?”
 
   Just then, Missy walked up.  She’d heard everything of course and, like Tracy, she knew how significant it was for both Don and Ron to be insisting their father witness his sons paying homage to any female cadets.  She said, “Hi everyone.”  Looking at the elder Quigby, who was wearing civilian clothes, she said, “You must be Sergeant Major Quigby, right?  Your sons are very proud of you, you know.  Ron helped Tracy and me during our plebe year so, whatever Donald has been saying, it’s only our paying it forward.”
 
   “Well, I’m getting ready to retire now.  It’s good to know my sons will be furthering the family tradition, serving in the Army.”  He stared at Missy, who was wearing blue jeans and a simple tank top with “Go Army” stenciled across the front.  He recognized her right away, in spite of her being out of uniform.  That dark red hair and pretty face … those green eyes … he’d read all the magazine articles about this female cadet at the academy who had volunteered to serve with the Special Forces during Campaign Angel’s Wing.  Some study the Army had wanted to do.  Women in combat.
 
   Ron said, “Dad, this is Cadet McCrea.”
 
   “I read about you, Cadet McCrea.”  The sergeant major seemed very uncomfortable and somewhat at a loss for words. Yeah, he’d read all the stories but it had been a real struggle for him to believe even half the things which had been written about her.  “Good to see you appear to have recuperated well enough.  According to one article I read, you were badly wounded not that long ago, right?”  Some of his skepticism was apparent in the tone of his voice.
 
   Missy grinned and adjusted her tank top, exposing her left shoulder where two star shaped scars could be seen below her collarbone.  These were still a little pink amongst all her earlier scars which were silvery white.  She knew he’d been challenging her a little bit.  She said, “Not too bad, thank goodness!  I was lucky … nothing vital was hit and they found me before I had a chance to bleed out.”
 
   Somehow, in spite of things being somewhat awkward, they managed to exchange pleasantries for a few minutes and then the Quigby men said their goodbyes and departed.  Missy could hear the two sons admonishing their father for his rude comments and skeptical behavior.  Neither one had actually seen her bullet wound scars before but of course Ron was well aware of her healing abilities.
 
   Missy and Tracy then signed themselves out and, not long after that, they were finally on the road in John’s car.  Tracy was riding up front with John while Missy was stretched out on the back seat.  John cracked jokes which Tracy thoroughly enjoyed laughing and giggling at.  Meanwhile, Missy zonked out and fell asleep almost right away.
 
   A half hour later, John decided to get serious for once and looked at Tracy.  Glancing momentarily back at Missy, sound asleep, he asked, “Do you think she’s really okay?  All this partial Shifting, staying in-between in her spirit form … is that affecting her?  Or, not yet finding those New York terrorists … is that maybe …?  I don’t know.  Mike says he’s not worried but he’s up there, trying to get some sleep.  Just like she’s doing.”
 
   Tracy said, “Missy is just fine, John.  I got a little nervous, back when she first started doing her spirit form thing.  Then I realized, like with everything else, Missy is somehow always able to manage, always able to keep everything in proper balance.  We forget she’s also a cat.  I think that really helps her, really makes a difference.  She knows she might need to suddenly go chase terrorists and that might require she not sleep at all for who knows how long.  So?  So, she sleeps now.  She even makes Mike sleep now.”
 
   “Do you envy what she and Mike have?  That mysterious connection or mate bond or whatever?”
 
   Tracy laughed and said, “No, John!  I really, really don’t!  I wouldn’t trade what we have for anything.  And, when you drop your sister off at Mike’s house?  I think I’ll show you just how much I mean that.”  She looked at the back seat and began laughing even harder.  “You know … we haven’t done it yet in your back seat.  I don’t think I’ll be able to wait for very long to show you, so you’d better be thinking of someplace that’s really, really close by where you can pull over once we leave Mike’s.”
 
   John made the drive home to Massachusetts in record time.


 
   
  
 

Chapter Thirty-Nine
 
   Nov 27, 2019
 
    
 
   While she watched Troy drive his car expertly though the heavy stop-and-go New York traffic, Sally sat in the passenger seat next to him and kept wanting to pinch herself.  This was their first time away, alone with one another and free from all the constraints which being at the academy entailed.  Oh, they’d stolen a few kisses and Troy had been very attentive, in spite of the rule about no public displays of affection.  They’d been everywhere during all those Walking Privilege tours she’d given him, staying within boundaries per regulation.  She’d used that to her advantage, at first, keeping their relationship very platonic.
 
   But, as Troy had continued to woo her, both visiting all those times plus sending her all those emails, her resolve to not let things get physical had quickly melted away.  Just being with him now, after all the anticipation these past few weeks?  Her whole body was throbbing with excitement.  Yeah, and she had certain parts which were throbbing and aching with a lot more than mere excitement.  She was horny as hell!
 
   They’d been making conversation ever since leaving the Visitor Center but she’d really not been able to concentrate and had no idea what they’d just been talking about.  Now she said, “We don’t have to go straight out to my house right away, you know.  I was sort of hoping we might stop somewhere.”
 
   Troy looked over at her and smiled.  “Your wish is my command!  I’m going to pull over at the next decent restaurant we find.  We’ll just get a cup of coffee and maybe a goodie or something, okay?”
 
   She wanted a chance to just be with him and didn’t care whether the place he picked to stop at was decent or not.  She wanted to kiss him so badly she could hardly think straight.  Her reply, however, was light and breezy.  “Sure!  Anywhere!”
 
   Fortunately, he soon turned into a large parking lot and began looking for a space.  By the time he stopped the car and shut off the engine, her heart was racing.  Would he finally take advantage of the opportunity this presented, as she hoped?  Would he reach for her, take her into his arms …?  All her insecurities were overwhelming her.  She stared at him, waiting anxiously and unable to breathe.  As he turned towards her, she prepared herself.  She was so, so ready!
 
   Then Troy said, “Actually, I want to discuss a few things.  Before we go inside, before we go any further, actually … we really need to talk.”
 
   She felt as though someone had stabbed her in the chest.  Tears instantly filled her eyes.  She groaned, “No!  Oh, no!  Please don’t tell me you’re breaking up with me!”  All her expectations, all the things she’d been anticipating?  Once again, she was being rejected?  She should have known!  It was too good to be true and, just like all those other times, it was all for naught.  She was about to get “the talk”.  The letdown.  The “so-sorry-it-didn’t-work-out” speech.  Fuck!
 
   “What?” exclaimed Troy.  “No, of course I’m not breaking up with you, Sally!”
 
   “You’re not?”  She was afraid to believe her ears.  “What … what … but …?”  She just knew there was something serious going on.
 
   “I’m absolutely crazy about you and I think you’re the most important person in the whole world.  I love you, Sally.  Okay?  There it is.  The L word.  I’ve been interested in you ever since I saw you that first time, when you set the record in the two-hundred meter breast stroke.  Back then, you didn’t even notice me.”
 
   She actually had noticed him at that swim meet.  But, she’d never dreamed anything could possibly come of that.
 
   He tried to reassure her by reaching out and pulling her into his arms.  While hugging her close, he continued his explanation, saying, “That’s why we need to talk.  You know how I agreed to help the FBI, right?”  Early on, he’d told her all about joining the FBI’s new and unique Psychic Division which helped search for missing children.  He had not revealed he was a witch, however.
 
   She answered, “Sure!  But, what does that have to do with our needing to talk about anything?  You already know how I think that’s wonderful.”
 
   “Okay.  Well, I need to explain some things about that.  Some secret things.  And, you have to promise you’ll keep what I’m going to explain a secret.  Missy said I could trust you, that it would be okay.”
 
   Sally pushed back and sat up so she could look directly into his eyes.  “You talked to Missy about this?  Why the hell would you do that?”
 
   He sighed.  Somehow, this conversation wasn’t going the way he’d wanted it to.  “I talked to Missy because I needed her permission to share some of this.  Soooo … can you agree to keeping this a secret?  Even if you decide you don’t want anything more to do with me afterwards, you can’t tell anyone else.  I need you to promise me that.”
 
   “You’re scaring me, Troy!  Why would I decide to break up with you over this?”
 
   No, this wasn’t going the way he’d planned at all.  “Can you please just promise?  This is important and I need to know you’ll keep my secret, okay?”
 
   “Okay, I’ll promise to keep your secret but only if you tell me why now.  What’s going on, Troy?”
 
   “What’s going on is I love you and I can’t go forward … we can’t go forward … not until you know everything.  So, is that a yes?  You’ll keep my secret?”
 
   She could see he was really sincere and his repeated assurances about loving her were definitely having an effect.  They hadn’t even had sex yet and suddenly he was talking about taking their relationship to places way, way beyond anything she’d imagined.  Yes, she was crazy about him but this was very unexpected.  “Okay.  Tell me.  I promise I’ll never tell anyone else.  What’s the big secret?”
 
   “I’m a witch.  That’s why I’m able to help the FBI.  I’m not psychic.  I have supernatural powers and abilities which I can use to find people.  Other stuff too, but that’s the main thing.  I’m a finder witch.  An air witch.  I can sense a person’s energy and I can use that to locate where they’ve been and where they’ve gone.”  He stopped and watched as she tried to process that.
 
   She said, “You’re a witch?  What the hell does that mean?  Do you have a broomstick and a black cat and … and … you need to explain all this to me!  I see you’re being serious and this isn’t a joke.  But …”
 
   “I will explain.  I want to share everything with you, Sally.  Only after I know you’re okay with my being a witch and with what that might mean for us … only then can I feel comfortable seeing where this goes, where we go.  You can see that, right?”
 
   Wow!  She was only beginning to see things.  No, he wasn’t breaking up with her.  Whatever this witch stuff was, he was serious about it.  And yeah … if he really believed it, then he would need her to accept it before they took things to the next level.  Which, of course, was exactly where she’d been hoping they’d go.  That next level.  Maybe several next levels.  Definitely to whichever level meant having sex.  Oh, yes!
 
   Sally suddenly had a thought which she tossed out there, just to see his reaction.  “I suppose if we have kids someday, they might be little witches, right?”  She was only half joking but also trying to understand things.
 
   “Exactly!  There’s at least a fifty-fifty chance our children might inherit supernatural powers and abilities.  So, you can see why I avoided getting involved with other girls, avoided commitments … that’s why I earned that reputation of mine.  Until I met you, Sally, there was nobody I wanted to share my secret with.  But, ever since meeting you, I’ve been wanting to share it.  I knew right from the beginning I could never take advantage of you and we’d only be able to really have a relationship if you knew everything.”
 
   Somehow, hearing him actually talk about their having children someday was making her feel very aroused.  He wasn’t just trying to get into her panties like her earlier boyfriends.  No, he was serious about her.  He wanted a relationship, if she did.  If she could be okay with him being what he was.  If she would be willing to continue, even after …  She stopped herself since she realized she was overthinking this.  She could keep his secret and she could see where this went.  She knew where her heart wanted things to go.  She knew in her gut she was all in.  She was going wherever this was taking her, no matter what.  “Tell me about this witch stuff, Troy.  Tell me everything.”
 
   They went into the restaurant and sat in a secluded booth in back.  They each ordered lava cake and ice cream along with coffee.  And, he told her all about witches and the supernatural.  He explained why witches needed to be so careful, why they needed to keep their secrets.  And, he told her about his coven.
 
   Sally asked, “Your mother is in charge of this coven?  And, someday … maybe you will be their leader?”  She’d been trying to process all the information he’d shared but it was a lot to take in.  A lot to accept.
 
   “She is and … yeah … when the time comes for her to step down, it will probably become my role.  I really can’t wait for the two of you to meet, which is another reason I asked you to promise about keeping everything a secret.”  He had already invited her to visit his home during the Christmas holidays, back when he’d first accepted her invitation to spend Thanksgiving at her house.
 
   They had been talking in the restaurant for more than an hour, twice getting refills on their coffee.  She needed to go pee but before excusing herself for a trip to the ladies room, a nagging thought resurfaced.  “Hey … earlier, you said something about needing Missy’s permission to share some of this.  What did you mean by that, exactly?”
 
   He looked at her and smiled.  “Missy knew I’d need to tell you all of this at some point.  So, she agreed.  She trusts you, Sally.’
 
   “Wait a minute!  You’re saying she knows all this and …”  Suddenly, it was as though a light bulb had just switched on inside her brain.  “Oh, my God!  Missy’s a witch, isn’t she?  That explains soooo many things!  Wow!”  Now, she really needed to go pee.  “Don’t answer that … I’ll be right back!”
 
   She hopped up and headed towards the rest rooms.  Missy and her secrets!  Missy and all her amazing abilities!  Yeah, things were making sense, little mysteries were being solved, and as the whole previous semester when she’d been Missy’s roommate flashed through her mind, she wanted to laugh.  Missy was the sister she’d always wished she’d had.  Missy had protected her when those Caesar Club assholes had grabbed her.  Missy was a witch!
 
   Upon returning to their booth and sitting back down, Troy confirmed it.  He laughed and said, “Yes, she and your friend Tracy are both witches.  They’re the only ones at West Point but Emily Robinson’s twin brother Scott is also a witch.  He’s in my coven, actually.  Emily is not a witch but she of course knows all our secrets.”
 
   “Wow!  I’d say this was all blowing my mind only, having shared a room with Missy for several months, it actually makes sense.  Tracy too?  No wonder they’re so close.”
 
   “Yeah, Missy’s an earth witch and Tracy’s a fire witch.  I only help find people but those two?”  He laughed.  “They’re warrior witches.  Maybe that’s why they’re drawn to West Point.  Of course, you seem every bit as feisty as those two, even though you’re not a supernatural.”  They both laughed at that.
 
   “So, you’re saying you’re a lover and not a fighter?”  Sally was definitely experiencing a warm glow after Troy had shared so much with her.  Keeping secrets somehow made her feel they were sharing an intimacy with great depths.  She wanted to explore those depths.
 
   “I’m saying I’m in love with a fighter.  You.  Let’s get out of here.”
 
   She felt as though she were floating on air, listening to him again express his feelings towards her.  They got up and left the restaurant.  She was ready to go anywhere he wanted.
 
   “I haven’t told you about this latest mission the FBI has asked me to help them with.  I’d like to bring you out to meet the others and pick up some special items.”  He started up the car and as he drove away, headed to Newark Airport, he explained about the bombing threat and how they were searching for two known members from a terrorist cell in Philadelphia who they suspected were now with the New York terrorists.
 
   “So, those terrorists in Philadelphia and Chicago weren’t the only ones preparing to bomb somewhere?  There’s this group here in New York who might show up at our Thanksgiving Day parade tomorrow?”  She had heard about the recent arrests on the news but nothing had been explained about any intended target locations.  “The FBI had intel from the CIA that three parades would be getting attacked, all on the same day?  And, because of the arrests, now only this New York group is still out there?”
 
   “Right, and they’re probably more determined than ever to pull this off.  They’ll be coming back from wherever they’ve gone and once they’ve scattered themselves throughout the crowds, it will be too late.  They’ll be wearing suicide vests with lots of explosives strapped on … maybe a couple dozen guys, all ready to die for their cause.  Once those explosives are set off the damage will be very deadly, with hundreds hurt or killed.  This is a real nightmare.”
 
   “That’s horrible!  They have to be stopped before that happens!  Sooo … you and Millie, this other finder witch … you’ll be trying to sense when either of the two guys you know about might come near here and, hopefully, that might lead you to the others?  Then, the FBI can swoop in and arrest them all?”
 
   “That’s the plan.  It’s only in case these terrorists aren’t found some other way but, yeah.  If either Felix or Goofy get anywhere within a hundred miles, one of us should be able to sense them.  We have a helicopter standing by, ready to go so we can search in whatever direction we’re sensing.”
 
   “Felix or Goofy?” asked Sally.
 
   He laughed.  “We’re still using the cartoon character names Missy first assigned these guys even though we’ve now identified them and know their actual names.”
 
   “Whoa … what’s Missy’s involvement in this?  I thought you said she’s an earth witch and not a finder witch.”  There was just so much information!  Just when she thought she was getting to know everything, he would say something else which needed yet more clarification.
 
   He laughed and said, “Oh, she’s not a finder witch; she can’t find people using energy the way Millie and I can.  She’s an earth witch, just like my mother.  Only, her telekinesis ability is maybe a gazillion times greater.”  He looked over at her as they pulled into Newark Airport.  “Missy is also a shapeshifter.  There is just so much more you need to know about all the things your friend Missy can do.  But, we’re almost there so I’ll let Millie explain all that.”
 
   An hour later, Troy and Sally got back in his car and were soon headed back out of the airport.  Sally’s home was only fifteen minutes away but she was definitely not ready to go there yet.  Her brain was exploding from all the things she’d been learning during the past few hours.  Meeting Millie and the others … that had made everything change from being a fantasy to something very, very real.  Her boyfriend was a witch.  Her friend Missy was a witch-werecat who could also exist as an invisible spirit.  Tracy could hurl lightning bolts.  And, there were terrorists planning to attack the parade … could Troy, Millie, Missy and the FBI team they were working with possibly stop that?
 
   She had watched as Troy and Millie had set a circle and checked once again for energy signals.  Still nothing for either Felix or Goofy.  Millie was keeping all the Felix items with her and Troy had taken all the Goofy items.  She glanced at the bag now sitting in the back seat which contained them.  He would be using them all night long and right up to when the parade started the next day, checking for Goofy.
 
   “Troy, I really don’t think we should go to my house.  I mean … we’ll be there tomorrow afternoon for dinner, of course.  But … you have to do your finder spells or make your witch circles or whatever.  I don’t want anything to interfere with that.”
 
   He chuckled and glanced at her.  Then he pulled over at the next turnout and stopped the car.  “I realize this is all somewhat overwhelming for you.  And, this terrorist business … there was nothing I could do … I really couldn’t say no.”
 
   “Oh, I wouldn’t have wanted that!  No, this is really important and I’m proud of you for helping.  I want to help.  I’m glad you’re sharing all this with me.  And, I want to be with you every minute, so don’t think I’m asking you to drop me off anywhere.  I just don’t think it’s right for us to bring this to my house and have you meet my family until things are better resolved.  Does that make sense?”
 
   “Yes, it does.  I understand.  We can check into one of the airport hotels if you’d like.  Separate rooms, of course.”
 
   “No, no!”  She couldn’t imagine being separated from him and simply blurted out her protest.  Not after the hours they’d just spent together.  Then, she blushed.  But, she looked right into his eyes and simply told him what she really wanted.  “Let’s only get one room, Troy.  That’s what I’d like.  I’m hoping it’s what you’d like.”
 
   As it turned out, it was indeed what he’d like and so that’s exactly what they did.


 
   
  
 

Chapter Forty
 
   Nov 27, 2019
 
    
 
   Watching John’s car back out of the driveway and then quickly accelerate down the street, Mike said, “Gee, what’s the rush?  They didn’t even come inside to say hello to my sister and Aaron.”  He’d been awakened twenty minutes earlier by Missy.  Then, he’d dressed and gone down to wait for her arrival.
 
   Missy giggled.  “I’m betting they’re already stopping somewhere.  Wheh!  Their musky pheromones woke me up maybe half an hour ago but I pretended I was still asleep.  Never again will I subject myself to those two like that!  This whole trip back up here was all just constant foreplay for them … they’ll be bonking their brains out for quite a while now.”
 
   Mike laughed and pulled her into his arms.  He knew she was turned on and it was getting him aroused.  Then, as he started kissing her, he once again was overwhelmed by desire … it washed through him like a tidal wave and he knew she was causing that.  He pulled her even closer and she began grinding her pelvis against his throbbing erection.  Naughty girl!  She knew they weren’t free to continue this and he would be aching badly before finally getting to make love to her later on.
 
   As though right on cue, Michelle came out, all excited to see Missy again.  She and Aaron would be with Mike’s parents for Thanksgiving while Mike and Missy would be with the McCrea’s.  “Hey, welcome home soldier girl!  Come inside and tell us all about how academy life has been treating you!  We have lots of ice cream in the freezer, ‘cuz we know how you love that!”  She laughed and Aaron came out behind her.
 
   So, Missy went in and said hello to Mike’s parents while Mike brought her little suitcase up to his room.  By the time he returned, she was sitting in the living room with a huge bowl of ice cream, laughing at one of Michelle’s comments.  His parents and Aaron were also there and he went over and sat next to Missy.
 
   When she saw Mike had returned, Michelle said, “Okay, everyone!  Now that you’re all here … Aaron and I have an announcement to make.”  She then waved her left hand out in front of everyone and said, “We’re getting married!”  She had rotated the big diamond around so it was now visible and she proudly displayed her engagement ring.  Everyone immediately reacted with hearty congratulations and, for a few minutes, they all talked at once with no one getting a chance to really communicate anything.
 
   Finally, after they all settled down somewhat, Aaron said, “She accepted my proposal last night, making me a very happy man.  I knew she’d want to share our excitement with everyone over the holiday so I didn’t wait any longer.”  He was seated next to Michelle and as he wrapped one arm around her shoulder, she sat back and leaned into him.  They obviously were very much in love and their excitement and enthusiasm were contagious.
 
   Dinner was served not long afterwards and Mike’s father poured out Champagne and led a congratulatory toast right at the beginning of the meal.  Yes, he’d been saving that bottle for a few weeks now, knowing what Aaron had been planning.  The evening continued on a high note long afterwards.  Then, Mike’s parents said their good nights and retired, leaving the four young people still sitting around and talking in the living room.
 
   A little bit later, Aaron looked at Mike and then at Missy.  “Okay, now that we’re all here …”  He paused and smiled, knowing Michelle had used practically those same words for her announcement.  Then he said, “Why don’t the two of you start explaining about Missy.  Whatever it is, Michelle and I think you need to share your news.  We’ve realized for quite a while that you both are hiding secrets from us.”  Then, looking directly at Missy, he said, “Mike even admitted that during the soccer game we came to when you beat Northeastern.  I was asking him how you could be out there, playing so well, after almost dying from serious wounds over in Afghanistan.”
 
   Missy sighed and said, “He told me about that conversation.  It’s true.  Mike and I are working for the government.  So, you have to keep everything we tell you a secret.  This is all top secret, actually, okay?  Nobody else …”  She paused as she could see they weren’t really getting it yet.  “He told you how I’m a healer, right?  That’s why I was able to help Michelle that time and why I came home all healed up from those bullet wounds I got.  My abilities have actually increased quite a bit these past couple of years.  I even helped a friend recently who had an inoperable tumor.  She was stage four but now she’s cancer free.  All healed up.  Whatever ails you?  Any injury or disease?  I can fix it.”
 
   Mike watched the expressions on both their faces as Aaron and Michelle digested that news.  “Missy has many abilities and that’s why we work for the government.  She’s able to do things and she tells me about them and then I explain it all to the government.  They’ve provided me with some special telecommunications equipment so I can call in from anywhere, tell them what Missy says and tell them what she’s doing.”
 
   “She’s able to do things and she tells you about them?” asked Aaron.  He was staring at Missy even though his question was to Mike.  He realized there was a lot more to this.
 
   Missy said, “I have supernatural abilities.  And, I can communicate with Mike by pushing my words into his mind.  He’s my mate and we have this unique, special bond.  I tell him stuff now constantly, all the time, even when we’re not helping the government.  He says it actually helps him in school, experiencing all my thoughts the way I can share them like that.  As long as we’re not separated by more than five hundred miles …”
 
   “Wait a minute!  You’re saying you can do some sort of mental telepathy thing with my brother?  From five hundred miles away?  Michelle wasn’t at all clear what Missy’s reference to supernatural abilities meant or why she was calling Mike her mate, so she focused on getting this communication thing clarified.
 
   “I’m able to hear her words as though she were right there, saying them next to me,” explained Mike.  “Only, she’s doing that with her ability, pushing them into my mind, even from far away.  I experience some sort of energy from that.  Missy can do amazing things with energy.  That’s why we work for the government.  Last Christmas?  When we were both gone for those two weeks?  We were in Afghanistan.  Missy was doing recon.  In the mountains.”  Mike knew both Aaron and Michelle were well aware of Missy’s history, living mysteriously in the mountains while missing for two years.
 
   As expected, they both reacted to this by asking, “In the mountains?”
 
   Missy said, “I’m able to change forms.  In addition to all the things I can do by controlling energy, I can also shapeshift.  I can Shift forms and become a mountain lion.  And, I can exist as a spirit, an energy form, in between my Shifts.  That’s why the government has me helping them.  And, that’s why it’s top secret since they don’t want the general public knowing they use supernaturals like me.”
 
   Aaron said, “You do realize how crazy this sounds, right?”
 
   Missy pointed at one of the dining room chairs over in the next room.  She made it rise into the air and brought it slowly into the living room and, while letting it hover in the corner about two feet off the ground, she asked, “Does it sound as crazy as making a chair float in mid-air?”
 
   “Please!  Stop that!  You’re scaring me!”  Michelle was obviously uncomfortable while Aaron was gaping with his mouth partially open.
 
   Missy moved the chair back into the dining room and set it down.  “Sorry!  I really don’t mean to scare you.  I thought I’d demonstrate a little of my abilities for you so you’d stop thinking any of this was crazy.  Mike has accepted me for what I am.  We’re hoping you guys can do that too.”
 
   -----
 
    “Well, that went okay, I guess.  They said they’d accept me and wouldn’t tell our secrets to anyone.  Even your parents.”  Missy was getting ready for bed and Mike was watching her as she stepped out of her blue jeans.  Their session with his sister and Aaron had gone on for well over an hour.  It had been pretty much a full disclosure without sharing any government secrets.  There hadn’t been any further demonstrations but Missy had promised she’d let them see her as a cat in the next day or so.
 
   Mike said, “Accepting you was never an issue.  I think it’ll take them some time to accept the reality of everything we explained, though.”  He chuckled and added, “Did my sister really ask if she’d be cuddling little niece and nephew kittens someday?”
 
   Missy giggled, tossing her tank top over in the corner on top of her blue jeans.  “She did but at that point, she was definitely trying to yank your chain.  She actually got a big kick out of our whole being mated thing, once she finally understood what we meant.”
 
   “I’m getting a big kick out of that being mated thing myself, especially watching you standing there in your skimpy underwear.”  He knew the bra and panties she was wearing now were not what she typically wore at the academy but were something she’d chosen knowing she would be with him that night.
 
   “Well, I didn’t have anything as sexy as the black lingerie Connie got for me but I was hoping these would maybe stir your interest, inflame your passion, excite your libido, and … for sure … give you a huge hard-on.  Gee … seems to be working!”  She laughed and strutted over to where he was standing in only his boxer shorts which were now tented outward.
 
   Mike said, “I’m glad we got all that sleep this afternoon.  I realize it was in case you need to go chase terrorists with me back here keeping your buddies informed on whatever you’re doing, but … since we haven’t gotten any call to arms just yet?  I think I’ll take full advantage.”
 
   “Oooohhh, I thought you’d never ask!  Or offer.  Or, whatever.  Let’s bonk our brains out until that call to arms finally comes, okay?”  With that, she grabbed his shorts and yanked them downward, exposing his magnificent manhood which now was standing fully at attention, ready for some serious bonking action.


 
   
  
 

Chapter Forty-One
 
   Nov 28, 2019
 
    
 
   Troy got up once more and went into the other room of their suite where he’d been checking for Goofy every couple of hours.  The bag containing Goofy’s items was positioned in there such that he could quickly set a circle and search for any signs of energy to go chasing after.  While he had indeed been experiencing a very clear sense of what Goofy’s energy was like from these items, there hadn’t yet been any signal he could sense providing any direction to where the man himself might be.
 
   While he couldn’t be a hundred percent certain without more to go on, he was pretty sure his sensing ability had now increased.  He’d wondered.  Others had talked about it.  Oliver had said he would notice it right away, if and when he found his own soulmate.  And, smiling to himself, he was convinced beyond any doubt that indeed he had.  Sally was his soulmate and the night they’d just spent together was like no other in all his life.
 
   Sally had been amazing and once all her little insecurities had melted away, thanks to his clearly committing himself to her, sharing all his secrets, opening himself up completely and declaring his love?  Wow!  The girl had given herself to him so fully, responding to his lovemaking so tremendously, he was truly in awe.  Never in his wildest dreams had he dared hope to experience what she made him feel.  So, now having this feeling his ability as a witch had just increased?  Not really a surprise.  He’d found -- and bonded with -- his soulmate.
 
   Even so, when he now checked once again and was able to actually sense a signal coming from the west?  It was a big surprise.  Whether it was because of the huge boost to his abilities or merely due to Goofy now being closer, that didn’t matter.  What mattered, of course, was he was experiencing a very distinct sense of where the man was now located.  He knew he could follow this signal and find the guy.  Looking at the clock he noted it was only six a.m.  There was time.  They could maybe stop these terrorists!
 
   “Sally, wake up!  I’ve got a signal for this guy Goofy and I’m calling our team.  We’re gonna get these bastards!”
 
   Sally woke up instantly, as she’d been only half asleep all night.  The worry about the possible parade bombing had weighed heavily on her, in spite of all the wonderful sex with Troy.  Or, maybe the worry had somehow added something, making the sex just that much greater an experience.  She didn’t really care.  She was happier than at any other time in her life, regardless of what the terrorists might do.  And, no … she would never apologize for feeling that way.  She knew everything which could possibly be done was being done.  And, now Troy was saying he could find one of these guys?
 
   Thirty minutes later, they were back at the hanger with Millie and Robert.  Major Schermerhorn was with the two pilots Wes and Chris, already in the Black Hawk and getting things ready.  Several calls had been made.  Once Millie confirmed she too believed they had a signal to follow, they’d be lifting off in the helicopter.
 
   When Troy brought the bag with Goofy’s items into the hanger, Millie came up and began smiling right away.  They didn’t even need to set a circle.  She too was able to sense what Troy was sensing.  Yes, the man was somewhere west of where they were but was now less than a hundred miles away.  It was time to go!
 
   Robert pulled Troy aside and asked, “What about Sally?  Are you sure …”
 
   Troy said, “She’s with me today and wherever I go, she goes.  She can’t possibly detract in any way and having her with me might actually help our effort.  We can’t take any chances.  If having her at my side makes a difference and helps?  We need that.”
 
   Robert nodded.  He understood.  Looking at the two of them he could almost see the glow.  Yes, young love!  Sure was grand!
 
   An hour later, flying at about two thousand feet up, Millie and Troy both agreed their aircraft was getting close and they should be able to pinpoint a specific location very soon, since the signal was now very strong.  But, just then Troy suddenly said, “Hey!  Millie, check this out.  I’m sensing something for Felix.  I think he’s heading this way also, only from somewhere further out.”
 
   Millie pulled the bag of Felix items closer when Troy pushed it towards her.  A minute later she announced, “Troy’s correct!  Felix is out there.  They’re both probably travelling in some sort of vehicles, coming back from wherever they’ve been holed up.  Today’s the parade and these men are now heading back into the city, just as we’d hoped.”
 
   Robert said, “Hopefully, the other members of this New York group are also with them.  I think it’s time we asked Missy to join us.”  Mike and Missy were already on the line; they had been monitoring everything since the aircraft had departed Newark.  So, of course, had “P” Branch.  And, Drew had already alerted the Secretary of Defense so he too was now monitoring their conversations.
 
   It seemed like only a few seconds later when Millie announced, “Okay.  Missy just arrived!  Mike?”
 
   Mike’s voice answered, “Yeah, she wants you to get ready for her cat to appear.  Is that Sally up there with you guys?  Missy says … Oh!  I don’t think I’m supposed to share that.”  A moment later, Mike laughed.  “Sorry, Sally.  Missy says she can’t resist having me say this.  She knows where you were all night and she couldn’t be happier for you.”
 
   Simultaneous with hearing Mike’s words in their headsets, Missy’s energy pulse could be felt and then there she was.
 
   Sally couldn’t help herself.  Yes, she’d tried to be prepared but still … she wanted to freak out.  Suddenly there was this huge mountain lion sitting in the middle of their helicopter!  Then, even more than seeing Missy’s green-yellow eyes staring right at her, she noticed all the scars.  That convinced her.  She’d roomed with Missy an entire semester and had no doubt those scars were identical.  Yes, this fierce cat animal was Missy and she was quickly getting used to all this supernatural stuff.  Then, as the meaning of Mike’s last comment gradually dawned upon her, she started laughing.  “Don’t you dare do that, Missy!  Not another word about where I spent the night!”
 
   Mike’s voice then said, “Okay … she says she really didn’t mean where exactly …”
 
   Sally said, “Aren’t we supposed to be finding terrorists?  Yes, Troy and I were together last night.  Okay?  For the benefit of everyone listening in, who might not have already figured this out, the whole reason I’m up here is because Troy and I were together last night.  Soooo, let’s focus on those terrorists now!”
 
   The helicopter meanwhile had been flying somewhat parallel to Interstate 78, the highway leading from Pennsylvania towards New York, only the aircraft had been going in the opposite direction, away from New York.  Millie announced, “We’ve just gone past Goofy.”  At about the same time, Troy said, “We need to turn around.  Goofy is behind us now.”
 
   After a few minutes of circling around and descending to a lower altitude, but still keeping well away from the cars on the highway, Millie and Troy were in agreement.  Goofy had to be in the blue SUV which was travelling along towards New York in the right hand lane at a moderate rate of speed.  The consensus was this might merely be a lead vehicle and so they decided to head further west so they could now try and locate Felix.  Robert called in the description of the vehicle and its location.
 
   Then, he turned and asked Missy, “Can you see the license plate?”
 
   Almost immediately, Mike’s voice could be heard providing the plate number.
 
   Drew’s voice came on next, saying, “We’ll make sure nobody interferes with that SUV but merely monitors it.  We have to assume Goofy is in contact with all the others and we don’t want to spook him.  There can’t be any repeat of what happened last time at Philly and Chicago.  We need to be absolutely certain we get everyone in this New York group and none of them manages getting to the parade.”
 
   Sally looked around the aircraft and was grateful for all the training she’d received at West Point.  She realized without that, her coping with this bizarre situation would not have been possible.  So much had happened, she’d learned so much and she’d experienced so many things in less than twenty-four hours.  She’d spent the night making love to the man sitting next to her who was now using his supernatural abilities to locate terrorists while, sitting in the aisle?  Her former roommate Missy was there, in her mountain lion form.  Missy the witch-werecat who had teleported into the helicopter and would soon be teleporting down to go after those terrorists once their location was determined.  The FBI and the government -- even the Secretary of Defense -- were all depending on supernaturals to somehow save the day and prevent bombing attacks which she truly found impossible to even think about.
 
   Troy said, “Hey, look at that bus down there!  I’m thinking that’s where Felix might be … his signal is very strong and that bus is headed in the right direction.  It’s also the most likely vehicle for any large group to be riding in.  Can we circle around and check?”
 
    “Missy says she’ll go down and check,” said Mike.  “Then she’ll come right back.  That way, they won’t suspect your helicopter is looking for them.”
 
   Everyone agreed with this logic and, moments later, those in the helicopter watched as Missy disappeared into a shimmer of light.  Chris commented, “I think I’m actually getting used to her doing that now.”
 
   Moments later Mike announced, “Missy says this bus is definitely the right vehicle.  Felix is up front and there are more than a dozen guys inside … most of them are already wearing vests with explosives.”
 
   This news brought several cheers from the others.  Up until then, it had only been a plausible theory that the two members from the Philadelphia terrorist cell might have joined up with the New York group.  While that had been a tenuous hope, at best, it had been all they had left after the arrests in Philly and Chicago had resulted in the New York group vacating their original location in Brooklyn.
 
   Millie and Troy sensed Missy’s return back inside the aircraft.  Troy asked, “Mike, why is Missy back up here with us again?”
 
   “She says there must be more of them and we should try and locate wherever these guys have been the past few days.  She knows you and Millie can follow the trace energy left behind by Felix and Goofy.  Once you find any place that even looks suspicious, she can quickly drop down and confirm whether it’s the right place or not.”
 
   Wes announced from up in the cockpit, “I’ll keep following along this highway until someone thinks we need to start following any other road.”
 
   “Yes, we’ll let you know when to head anywhere else,” said Millie, glancing at Troy who was nodding his agreement.  Then, looking at Sally, she added, “Missy now has each of their scents so she can use that to check any location Troy and I might point out to her.”
 
   Sally nodded and said, “I don’t know which I find more disturbing … seeing her sitting up here earlier as a cat or right now … realizing she’s still up here with us only invisible.  How long can she stay this way?”
 
   Millie smiled and said, “Don’t worry, she’s fine.  She’s already gone more than eight hours at a time previously, so this?  This is no problem for her at all.”
 
   Troy said, “I’m getting signals that both these guys were coming from off to the right, somewhere north … we need to change direction.”  Looking down, there was one road which connected to the highway from the north and was the logical route which the vehicles would have used.  As the aircraft turned north, he observed, “Hey, look!  Isn’t that bus pretty much the same kind as the one Felix is in?”  The excitement in his voice was obvious.
 
   Millie announced, “Opps!  Missy’s gone … she must be down there checking it out.  Mike?”
 
   “Yeah, she … hold on … okay.  She says this bus also has guys wearing vests which are full of explosives.”  After several long seconds, he continued with, “She’s going up the road, checking all the places up ahead.  She can teleport to places much faster than your aircraft and she thinks whatever location they were using can’t be that much farther.”
 
   Missy was indeed going from place to place and, unlike her slow and careful search through the Brooklyn neighborhood when she’d been searching for any trace of Felix’s scent, this time she could go rapidly.  She blitzed into each place, experienced whatever scents were there and then headed right back out and went on to the next place.  She had just experienced the scents from more than two dozen of these guys and that was fresh in her memory.  If the place didn’t contain any of their scents, it wasn’t the right place.
 
   It didn’t take long.  About three miles up the road, she found the right place.
 
   Mike?  I’ve found where these terrorists have been, but don’t say anything yet to the others.  It’s a farm, similar to that one near Chicago.  There are maybe a dozen guys here.  I’m doing a quick search of all the outbuildings and the barn, in addition to the main farmhouse.
 
   Mike couldn’t communicate back to her, of course, other than with his emotional response.  She sensed he was upset and wanting to know why she’d asked him not to tell the team what she was doing now.  Mike?  These guys won’t allow themselves to be captured.  They’ll detonate those vests before that happens and I don’t want any of our law enforcement folks or any innocent bystanders to get hurt.  Also … we can’t have anyone thinking these terrorists were stopped by supernatural powers and abilities.
 
   Mike understood Missy’s messages but sat there very concerned.  After more than two minutes, with no further messages, he became even more concerned.  He realized she was up to something and it was very frustrating to now have her no longer communicating with him.  What the hell was she up to?


 
   
  
 

Chapter Forty-Two
 
   Nov 28, 2019
 
    
 
   Up in the Black Hawk, which was now making a gradual turn back around to keep the second terrorist bus just within sight, everyone inside the aircraft was also growing concerned about the lack of any communication as the minutes went slowly by.  Finally Robert asked, “Mike?  What’s happening?  What’s Missy saying?”
 
   “At the moment, she’s not saying anything,” explained Mike.
 
   Then Drew’s voice came on, saying, “Listen up!  I’m putting the FBI on the line, so be careful what you say.  This is coming in from their surveillance helicopter with a report about that first bus with Felix.  They’ve been keeping it in sight for us during the past twenty minutes and they’re saying the bus has just now left the highway.”
 
   A moment later, another voice came on accompanied by some static.  “ … yes, as we said, the subject vehicle exited the highway back at exit 33 and is heading south on Liberty Corner Road.  We thought you’d want to know … wait!  Okay, the bus has now turned down another road, going west.  This is strange … it’s driving out into some sort of large field in the middle of …  Holy shit!  It blew up!  The damn bus just exploded!”
 
   Then, just as this shocking news was being heard, Wes yelled into his microphone, “Hey, the bus we’re following just left the road … look it’s pulling into that …”
 
   The explosion down below was loud and followed by several successive explosions right away.  They all watched as the bus they’d been tracking now disintegrated in a huge fireball, with pieces of debris flying out in every direction.
 
   Drew’s voice asked, “What just happened?  Report, please!”
 
   The voice from the FBI helicopter said, “Our subject vehicle is now in a million little pieces.  That was one hell of an explosion down there.  It’s a good thing it happened where it did, with nothing else anywhere near it.”
 
   Wes announced, “Same thing happened to our subject vehicle.  It drove into a deserted area and exploded.  It doesn’t look as though there’s much left of it.”
 
   Suddenly, northwest of their location, those in the Black Hawk heard yet more explosions.  Off in the distance, they could see the dark smoke rising into the air.
 
   Mike’s voice then came on, saying, “Is the FBI still on this line?  I have someone here with a sitrep.”
 
   Drew came on moments later saying, “Okay, we’re talking to the FBI surveillance team on another channel; this channel is now secure.  Are you saying Missy is back there with you?”
 
   Missy’s voice came on saying, “All explosives have been destroyed and all terrorists neutralized except for that SUV with Goofy and whoever else is in there with him.  Proceed with caution when stopping and arresting them, but I doubt they have any of the explosives.”
 
   “Are you saying you detonated all those explosives?” asked Drew.
 
   Missy said, “I believe the investigation will conclude the terrorists either accidentally detonated their explosives or else someone changed his mind about attacking the parade and decided to stop the bombing by triggering his vest prematurely.”  She then gave them the address for the farm where the final explosions had taken place.  “There are no survivors out there … but, don’t worry … all casualties are because of the explosives.  Nothing to suggest anything supernatural was going on.  Also, there will be lots of evidence for the investigators to find, in spite of the explosions.”
 
   “I understand,” said Drew.  “Okay.  I’ll let the FBI continue its investigation into things and have them stop that SUV.  They’ll probably be working with Homeland Security for the next few months trying to sort all of this out.  Of course, in addition to the men in the SUV, they do have all the terrorists they grabbed in Philly and Chicago, so I’m sure they’ll eventually get that done.  I guess this operation is over, as far as our involvement is concerned.”
 
   Wes asked, “I assume that means we can head back to Newark Airport and then we’re all are free to go about our business, right?  Mission accomplished?”
 
   There were cheers when Drew agreed.  Then, everyone on the radio channel said their goodbyes and signed off.  Sally looked around the cabin at the others and said, “That’s it?  We just go home now and pretend nothing happened?”
 
   Robert smiled and said, “Yes.  The threat is gone and our involvement shall remain a secret.  You do understand that, right?  I’m sure Troy explained …”
 
   Sally grabbed one of Troy’s arms and hugged it close, saying, “Oh yes, we don’t want anyone knowing about supnats!  And, I definitely don’t want to know who that was on the radio who seemed to be in charge of all this.”
 
   Troy looked at Robert and said, “Me either.  Somehow, I’m guessing your FBI Psychic Division might have government connections that go somewhere beyond what you’ve explained to me so far.  But, I’m not interested in that today.  I’m going to celebrate Thanksgiving now out at Sally’s house and that’s all I’m interested in.”
 
   -----
 
   Oliver was still awake and a very happy man, laying there underneath Candy’s limp, satiated body.  She was almost in a stupor and completely spent, making incoherent noises.  While he’d been responsible for her first orgasm, she’d been fully in control up there on top as she’d gotten herself off that second time.  He loved the involuntary movements she made as yet another spasm of pleasure washed through her.  They had enjoyed a really wonderful day and their lovemaking just now had been extra special.  
 
   They’d arrived that morning, Islamabad time, after fifteen hours in the air during which they had managed getting a few hours’ sleep.  Major Grimes and the rest of Team Twenty-Two had welcomed them warmly with lots of fanfare.  Candy had been really moved, seeing these guys who had risked their lives to rescue her three months earlier; they were all there once again, both to cheer for her arrival as well as to provide security for the duration of her Mid-East tour.
 
   Candy’s uncle hadn’t been able to come to Pakistan but she’d be seeing him later on.  Colonel Chory had been there, of course, and he’d brought them into the embassy where they’d been given the VIP treatment as they’d visited throughout all the various offices and had gotten to meet with all the staff members.  Candy really presented herself very well, with beauty, grace and dignity to go with that strength, courage and determination which he admired in her so much.  Her enthusiasm for coming back some day as an embassy staffer herself had been very obvious and well received.
 
   He had not sensed any supernaturals anywhere -- not even any residual energy which he could detect -- and that had been good.  “P” Branch was not aware of any supnats in Pakistan so, had he sensed anyone, that would have been a concern.
 
   Then, just as they were sitting down to a wonderful dinner, they had got word the bombing threat in New York had been eliminated.  Millie and Troy had managed to locate the terrorists in time and then Missy had neutralized them.  There would be no attacks during any of the Thanksgiving Day parades.  Getting this news had of course been a huge relief.  And, yes … the euphoria he and Candy had experienced had carried over to when they’d climbed into bed together.  As Oliver finally drifted off to sleep, his final thought was it had been a very good day, indeed.
 
   -----
 
   Les and Marsha were enjoying their Thanksgiving dinner at Boston’s Top of the Hub restaurant, along with their two “P” Branch pilots and Sergeant Town.  As planned, they were standing by, ready to bring Missy to the Mid-East if any situation suddenly developed where she was needed over there.  They’d all been on the line earlier, connected to the radio in the Black Hawk, so had learned how Missy had handled the New York-Pennsylvania situation in real time, as the events had unfolded.
 
   Sergeant Town was explaining there really hadn’t been any other options, once Missy had found the terrorists already wearing those suicide vests.  “They definitely would’ve blown themselves up rather than get arrested, making sure to kill anyone trying to disarm them.  She probably saved several lives today, forcing those buses off the road and then triggering the devices like that.”
 
   Marsha said, “Yes, but I was pretty shocked.  It hadn’t even occurred to me she could do that, but of course -- being a spirit with no physical body -- why not?  The explosions couldn’t harm her.  Boom!  Then, teleport on to the next group.  Boom, boom!  Then out to that farm and, once again … boom, boom, boom!”
 
   “You know … being able to do all her supernatural stuff is one thing,” said Les.  “And, we’ve certainly watched as she’s done some pretty amazing things.  But, what I wonder about is how Missy deals with the emotional impact from killing all those men … we forget she’s only a nineteen year old girl.”
 
   Sergeant Town said, “I asked her about that over in Afghanistan.  She’d just saved my life, shooting a man dead right in front of me.  Turns out he was carrying three grenades wired together, ready to explode … I have no doubt he would have blown us all up had she not acted when she did.  We were clearing that Taliban base and … well … anyway, I’m getting off track here.  I asked her if all the killing we were doing bothered her.”
 
   “Back then, you didn’t know she was a supnat yet, did you?” asked Les.
 
   “No.  But, I’d stopped thinking about her as any nineteen year old girl by that time.  No, she was special, one of us.  She’d proven she belonged on our team and we all knew she’d do whatever was necessary and with no hesitation.”  The sergeant chuckled and continued, “You know what she said?  About the killing?”
 
   “Go ahead, Sarge … tell us!”
 
   “She said life was very precious to her but it was important to have balance.  If there were options where lives could be spared or saved, she’d always choose those options.  Then, she told me how she’d only been a year old when nine-eleven happened but had grown up hearing all about it.  All those innocent lives lost so some terrorist group could make a statement.  That had affected her.  Killing when there was no other option?  Nope.  She said when you believed in what you were fighting for, believed you might make a difference and somehow save innocent lives?  If you could protect the country you loved from ever being attacked again by terrorists?  That balanced the scales.  She didn’t believe in the end justifying the means, but she did believe in balance.”
 
   Marsha said, “Well, I’m glad she and her supnat buddies were able to balance the scales today.  Otherwise, those terrorists might have managed making yet another statement, all at the expense of some innocent bystanders merely watching a parade.”


 
   
  
 

Epilogue
 
   Nov 28, 2019
 
    
 
   Missy and Mike sat down to Thanksgiving dinner with Missy’s family and the festive mood was just what they needed.  Celebrating like this with loved ones had become more and more important, especially since it was now a rare occasion when everyone could gather together all at the same time.
 
   Missy’s father made a point of thanking Donald, Tracy and Mike for giving up being with their own families in order to be there this year with the McCrea family.  The year before, John had been away at Tracy’s for Thanksgiving.  Then, during Christmas, Missy and Mike had not been home at all.  Having everyone there for any family event had gotten harder and harder and, in future years, would no doubt become even more difficult.
 
   Tracy and John were aware of that morning’s events.  They’d been checking with “P” Branch and had learned how Missy had blown up all the terrorists.  But that subject would not be brought up in front of the others.  
 
   Likewise, Michelle and Aaron had not been told much, although they’d known something had been going on when Mike had locked himself in his room that morning.  When Michelle had knocked on his door, joking about how long he and Missy could stay in bed, Mike had answered he was alone.  An hour later, when Mike and Missy had emerged together, Mike had looked at his sister and then had said, “Don’t ask.”  Because of the serious demeanor both he and Missy were exhibiting, Michelle had let it go.
 
   But, once over at the McCrea house, all thoughts of the morning’s activities were quickly set aside and both Missy and Mike were soon experiencing the joy and excitement of the occasion.  They both were very appreciative and eager to participate in all the family fun.
 
   John had insisted on having Tracy light all the candles just before they all sat down.  She had obliged by solemnly extending her arms out, dramatically holding her palms up and then actually saying, “Abracadabra!”
 
   Instantly, every candle had been lit at once and John had exclaimed, “That’s my girl!”
 
   Patrick said, “Hey, that’s cool.  But, I want to see Missy make herself invisible.  I haven’t seen her do that yet.  She showed Heather and Donald already but not me.  No fair!”  Missy noted how her brother was now an inch taller than John; he’d added several inches to his height during the past year and was now practically all grown up.
 
   “Your sister is going to be much too busy, Patrick,” said Mike.  Laughing, he added, “Watch very closely though and you’ll see how she makes all the turkey on her plate disappear.”
 
   After the main meal was over and the plates had been cleared, but prior to desert being served, Aaron said, “Heather and I have an announcement to make.”  Yes, they were engaged now and that added even more happiness to the already wonderful day.
 
   Missy zoomed in and focused all her attention on her sister.  This was what she’d guessed would happen and she was very pleased.  Then, something she hadn’t been expecting made her focus even harder.  Mike, you’re not going to believe this.  We’ll need to talk to Heather later on, alone.  I’m betting she doesn’t even know about this yet.  She’s pregnant!  It’s too early for me to sense whether supernatural or not … or which sex … but, here’s the thing.  I can sense she’s having twins!
 
   Mike looked at her and smiled.  Yes, his Missy was very happy and that warmed his heart.  He knew it was moments like this that really helped her maintain her sanity and keep things in proper balance.  Who knew what might lie ahead?  You needed to enjoy those happy moments, whenever you could have them.
 
   -----
 
   Arvind Pancholi hung up the phone, sat back in his chair and smiled to himself.  He’d been expecting this call, ever since learning about the mysterious explosions which had taken place that morning in Philadelphia.  Later, of course, the Thanksgiving Day parade in New York City had been conducted without incident.  Thus, when his client with the WIJO group in Ankara had called, wanting to arrange another meeting between Arvind and Askar-Samar Karimi, he’d not been surprised.
 
   Karimi wanted to talk some more about that porn star and the other special individuals which the U.S. government had working for them.  Yeah, that had not been at all surprising.  His investment in obtaining exclusive possession of those files on Missy McCrea and Oliver Bessom was about to pay off.


 
   
  
 

From the Author
 
    
 
   Thank you for reading Missy Makes Mayhem, my fifth book about Missy.  I hope you enjoy reading about Missy and her friends as much as I enjoy writing about her.  I’ve always loved stories about female characters with special powers along with stories about witches and werewolves.  Future books in this series are planned, so keep checking on Amazon.
 
   I hope you will consider leaving a review for Missy Makes Mayhem on Amazon, letting others know what you think about this book and this series.  Word-of-mouth is crucial for any author to succeed.  Your kind words, even if only a line or two, will help others decide to read about Missy and inspire me to keep this series going for many more books.  That would make all the difference and be hugely appreciated.  Thanks in advance!
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