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Prologue
 
   Aug 17, 2019
 
    
 
   The Acceptance Day Parade was very meaningful for Missy this year.  She was back, having returned from convalescent leave the day before.  The Superintendent had been quite happy about accepting her back into West Point.  Her “P” Branch buddies had even managed getting her close friend Tracy assigned as her roommate for the first half of the year.
 
   They’d told General Blake how that would maybe help … in case Missy experienced any PTSD.  While she was a supernatural and everything, she was also a nineteen year old girl who had just returned home from some recent combat.  The General had been very glad to make a few calls.  If there was anything else he could do for Missy, just let him know.
 
   Missy had flown home two weeks earlier and had really enjoyed herself ever since.  She and Mike had spent a lot of time together and somehow their relationship had gone to yet another whole new level.  Their bond, whatever it was … whether a mating bond as she sometimes had believed or else perhaps a supernatural spiritual bond as her enhanced senses and instincts all seemed to be telling her more and more lately … it was now a stronger bond than ever.
 
   As Missy marched with the Corp of Cadets out onto the Plain, one of the thirty three hundred upperclass cadets who were about to welcome the twelve hundred or so new plebes to join them, she was happy.  Once again, she was where she was supposed to be and she felt a whole gamut of emotions.
 
   They were all wearing their short-sleeve white shirts, white cross belts with polished brass breastplates, grey trousers, white gloves and white hats.  They carried M14 rifles and moved in orderly precision, marching out while the band played.  It was an impressive ceremony and one that she was able to appreciate now, much more than she had a year ago when she’d first participated in all this as a plebe.
 
   Ceremonies were an important part of being in the military.  Her Special Forces team had insisted on a ceremony, just to say goodbye to her.  They’d all come over to the hospital in Kabul, mostly so Sergeants Carter and Harold could be brought outside in their wheelchairs.  Hernandez and Heimbold had already been released, as had she.  Five wounded out of the nine on her team, but all making full recoveries.
 
   There had been some casualties for the other CAW teams, with over two dozen wounded and three dead.  Captain Godfrey from Team Nineteen had been one of those killed.  While the loss of these three lives would probably not be considered as very significant in the overall scheme of things and Campaign Angel’s Wing was now over, its objectives fully met, Missy was deeply moved by how great a sacrifice her fellow soldiers had made.  They’d saved Afghanistan and probably Pakistan as well … at least for a little while.  They’d died serving their country, as so many other soldiers had done in the past.
 
   Colonel Chory had said some nice things about her during the goodbye ceremony and had even talked about the awards she’d eventually be receiving.  In addition to the Purple Heart and Afghan Campaign Medal, she had been put in for a Bronze Star with “V” Device.  The “V” Device was for valor and her actions in pulling Carter and Harold out of the line of fire had been written up in the citation as the reason why she had earned this medal.
 
   She had been presented with one award which she’d been entitled to receive immediately.  Colonel Chory was very pleased to be the one giving this to her.  The Combat Infantrymen Badge, or CIB.  This had a three inch wide rectangular bar with infantry blue background for a silver musket, all of which was superimposed on an elliptical oak-leaf wreath, also silver.  The musket dated back to the War of Independence era.  She would now wear this badge just above any of her service medal ribbons, with her Parachutist Badge positioned above that.
 
   In many ways, Missy felt the CIB was her most important award.  This award went to all those in combat and assigned to an infantry or Special Forces unit, but until recent years, women had not been assigned to such units.  She was wearing it now and she knew it would always have tremendous meaning for her.
 
   Mike had been at the ceremony, along with Les and Marsha.  Major Flament had also been there.  What she remembered about the ceremony was how difficult it had been to say goodbye.  She knew these men would all have been very pleased to have her stay and continue serving with them.  But, they’d all assured her how important it was for her to return to West Point.  They’d all wanted her to go back and earn her commission as an officer.  When they’d told her she was special, she really had laughed at that.
 
   So, today Missy was indeed feeling all sorts of emotions and other things.  Love from her Mike, her family and her friends; pride about what she’d accomplished; excitement about being back at the academy; and special.  Yeah, the guys on Team Twenty-Two had definitely made her feel special.


 
   
  
 

Chapter One
 
   Aug 18, 2019
 
    
 
   “C’mon, Missy!  You’ve made me wait long enough.  Tell me all about Afghanistan.”  They were finally alone in their room and the suspense was killing Tracy.  There had been no opportunity for this conversation until now.  Missy had not arrived until late on Friday night and there’d been no time before the big parade on Saturday.  Then, ever since being released after the parade, they both had been out on Walking Privileges.
 
   Tracy had been spending every possible minute with her boyfriend John while Missy had of course been with Mike.  Neither one had returned Saturday night until the last possible moment, signing back in just before taps at 2300 hours.  Then that morning they’d both signed right back out again as quickly as possible.  Now, having returned at 1900 hours as required for Sundays, there was finally some time to talk.
 
   Missy looked at her and smiled.  “Are you going to tell me how things are going with my brother?”  Tracy’s boyfriend John was Missy’s older brother, now starting his senior year in college up in Massachusetts.  He was taking pre-law courses and after graduation he planned on attending law school in New York City.  He wanted to be nearby during Tracy’s final two years at the academy.
 
   “Don’t you dare try to change the subject, Missy McCrea!”  Tracy was not about to discuss how deeply in love she now was with Missy’s brother.  John was six feet with a nice build, handsome features, deep blue eyes, thick reddish brown hair and a winsome smile.  His wry mischievous expression had captivated Tracy right from the beginning.  And, after all they’d shared with one another since then, she knew she would never have eyes for anyone else.
 
   Missy inhaled deeply and laughed.  “You know that was a rhetorical question, right?  Your body now has his scent so deeply imbedded with your own that it’s very obvious to me exactly how things are going for you two.”  She was really pleased with how close a relationship Tracy had formed with her brother over the past year.  They clearly were soulmates, just as she and Mike were.
 
   It would be another two weeks before they’d once again be seeing their soulmate boyfriends.  They would be taking a pass then for the Labor Day Weekend so they could leave the academy and be completely free.
 
   Tracy had returned to West Point on July 8th for Cadet Field Training, out at Fort Buckner.  On July 26th, she had run back with the rest of her class to Washington Hall and had then managed to see John during that weekend.  Like with these past two days, that had only been Walking Privileges, which had lots of rules and limitations; they’d had to stay within the West Point boundaries.  These did include Highland Falls and Fort Montgomery, with a long stretch along the Hudson River, but these locations didn’t really provide many places to freely frolic.
 
   Fortunately, Tracy’s fencing coach Mr. Fargarson lived within these boundaries.  Since he was also her sponsor, they’d been able to spend some quality time at his house.  Just like during all of their visits the year before, this quality time was that part of the visit when Mr. Fargarson’s wife would drag her husband away for some last minute excuse, leaving them all alone.  All alone … to romp and play in the guest room.
 
   Tracy was pretty sure Mr. Fargarson had caught on by now, but he continued to play his role and always apologized for having to leave them.  His wife really enjoyed being Tracy’s co-conspirator and considered all this quite hilarious.
 
   “Very funny.  John told me to say he sends his love.  And, he’s really thrilled you made it back home.  Safe.  Alive.  Not that he ever doubted …”  Tracy let that thought just hang there.  She’d heard Missy had actually been wounded.  She was naturally very anxious to hear the whole story about just what Missy had actually been through.
 
   Tracy had gone to Jump School with Missy for three weeks in June, right after their first year at West Point.  They’d celebrated with their families right there at Fort Benning the day they’d graduated and received their Wings.  That had been overshadowed somewhat when Missy had explained she was resigning from the academy July 1st in order to serve in Afghanistan.  She had agreed to go back there and help, only this time not in secret and not as a cadet.  This time, she’d gone as a regular Army infantry grunt, assigned to a Special Forces A-Team.
 
   “I’m glad he never had any doubts … but, I don’t mind admitting that I did.  Not at first, of course.  When I’m doing things with my supnat powers, either as a cat or as a witch, my brain doesn’t have any place for doubts.  But, when I’m trying to just be human?  Even though I might be using enhanced senses … my mind will then process doubts.  Worries.  And, without Mike …?”  She had insisted on Mike staying home this second trip to Afghanistan, but that had affected her most of all.
 
   Missy had gone for her first trip over there during Christmas break, performing a special reconnaissance for two weeks, searching all through the Kunar Province and covering over four hundred square miles high up in the Hindu Kush mountains.  That recon had been in her other form, as a cat, with only the US Government’s Paranormal Branch knowing about her.  Tracy had heard all about what she’d done during that first trip but Missy had not told her very much about “P” Branch.  She’d only known Missy was helping some of her mysterious friends.
 
   Tracy said, “What was different this time?  You had Mike with you last time but made him stay home this time.  Was it because you weren’t being invisible the entire time but were serving out there with that A-Team?  You resigned from the academy and none of us knew whether or not you’d be coming back.  Start explaining.  And, don’t be so vague about those government friends of yours.  They told the Army about you being a cat, right?”
 
    Paranormal Branch was a highly secret agency in the US Government.  Congress and other government agencies all thought the organization existed to debunk all the claims about paranormal activities, alien abductions, etc.  It was a well guarded secret that, indeed, some of those activities were real.  While there weren’t any vampires or demons or aliens, there were some people who were real supernaturals.  “P” Branch monitored witches and wereanimals all around the world.
 
   Missy could Change from one moment to the next into a large cat, very much like a mountain lion, with a great shimmer of light and burst of her special energy.  Having enhanced senses allowed her to experience things in ways that went far beyond what any human or cat might experience and she could go places in her mind and deal with all of them.  Being able to compartmentalize all these things was just one more of her special abilities.
 
   “Yes, some Army folks do know about me now.  And, a few government officials know about me as well.  That’s why they asked if I’d volunteer to go back, provided I’d keep my supnat stuff hidden.  It was my idea to be visible.  I wanted my serving with the Special Forces in my human form to be on my record.”
 
   “Do these Army folks and government officials know all about you?  Or, do they only know you’re a werecat?  How much supernatural stuff do they know about, exactly?”
 
   Missy’s energy for Shifting all came from within but she had also learned how to draw energy from all around her.  In addition to being a werecat, Missy was a witch.  Or, as her friend Tracy kept saying, Missy was actually a witch who could also shapeshift.
 
   Tracy happened to be a very powerful witch herself, able to create and control light and fire.  She was a fire witch who could also conjure up a storm and control lightning.  Real witches were rare supernatural beings with special powers and abilities.  These varied from witch to witch, but they were always about having and using energy.
 
   “Yeah, Tracy, they do.  They know all about witches.”
 
   Missy was an earth witch.  She had the power to heal and regenerate.  And, she could push her healing power into others, healing them as well.  Even more impressive, she could use and control an incredible amount of energy for all kinds of things.  She could push this energy out ranging anywhere from slight pulses to large, destructive bursts.  She could crush objects or people and do this from greater and greater distances away.  And, she could move things around telekinetically, to include lifting them up so they would hover and float in midair.  She was still learning just what all of her powers really were and how to control them.
 
   She was also learning just how much her bond with Mike really mattered to her.  For more than a year, ever since they’d started having sex, she could feel exactly where he was and what he was feeling.  She knew what direction he was, how far away he was and she could send him mental messages.  His mind experienced her words, just as though she were speaking to him.  And, while he couldn’t send her any mental messages, she was able to feel his emotions.  He could say yes or no with those.  Thus, they were able to communicate back and forth and, as long as Mike was anywhere within five hundred miles, they were constantly experiencing one another.
 
   For her first trip to Afghanistan, when she had done all that recon as a cat, she had described everything to Mike using these mental messages.  He had then relayed her reports on to “P” Branch.  She had worn a GPS collar just like the ones which the Wildlife Conservation Society used to tag snow leopards.  Les and Marsha, a married couple from “P” Branch, had been in Kabul with Mike and had tracked her location while she’d been giving Mike all of her info.  Les and Marsha had started referring to these reports as Missy Memos.
 
   In addition to all the recon, Missy had managed to find and identify a secret Taliban base, having numerous caves all interconnected by tunnels and corridors, high on a mountainside overlooking the middle of the Korengal Valley.  She had gone inside this base, spending a few days hiding in there and describing everything.  Her info had been detailed enough that computer generated cutaways by “P” Branch could be included in the top secret reports they’d issued.
 
   Finally, she’d brought out three German engineers she’d found chained up inside the base.  They’d been kidnapped and were being held for ransom.  Thanks to her messages to Mike, they had been picked up by a helicopter which landed high on a ridge in the middle of the night.  She’d asked the Germans not to reveal anything about how she’d helped them.
 
   Missy had then returned to West Point with only “P” Branch knowing any details about what she’d done.  They’d issued her recon reports, explaining a supernatural asset had volunteered to help as a onetime thing.  The reports were only given to those highly placed government officials who’d all been cleared to know about supernaturals being real.
 
   “Tracy, they know I’m both a werecat and a witch.  My friends haven’t told them anything about my mobster buddies and how I’ve handled things with them.  But, they know pretty much everything that I’m capable of doing.”  Missy had also dealt with some organized crime members, as a witch.  Tracy had actually helped her with that.  As had “P” Branch.
 
   Tracy was very nervous now.  “Which government officials?  Besides the Army folks?  Who else knows about you being a witch?”
 
   “Well … there’s a few dozen who know about supernaturals.  But, only a few actually know me by name.  The Secretary of Defense, the CIA Director …”
 
   “Sheeezzz!  What about the President?”
 
   “Probably.  I didn’t meet him, though.  I only met the Army guys.”
 
   One thing had led to another and by June, those government officials had asked if the “P” Branch asset would be willing to help again.  To go back for Campaign Angel’s Wing.  The Army began using the acronym CAW for all activities related to Campaign Angel’s Wing.  The CAW mission was to destroy this new Taliban base, with the Afghan military getting the credit, but with several CAW teams all leading the way.  These CAW teams consisted of various Special Forces A-Teams and Seal teams.
 
   The Taliban and al Qaeda extremists had succeeded in capturing several cities in Afghanistan and Pakistan, and both countries had been in danger of being completely overthrown.  Only a big victory by the Afghan military, such as a successful strike destroying this new Taliban base, could reverse things and delay the fall of these two countries and hopefully save them.
 
   Could Missy somehow provide assistance during this international crisis, without the world learning about her supernatural powers and abilities?  Missy had said sure but she’d insisted on being assigned to one of the A-Teams.  And, a few people in her new chain of command had actually been told about her being a supnat.  She’d been assigned to Team Twenty-Two, the A-Team which had flown out in that helicopter to pick up the three Germans.
 
   They’d been ordered to take credit for that rescue and Captain Grimes, the A-Team commander, had already known there’d been someone special, a secret government asset, really responsible for that.  So, he was allowed to learn all about Missy.  Along with Colonel Chory and Lieutenant General Blake, he’d been fully briefed.
 
   Colonel Chory was in charge of the Special Forces units supporting CAW over in Afghanistan while General Blake was the Deputy Commander for US Central Command.  CENTCOM was responsible for operations in Afghanistan and the Middle East and issued all directives for military actions over there.  He had already been selected for promotion to four stars and would be replacing the current CENTCOM Commander in a couple months.
 
   “So, they asked you to help.  I get that.  You were rather vague last June, telling us it was all hush-hush and classified.  And, then you were gone!”  While Tracy and John had known all about Missy’s earlier visit to Afghanistan, they still had been very surprised.  Since none of their other family members had even known that much -- they’d only known Missy had been away with Mike on some secret adventure for two weeks -- Missy’s sudden departure had really been a huge shock for them.
 
   “I heard you got shot.  You weren’t doing anything supernatural when that happened.  I want to hear all about it, Missy.”
 
   Missy told Tracy everything.  All about what she’d done and how she’d ended up being wounded.  And, yeah … how just her being there as a supernatural asset assigned to a unit was probably a first.  But, although they’d wanted her there, the US Government had not wanted to be exposed for using supernaturals.  That would be like using nuclear weapons.  Hence her being asked to keep her supnat stuff hidden.
 
   Thus, the US Army had officially placed a supernatural soldier on the field of battle.  Her service record now reflected her having served out there with a Special Forces unit.  While some of the details about her service would forever be classified, so nothing was revealed about her being a supnat, her record still showed that she’d served there.  This wasn’t training and it wasn’t any invisible mission.  She’d served out there as a soldier in the regular Army.  And, for those few weeks that she’d served there, she’d helped make a difference.
 
   Missy explained how after joining her CAW team she first had done some more recon, again as a cat, but otherwise she’d kept her abilities hidden.  She’d disappeared for a week and then had returned with updated information on the base and about all the Taliban forces in the area.  Only those few who knew she was a werecat had actually understood how she’d done that.  Even the other members of Team Twenty-Two had never really learned her secrets.  They’d only known she was special.
 
   Then, after helping destroy the base and capture hundreds of Taliban prisoners, her team had gone north to fight in yet another battle.  Their surprise attack along with a few other CAW teams had forced the Taliban out of position, clearing the way for an Afghan convoy to move forward.  Those Afghan forces had then regained control of the road and established adequate security for the continued movement of their vehicles.  And, it was during this fighting that Missy had been wounded.
 
   But, because those convoy vehicles had finally been able to reach the Afghan assault forces down in the valley -- still holding off hundreds of Taliban soldiers -- the big Afghan victory had been complete.  A leisurely, organized retreat of all Afghan forces had then taken place over the next several days, bringing out four hundred or so POW’s.  And, as the US strategists had hoped, this big victory had turned the tide.  Concern about the overthrow of any governments over there was now gradually ebbing away.
 
   Tracy had been very impressed with Missy’s narration.  Now she said, “You got shot once, just as you were leaving this building … then, twice more when you went out to help Sergeant Harold?  I know you can heal yourself, but that only works if you don’t get killed!  Damn!  Show me where you got hit.”
 
   Missy stripped down to her panties and bra.  “Here’s the one where I got hit just as I came outside of a building.  My enhanced senses aren’t much help when bullets are flying all around.”  She showed Tracy the small star shaped scar on her lower abdomen, on her right side, almost like she’d had her appendix removed.  It was pink and would take a few months before eventually turning silvery white, like all of her other scars.
 
   “Unless I’m in a bikini, no one’s even gonna notice.”  She giggled.  Further down, high on her outer right thigh, was an old six inch scar that was more noticeable.  She’d been creased by a bullet from a hunter’s rifle while living as a cat that first year up in the mountains.  She’d only been thirteen then and, of course, there hadn’t been any stitches for that.
 
   While Missy’s body regenerated and healed rapidly, she still would show scars.  She’d been mauled by a bear only a month earlier than the incident with the hunter.  There hadn’t been any stitches then either, so her jagged, silvery white scars on her left shoulder and back from that encounter were quite noticeable.  There were a lot of them.
 
   Tracy knew the whole story.  The bear had been hungry, after hibernating all winter, and had challenged Missy for a deer she had killed.  Missy had let her cat instincts to fight and defend her food control her actions.  Although she’d actually won that conflict and had chased the bear away, she’d been badly mauled during the fierce fighting.  That had healed up well enough over the next few days, but had left quite a few permanent scars.  From that encounter, Missy had learned to not always allow her cat’s nature to be in control of things, which she considered a valuable lesson.
 
    “Here’s where the other two bullets got me.”  Missy pointed to her left shoulder, just below her collarbone, where she now had two more star shaped scars, also still pink.  These were nestled amongst all of her earlier scars.  “And, one went right through me, so you can see a bigger exit wound on my back.”  She turned around so Tracy could see the damage there, also located in an area already heavily scarred from her fight with that bear.  At least this time, she’d had some stitches.
 
   “Well, I suppose you were lucky.  And, no … I’m not going to guess how many lives you have left.  Being a cat and all.  Ha, ha.  I’m sure you get that from all your government friends, now that so many of them all know what you are.”  Tracy just had to know more about those friends.  Missy hadn’t really gotten to that part yet.
 
    “Tracy, I’ve been given permission to tell you everything.  But, only if you really want to know the answers to those questions you were asking me last time.”  Missy had already explained to Drew Martinson, who headed up “P” Branch, that it was time for Tracy to be brought into the inner circle.  Yes, it was time for Tracy to learn about “P” Branch.  Time for her to learn there indeed were those in the US government well aware of whom and what Tracy was.
 
   Yes, Tracy knew Missy had some government friends.  She’d heard how those friends had helped Missy in the past, keeping her werecat identity and activities a secret.  And she’d known how those friends had asked Missy to help in Afghanistan that first time.  But, she’d had no idea there was this whole secret organization, with unlimited resources, which monitored all the supernaturals around the world.  An agency with a supnat database.  Yes, there were a lot of government folks who knew about witches.
 
   “I already know I’m probably not going to like the answers, Missy.  That’s really why I’ve not asked you all that many questions until now.  These people who have given you permission to tell me stuff.  They know about me, right?  It’s not just about you and how you sometimes get all furry with claws and fangs and have super powers.  They know about all of us, don’t they?”  Tracy was very concerned.
 
   Real witches -- there weren’t that many of them -- did not openly admit to the rest of the world that they were witches.  Too often, over the centuries, that had turned out badly.  Those trials and executions in Salem over three hundred years earlier had clearly illustrated how hostile and prejudiced many people could be, and those same sentiments still existed today.  True witches were careful to keep their covens and witchcraft activities very secret.
 
   Missy studied her friend.  She’d known for months now that this day would come.  “You can tell John, of course.  But, they’d prefer you not tell anyone else.  I’ve only told Mike.  The government has this Paranormal Branch.  Everyone calls them “P” Branch.  They’ve been monitoring all of us for years.  They even have a few of us helping them with that.”
 
   “Damn!  I knew it was too much to hope for … to expect that nobody else would know about us.  Millie told me she’s always been suspicious.”  Millicent Pratt was her mentor, a senior witch in Tracy’s coven back in Texas.  She was an air witch, able to find people by following their energy.  While she couldn’t control the wind or do some of the things that other air witches could do, she was very powerful.  She didn’t always find the people she would search for, but she’d been very successful, helping the police on a lot of cases over the years.  “I guess you’d better tell me all about this “P” Branch.”


 
   
  
 

Chapter Two
 
   Aug 18, 2019
 
    
 
   Tracy McGonagle had spent a few years in a coven with Millie as her mentor before coming to the academy.  Like most witches, Tracy harnessed and used energy from sources all around her.  She didn’t have Missy’s ability to also draw energy from within but that hardly mattered.  Her ability to burn things up with fireballs and shoot things down with lightning bolts was amazing.
 
   Over the past year, she had experienced an enormous increase in her power, far beyond anything she’d ever dreamed possible.  Working with Missy one particular night that past November had zapped them both, increasing their capacity for energy.  Tracy and Missy were now able to start right from where they’d left off, at their maximum level that night.  They could easily tap into energy sources all around them and fill right back up, ready to go all over again.  Apparently, whenever a powerful witch used and experienced energy while still in their formative years, that enabled growth.  The greater the power used, the greater the growth.
 
   Since they were only nineteen -- and witches typically could continue gaining power up through the age of twenty-five -- they both had a ways to go before their powers were fully developed.
 
   Tracy didn’t consider it doing magic, of course.  None of the witches in her coven thought that way.  No, they harnessed and used energy.  Depending on just how gifted and just how powerful the witch might be, the results of their harnessing and using energy would vary.
 
   Then, having really great sex with John had also been a contributing factor.  To be what she was meant to be, with all her powers and abilities reaching their full potential, she needed to have someone … someone who was truly the love of her life, her soulmate … and then bond with that person.  This was perfectly normal for witches, if and when it happened.  Once they bonded with their soulmate, someone whom they had a deep resonance with and whom they could draw power and energy from?  When that happened … which wasn’t that often for witches, unfortunately … well, things could then become pretty special.
 
   Before John, Tracy’s experience with boys and dating had been rather limited.  She had never been comfortable with going beyond mild petting and the guys she had dated had all broken up with her, calling her a prude.  Or, worse yet, frigid.  But, she had such a great example with her own parents of what true love could be like -- and she had not wanted to explain to anyone that she was a witch -- so she just had never gotten at all serious with anyone.  Then, she had met John a year earlier when he had visited Missy at the academy, and everything had really changed for her.
 
   “Tell me more about being separated from Mike.”  Tracy had listened to everything Missy had told her about “P” Branch and those other government officials.  She knew she would need some more time to process all of that.  Being exposed as a witch had always been one of her biggest fears.  But, now that she had John, being separated from him was an even greater fear.  “Did you notice any reduction in how much power you could wield?”
 
   “Oh, yes!  I mean, I was okay and everything but there was this huge void.  It really hurt and I had to just deal with the constant pain of his being beyond my reach.  I couldn’t feel him and of course I couldn’t draw any energy from him.  After having gotten so used to his always being such a huge part of me … that was very difficult.  I was weaker than I am when I can experience him.  But … if this makes sense … I knew I was still much stronger than had I never met him in the first place.”
 
   “Well, I’m not surprised.  Of course, a year ago, I never would have understood …”  Tracy paused as various thoughts about her being a witch all manifested.
 
   Tracy knew being a witch was something she’d inherited.  It was genetic and would often get passed down from one generation to the next, although it sometimes skipped some generations.  But, the type of witch she was, with the kind of power and ability that she had … that’s where her genetics really mattered.  She was doing what she did, and doing it with so much power, because of her Dad’s genetic contribution.  Her Mom’s genes made her a witch but her Dad’s genes made her able to harness and use energy the way she could.  And, unlike her Mom who basically had lived her life as a latent witch, she couldn’t do that.
 
   Tracy’s Mom was a witch, able to move objects by telekinesis, although not a very powerful one.  She had been so smitten, after just a few weeks of knowing her future husband, that she’d given up everything -- left her coven and dropped out of college -- just so she could be with him.  She’d followed him back to the academy, living outside while he finished his last year.  Then, they’d been married right after he graduated.  And, she’d never looked back.  She’d had no regrets.
 
   Tracy’s Dad and Grandfather had both graduated from West Point.  That was where her strong desire to be in the Army came from.  She believed it was her destiny to graduate from West Point and that, by doing so, she would then find her greatest happiness and fulfillment.  She wanted to follow in their footsteps, become an officer and serve her country like her Dad and Granddad had done, only using her own special abilities.  Because of those abilities, she was also hoping to become a helicopter gunship pilot.  She was deeply committed to doing what she felt called to do.  She wanted to be the gunner.  She loved to shoot at things and blow stuff up.  She actually felt drawn to that, since it was similar to what she did with lightning bolts.
 
   When Tracy’s powers had first manifested themselves?  Fortunately, her Mom had been tuning in very closely as Tracy had approached puberty and she’d still been enough of a witch herself to recognize her daughter was definitely a supernatural.  So, Tracy had learned from her Mom about witches and that, indeed, she was likely to have certain powers.  With her Mom’s help, she’d tested herself, always in private.  First, it had been light.  Then, fire.  While none of the other abilities seemed that apparent, she definitely was able to create and use these.  Then, as her powers began growing, year after year, her Mom brought her to the Dallas area coven for help and training.
 
   Within two years, Tracy was conjuring up thunderstorms and sending down lightning bolts.  That had been at age sixteen.  Her powers continued to get stronger every year.  She’d learned how to control her powers and how to keep them well hidden.  She had trained herself … and developed her control … by doing things she’d been drawn towards.  Early on, as a little girl, she’d taken some dance classes.  Later, she had started fencing in high school, back when her powers had begun really manifesting themselves.  Controlling energy was a whole body experience and, for her, thrusting and parrying with her saber had been what she’d found most helpful.
 
   Tracy had found she now could really focus and control her powers, channeling her own special abilities in ways that were always positive.  Her confidence had really grown and, now that she was experiencing the love and support that John was providing, she was fully coming into her own.  Being out there, doing all the things the way she could?  It was because she was happy.  Her witch energy came from love … happiness and love.
 
   Tracy now needed to use energy -- use her ability -- just to keep from going a bit crazy.  As the weeks went by, the energy she would gradually draw in from all around her would accumulate, even though she wasn’t purposely drawing that energy.  She could go for a few months but then she had to toss her fireballs around or send down her lightning bolts.  This was normal, something powerful witches experienced as they grew and developed.  Just as Missy needed to Shift every once in a while and be a cat, Tracy needed to create a few of those fireballs that she could make or else conjure up a storm and send down some lightning bolts, just to burn off some of her energy.
 
   “While I don’t experience John the way you do … that is, the way you experience Mike …”  Again, Tracy paused.  “What I mean is, now I can understand.  I still have all the same goals and desires that I had before meeting John, only now they’ve been reinforced.  Strengthened.  I’m much more than I ever was before.  And, so are all my powers and abilities.  So, I get what you’re saying.  Even when we’re separated from them because we go on assignments or missions that might require that, we’re still better, stronger, more powerful witches because we have them in our lives.”
 
   Missy stared at her and nodded.  “Yeah, that’s really a wonderful way of looking at it, Tracy.  Thanks!”  She actually believed that having Tracy in her life was also pretty wonderful but their whole conversation had already gotten way too serious, so she was not about to mention that.
 
   Missy definitely could understand why her brother had fallen so hard for Tracy.  Although not a great athlete, Tracy was very athletic nonetheless, and at five-six with a nice figure, she looked very good.  She was highly intelligent and had dark brown hair in a nice page boy style, smooth and straight, plus dark brown eyes and a really pretty smile.  But, it was the combination of her sweet innocence and her fierce determination to serve her country as an Army officer that had caught John’s attention, right after the connection he’d felt when they’d first met.  Then, over the next few months as they had really gotten to know one another, their personalities had meshed.  Somehow, their souls now just seemed to resonate.
 
   Just in time, preventing things from getting awkward or serious, there was some loud knocking on their door.  Missy quickly donned gym shorts and a tee shirt and then went over and let several of their mutual friends come crowding in, all exclaiming how excited they were that Missy had returned.  Then, when more and more cadets continued coming to their room and crowding the hallway outside, all insisting on hearing about her serving in Afghanistan with an A-Team, Missy had to tell her story several more times.  Of course, since Tracy was the only person who knew Missy was a supernatural, these versions didn’t include any details about her supnat activities.
 
   Missy also didn’t mention anything about being wounded which was something only her close friends and family had heard about.  Although the Superintendent had been partially briefed, since she had been on convalescent leave just prior to her return, even he did not know the full extent of the injuries she had actually received.  He’d been told that she was now fully recovered.  After all, she was going to participate once again on their soccer team, the Black Knights, and would be out on the practice field next week.
 
   “So, after the big Afghan victory you guys all probably heard about, over in that Korengal Valley, the Army decided they didn’t need me anymore.  There probably won’t be any further combat situations for the near term and the Army has enough data now for their report.”  Missy had explained how the Army had supposedly selected her for service with the Special Forces as part of an experiment.  She had volunteered, of course.  They were evaluating how well women might perform in combat with regular Army infantry units and Special Forces units.  They had selected Missy based on how well she had done during her plebe year at the academy.
 
   She had scored the highest of any female on their APFT, the Army Physical Fitness Test.  This consisted of doing pushups for two minutes, sit-ups for two minutes and then a two mile run.  She had also excelled on three of their varsity teams: soccer, basketball and softball.  And, Missy had demonstrated marksmanship skills on their Combat Weapons Team and their Rifle Team that were amazing.
 
   So, right after she had completed Jump School, they’d arranged for her to be sent to Afghanistan and assigned to an A-Team.  Was their experiment a success?  Oh, yes!  There would be a report coming out in the near future, all about this “study” the Army had done.  She assured everyone the evaluation would be very positive.  She knew General Blake and Colonel Chory had agreed to issue this, mainly so she could return to West Point with a minimum of questions by the media on why she’d been over there in the first place.  After all … the U.S. government did not want it known how they had purposely used a supernatural.
 
   Sally said, “Shheesshhh … it figures!  Since it was a secret study, that’s why they didn’t tell us anything.  All we knew was you resigned from the academy and then went off on some special assignment.  No one even knew it was to Afghanistan.”  Sally Navarro had been Missy’s roommate for the previous semester and was one of Missy’s closest friends.  Tracy had kept quiet, of course, and had not told her fellow cadets anything since she’d known the Army had actually wanted to have Missy go back and do more recon as a mountain lion.
 
   Missy said, “Well, at the time, I really had no idea how long my assignment might last.  They told me my unit was probably going into combat fairly soon and that was the point of the study.  I was lucky, actually, that things worked out the way they did and that I was able to return to West Point so quickly.  Otherwise, it easily might have taken a year or so …”  She let that thought just hang there and looked around at everyone.
 
   Sharon Manton, another former roommate of Missy’s, said, “Well, we’re the lucky ones, since we get to have you back here with us!”  That brought several cheers and some laughter as various others wanted to show their agreement.  Missy was very moved and told them they had to stop before they made her cry.
 
   Tony and Marcus, who had both been in Missy’s squad during Cadet Basic Training the previous summer, both announced how they’d indeed like to see that since no one had ever seen Missy cry.  That, of course, made everyone laugh all the harder and -- when someone actually noticed some tears coming into Missy’s eyes and pointed that out to the others -- the crowd’s reaction was enthusiastic and caused quite a ruckus.  Naturally, that resulted in yells from various upperclass cadets in the barracks and, soon afterwards, everyone said their goodbyes and returned to their own rooms.
 
   Tracy closed the door after the last one had left and looked at Missy.  “Wheh!  I don’t believe it … there are tears in your eyes, Missy!  Let me make a note in my diary!  This really is a first!”
 
   “Oh, stop it!  Besides, you don’t have a diary!”  Missy giggled and was grateful for the chance to regain her control.
 
   “I’m gonna start one right now.”  With that, Tracy began searching through her desk, pretending to look for a notebook and pen.  It wasn’t often that she was able to tease Missy about anything “touchy-feely” and she wanted to take full advantage.
 
   -----
 
   John looked at Mike who was driving.  They had traveled down together for this weekend at West Point and were now on their way back to Massachusetts.  “It’s been a crazy summer … are you looking forward to classes again in two weeks?”
 
   “Yeah, it’ll be really good to be back in school.  Now that I have my first two years out of the way, my classes are getting a lot more interesting.  Makes all the hard work go just a little easier when you can actually enjoy the courses, right?”
 
   “Definitely.  And, after I switched from business courses to pre-law last year, that somehow really helped me as well.  I probably should have started out with law school as my goal but you know how it is … I had to be different”.  John’s Dad had both an engineering degree and a law degree and John had initially wanted to go in a completely different direction.  His sister Heather, of course, had gotten her degree in engineering.  “What made you decide you wanted to be a doctor?  Have you started looking at any medical schools?”
 
   Mike laughed.  “I was undecided at first … I was thinking maybe liberal arts or something.  I was more interested in my swimming.  Then, after I met Missy?  I decided on pre-med a year ago.  As for med schools later on, I’m already at one of the best in the country.  I want to stay right where I am.”
 
   “After Missy, huh?”  John had not actually talked with Mike about any future career plans; it had always been about Missy.  “Well, I decided to attend law school since Tracy won’t be ready for any wedding until she graduates.  I’ll be getting my law degree when she’s getting her commission.  Then, I’ll go wherever the Army sends her.”
 
   “I’m sort of thinking along very similar lines.  Only, I plan to get into research.  Genetic research.  This whole witch-werecat thing?  It’s all in your genes, right?”
 
   “Oh, right!  That’s what you meant about after meeting Missy.  I get it.”  John laughed and Mike glanced over at him and smiled.  John asked, “So, is my sister really okay now?  Everything’s back to normal?  Or, as normal as things ever get for her, which I guess isn’t really all that normal.  But, you know what I mean.”
 
   John had barely seen Missy at all, even though she’d been “back home” for two weeks.  He’d been living at home in Salem that summer, with his parents and his younger brother Patrick, except for those days when he’d been able to go down and be with Tracy.  Heather had moved in with her boyfriend right after graduating from college that past May.  And, like Heather, Missy had now moved in with her boyfriend Mike.  She had only stopped by their family home a few times since her return, just visiting.
 
   Whenever she hadn’t been out at the State Forest in Andover, she’d been with Mike.  Mike’s parents had accepted the fact Missy was now living with them.  They didn’t know she was a supernatural but they knew their son had some sort of mysterious bond with Missy.  When she’d come back home this time, she’d simply moved into Mike’s bedroom and that was that.  They were a couple.
 
   “Yeah, she’s really thrilled to be back at West Point again.  When she made that Afghanistan commitment last June … she didn’t know how long that might last.  She actually had expected it might be a year before she’d be able to go back to the academy.  So, she’s more than okay.  And, being back with all her friends, able to continue as though she’d never left?  More than normal.  I’ve never felt her be this happy.”
 
   Since her return, Missy had been with Mike constantly except for her cat time.  John knew the hours Missy had spent running around as a cougar out at the State Forest were necessary.  She wouldn’t get much cat time at the academy.  But, he also knew that even then, she was constantly communicating with Mike and experiencing him and -- for Missy -- that was also necessary.  Her energy, for lack of any better description, would flood Mike with all her thoughts and feelings and she would then experience all of his emotions.  They were addicted to each other.
 
   “What about you?  Are you back to normal?”
 
   Mike smiled.  “Yes … only, it’s a different normal, if that makes any sense.  It’s not what it was but it’s more than what it was …”  He looked at John and then looked back at the road ahead.  “Now that we’ve been separated like that … and, I know that will happen again and again … but … at the same time … it somehow makes what we have all the more real.  We got through it.  She survived and she came back.”  He looked at John again.  “Make magic moment memories when you can, John.”
 
   John realized he’d been doing exactly that.  And, not just those fun times spent in the Fargarson’s guest room, making love to Tracy.  Every moment with Tracy was magic.  She was his addiction and he wasn’t at all envious of what Mike and his sister had.  He had Tracy.


 
   
  
 

Chapter Three
 
   Aug 18, 2019
 
    
 
   Candace Axtell went out on the third floor balcony and looked down at the gorgeous swimming pools down below with the sandy beach and the Caribbean Sea just beyond.  There were several swim-up bars, each with a thatch roof overhead.  She and her two girlfriends had just checked into their room at the resort and all three were super excited.  They’d be vacationing in beautiful Cancun, Mexico for these next ten days!  A final fling before going back to school.  This was the first time she was traveling without her Mom being right there, watching over her every minute.
 
   Even when attending school at George Washington University, she lived at home.  Ever since her Dad had been killed seven years earlier by an improvised explosive device in Afghanistan, her Mom had depended on her.  The Army had an acronym for everything.  So … yeah … her Dad was killed when his jeep ran over an IED.  For her and her younger sister, that was pretty much when her Mom’s life had ended as well.
 
   Candace had to become the responsible one, raising her sister Lauren while her Mom had slowly deteriorated.  Even after her Uncle Paul finally got her Mom to join AA for these past two years, that only meant she was no longer drinking.  She still relied on Candace for everything and she still watched over her, always reminding her about various rules.  Rules and regulations.  That had been okay when her Dad was alive.  She hadn’t minded being an Army brat and hearing him explain about things like that.  But, these last few years had been something else.  Thank goodness for Uncle Paul!
 
   “Hey, Candy, are you just going to stand out there all day?  Let’s get down below and check out the boys at the swim-up bars!  I know you told your Mom you were going to be snorkeling and all, but Danielle and I have definite plans for partying right there in that pool.”  Jen was already dressed in her tiny white bikini with a shawl and a towel draped over one arm.  She’d been working on her tan all summer and knew from experience what would happen once she put herself on display.  She looked “hot” and with her bubbly personality, fun times were a sure thing.
 
   Danielle said, “We only need to bring our ID’s and our room key.  Jen says we don’t have to worry about paying for any drinks.  And, we’re over eighteen so we don’t even need fake ID’s.”  She was wearing a blue two piece suit rather than a bikini like her two friends, since her figure was nowhere near as svelte as Jen’s or Candy’s.  Even so, in spite of having a few extra pounds, she had some very nice boobs and wasn’t worried about getting lots of male attention.  She really enjoyed male attention and couldn’t wait to start getting some.  This vacation was a dream come true for all three of them.
 
   Candace came back inside and went to her suitcase.  When she pulled out her red bikini, Danielle nodded her approval.  They had all talked about this on the plane.  Yes … they had red, white and blue bathing suits which they considered appropriate since they were all from military families; only Candace had lost her Dad.  They planned on making a big splash out at the pool as the “Three Amigas” from the U.S.A.  Ha, ha.  And, they planned on bar hopping every night.  Maybe she’d even get to do some snorkeling while she was there.
 
   Candace wasn’t really looking to hookup the way her two friends were.  But, in spite of only having average size breasts, she was strikingly beautiful with a nice curvy figure.  She was five-five and had naturally blonde hair, deep blue eyes and a dazzling smile.  She knew her friends wanted her along on this trip because she attracted guys like a magnet.  It didn’t matter that she was not willing to jump right into bed with anyone.  She’d lost her virginity a year earlier and it had not been a very good experience.  Worse yet, once that guy had “scored”, he’d dropped her and moved on.  She’d later learned she’d been worth a lot of “points” because she was so beautiful and, up until “falling” for that jerk, she’d been unattainable.
 
   But getting out from under her mother’s constant supervision, all the more frustrating since she in fact was the one thrust into the role of head of household while her Mom lived in a semi dream state?  That was her dream come true.  Her Mom still lived in a fantasy world, but one in which she found it necessary to tightly control the reins on Candace.  Once school started up in two weeks, there wouldn’t be much chance for any wild adventures.  So, when Jen had begged that she come along on this trip?  And, her Uncle Paul had convinced her Mom it would be a good thing?  Why not?
 
   -----
 
   This was the third bar and Candace was actually having fun.  It was long after midnight but she was only mildly tipsy and had been very careful not to get drunk.  Her friends were counting on her to watch out for them, while they of course had been gleefully accepting drink after drink from an increasing throng of ardent admirers.  Or, it had seemed that way.  They had all been dancing and the music at each place they’d visited so far had been great.  She’d lost track of the various guys who seemed to trade places with one another, interchangeably.  Conversation wasn’t really necessary and dancing was all that mattered.
 
   She didn’t even mind the way guys kept finding ways to brush up against her, fondle her breasts and grab her ass.  They were on the dance floor and moving to the beat of the music, which was always one fast song after another; that allowed her to escape easily enough.  And, it was exciting to have guys chasing after her.  She kept her friends in sight and after every few songs, they’d all return to their table.  More drinks would be there, waiting for them, and after a brief rest they’d all go back out on the dance floor.  Eventually, the group would migrate on to the next bar, which just seemed to be the way everyone partied down there.  When in Cancun, right?
 
   Danielle got really drunk but when Candace announced it was time to get back to their hotel, Jen helped and back they went.  Several guys all came right along but that was okay.  Once they reached their room, Candace was able to turn them all away while Jen dragged Danielle inside.  “See you guys later this afternoon!  Thanks for the great time!  Look for us poolside … once our hangovers are gone, we’ll be there for sure!”  Ha, ha.
 
   Once the door was closed and bolted, Candace surveyed her two friends.  Danielle was already snoring and Jen was climbing into bed.  “That went okay.  But, I hope you two don’t want to do this every night.  Wheh!”  Candace walked into the bathroom.
 
   Jen said, “Oh, don’t worry!  This was only our first night.  We plan to get lucky for some of our other nights.  Actually, for most of our other nights.  You won’t mind, right?”
 
   “Well … I suppose not.  Just make sure I always know who you get lucky with and where you’re at, okay?”  Yeah, they’d discussed all this before.  Candace just hadn’t realized how easy it would be for her friends to get lucky.  After seeing how things had gone this first night, she now knew she would have to be the responsible one down here while her two slutty friends went bed hopping as well as bar hopping.  Bummer!
 
   -----
 
   Aug 21, 2019
 
    
 
   Candace realized she wasn’t having fun anymore.  Danielle had left them two nights ago and hadn’t bothered to even check back in with her the next day.  She’d had to go over and pound on the guy’s door just to have Danielle groggily make an appearance.  And, from the languid, sated look -- mixed with a certain amount of annoyance -- that Danielle had given her during that appearance, Candace wasn’t planning on checking like that again.  Yuck!
 
   She did go snorkeling twice and that had been amazing.  Jen had not been interested in that but each afternoon there’d been several guys more than willing to keep her company.  She had insisted on paying her own way during these excursions.  She was going slow and “playing the field”.  Having a bunch of guys following her around and falling all over one another to compete for her attention was definitely some added fun.  And, of course these same guys had joined her and Jen when they’d gone bar hopping each evening.
 
   So tonight, she and Jen had again gone out without Danielle and had been dancing with a bunch of guys.  But after the first couple of bars, Jen was now saying goodnight.  Sure, she’d call.  Tomorrow.  Here’s where she’d be staying.  Just in case.  The asshole she was leaving with had even invited Candace to join them.  For a threesome.  Yeah, right.  Candace couldn’t wait to hear from Jen the next day to learn just how lucky she’d gotten.  Being the responsible one was getting really, really old.
 
   And, now this new guy was being a jerk and hassling her.  All she wanted to do was just get back to her hotel but this big guy had suddenly come out of nowhere and was insisting on one more dance.  She’d been hearing one more dance and one more drink all night long.  She’d had enough.  “I’m sorry but … I’m leaving.”  She then tried to make her way to the exit.  She could see Jen and her guy already at the door but the crowd was in her way.  And, this guy kept grabbing her arm, slowing her down.  She tried to pull away but suddenly, his grip got a lot tighter.  He was hurting her!
 
   Before she could cry out for help or even make any sound, there was a rag of some kind being pressed against her face.  The last thing she heard as she drifted into unconsciousness was someone saying, “I’ve got her.  Let’s get her out of …”
 
   -----
 
   Aug 23, 2019
 
    
 
   “Paul?  It’s about Candy … she’s missing!  Her friends haven’t seen her for two days and I just got a call from the police down there.  Oh, Paul!  This is terrible!  You have to do something.  Go find my daughter, Paul!  You told me she’d be fine on this trip.  Now look what’s happened!”
 
   Paul Blake listened to his sister as she continued to rant and rave over the phone, obviously distraught and rapidly losing what little control she had left.  “I’ll be right over.  Stay calm … it’ll only take me ten minutes to get there.  We’ll get her back … hopefully it’s all just some sort of mistake.  Those friends of hers probably aren’t that reliable.  I’ll make some calls and find out what’s happened.”
 
   Two hours later, after talking on the phone to the police and the two girls that Candace had gone down there with, he was definitely concerned.  Candy really had simply vanished.  Once he had all the details, he realized he didn’t have much.  His niece had been seen out at a few bars but no one had noticed when she had left the last place or whether anyone had been with her.  Her friend Jen had gone off with some guy she’d hooked up with at the Crystal Club and had left Candy there, all alone.  After that?  No one knew anything.  And, no one at that Crystal Club was able to recall anything when the police had finally gone over there earlier that morning.
 
   The police had refused to even look until Candace had been missing for more than twenty four hours.  And, even then, they were skeptical.  Girls hooked up down there all the time and falling off the grid for a few days was quite normal.  The constable or sheriff or whomever that was he’d been talking to on the phone had suggested he wait another couple of days.  Hopefully, she’d turn up and be just fine.
 
   But, he knew his niece and he already knew she wasn’t going to just turn up all of a sudden and be just fine.  Something really bad had happened and he was probably at fault for ever encouraging her to go on this trip.  Yes, she was almost twenty years old and as responsible a young lady as anyone he knew of, but still.  How could he have been so willing to just let her go?  He should have known better!  Damn!
 
   When his brother-in-law had been killed, his sister had gone to pieces.  First, the alcoholism when she’d tried to drown her sorrows.  And, even now, in spite of being sober for two years, she wasn’t the same person.  She probably never would be.  But, he’d watched how Candace had stepped up.  She’d been only twelve but had grown up overnight, taking care of both her mother and her nine year old sister.  His heart burst at how proud he was of Candace.  He’d tried to help, keeping the family nearby while he’d continued with his career in the Army.
 
   And now, here he was, already selected for promotion to four stars and soon to take command of CENTCOM with all the resources that involved, and yet he was helpless.  He didn’t have resources that could locate his missing niece in Mexico.
 
   -----
 
   Aug 24, 2019
 
    
 
   “Drew?  It’s General Blake.”  He had called all the other agencies which might help and now he was calling Drew Martinson.  He and Drew had actually gotten to know one another very well over the last several months.  “My niece Candy is missing.  She was vacationing in Cancun with a couple girlfriends … she was last seen dancing at some club three nights ago.  The Crystal Club.  I don’t know if she’s been kidnapped or possibly even murdered.”
 
   “That’s terrible!  I’m so sorry for what you must be going through.  You and her family, of course.”  Drew had heard the general talk about his favorite niece.  He knew how Lieutenant Colonel Axtell had been killed and how Candace had then been the one to take care of both her Mom and her sister.
 
   “I’m positive her disappearance was because someone grabbed her; she never would have gone off on her own.  Not without staying in touch …”  The general’s words suddenly stopped as his emotions finally kicked in.  He had been able to talk to everyone else easily enough, making arrangements for the various agencies to all get involved.  Their response and assistance was something he could either request or actually direct, because of his high position in the military.  But, reaching out to Drew … that was different.  He choked up.
 
   “Who do you have going down there to look for her?”  Drew knew the general would have already made several other calls.
 
   “The FBI, of course … and, the CIA … plus Army Intelligence.  People at our embassy.  Homeland Security.  A few others.  But … I know your agency monitors all those supernaturals.  Are there any who can possibly help?  I realize most of them don’t even know they’re being monitored by your team.  But, is there anyone you could ask?”
 
   Drew could sense the desperation in the general’s request.  And, while there were several government officials who indeed were aware of supernaturals, none of them had ever before asked for any assistance concerning anything personal.  Of course, if this was a political kidnapping to force the general to reveal state secrets or perhaps force a trade of some prisoners, it might not really be a personal matter at all.  The U.S. Government really was vulnerable when families of its high ranking officials could be targeted.
 
   “General, let me check with my staff.  I’m not personally aware of anyone but I do know there are a few witches who can find people.  It’s their gift, it’s what they do.  I don’t think any of them know about my organization but … let me call you back, okay?”
 
   -----
 
   “Hey, Missy, there’s an urgent message for you.  You’re supposed to call some guy …”  Tracy paused to find where she’d written down the name.  Missy had just returned to their room after being gone all afternoon at a rifle meet out on the range right there at West Point; she hadn’t brought her phone with her and no one had been able to reach her until now.  “Here it is … Robert Ulrey.  Supposedly, you have his number.”  She looked at Missy and could tell by her expression that she obviously knew the man very well.  “Why does that name sound familiar to me?”
 
   “I’ve mentioned him before.  He’s that FBI investigator in Boston that helped my family back when they thought I’d been kidnapped.  Those two years I was up in the mountains.  He really helped us a lot when I finally reappeared.  He’s been my FBI contact and … well, I’ve already explained about “P” Branch.  They recruited him because he was my friend.  He was the one who first told me about “P” Branch.”
 
   “Ahhh … so he’s one of those government friends that covered up your being a werecat?  Back when you were messing with those mob guys and everything and needed help?”
 
   “Yeah, he arranged things so some guys disappeared into the witness protection program.  Since I knew he could do that, I didn’t just kill them.  And, of course, he helped with that stuff we did out at Sal’s place.”
 
   Tracy nodded.  That had been the night she’d helped Missy by sending down all those lightning bolts.  The night they’d both been zapped after drawing and using so much power together.  She would never forget that night!  “That’s where you got those tranquilizer darts and the blowgun, right?”
 
   “Exactly!  “P” Branch has unlimited resources and Robert’s been a great friend.  He’s also the one who asked me to go to Afghanistan.  Both times.  I doubt he’s calling me about anything like that but I’d better see what he wants.”  Missy picked up her cell phone and placed the call.
 
   Ten minutes later, Missy got off the phone and looked at Tracy.  “Did you hear any of that?”
 
   “Only you babbling about shooting out on the range and hitting every target today.  Again, same as always.  And … something about you’d check with Tracy and get back to him.”  That had indeed gotten her attention.  Missy really hadn’t said all that much during the phone call but had mostly just listened.  “What does “P” Branch want you to talk to me about?”
 
   “Well, you know how your mentor Millie helps find people?  Helps the police?”
 
   “Sure.  They think she’s a psychic.  She’s helped them on a lot of their missing persons cases.  And, she helps find other people as well … criminals.  She usually finds whoever they’re looking for.  She follows their energy.  All she needs is something they’ve owned and have put some of their own energy into.  Some object that has meaning for them … a keepsake, a memento, anything the person might have become attached to.  She says she can sense their essence from that and then she can follow their energy.  She’s really good.”
 
   Missy nodded; she’d heard most of this before and of course she had actually discussed some of it with Millie during her Texas visit last March.  She and her parents had spent a week there with Tracy and her family for spring break.  John had also been there, of course.  Missy had wanted to meet Tracy’s coven and Millie was one of the coven’s senior witches, now in her sixties.  Millie had helped Missy learn quite a bit about being a witch and how to use and control her own powers.  Up until then, Missy had worked on her controls all on her own.  But, she’d had no idea just what some of her witch abilities might be or how much power she actually had.
 
   It was during that visit when Missy had discovered how telekinesis was one of the many things she was capable of doing.  Millie had spent a lot of time helping her learn all kinds of things but they hadn’t really talked all that much about the things Millie could do.  Of course, “P” Branch knew all about Millie.  And, they knew Millie was Tracy’s mentor.
 
   “Remember last week how you told me Millie has always had her suspicions?  About there being some folks knowing about witches and everything?  Do you think she’d be willing to help “P” Branch?”
 
   “Wow!  First they have you bring me into the fold … that’s sort of okay, since like you I’m already fully committed to being in the Army and everything.  Now they want to get my coven involved?  I thought there was this whole non interference policy thing?”  Tracy had pretty much processed things.  She and Missy had discussed “P” Branch a few times since Missy had “brought her into the fold”, as it were.
 
   “Tracy, it’s not your whole coven.  Just Millie.  There’s this girl that’s gone missing down in Cancun … she’s the niece of General Blake.  He’s the general I told you about that also knows about supernaturals.  I met him during that meeting I had during Jump School.  That was after I’d told Robert I’d go back to Afghanistan.  He’s also the one who made those calls so we’d be roommates this semester.  I really like him, Tracy.  And, his niece is like a daughter to him.”
 
   As Missy was explaining all this, Tracy began to realize something.  “You want me to ask Millie, right?  That’s what you told Robert you’d check with me about, isn’t it?”


 
   
  
 

Chapter Four
 
   Aug 24, 2019
 
    
 
   Candace looked over as a tray of food was slipped through the slot at the bottom of her door.  If she wanted any water to drink with it, she already had a plastic cup and could fill that up at the sink in the little bathroom.  She had been held prisoner for three days now and still had no idea what would be happening to her.  She had awakened that first morning on a thin mattress in one corner of this ten foot by twelve foot room.  There were no windows but there was a doorway into a bathroom, also without windows.  That was only three foot by four foot with just a sink and a toilet.  No bathtub or shower.  Or door.
 
   There was a sixty watt light bulb which was always kept on and which was protected with a thick glass lens in the center of the ceiling.  There was nothing she could use to break the glass or do any damage, either to herself or her surroundings.  Her shoes and purse were gone.  Her meager meals were being provided without utensils on cardboard food trays.  Since her two captors had mostly been leaving her alone, she’d not been able to get any information as to their plans.  Thankfully, she’d not experienced any further harm or noted any drugs being administered.
 
   The only conversation had been that first day.  About her missing panties.  After waking up with a horrendous headache, she next had become aware of her need to relieve herself.  She’d gotten up and had found her way over to the toilet but then had noticed she wasn’t wearing any panties.  An hour later, when a tray of food was pushed into her room, she’d called out to ask about that.  All the yelling and screaming she’d done earlier had been completely ignored.  But, after again asking where her panties were, this time she’d heard some harsh male laughter followed by a heavily accented voice saying, “We like those very, very much … once we check you really blond, we keep panties after … we always keep panties after.”  More laughter.  This was not the voice of the guy who had grabbed her on the dance floor, so she figured he had to be the other guy who’d helped “get her out of there”.
 
   She fortunately hadn’t been molested or violated but the thought of their checking her out while she’d been drugged and unconscious was very disturbing.  As was finding the four cameras strategically positioned so she was always being observed; one was even in the bathroom.  Whenever she’d attempted to cover over any of them, there’d immediately been an ear piercing and incessant high pitched whine until she’d stopped blocking the camera.  She’d had no choice but to accept the fact they were constantly monitoring her.  And, obviously, no one else would be hearing any of her cries for help.
 
   It was also obvious this whole arrangement had been something they’d used before; they’d probably done this several times.  She had to await her fate with only her misgivings, which were indeed plentiful, to dwell upon.
 
   Thirty minutes after the food tray had been provided, the door was suddenly pushed open and two men entered.  They were wearing hoods.  One of the men said, “You come with us and behave or we’ll just knock you out again.  Understand?”  He had a red tee shirt and she recognized his voice as that of the guy who had grabbed her out on the dance floor that night.  The other guy had a yellow tee shirt and was several inches shorter but had a barrel chest and huge arm muscles.  She nodded her head in agreement and they came over and placed some duct tape over her mouth followed by a hood over her head.  They told her to come along with them and she did as she was told.
 
   They brought her out to a car and, after about a twenty minute ride, the car stopped and they had her get out.  She could tell she was near the ocean.  Then, they soon had her walking out on a wooden dock as they brought her up to what had to be a large boat of some kind.  The guy with the red shirt was guiding her and then he had her stop.  Suddenly, two hands grabbed her sides and lifted her up and swung her around, setting her back down on the deck of a ship.  A couple minutes later, she was being locked in some sort of compartment, all alone.  She waited a few moments and then pulled the hood from her head and removed the duct tape from her mouth.
 
   She was in some sort of small cabin which had a bunk she could sit on, a small porthole type window to look out through and that was about it.  She could hear indistinct noises and then she felt the boat begin to move.  She sat down as the boat seemed to make a turn and gradually began to move away from the dock.  It continued for about twenty minutes at a slow pace and then began to really start moving, picking up speed.  Had she not already been seated, she’d have been tossed off her feet.
 
   Candace felt completely helpless and her despair was crushing.  Whatever might ultimately be her final destination, she was pretty certain now that she would not want any part of that.  She was finding less and less about this whole miserable experience that provided her with any hope at all.
 
   -----
 
   Aug 25, 2019
 
    
 
   Manuel Diego Lefevre Rodriguez was also known as “the Frenchman” although that part of his heritage was very distant and he was mostly Spanish.  Amongst many other things, he headed a large criminal organization.  His estate was just outside a small town about twenty kilometers from Bogota, Colombia.  He asked, “You’re absolutely positive about this latest girl?  She’s this guy’s niece?  This general that’s soon gonna be in charge of everything over there in the Mid-East?  That guy?”
 
   “Yeah, that’s her uncle, General Paul Blake.  I’m already hearing how he’s got most of the U.S. agencies all chasing to hell and high water looking for her.  FBI, CIA, Homeland Security, you name it and they’re looking.”  Pablo Juan Estaban, born and raised in Texas, looked very pleased about this.  Pablo was Manuel’s right hand man and former classmate at the university in Dallas which they both had attended.  He had been with Manuel for a dozen years.  They’d raised some hell together during those college years and when Manuel had invited him ten years later to come down to Bogota, it had been an opportunity too good to resist.  Being second in command for Manuel’s crime organization had been very lucrative and Pablo was now a multi-millionaire in his own right.
 
   “So, how much can we get?  I have to believe those crazy Jihad terrorists are willing to pay just about anything to get their hands on her.”  Rather than merely auctioning yet another blond girl off to some sheik in Saudi Arabia, this time the sale was going to be much, much bigger.  Their luck in having her fall into their special setup over in Cancun was incredible.  Each year, beautiful young girls went missing from a number of such places, never to be seen or heard from again.
 
   Manuel’s organization had found ways to grab these girls, using local talent at each location.  For just a few hundred dollars, such men would take all the risks involved with the initial kidnapping.  Then, after holding each girl for three days to make certain the girl’s disappearance had truly left no trace behind, the journey sending her on to her final destination would begin.  First, they’d go by boat.  Since there were many kinds of boats which routinely came and went all the time, it was not that difficult to manage hiding these captives and bringing them out without any police interference.
 
   Getting them into Cuba was only slightly more difficult to arrange but the people he used were very good.  Then, using his private jets, getting these girls on flights from Cuba to Bogota, Bogota to Lisbon and Lisbon to Dubai was all fairly easy.  With the false identification papers and passports created during those first three days, each girl would be transported with no trace left behind.  Once the girls were in the United Arab Emirates, they became the responsibility of their buyer.  After a brief holding period over there, the sale would be finalized and the “handoff” would be made; the girl would be delivered to her new owner.  And, none of the links in this chain would connect back to his organization.  Likewise, the money trail could not be followed back to him either.
 
   On rare instances, when some girl had too high a profile and therefore posed too great a risk, she’d either be released or else killed.  Killing and disposing of the body was not done very often but, when it was necessary, the “local talent” would usually be disposed of as well.  Likewise, since the girls who were released might have information about their abductors, the death of those abductors was almost always arranged.  There were never any links left behind which would lead back to Manuel or any of his people.
 
   Since the payments he would receive from auctioning these girls off to the highest bidder were very high, his requirements for how the girls were handled were very strict.  If anyone messed with the girls in any way, that was a death sentence.  Buyers wanted their girls to be clean, drug free and not damaged or traumatized.  Only certain sedatives were allowed.  Those were often necessary since, naturally, these girls were not very willing subjects.  And, into this smoothly running operation had fallen one Candace Axtell, niece to the man recently selected for promotion to four star general and about to become the next CENTCOM commander.
 
   While indeed she was high profile, her value to various possible Mid-East buyers made handling her more than worth a few risks.  His network and pipeline was well established for delivering a girl to Dubai, with no trace left behind or connection back to him, so risk was minimal.  And, in her case, it was her high profile that made her so valuable.  How many al Qaeda terrorists or Taliban leaders currently being held as prisoners might she be worth?  How much influence might it be to publicly display this girl, under threat of her perhaps being beheaded?  Priceless!
 
   Pablo was well aware of all this, of course, and he also knew the importance of eliminating any possible links back there in Cancun.  Since this girl was going to eventually surface, rather than disappear forever, it was even more important to eliminate the men who had grabbed her initially.  Yes, they were going to be getting their big reward for kidnapping her.  No doubt about it.  It remained to be seen whether or not the boat captain bringing her over to Cuba might also need to have an accident.  That would all depend on how things evolved with all those U.S. agencies now looking for this girl.
 
   Fortunately, his Homeland Security contact would be keeping him fully up to date with any developments on that end.
 
   -----
 
   Millicent Pratt had listened to everything Tracy had explained and then had talked some more with Missy.  Tracy was like a Granddaughter to her and Missy had impressed her as much, if not more so, than any other witch she’d ever met.  She was very proud of them both, being at West Point and dedicating themselves to the defense of their country.  And, yes … she had long been suspicious that the U.S. government probably was aware that real witches did indeed exist.
 
   She hadn’t even been all that surprised to learn just how large an organization there was, monitoring supernatural beings all around the world.  Witches and wereanimals and whatevers, as she’d always joked about them.  The three W’s.  Sure, it made sense that some big government organization had been paying attention.  “P” Branch.  The way Missy explained it to her, this Paranormal Branch was mostly known for going around and debunking all the crazy myths and crackpot claims.  Who better, then, to keep some supernatural secrets?  But, now they needed some help.
 
   She had agreed right away, of course.  She’d been helping the local police in and around Dallas for years.  She was a finder, probably one of the best in the country.  She knew most of the other finders.  There weren’t all that many of them and not every coven had one.  There were a dozen covens in the U.S. and seven others had finders.
 
   These covens were all located near major cities.  Her coven was near Dallas, of course.  The one in Salem was near Boston.  Others were near New York City, Atlanta, Miami, San Francisco, Chicago, Washington D.C., New Orleans, Seattle, St. Louis and Las Vegas.  There were at least three witches in a coven but never more than thirteen.  Currently, that totaled to just over a hundred witches who were now actively participating in these covens.  Although the percentage of female witches in recent years was higher -- the ratio was maybe sixty-forty -- that wasn’t always the case.  And, there were several more latent witches out there who were not participating.
 
   Missy, of course, had never had a coven.  She’d been all alone as a supernatural until meeting Tracy, so it wasn’t all that surprising she had accepted help from “P” Branch.  And, it hadn’t been all that surprising they’d been able to find her.  While she might have been able to remain hidden if she’d been selfish, Missy was just the opposite and willingly rushed in to help others, even if that meant great risks for herself and exposing some of her superhuman abilities.  If only half the things Tracy had told her about Missy were true, that girl had definitely needed some help from those “P” Branch folks.
 
   When Robert Ulrey arrived, she greeted him warmly and invited him in.  He was six feet tall with a definite military appearance, even after the twenty years since he’d been a Military Police officer in the Army.  He kept his grey hair cropped close to his head and his eyes had definitely seen a great deal over the years.  Millie knew his main job was still as an FBI investigator and he had worked several high profile kidnapping cases.  Missy had explained how “P” Branch had recruited him for part time assignments, mainly because he was close to her.
 
   Now, he was both investigating a high profile kidnapping for the FBI and acting as “P” Branch’s liaison for a supernatural.  Of course, just as when she helped the police in and around Dallas conduct their searches for people, she and Robert would tell everyone she was a psychic.  The general public could accept that some individuals had psychic abilities and could help find people who were missing.  They didn’t really need to understand about witches and how witches could harness and use energy.
 
   After they had exchanged all the usual small talk, sitting there in her living room, Robert said, “I’ve made travel arrangements for us to fly down to Cancun this evening.  I understand you already have a passport, so that makes things easier.  Have you packed yet for this trip?”
 
   “Oh, yes!  I have two bags all ready to go … one is a carry-on and one needs to be checked.  And, after what Tracy explained … how this girl just vanished while out at some club … I’ve made some arrangements as well.  She assured me whatever I needed would be provided …”
 
   “Absolutely.”  Robert studied her and was impressed with what he was seeing.  Millie was in her mid-sixties but could easily pass for someone ten years younger.  She had a very pleasant, matronly appearance but when you looked into her eyes, there was no doubt this woman was very sharp.  There were some great depths there, going well beyond the highly intelligent manner in which she expressed herself.  She was someone with a great deal of wisdom and experience.
 
   “In order to find this girl Candace, I need something of hers that has great meaning for her.  I’ve talked to the girl’s mother but unfortunately, that didn’t go so well.  The poor woman is falling apart and I can’t be sure anything I’m hearing her say is … well … since time is of the essence here, I’ve called someone.  A young man in the coven out there in D.C.  I’ve asked him to go visit Candace’s home.”
 
   Robert understood.  He’d been wondering how Millie was planning to tap into Candace’s energy.  Drew had given him a very simplistic explanation of how a finder witch could use their gift and, of course, that meant using energy.  Energy from the missing person was always needed.  Finders were able to follow that energy.  “Will you want this other witch to bring whatever object or item he identifies?  Or, will he merely send it somehow?”
 
   Millie smiled and said, “Oh, it’s best if he brings it to Cancun.  He has his passport and he’s booked on a late flight out of Washington tonight.  I called someone named Drew at your “P” Branch to help arrange that since you were already on your flight coming here.  Missy gave me his number.  Besides … it can only help if there are two of us down there.  Two psychics are better than one, right?”  She and Robert both laughed at that.
 
   -----
 
   Oliver Bessom was in first class.  When he’d arrived at the airport, he’d learned his seat had been upgraded at no cost to him.  Well, it was the general’s niece that he was going down to Mexico to search for and this general was apparently very important.  He had certainly impressed Oliver at the girl’s home; the general had taken complete charge of things there which had been a good thing.
 
   As Millie had warned him, the girl’s mother was simply no help at all.  But, he’d been able to feel the distinct energy which belonged to Candace and had easily located a music box on her dresser which really seemed to represent her essence.  Sure enough, the sister had confirmed it.  Their Dad had given that music box to Candace as a birthday gift just before shipping overseas on his last tour.  There was a ballerina inside the box which would move around while the music played.  Then, he’d been killed.  In the years since then, Candace had often gone to her room and spent time alone, playing the music from that box over and over.
 
   Also as Millie had explained to him, this general knew about witches.  He had sought help from some government agency that evidently monitored witches and he hadn’t been asking for any psychic.  No, he knew there were real witches with supernatural abilities and he was desperate for a miracle.  The fact that Oliver was only twenty-three, just a year out of college?  That had not been a concern.  The general had looked at him and then had asked, “Can you find my niece?  What do you need?  Whatever it is, you’ll have it.”  Then, after a brief pause, he’d gone on to add, “If you’re half as good at what you do as the young witch I’ve met is at what she does, then you’re probably my best hope.”  Yes, the general knew about witches all right.
 
   Oliver planned on asking Millie who that young witch might be that had impressed the general so much.  But, even more important, he was looking forward to actually meeting Millie Pratt herself.  They’d be actually working together.  He had only heard about her, prior to her call.  She was a legend.  All his life, he’d been hearing stories about her and some of the other great finder witches.
 
   His coven had been very excited about him ever since he’d first started manifesting his ability.  His grandmother had been a witch, with the ability to control the energy in fluids.  A water witch.  She could freeze or melt things and had various interesting ways of using the energy she could control.
 
   But then, Oliver was an air witch, not only able to find people but also able to control the wind.  Being a witch was genetic, from one or both sides of the family, but the actual power and abilities … the kind and type of supernatural witch the person might be … that was usually inherited from the male parent, regardless of whether he was a witch.  While Oliver was only moderately powerful on his own, when he was being reinforced by other witches he then could do some rather impressive things.
 
   His parents had been very concerned about him as his abilities had started to manifest and then, they’d both been killed.  A drunk driver had demolished their car with a truck eight years earlier, just as Oliver had been really developing his powers and learning what he could do.  Without his coven, he’d have been very lost.
 
   His high school years had been awful, especially after his parents died.  But, he’d gone to college and had managed there well enough.  Since graduation, he’d been doing social work and he was planning to go on and get his master’s degree, once he could afford that.  He’d pretty much used up all the life insurance money he’d received, just getting his bachelor’s degree.  But, he loved helping people and he was very good at that.  There certainly was a need for social workers right there in D.C.
 
   And, he’d done as Millie had done.  He’d worked with the local police as a psychic, mostly helping locate missing children.  That seemed to fit very well with his job as a social worker.  Now, he was on his way to Mexico where he’d be meeting someone who could really give him some expert advice and training.  And, hopefully, together they’d be able to locate this girl Candace for the general.  Based on the photos he’d seen, she was certainly a beautiful girl.  It would be a real shame if something terrible had happened to her.


 
   
  
 

Chapter Five
 
   Aug 26, 2019
 
    
 
   Robert looked at the other two members on his team and explained how things had been arranged.  They were finishing up their meal and had a full day planned.  They had all checked in at the resort hotel late the night before and had agreed to meet for breakfast.  Oliver’s flight had arrived right after his had landed and they’d all taken the same taxi limo to the hotel.  Millie of course had easily identified Oliver.  Being able to identify other supernaturals was one ability that all witches shared.
 
   Robert had then gone to see the other FBI investigators already there who had been working the case for a full day.  They’d brought him up to speed with everything known about the disappearance and the search.  They were all staying at the same hotel that Candace and her girlfriends were registered at.  The two girls, Danielle and Jennifer, would be going home later that day, but not before he and his two psychics had a chance to interview them.  That interview would be in their room where Candace had stayed the first three nights.  Maybe the psychics could get a vibe from something there, right?
 
   Although Robert didn’t know either of the two men, he had actually met Susan Donavan four years earlier when they’d both gone to Virginia together.  She was out of the Washington D.C. office and had worked for several years in the Special Victims Unit.  She was now fifty-six and still looked more like a school teacher than an FBI agent.  Ironically, it had been Missy’s reappearance at a hospital in Roanoke, coming down out of the Blue Ridge Mountains under mysterious circumstances after being gone for two years, which had brought them together that time.  Susan, however, was not aware that Missy was a supernatural and did not know about witches.
 
   Oliver said, “Under different circumstances, I’d be really enjoying all this.  I mean, everything about this place is so amazing.  It’s even more beautiful than all those internet site photos … you have to really be here, experiencing all this, and then you can really feel it.  Absorb it all.  Osmosis or something!  I guess I can understand why resorts like this are always fully booked.”
 
   “Yes, there was quite a bit of behind the scenes negotiating to get all of us FBI folks the rooms we have.  The CIA investigators are also here but Homeland Security, Army Intel and most of the others are all staying over at the Marriott.”  Robert looked at them and smiled.  “Of course I explained how you psychics needed to be right in the same hotel where the missing girl had stayed.  What’s interesting is how everyone who hears that seems to take it for granted that, indeed, you would need that.”
 
   Millie laughed and said, “Yes, over the years, I’ve learned a great deal about what psychics supposedly require … all from people who believed I was one.  Fortunately, we do have what we really need.”  She picked up the music box that Oliver had brought down and closed her eyes.  “This was an excellent choice, Oliver … I’m glad I had you go there, get this and bring it down here.  It would have taken me a whole day to go do that and we really can’t afford to delay our search.  It’s been, what … five nights now?  Since Candace disappeared?”
 
   Robert asked, “Will you still be able to follow her energy and find her?  Or, has too much time passed?”
 
   “We’ll be able to follow her energy easily enough.  But, if she’s left Cancun on a boat or plane, that’ll be a problem.  A car we can follow but a plane will dissipate her energy too quickly.  As for a boat?  Once she’s out on water?  Most witches actually lose their power when surrounded by water.  Unless, of course, they’re a water witch.  Or, like Missy, they have energy from within.  The rest of us all draw energy from what’s around us, then harness and use it.  But, when over water?  There’s not much we can draw from.  So, we would need to have someone in a circle with us that we could draw power from.”  Millie looked at Oliver.  “I understand your grandmother was a water witch.  I think I’ve heard a few stories where your coven would have her help them, whenever they needed to have some power out at sea.  That was many years ago, of course.”
 
   “Actually, I don’t know that much about her.  She died the year before my parents were killed.  But, others have told me pretty much what you’ve just explained.  And, of course I’ve noticed how my abilities go away if I’m out on the water.”  Looking at Robert, he said, “Like Millie, I’m an air witch.”  Oliver paused a moment, looked over at Millie and then asked, “Who is this Missy that you mentioned?  And, why is she different?”
 
   Robert said, “I was just about to ask you about Missy.  It’s because she can Shift, right?  She has internal energy that allows her to do that.  The energy within that you spoke of.”  He looked at Oliver.  “Missy McCrea is a very powerful witch.  And, she’s also a werecat.  She’s the reason I was asked to join “P” Branch.  We’ll have to tell you all about her … she’s also a good friend of General Blake’s.”
 
   “Ahh, so she’s the one!  He mentioned knowing another young witch …”
 
   Robert laughed.  “Yes, she goes to West Point, along with Tracy McGonagle.  They’re the only supernaturals at West Point.  Tracy’s the one who asked Millie to help us find Candace.”
 
   Millie also laughed.  “An earth witch who is also a Shifter and a fire witch.  Those two are quite the pair, that’s for sure!”
 
   -----
 
   “Senorita, are you ready?”  The man who had introduced himself as Blackbeard opened the door to Candace’s room and walked in without waiting for her answer.  He obviously wasn’t all that concerned as to whether she was dressed or not.  But, she knew he wasn’t going to rape her.  He’d had plenty of opportunity for that on the boat but had left her alone.
 
   The boat ride had been memorable.  He had unlocked her cabin door and introduced himself after the boat was so far out from shore that she could no longer see anything but water in every direction.  Thank goodness she wasn’t one to get seasick.  It had been nighttime and she had been watching through the porthole window as the lights all along the shoreline had gradually disappeared.  He had invited her to come on up topside and look around, so she could assure herself she had nowhere to go.
 
   There was no escape and she was dependent on him if she ever wanted to see land again.  The boat was at least forty feet long and had several sails; she knew absolutely nothing about sailing.  Since Blackbeard was rather large and weighed at least two-fifty, she didn’t really think she could overpower him even had she wanted to.  He was mostly bald but did indeed have a black beard, full and long.  He seemed to think his phony pirate’s name was rather humorous and he insisted on calling her senorita, claiming that’s what he’d called all the girls he’d brought over to Cuba during the past six years.  He’d explained she would only be there In Cuba for one night and someone else would then be taking her on a plane after that.  Where?  He didn’t know and didn’t care.
 
   She had gone back to her bunk and had cried herself to sleep.
 
   The next day, she had decided she’d done enough wallowing and that her pity party was over.  Obviously, they had kidnapped her for some evil purpose and she was being transported somewhere for whatever that might be.  Just like all those other girls Blackbeard had mentioned.  She figured she was being sold rather than held for any ransom.  Why else would there have been all those other girls?  Why else would they have needed to verify she was a real blond?  These men obviously had been doing this whole white slavery thing for years.
 
   She had gone up topside after eating the fruit that had been left out for her breakfast.  Later, after roaming all around the deck, she’d had a theory about her situation and she’d been more and more certain she was right.  The guys that had grabbed her had not done anything else other than watch her and now Blackbeard had been ignoring her.  Okay … somebody must be paying them and that somebody must have instructed that she be left alone.  No sampling the goods.  She decided it was time to brazenly test her theory.
 
   Candace was not a coward.  So, she’d gone below and grabbed the blanket off her bed and then had gone back up, made her way forward to where she was in plain sight, spread the blanket out on the deck and then had looked up at Blackbeard.  Yes, he’d been watching her.  So, she’d stripped off all her clothes … her top, her bra and her skirt … and had tossed them overboard.  Then she had lain down on the blanket.  On her back.  They were going to sell her to some rich guy as a sex slave?  Fuck them!
 
   Blackbeard had left her alone all day.  He’d brought some food out.  And drinks.  She’d had to go back around to the rear deck in order to get those but, after the first hour had passed without his making any moves towards her, she had felt pretty satisfied with herself.  Her theory had obviously been right.  So, she purposely had gone parading around completely naked all day, which was a totally new experience for her.  She’d been able to see how badly he’d wanted her; that had showed very clearly in his eyes.  Well, fuck him.  She’d enjoyed being able to at least control something.  Why should she be the only one who had to suffer?
 
   Ever since her asshole boyfriend had taken advantage of her the year before, Candace had changed how she felt about men.  She’d always known how they all lusted after her but, since that experience, she’d accepted the fact that sex was really all they wanted from her.  Just the sex.  So she had decided she was not interested in any more relationships and instead would be the one to take advantage of them.  She had gone to bed with two more guys, only because she’d wanted to experiment.  Both times were one night stands and she’d been completely in control.  Had she been able to enjoy casual sex?  Sort of.  But, not really.
 
   The irony of her current situation, with her probably being sold into sex slavery, was now really hitting her.  With very jaded thoughts, she began thinking it was retribution for her past sins, going out and having those one night stands.  She’d been willing to risk more meaningless one night stands by coming with her friends on this trip to Cancun.  Getting away from her mother had seemed more than enough reason to take that risk.  She’d figured she could still stay in control.  So, fate had fucked her.  She’d gambled and lost.  She no longer was in control of very much.  But, at least she’d been able to give Blackbeard a hard time; she’d gotten him hard all right.  She hoped his aching balls were killing him.
 
   When the boat had quietly chugged into a remote Cuban harbor late at night, she had been back down in her bunk.  Applying lotion on her tits and ass which were badly sunburned after all day outside.  She’d found the bottle of lotion along with some clothes down in the cabin.  Blue jean shorts and a tee shirt.  No bra and still no panties.  Oh, well!  She hadn’t put the clothes on until Blackbeard came down and told her to get ready; they were going ashore.
 
   She’d brought the lotion along and followed him to this rundown shack where they’d stayed the night.  Another locked room for her.  And, now here he was, right on time.  He’d explained at breakfast that he’d be taking her to the airport at eleven o’clock.  He obviously couldn’t get rid of her fast enough.  Well, she wasn’t going to miss him either.  At least there had been some coffee with the breakfast this time, in addition to the fruit he’d provided for her.
 
   Blackbeard now handed her a long black garment of some kind along with what looked like a shawl.  And, some sandals.  “You have to put these on.  I have a hypodermic needle all ready with a sedative, if you cause me any trouble.”  He stared at her a moment and then his eyes dropped down to hungrily stare at her nipples, poking prominently out through her tee shirt.  “If you’re sedated … no one will know about me touching you ... are you planning to make trouble, senorita?”  He raised his eyes back up and smiled.
 
   She did not like the way his eyes looked at her and his smile was pure evil.  “No, Blackbeard, I’m not interested in being sedated or in staying here with you any longer.  Or, in staying here in Cuba for that matter.  So, take me to your plane.”  She grabbed the clothes and sat down on the bed with the sandals.  After putting those on, she stood up and donned the long cloak garment which apparently was some sort of Muslim outfit for women.  As was the shawl, which not only covered her hair but he arranged it on her so very little of her face was showing.
 
   She was reconsidering her promise not to cause trouble.  But, she’d have much less control if she were sedated and so she docilely walked out ahead of him and climbed into the back seat of the car which was there waiting.  He climbed in beside her and the driver pulled forward without a word.
 
   After a little over an hour’s ride, they arrived at the La Coloma Airport near Pinar del Rio and the car drove right up near a plane.  She was able to get that information from the road signs but those names meant nothing to her.  Twenty minutes later, she had boarded the private jet and was seated with her seat belt securely fastened.  She had a window seat and she had a new companion sitting next to her in the aisle seat.  He was about five-ten, with dark curly hair, a hooked nose and a swarthy, Middle Eastern appearance.  He also had a beard only his was short and neatly trimmed.  Blackbeard had told her to call this guy Sinbad, another obviously phony name.  
 
   Blackbeard had not climbed aboard the plane but had remained at the bottom of the stairway.  Just before she’d entered the plane, she had turned around and given him the finger.  If they wanted to sedate her for doing that, so be it.  She still didn’t have any panties and now she was starting to get her period.
 
   She sat back as the plane began taxiing down the runway and wondered how much worse her life was going to get before things ever got better again.  The fact that things might never be getting better was very much a concern.
 
   -----
 
   “Hey, Missy!  Have you seen Kelsey?  Someone said she was headed this way … oh, there she is now!”  Mitch Cooper was still wearing his football practice uniform and had walked over to where Missy and her soccer team were practicing on an adjacent field.  He was first string linebacker this year and had managed to gain several pounds of solid muscle over last year while somehow reducing his sprint times and getting much quicker.
 
   Sure enough, Kelsey Powers was jogging across the field, looking really good in her gym shorts and tee shirt.  It was remarkable how much she had changed over the past year as well.  Kelsey was five-four and had not been very athletic.  Now, her level of fitness was just amazing.  While she still wasn’t competitive in any sports program, her workouts and all her running had transformed her.  Even her round pretty face had somehow changed and she now had a leaner look which went very well with her incredible body.  Her now tiny waist flared out to wide, luscious curves on her hips and perfect ass.  Her sports bra could barely contain her still huge breasts.
 
   Being blond, Kelsey used to worry that no one would take her serious in spite of how highly intelligent she was.  She had big, beautiful brown eyes but she doubted anyone ever noticed them either, other than Mitch.  All most guys noticed were her big boobs and her ass.  She used to say she wanted a tee shirt with the words “Blonde Bimbo?  NOT !!!” stenciled across her tits since that’s where everyone’s eyes were always looking.
 
   Then, after helping Mitch with his Calculus last year, along with a lot of other classmates in her Kelsey’s Korner study group program, her reputation for being one of the smartest in their class had become clearly and positively established.  The guys still always checked out her tits, of course.  Guys were guys, after all.
 
   Working out with Mitch was what had transformed her fitness level so much.  They had gone very slowly on the romantic side, both being shy and insecure with the opposite sex, but by the end of the school year they were definitely a couple and had been making plans to continue seeing one another during the summer.
 
   Since Missy’s sensitive nose had clearly noticed how each now had the other’s scent from having frequent sex, she knew how things had gone for them since then.  There were all those other changes, of course.  Neither was acting very shy or insecure anymore.  Kelsey no longer seemed to care where guys looked when they saw her.  She had Mitch now and they had taken their relationship to places far beyond any of their earlier concerns.
 
   Kelsey ran up and came to a stop, somehow doing that well inside of Mitch’s personal space and yet not violating the academy’s code for no public displays of affection, or PDA’s.  With Mitch being such a big guy and Kelsey being so short, she seemed to just fit right there.  She was merely claiming what was hers and vice-versa, so was he; Missy doubted either of them even realized what they were doing.  They belonged together and so the fit seemed perfectly normal.  Mitch certainly thought so.
 
   “Tracy sent me out here to get you, Missy.  She knew I was running my laps in this direction so she asked me to give you the message.”
 
   Missy laughed and said, “She knew you were running to wherever Mitch was and she knew my soccer practice was nearby.  Okay … thanks!  I’ll go find her.  We’re just about finished out here anyway.”  She grabbed her things … a sweatshirt, towel and water bottle … and, leaving the two lovebirds behind, she ran over to her coach to check out.  Then, she headed back to the barracks at a quick pace.
 
   Before she’d even reached her room, Tracy came out and met her.  They were able to sense one another when the distance wasn’t all that far, due to the supernatural energy they each contained.  Most witches could sense other supernaturals anywhere from one hundred to five hundred feet, depending on how much energy was being given off at the time.  However, this was quite different from the way Missy could always experience wherever Mike was for hundreds of miles through their bond.
 
   “Missy, I’m glad you’re here!  We need to get over to the infirmary.  Ron Quigby’s brother was injured today, playing lacrosse.  Something about getting tripped and falling forward just as another player was swinging his stick …”
 
   “Quigby’s brother?”  Cadet Ronald Quigby was now a firstie.  Freshmen at West Point were fourth class, also known as plebes.  Sophomores were third class and yearlings, juniors were second class and cows, while seniors were first class and firsties.  “He must be one of the new plebes here, right?”
 
   Tracy said, “Yes, and he’s in my company; he’s actually one of my plebes … I’ve been assigned as his team leader for first semester … I just found that out earlier today, so I haven’t even had a chance to tell you.”  She knew all the history between Missy and Ronald Quigby.  One of the yearling responsibilities was being a team leader to two or three plebes in their company.  That meant both disciplining them and supervising their performance at various fourth class duties.  Having Ron’s brother as one of her plebes was definitely going to interest Missy.
 
   Ronald Quigby had been highly prejudiced against women in the military and, after having Missy in his platoon during Cadet Basic Training, he’d started out really hating her.  He and her squad leader, cadet Martin King, had both ended up looking bad when she’d won top shot in marksmanship in spite of their hazing and attempted interference.  They had considered it their duty to force out those female New Cadets whom they did not consider worthy of being there but that had backfired when they’d tried to make an example with Missy.
 
   Then, when Quigby’s leg was broken, crushed in a car accident later that year, Missy had healed it.  She had visited him in the infirmary and asked for a truce.  She’d wanted him to stop trying to get women dismissed from the academy but he’d only retorted with, “No matter how well you women think you’re performing … you’re always going to be a distraction.  Good men die because of that.”  So, after telling him, “Get over it!  Good men need to control themselves”, she’d pushed her healing energy into him anyway; he’d been able to return to normal duties four days later.
 
   He couldn’t tell anyone about her doing that, of course.  The doctors all thought his recovery was some sort of miracle.  But, he did pause and then “get over it”, just as she’d demanded.  He’d even realized she’d meant that about a lot of things and had eventually thanked her.  And he had warned her later on about some of his classmates who were coming after her.
 
   “Does Ron know yet?”  Missy knew Ron also played lacrosse and was guessing he’d probably been out there when his brother was injured.
 
   “Yes.  He’s the one who asked me to find you … he knows we’re roommates.  He doesn’t realize I know how you healed his leg or anything.  He just said it was important that I find you and bring you to the infirmary.  I think he’s really worried about his brother Donald and probably pretty desperate.  Donald got hit on the neck pretty hard by someone’s lacrosse stick … he was still unconscious when they brought him in.”
 
   While Tracy had been explaining all this, they both had been rushing over to the infirmary.  They went inside and got directions to the emergency room where Donald Quiqby was being treated.  There were a few players standing around in the waiting room nearby and Ron was one of them.  When he saw Missy, he immediately approached her and pulled her off to one side.
 
   Missy said, “How bad is he, Ron?  I’m really sorry …”
 
   “They’re getting ready to airlift him to one of the big hospitals … they want him to get an MRI.”  Ron was obviously struggling with his emotions.  He stared at her and looked around, checking to see they weren’t being overheard.  “Can you do anything?  You know … like the way you healed my leg?  Whatever it is you do … I mean … I’m really worried.  He won’t wake up and …”
 
   Missy realized no good deed went unpunished and she would need to do her “sparkly eyes” thing once again.  That’s what her former roommate Sharon had called it when she’d healed Sharon’s badly sprained ankle.  Missy’s deep green eyes always showed lots of yellow-gold speckles whenever she let her cat energy come flooding in.  That would happen when she was aroused and excited, of course, but also when she was using her healing power.  The more power she used, the more her eyes would almost glow, changing from green to yellow to green.  Yeah, they’d sparkle as well.
 
   “I can’t promise anything … but, let’s go see him.  Will they let me in there?”  She had walked with him as he’d led her down the hallway.  Now, just as they arrived outside one of the rooms, the door opened and a doctor came out.
 
   Ron asked, “Can I see him again, doctor?  This is Missy … she’s a close friend of the family.  We just want to look in on him for a minute.”
 
   The doctor nodded and said, “Only for a minute; we’re prepping him for transport but you can peek in at him now.”  He then walked off towards the waiting room.
 
   Missy walked in behind Ron, thinking how ironic it was for him to be calling her a friend of the family.  There were two nurses in with the patient, a male and a female.  Ron’s brother looked pasty white lying there with several wires attached; these ran up to various monitors that were either beeping or displaying squiggly lines.  Missy stopped at the end of the bed, tuned everything and everyone out, and focused.  Then, she pushed her energy into Donald.
 
   Her ability had grown and she now could manage this with hardly anyone else experiencing anything.  Ron was able to feel something, since he was expecting it.  Missy didn’t need to approach any closer; she knew her healing power was definitely helping and after perhaps two minutes, she knew she could stop.  She looked at Ron who kept alternating between staring at his brother and glancing back at her.  She nodded at him and smiled reassuringly.  He seemed very relieved and let out a deep breath which he’d been holding onto.  She backed away slowly and waited near the door.
 
   After another minute, Donald began to stir and then he opened his eyes.  When he turned and saw his brother, he smiled and said, “Hey, Ron …”
 
   Ron of course responded but the female nurse cautioned him about not doing or saying anything to excite the patient and, reluctantly, he backed away.  As both nurses began checking various vital signs, Ron backed further away and turned to Missy.  She led him outside and he followed.
 
   “He’s going to be okay now, isn’t he?”
 
   Missy said, “Yes, he’ll have a headache today but after that, he’ll be fine.  They won’t see anything on the MRI so they’ll just be treating him for the concussion he obviously received.”
 
   Ten minutes later, they wheeled Ron’s brother down to the elevator, which would take him to the rooftop where a helicopter had just landed.  Later that day, as Missy had promised, the good news would come back; the hospital would be holding Donald overnight but then he’d be returning and was going to fully recover.
 
   Back at the waiting room, Tracy was still talking with the large group of guys who had now gathered.  The player who had accidently clobbered poor Donald was especially upset.  When Ron returned with Missy and announced his brother had spoken to him, his news was well received.  As Ron continued to explain he was confident everything was now okay, Missy and Tracy quietly slipped away, unnoticed.
 
   That night, when they heard a knock on their door, Missy looked at Tracy and then went over and opened it.  With her enhanced senses, she knew it would be Ron Quigby and Martin King.  “Hi, guys!  Tracy, look who’s here!”  She invited them in and left the door open, as required when male guests were in their room.  “Does this mean you two are friends again?”
 
   She knew they’d stopped talking to one another after their attempts to interfere with her a year ago had backfired.  They each had later apologized to her, of course, and had also distanced themselves from yet another group of cadets which had sexually harassed several female plebes.  That had saved them when those other cadets had been exposed for having a secret sex club.  But, she hadn’t heard they’d resumed their friendship with one another.
 
   Ron said, “Yes, we are … after things finally settled down last year … that whole incident when you and Sally were grabbed?  And then everything going on here all came out in the investigation?  We’re glad those assholes got what they deserved and the academy’s reputation wasn’t too badly tarnished.”  There had been several resignations and seven cadets had even pled guilty to criminal charges; they were now serving sentences in the stockade.
 
   Martin said, “Ron told me what you did last year to his leg.  And, now today you’ve helped his brother.  Does Tracy know about you?  How you …?”  He stopped with an obvious question, unable to find the right words.
 
   Tracy laughed.  “Only a few people know about Missy and the sparkly eyes things she can sometimes do.  But, we don’t go around talking about that.  You boys aren’t going to cause her any problems, are you?”
 
   “No, we aren’t.  And, we decided it was high time we made friends with you girls.  If that’s possible, after all the crap we pulled in the past.  You’ve managed to really prove us wrong … I guess I don’t know how else to say that.”  Ron tried to think of the best way to express himself on this issue.  “We’re not saying all the women here at the academy have proven us wrong.  But, some of you sure have.  Especially Missy.  Missy the freak.”  Ron laughed at that and everyone else did also.  She had freely admitted being a freak to both guys.
 
   “We heard you resigned … but, then you came back.  What was that all about?”  Martin was staring at Missy.  “Did that have anything to do with all that stuff last year?”
 
   “Oh, no, not at all.  The Army asked me to volunteer for this special study over in Afghanistan.  You two aren’t the only ones questioning whether women should serve in combat units with men.  Or, at least that’s how you used to think, right?”  Missy giggled.  “Before I freaked you out?”
 
   “So, the rumors are true, then?  You were there during that Campaign Angel’s Wing?”  When it was obvious from the way both girls were smiling that indeed Missy had been there, Martin said, “Damn!  I heard that was mostly Special Forces and Seal teams, helping the Afghans.  Big victory in the Valley of Death.”
 
   Tracy said, “Stay tuned for the women in combat report coming out concerning the study Missy just mentioned.  She served with one of the A-Teams.  She can’t talk much about that because a lot is still classified but the report will explain some things.”
 
   Ron looked at the two of them, shaking his head.  “I’m going to guess those guys Missy served with are all saying good things about her, right?  None of that ‘women are a distraction’ bullshit that I used to preach?”  He shook his head sadly.  “You know … I got that from my Dad.  He was a Sergeant Major and drilled some very strong prejudices into Donald and me.  We argued about those a lot this past summer.”
 
   Tracy said, “Are you hinting your brother Donald might have those same prejudices against women?”
 
   Ron nodded his head ruefully and said, “’Fraid so.  I pity any female cadets who have to put up with him …”  As he saw the way both Missy and Tracy were now cracking up, he asked, “What?”
 
   Missy said, “You don’t know?  Tracy’s his team leader this year.  Ohh … we’re gonna have us some fun!”


 
   
  
 

Chapter Six
 
   Aug 26, 2019
 
    
 
   Robert said, “Well, our psychics are saying there’s good news and bad news.  Candace is alive, or at least she was when she left Cancun; they’re positive she left.  She’s long gone now.  But, I do have an address we should definitely check out.”
 
   Susan Donavan and the other FBI agents, Sante Teixeira and Brad Paulaitis, had been keeping Robert informed about all the leads they’d been following as well as what they’d learned from the other investigators; every avenue had been explored and no resources had been spared.
 
   They were now hoping Robert’s psychics might really have something since everything else had led nowhere.  Candace was gone without a trace and there weren’t any other promising leads or potential sources to further check with.  Susan had Robert on speaker phone and asked him to fill them in on everything he had.
 
   Robert gave them a highly edited summary of what the day had revealed.  Danielle and Jennifer had checked out and flown home that afternoon.  Robert had brought his psychics up to meet both girls and “get a feel” for Candace’s room but, as anticipated, that hadn’t been much help.
 
   He’d also brought Millie and Oliver over to the Crystal Club.  While they’d been able to sense some residual energy at all these places, they’d both said the music box Oliver had brought down was still providing them their best source for what they described as Candace’s essence.  Robert hadn’t explained things quite that way on the phone.  Instead, he’d simply said, “There were no psychic vibes at the club either.”
 
   By early afternoon, Millie had explained Candace was long gone from Cancun.  She wasn’t dead and buried there, which was the good news.  She and Oliver would definitely have found her body, had her body been anywhere for them to find.  Furthermore, Mille was certain she would have sensed it had Candace died and her body then been removed.  She spent quite a bit of time explaining to Oliver all the different ways they could have experienced residual energy from Candace’s death, now that they had such a good sense of her from that music box.
 
   Millie had made a circle, with Robert and Oliver inside that circle with her.  That had been adequate, with just the three of them.  She’d been able to determine Candace had left Cancun and had been gone for at least a day or so; more likely, it had been two days since she’d left.  Again, Robert simplified his explanation to the FBI agents without providing all these details; the fact that Candace was gone was the bad news.
 
   So, they next had visited the airport to search for traces of Candace.  Millie hadn’t noted anything to indicate Candace had been back there since her arrival eight days earlier.  Then, they’d traveled all along the coastline, stopping wherever there were docks.
 
   Late in the day, about ten miles south from Cancun, both Millie and Oliver were positive they could feel some trace energy from Candace at the Salida Del Sol Marina.  She had definitely been there which suggested, of course, she’d left by boat.  There wasn’t any other logical explanation for some of her energy to be at that marina.  She had to have been taken there by someone and then gone out to sea.  There was no possible way of knowing where she’d gone after that.
 
   For two hours, the three of them had slowly driven around, in wider and wider circular arcs from the marina.  Finally, Millie had insisted they pull over.  As soon as they’d stopped and gotten out of the car, both she and Oliver had sensed where Candace had been staying.  Without making it obvious, they’d pointed out the house to Robert.  Then, they’d returned to Cancun so Robert could get some backup.  Since Candace was no longer there, dealing with her possible kidnappers wasn’t something Robert had wanted to attempt with only Millie and Oliver.  They could take the time needed to get backup and better prepare.  If indeed Candace had been held at that house, this might be their only remaining lead.
 
   While Robert was in the next room, briefing all this to his FBI colleagues over the phone, Millie and Oliver continued to review what they’d been able to accomplish that day.  For Oliver, it had been quite an education in the finer techniques of sensing someone’s energy.  While Candace had merely spent three nights in her room, she’d been held for at least two full days in that house.  Millie explained how not only was the residual energy much stronger, due to Candace having been there more recently and staying there for a longer period of time, but the energy definitely felt to Millie like Candace had been under great emotional stress.
 
   That made the traces not only stronger but also gave them a different “feel”, which Millie had learned over the years to recognize.  She had found many individuals for the police and whenever those individuals had been held captive for long durations, the stress that caused them to experience always affected the energy they gave off.  Fear and anxiety had a “signature” that a skilled finder witch could identify.
 
   Millie was certain the house they’d identified about four miles from that marina had Candace’s “stress energy” and she helped Oliver appreciate all the unique nuances associated with that.  Oliver asked Millie if she’d always been able to sense energy from others to such a fine degree, able to “peel the layers back” the way she was doing now.  He was very curious about that and wondered if her ability had always been that way or if perhaps it had evolved.
 
   Millie said, “I did gain from all my experiences as the years went by, but what really helped me the most was meeting the man I eventually married.  My husband was my soulmate and once he came along, that allowed me to fully become the witch that I am today.  We only had ten years together and then he died.  But, for all my supernatural abilities?  That was enough.”
 
   “I’m so sorry, Millie!  I had no idea … “  Oliver didn’t know what else to say.
 
   “He had a brain tumor.  It all happened so fast … first, there were the headaches and then?  When they found the tumor, they told us they were sure they could remove it.  The operation was successful and he came home.  Two days later, he didn’t wake up … he simply died in his sleep.  No one did anything wrong … it was just one of those things.  It was his time, I guess.  I still miss him terribly.”
 
   “You never remarried?”
 
   Millie smiled and said, “No, he was the source of my power and strength and even though he’s been gone for years now, I still draw from that.  When you have a soulmate …”  She looked closely at Oliver and raised her eyebrows.  “Haven’t you found anyone yet, Oliver?”
 
   Oliver was actually attractive, with his masculine good looks and boyish charm.  At five-ten with medium build, he didn’t particularly stand out but Millie knew there were many girls who would be interested and drawn to him.  He had dark brown hair, which he’d let grow a bit long and very nice blue eyes, clearly visible behind rimless glasses.  While not presupposing, he had a calm manner that suggested he was fully on top of things.  He was someone who knew what he was doing and could be trusted.
 
   Oliver had actually been involved with several girls, going back to when a slightly older woman had seduced him at seventeen.  She’d been twenty-two and recently divorced.  She’d seen him in the neighborhood and being both lonely and horny, she’d quickly taken advantage of him.  Oliver had still been adjusting to the loss of his parents and coping with developing his abilities as a witch.  He’d never revealed what he was to anyone outside his coven but that did isolate him somewhat and, already rather miserable with things in high school, he’d been easy prey for this woman.
 
   Six months later she’d moved on but had provided Oliver with some valuable lessons in how to make love to a woman.  He’d found many opportunities since then to further develop his skills at lovemaking but none of the girls he’d been with had been able to touch his heart; he’d not been willing to risk telling them he was a witch.  When it had become obvious the relationship wasn’t really going anywhere, each time it had ended by mutual consent and every one of the girls still considered him a friend.  There was one girl who had continued to call him, solely for the great sex.  But, he’d finally stopped being available and for the last several months, he’d simply been too busy for anyone.
 
   So, after briefly considering Millie’s question, Oliver replied, “No, I’ve never found the right girl for me.  I guess I’m envious of all you witches who’ve actually found your soulmates.  I keep hearing how that makes a difference, just as you’ve said it did for you.  Maybe someday!  We’ll see!”
 
   Just then Robert came back into the suite.  They’d had room service deliver dinner there earlier which was when they’d strategized on just how to proceed.  Now, as expected, even though it was getting late, they’d be going back out to the house they’d located.  Brad Paulaitis would be calling back after he made some calls.  While the U.S. team of investigators didn’t have any jurisdiction down there in Mexico, their search for Candace now had the highest visibility and the Mexican authorities would definitely be coming along.  There had been government to government calls and they were getting full cooperation and support, no problem.
 
   The plan was to pay a visit to this house and search for anything that might confirm Candace, or possibly other hostages, had been staying there.  They needed more than accusations by psychics but since the focus wasn’t so much on proving guilt in any courtroom but on actually finding Candace, there would be a lot of leeway given.  Whoever was living at that house was going to have to tell them everything.  Or else.
 
   They would be going there heavily armed and prepared for strong resistance.  If, as Robert was suggesting, Candace had been kidnapped and held there for days before finally being smuggled out on some ship?  Whatever organization had managed doing that might indeed be willing to fight and run, rather than be captured.  So, this visit tonight was not going to allow for any slipups.  They’d go in quickly and subdue whoever was there, being careful to capture them alive.  They wanted information about Candace and that had top priority over all other considerations.
 
   Twenty minutes later, Robert got the call.  As expected, there was great interest in taking action right away, just in case the psychics had really somehow found something.  General Blake had made it very clear that he’d requested these psychics and anything they came up with needed to be checked out immediately.
 
   Robert brought Millie and Oliver down to his car and had them put on bulletproof vests.  After donning his own vest, he checked his weapons and ammunition, which he’d been able to bring with him from the U.S.  He was using a 9 mm Luger pistol that he’d used for years and was very expert with.  And, as backup, he was carrying a .38 Police Special.
 
   They drove in silence for most of the way, and then Robert again reviewed the plan with his two “civilians”.  They were ready.  After arriving, they drove past the house and parked a couple hundred yards down the street.  There was now a car in the driveway at the house which hadn’t been there earlier.  When three more cars all quietly parked nearby, Robert got out of the car and went over to join several other men.  A minute later, Susan Donavan climbed into the front seat where Robert had been and introduced herself to Millie and Oliver.  She’d bring them into the house once it had been secured.
 
   While the waiting was very suspenseful, after only ten minutes Susan’s cell phone rang.  She received the all clear and the three of them got out and walked to the house.  Robert was waiting at the front door and they followed him inside.  He seemed very excited.
 
   Two men were seated on the couch, each wearing handcuffs with their hands behind their backs.  There had been no resistance; the team had taken them by surprise.
 
   Robert said, “Go check out the room in back on the right and let us know what you think.  It has surveillance cameras and definitely looks like a place where captive girls have been kept.  The door even has a section for sliding food trays through at the bottom.  Quite a setup and very convincing … you’ve got several believers here now since having a holding cell like that in this house which you identified can’t just be some coincidence.”
 
   Millie and Oliver went back there with Susan but they already knew; Candace had definitely been there.  Her residual energy was quite strong.  Millie came right back out, nodded at Robert and said, “Just as we told you, Robert, this is the place.  Since they have those cameras, maybe you won’t even need our help.  If these men have her on film, that’ll show she was here.”
 
   Robert said, “We’ve already been searching and …”
 
   Just then, a voice from another room called out, “We have a laptop in here!  Maybe we’ll find all the proof we need on that.  Ask these guys if they’re ready to cooperate or …”
 
   The explosion was very powerful and in the next moment, the house was engulfed in flames.  The team members outside when it happened would later describe how they’d been watching the place, making sure no one would escape, when suddenly there was just the one big boom and then flames were everywhere.  It would be days later before an investigation would reveal how first a gas leak had been remotely triggered in the basement, with all the windows and doors down there sealed off, and then several minutes later -- also remotely triggered -- a spark had ignited the gas with such catastrophic results.
 
   -----
 
   Candace only knew she was somewhere high up over the ocean.  It was dark with absolutely no lights anywhere below and she’d been flying that way for hours now, after changing planes and finally taking off again.  That had taken place in Bogota but all she’d known was the airport had probably been somewhere in South America.  She was again in a window seat with Sinbad sitting silently beside her and his companion sitting directly behind her.
 
   Earlier, she had finally told him about getting her period.  That was right after exiting the first plane and being hustled over to the stairs leading up to this much larger plane.  Another private jet of some sort and no opportunity to go inside the terminal.  Damn!  They weren’t taking any chances with her … she could either walk quietly where they told her to go or they would jab her with a needle and then carry her there anyway, while she was unconscious.
 
   She had stopped at the bottom step and said, “I’m not going to climb up there unless you agree to provide me some pads for my period.  And, some panties.  I’ve already started to bleed and if you want to sedate me, go ahead.  Or, just fucking shoot me … I don’t care anymore!”
 
   Sinbad had stared at her for almost a full minute, obviously trying to think how best to handle her situation.  Then he’d said, “Okay, okay.  You bleeding?  Okay.  I will get you what you need.”
 
   “Do you already have things for me on this plane?  If so, show me.  Then I’ll get on.”  She had hoped he might bring her into the terminal.
 
   Instead, Sinbad had pulled out a cell phone and made a call, talking in some foreign language.  She’d had no idea what the language might be and could not understand what he was saying.  But, when he’d looked at her and asked what size clothing she wore, she could see he was obviously taking her seriously.  She’d told him her sizes and listened as he talked some more, repeating what she’d said for sizes into the phone.
 
   Then he’d insisted she climb up into the plane.  “You will have what you need before we take off.  You can use the lavatory to change clothing underneath but you must come out wearing this … or we will sedate you.  Understand?”  When he’d said “this”, he’d pointed to her Muslim garment.
 
   Yeah, she’d understood all right.  They weren’t going to let her make any scene and wanted to continue keeping her all covered up.  There probably weren’t many other passengers and she doubted they’d care who she was, regardless.  This was a private jet and she was being escorted by people who’d been doing this for years.  Any outbreak on her part was only likely to bring her more grief than she was already dealing with.  No thanks!
 
   She merely had nodded at him and then had climbed up the stairs, entered the plane and taken the seat he’d pointed at.  Thirty minutes later, a woman had appeared at the doorway holding a large plastic bag.  When Sinbad went up to her, she gave him the bag, stared directly at Candace for a moment and then she’d left.  Wonderful.  Sinbad had returned and given her the bag; then he’d led her to the lavatory.  He’d remained just outside and had waited for her.
 
   She’d noticed that, unlike the lavatory doors on a commercial plane, this door had no lock.  Sinbad had instant access and could easily get to her if she didn’t cooperate.  She had decided it wouldn’t be a good idea to test him.  She’d pick her battles when there was some hope she could win.  Either that, or -- if faced with something worse than death -- she’d willingly accept death and fight accordingly.
 
   Once she had relieved her bladder, washed up and dealt with her feminine hygiene concerns, she’d felt a little more like a human being.  After discarding the blue jean shorts and pulling a replacement skirt on over her new panties, she’d gone back out.  She had still been all covered up by her black garment, as instructed.  But, now she’d started looking for more ways where she might be able to control things.
 
   Sinbad had checked inside the lavatory and had policed up her discarded shorts, which he then had disposed of; she figured he probably didn’t want any of her DNA left behind.
 
   Then, for the next several hours, she’d tried to consider exactly what those “worse than death” things might be which she’d be willing to do battle over.  Finally, with those unpleasant thoughts wearing her down and tiring her out, she managed to fall asleep.
 
   -----
 
   Missy was in her room studying when she got the phone call from Drew.  He quickly briefed her and then asked if she’d explain things to Tracy.  She had tears in her eyes as she put her phone down and looked at Tracy.
 
   “What is it, Missy?  What’s happened?”  Tracy had sensed Missy’s energy and knew something bad was upsetting her, even before noticing her eyes and her tears.
 
   “There was an explosion … Millie and Robert are in the hospital.  Tracy, they might not make it.  They were doing that investigation for General Blake’s niece and were inside this house when it blew up.  And, then there was a huge fire …”
 
   “No!”  Tracy couldn’t help being shocked.  Guilt feelings followed immediately afterwards.  Millie was only doing this investigation with “P” Branch because Tracy had asked her to help.  She would never forgive herself if any harm came to Millie.  “How badly injured is Millie?  Please tell me she’ll be all right … she has to be okay.  I don’t want to believe anything else.  This is terrible!”
 
   “They’re both in a coma.  They were wearing bullet proof vests which probably saved them.  That, and getting dragged outside so quickly … there was a lot of smoke.  And flames … the entire house burned to the ground.  Three of the investigators are dead, in spite of the vests.  By the time anyone got to them, it was too late.”
 
   Drew had explained to Missy how eight investigators plus the two witches Robert had with him had all been inside the house with several others outside.  And, the two suspects who lived there had been inside as well.  They’d both been killed; they hadn’t been wearing any vests.  So, five of the twelve inside were now dead.  Five more were in the hospital in serious condition although two of them had regained consciousness and were now out of danger.  Only two of the twelve inside that house had not lost consciousness and been badly injured or killed.
 
   It was the other witch, a young man named Oliver Bessom, who had actually dragged Millie outside.  He was helped by an FBI agent named Susan Donavan, whom Missy did remember meeting four years earlier.  Oliver and Susan had been inside a special room with no windows and that had saved them.  They’d been knocked down but had otherwise been unharmed with only minor injuries.  They’d crawled into the living room and had managed to locate Millie and bring her out.  The investigators from outside came in and dragged out all the others.  Had those investigators not been out there right when the explosion happened, there probably would not have been any survivors.
 
   Missy explained most of this to Tracy and also told her to pack a bag and grab her passport.  Drew had already called Tracy’s parents, which is why he knew she had her passport with her at the academy.  Being an Army brat, Tracy had learned to always have her passport ready.  Even though her Dad was now retired, she still had kept it with her.
 
   “P” Branch had one of their private jets flying up from D.C. to LaGuardia and Drew was calling the Superintendent to arrange for their being granted emergency leave from the academy.  There’d be a limo waiting for them outside by the time they managed to sign out.


 
   
  
 

Chapter Seven
 
   Aug 27, 2019
 
    
 
   Manuel Rodriguez listened as Pablo gave him all the details concerning the fiasco in Cancun.  Eliminating the two men who had kidnapped Candace Axtell was supposed to have severed all ties, leaving nothing to link his organization to her disappearance.  After he sold her to the highest bidder, who then might trade her back to her uncle in exchange for who knew what wonderful things, Candace might eventually talk about how she’d been grabbed.  So, there wasn’t supposed to be anywhere for that investigation to go.
 
   Pablo’s informant inside Homeland Security had already confirmed the team of investigators sent down there by the U.S. government had exhausted all leads and would have to be giving up soon.  There wasn’t supposed to be anything they could ever come back and find later on, if and when Candace was freed.
 
   Now?  With ten of those team members being blown up along with the two kidnappers?  Three of them already dead and maybe more yet to die?  He knew the U.S. government would not be giving up until they had something.  Whatever suspicion might have brought everyone to that house had now been solidly confirmed.
 
   “Why were all those investigators there?  And, why did the guy who was hired for this hit blow up the house with them all inside?”  Manuel pushed away the remainder of his breakfast and looked out at the gorgeous view which he normally enjoyed whenever eating on the terrace.  His hacienda had been built with that as one of its special features.  Ensuring his personal security had of course been another special feature.
 
   Pablo said, “That guy had no idea any of those investigators would be there.  He spent all day setting this up, preparing the devices and sealing up the basement.  That night, he called and made sure the two guys we wanted taken out were both home.  Then, he triggered the device to cause the gas leak.  Supposedly they were alone and in for the night.  Otherwise, he’d have simply done the job later.  During the half hour he waited before triggering the device that ignited the gas, everyone showed up there and went inside.  It was just bad luck.  He had no way of knowing … he was in a club miles away, so he’d have an alibi.”
 
   “And, why did everyone show up there?  I thought the investigation was all done.  Over.  Closed.  Your sources all told you these U.S. government people had nothing, right?”
 
   “Well, I’m only now getting this … apparently, the FBI brought a couple of psychics with them.  I don’t know any more about that, yet.  But, everyone was there checking out what these psychics somehow picked up on … late last night, they suddenly had the address for the house and so they all went charging out there.”  Pablo was not at all comfortable with this news but it was all anyone could tell him.  Psychics.  They’d come down with the FBI.  Sheez!
 
   Manuel stared at him.  “Psychics?  My whole multi-million dollar deal is getting fucked up by a couple of psychics?”
 
   “Well, it’s still a dead end.  There’s no evidence left behind.  That house burned to the ground with everything in it.  And, those two guys didn’t know shit anyway.  There’s no paper trail and no money trail.  And, they won’t be telling any tales now.  They’re both dead.  We should still be good.”
 
   “What about the boat?  Do we need to worry about our good pirate friend, Blackbeard?”  Manuel knew they’d been using the crazy sailor for years and it would really hurt to have to get rid of him.  The man had really great contacts in Cuba and it would be hard to replace him.  And, his boat.
 
   Pablo said, “Again, there’s nothing that connects him with us, even if they manage to find him or his boat.  And, he plans to stay out of Mexico for the next year or so.  We don’t have much risk on that end.  I’m more concerned about our people in Dubai.  This time, it won’t be a simple sell her and forget her deal.  You’re going to have some exposure there once you put the word out about her being for sale.”
 
   “Yeah, I’ve still got guys working on how we collect our payment without there being some trace.  Moving millions of dollars around would definitely attract attention.  My idea is this: it’s easier to accept drug shipments … we know how to liquidate those, right?  I’m thinking about all those poppy fields in Afghanistan.  Our potential buyers probably have more opium and heroin to supply us with than barrels of oil anyway.”
 
   Pablo nodded his head in appreciation for this concept.  “Trade her for drugs … yes, I like that idea, Manuel!  But, you’re going to piss off a few cartels here in Colombia.  If we import drugs rather than buy them locally?”
 
   “That’s the beauty of this arrangement I have in mind.  We won’t actually be importing the drugs, merely controlling how they get into our distribution system with an eventual market over in the U.S.  We can reduce what we’re willing to pay for the drugs we buy here.  I don’t mind telling a few people they can stick their drugs up their ass.  That should keep them from screwing us over for years to come.”  Manuel started chuckling and Pablo smiled.
 
   “This girl Candace?”  Pablo had already briefed Manuel how the girl had thrown all her clothes in the ocean and boldly kept Blackbeard on edge all day.  A blushing violet she was not.  “From the reports I’m getting on her, she’s convinced we’re selling her as some sex slave.  She has no idea how large a role she’ll be playing in the world’s illegal drug trafficking.”
 
   Manuel smiled and agreed.  “I’ve seen those reports.  Sinbad says she’s only cooperating so far because she’s being smart and not because she’s in fear for her life.  She knows she’s probably safe enough for now from being molested or abused.  He’s watching her like a hawk and not taking any chances.  Of course, he actually thinks we’re selling her as a sex slave.  He’ll keep a tight rein on her once they get to Dubai.”
 
   Pablo said, “I’ll keep people watching things in Cancun.  And, we don’t need to worry about the guy we hired to blow up the kidnappers.  If they find him, he doesn’t know anything that can hurt us.  He was merely an independent hit man and only knows he was paid to do a job.  His payments don’t trace back to us.”
 
   -----
 
   John stared at Mike.  “Why didn’t she call me?  We talked earlier last night …”
 
   “She did call but your phone must have been turned off; it went right to voicemail.  She didn’t want to text any of this and it was late, so she didn’t want to wake your family up by calling on the house phone.  She knew Missy was telling me … and besides … there’s more.”  Missy had fully briefed Mike during her limo ride to the airport, pushing mental messages into his mind the way she always did and noting by his emotional response that he was getting them.
 
   “What do you mean, there’s more?  Is that why you’re here, telling me all this, rather than just calling?”  They were sitting on lawn chairs out back at John’s house, where their conversation wouldn’t be overheard.  John’s parents had both left that morning but his brother Patrick was still home.  John had been enjoying his last week before returning to school and had been sitting around relaxing, browsing through his latest Facebook newsfeed pages on his smart phone, when Mike had driven up.
 
   The “more” was what Tracy had planned on discussing with John during their Labor Day weekend together, which now wasn’t happening.  All about “P” Branch.  Tracy knew “P” Branch might be coming to her now the way they did with Missy.  She and Missy had joked about her maybe getting a tee shirt saying “Have Lightning, Will Travel”.  Mike had heard about that a few days earlier since Missy was constantly sharing everything with him.
 
   While John had heard about Millie going to Cancun with Robert, he still thought Robert was merely an FBI agent.  And, although he actually had met Les and Marsha Goodding when they’d come up for Missy’s eighteenth birthday party a year earlier, he’d only known they were some of Missy’s mysterious “government friends”.  Yes, he’d known they’d gone over to Afghanistan to support Missy but his sister had kept her secrets on a number of things.  And, so had Mike.
 
   After Mike explained all about “P” Branch, including how Missy’s first trip to Afghanistan had helped them maintain their government funding by proving how valuable it was to have supernatural assets, John began asking questions.
 
   “When you guys told us about Missy helping rescue those three Germans … that was only the tip of the iceberg, huh?  And, her going back over there?  With that A-Team?  There was a lot more going on than some study about women in combat.  The Army actually asked the President to approve using her?  As a werecat?”
 
   Mike said, “Actually, it was the Secretary of Defense who asked him.  Once he approved …”
 
   “Okay, okay!  Enough!  I get it.  I do.  After years with this whole “P” Branch organization monitoring supernaturals all around the world but never interfering … now they’re starting to ask for volunteers.  What I really want to know is how all this will affect Tracy.  I love my sister and I care what happens to her.  You know that.  But, it’s just different, with Tracy.  You and Missy can go do all that save the world stuff, but …”
 
   “John, when all of Missy’s thoughts suddenly just stopped and left me empty during her flight from New York to Mexico?  The same way they did when she went to Afghanistan in July?  I’m back in Limbo again.  But, this trip, she and Tracy are only visiting their friends in the hospital, right?  They’re not doing anything dangerous.”
 
   “Well, even if this “P” Branch hasn’t asked them yet, you know Missy won’t hesitate.  She’ll be jumping right into harm’s way if there’s any chance that might help her friends or find that missing girl.  And, she’ll drag my Tracy right along with her.”  John was clearly unhappy about the way things seemed to be going.
 
   Mike said, “Your Tracy is a very powerful witch, John, and I’m actually relieved she’s right there with Missy.  My Missy might not hesitate about getting herself into trouble but your Tracy might just save her ass.”
 
   -----
 
   Les and Marsha, as always, were handling all the little details so Missy and Tracy didn’t have to worry about arranging anything.  They’d been at LaGuardia, waiting when the limo had brought the girls down from West Point, having flown up on the plane from D.C.  They’d been able to scramble right along with the pilot and had been boarding the plane at about the same time as Drew’s call to Missy.  They’d learned to always have bags packed and be ready to go on a moment’s notice, but this trip had still come as quite a surprise.
 
   Bags had been checked and after verifying passports were in order, the LaGuardia airport personnel had cleared everyone through security and had them on their plane in no time.  It helped that it was so late at night since there weren’t many other flights coming in or taking off.  Tracy had been very impressed with how smoothly things went and how “P” Branch had them on this private jet headed for Mexico in such a short period of time.
 
   She had also been impressed with Les and Marsha.  They’d already known all about her, which at first had been somewhat disconcerting.  But, they’d seemed very pleased to actually be meeting her, in spite of the circumstances.  Tracy could see this couple thought the world of Missy and, as they’d conversed on the plane, it had become obvious they wanted to extend the same dedication and support to Tracy.  It hadn’t taken her very long to realize she could indeed count on them as true friends.
 
   On arrival, there had been a bit of a delay in clearing customs and immigration, mostly due to how early their flight had landed.  It was pre-dawn and no one had been ready for them at the airport, regardless of the whole VIP treatment they were getting.  But, once outside, a car and driver had been waiting for them.  They then had gone directly to the hospital.
 
   It was Missy’s intent to push her healing energy into both Robert and Millie but not all at once.  She had explained this to the others during their flight.  Her plan was to make an initial visit and determine just how badly injured each of them might be.  If, as she was hoping and praying, they were alive and stable when she got there, she’d push enough energy into them to assure there would be no deterioration or turns for the worse.  Then, she’d come back later and continue to help them.  Her ability to heal others was something she’d been learning about ever since she’d first attempted it.  That had been when she’d saved Mike’s twin sister Michelle more than a year earlier.
 
   Just as it had taken Missy two years before she’d learned how to Shift back from her mountain lion form to her human form, finding out how she could heal others had been a gradual evolution for her.  Using her supernatural energy was a combination of going to special places in her mind and exercising her will.  Her instincts had guided her and as her powers had grown, so had her ability to control them.
 
   Michelle had sustained a severe head injury during an automobile accident; she’d been in the passenger seat when a drunk driver had run a red light and smashed into her door.  Missy had already learned from her own injuries in the past how her healing would be greatly accelerated if she Shifted forms.  She’d also noticed how she could push her energy out.  When she’d seen Michelle lying in her bed at the hospital, she’d felt certain she could help by finding the energy she used when she Shifted and pushing that out, into Michelle.  She’d pushed with all she had, giving it her all, right up to when she’d collapsed.  Michelle, of course, had then fully recovered.
 
   After Missy had discussed her plan, Marsha had asked, “Can you give us some idea how this healing thing you do actually works?  I mean … I’ve watched you heal yourself, which is really amazing.  Do you need to diagnose what’s wrong?  Or, can you fix everything, no matter what?”
 
   Missy had explained, “When my own body sustains any injuries, my energy just goes to those injured and damaged places and causes them to regenerate.  So too, when I push my energy into others, my energy causes regeneration in them.  Whatever was broken gets fixed.  I’m really not able to diagnose whatever might be the problem.  But, whenever I push my supernatural energy into someone else, they’ll get whatever is needed.”
 
   Les had asked, “How do you know how much energy to give?  You’re saying for Robert and Millie, you’ll only give them enough to keep them stable and then come back again later.  Right?”
 
   What Missy had learned over the past year was how to control what she pushed out and how to experience feedback from the other person.  She had answered, “When I’m doing this, I now can feel when I’m helping and also how much my energy is helping.  I become connected to them … so, it’s almost like they’re part of me and that’s why.  I can do it just a little at a time rather than all at once and feel it working.”
 
   She could stop at any point and didn’t need to exhaust herself, depleting all her energy in the process.  And, it really wasn’t necessary for the other person to heal and regenerate all at once.  For really serious injuries, it was better to go slow.  What mattered was whether Missy could feel her healing energy was indeed helping that person.
 
   Missy had continued to explain all this to the others on the plane, telling them all she’d need would be a few minutes with each person.  She’d know, just from that, if she could heal them.  She knew, of course, that Drew had expedited getting her down there, hoping for exactly that.  For her to heal them.
 
   At the hospital, Les and Marsha again seemed to know just how to handle things.  Missy didn’t need to say anything or explain anything.  With only a minimal amount of fuss, she was allowed to visit both Robert and Millie.  Missy brought Tracy into each room with her, so she could draw energy from Tracy if she needed it.  Les and Marsha came in as well.  They went to Robert’s room first.  Missy knew how emotional Tracy would get once she saw Millie and she figured it would help if she first worked on Robert.
 
   Missy found she needed to fight very hard to control her own emotions once she saw Robert.  She forced herself to focus.  Les had arranged it so no one else was in the room, other than the four of them and Robert.  She pushed her energy out and focused even harder.  For two minutes, she wasn’t sure if she was helping or not.  Finally, she felt it.  Robert’s body was accepting her energy and she knew there was some amount of regeneration.  She had no idea what exactly might be causing him to be in that coma, but she knew he’d eventually recover.  After just a little bit longer she stopped.
 
   Missy then had turned away and when she’d left the room the others had followed her out.  When she’d assured them Robert would recover, they’d been greatly relieved.  Tracy told her later how she’d never seen Missy’s eyes glow so much.  
 
   In Millie’s room, as expected, Tracy was overwrought at the sight of her close friend and mentor, looking like death was coming to claim her sometime soon.  Millie’s head was heavily bandaged and the numerous wires and tubes, along with all the machines … this was almost too much for Tracy to bear.  Millie’s eyes were closed and she was barely breathing.  Her skin was chalky white and she just looked so frail.  With great effort, Tracy gripped the end of the bed to steady herself and looked over at Missy.
 
   Once again, Missy’s eyes were glowing yellow-green-yellow and Tracy could feel the energy in the room that Missy was somehow affecting.  Missy stood there for several minutes and, just when Tracy was about to despair, Missy smiled at her.  The sudden euphoria was so great, Tracy almost collapsed.  She’d been gripping the end of Millie’s bed with such great force that, when her muscles relaxed and all her tension leached out, her whole body went limp for a quick moment and she staggered to regain her balance.
 
   They all went outside and once again, Missy assured them it was good news.  Millie would make it.  She would recover from whatever was affecting her.  Missy had felt some feedback and knew the regeneration process had started.
 
   Just then, while the four of them were still standing in the hallway outside Millie’s room, Susan Donavan and Oliver Bessom walked up.  Susan said, “Missy?  Missy McCrea?  I can’t believe this!  Why are you here?”  She didn’t recognize any of the others but, even though Missy had filled out in four years, she’d never forget Missy’s distinctive appearance with those deep green eyes and that dark red hair.
 
   Missy could look anywhere from just pretty to absolutely stunning.  Her facial features and bone structure were classic; very attractive with a somewhat “feline” appearance.  She had a nice proportional nose and a beautiful smile with vertical crease lines in her cheeks like dimples.  She had a fair complexion that would tan nicely.  She had once told Tracy, “Because of my genes, I have the dark red hair, the pale pink nipples and the pearly white skin.  But, because I’m also a witch with healing ability, by the time I go to bed at night, my sunburn has already healed … my sensitive skin just turns a darker and darker brown.”
 
   Missy’s hair had been long back when Susan had first met her but today it was in a page boy style, thick and wavy with bangs.  This kept it just off her shoulders, meeting the Army regulation, but still allowed being put into a pony tail whenever she was doing anything athletic.
 
   “Susan!  It’s great to see you again.  I heard you were there during the explosion in that house … I’m so glad you’re okay!  I came down because of Robert.  And, I also know Millie … she’s a very close friend of Tracy’s, my roommate.”  Missy then turned and introduced everyone while Susan introduced Oliver, the other psychic Robert had brought down.  Missy and Tracy had both noticed Oliver, of course, even before he and Susan had approached.  Likewise, right when he’d exited from the elevator, he’d noted there were two really powerful witches on that level, in addition to Millie being there.


 
   
  
 

Chapter Eight
 
   Aug 27, 2019
 
    
 
   Rather than remain in the hospital corridor, Les suggested they find somewhere they could continue talking without disturbing anyone else.  Susan brought them down to the special conference room on the first floor that had been set aside for use by the CAT team.  CAT was the acronym the U.S. investigators had started calling themselves by.  They were all there in Cancun as part of the Candace Axtell Team.  And now, three of their own had died with five others being treated in this hospital for serious injuries.
 
   Susan and Oliver had refused being admitted, since their injuries were minor, but they had been treated in this hospital as well.  They’d finally been released and had gone back to their hotel to get cleaned up and change clothes.  But, neither had been willing to sleep and they had returned to check on the other survivors.  Oliver had been especially concerned about Millie and Susan wanted to know about her FBI colleagues.
 
   Colonel Armentrout was busy on the phone when Susan brought them all into the room; there were half a dozen other team members in there who all looked rather busy as well.  The colonel ended his call and came right over to Susan.  “Ms. Donavan, are you okay?  Shouldn’t you be trying to get some rest?”  He looked at the others and by his expression, he made it very obvious he wanted to know why they had been brought into the room.  Into “his” room.  He was the one in charge.  He was frustrated enough with having to deal with so many different government investigators down there and now that things had all gone to hell after that explosion, he was not happy to see any new faces.
 
   Although he recognized Oliver, the so-called psychic, there were two young girls who certainly had no business being there.  He figured they must be more friends of this girl Candace.  He knew they weren’t the ones Candace had come down to Mexico with; he’d met with them and had finally sent them back home the day before.  Had those two party girls not left Candace all alone while they’d gone off to get laid, maybe this whole thing would never have happened.
 
   “Colonel, I want you to meet some people.  They’re friends of …”
 
   Without letting her finish, the colonel interrupted by saying, “Ms. Donavan, with all due respect, you shouldn’t have brought them in here.  Not unless they have some important new information for us.”  He looked at Missy and Tracy who were both dressed in casual clothes.  Two very beautiful girls; it was early morning and they had bright fresh faces with no makeup.  But, they didn’t need any.  Yep.  They had to be more party girls.  “Were you girls down here with Candace?  Why haven’t you come forward before now?”
 
   Missy had a dark green blouse, short sleeved and worn loose rather than tucked-in, with dark blue jeans and some low heeled sandals.  Tracy was wearing a beige silk blouse, tucked-in but also short sleeved, with her chic white trousers and western style boots.  Since her boots had three inch heels, it made her appear almost as tall as Missy who was actually two inches taller.  Of course, Missy weighed at least thirty pounds more than Tracy did.  She’d been working out again and eating like crazy ever since her return from Afghanistan; she was at her voluptuous curvy best, with wide shoulders and hips, a very narrow waist and a nice prominent bust line.
 
   While Tracy looked very good, with her trim athletic body, there was no hiding all of Missy’s curves and she looked really sexy in spite of her loose clothing.  What was not obvious was the fact she actually had a lower body fat percentage than Tracy did.  Missy’s body fat was only fifteen percent and that was about as high as she ever managed to get it.  She consumed at least 4,000 calories a day but her werecat metabolism burned energy, even when she wasn’t Shifting back and forth.  Shifting used a lot of energy and Missy could easily drop her percentage down to only eight percent, losing all but her essential body fat, leaving her ripped and shredded with all her hard, powerful muscles clearly defined.
 
   Les flashed his credentials at the Colonel and said, “My wife and I brought them down last night, Colonel.  They’re very close friends with two of your injured investigators.”  He knew referring to Robert and Millie as two of the Colonel’s investigators was stroking the pompous ass’s ego, but since he was actually using “P” Branch credentials, he wasn’t looking to have them get examined too closely.  The Colonel was Army Intelligence and wouldn’t have heard very much concerning that “special section branch” of the government.  He hoped to avoid questions about the agency which he and Marsha were representing.
 
   Marsha, right on cue, just as they had rehearsed while flying down, played their trump card.  “Missy McCrea here is also a close personal friend of General Blake’s.  You can call him if you like.  She and her roommate Tracy McGonagle both attend West Point but have been granted emergency leave.  Although they don’t know Candace, the general will be very pleased to hear these girls have managed to get down here.”
 
   Not surprisingly, this took the wind out of the colonel’s sails.  His next thought was to wonder if the general was checking up on him.  Right after the big disaster out at that house, the general was sending his spies down.  Fuck!  Just what he needed.  His career was going down in flames, all because of that damn Candace.  He had still been hoping for promotion to Brigadier General before he retired.  He stared at Missy and realized he was probably going to have to play nice.  Could this day possibly get any worse?
 
   The colonel was old school and had some very definite opinions about women.  The way young girls today were allowed to run wild was very much counter to how he viewed things should be.  As for women at West Point?  They only added insult to injury.
 
   Colonel Armentrout had worked his way up the hard way and ever since getting his R.O.T.C commission out of college, he’d been taking a back seat to West Point graduates.  Nevertheless, he’d managed to climb his way up through the ranks and was hoping his career wasn’t over yet.  He had always been infantry branch until this latest assignment over in Army Intelligence.  He’d already done his command time at an infantry brigade and this current position was supposed to help him earn his star.
 
   He had managed to avoid having to take orders from women since most of his assignments had been in combat units.  But, his frustration at what he viewed as an unfair advantage for West Point officers was only acerbated when it came to women being allowed to go through the academy.  He really didn’t like women being in the military at all, much less their joining that so-called elitist club.  West Pointers always took care of their own, making it that much harder for guys like him.
 
   Then, over his long career, he’d watched as women had been granted more and more leeway and, in recent years, they’d even been allowed assignments to the infantry.  Un-fucking-believable!  He was glad he’d be retiring in a few more years and probably wouldn’t have to deal with that.
 
   Susan asked, “Colonel, what’s the latest on everyone’s injuries?  Oliver and I weren’t really briefed last night, since we were being treated ourselves.  We both just had to come back here to find out.  We only left so we could freshen up and get a change of clothes and then we came right back.”
 
   Oliver added, “We know the two men who lived at that house were both killed, along with three investigators.  But, we couldn’t get much more information than that last night.”
 
     Another man approached who the Colonel introduced as his second in command, Major Schermerhorn.  He was his new second in command since his former second in command, Lieutenant Colonel Rowley, had been one of those killed.  A man from the CIA had also been killed along with Sante Teixeira from the FBI.
 
   Susan couldn’t help saying, “Oh, no!” and had to sit down at hearing about Sante; she hadn’t heard any names the night before and had been hoping all her FBI colleagues were okay.
 
   Major Schermerhorn explained how, in addition to Robert and Millie, there was another Army Intelligence investigator still in a coma.  Brad Paulaitis and a man from Homeland Security were the two investigators who had regained consciousness.  Major Schermerhorn detailed all the injuries sustained by each person, as best determined by the doctors and staff at the hospital, and explained how medical history records regarding the three persons in a coma had been sent for.  CT scans and MRI exams were still being evaluated.  The fact that everyone had also suffered from smoke inhalation was complicating matters relative to the injuries sustained during the initial blast.
 
   As for the cause of the blast, that was yet to be determined, other than it being some sort of gas explosion.  Based on the size of the blast and the huge fire right afterwards, there needed to have been a gas leak for quite some time, allowing a large amount to accumulate under the house, prior to something then igniting the gas.  Since there had been no telltale gas smell to alert anyone of an impending problem, the arson investigators would be checking to see if there might be some explanation for that.  But, it was assumed the blast had indeed been purposely set by someone, with the two men living in that house the obvious targets.
 
   Was anything salvaged from the fire that might help locate Candace?  A laptop computer had been recovered, still in the hands of one of the investigators.  It had been damaged but the hard drive was being examined now and data recovery was quite likely.  However, it remained to be seen whether there’d be any real clue to where Candace might be.
 
   Susan looked up from her seat and said, “Millie and Oliver were very positive Candace had been held there in that house.  And, that room I was in with Oliver when the blast occurred certainly appeared to be some sort of holding cell, with surveillance cameras and …”
 
   The colonel said, “Yes, we know.  The report we obtained from Brad Paulaitis agrees with everything you provided us with last night.  He was in that house for several minutes before you arrived and there was no doubt those two men had been holding female prisoners in that room.  They as much as admitted it, only they never actually confirmed whether Candace had been one of those prisoners.
 
   Les said, “I know the complete backgrounds and histories for those two guys are being researched.  My organization back in the U.S. has extensive resources and if there’s anything to be found that links them to whatever organization has probably kidnapped Candace, we’ll be hearing about that.  As a guess, however, with them now dead and unable to talk, we won’t find any connection; we’re not optimistic.  This was most likely a hit by whichever organization that might be and finding any links back to them now is doubtful.”
 
   Major Schermerhorn asked, “Why are you saying this was a kidnapping by some organization?  These guys may have simply been grabbing these girls for their own sadistic pleasure and getting rid of them afterwards.”
 
   Marsha said, “If that were the case, then why were these men killed?  Even if you can find the hit man who was hired to kill these guys, he probably won’t be able to tell you much about who hired him.  Contract killers will often do a job without ever really knowing who their employers might be.”
 
   The colonel said, “And now you all know just how difficult this investigation has become.  If indeed there’s some organization behind this kidnapping, they’ve gone to extraordinary steps to sever all ties and silence these two.  Had we not been there, the explosion and fire would simply have been deemed an accident after only a cursory investigation had been performed.”
 
   Les said, “We’ll leave you to it, colonel, and check back again later.  We’ve been traveling all night and need to go check into our hotel.”  He looked at Susan and Oliver and said, “I think you two should be going back to the hotel as well.  You need your rest.  You heard the major … Brad Paulaitis is now resting comfortably, so you don’t want to bother him right now.  And, Robert and Millie are stable.”
 
   Oliver knew there was a lot that hadn’t been said yet, with the arrival of these two witches so quickly.  He figured they needed to get off by themselves where they could discuss things freely and he turned to Susan.  “We really should go back to the hotel for now, Susan.  I don’t think we can help with things here any further and it sounds like everyone with injuries is getting the best possible treatment.”
 
   Susan was in agreement.  She also wanted a chance to ask Missy some questions, just to catch up with her a bit, and their hotel would be a better place for that rather than here in front of the colonel and the other CAT members.  She stood back up and got ready to go.
 
   Les said, “Why don’t you take Marsha in your car since we’re all staying at the same hotel.  I’ll bring Oliver back in our limo along with the girls; he can give our driver directions on how to get there.”  Les knew his driver didn’t need directions but he wanted to separate Susan from the three witches; he knew they probably had some supernatural things to discuss once Susan was gone.
 
   So, after saying their goodbyes to the colonel and the major, the six of them all headed back outside.  Marsha knew it was her job to see that Susan got settled back in her room at the hotel.  Not only did Susan need some rest because of her injuries the night before but now, after learning how Sante had died, she was definitely drained emotionally.  She suddenly looked very tired and, when they reached the car she and Oliver had brought, Marsha had her sit on the passenger side and she got in behind the wheel.
 
   As the two women drove off, Les told Oliver he could talk freely now … about being a witch, not a psychic.  He then explained how he and Marsha were from “P” Branch and asked how much Robert had filled him in on that organization.  It had been decided to fully bring Oliver into things, now that Robert and Millie were out of commission.
 
   Oliver, in spite of having indeed lived through a very long night and sustaining several minor injuries, was not at all tired.  This was more excitement than he’d ever had before and he was very pleased to be included as an insider.  He nodded at Missy and Tracy and laughed, telling Les, “Hey, I’ve obviously been hanging with the wrong coven … mine doesn’t have any beautiful young girls like these two.  I’m definitely ready to join … where do I sign?”  His enthusiasm got the others all laughing as well.
 
   Missy said, “Before we go check in at the hotel, I want to go back up and push more of my healing energy into Robert and Millie.  I also should look in on that Army guy who’s still in a coma.”  She studied Oliver for a moment.  “You could probably use a bit of my energy as well, Oliver.  I’m guessing you’re hyped up on lots of adrenaline right now, but when that drains away, you might just crash and land hard.”
 
   “Wow!  You’re also a healer?  Millie told me you were an earth witch and a Shifter.”  Oliver smiled.  “We do have a couple of earth witches in my coven back home.  They can’t heal anyone, though.  And, I’ve never met a Shifter before.  Werecat, right?”
 
   Tracy said, “You can tell she’s more than just a witch, right?  That really freaked me out when I first met Missy.  I wasn’t all that sure just what sort of supernatural she was.”  After a moment, she turned to Missy.  “Go ahead and do your sparkly eyes thing for Oliver.”
 
   Missy had Oliver stare into her eyes; soon he noted more and more gold speckles were making her eyes sparkle and he began receiving some of her energy.  He wasn’t exactly sure what that energy was doing but he knew it was definitely doing something.  After a few minutes she stopped.  She told him, “That should do it.  When you get to the hotel, you’ll be able to rest … afterwards, you should feel pretty much back to normal.”
 
   Les asked, “Will you still be able to help the others now?”
 
   “Oh, yes!”  Missy smiled and looked at Tracy.  “But, I’ll be crashing and landing pretty hard myself once I get to our room.  Tracy’s gonna have to keep a Do Not Disturb sign on our door while I’m napping.  Otherwise, some cleaning lady might barge in and see me as a cat.  I plan to Shift since I’ll then recuperate much quicker.  And, I’ll need to get all charged back up so we can all go out partying tonight.”
 
   Tracy laughed.  “Only after we go shopping!  We didn’t bring very much from the academy and we have nothing appropriate for Cancun night life.  We don’t even have any bathing suits.  When I was packing, Missy told me we could use our special credit cards from “P” Branch for whatever we need down here.”
 
   “Yes, just one of the many perks we give you witches for helping out.”   Les looked at Oliver.  “I’m guessing you might need a few clothes as well.  You’re taking the two of them out on the town and so you’d better look the part.”
 
   “Me?  And, why are we partying, anyway?”  Oliver looked at Les.  “What about you and your wife?”
 
   Les said, “Marsha and I are just a little too old for that.  Tracy suggested this plan during the flight down here … you need to see who might have known the two guys who kidnapped Candace.  Based on the special room you found at that house, those two have been doing this for a while now … grabbing girls and making them disappear.”
 
   Oliver was surprised and said, “Wow, so you guys had heard all about that before you even arrived down here and have already been making some plans?  That’s amazing!”
 
    “Yeah, we’re hoping people will open up and talk to us if we go bar hopping like regular tourists.”  Missy giggled and said, “Besides, we want to see what will happen, you know?  When three witches walk into a bar …”  More giggling.  “Yeah, I know … sounds like the beginning of a bad joke, right?”
 
   Tracy joined in the giggling and added, “What could possibly go wrong?”
 
   -----
 
   Sergeant First Class Kirk Frele reported to Captain Jesse Bonomo, as instructed.  He’d gotten a call first thing that morning.  The captain was the new Tactical Officer for the cadet company which Frele had already been serving for the past two years.  There was one TAC officer for each cadet company at West Point and one non-commissioned officer TAC-NCO to assist each TAC officer.  They were the company’s TAC team, responsible for mentoring, training and teaching cadets the proper standards of good order and discipline.  They were role models.  As he looked at the captain, he thought to himself, “Now what?”
 
    “Sergeant, I got a call from the Superintendent about one of our cadets, Miss McCrea.  She and her roommate …”  He looked down at a sheet of paper and then continued,  “Cadet Tracy McGonagle … they both signed out last night on emergency leave.  I need you to go around today and inform everyone who might need to know that.”
 
   Frele said, “Yes, sir!  No problem.  I’ll take care of that.  Do we know how long this absence might be?”  He had a lot more questions he wanted to ask but this new captain had been very formal with him, so far, always doing everything by the book; he didn’t feel comfortable asking for any more info as yet.
 
   “Well, the Supe thinks they’ll maybe return by Monday night.  Both girls had already been approved for Labor Day weekend passes so no reason for them to rush back here until then.”  The captain looked at Frele for a moment and then asked, “You know Miss McCrea from last year, right?”
 
   There were thirty two companies in four regiments at the academy.  And, each company had cadet members from all four classes.  Missy’s company this year was the same as the year before and the one Frele had been assigned to.  She was in Bravo Company, third Regiment or B-3.
 
   “Yes, sir!”
 
   “Isn’t it highly unusual for two girls from different regiments to be roommates?”  Tracy was still in D-2, her company from the year before, in spite of her now being Missy’s roommate.  When the Superintendent had mentioned Tracy being in second Regiment, the captain had been surprised but hadn’t wanted to ask the Supe any questions.  Then, he’d done some quick checking afterwards.
 
   “Well …”
 
   The captain didn’t wait for the answer but asked what was really bothering him.  “Are these two girls in … ah, well … some sort of relationship?  I mean, someone pulled some strings here to have them assigned as roommates and now they’re going off somewhere together.  Do you know of any history with these girls?”
 
   Frele stared at the captain and as all the implications slowly seeped into his mind, he had to work hard at controlling himself.  Then, as he remembered what Tracy’s fencing coach Fargarson had recently told him, he lost control and exploded in laughter.  After a minute, he finally managed to blurt, “Sir, these girls are not lesbians!”
 
   He’d already known all about Missy and her boyfriend Mike; Missy was his favorite cadet, after all.  What made him lose it was recalling how Fargarson had joked about Tracy and Missy’s brother John.  While Fargarson’s wife still thought she’d managed to completely fool him about those two, he’d known almost from the beginning what had been going on in his guest room.
 
   Seeing how the captain’s expression was now one of bewilderment, he added, “They’re just really good friends, sir!  They met last year when they were in the same squad for Beast and have been close ever since.  Plus, Miss McGonagle is in a relationship with Miss McCrea’s brother.”
 
   “Oh!  Ahhh, that’s good … I guess.  The Supe seemed very concerned about Miss McCrea … is there anything special about her?”
 
   Frele thought to himself, “Where do I start?”  But, what he said was, “She just returned to the academy about ten days ago … haven’t you seen her file?”  He’d been shocked when Missy had resigned, which he’d only learned when she’d not shown up for Cadet Field Training.  Then, when he’d heard she was being reinstated, he’d checked her file right away.  “She was selected for this special study the Army wanted to do … women in combat.  But, after that Campaign Angel’s Wing …”
 
   “Yes, I heard about that.  You were Special Forces, right Sarge?  Those guys did a really great job over there and it looks like the political situation is now under control.  So, probably not much opportunity in the near term for any combat assignments … I can understand why the Army might cancel their study.  Do we have to worry this girl might quit on us again?  You know, if there’s any opportunity later on?  I’m not sure we want anyone here who’s not really dedicated … I mean, if she wants to go write some story about our female soldiers …”
 
   “Sir?  The Army didn’t want her to write any story!”
 
    “But, didn’t you just say she ran off to do some special study for them?” asked the captain.
 
   “Sir, go read her file.  Please.  The Army story will be coming out in a couple months only she’s not the one writing it.  The story is about her.  She was there, with those Special Forces guys.  I understand some reporters will be coming here sometime soon.  They want to interview her.  They may even want to interview me.”
 
   “What?  You mean in Afghanistan?  During that campaign?  She was actually there?”  The captain obviously found this to be incredulous.  “And, why would they want to interview you?”
 
   “Well, I gave her some sniper training.  Her and her friend Miss McGonagle, as a matter of fact.  Sergeant Chasen and I had the two of them out shooting on this special range I set up for them with targets out to a thousand meters.”
 
   “Is that in her file?”
 
   “Actually, no.  But her file does explain she has maybe the best marksmanship skills of any cadet to ever go through this academy.  That’s partly why the Army asked her to volunteer for their study.”
 
   As Captain Bonomo stared at Sergeant Frele and began processing all this, he realized he indeed had better go read the file on this cadet McCrea.  Obviously, the Superintendent did consider her to be special and the sooner he brought himself up to speed, the better.  As one more thought occurred to him, he asked yet another question.  “Why are the reporters so interested in her getting sniper training?”
 
   Frele smiled and said, “Well, amongst other things she did over there … and, this isn’t in her file either … I got this when they called to ask about an interview.  One of her team members is bragging how she killed three Taliban guys … at twelve hundred meters.”


 
   
  
 

Chapter Nine
 
   Aug 27, 2019
 
    
 
   The man who called himself Sinbad, unlike his namesake from Baghdad back in 800 A.D., was not a sailor.  He was, however, born in Iraq and had traveled extensively over the years, both of which were true about the original Sinbad.  When he had started working for “the Frenchman”, bringing girls back for sale to various rich Arabs in several Middle Eastern countries where such girls were in high demand, he had decided Sinbad would be an appropriate name for himself.  The fact that the guy usually handing over these girls, a man who indeed was a sailor, had named himself Blackbeard had helped influence that decision.
 
   So, for several years now he had continued making these trips, traveling from Cuba and Latin America to the U.A.E., escorting all these beautiful young girls for the Frenchman from Colombia.  Sinbad had all the contacts and finding buyers for these girls, mostly blonds, had been easy.  And, his risk was minimal.  By the time they were handed off to him, they had disappeared without a trace and he only had to get them to their destination without incident.  He was skilled at handling these girls so there were no incidents and, once delivered to his buyers, they in turn made certain no subsequent trace of these girls would turn up later on.
 
   The Frenchman provided the private jets and had his organization arranging things at all the airports.  He provided the false passports and visas and paid the bribes so clearing customs and immigration was never a problem.  The girls would step out of the plane and into the limo waiting to bring them to whichever hideaway he’d have waiting for them.  And, here in Dubai, he had several such hideaways.
 
   Once the buyer’s funds were paid into the appropriate numbered account, he revealed where the girl being purchased was located and the buyer then took care of things after that.  The Frenchman always transferred a very sizeable payment into Sinbad’s own numbered account which had increased greatly as these easy years had gone by.  There were no paper trails and no money trails, again due to the expertise of the Frenchman’s extensive organization.
 
   When Pablo Estaban had explained this latest girl would be auctioned off for drugs and would then be ransomed back to the U.S. in what would most likely be some sort of prisoner exchange, his first concern had been whether that might expose him.  Could she identify him?  Or, could she identify Mowgli, his latest assistant?  In the event he ever needed to sedate any girl, in order to ensure there was no incident, he always had his associate Mowgli right there to lend him a hand.  Sinbad was gay and Mowgli was the name he always gave to whichever young man he brought with him on these trips.
 
   Pablo had explained how, like Blackbeard, he and “his boy” were safe enough from that.  She would never be able to identify the boat or the planes or which airports had been used and without any physical evidence, they were not going to be arrested and extradited to the U.S.  Once she was returned to her family, all she could do would be look at photos -- fortunately, there weren’t any for her to find -- and perhaps work with a sketch artist.  Any identification from her doing that would be inconclusive -- not enough for any agency to go on -- and there was nothing else that would connect any of them to this girl or her kidnappers.  The two kidnappers, incidentally, had already been terminated and would not be fingering anyone.
 
   And, the payoff?  For handling this girl and assisting with getting the drugs from the buyer delivered to the Frenchman’s various contacts?  His commission was one million dollars, more than he’d make in a year.  He could simply lay low for a while and stay out of sight.  Go enjoy himself.  Have a good time.  He didn’t even need to be involved in finding the buyer.  The Frenchman was taking care of that himself.  All Sinbad had to do was sit on this girl for a little longer, until the right buyer came along.  One who was willing to make the deal and deliver the drugs.
 
   So, it was now up to him to keep her safely tucked away until the time came for her delivery.  Thus, he was responsible for the care and feeding of one Candace Axtell, who had suddenly become a person of great value.  Of course, she also had been a real pain in his ass.  But, he’d better make sure she was safe and secure; there couldn’t be any fuckups and when the time came to turn her over to the winning buyer, she’d better be ready and available for prime time.  There was going to be quite a bit of excitement, once her captors went on TV and made their demands to the U.S.
 
   That, of course, would all happen after.  After he and the Frenchman had faded away into obscurity, with enough drugs having been transferred to make the Frenchman one very happy -- and rich -- Colombian drug lord.
 
   -----
 
   Candace was still working through how she felt and determining what, if anything, she could do next.  She’d spent those first three days in denial and then had gotten angry on the boat.  There had been no point in bargaining … she was helpless and vulnerable and could do nothing to postpone the inevitable.  During the long hours on the plane, she’d been depressed.  Sinbad and his pansy little friend Mowgli had watched her like two vultures, always ready to jab her with some fucking needle.  She wouldn’t give them the satisfaction … just as when she’d been on the boat, she’d been constantly looking for ways to take control, not give it up completely.
 
   As she looked around her room, which did have windows but those were covered up, she decided she must have reached the acceptance stage.  She knew she wasn’t in freaking Kansas anymore … or anywhere even close.  No, the long flights had brought her halfway around the world, for sure.  And, there’d be no yellow brick road for her.
 
   So yeah, she was at the final stage for grief and loss.  She knew she was fucked and whatever came next was only going to be a fate worse than death.  But, she was not ever going to commit suicide.  She might die fighting … that she was prepared to do.  But she considered suicide as only a coward’s way out.  Her Dad had died a hero and she was not about to face her own destiny with anything less than the bravery she knew he’d always shown.
 
   So, she was putting on her “big girl panties” -- at least she now had some she could wear -- and going forward.  No more being depressed or even angry.  She was going to cope with whatever came next, even if it killed her.  Rape?  Torture?  Whatever.  She would not give in and would not show fear.  She would endure and maybe live to fight another day.  She would try to survive.  And, hopefully someday, she would prevail.
 
   For now?  At least she didn’t need to keep herself wrapped up in that damn cloak and was free to move around her room.  They were feeding her.  She wasn’t being provided any utensils but that gave her an opportunity to be somewhat defiant; knowing how Muslims would only use their right hand to eat with, she was purposely using both hands.
 
   Yep, she was insulting them.  She would look right at one of their surveillance cameras, give it the finger, then grab some food and stuff that in her mouth.  She’d then continue doing this, alternating back and forth with first one hand and then the other, until she’d eaten whatever was there.  She figured she was going to need her strength and she was determined to be ready.  She’d stay in control, in whatever small ways she could find to do so, and she would stay ready.  There really wasn’t any other damn thing she could do.
 
   -----
 
   Missy had returned from the hospital completely drained from pushing her energy into Robert, Millie and the poor Army guy.  She had Shifted almost immediately once they’d checked into their room.  Then, she’d been in a near comatose state for several hours.  Tracy had gone to sleep as well, of course, but by mid-afternoon she had woken back up and felt refreshed.  She had ordered several meals from room service upon awakening.  All but one of those meals was for Missy.  When the food had arrived, Tracy had completely covered Missy up so the waiter wouldn’t be alarmed at seeing the large cougar lying there on one of the beds, snoring soundly.
 
   Then, with dinner there and its many delicious aromas all wafting throughout the room, Tracy had finally managed to get Missy to wake up and Shift back to her human form.  Of course, as often happened whenever Missy expended all her energy, fully depleting herself, her body had recharged itself to the max and she awoke with tons of excess energy; she was now bursting with it and felt ready to explode.  And, as expected, she was ravenous; she devoured all the meals while discussing with Tracy what their plans were for the rest of the day.  And night.  Yeah, Tracy’s plan for the night ahead was rather special.
 
   Missy knew absolutely nothing about fashion and had always relied on her sister to select all her outfits.  She’d been far too busy after her return from the mountains four years earlier and the only clothing she’d ever picked out for herself had been her karate gi’s and her sports bras.  Her Mom and Heather had bought her just about everything else.  She had focused on getting through high school and doing all the extreme training her dual nature had demanded, not to mention coping with crime bosses.  She had tutors who had helped her accelerate all her studies, doing three years of schooling that first year back.  Then, once back in school, she had lettered in four varsity sports each year while continuing to spar with the guys at her mixed martial arts club and earning her third degree black belt in karate.  The past year, of course, she’d been either at West Point or over in Afghanistan and hadn’t needed any fancy clothes.
 
   But, when Tracy had finally roused her from her nice long nap, she had assured Missy that shopping for smart outfits was one of her many skills.  She was from Texas, after all, and was confident she could find exactly the right clothes appropriate for bar hopping in Mexico.  Of course, Tracy would never wear such things herself, which only made her enthusiasm for getting Missy to dress up all the greater.
 
   Agent Donavan had not yet risen when they’d gone down to the lobby so they’d left a message promising to catch up with her later.  Oliver, as Missy had promised, was feeling back to normal after his nap and was completely on board with selecting appropriate attire for a night of carousing.  Then, they’d gone shopping with Marsha while Les had gone back to discuss the case with the CAT members.  
 
   Tracy opted to stay with her cowboy boots and selected a very nice outfit that, as Oliver was quick to comment, made her a vision in yellow.  She was reasonably modest and yet looked great, with her shoulders bare and lots of lovely cleavage visible, thanks to her pushup bra and the low cut of her blouse.  She also bought an “itsy bitsy teenie weenie yellow polka dot bikini”, just like that hit song from 1960, to wear back at the hotel’s swimming pool.  She considered that much too daring and outrageous but Missy had insisted on it.
 
   “Just like with that silly song, Tracy, this bikini is about a girl who’s shy about exposing herself.  It’s only fair, considering what you’ve picked out for me.”
 
   Missy’s insistence was because of the provocative ensembles that Tracy had selected for Missy to wear.  The theme was silver with glitter, which Missy complained made her look like a showgirl.  Of course, that was exactly the look Tracy’s plan called for, so she had no choice but to agree.  The bathing suit consisted of three tiny triangles, strategically positioned amongst what otherwise might be called a fishnet.  The mesh was large, providing lots of exposure.
 
   Missy complained only really big fish would get trapped in that, to which Tracy replied, “Exactly!  We’re not looking for any little fish!”  Oliver thought the two of them were hilarious together and really enjoyed the constant bantering back and forth.
 
   Likewise, Missy’s barhopping outfit was silver and shimmered.  To hide all of her scars, the top had high puffy sleeves but that’s where all its fabric was: up top on her shoulders.  It barely covered her nipples, had a plunging neckline, left most of her lower breasts exposed and all of her abdomen was totally bare.  Since it wasn’t worn with any bra, it did have some padding sewn in, but not much.  Missy complained her nipples would surely show through whenever the chill from any air-conditioning was encountered, but again … Tracy insisted that was the point.  Then, giggling, she added, “Actually, two points!”
 
   It obviously was the type of top made popular by all those Girls Gone Wild videos where merely the slightest upward tug would bare all.  The skimpy little bottom in matching silver with more glitter hung very low on Missy’s hips and had a skirt that was less than eighteen inches long.  Silver boots with four inch heels were guaranteed to cause lots of interesting movement for Missy’s derrière which was being hoisted nicely; her gait would definitely be perceived as feminine and attractive.  Since Missy’s movements were already so fluid and graceful, due to carryover from her cat, the effect with her long bare legs was indeed spectacular.
 
   As a final adornment, to match the real silver dollar earrings she’d selected for this outfit, Tracy insisted on a real silver dollar dangling from a silver chain, with Missy’s naval now pierced for the first time ever.  Because of her rapid healing, that had completely healed in only an hour.  The only piercings Missy had ever had before were for her earrings.
 
   While Missy could Shift without damaging clothing items, and she often did so with a backpack on, anything attached to her body such as pierced earrings would completely dissolve in the great burst of energy associated with her Shifting.  She had lost a few pairs of earrings when forced to Change while still wearing them.  She’d never bothered with any jewelry for her belly button before but Tracy had been adamant.  With so much skin being naked and exposed by this outfit, the glittering bauble dangling there was an important accessory and absolutely necessary.  Tracy had prevailed, with both Marsha and Oliver cheering her on.
 
   Oliver had dressed up in a sporty outfit that complemented Tracy’s look and they made an attractive couple.  The script Tracy had come up with was for the two of them to be out on the town as boyfriend and girlfriend while their “wild redheaded friend” Missy was along looking to raise hell.  Since Missy’s metabolism wasn’t much affected by alcohol, which she’d burn right though without any ill effects, she would be drinking Mexican boilermakers with shots of tequila getting washed down by plenty of draft beer.  To further attract attention, she’d sometimes be dancing on the tabletops, pretending to be wildly drunk.
 
   They all got back to the resort hotel a little after six o’clock, so it was now early evening.  Missy was again starving since all her excess energy from having recharged so much during her nap as a cat was making her feel like bouncing off the walls.  She’d been pushing out energy, being very careful so those normal humans all around her wouldn’t notice.  It actually took some great effort on her part to not be pushing things around or lifting them up in the air, using her telekinesis abilities.  She was very antsy; using her energy that way, combined with the effort not to use more of her powers, all added to her being really hungry for some lean red meat.  Her body was craving some high proteins.
 
   Oliver sat there with Tracy and Missy in the dining room and watched as Missy enjoyed her large meal, completely in awe.  Girls he knew simply did not eat like that.  Especially not after all the food Tracy explained she’d had room service send up to their room for Missy earlier.  “About this eating disorder of yours, Missy … I don’t suppose you’ve sought any professional help, now, have you?”  He raised both eyebrows in a mischievous way, clearly making fun of her. 
 
   Both girls broke out laughing and Tracy said, “The hardest part about plebe year at the academy for Missy was how to get all the food she needed.  Someday, you’ll have to get her to tell you how she kept getting the captain over at the Department of Physical Education to write letters for her.  He kept saying how her body fat index was too low and she needed to be allowed to eat more.”
 
   Missy only giggled while continuing to eat more food.  Tracy and Oliver had finished their normal size portions several minutes earlier.  Finally, she pushed back from the table and used her napkin to wipe her mouth.  “Hey, if I have to jump around on tabletops tonight in those freaking high heeled boots you got me, trying to be all flirty and pretend how I’m looking to hook up with some guy I supposedly met down here a year ago?”
 
   Tracy looked at Olivier and explained, “Missy doesn’t do coy and flirty.  She never learned how.  She started out very shy and then gradually got comfortable with guys by beating the crap out of them while sparring at her mixed martial arts club.  She was the only girl there.  She avoided relationships until her Mike came along.”
 
   Missy laughed and said, “I worked very hard at controlling all my wild predatory instincts and, believe me, being able to scent how guys were excited and turned on by my just walking past them?  I was constantly horny as hell and hadn’t even had any sex yet.  My body just knew what it wanted and I had to train myself not to give in to all those crazy sexual urges and cravings.”
 
   Tracy took over, having heard all this many times before, and told Oliver, “Hence, all her extreme physical activities on and off the athletic field, sparring and so forth, running five miles every morning, working out with weights …”
 
   Missy laughed and said, “I hope all this girl talk about my urges and cravings isn’t TMI for you, Oliver!”
 
   Undaunted, Tracy continued, “She doesn’t even need to work out with weights … she has supernatural strength and can do crazy things even if she didn’t have all the rock hard muscles she’s developed.”  Tracy shook her head.  “That’s why I’m insisting on that silver dollar she’s now wearing at her navel.  Gotta distract the guys from staring at those incredible abs she has.”
 
   Oliver could only sit back and laugh, once again enjoying how these two were bantering like siblings.  Of course, they were sister witches, so maybe that explained it.
 
   “Let’s go change into our swim suits and make like Sports Illustrated models on vacation after a photo shoot.”  Missy now chuckled as she used one of her favorite sayings.  “We’ve planned our work and now it’s time to work our plan!”


 
   
  
 

Chapter Ten
 
   Aug 27, 2019
 
    
 
   Two hours later, both Missy and Tracy had indeed “made a splash” out at the various swimming pools.  Their goal had been to get invited to join one of the groups which would later be going onward, out to tour the clubs.  Such groups typically would party all night and this was what Candace and her friends had done.  Early on, Danielle and Jennifer had provided a list to the CAT members of all the clubs Candace had been to; Les had obtained that while Marsha had taken everyone shopping.
 
   Going from group to group at each of the swim-up bars allowed them to learn which clubs each group was planning to visit that night.  Missy would typically stand and pose for a while on one of the many diving boards while Oliver and Tracy took photos from various angles.  Then, she’d dive in, swim a few laps and head over to order a drink at the nearest bar.  By the time Tracy and Oliver managed to join her there, she would be deep in conversation with several new admirers.
 
   Yeah, Missy strutting her stuff in her fishnet was a sight to see.  Even though the sun had set, the lighting around the pools was more than enough and the guys all came crowding around, hoping to see more of her.  Since she had stopped being self-conscious about all her scars years ago, her ignoring them helped to avoid questions and comments about them being directed at her now.  Her enhanced hearing allowed her to still hear all those comments, of course, but her body was attracting far more interest for its luscious curves than for any of her scars.  Her body and the way she moved it … and, yes, she was only getting warmed up for how she planned to perform once they went out bar hopping from club to club.
 
   Tracy did feel very self-conscious in her bikini and was definitely planning her revenge on Missy for later.  She had only gotten really comfortable with guys after she’d started her relationship with John.  Once she was secure in John’s love, things were just so much easier for all her interactions with men and she could just be herself.  She could be relaxed without really caring all that much what other guys might be thinking about her, romantic wise.  So, role playing?  That wasn’t her thing, especially not trying to act like some silly sex object.  Fortunately, Oliver was dutifully playing his role as her “boyfriend” and she wasn’t having too much difficulty fending off advances from all the guys.
 
   By ten p.m. they had selected this one group to attach themselves to, mostly guys with only one other girl, and everyone agreed to change and head out to the first night club.  Tracy figured it would be easier to influence and control which clubs they visited by going out with this group.  Soon after, everyone had returned downstairs to gather in the lobby, now dressed in their “party-hardy” outfits, 
 
   Leading the five guys in this group was a tall Texan named Caleb who considered himself God’s gift to women.  He quickly positioned himself next to Missy.  Caleb was six-four with a handsome enough face and weighed two-seventy which was mostly hard, sculpted muscle.  He had worked out daily for several years to build himself up and was quite proud of his accomplishment.  He’d then had several tattoo’s strategically placed to emphasize all his manly attributes; he fully expected all available females to fall all over themselves when in his presence.  And, he could be rather intimidating towards other guys who might want to compete for any of those females.
 
   Missy latched right onto Caleb, since his alpha male ego was only playing right into her and Tracy’s plan.  She intended to get noticed and create a scene wherever they went, hopefully stirring up trouble, acting drunk and obnoxious and demanding, dancing on top of tables or perhaps even on top of the bar, all the while yelling loudly how she was looking for her “lost love” from last year, one Ricardo Robeson.
 
   Les had learned the recently deceased Ricardo and his sidekick Jose Lobianca were the two guys who had most likely kidnapped Candace.  Jose was the owner of the house which had been destroyed and their identities had been confirmed for the two bodies now at the morgue.
 
   While Ricardo had been tall, young and attractive enough, the somewhat older Jose had been short, big and burly -- built like a gorilla, actually -- and definitely would not have been anyone Missy might ever have been interested in.  Since their deaths had not yet been made public, Tracy’s plan was to circulate to all their probable former hangouts, have Missy make a lot of noise and cause a big commotion … and then just see what happened.
 
   Basically, see what three witches might brew when they stirred the pot.
 
   So, with midnight just a little over an hour away and their identities now clearly established as part of this college group down there for a wild and crazy time, off they went.  Missy, Tracy and Oliver headed out with their six “new friends”, all well lubricated from drinking poolside for the past few hours and determined to enjoy a night of revelry.  Of course, like all great plans, the Cancun Conquest Campaign which Tracy had come up with soon needed some revisions.  After only a short time dancing and drinking in the first club they went to, the group dynamic emerged, things evolved and Tracy’s plan had to be updated, just a little.
 
   The other girl in this group was named Tammy-Sue and she was also from Texas.  While that resulted in her having lots in common she could talk about with Tracy, it soon became obvious she was actually eyeing Oliver with more than a casual interest.  She had recently broken up with some guy back home who had flunked out of college after his first year.  She was definitely flaunting her bleached blond hair and heavily made up eyelashes, making inane conversation with Tracy only to get closer to Oliver.  She kept inserting herself where her nice boobs were constantly rubbing against him somewhere, regardless of how he pretended Tracy was his intended companion.
 
   What made this all the more interesting was how, with Caleb now dominating everyone else and clearly unwilling to share Missy with anyone, the other guys all began vying for Tracy’s attentions.  Oliver wasn’t any threat to them and besides, Tammy-Sue seemed to be keeping him quite busy.  So, poor Tracy was fair game and found herself now going where she’d never gone before, with four horny guys all competing for her.  They each took turns cutting in on one another to dance with Tracy while Caleb was paired with Missy and Tammy-Sue managed to keep herself glued to Oliver.
 
   Thus, the games began.  Lust and liquor only fueled everyone’s fire.
 
   Missy began downing shot after shot of tequila, only to then play chug-a-lug with a pitcher of beer, followed by wilder and wilder dancing while the rest of her group all yelled and cheered in delight.  Each club was filled with hundreds of screaming patrons so this behavior was not at all out of place.  Jumping onto tabletops was the only way to really get any attention and each time Missy would do that, she definitely would be successful.  Crowds would gather to watch as she would put on a show.
 
   Caleb was trying to act possessive and would jump up there with her, but he was not able to keep up.  While she refused to yank her top up, despite the continuing urgings of the huge throng of merry onlookers, that didn’t really matter.  She was dancing and undulating in very exciting ways, often demonstrating some of her karate moves as she went whirling around poor Caleb, and her blatant exhibitionism while not exposing herself was even more provocative than had she been performing nude.
 
   By the time they all entered the Coco Blanco Club, the three witches had their routine down pat.  This was the third bar on their list and was advertised as the mecca of Cancun's often rowdy nightlife.  Supposedly, Coco Blanco was the place to go for those who wanted to “weave their way through crowds of half-naked and thoroughly inebriated college kids and dance the night away to pulse-pumping, eardrum-throbbing rhythms.”  Yes, it was time to take things to a whole new level.
 
   The club was huge and several hundred revelers were there, completely filling the place.  From the high ceiling, several long ropes hung down, left over from various entertainment acts; performers would often hang from the rafters, suspended high above the crowd, while exhibiting their gravity-defying acrobatics.  These shows could only be described as pure magic when viewed from below.  All around the perimeter was one long continuous bar which had twenty foot openings here and there for patrons to come and go through.
 
   Soon after they entered this latest club, Missy led the way over to the huge bar.  Before anyone could stop her, she leaped up onto the bar and began yelling.  As she stomped around up there with her silver boots in her sparkling silver outfit, silver dollars dangling from her ears and her navel, short skirt flying all about, and plenty of exposed female flesh for folks to see … she was awesome.  Her movements to the music were wild and furious and every so often she’d do flips and handstands, just for added fun.  Her short red hair was flying every which way and her shiny attire was reflecting all the lights in wondrous ways.
 
   While her friends ordered drinks and began dancing below, Missy began drawing energy and power from the crowd.  She had learned how to do this from Tracy and Millie, developing her abilities as a witch and growing them to their full potential.  She was now doing this more than ever before and … more and more … the raucous crowd began to cheer her on, almost drowning out the words she kept yelling and screaming out in a loud voice.
 
   “I’m back again this year and I’m looking for Ricardo Robeson!  Ricardo, Ricardo … come out, come out, wherever you are!  You promised me last year and now I’m back!  Ricardo Robeson, I know you want me!  Someone tell Ricardo I’m here and he needs to come and get me!  Ricardo Robeson, … I … want …YOU!”
 
   On and on she’d rant, laughing and dancing all around, moving back and forth and gradually circling the full length of the long bar, never once slipping or tipping over anyone’s drink.  At each opening she’d leap high in the air, jumping the twenty foot gap and landing perfectly on the other side.
 
   Whenever Caleb would approach her, still on the floor below, she’d insist he bring her more tequila.  Her newfound fans were suddenly anxious to hand her drink after drink, which she’d gulp right down and then stomp and dance all about in yet another frenzy of activity, moving faster and faster, only to pause and chant her cries for Ricardo all over again.
 
   She’d only been practicing this at the earlier two bars, but here at the Coco Blanco she was now in full swing and really getting amped up.  While Caleb was at a loss, with no clue as to why she was screaming for this Ricardo who he fully intended to disembowel should he actually appear, he was able to salvage his ego somewhat by the way Missy would every once in a while stop, kneel down and pull him close for a long kiss.  She was completely out of control but she was still his wild and crazy woman dancing up there, right?
 
   When she bent down and lifted him up, depositing him next to her, hardly anyone thought that was unusual.  Caleb was momentarily stunned … how the hell had she managed doing that?  But, he quickly was caught up in the exuberant show she was putting on.
 
   Tracy was doing her best, bravely dancing with her four determined suitors, all more and more drunk from the beer they kept drinking.  And, poor Oliver was doing his part as well, helplessly gyrating on the dance floor while desperately trying to prevent Tammy-Sue from tearing off his shirt.  She would alternate her attempts to disrobe him with periodically flashing her tits which she’d then jiggle back and forth, clearly having a good time.  The more she drank, the more amorous she became.  Yeah, he knew he was definitely taking one for the team.  When she yanked her blouse up yet one more time, he amended his thought … he was taking two for the team …
 
   While at first the bartenders had tried to get Missy to step down, once the crowd began really getting into it, ordering more and more drinks as they did so, they all quickly recognized a great show when they saw one and began encouraging her more and more.  As she paraded herself back and forth, revving everyone up with her impossible antics, the whole place soon began to join in.  As several hundred people all began to chant right along with her, demanding Ricardo Robeson make his appearance, the uproar was deafening.
 
   Never had any show ever generated as much audience participation; Missy’s performance continued on and on, somehow getting wilder and wilder.  She just wouldn’t stop which, when analyzed later, was what really kept inciting everyone all the more.  What she was doing up there wasn’t humanly possible, of course, but with everyone so drunk there was no one to notice that.  Instead, they all just went with it for almost an hour, letting the crowd hysteria build to a crescendo which somehow was never quite reached.
 
   Instead, the whole place went wild, with Ricardo’s name becoming their mantra and no one even noticed when the music stopped.  Missy just kept going and so did everyone else, and it wasn’t until another ten minutes had passed before she finally ended it.
 
   Since there were those long ropes hanging down, dangling from rafters high overhead, Missy just vaulted impossibly off the bar and grabbed the end of one of them.  As she then pulled herself up, hand over hand, pausing every few feet to wave at the crowd, her screaming fans went berserk.  When she reached the rafters a few minutes later, turned and looked down, and then bowed?  The eruption below was overwhelming, with applause and cheers that went on and on for several minutes.  Finally, just as the noise began to diminish, Missy leaped onto yet another rope and made her descent, sliding smoothly to the floor, dropping the last twenty feet once she reached the end of the rope.
 
   Tracy had been busy during this last extravaganza, having noticed a few amongst the crowd who were obviously stone cold sober and not mesmerized, under Missy’s spell.  No, these individuals had appeared during the height of all the commotion but hadn’t been able to get anywhere near Missy.  As she’d been waving at them all from high up in the rafters, Tracy had approached one of these men and had asked, “Hey, are you part of the management here?  My friend up there might need some help when she drops back down … can you get us out of this place, maybe through a back door or something?”


 
   
  
 

Chapter Eleven
 
   Aug 28, 2019
 
    
 
   Long before he’d sent his men out to invite the wild redhead to come back so he could “interview” her, Jacques Arbogast had been worried.  This had been a very long day.  Everything that could possibly go wrong had just kept going wrong.
 
   When the girl had been dancing in such a crazy and spectacular manner all along his bar, that had been fine with him.  But, once he learned she was yelling for Ricardo Robeson, he knew he had to find out why.  What the hell did she know?  Where had she come from?  And, why now?
 
   He’d been concerned about the hit on Ricardo and Jose since early in the day.  That was when he’d first learned a bunch of U.S. government investigators had all been out there when the house had blown up.  Perfect!  How in the world had everything gone so horribly wrong?  How deep was the shit he was now in?  The guy he’d hired had called him, all excited and anxious to explain things.  Oh, sure … these things happen … he’d promised the guy there was nothing to worry about.  For now.
 
   Mentally, he reviewed it all again.  First, he’d heard two of his guys had needed to be silenced.  He’d been using these two men to grab girls for the past few years and there had never been a problem.  But, two days earlier, his mysterious employer had insisted he eradicate any and all evidence related to that girl Candace Axtell, since she might turn up later on.  Really?  Crap!  So, she wasn’t just another pretty blond he’d picked out for his guys to make disappear?  Just like he’d arranged for, time and time again, so many times in the past?  No, she was some fucking VIP and since he was the one who had arranged for them to grab her, he was the one who had to clean things up.
 
   He’d already been a little nervous about her when so many investigators had suddenly appeared, coming down to Mexico almost immediately.  Who the hell was she?  When he’d learned from his employer she was some general’s niece and would probably be showing up again someday, he’d gotten a lot more nervous.  Sure, it was “good news” he was being paid double for having grabbed her in the first place.  And, he was now being paid for cleaning things up.  But, he was well aware the source of his payments -- his anonymous unknown employer -- was “bad news”.  Good news and bad news.  Okay, he could handle that.
 
   Still, only by “cleaning things up” in as quiet and efficient a manner as possible, leaving nothing for any investigation to ever find, could he really be assured he wouldn’t someday need to be “eradicated” as well.
 
   So, he’d arranged for the contract hit which was supposed to have been a simple accident.  Nothing that would point back to him, leave any incriminating evidence behind or suggest anything but an unfortunate gas leak.  Weeks or months later?  If and when Candace might ever come back with any investigators?  There’d be nothing for them to find.  He’d even had her grabbed over at the Crystal Club which, in hindsight, had been one very good decision.
 
   He was well aware that whoever had been paying him all these years was “bad news”.  He’d heard some stories.  But, the money had been great and he thought he’d always mitigated any risks so he, at least, had always remained in the clear.  And, until now, he’d never given his unknown boss any reason to be concerned.  Things had all been good, very good indeed.
 
   So, the last thing he needed right after the mess his hit man had made was to have some stripper out there yelling Ricardo’s name in front of a thousand witnesses.  No doubt her act was already going viral on the internet, bringing more unwanted attention to what would very soon be a highly visible case.  And, “visibility” was what he’d been hired to avoid.
 
   -----
 
   Oliver was quick to explain to Caleb, Tammy-Sue and the other four guys that Missy and Tracy had left.  Maybe they’d see them back at the resort later that day, but things had suddenly gotten way too much for the two girls and they’d gone out the back and had taken a taxi.  Caleb was ready to kill someone but Oliver claimed he was only the messenger.  Caleb could go back and pound on Missy’s door at the hotel and see if she would let him in.  Caleb said that was exactly what he was going to do and he stalked off.
 
   Tammy-Sue was not as easy to get rid of.  She had invested hours in seducing him and was very determined to have him take her back to the hotel, the sooner the better.  It would take him more than an hour to eventually get free from her.  Initially, he insisted on staying right there with the other four guys, who were all rather pissed off that Tracy had disappeared.  But, with so many other girls out partying and Oliver paying for a few rounds of drinks, they slowly got back into the spirit of things.  Then, while pretending to still be interested in poor Tammy-Sue, he proceeded to get her thoroughly drunk.  When he would finally bring her up to her room back at the hotel and deposit her on her bed, she would pass right out.
 
   Meanwhile, Tracy and Missy had followed the man Tracy had approached.  They had quickly been surrounded by several others, all employees at the club as it turned out, and they escorted the two girls back and into a rear hallway with a minimum of fanfare.  The crowd didn’t quiet down for several minutes after that, still all worked up from Missy’s dramatic descent from the rafters and the amazing performance they’d witnessed her give for over an hour.  And, yeah … video clips were already being posted on the internet.
 
   Once in the hallway, another man stepped forward and said, “Please, girls, come with me.  Our boss, Jacques Arbogast would like a brief word with you.”  He led them back to an office further down and opened the door, waving them inside.  Most of the other men who had come back as escorts returned to keep watch on Oliver and the group, waiting for further instructions that might be issued.  When Caleb stormed off, he was quietly followed by one of the team.
 
   Orders would not be getting issued, however, and the entire team would only later learn what had happened with their boss.  Or, to be exact, they’d learn how he had simply vanished.  He and those two girls he’d had with him.
 
   Jacques welcomed those two girls into his office and asked them to sit, offering them drinks and making them feel at home in his plush surroundings.  His English was excellent with only a slight accent.  His assistant, who had escorted them in, was the only other person there and he quietly closed the office door behind them.
 
   There was a huge mahogany desk in the center of the office, several Aztec artifacts arranged in special display cases, some ancient weapons hanging on one wall, a large flat screen TV dominating another wall, and a huge wet bar where the assistant was now waiting to hear which drinks they’d like.  The comfortable sofa where the girls seated themselves was in front of a wall of windows but facing in rather than out; since it wasn’t yet dawn, the darkness outside didn’t provide much of a view.
 
   Jacques sat down in a chair facing them and said, “Well, that was quite a show out there!  I wanted to extend my thanks and ask if you might consider coming back, maybe performing again for us.  Are you a professional dancer, Miss …?”  He raised his eyebrows as he looked at Missy with a large smile on his face.  He was in his late forties, starting to get a bit soft around the middle but trying to hide that with the expensive suit he was wearing.  He had dark hair, receding somewhat but he still appeared good looking in an older guy sort of way.  He considered himself a father figure and was waiting for Missy to introduce herself and her friend in the pretty yellow outfit.
 
   His eyes were examining Missy in anything but a fatherly way, however, and they were definitely enjoying what they were seeing.  He couldn’t help but get aroused, seeing her right there with such a daring and provocative costume and experiencing her physical presence.  Her body was barely covered up which only caused his imagination to vividly see in his mind all those female parts and places which were now hidden.  Having watched her walk in and take a seat, he was mesmerized by her movements.  But, he was also determined to find out what the hell she was doing there, screaming Ricardo’s name like that.
 
   Missy said, “Oh, I’m not really a dancer, Mr. Arbogast.  My girlfriend and I are just down here on vacation, getting ready to return to college next week.”  She looked at Tracy and said, “Thanks for getting me out of there … away from that crowd … I don’t know what might have happened if you hadn’t found these nice men to help out.”  She looked at Jacques again and said, “I don’t suppose you know this guy we’re trying to find?  Ricardo Robeson?”  She figured that was probably why they’d been invited back there and was hoping to have him confirm that.
 
   “Well, actually, I can’t say that I’ve ever heard of him.  Perhaps if you tell me more about him, maybe then I might be able to help you.”  Although his face was giving nothing away, his odor was giving Missy quite another story.  He was actually nervous and very concerned, his scent tinged with fear.  She inhaled and processed what that scent meant, drawing air across her palate and the roof of her mouth as well as breathing it in with her sensitive nose.  
 
   Apparently Tracy’s crazy scheme had succeeded and they’d flushed out a key player.  Ricardo’s name had been a clear trigger and the reaction from this club owner or manager made it very obvious.  His life depended on finding out what she knew and then dealing with that appropriately.  She could sense that and decided to press forward and push him just a bit.
 
   Missy looked at Tracy and then back at Jacques.  She dropped her voice an octave and hardened the tone of her voice; she could put some real steel into how she said things when she needed to. “Why are you so afraid of what we know, Jacques?  Perhaps if you tell us what you really know, we can help you.”
 
   Jacques was quite taken aback, both by her words and by her switching to his first name.  He looked into her green eyes and noticed there were now a lot of gold speckles in them.  And, she didn’t look drunk at all.  Who the hell were these girls?  He looked over at the girl in yellow and realized he still had no idea what their names were.  He glanced back to his associate and signaled him to send for a few more of his men.
 
   When the associate turned towards the door, Missy pointed at him and did something.  That’s all Jacques could determine: she did something but he had no idea what that something might have been.  The man simply dropped, as though struck dead, and Jacques exclaimed, “What the hell …”  He then attempted to get up, but suddenly felt pressure against his chest and he couldn’t rise.
 
   “Your buddy will be okay … he’ll come around in an hour or so.  But, you might not be here to see that, Jacques.  It all depends on how much information you give us now.  And, by that, I mean right now.  You really don’t want to mess with us.  No matter how bad you think other people might be?  We’re worse.  We’re your worst nightmare, Jacques, and if you don’t start talking, we’re going to really make you regret it.”
 
   “I don’t know what you mean!  What have you done … why can’t I move?”  He tried to push forward but it was as though he was up against a wall.  And, the wall slowly pushed him back until he was fully seated with his back against his chair.  Missy had been pulling so much power from the hundreds of spectators that, in spite of how energetic all her crazy dancing had been, she was still overflowing … grabbing the associate’s neck and squeezing his carotid artery until he blacked out?  Pushing poor Jacques?  She was just getting started.  Having such tremendous telekinetic ability was only good if you used it, right?
 
   “Why are you so afraid, Jacques?  Is it a guilty conscience perhaps?  Do you know what happened to Ricardo and Jose last night?”  Missy could tell by his reaction -- especially his scent which she was now very tuned into -- that he definitely did know.  “If you don’t start talking …”  She stopped and looked at Tracy.  “Maybe if you let Jacques experience just a little of what his two friends felt, right after that explosion?”
 
   Tracy nodded and extended her hand, palm up.  She’d been sitting there patiently, cueing off everything Missy was saying and doing.  Suddenly, a fireball appeared, about a foot above Tracy’s hand and a few inches in diameter.  As she then moved her hand this way and that, the fireball began to circle around Jacques and then began to slowly drop down in front of him.  When it was hovering inches from his lap, so the intense heat was starting to become very noticeable and uncomfortable, he yelled, “Stop!  Wait …  stop!”
 
   Jacques really couldn’t believe what was happening.  At first, he thought he was maybe only imagining things but as the heat increased when the strange fireball moved closer and closer, he realized he was definitely dealing with something way beyond anything he could control.  He stared at the two girls with a pleading expression but, from the looks they were giving him, he knew he was defeated.  “I know those guys, okay?  I know them.  And, yeah … I know they’re dead now.”
 
   Missy nodded and asked, “Do you know why they were killed, Jacques?”
 
   He at first started to deny knowing but when the redhead pointed at one of the long spears over on his wall and that spear slowly floated through the air, coming to rest with its point aimed at his chest, he changed his mind.  “All right, yes!  It was necessary to have them silenced.  I was only taking orders … it wasn’t even my idea.  I actually liked those guys!”  The fireball slowly dropped another inch and he squirmed trying to move away, but had difficulty trying to edge sideways in either direction and he still couldn’t move forward, even if that fucking spear hadn’t been hovering right there.  “I’m the one who ordered the hit.  Okay?  I’ll even tell you who I paid to do that!”
 
   The fireball retreated slightly and so did the spear.  But, he still couldn’t really move around.  His mind was racing, trying to cope with how crazy this was.  How could this be happening?  “What the fuck are you girls?  How is this possible?”
 
   Tracy looked at Missy and said, “I’ll explain … you just focus on keeping that spear aimed right at him, okay?”  Then she turned to Jacques.  “We’re both witches, Jacques.  Real witches.  We don’t really do spells, though.  I’m Tracy and I’m a fire witch … that little fireball you’re seeing right there?  That’s nothing.  But, I’m not the one you need to worry about.  Now, my good friend Missy here?  She’s the one you really need to make happy.  You see, if you try to mess with us?  While I might melt your testicles right off, she …”
 
   “All right, okay!  Madre Dios!  Enough, I get it, I’ll tell you whatever you want to know!”  Jacques was completely done.  The color had slowly drained out of his face as Tracy had been calming talking and when she began threatening to cook his balls, that was it; he was convinced.  And, he definitely did not want to know what Missy might do.
 
   Missy said, “Great, now we’re making progress.  Excellent.  We’re going to have you tell us all about how you paid to have your friends killed like that.  But first, I have another question.  What can you tell us about Candace Axtell?”  This was the question she really wanted answered and she and Tracy had decided they’d do whatever witchy things they needed to do in order to get some answers on that.
 
   There was a knock on the door but Missy simply pointed at the door and when the doorknob turned, the door remained closed.  After a while, whoever was out there could only assume the door was locked since it couldn’t be pushed open.  The doorknob turned back to where it had started.  Missy then pointed her finger at Jacques.
 
   He said, “All right, yes!  I do know something about her.  Ricardo and Jose kidnapped her.  But, then they gave her to Blackbeard … that’s the only name I know him by, honest!  He has a sailboat.  He was docked at the Salida Del Sol Marina.  I honestly don’t know where he took her after that.”
 
   Missy and Tracy had read the report Les had brought back, where both Oliver and Susan had mentioned that marina.  She hadn’t had a chance yet to really question Oliver about all the activities he, Robert and Millie had been up to before the explosion out at that house but, in the report, it had stated the theory was that Candace had left on a boat from that marina.
 
   The questioning continued and the more Jacques talked, the more he kept revealing things.  Whenever he tried to hide anything or quibble in any way, somehow the girl with the sparkling green eyes just seemed to know and either the damn fireball would start dropping towards his lap again or the spear would float closer, almost poking him in the eye after one of his hesitant replies.  Slowly, his confession all came out.
 
   He had been arranging for girls to be grabbed for several years.  He named the other guys he’d used, girls he’d had them grab, on and on and on.  They’d hold the girls for three days.  He always would drop their purses, wallets, identification, etc., at this special post office box just out of town.  He also would deliver all the photos and videos his guys would take at that same drop point.  He didn’t know who picked everything up but he did know these were all used for the new ID’s that would be created and used for wherever the girls would end up going.
 
   Blackbeard would come in at night to whichever dock had been arranged for the pickup, the girls would be forced on board and he would leave, sailing off to wherever he went and the girls would never be seen again.
 
   Sure, they were all being sold.  This was only the beginning of the elaborate white slavery pipeline which his mysterious boss controlled.  He had no idea who that boss might be and, now that he was confessing all this, he was certain that boss would find him and kill him.  He was now a dead man talking.
 
   Missy finally figured she and Tracy had learned all they were going to get from Jacques and it was time to arrange for “P” Branch to come pick him up.  She explained how he might survive by going into a special witness protection program, if he was interested.  As it turned out, he was interested.


 
   
  
 

Chapter Twelve
 
   Aug 28, 2019
 
    
 
   Candace was scared.  While all that had happened before had been frightening enough, these new guys really made her nervous.  They were obviously Arabs but she had no clue as to which country they might be from.  And, the one who spoke English had an accent so bad she had to keep asking him to repeat everything before she could understand him.  At least with Sinbad she’d been able to communicate.
 
   They had insisted on her wearing all new garments for clothes.  She had already managed to learn the black cloak outer garment, which she donned by pulling it over her head, was called an abaya.  And, she was still required to wear a head scarf.  Underneath, they had fortunately provided her with new panties.  It was only the second day for her period and there was still some discharge.  The pads she had been given on the airplane were the only items she’d been allowed to keep.  There was no bra but she’d been given a long sleeve blouse and some long pants.  And, some new sandals.
 
   After she changed and came out of the bathroom, she gave them everything she’d been wearing before.  They collected all of it and placed it into a plastic trash bag.  Then, they’d pointed towards the door for her to leave with them.  No blindfold this time; they didn’t seem to care whether she could see her surroundings.  But, the car they had her climb into had such dark glass that she really hadn’t been able to see very much.
 
   It had taken forty minutes to reach their new destination, but she had no idea whether that had been a half hour or an hour.  Somehow, these guys just really seemed scary and she was having a hard time concentrating on anything other than the deep fear now permeating throughout everything she was experiencing.  They definitely were not treating her as though she was destined to be someone’s sex slave.  No, they were treating her like a prisoner.  A hostage.  And, although she didn’t want to admit it, she was terrified.
 
   -----
 
   Manuel Rodriguez stared at his computer monitor and then replayed the video.  What the hell was going on?  Pablo had just rushed in to announce Jacques Arbogast had vanished and somehow that had to be related to a girl on some videos out on the internet.  Then, Pablo had pulled up the videos and played them for him.  When the last two minute clip had finished playing, he stared at Pablo.  “What the fuck’s this?  And, how’s it related to Jacques going missing?”
 
   “Jacques had that girl brought into his office.  Her and another girl.  When his men got suspicious about how long his interview was taking, they tried to go in there and check on things.  At first, the door wouldn’t open and they just figured … you know … maybe he was getting laid or a blow job.  But, later the door opened and they found his bodyguard out cold on the floor.  He and the girls were gone.”
 
   “What’s the bodyguard saying?”
 
   “He doesn’t know what happened.  Jacques seemed nervous all of a sudden, gave him a signal to bring in some of the boys and then, when he turned and started towards the door, all he remembers after that is a sharp pain in his neck and then he’s somehow waking up on the floor.”
 
   Manuel stared at Pablo and said, “Let me guess.  That name the broad had the crowd all yelling … Ricardo Robeson?  He was one of the guys who kidnapped Candace, right?”  Seeing Pablo nod his head to confirm that, he continued his thought process out loud.  “Jacques had to know we’d be coming after him with things there so completely fucked up.  Now the question is, what can he say or do that might connect my organization to that kidnapping?  Now that we’ve been paid and turned her over to those Jihad crazies, this whole deal is going to become the big story of the year.”
 
   Manuel had been very willing to accept the drugs he’d been offered, which had a street value of close to eighty million dollars.  He might have held out for higher bids had he not been nervous about the way things had gone in Cancun with those U.S. investigators definitely knowing who had kidnapped the girl.  Fucking Jacques Arbogast had messed things up down there and had probably cost him a few million.  Now, the guy was on the run, maybe even spilling his guts to those investigators.  Well, this was why he’d always kept so many layers between his organization and the guys out there at all these remote locations who were working for him.
 
   Pablo said, “He knows about Blackbeard and his sailboat.  I don’t think he can actually identify either of them, the man or the boat, but let’s not take any chances.  I’ll make sure Blackbeard stays far away from Mexico for the next few months.”
 
   “See what your contact over there at Homeland Security can tell us.  I’m guessing we’re going to have to cut all our ties with anyone in Cancun we’ve ever worked with … damn!  By the time we finish with our damage control down there, I’m not sure that eighty million we got will even cover it.  Fuck!”
 
   “Hopefully it won’t cost us that much, Manuel.  There are plenty of others we can get to replace Jacques and his whole crew.  We’ll have things back up and operations running smoothly for us again in a few months.”  Pablo stared at his boss as he considered all that had happened.  “What about the girl?  No one seems to know who she is.  Obviously, she had some reason for giving that performance and getting everyone to yell Ricardo’s name, right?  I mean, there are more videos like these all over the internet now.  That show she put on was unbelievable.”
 
   Manuel raised his eyebrows and asked, “Haven’t you been able to identify her yet?  As much as I’d like to understand what the hell part she’s playing in all this, I guess I don’t see how she could hurt us any more than she already has.  Jacques is either running for his life or, worse case, talking to those investigators.  We just need to make sure there’s nothing for them to find that connects back to us.”
 
   Pablo nodded and said, “Of course, of course.  But, I’m still going to see what we can learn about her.  She’s a big unknown in all this but is definitely involved somehow.  And, you’re the one who’s always saying how it’s what you don’t know that might get you killed, right?”
 
   -----
 
   John looked around and said, “So, this is Paranormal Branch, keeping our world safe from all the things that go bump in the night.”  He and Mike had been flown down to Washington D.C. that morning and Drew Martinson had met them at the airport.  Forty minutes later, after getting through all the security and finally entering an office on the seventh floor of this nondescript building, their tour of the place had started.
 
   Mike had been there once before but had only seen the large conference room and the VIP dining area.  He and Missy hadn’t taken the tour and had not gone to visit all the various departments.  It was quite a labyrinth and the amount of high tech equipment and monitors scattered all around was impressive.  There were close to a hundred employees all hard at work and this was only the day shift.  “P” Branch operated twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week, year round.
 
   Drew smiled at them and said, “There are quite a few things that go bump in the daytime as well, John.  That’s why we monitor all the supernaturals everywhere and try to stay on top of whatever bumps might be happening out there.”
 
   “I guess I hadn’t worried too much about all the other supernaturals.  I suppose the ones I’ve met so far have all been for truth, justice and the American way but that might not be the case for all of them.  How many are there, anyway?”  John had been trying very hard to cope with everything Mike had shared.  When he’d been invited down for this visit, which Mike had actually called Drew and insisted upon, he’d wanted to keep an open mind.  His sister had been very close mouthed about a lot of things, as he was quickly starting to see.
 
   “We know of just over a hundred active witches here in the U.S., with many more in our database who are latent.  Plus, hundreds more all around the world.  Then, there are all the Shifters, but they are a much smaller group.  For example, only thirteen werecats are known to exist today, with your sister being the only female.  There are other weres and many people who have various supernatural or paranormal abilities who aren’t a witch or a were.”  Drew studied the two of them for a moment.  “You both are here today because we made an exception to our non interference policy for Missy.  After that, one thing led to another … we’ve had no choice but to include you.  And Tracy, of course.”
 
   Mike said, “After everything Missy has been through, she knew she couldn’t keep Tracy in the dark.  I know she told Drew how “P” Branch had to accept the fact Tracy would be learning all about them.  And, she said that meant you as well, John.  Because of your bond with Tracy, actually.”  He laughed.  “You might be her brother, but that wouldn’t ever have been enough.  She doesn’t plan to tell the rest of your family.”
 
   Drew said, “Let me finish showing you around and introducing you both to the other members of my staff.  Then we can brief you on developments down in Cancun.”
 
   An hour later they gathered in the same large conference room that Mike had visited once before, joined by several “P” Branch members.  Mike had met a few of them last time, when they’d asked Missy to go do her recon job in Afghanistan during her Christmas break.  Since he’d gone with her, relaying all her mental messages, “P” Branch was greatly indebted to him as well as to Missy.
 
   After some preliminary remarks, Drew briefed everyone on the latest update concerning Robert and Millie.  “While they both are still in a coma, Marsha tells me they’ll soon be making full recoveries.  She’s basing that on what Missy is telling her; apparently, Missy gets some sort of feedback when she does her healing.  Whatever it is she does, it’s working.  Marsha just left the hospital and Missy was very upbeat, telling her maybe later today all three patients will wake up … there's an Army investigator also still in a coma who she’s been helping.”
 
   “So, things down there are going good then … maybe they’ll all be coming home soon?”  John was starting to relax; if Missy had just finished helping out over at that hospital, maybe his concern about the girls jumping into harm’s way had been groundless.
 
   “Is Missy going back to take a nice long nap now?”  Mike knew how exhausted Missy usually would get after pushing lots of her healing energy out and, especially if she was doing that for three people, she most likely needed to go into a deep sleep in order to recharge.
 
   Drew looked at the two young men and sighed.  They were not going to want to hear this next part.  “Actually, Missy told Marsha she’s finally back to normal, after being able to release most of the energy she had accumulated.  Tracy is sleeping, however.  The girls had a really big night; she’s pretty wiped.  She’s probably going to wake up later with a huge hangover but Missy has promised she’d help with that.”
 
   Marsha had laughed about the conversation she’d heard the two girls having that morning, which she’d shared with Drew when she’d called.  Tracy had complained how Missy didn’t really experience all the normal human conditions.  No colds or sicknesses, she never got hangovers or suffered any of the common ailments that everyone else did.  Nope, she didn’t even know what PMS meant.
 
   Mike asked, “What’s this about accumulating energy?  Why would Missy need to get back to normal … “
 
   John interrupted with, “Why would Tracy be wiped and maybe getting a hangover?  What exactly did you mean when you mentioned they’d had a big night?”
 
   Drew explained, “Please keep in mind this was actually Tracy’s plan.  She came up with this while they were flying down to Mexico.  The idea was to see if they could stir things up, get whoever might be paying hit men to blow up houses to come after them.  So, they went around to the clubs last night and Missy made a scene at each one, yelling for Ricardo Robeson … he’s one of the kidnappers who was killed in that house.”
 
   John couldn’t help himself but blurted, “Of all the dumb and dangerous …”
 
   Drew said, “Well, it worked.  Les is on a plane right now, bringing the guy back here.  Les already provided some valuable leads to the other investigators down there, but he won’t let them actually talk to this guy.  No, not after …”
 
   Mike said, “He’s going to join Marco in your special witness protection program, right?  I’m sure Missy told Tracy all about that.”  He looked at John, who had never heard about Marco.  “Missy got help from “P” Branch more than a year ago.  Marco knows she’s a werecat.  Obviously, this guy they’re bringing back must either know the girls are witches or else maybe that Missy can be a cat.”
 
   “His name is Jacques Arbogast and yes, he knows they’re witches now.  He’s the one who arranged for Candace to be kidnapped.  He’s been doing this for years and our investigators down there now have a lot of information they need to go check out.  White slavery and a lot more besides.  Very sophisticated.  Once we get this guy back here, we’ll learn even more, and we’ll pass that along as well.  But, we can’t let him talk about the girls to anyone else.”  Drew paused and then, as an afterthought, explained the bad news.  “Unfortunately, he couldn’t tell us where Candace is or who he’s been working for.”
 
    Mike and John could both sense there was a lot more that Drew hadn’t yet shared.  Mike asked, “Why did this plan of Tracy’s succeed?  What haven’t you told us?”
 
   “Les told us we could see it all on the internet.  We’ve downloaded several videos while you were flying down here this morning.  Evidently, Missy can draw power and energy from a crowd and … well, let’s watch a few of these and you’ll see what I mean.”


 
   
  
 

Chapter Thirteen
 
   Aug 28, 2019
 
    
 
   Sergeant First Class Vincent Chasen had been hired by Ben Marchitto, right hand man for crime boss Salvatore D’Amato, the man heading one of the five families in New York.  His job was to keep track of Missy McCrea and report on all her activities to Ben.  While Missy had been leaving Ben and Sal alone for the past nine months, they had plenty of reasons for not losing sight of her.  They hadn’t shared those reasons with Chasen; they knew she was a witch and were being very careful to keep that a secret.  No, if it became known they’d been intimidated by a witch?  That wouldn’t end well for them; witches were just too unbelievable and for them to complain about the supernatural?  Men in their positions, leading one of the largest crime organizations in the U.S.?  Nope.  Wasn’t going to happen.
 
   Like Sergeant Frele, Sergeant Chasen was a TAC-NCO at West Point and he had cultivated a close friendship with Kirk Frele in order to better monitor all of Missy’s many activities.  She played on three different varsity teams, which often played away games, sometimes with overnight stays outside the academy.  Plus, she was on their Combat Weapons Team and their Rifle Team.  More opportunities when she’d be away from the academy.  Keeping track of one female cadet had turned out to be quite a task.
 
   But, Vince had managed and Ben had been pleased with his reports, most of the time.  There had been some gaps, when she’d been away on leave or holiday, but whatever she’d been doing hadn’t affected Ben’s organization.  Then, she’d actually gone off to fight over in Afghanistan!  He still remembered the night Kirk had come over, bemoaning that news.  He had been devastated, of course, since that meant he’d just lost a lucrative job; Ben was paying him double his Army salary and if she was no longer at the academy, that surely would stop.  Kirk had passed out from drinking a lot earlier than usual that night.  He had passed out himself shortly thereafter.
 
   So, with Missy’s return to the academy, life was good once again.  Kirk was going around with renewed enthusiasm, in spite of that asshole captain he now had to work with.  Vince and Kirk were getting together to drink a few beers and talk about all the good old days, along with all the crazy stuff happening right there at the academy, on an even more frequent basis than before.  So, of course Kirk had informed Vince right away when Missy had left on emergency leave.
 
   It had taken Vince several hours to learn just where she’d gone.  Kirk had no idea but Vince had his sources all over the place, throughout the academy, which he’d cultivated just for situations like this.  Sure enough, one of them had overheard the Superintendent mention Cancun, Mexico.  Missy and Tracy both had close friends who had been in some sort of an accident down there.
 
   He’d had no success tracing how she might have travelled to Cancun, but he knew she had mysterious government friends who she’d gone off with before.  He suspected that might be why Ben Marchitto was so nervous about her, but he’d never been able to get any answers or connect all the dots.
 
   Since Cancun was definitely on his mind already, seeing the headline on the internet articles that morning had caught his eye.  First, right there at the top of the news, in large bold font, he’d seen:  “Cancan Girl in Cancun.”  There had then been multiple hits when he’d googled that, all about this mysterious redhead in the flashy silver costume who had mesmerized hundreds while dancing on top of the bar at some club.  Of course he’d clicked on the link for the video and, when he’d gotten a glimpse of the girl, he’d immediately recognized Missy.  Her incredible body and the way she moved it had mesmerized him many times before, only usually she had a lot more clothing on.
 
   He called Kirk who of course rushed right over.  By the time Kirk arrived, he’d managed to download seven different clips which had all been posted by enthusiastic onlookers inside the club that night.  Smart phones now made such excellent videos and the performance Missy had been giving was beyond amazing.  When he played these for Kirk, his friend was in total agreement.
 
   “Holy shit, Vince!  That’s her!  No doubt about it, there’s no one else who looks like her and moves like her and … wow!  Play that one again, will you?”
 
   They played them all several times and even managed to download a few more.  Since it was middle of the day, they didn’t open any beers but they made plans to do that later that night.  Then, when Kirk got up to go, he stopped and stared at Vince.
 
   “What’s gonna happen when folks back here at the academy see this?  Just think what Captain Bonomo will say!  I mean … how the hell is she gonna live that down?  Conduct unbecoming a cadet here at West Point?  Missy’s little misadventure right there is maybe gonna be the end of her career!”
 
   -----
 
   Oliver sat there with the four women, definitely feeling odd man out.  Marsha was explaining how Jacques Arbogast had been flown back to the U.S., pleading for witness protection and unwilling to provide any further info until he was safely tucked away where his mysterious unknown boss, reputedly more vicious than Satan himself, could never find him.
 
   Susan was still trying to understand why Jacques had come forward and how Les had been the one to find him.  She had finally had a chance earlier that day to catch up with Missy and learn all about the wonderful relationship which had evolved over the past four years between Missy and Robert.  She hadn’t known how Robert had continued staying in touch with Missy and her family and had been very impressed.  Oh, and what a coincidence Missy’s roommate just happened to be so close a friend with one of the psychics Robert had brought down.  And, how convenient when Les and Marsha had offered to fly both Missy and Tracy to Mexico.
 
   Marsha explained, “The organization Les and I work for has some very unique resources, Susan, but those are highly classified, I’m afraid.  Locating Jacques and getting him to roll over on his entire organization actually involved some of those resources.  General Blake is cleared to know everything, of course, and I’m sure he’s probably calling Colonel Armentrout … there are certain aspects of our operation down here and the resources we used which must remain secret.  I’m sure you understand.”
 
   Oliver smiled to himself as he listened to Marsha.  Missy and Tracy -- two very unique resources indeed -- were pretending they’d been mostly relaxing at the hotel or visiting over at the hospital after a “quiet” night.  Yeah, right.  Thank goodness Missy had done her sparkly eyes thing and cured his hangover when he’d gotten up earlier.  They’d all managed to avoid Caleb and his merry men and he was definitely on the lookout for Tammy-Sue.  He did not want to see her again.  Those false ID’s they’d all used last night had certainly come in handy.  Those, and the suite Marsha had them hiding in right now for this meeting.  Yea, “P” Branch.
 
   In addition to the conference room over at the hospital, there was a suite over at the Marriott being used by the CAT members.  Now that things at the hospital had settled down, Colonel Armentrout had returned back to the hotel suite with most of the team.  Les had provided them with all the initial information obtained from Jacques Arbogast and the colonel had his hands full running down all the leads.  Since all the crimes and criminals were in Mexico, he was working closely with the Mexican authorities.
 
   Susan had visited Brad Paulaitis at the hospital and he was due to be released in the next day or so.  They had been focused on dealing with the loss of their comrade Sante Teixeira as well as with checking on Robert.  Since none of the information obtained from Jacques was helping actually locate Candace and because Mexico was outside FBI jurisdiction, they weren’t getting very involved in any of the activities the colonel had his CAT team members now doing.  Obviously, if anything new turned up about where Candace might be, the FBI would take immediate action but, at the moment, they were merely making arrangements for going back to the U.S.
 
   Susan said, “Okay, Marsha, I guess I can at least be happy the man behind our being blown up is now in custody.  I’ll leave it to Colonel Armentrout to track down the hit man he hired and dig into the rest of this white slavery operation you’re telling me was being run down here.  And, thanks again for taking over with our two psychics.”  Les and Marsha had agreed to take care of Millie along with Oliver.  Robert, who had brought them down to Mexico, was obviously unable to do that.
 
   Susan smiled at Oliver and said, “It’s been nice meeting you and Millie … I can’t say I understand how you were able to find that house, but you were definitely correct about that.”  After also saying goodbye to Missy and Tracy, she got up to leave.  Then, as an afterthought, she said, “Oh, by the way … I don’t know if you heard this yet.  Robert’s ex-wife Constance is arriving soon.  She’ll be staying here at this hotel, in Robert’s room.  I’ve already packed up and removed all of his things for him, so the room is empty and available.  The FBI is paying for everything, of course.  We do take care of our own.”
 
   Missy was very surprised.  She had talked to Robert a couple of times about his former wife.  She knew Constance had never remarried but Robert had said she’d moved on.  It had now been thirteen years since their divorce but they’d been married for fifteen years.  Evidently, she cared enough to fly down and visit him now that he’d been badly injured.  Supposedly, she had never been happy with what Robert had become and how the job had changed him over the years.  They had not had any children and Robert had told Missy he often wondered if that might have made a difference.
 
   The kidnapping cases Robert had worked had usually involved either high ransom demands or else the kidnapper had abducted the person for sex.  Then, whether the victim was murdered, released, continued being held or disappeared would depend on all sorts of things, and these cases were always difficult.  Robert had said how it definitely had affected him and ruined his marriage, working those kidnappings, but he also knew it was important for someone with his background and experience to be the one taking the lead in order to give the victims their best chance for rescue.
 
   Missy explained all that to the others as soon as Susan had left.  Then she asked Marsha to clarify what she’d been telling Susan concerning General Blake making some calls down there.
 
   Marsha laughed and said, “You’ve been too busy, what with bringing Jacques out to our jet at the airport, briefing Les and myself, and then our stopping at the hospital so you could do more healing.  So, you don’t know how your dancing last night has now gone viral, all over the internet.”  After dropping Missy and Marsha at the hospital, the limo driver had brought Tracy back to the hotel.  It had been during that limo ride that Marsha had overheard the bantering between the girls and Tracy’s comment how Missy didn’t get hangovers and had never experienced PMS.
 
   Oliver had been in his room after dumping Tammy-Sue but hadn’t gone to sleep until after getting a call from Les.  Tracy had slept but, like Oliver, she had indeed needed Missy’s help with her hangover when she’d finally awakened.  Missy, however, had not slept and was still going, going, going … once again, she’d been zapped with so much energy she’d been afraid she’d burst.  She’d told Marsha she was finally feeling back to normal after pushing lots of her energy into the three coma patients, but she was still not feeling ready to take a nap.
 
   Marsha had brought some normal clothes along for the girls to change into when she and Les had driven out to the airport.  Otherwise, Missy’s silver costume would probably have caused a few heart attacks had she worn it to the hospital, which they’d all joked about.  She was still wearing her silver dollars, however; these were dangling from her ears and her naval although the latter was hidden under her blouse.
 
   As Missy reflected on Marsha’s info, she giggled and said, “I suppose my dancing at that last place did get a little carried away.  But, there were so many people there and the energy I was able to pull from them …”  She looked at Tracy and Oliver and said, “I’m guessing it’s a witch thing, right?  Power of three or something, maybe, with the three us supernaturals being there?”
 
   Tracy burst out laughing and said, “You need to thank Marsha … she got you those earrings and that bauble for your belly button.”  Looking at Marsha, she said, “Those were absolutely perfect, just as I’d specified … how did you ever find anyone down here who could make them so quickly?”
 
   Marsha said, “Are you kidding?  Mexico is famous for all the silver jewelry it has.  The second place I called told me to come right over, no problem, as long as I had the silver dollars.  And, finding those three coins was not difficult.  Plenty of coin shops down here as well.  I’m glad they worked the way you wanted.”
 
   Missy stared at the two of them, completely at a loss, and then looked at Oliver.  When he realized she was really in the dark, he too burst into laughter.  Looking at Tracy, he said, “She doesn’t know?  Really?  But …”  He left his question hanging there and just kept laughing.
 
   Tracy said, “Well, she understands about the power of three.  But, Missy has never been part of any coven … she only found out she’s a witch last year.  I thought she might need a little something extra.  Of course, when she leaped up twenty feet onto that rope and climbed up into the rafters?  Yeah, that’s when I realized she was really channeling lots and lots of extra energy, all right!”
 
   “Hey, you guys better clue me in right now!”  Missy wasn’t happy about not knowing things, especially when those things might affect her ability to control herself.
 
   Oliver explained, “Well, you’re an earth witch.  And, silver is the supernatural element … that’s why there’s so much folk lore about it.  You know … silver bullets for killing a werewolf and everything.”
 
   Still confused, Missy said, “But that’s not actually true.  At least, not for werecats.  I don’t have any allergy to silver …”  Then, after further processing his comment about silver being a supernatural element and realizing how her body was now pierced in three places with silver, it finally dawned on her.  “Holy crap, you mean this jewelry was helping me channel energy from all those people?  Is that why I’ve been like a rooster on steroids and Viagra?  You guys had me up there, doing the dance of the nimble foot fairy, getting more and more worked up?  Why, I might have OD’d on all that energy!”
 
   -----
 
   General Blake had been briefed by Drew Martinson and wasted no time getting on the phone, calling Colonel Armentrout.  As it turned out, he wasn’t quite quick enough; the colonel had already seen several of the videos out on the internet.  With so much attention being drawn to the name Ricardo Robeson, it hadn’t taken long before someone on his staff had alerted him to the mysterious Cancun Cancan Girl who had attracted all that attention.
 
   “Colonel, I need you to explain to your entire staff how they must ignore anything associated with those videos.  This is actually a matter of national security.  As you know, we now have Jacques Arbogast … all I can say about that is the performance on those videos led directly to our getting him.”
 
   The colonel had recognized Missy right away, of course, but when he tried to ask about her, saying how she’d been presented to him as a close personal friend of the general, something which he of course now doubted after seeing such a shocking exhibition, the general had been very quick to cut him off.
 
   “I just told you this is a matter of national security, colonel.  You are to forget all about the girl on that video, understood?”
 
   “But sir, this girl is supposedly a cadet at West Point.  Surely you can’t condone what …”
 
   “Colonel, are you saying you can personally identify the girl on that video, beyond any doubt?  And, you suspect she might be my friend Missy McCrea, who I consider to be one of our academy’s finest cadets?”
 
   “Well, general, the girl is very distinctive.  And, of course, she knew about Ricardo …”
 
   “Well, I’ve seen some of those videos, colonel.  And, as I explained, that performance was very helpful.  As for Missy McCrea … are you aware she just returned to the academy from convalescent leave after being wounded in Afghanistan?”
 
   “Wounded?  Ah, no sir.  No one mentioned that.”
 
   “On July 27th, just one month ago, she was fighting with one of our A-Teams during that Campaign Angel’s Wing.  After being shot in the abdomen, she crawled out under continuing enemy fire and pulled two of her teammates to safety.  She was shot twice more in the shoulder while doing this.  Now, unless you believe in supernatural soldiers, you’d have to agree it’s not possible for someone who was carted off the battlefield with injuries like those to be dancing up there four weeks later like the girl in those videos.  You don’t believe in supernatural soldiers now, do you, colonel?”
 
   And so it was that all CAT members were instructed by the colonel in very clear, strong language.  No one should attempt making anything whatsoever out of the many videos.  Those were all to be ignored.  And, there certainly would be no confusion created by making any comparisons to the redheaded young lady who was visiting Robert Ulrey.  The media hadn’t managed to identify the mystery Cancan girl and besides, the whole performance was actually some sort of a highly secret thing.  Just be glad they now had all those important leads to follow which were resulting in some very important arrests.
 
   It seemed once the word got out how their former leader Jacques was not in any position to either protect them or to exact any revenge for their talking to the authorities, all his many employees quickly started to trade their testimonies for reduced sentences, while naming all their fellow employees.  All sorts of hard evidence began quickly appearing as one individual after another decided to betray those higher, and thus much guiltier, in the Arbogast organization.
 
   It would take months, of course, to completely run down all the leads and unravel all the many mysteries, identifying what had actually happened to all those girls who had vanished over the years.  Many, of course, would never be found since there was no information available on where the pipeline which began in Cancun might have ended up.  The Middle East was strongly suspected but was, unfortunately, a very big place.
 
   On the positive side, the man who had placed the explosives and remotely triggered the explosion killing the three U.S. investigators along with the two kidnappers was arrested.  Jacques had named him, of course, and it hadn’t been difficult to then connect him to the crime since he still had plenty of incriminating items in his possession, including the cell phone he’d used.
 
   The only negative would be how, in spite of all the precautions, cadet Missy McCrea was still somehow identified as the infamous Cancun Cancan Girl by one of the Homeland Security CAT members to the man back in the home office in Washington who was Pablo Esteban’s contact.  He, of course, began researching what other information might be available on the internet concerning this girl.  As it turned out, there actually was quite a bit of information about her and he in due time shared all of it with Pablo and Manuel Rodriguez.


 
   
  
 

Chapter Fourteen
 
   Aug 28, 2019
 
    
 
   Candace had once again boarded a plane, only it had not been a commercial aircraft this time but some sort of small military aircraft.  Now, three hours later, as she descended the steps to the airfield at their new location, all she knew was her new captors really hated her.  It had been dark when they’d taken off and it was even darker out here where they’d landed, at some remote location.  Everyone had been manhandling her, roughly pushing her this way and that, grunting and gesturing with little regard for whether she understood what they wanted.
 
   They just didn’t care what she might be thinking or feeling; she was merely a hostage of some sort and one from the West.  She was from the U.S. and they hated all Westerners who, of course, were infidels.  Worse, she had white skin and blond hair and was obviously a harlot; an abomination.  But, they had some sort of purpose in mind for her and had dragged her around, bringing her out to this godforsaken place, wherever it was.  When a jeep pulled up, they made her climb into the back seat and then off they went.
 
   After an uncomfortable ride over unpaved roads that were rough with many bumps and potholes, the vehicle finally stopped and they had her climb out.  Two more vehicles also stopped and several men all got out and joined them.  There was no interpreter along and they spoke to her in words she didn’t understand, but from the way they pointed, she knew where they wanted her to go.  Since they were using rifles to do the pointing, she went where they wanted.  They obviously didn’t need the rifles to force her to do things and they weren’t protecting her from harm.  No, they clearly were guards responsible for preventing anyone else from possibly rescuing her.
 
   It was their obvious hatred that made her realize they must be planning on using her for something political.  Since they must have purchased her from whatever group Sinbad had worked for, which of course had her identification documents from the purse she’d had with her when kidnapped, that meant they probably knew who her uncle was.  And, since Uncle Paul was an important general, they either planned on killing her in some very public way to make a statement or else possibly they might want to trade her for some political goal.  Maybe a prisoner exchange.  There had been instances in the past when the U.S. government had agreed to free Taliban prisoners and other political detainees.
 
   For the first time, she began to consider suicide.  She wanted to deny these bastards any opportunity to further their cause by using her.  Not after her Dad had died fighting such people and their evil causes.  They were terrorists.  She grew determined to find some way so his sacrifice would not have been in vain.  They hadn’t offered her any food or water yet and she began debating whether she wanted nourishment in order to be strong or maybe instead she should refuse to eat and starve herself to death.
 
   But, even as all these thoughts went through her mind, she realized they wouldn’t allow her to starve; she knew if they indeed had paid money in order to use her for anything political, they’d merely force feed her if need be.  As she grew more frustrated she also grew more angry.  Angry at them.  She stopped walking, reached up to where that fucking scarf was wrapped around her head and yanked it off.  Fuck them.
 
   When one of her guards immediately jabbed the end of his rifle at her she grabbed it and brought it up to her mouth.  Staring into his eyes she placed the muzzle into her mouth, clearly daring the bastard to blow her brains out.  Things got real exciting after that with a lot of yelling.  The rifle was yanked back and several men grabbed her with their hands, pushing her to the ground.  As they continued to yell both at her and at one another, she began laughing and then started yelling.
 
   “Kill me, kill me, you fuckers!  See if I care!  Go fuck yourselves, you bastards!”  Before she could say much else, someone clubbed her on the back of the head.  That didn’t knock her out but hurt like hell and she wasn’t able to continue screaming.  Obviously, no one had any needle to inject her with so they’d used the butt of someone’s rifle to shut her up.  While she lay there, tears streaming down from her eyes, the ruckus all around her escalated.  A shot was fired and a body dropped to the ground.
 
   Then, things got quiet.  Evidently, the man who had clubbed her had acted without permission and they’d killed him.  Of course, now they were all really pissed off but she didn’t care.  She was pissed off as well and refused to grovel there before them.  She slowly stood back up and two men grabbed her arms, preventing her from doing anything else.  After more yelling, none of which she understood, they began dragging her forward.  Well, she’d made her statement.  But, her head now really hurt like hell.
 
   Twenty minutes later they pushed her into a room and closed the door.  She hadn’t even noticed when they’d entered the building.  She dropped to the floor and pulled her knees up, assuming a fetal position without even realizing it.  Her heart was pounding and the throbbing ache in her head distracted her from thinking about anything else.  Fortunately, her body took over and she succumbed to sleep after perhaps a half hour or so, which finally provided her with some relief from all her misery.
 
   -----
 
   Missy had removed her silver jewelry but still had not slept.  She felt “wired” and wanted to go back to the hospital again.  She wanted to push out all her remaining energy, return to her room at the hotel, Shift to her cat form and then at last maybe get some sleep.  Meanwhile, of course, she had been devouring steak dinners one after another, like she might never eat again.  Marsha was keeping her company and these meals had all been delivered up to the suite they’d been using.
 
   Tracy and Oliver had left not that long after Susan had departed, claiming they wanted to check in with Colonel Armentrout to ask what the latest developments might be.  Since they both were only there as friends of Millie and not as investigators, they knew they might not be given all that much information but, Oliver had been one of the victims in that explosion, so their making inquiries wasn’t completely out of order.  Besides, they had to give Missy some space.
 
   When Missy and Marsha arrived at the hospital sometime later, the news was good.  The Army intelligence investigator had awakened from his coma and was now sitting up and recovering well.  He wouldn’t need any more help from Missy and they went next to check on Millie.  Although she was still in a coma, her doctor was very excited about something.  He’d been having an animated conversation with two others just outside her room when they walked up.  Since Marsha didn’t know Spanish at all and Missy’s command of the language was rather limited … they were all talking much too rapidly for her to follow along, in spite of her years in school studying Spanish … neither Marsha or Missy knew what was going on.
 
   Marsha said, “Doctor, please … what is it?  Is there some problem with Millie?  Is Mrs. Pratt okay?”
 
   The doctor looked at the two of them and said, in English, “No, no problem.  But, we have a bit of a mystery here.”
 
   “Does this affect Mrs. Pratt?”
 
   “Well, we received her medical records from the U.S.  But, we’ve just looked at the results from the MRI we performed on her this morning.  You see, according to her records, she has a cancerous tumor.  She was stage four.  We had noted that tumor on the MRI we performed the morning she was brought in here.”
 
   Missy said, “Oh, that’s such a shame!  We really had no idea about her illness.  Did she know?”
 
   The doctor looked at her and nodded, “Yes, according to her file, she was told several weeks ago.  The tumor wasn’t considered operable and she refused any chemo or radiation.”
 
   Marsha asked, “Was today’s MRI so you could check on this tumor?”
 
   “Well, we first had performed a CAT scan, we wanted to … but, that doesn’t matter.  You see, it’s gone.  That’s what I’ve been discussing with my staff.  Her tumor has disappeared.  We did the MRI when the CAT scan showed nothing and the MRI confirms it.  We don’t have any explanation for this.  But, all we see now are healthy tissues and organs.”
 
   A nurse came up just then from the nurse’s station and announced, “Our monitor is showing activity.  I think our patient may be waking up.”  She continued past them and went into Millie’s room.  The doctor and his associates followed closely after the nurse and then Missy and Marsha went in.  Sure enough, Millie was looking around the room.  At first, she seemed a bit concerned at seeing so many strange faces all around her but then she spotted Missy.
 
   “Missy McCrea!  What are you doing here?  Why aren’t you at the academy?”  Millie looked around and as her recollection of having been out at a house with several others came back, she asked, “Was there an explosion?  Was anyone hurt?  Where’s Oliver …”
 
   Missy said, “Oliver is just fine, Millie.  And Robert is here also.  He’s going to be okay, don’t worry about a thing.”  She looked at the doctor who was now trying to check things on the various monitors and obviously wanted to speak with Millie as well.  But, he could see how helpful it was for his patient to have someone familiar there and he didn’t want to interfere with Missy.  He nodded back for her to continue talking.
 
   Missy approached so Millie could see her better and smiled.  “There was a big explosion out at that house.  Two days ago.  But, you’re going to pull through … you’re in a hospital here in Mexico and they’re taking good care of you.”
 
   Millie said, “Oliver and Robert are really all right?  I remember the loud noise but after that, nothing.”  Her face showed a very concerned expression and the monitors began beeping at a faster pace.
 
   Missy came even closer and took one of Millie’s hands in hers.  “Look into my eyes, Millie … let’s try not to talk too much … you need to get better.”  She began pushing her healing energy out and her eyes were sparkling, but only Millie could see them.  Millie realized what was happening and as she stared into Missy’s eyes, she smiled a huge smile.  As she relaxed the beeping slowed down and the doctor looked at his associates and the nurse with a pleased expression.
 
   Missy kept pushing her energy into Millie but managed to keep the others from noticing.  Marsha was aware, of course, and actually moved around in order to distract people from what was happening.  After two minutes, Missy let go of Millie’s hand and looked over at the doctor.  Her eyes were now mostly green with only a few yellow and gold speckles which went unnoticed since the doctor was focused on Millie.
 
   “I’ll come back again tomorrow, Millie.  We’ll have a real visit then.  I think your doctor wants to have a word with you and, you know … check on everything.”  Missy smiled and moved towards the door with Marsha right behind her.  Then they walked out and left Millie in the doctor’s capable care.
 
   Once they were well away from Millie’s room and no one else was nearby, Marsha said, “Missy, you cured her cancer!  Her tumor is gone.”
 
   Missy shrugged.  “Hey, I don’t have any owner’s manual for what I do.  My energy causes regeneration and I was able to feel that happening.  I guess it will fix diseased places as well as injured ones.  Learn something new every day.”
 
   Marsha laughed and said, “Today it was two somethings you learned, right?  You had no idea about silver being a supernatural element and how it could affect you.  I confess we hadn’t learned about that at “P” Branch either.  All your fellow witches have been keeping lots of secrets for centuries.”
 
   “Yeah, well … there are a couple of fellow witches who might just regret being so secretive.  I’m still plotting my revenge.  I can probably let Oliver slide, though.  It looked like he maybe didn’t realize I was ignorant about silver.  But Tracy?”  Missy giggled.  “There will be payback for my roommate.  You can be quite sure of that!  Let’s go check on Robert.”
 
   When they arrived outside Robert’s room, it was obvious he also had come out of his coma.  His door was open and there was a woman sitting on a chair next to his bed, talking to him.  When they walked in, she stood up and looked at them with raised eyebrows.  Missy was struck by how lovely Constance was, much prettier than the photos she’d seen on Robert’s desk; everything about her just seemed so elegant and refined.  Her manner was very impressive even before she spoke.
 
   “Hello, I’m Connie Ulrey … and, I recognize you Missy McCrea.  The girl who disappeared from soccer camp six years ago.”  Connie smiled and the warmth in her smile radiated all the way to her eyes.  She was genuinely pleased to meet them.  “I do follow all my ex-husband’s cases.  My, you have grown up to be a very beautiful young lady.  I understand you’re attending West Point.”
 
   Missy introduced Marsha and then glanced over at Robert.  He was wide awake and looked very happy.  She went over and hugged him tight.  There were tears in her eyes when she let him go and backed away.  “Hey!  They gave me a couple days off from school so I could come to Mexico … Marsha has me at this really ritzy resort but you already know about how ritzy it is since that’s where you were staying.  I …”  She had to stop and her voice broke.  Suddenly, the tears were streaming down her face, which was indeed a rare moment for her since she rarely allowed her emotions to overwhelm her so much.  But, Robert was someone really special, like another father to her and she simply couldn’t help the way her feelings now just took over.
 
   Connie was very moved to see how much Missy obviously cared about Robert.  She looked at Marsha who had just introduced herself as some sort of co-worker, although not from the FBI.  “You arrived at a good time.  The doctors just left, right before you got here.  He’s been awake for about a half hour now.”
 
   Robert was also very moved by how Missy was behaving.  He looked at Marsha and said, “I can’t thank you enough for bringing Missy down here.  I’m sure Drew had something to do with that as well.  Is Les down here with you also?”
 
   Marsha said, “He was.  And, he’ll be returning either tonight or tomorrow morning.  He had to bring someone back to Washington.  But, we can talk all about that later.  Have they told you what happened yet?  About the explosion?”
 
   Robert nodded.  “Yes, and I understand we lost three men.  But, at least Oliver and Susan managed being okay.  I understand Millie is in a coma …”
 
   “We just came from her room.  She’s awake now.  Like you, she’s going to make a full recovery.”  Marsha looked at Missy with a meaningful glance.
 
   Robert fully understood what Marsha’s glance at Missy was saying.  He looked at her and shook his head from side to side with a rueful smile on his face.  Missy looked at Connie and said, “I’m going to just sit here and stare at this man.  He really gave us all such a scare!”  With that, she plopped herself on the bed, grabbed one of Robert’s hands and began pushing her healing energy out at him, her eyes ablaze and suddenly glowing brightly.
 
   Marsha was able to actually feel the energy in the room and began conversing with Connie, again to cause some distraction from what Missy was doing.  Although Connie listened to Marsha chatting away about how her agency worked with the FBI on certain cases and that’s how she and her husband knew Robert, it was obvious Connie was also feeling the energy in the room.  But, she wasn’t quite sure just what she was experiencing and before she had the chance to become concerned, Missy stopped.
 
   After staying just a little longer, Marsha and Missy said their goodbyes, leaving Robert with his ex-wife Connie.  After they left, Missy reflected on how Connie had seemed with Robert; she was apparently going to stay right there at his side.  Turning to Marsha, she said, “You know when I told you earlier … how I said Robert told me Connie had moved on?  I think he was wrong.  She never moved on.  She moved out, maybe.  But, she still loves him.  It will be very interesting to see what happens next.”


 
   
  
 

Chapter Fifteen
 
   Aug 29, 2019
 
    
 
   Mike and John had no sooner arrived at “P” Branch when they were told to get right over to the large conference room.  Something was happening and it was obvious there was a lot of tension with several staff members all scrambling.  They had enjoyed a leisurely breakfast at the same luxurious hotel Mike had stayed at with Missy during his last visit there and, as during that visit, “P” Branch was paying all expenses.
 
   They’d not had any reason to rush and, having not checked into the hotel until late the night before, they had taken their time that morning.  With the arrival of Jacques Arbogast at “P” Branch, everyone there had been very busy and the previous day had stretched out long into the evening.
 
   As soon as they walked into the conference room, which was now filled and standing room only, they noticed the large monitor was displaying what appeared to be a TV broadcast showing a recent news bulletin.  It actually was replaying the broadcast which had gone out only a half hour earlier while they’d been en route from their hotel.  That broadcast had been a replay of a live video feed from an Islamic militant group calling itself the Worldwide Islamic Jihad Organization.  They had paraded out Candace Axtell, very bedraggled looking with her hands tied behind her back, forced her to kneel there before them and were promising to publicly behead her in three days if their demands were not met.
 
   The Worldwide Islamic Jihad Organization, or WIJO, was a terrorist group comprised of former Al Qaeda and Taliban extremists from Afghanistan and Pakistan.  Like the Islamic State of Iraq and Syria, or ISIS, they followed an extreme anti-Western interpretation of Islam which promoted violence against all infidels.  The recent victory by the Afghan government during what the U.S. was calling Campaign Angel’s Wing had been a big setback, with many WIJO key leaders among the four hundred POW’s which had been captured.
 
   What WIJO was demanding now was the release of forty detainees, after which the American girl would be allowed to live.  Thirty of those detainees were amongst the recent POW’s while the other ten had been prisoners for several years.  While it had not been promised an actual trade was possible, the news analysts had all assumed Candace would be returned if the demands were met.  Those same analysts had also agreed that, based on past history, Candace would indeed be publicly executed if the three day deadline was not met.
 
   In stark contrast to the video revealing how poor Candace appeared today, the TV stations were all showing various still photos of Candace which they’d been running since the story had first broken of her disappearance in Cancun.  The girl in those photos was a strikingly beautiful girl who could easily grace the cover of any glamour magazine.  The girl in the WIJO video was barely recognizable, with her face bruised and dirty, her hair in disarray and her body from the neck down cloaked by an austere black abaya garment.  Missing was the dazzling smile being shown in all the photos; she had a gag in her mouth.  But her deep blue eyes were the same; and, those clearly showed defiance.
 
   While the newscasters all had lots of things to say, decrying the horrible treatment Candace was obviously getting and debating whether the U.S. government would comply with these ridiculous demands or if, as had happened before on more than one occasion, yet another atrocity was about to be performed, there was no additional information really available.
 
   The video had been filmed somewhere outdoors, late in the day over there which, due to the time difference, was now morning in the U.S.  There hadn’t been a lot of scenery being shown, but the terrain had appeared rocky and hilly.  It was assumed the location was somewhere in Afghanistan, Pakistan or another of the neighboring countries over there in the Mid-East.  Of course, as the newsmen were quick to point out, finding and rescuing Candace prior to the three day deadline would clearly be an impossible task.
 
   The media were now rushing to get statements from Candace’s family.  General Blake had issued a request for them to be left alone but this was all very big news and he was being ignored.  Fortunately, he had anticipated things and there were several private bodyguards already stationed at Candace’s home, preventing any access to her mother or sister; they, of course, were both staying home behind closed doors.
 
   When Drew noticed Mike and John, he came over to them and said, “I just got off the phone with Les.  He got back to Cancun late last night and Marsha had to roust him out of bed for this.  He’s alerting the pilot to get back out to the airfield and file his flight plan.  Your girls and that Oliver Bessom will be going to Kabul.  Hopefully, by the time they arrive over there, we’ll have worked out some plans for dealing with this.”
 
   John asked, “Why Kabul?”  He had quickly accepted the fact Tracy would do all she could to try and save Candace.  As, of course, would Missy.  Yeah, the girls wouldn’t rest if there was any possible way they could help.  He and Mike had had several long discussions and they both knew that’s just the way it would always be.  Bond with a witch?  Be in the supernatural fast lane forever afterwards.
 
   Drew said, “That WIJO group may have made a mistake, filming that video outdoors.  Had it been inside, our experts wouldn’t have anything to go on.  But, outside, feeding it in real time like that?  We can probably triangulate to within a hundred mile radius, based on the position of the sun and the time.  And, Kabul not only has resources that might be needed but will likely be within a short distance from wherever that circle might be.”
 
   Mike asked, “Can this Oliver guy get some idea of where Candace might be within that two hundred mile circle?  I only know a little about what Millie was able to do …”
 
   “We hope so.  According to some of the members on my staff who have monitored the finder witches we know about and seen what they’ve done in the past?  If the witch has power like Millie and has a good enough object, one that has meaning to the victim and contains the victim’s energy, he or she can actually sense the missing person up to maybe a hundred miles away.  Two hundred miles is maybe too far, but perhaps we’ll get lucky.”
 
   -----
 
   General Blake looked around the room.  Once again, the audience included top officials from the military, Homeland Security, the FBI and CIA, both houses of Congress, and high ranking cabinet members from the White House.  These were the same individuals whom he had been meeting with for the past several months to review reports and ultimately approve the Campaign Angel’s Wing strategy which his staff had pulled together for him.  When the Defense Secretary had then obtained approval from the President, CAW had been a go.
 
   He had asked for this same group to assemble today since they all knew about the existence of supernaturals.  They had approved using “P” Branch’s “asset” for CAW, although only a few had actually learned of Missy’s identity or even known just what sort of supernatural asset she was.  Now, he wanted to explain that supernatural assets were trying to find his niece.
 
   He had met earlier with other agencies, both military and civilian, and the turmoil created by this demand for forty detainees to be released was overwhelming.  These prisoners were terrorists and in spite of all the sympathy he’d been getting from everyone, there just wasn’t going to be any agreement for any of these terrorists to be set free.  There had been a lot of rhetoric about reprisals and so forth, all to supposedly avoid any group ever daring to kidnap Americans or threaten American lives in the future, but none of that would save his niece.
 
   Everyone had heard all this many times before and, in spite of what the U.S. had threatened, his niece was now over there with her head literally on the chopping block.  He wasn’t here now to ask this group for permission to use supernaturals.  He was merely telling them what was going on.  He looked over at Drew who had agreed to explain things.
 
   Drew stood and thanked everyone for being there on such short notice.  An awful lot of important work had all been shuffled to one side in order for that to happen and, speaking for General Blake as well as for “P” Branch, he told them it was greatly appreciated.  Then he continued with the real purpose of the meeting.  “You all know what we’re facing here, with yet again an American life being at great risk.  But, I’m not here to ask for any negotiations with terrorists.  I’m here to tell you we have sent three witches to the Mid-East.  Three supernaturals having some very great and special powers.  They should arrive there in about twelve hours.  One of these witches is what we call a finder witch.  This finder witch may be able to locate where Candace Axtell is being held.”
 
   “Is this the same witch, the so-called supernatural asset you told us all about during Campaign Angel’s Wing?” asked Ted Hanson, Deputy Secretary of State.  “Hell, we named the damn campaign for your guy, right?  I know you said he wasn’t really an angel of death, but … well, we all know your man could do black magic or some such thing, because …”
 
   “Ted, I’ve told you that asset was not an angel of death.  Now I’m telling you there’s no black magic being performed.  In answer to your question … no, the finder witch is not the same asset who helped us before.  However, that asset is one of the three witches we’ve sent.  Yes.”
 
   The Defense Secretary said, “Look, I know who that asset really is.  General Blake actually met with that person, one of our soldiers, and included using that soldier in his plan for CAW.  And, that soldier made a difference, a huge difference, as you are all very well aware.  And, did so without there being any hint the U.S. was using supernatural soldiers.”
 
   Charles Winword from the CIA added, “Yes, I also know who that asset is.  I was allowed to review the soldier’s file.  As I was for CAW, I’m in full support of this.  I like that we’re sending witches to find Candace Axtell.  I also fully support giving these witches any assistance they may need over there.  I assume that’s why General Blake has asked us here, right, Paul?”
 
   “Yes.  And, thank you.”  General Blake looked around the room at the others and then back at Ted Hanson.  “These witches aren’t going to start World War Three or reveal to the world that the U.S. is doing anything supernatural.  But, I do have helicopters and troops over there standing by.  They’ll go wherever they need to go in order to bring my niece out.  With the way these WIJO terrorists are acting, I don’t anticipate any backlash from any country out there about our doing this.”
 
   Ted Hanson said, “Hey, don’t get me wrong.  I’m all for this, as long as any involvement by our helicopters and troops is perceived as merely a rescue effort?  That can’t be a problem.  And, if your witches can kick some ass?  Without the rest of the world knowing all the details?  More power to them!”
 
    On that note, the Defense Secretary and General Blake ended the meeting.  It was agreed they’d reconvene if events evolved that it became necessary.  On the whole, however, everyone was hoping those witches might indeed kick some ass and somehow avoid the whole world having to watch poor Candace being decapitated.
 
   -----
 
   Oliver looked around the jet once again.  He still was trying to get used to being a part of all this and was amazed at what this “P” Branch agency was capable of making happen.  He’d barely been able to say yes when off they’d gone, checking out of the hotel and rushing onto this plane, all before he’d had any chance to change his mind.  As he looked around at the plush interior of the aircraft, he was not having any second thoughts however.  No, he wanted to help find Candace and he knew he might be her best chance.  Maybe her only chance.
 
   He didn’t know what they’d do once they found her, but Missy and Tracy had really impressed him so far.  From the comments he’d heard Les and Marsha make, they were totally convinced the two girls could storm any castle, fight any demons and somehow save the day.  Missy had cracked him up, grumbling how she wasn’t going to worry about making any plans.  She’d let Traaacy make the plans since Traaacy was such a great planner and had done such a wonnnderful job in Cancun.
 
   Then, in spite of her actually having managed to get some sleep during the night?  Again, in her cat form, so she was pretty much back to normal?  She’d insisted on getting more “cat time” on this flight.  She hadn’t even bothered to leave the cabin but had merely insisted that he and Les close their eyes while she undressed.  He did and a minute later there was a big energy pulse.  Not only had he felt that but he’d also been able to tell there’d been a shimmer of light out there, even though his eyes had been shut.  When he’d opened them, there she was.  Strutting about the cabin, purring in her cat form and acting really obnoxiously towards Tracy, who was in hysterics, laughing.  Missy the mountain lion.  Wow!
 
   He knew she could actually understand everything that was going on and being said … her green-yellow eyes were basically the same as before and were not missing a thing that was going on.  Nonetheless, it took some getting used to for him to have her right there, prowling around.  She was such a magnificent looking animal, too!
 
   “Hey, Oliver!  I’m calling it, before anyone else gets the chance.  If she-who-won’t-be-named should happen to require any kitty litter, that’s for someone else to take care of.  Okay?”  Tracy was looking for ways to poke fun at Missy, who was working very hard at being impossible.  “And, you’ve seen how this wild animal likes to eat, right?  Huge quantities of red meat.  And, you know what they say … what goes in …”
 
   Missy chuffed and somehow managed to work her long tail into position so she was then able to slowly drag it all across Tracy’s throat.  When she then began tickling Tracy’s ear with the tip of her tail, Marsha started laughing so much and so hard he wasn’t quite sure she was really okay.  He looked over at Les who was shaking his head, grinning at the rest of them.
 
   Fortunately, about a half hour later, Missy actually stretched out across one of the large fold down seats -- all the seats were similar to those in business class on commercial airlines -- extended the claws on one of her paws to activate the mechanism and make the seat recline and then she curled up into a ball and went to sleep.  Everyone soon ignored her and she stayed asleep for most of the way over.  Oliver managed to catch a bit of a nap as well, as did the others.  They all knew once they arrived in Kabul, they needed to hit the ground running and they might not get a chance for much sleep after that.
 
   Les did check in with Drew every few hours using the satellite phone.  “P” Branch was hard at work, both with their experts examining the WIJO video so they could pinpoint a location and with coordinating things with the Army folks in Kabul for when they arrived.  Missy’s A-Team would be there, which was definitely going to help.  General Blake had made some calls as well, of course, and whatever assistance might be needed in the search for Candace, they would be getting it.


 
   
  
 

Chapter Sixteen
 
   Aug 30, 2019
 
    
 
   Captain Bonomo had done his research.  He’d read the academy’s file on Cadet Missy McCrea and then had checked further.  When he’d googled her, on a whim, he’d been surprised at how many hits he’d gotten.  And, he’d been even more surprised when he’d read all that was out there on the internet, going back more than six years.
 
   To be thorough, he’d talked to various cadets about her over the past three days.  According to most of them, she was beyond amazing.  This, not only from the yearlings like Missy, but from the cows and firsties there also.  Since he’d looked at the many photos and even a few videos available, he had to admit her looks were amazing as well.  She could appear anywhere from pretty, sweet and innocent to wild, fierce and intimidating.  When she dressed up, as she’d done for her senior prom and at her friend’s wedding, she then was drop dead gorgeous.
 
   Her athletic prowess was incredible.  As was her marksmanship.  He had graduated from the academy, not that long ago, and while he’d not played on any varsity sports teams he’d been on the rifle team.  He was very proud of having set a few records; records she’d broken during her plebe year.  And, of course, according to Sergeant Frele, she was extremely gifted as a sniper.  She not only had the ability but apparently she had already demonstrated her skills on the battlefield and had proven herself in combat.
 
   Very little was available concerning her short tour in Afghanistan, much of which was highly classified, but she had indeed been deployed with a Special Forces A-Team and had been right out there in the thick of things during that CAW victory everyone was now praising as one of the better military actions in recent years.  He’d learned from one of his sources outside the academy that she was getting some medals, once all the paperwork went through.  Not only service medals for just being there but a Bronze Star for valor and a Purple Heart.  
 
   Then, there was that whole sex club scandal that had rocked the academy the year before.  The Caesar Club.  Several upperclass cadets had not only hired hookers, strippers and exotic dance performers but had forced various female plebes to “service” them.  They’d managed doing so by first harassing them unjustly and then, after getting them to compromise themselves to avoid such misery, they’d blackmailed them.  Either the girls continued providing more and more sexual favors or they’d be exposed for those things they’d already done.  Those things, of course, would lead to immediate expulsion from West Point.
 
   Many of these girls ended up sleeping with half the guys in the club by the time the year ended.  Some got pregnant and others dropped out of the academy for other reasons; few had been able to continue on; there had been at least one suicide.  What made it even worse was how, in almost all cases, the girls were callously dumped at year end and the cycle started all over again with the next year’s plebes.
 
   But, after the infamous Caesar Club Seven had grabbed Missy and her roommate Sally Navarro, the tables had been turned.  Nineteen men had resigned from the academy with several others put on probation.  All seven cadets who had kidnapped the two girls were now serving time in the stockade.
 
   During his questioning of a few enlisted men over in the West Point security office, he’d learned there was actually a video that had been confiscated.  That probably explained why all seven conspirators had pled guilty.  That, of course, had helped avoid the general public learning very much.  The academy had ended up dodging a bullet as very little of the scandal had actually ended up getting out there.
 
   Once the FBI had started investigating, witnesses had all scrambled to come forward and testify in exchange for not being charged with criminal offenses.  They all had gladly agreed to not reveal anything to the media; this was true for both those who had resigned and for those still there on probation.  Otherwise, dire consequences awaited them.
 
   Even the seven who’d pled guilty to the Army’s charges and were now in the stockade had all done so in order to avoid much worse penalties they’d surely have received.  With all their classmates willing to testify and the many affidavits already obtained by the FBI, the evidence had been overwhelming and their guilt was very clear.  Criminal charges in a federal court would have led to much worse than what the Army was giving them.
 
   Of course, that video was what made things the clearest of all.  He’d managed to get one of the security guys to play it for him to watch.  It was supposed to have been securely filed away but … guys were guys and they couldn’t help themselves.  A few “bootleg” copies had been made.  After getting to see it, he could see why.  He’d watched it three times and Missy was both shocking and mesmerizing.  The fact that she’d been stripped down to her bra and panties had made her performance on that video all the more tantalizing.  Wow!
 
   She and Sally had been drugged and brought unconscious to the inner sanctum where the Caesar Club conducted its most lascivious activities.  The seven members were all dressed up in Ku Klux Klan outfits, presumably to hide their identities, while two masked and scantily clad women -- mostly nude -- were performing up on a stage, using various sex toys, whips and dildos.  The two kidnap victims were evidently about to become non-willing participants in the act … hence Missy being stripped down to her bra and panties while still unconscious.
 
    Both girls had steel collars around their necks, with chains running back behind them.  They were on a couch with their hands bound by duct tape and any attempts to move forward were met by vicious yanking on the chains, keeping them right there.  Helpless.  Only, somehow Missy managed to free herself upon awakening.  First, she tore her hands free and then grabbed the collar on her neck and snapped it into two pieces.  Moments later, she’d snapped the collar from Sally’s neck and was slicing the tape from Sally’s wrists, using a knife she’d snatched from one of the guys.
 
   The ensuing struggle was brief but memorable.  Missy was a blur, quickly subduing several guys with martial arts blows using both her hands and her feet, and then standing there with two knives held ready, challenging anyone to make any further moves.  Their “secret” video, which they’d intended to each make copies of and add to their extensive collection of other such sex tapes, had ended up being their downfall.  But, had any one of them tried making any further moves against Missy?  There was no doubt she’d have gladly skewered them and enjoyed doing so.
 
   He’d finally approached Sally Navarro and pulled her aside.  Since she was also in the cadet company he was assigned to work with, this was an easy matter and seemed quite ordinary.  He wanted to question her about some of the things he’d noticed on that video but, of course, he needed to pretend he’d never actually seen it.
 
   “Miss Navarro, I understand you were cadet McCrea’s roommate last semester.  I overheard the two of you were subjected to some very malicious and unfortunate behavior from some of the upperclass cadets during that semester … there’s still somewhat of a buzz going on around here about all of that.”  He knew the Superintendent had issued very clear “zero tolerance” proclamations concerning any sexual harassment, directly due to the attack the girls had experienced.
 
   Sally was not at all surprised to hear this from the captain.  Yeah, everyone knew her name now, after that whole episode.  “Yes, sir!  Thank goodness those guys are gone now and the atmosphere here at the academy has definitely changed.  The Superintendent has been really wonderful after what happened.  Us girls have received a lot of support, actually.”
 
   “That’s good.  It never should have happened and they were a very small minority; no one here condones any of what they were doing.  I guess you were very lucky to have escaped …”
 
   Sally laughed and said, “Lucky?  Yes … I guess you could say that.  I was lucky to have Missy be my roommate.”  She could sense the captain was being very supportive and not at all judgmental.  “Good luck for me and bad luck for all those assholes.  Missy sure showed ‘em!”
 
   “Oh?  Really?  I haven’t actually gotten any details, of course.  Your roommate played a key role in your escape?”
 
   “She sure did!”  Sally shook her head from side to side, obviously ridiculing those who had dared mess with Missy.  “Those seven guys never had a chance, once she woke up from the roofies they fed us in our pizza.  That was a close call for me, though.  I still have nightmares about what almost happened.  If Missy hadn’t come to when she did?”  The look on Sally’s face made it very clear to Captain Bonomo how badly frightened she’d been and how, even now, the thought of that night was making her uncomfortable.
 
   To change the subject, he asked, “Miss McCrea was somehow able to deal with seven men?  Really?”
 
   Sally obviously enjoyed thinking about what Missy had done.  “Oh, yeah.  She dealt with them, all right.  They should have listened … she’d gone around warning them all, too.  Anyone who bothered a plebe girl?  They’d have to deal with her.  That’s why they grabbed us, actually.  She’d pretty much stopped all the sexual harassment that had been going on around here.  They were hoping to maybe get some revenge or something.”
 
   “But, I guess I still don’t understand.  I mean … seven guys?  She’s just a girl, right?”  He had again emphasized the number seven, suggesting what insurmountable odds he considered that to be.
 
   Now Sally really started giggling.  “Missy’s a girl all right, sir.  But, she’s a hell of a lot more than that, too.  You never want to describe her the way you just did.  Just a girl?  That’s really funny.”
 
   “Well, I know she’s very athletic, playing on three varsity teams here.”  He stopped to see what she might have to say after that.
 
   Sally couldn’t resist, now that she was obviously talking to someone receptive.  “Missy isn’t a normal girl.  She does stuff no one else can do, just because she needs to.  She’s very driven.  She’s been training herself for years and she does that mainly as a way to control herself.  You can google her.  Three years ago?  She won a first place trophy in mixed martial arts at some Expo in New York.  She also is a third degree black belt in karate.  No one can move like Missy does.”
 
   After making pleasant conversation about the beginning of another year at the academy, Captain Bonomo let Sally continue on her way.  He’d seen all the stuff on the internet and, having also seen that video, he had to agree.  No one could move like Missy did.  What bothered him just a little, though, was how he also agreed with Sally’s other comment.  Missy wasn’t a normal girl.  But, he just didn’t quite know what to do about that.
 
   -----
 
   Ashraf Quasim al-Hussain was very displeased with this whole assignment.  While at first he’d been quite honored, selected from all the others to take charge of this infidel whore who was related to one of the U.S. Army’s great generals, things had not gone well.
 
   This prize had cost many millions of dollars but, since General Blake was very well known, soon to be in charge of all U.S. military forces in the Mid-East, he was a great enemy indeed and being able to retaliate now in such an important way was surely worth that price.  Either there would be the return of the forty leaders they’d asked for or, as he secretly hoped, they’d be able to humiliate this General Blake by publicly beheading his niece.
 
   Striking terror into the hearts of all Westerners was the further bonus for doing that.  The value for all the worldwide attention associated with killing this harlot was indeed priceless.  They were showing what might happen to all Western infidels.  By allowing their women to run loose, free to be whores without proper clothing, traveling around as this girl had done?  No … such women would not be safe and their deaths would be equally as gruesome.  Let them all fear what was yet to come.
 
   In order to cause such havoc, of course, their “prize” needed to be kept alive and available.  First, it had been important to display her to the world in that video.  Then, she might be needed if any prisoner exchange was to actually be made.  And, of course she’d be needed for when, should the U.S. fail to meet their demands by the deadline, they would bring her forward and film her demise.  Yes, having her available for when that time came was very necessary.
 
   But, it was also turning out to be very difficult.  One of her guards had actually clubbed her when she had surprised them all, throwing a tirade and screaming for them to kill her.  If that guard had succeeded in actually killing her, their great show and performance would not be possible.  Her dead body had very little strategic value.  Certainly not anywhere near the tremendous price already paid for obtaining her.
 
   He regretted having killed that guard so quickly.  Such idiocy deserved a much more slow and painful death, to make an example.  But, she had survived and they’d been able to present her in their video.  His superiors were criticizing the way he’d kept her gagged during all of that but had they been able to hear all the shouting she’d been doing, they certainly would have approved.  She was indeed being a hellion, a devil, as well as a whore.
 
   It had required two men to force Candace to move anywhere, and they had to do so by each lifting one of her arms and dragging her.  Her hands had been tied but she had tried to kick out at them with her feet and had refused to walk or cooperate in any way.  And, her constant screaming, demanding they kill her and cursing at them the entire time … yes, the gag had been very necessary.  She had tried to interfere with playing her appointed role in every possible way.
 
   No amount of threats would make her behave.  She knew they wanted her alive and she seemed very determined to find some way of making them kill her, bravely willing to sacrifice her life to thwart their plans and interfere with their goals.  His superiors, of course, did not understand this and were blaming him for not finding some way to make this girl be docile as a lamb.  He had requisitioned some drugs which should help with that but those still hadn’t arrived out here at their remote location.
 
   Rather than hold her at any of the sites the various WIJO forces had typically been using, it had been decided to secretly bring her out where it was secluded and secure.  His superiors trusted no one.  Bringing her out here, where few would know her whereabouts and all her guards were kept incommunicado, should avoid any risk of her being rescued.  The support personnel who were allowed to come and go, bringing supplies and assisting his team of guards, all had no idea this post was being used to hide such an important hostage.
 
   He and Karam Abdul-Hasid, his second in command, were the only ones in communication with their headquarters.  They eagerly waited to learn what arrangements they’d need to make once the deadline was reached.  Meanwhile, with fifty guards all patrolling the complex, a former village they’d taken over, their little wilderness camp should be quite safe.  He really had nothing to worry about.
 
   -----
 
   Missy woke up when their aircraft was about an hour away from Kabul.  She had instructed Marsha to come and get her then so she’d be able to Shift, get dressed and eat prior to their arrival.  When Les had returned to Mexico he’d brought along all the military equipment she’d used during her short tour in Afghanistan, just in case; he had anticipated Missy might need to deploy in search of Candace.  Her camouflage pattern fatigue uniforms as well as her boots and various other items had all been stored at “P” Branch headquarters, rather than having her bring them home to Massachusetts or to West Point.
 
   She hadn’t kept her M9 pistol, her M4 rifle or the M24 sniper rifle with M3A telescope; however, these would all be waiting for her on arrival.  Team Twenty-Two hadn’t yet reissued them to anyone else in the four weeks since she'd left them.  Amongst the Missy goodies that Les had brought along were her special backpack, which she could wear while in her cat form, her blowgun with several tranquilizer darts and her two special throwing knives with sheaths she could wear for carrying them.  They’d been a gift from Les and Marsha when she’d earned her third degree black belt the year before.
 
   There had been Army fatigues for Tracy and Oliver on board as well, although Tracy wasn’t very happy with the boots they’d given her; they were just a little loose and brand new, so not broken in yet.  Les had assured her they’d be getting everything in her exact sizes once they returned.  For next time.
 
   “Next time?  You mean …”  Tracy paused and then, using a sing-song cadence, she continued with, “you maybe-might-make-me-make-merry-on-more-marvelous-madcap-Missy-missions?”  She looked all around at the others with an innocent, incredulous expression on her face.  Then, she broke out laughing.
 
   Missy, who had already been seated, waiting for her meal, also broke out laughing.  “Tracy has definitely been hanging out with my brother waaaay too much!  All that making merry nonsense is something only he would say!”
 
   Oliver was nervous and hearing the banter was actually helpful.  Even so, he wasn’t able to eat very much and, once again, as Missy chowed down on enough food for two people, he marveled at her werecat metabolism.  To get in the right mindset, he looked at Candace’s music box, which he’d focused on so many times now he really didn’t need it any more.  He was ready.
 
   Les looked at them all and shared what the experts at “P” Branch had come up with after analyzing the WIJO video and using their sophisticated software to triangulate using the time of day it had been filmed and the position of the sun.  He explained how they were able to do that based on various shadows cast on the surrounding terrain.  Then he told them, “The assessment is they were somewhere within a hundred miles of the Afghanistan city of Herat.”
 
   Marsha asked, “Where’s that?”
 
   “It’s about four hundred miles due west of Kabul.  The Iranian border is not much further west after that, while Turkmenistan lies very close to the north.  It’s good you’ll have helicopters to go there since the Kabul-Herat highway is controlled by the Taliban and other illegal armed groups, especially where it goes through Kandahar.”  Les looked at his wife and added, “Marsha and I will set up in Kabul, using that same office we used twice before.  We can stay in touch by radio with Team Twenty-Two and the choppers.”
 
   Missy said, “Major Flament should probably just nail your nameplates up over the door and leave them there.  I assume he’s still there and will be your liaison with the Army, right?”
 
   “Oh, yes.  We may have to finally brief him with more about you, now that you’re back and bringing other special people.  It’s getting harder and harder keeping your secrets, Missy.”  Looking at Tracy and Oliver, Les said, “Only Colonel Chory and Captain Grimes over here actually know about Missy being supernatural.  The other Team Twenty-Two members only know she’s special.”
 
   Missy smiled and said, “I can’t wait to see everyone again!  Being able to work with these guys who already know me sure does simplify things for us!”
 
   Twenty minutes later, after the plane had taxied to a stop, she was descending the steps down to the airfield.  Missy waved at the small group there waiting for them.  “Hey!  Anyone miss me?”
 
   Sergeant Heimbold turned to the others and announced, “She’s baaaaack”.  He once again dragged that last word out and used an inflection that suggested something spooky was happening.  He had welcomed her in exactly the same way when she’d returned after doing some extensive recon in July and being gone for seven days.
 
   The next several minutes were quite hectic and busy with everyone wanting to give Missy a hug and tell her how great it was to once again have her back there with them.  Introductions were made for Tracy and their “psychic” Oliver who, because of Missy, were accepted immediately without any reservations.  Oliver was really impressed with the obvious camaraderie all these gruff looking, bearded older men were showing towards this young redheaded girl.  She had clearly earned their respect and was one of them, a member of their team.
 
   Colonel Chory and Major Flament were both there as well.  They’d not be going on with Missy and Team Twenty-Two but had wanted to come out to see her.  They warmly greeted Les and Marsha who they had gotten to know quite well during their last time there.
 
   Missing, however, were Sergeants Carter and Harold who had both gone home to the U.S. on convalescent leave.  Everyone kept saying how disappointed those two were most certainly going to be when they returned and learned about Missy being there.  Especially since the team was now off to Herat to hopefully rescue the missing Candace Axtell, General Blake’s niece.
 
   There were two Black Hawk helicopters already there at the Kabul airfield, packed with their gear and waiting for them.  Missy and Oliver would ride in one chopper with Captain Grimes and five enlisted men.  Sergeants Hernandez, Heimbold, Williams, Murphy and Town had all been out with Missy during her previous tour and wanted to stay close to her now.  Tracy and Warrant Officer Morley, the Team Twenty-Two assistant commander, would ride in the other chopper with five more enlisted men.
 
   Tracy had never been in a helicopter before and was super excited to be getting into one now.  She’d been through Jump School with Missy but all her jumps had been from a fixed wing aircraft.  She insisted on sitting where she could view all the cockpit gauges.  Her goal was to become a helicopter gunship pilot and she knew these dual engine UH-60 Black Hawks used the identical engines as those in the AH-64 Apaches, the attack aircraft she might someday be flying.  While the cockpits for these aircraft were very different, this was still getting her that much closer to experiencing her dream.
 
   Twenty minutes later, the two helicopters had lifted off and they were airborne, headed for Herat.


 
   
  
 

Chapter Seventeen
 
   Aug 30, 2019
 
    
 
   Pablo Esteban and Manuel Rodriguez had reviewed all the information their contact at Homeland Security had provided them concerning cadet Missy McCrea.  While she didn’t really appear to be much of an immediate threat, they were not about to overlook anything.  Their sources in Cancun only knew she’d checked out and had disappeared, along with one of the psychics who’d been there.
 
   Well, the psychics had been brought down by the FBI to search for the Army general’s niece.  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 Army general’s niece … making a scene with her dancing while screaming out Ricardo’s name … Ricardo Robeson, one of the kidnappers.  She also had apparently been successful and Jacques Arbogast was now gone, presumably flushed out somehow by what she’d done.  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, now that the general’s niece had been on TV, her disappearance was no longer a mystery.  She’d been found.  So, let the U.S. government go fight with that WIJO terrorist group and let all these investigators go chase after them.  There was no way anything would ever be connected back to Manuel Rodriguez and his organization.  Right?
 
   So, while indeed very, very interesting … this girl Missy McCrea wasn’t anyone they’d ever need to deal with.  They’d see how this ransom/rescue deal all played out and check afterwards to learn if Missy McCrea returned to the academy.  And, once things settled down in Cancun, they’d locate some new players down there to once again get things back on track.  Just like with all their other operations.
 
   The eighty million dollars’ worth of drugs was now being absorbed into their many distribution pipelines and they’d just given notice to most of their suppliers.  The price they’d be willing to pay for any more drugs was now significantly lower.  They’d be reaping their rewards from this whole deal for a long, long time.
 
   -----
 
   “Holy shit, that’s Missy!  That has to be her!”  “Well … I don’t know … I don’t see how it really could be …”  “Fuuuuck!”  “We all heard she was on emergency leave.  What’s she doing in Mexico?”  “Exactly!  That can’t possibly be her.  Obviously, her doppelganger.”
 
   It hadn’t taken long before the viral videos of the Cancun Cancan Girl had started being noticed by Missy’s many classmates at West Point.  They all had smart phones and word got around fast.  The Tweets and all the other social media messages had quickly alerted many individuals, and each of those individuals had alerted others, on and on.  The speculation about Missy was itself going viral, at least there at the academy.  All attempts to reach either Missy or Tracy had been unsuccessful.  They weren’t responding to any emails or voicemails and no one could find anyone who would admit to knowing anything about either of the girls.  They were gone.
 
   Of course, keeping the speculation from West Point staff members, while at first a valiant effort by General Blake and “P” Branch, had soon failed.  The only thing perhaps helping Missy was how the media had been unsuccessful in identifying the mystery dancing girl; she had since completely disappeared, without a trace.  All that any follow-up articles had managed to write about was how a man named Ricardo Robeson had died when his home had been destroyed in a fire.  A mysterious fire, the day before.  Was there any connection?  It was all merely more of a mystery.
 
   Captain Bonomo was one of the last to learn of the controversy.  Was she or wasn’t she?  No one could say for sure.  After being alerted by one of the staff members who had checked to see if he knew, since Missy was in his company, he quickly looked online.  And, in spite of having never even met this girl, he was convinced.  Yeah, that was her alright.  He had no doubt about it.
 
   Once again, for the second time that day, he pondered what the hell he was going to do about Missy McCrea.
 
   -----
 
   Mike and John were in the “P” Branch Tactical Operations Center or TOC, along with Drew and several other staff members.  Les and Marsha had just called in from the office in Kabul using the same secure telecommunications equipment Mike had used his first time over there, when he’d been relaying all of Missy’s recon messages.  It was a bit unsettling for him to be back here in the TOC on the receiving end this time.
 
   Drew said, “Okay, the helicopters took off about thirty minutes ago and it’ll take another two hours for them to reach Herat.  Once they land, Oliver will try to sense Candace.  He’ll be making a circle, with Missy, Tracy and Captain Grimes inside with him.  Then we’ll know.  Either Candace is somewhere in the area and they can continue their search or she maybe was there but is now beyond his ability to find her or, worse case scenario, she’s never been there and our experts were wrong.”
 
   “With Missy in that circle, he’ll be tapping into some power that’s almost without limit.”  Mike glanced around and realized he needed to explain.  “She’ll still be close enough to those Hindu Kush Mountains and from what she told me when she came home this last time?  Those really affect her now.  She just keeps getting stronger and can get really amped up …”  
 
   John started laughing and interrupted.  “Hey, if my sister is only half as amped up as she was down there in Mexico, poor Oliver will be sensing Candace even if she’s a thousand miles away!”
 
   -----
 
   As it turned out, with Candace less than fifty miles away, Oliver had no difficulty sensing her once they arrived in Herat and he got very excited.  Pointing north, he said, “She’s definitely in that direction.  And, she's definitely still alive.  Wow, I’m getting really powerful signals … her stress energy is very strong; her emotions are in a real turmoil.  This is unbelievable … Millie described all this stress energy signature stuff to me but I’ve never experienced anything quite like it before.”
 
   Missy asked, “What’s north of here?”
 
   Captain Grimes said, “Kushk is up there.  After that, you have the border with Turkmenistan.  The area is primitive and the total population in that area is less than twenty thousand.  There are lots of little villages where they could hide someone.”
 
   Tracy said, “We want to find whichever village they might be using but do that without giving ourselves away.  I’m sure they don’t see that many helicopters flying around up there so we probably need to keep our distance.  We’ll land in a few places and let Oliver point to where she is.  Then, we can triangulate while still several miles away.”
 
   “I’m positive I can easily do that, guys.”  Oliver looked at them and smiled.  “I won’t even need to make any circle.  Just let me get away from the chopper a little bit and I’m sure I’ll be able to sense exactly in which direction Candace will be.  If you have maps that show enough detail for the area, after two or three times you should be able to plot exactly where she is.”
 
   While they waited for their two aircraft to finish refueling, Missy showed Tracy and Oliver how to use the team’s commo gear -- an earpiece and microphone -- which they’d be using from now on.  Captain Grimes went over to brief the others and radio back to Les and Marsha.  It was now getting dark out but their pilots had night vision goggles and their plan would actually work better under the cover of darkness.  They were hoping to make their rescue attempt a few hours before dawn, when least expected.
 
   Thirty minutes later, the aircraft with Oliver made a landing on a clear and level spot just behind a hilltop.  The other aircraft hovered nearby, staying on the far side of the hill so they were hopefully out of sight from their target area.  Oliver got out with Missy and Captain Grimes and climbed to the top of the hill.  After focusing for a few minutes, Oliver pointed to where he knew Candace was.  The captain sighted with his compass and recorded the azimuth, along with the coordinates of where they were on this hilltop.  Oliver estimated they were maybe five miles away, which was about what they’d hoped for.
 
   They repeated this two more times but the third time was merely for assurance.  All three lines intersected at the same spot on their map.  The village which the map showed at that location was so small, it didn’t even have a name.  But, they now had their ground zero.
 
   They reviewed the best route for their helos to approach, flying low and just above the trees.  From the map, it looked like they could come in from the north and set down behind some hills about a mile away.  Both aircraft would shut down so they’d have plenty of fuel for returning to Herat.  Two of the enlisted men in Tracy’s helo would remain behind, along with the two pilots and two crew sergeants from each aircraft.  The three witches and the ten Special Forces guys would then work their way towards the village and determine how best to proceed once they were able to recon things on the ground.
 
   Missy had already told them all, “Hey, recon is what I do best, remember!”  Grimes knew, as did her fellow witches, that she’d be doing her recon as a cougar.
 
   When they reached their destination, the clearing they’d planned on using based on what the map had shown turned out to not be suitable.  But, they were able to find a good area about a half mile further away and both helicopters settled down and landed; soon their rotors began slowing down as the engines were shut off.  Everyone exited the aircraft and the group staying behind quietly spread out to take positions around the helicopters.  They were all armed and very capable of providing excellent security.
 
   During the time they had been doing all this triangulation, setting down three times for Oliver to take his “psychic” readings, additional helicopters had been sent to Herat.  Black Hawks with troops and Apaches with heavy armament would be standing by, ready to support them if needed.  General Blake had established his own TOC back at the Pentagon and was in full control, communicating with various units and offices, as appropriate.  He had been very excited at the news about his niece being located by the same psychic who had found the kidnappers in Mexico.  While no one in the media was being told anything yet, the public relations office at the Pentagon was one of those offices in contact with the general; they were already working on the story.
 
   It took the team on the ground over an hour to move into position, being careful not to be seen or trigger any sensors that might give warning.  Once they were about two hundred yards away from the outskirts of the village, they took cover in a field.  Time for Missy to do some recon.
 
   Tracy and Missy went off by themselves and once far enough away and out of sight from the others, Missy undressed and gave her gear to Tracy.  “When you sense me again, you have to get Captain Grimes to keep everyone settled down.  Then, come on back here with my stuff so I can Change back.  We’ll both return so I can brief them all on what I find.”  Missy knew Tracy would be able to sense her once she returned within a hundred feet or so.
 
   Tracy merely nodded and stepped back.  Missy crouched down on all fours and Shifted.  The shimmer of light which she gave off along with her pulse of energy wouldn’t be visible to anyone at the village complex since there was a small hill in the way.  And, Grimes had instructed his men to all be looking at the village so they didn’t notice anything either.  Missy bounded out of sight and Tracy returned, explaining they all needed to wait.
 
   Warrant Officer Morley and the three enlisted men in Team Twenty-Two who had not been out with Missy had all heard the stories about her.  Missy had disappeared for a week and had somehow managed to survive, returning with key information on each of the Taliban camps within a fifteen mile radius; twenty-one hundred soldiers at just over thirty locations.  She had marked those on Grimes’s map with the number of men, the types of weapons she’d noted and what vehicles they’d had.  So, along with the team members who had actually been there with Missy during CAW, they were quite willing to just sit there and wait while she did whatever “special” things she could do.
 
   Oliver was the only one having trouble waiting.  He was nervous and excited, since he could sense how close Candace was.  But, he was not trained for any of what they were doing now.  He’d found the helicopter rides to be scary enough.  Out here, in the dark, waiting for whatever might happen next?  Yeah, he was scared.  He wasn’t carrying any weapons at all since he had never used any and had no desire to ever learn.  He was a social worker!  Missy had explained things to the others; even so, he still felt very weird, being the psychic who they all needed to take care of.  But, he was more determined than ever to help save Candace.
 
   After what seemed an eternity to Oliver but had really only been about forty-five minutes, Tracy got up and headed back out.  Grimes signaled his men and they all began looking with increased vigilance at the village they’d been surveilling.  Since Oliver was still staring in the direction where Tracy had gone, he did notice the shimmer of light.  He knew he’d never forget this whole experience, assuming he managed to actually live through it.
 
   Missy soon returned with Tracy and she sat down and had them all gather around her.  For the next twenty minutes she explained where various buildings were which she marked up on a sheet of acetate using a grease pencil.  Then she marked positions for various soldiers out on patrol, tripwires which she’d managed to find, vehicles parked around the place and a lot of interesting other things which Oliver was simply unable to assimilate.  But, as he studied the buildings she’d drawn and then looked out at the village, with only the light from the stars and the remnant of the moon which was dropping away on the horizon, he was able to distinguish which building Candace was in.
 
   Missy paused, looking at her audience to see if anyone wanted to ask her to clarify anything.  When she noticed the excitement in Oliver’s expression, she asked him if he wanted to share something.  She had been hoping he might help pin down which of the buildings Candace might be in.
 
   “That one.  That’s where she is.”  He pointed at one of the medium size buildings she had marked on her sketch of the village.  He stared at her and smiled.  He might not know a damn thing about how to fight but he could do something none of the rest of them could do.  He could point out exactly where Candace was.
 
   “You’re sure?”
 
   “Oh, yeah.  She’s there.  I’m positive.”
 
   “Okay, great.  I want you to come with me.  Once we actually reach her, I’m hoping you’ll give her whatever assistance or reassurance she might need.  We’ll be bringing her out but the rest of us will be very busy.”  Missy looked at the others.  “It’s death and destruction time, guys!  Let me explain why my good friend Tracy is here.”
 
   Tracy actually stood and took a bow.  “Please promise to keep all this a secret.  Missy tells me you already know she’s special.”
 
   After the others all grunted and mumbled how they could be trusted, Missy announced, “Tracy is what you might call a fire-starter.  Like in those books or movies you might have read or seen, only for real.  And, maybe even more powerful.”
 
   This definitely got their attention.  “Holy shit!”  “Whaaat?”  “For real?  Really?”  After several more comments, both girls began to giggle.  The guys were definitely having fun but, they actually did believe her.  Missy had proven herself so they were each trying to accept this news and somehow take it all in stride.
 
   “Settle down you clowns.  Our plan is this.  Tracy will start a whole bunch of fires all along here …”  She pointed to the acetate and showed them where the fires would be in the village.  “That should bring quite a crowd out but, since it’ll look like somehow things have merely caught on fire without there being any explosions or gunfire, hopefully this will just be a big distraction for them.  When they go running around, trying to do something about the fires and no one is shooting at them, that should help convince them they aren’t actually under attack or anything.  After they’ve gotten used to not being attacked, Oliver and I are going to sneak in and grab Candace.”
 
   Missy then pointed to various strategic positions and told each of them which of those positions she wanted them to be in.  “Once we have Candace, we’ll be bringing her out along one of three possible routes.”  She then showed them her Plan A, Plan B and Plan C routes.  Once she called out which of the three routes she’d be using, they were then free to start shooting.
 
   Sergeant Town asked, “What if we hear some shooting before you tell us which route you’re taking?”
 
   “Well, there won’t be any shooting.  I’m only bringing my knives in there.  I really want to locate Candace and get started back out with her before they realize they’re being attacked.”  Missy realized this was a rather strong yet vague statement, which she probably needed to further explain.  “Look, you guys need to trust me on this.  I can definitely get in there and get to Candace without anyone shooting at us.  It’s after I do that when all hell will likely break loose and by then, you’ll know which route I’m taking.”
 
   Captain Grimes had a pretty good idea how she could indeed manage accomplishing what she’d promised.  He knew she was capable of sending out huge energy pulses as well as having telekinesis abilities that were off the charts.  “I’ll be calling our pilots once those fires that Tracy starts are blazing away.  They’ll be ready to come get us.  We only need to retreat back to that clearing we came through.”  They all understood which clearing he meant, as he’d made a point of signaling them to take notice of it during their approach earlier.
 
   Missy said, “And, I can promise you no one will be chasing after you.  You may have to dodge a few bullets but see this fence line here?”  She pointed to where she had marked out all the village landmarks on the acetate.  “Nothing will get beyond that.  Like I said earlier, it’s death and destruction time.”  There was no joke in her tone and she was not exaggerating.  The men all looked at her and nodded.  They knew there were things Missy wasn’t telling them.  But, if she had a friend who could start fires?  Okay, then.  Death and destruction it was.


 
   
  
 

Chapter Eighteen
 
   Aug 31, 2019
 
    
 
   Ashraf Quasim al-Hussain heard all the commotion and quickly got up from his cot.  Before he even managed getting dressed, Karam Abdul-Hasid was at the door and calling to him.  Outside, through his window, he could see many fires raging all along the perimeter.  It looked as though one whole side of the village was now burning.  “Karam, are we being attacked?”
 
   “No, no … but there’s a fire …”
 
   “Yes, I can see that.”  After quickly lacing up his boots, he went over and opened the door.  “What started this?”
 
   “No one knows … all of a sudden, we have all those fires but … there definitely has been no attack.  Just the fires …”
 
   “I’m going to my office.  Have everyone make reports to me there.  And, send two men to check on our prisoner.  Just in case.”  Ashraf headed down the corridor towards his office.  More and more, he was really becoming very unhappy with this assignment.  What else might go wrong?
 
   Karam rushed off to spread the word about reports needing to be provided to Ashraf and to get two soldiers to make certain the girl was still safe and well-guarded.  There were already four guards on duty watching her cell but since their whole purpose in being way out here was to make certain she was available for whatever Allah might want next, which his superiors were quite certain to know about, Ashraf was wise to demand more guards.  Praise Allah.  Their superiors would be very unhappy if, when the time came, their prize was not ready and waiting.
 
   Candace, of course, had also heard the commotion and had risen from the mat she had been sleeping on.  She was still wearing the same clothing they had given her three days ago, except for the scarf.  She had not bathed and in addition to now being filthy, she knew she really stank.  Her emotions and all the fear she had been experiencing had led to her sweating profusely.  Being under great stress had a way of making one’s body excrete perspiration which soaked into one’s clothing and definitely caused a very rank odor.
 
   She was sore and bruised in so many places she couldn’t count them all.  She had barely eaten any food and knew she was getting dehydrated.  But, she knew they would keep her alive until the three day deadline was reached.  Since she was now awake, in spite of it still being dark outside, she knew it must be morning.
 
   So, that meant it was now August thirty-first.  And, tomorrow was her big day.  Nine-one, one-nine.  September first, two thousand nineteen.  She had been visualizing all the possible epithets which might be used with that date on her tombstone.  Here lies Candace, who lost her head …
 
   The continued shouts and yelling, none of which she could understand, forced her to abandon her morbid thoughts and focus instead on what might be happening outside.  Although too high for her to look out from, there was a small window on one wall of her room.  The window had bars that would prevent her trying to climb out.  Since there definitely was something going on out there, she reached up and used those bars to pull herself up to where she could see things.  When she saw how there seemed to be balls of fire dancing out there, she wondered if they’d managed to finally drug her.
 
   She had worried about that since, no matter what, she really didn’t want to be knocked out or so doped up she could no longer think straight.  And, after the trouble she’d been giving these Arab assholes for the past two days, she was pretty sure that’s what they planned on doing.  Drugging her.  Since she had refused to submit and was now resisting in every way possible, she figured that was inevitable.  As was her miserable fate when the deadline came and they chopped off her head.
 
   Just as she convinced herself she really hadn’t yet been drugged, her door burst open.  She dropped down and turned to face whoever it was, expecting to find more Arabs in their black robes and white turbans.  Instead, she found two young soldiers in Western uniforms, a man and a woman.  Their camouflaged fatigues looked the same as those worn by U.S. soldiers.  Could that be possible?  Or, was she really drugged after all and only imagining this?
 
   “Candace, we’re here to get you out of here.  Please believe us, we only want to help.  Can you trust us?  My name is Oliver.  And, the redhead … that’s Missy.”
 
   Missy only gave the room, and Candace, a very cursory look and she ducked back outside again.  But, Oliver remained and held out his hand towards her.  Candace didn’t notice any weapons and was still shocked at seeing them.  She asked, “What about all the guards?  How did you get in here?”
 
   Oliver said, “Missy killed them all.  Please come with us.  We have a helicopter waiting.  Your Uncle Paul sent us.”
 
   Hearing him mention her Uncle Paul, she no longer cared if she were dreaming or drugged.  She desperately wanted to go with Oliver and she let him take her hand.  As he turned to lead her out, Missy appeared at the door again.  She and Oliver were wearing headsets with small microphones.  She heard Missy say, “Plan B, Plan B.  Oliver, let’s go.  Stay close behind me.”  Then, once again she disappeared.
 
   When Candace followed Oliver and stepped into the corridor, there were several bodies lying on the floor.  Missy was there, watching them.  They turned and headed out, towards the back of the building where Missy was; Candace hadn’t been that way before.  When Missy suddenly shouted, “Drop!” and Oliver grabbed her and pulled her down, Candace wasn’t sure what to expect.
 
   From her crouched position, she was able to see two men come rushing in at the opposite end of the corridor.  Suddenly, they both stopped and reached towards their necks as though being choked.  Then, they both dropped to the ground and didn’t move.  Well, she hadn’t expected to see that.  When she turned and looked at Missy, there was no doubt.  Missy had her arm extended and had done something to those men.
 
   Oliver pulled her back up and they both rushed down to where Missy was.  Once they turned the corner, Missy raced down to an exit doorway.  Candace and Oliver followed.  Missy went outside and again, Candace and Oliver followed.  The noise from the raging fireballs still burning all along one section was almost deafening.  Shouts and curses could be heard as well, but Candace focused on staying close to Oliver who was leading her away in the opposite direction from the fires.
 
   Just then, the sound of gunfire was added to the din and Candace finally realized that, indeed, there were really people there trying to rescue her.  And, her Uncle Paul had sent them.  For the first time in many days, her heart leapt with joy and she began to hope things might somehow be okay after all.
 
   Twice more, when Arab soldiers came into sight, Missy pointed at them and they dropped.  Candace could not figure that out but was now racing with Oliver, determined to go wherever Missy was headed.  She seemed to know exactly where to go and yet she also was always there, watching over the two of them.  And then, their luck ran out.  Whether it was Missy’s or Candace’s or Oliver’s bad luck that suddenly came into play, that hardly mattered.
 
   Just as Missy turned to her left to deal with yet another Arab gunman who appeared from nowhere, the man Candace recognized as the leader out here also came out of nowhere.  Only, he was on their right, so Missy didn’t notice him right away.  Worse, he was only a few feet away from them, having stepped outside just as they had rounded the corner of a building.
 
   Ashraf was shocked to see their valuable prize escaping.  He had decided to go out the back when he heard all the gunfire.  He was not carrying any pistol or rifle but he did have his knife with him.  He pulled that out and yelled at the two figures in front of him, “Death to the infidel whore!”
 
   Candace watched in horror as Ashraf’s hand came thrusting towards her, holding a knife.  She was unable to move and knew in the next moment, she would be dead.  But instead, Oliver jumped in front of her.  She watched as the knife penetrated his chest, its six inch long blade going all the way in, fully embedded to the hilt.  Oliver looked at her and she realized she would never forget the look he gave her.  He had willingly sacrificed himself and she could clearly see that in his eyes.  Then, he collapsed.
 
   Before Candace could cry out or do anything, Missy was there.  With one hand, she grabbed Ashraf by the neck and suddenly … he was dead.  She had crushed the life right out of him using something more than just her hand.  Her eyes were blazing with gold speckles and Candace had never seen anyone show as fierce an expression as the one she saw on Missy’s face.  Once again, she had just witnessed a moment that would stay with her forever.
 
   Missy dropped down to where Oliver was lying, the knife still protruding from his chest.  “Oh, Oliver!” she cried.  Then, after a quick pull that removed the knife with one hand, Missy placed her other hand over Oliver’s wound.  Candace watched, transfixed by what she was both seeing and experiencing.  Something was happening.  Missy stayed motionless, focused completely on Oliver; Candace could feel the energy all around her.
 
   For two minutes, it was as though the world had stopped.  Although the noise from the fires and the continuing gunfire remained as loud as before, no one else came into sight.  Meanwhile, Missy seemed to be frozen in place, her hand on Oliver’s chest.  And then, Missy stood up and looked at Candace.
 
   “I’m so sorry that happened, Candace.  But, if we can get him out of here and back to the helicopter, he should make it.  I’ve healed him enough for now … let’s go, okay?”  With that, Missy bent down and hoisted Oliver over her shoulder in a fireman’s carry and looked at Candace once again.  “Grab my left arm and don’t let go, no matter what.”  Candace did as she was told.
 
   As Missy led Candace away, with Oliver over her shoulder, she called it in to her team.  “Oliver is wounded but I’m bringing him out.  Candace is with me.  We’re still following Plan B and have maybe fifty yards until we reach the fence line.  Have someone meet us there.”
 
   Their luck remained good this time and a few minutes later, two U.S. soldiers came forward.  Missy handed Oliver, still unconscious, to one of them.  “Get him to the chopper and take Candace with him.”  Missy looked at Candace then and smiled.  “If for some reason I don’t make it out of here, Candace, be sure and tell your uncle I was glad to do this.  Okay?  Now, get out of here!”
 
   Candace followed the two soldiers and, sure enough, they came to an open field with two helicopters waiting, rotors turning.  From out of nowhere, other U.S. soldiers appeared.  Since they were all wearing full beards, she knew they were Special Forces or else some similar elite outfit.  She followed the man with Oliver and climbed into one of the helicopters right behind him.
 
   Then, another young girl appeared; she pulled one of the soldiers aside.  Candace couldn’t hear what was being said but the girl seemed to be giving directions, which didn’t make much sense.  Why would any of these older men be paying attention to whatever she might have to say?  Then, the soldier talking to the girl nodded his head, turned and ran over to climb into the helicopter with Candace.
 
   Right after that, the doors were closed and moments later, they lifted off the ground.  After hovering for a moment, the aircraft nose dipped forward and they began to climb.  Candace looked around and saw one man, obviously a medic, taking care of Oliver.  She moved closer and took one of Oliver’s hands into hers and squeezed it.  She began to pray that this young man, who had willingly sacrificed himself for her, might somehow survive.  Just as Missy had said he would.
 
   The soldier who had been talking to the other girl came over and put his hand on the medic’s shoulder.  “Murphy, how’s Oliver doing?”  Then, he looked at her and said, “Hi, Candace … I’m Captain Grimes.  Are you okay?”
 
   Murphy said, “He seems stable, captain.  It’s just like before … when Missy did something to Harold and Carter …”  Looking around at everyone on the aircraft, he added, “Where’s Missy?”
 
   “Tracy says she’s doing what she promised us she’d do … no one is getting beyond that fence back there.”  Grimes paused to listen to the other headset he had put on right after entering the aircraft.  Then he announced to everyone, “Our pilot got word from the other aircraft … it’s right behind us now … all present and accounted for!”
 
   This was met with cheers from all the men.  Their enthusiasm and excitement was something Candace could actually feel.  She couldn’t help but ask, “Is Missy on that aircraft, then?”
 
   Grimes looked at her and grinned.  “No, but don’t worry … she’ll catch up with us later.  She’s very special.  She told Tracy where we’ll be able to find her.”
 
   -----
 
   Tracy got on the radio and called Les.  “Mission accomplished!  Candace is safe; we got her out and we’ll be landing back at Herat very soon.  But, Oliver was stabbed.  He’ll need medical treatment.  Can you have an ambulance waiting for us?”
 
   Les answered, “Understood.  I’ll arrange for the ambulance.  Any other injuries?”
 
   “No, we’re all good.  But, you need to have one of the backup aircraft go out and get Missy.”  She gave him map coordinates.  “Missy picked that location out as her fallback extraction point.  It’s about ten miles from the village.  Have them circle the area once it’s daylight.  She should be there by then and she’ll wave them in, as long as it’s safe.  If they don’t see her or if there’s any hostile fire or enemy activity, they should come back later.  With gunships.”
 
   “Okay, I’ll make the calls.  What about that village?”
 
   Tracy was feeling very pleased with herself.  She had managed to keep dozens of fireballs burning all along half the village perimeter and those had resulted in many of the buildings eventually catching on fire.  Several vehicles had exploded when the extreme heat had reached them.  There had been a lot of people out running around, unable to do much about all the havoc she’d caused.  Yes, destruction indeed!  She was still amped up, since once again she’d pulled more power than ever before.  She knew she was much, much stronger now and it would take her quite a while to feel normal again. 
 
   She gave Les a detailed account, as best she knew it.  Then she added, “I don’t know how many bodies they’ll find.  I don’t think my fires actually killed very many but the Team Twenty-Two guys are saying it was like shooting fish in a barrel.  And, then there’s whatever Missy may have done.  I could actually feel all the power she was pulling, in spite of what I was doing.”
 
   -----
 
   Three hours later, Missy walked into Oliver’s room at the hospital.  Tracy and Candace were there.  Candace was holding Oliver’s hand.  She hadn’t cleaned up and she smelled worse than ever.  Tracy had at least taken a shower but then had put her same clothes back on.
 
   Well, Missy hadn’t bothered getting cleaned up either.  She’d had them bring her directly to the hospital once the aircraft which had picked her up had landed back at Herat.  Grimes had been waiting for her, of course, and had welcomed her with great enthusiasm.  He’d told her he hadn’t been worried but it was a relief he could now go tell the others she was back, safe and sound.
 
   Candace stared at Missy and exclaimed, “I don’t believe it!  Tracy told me you’d be here but …”  Seeing Missy once again was almost too much.  What had seemed like an incredible, impossible dream was suddenly, with Missy right there, a reality.  An unbelievable reality, but a definite reality nonetheless.  “How …?”  She really didn’t know where to begin.
 
   Tracy said, “I explained about you giving me those coordinates where they could pick you up and everything.  But, I haven’t told her yet about us.”
 
   Missy giggled.  Then she went over and hugged Candace.  When she took a step back, she could see Candace was very emotional, truly at a loss for words.  “Your Uncle Paul asked us to help get you, Candace.  The three of us.  He knows we have supernatural powers.  And, since I know you saw some of that out there, we have to ask you to promise us.  Can you do that?  Promise not to tell?”
 
   Candace had indeed been trying to process all the things that had happened.  What she kept seeing was the way Missy had done something to Oliver.  “You saved him, didn’t you?  He sacrificed himself.  He saved me … and, somehow … you saved him.”  She turned and stared back down at Oliver.
 
   Tracy said, “She hasn’t let go of his hand since she climbed into the helicopter with him.  Except for when the doctors were here, getting him into bed and everything.”
 
   Missy sat down on the bed and placed her hand over Oliver’s chest.  Once again, she focused.  Candace saw how Missy’s green eyes glowed with golden speckles, the same as before, and … as before … Candace could feel energy all around her.
 
   Then, Oliver opened his eyes, looked around at the three girls there and said, “Wow, I’ve died and gone to heaven, right?”  He looked at Candace, still holding his hand, and then he looked at Missy with a huge grin.  “Don’t heal me too quickly … I’m kind of enjoying the way this girl is giving me all this attention.”
 
   Candace stared at him and tears of relief began filling her eyes.  She looked at Missy and said, “Is he really going to be okay?  Are you able to somehow heal him?  Is that the big secret you want me to keep?”
 
   “He’s going to make a full recovery.  And, yeah … I’m helping him … I can heal people.  That’s one of the big secrets you have to keep about us.”
 
   Tracy said, “Oliver is the one who found you, Candace.  He’s a witch and he finds people.  That’s our secret.  The three of us are witches.  That’s what Missy meant by our having supernatural powers.”
 
   “Witches?”
 
   Missy said, “Well, in my case, I can also Shift … that’s how I managed to escape after the rest of you left on the helicopters.  I’m glad I had the presence of mind to wear my handy-dandy backpack underneath.  As it was, since my boots wouldn’t fit inside that, I tied the laces together and had the boots hanging around my neck.  Ever try to walk for ten miles with …”
 
   Candace was only half getting all this and interrupted Missy’s ramblings by saying, “You can Shift?  What does that even mean?”
 
   Tracy said, “It means she can change forms, Candace.  Missy is a werecat and when she Changes, she turns into a huge mountain lion.  She’ll probably do that for you later, when we’re on the plane going home.  She seems to enjoy being a cat on those long transatlantic flights.”


 
   
  
 

Chapter Nineteen
 
   Aug 31, 2019
 
    
 
   General Blake was at “P” Branch, personally thanking everyone there.  When Candace had called him, using the satellite phone on the “P” Branch aircraft now heading back to Washington from Kabul, he finally had let himself believe she’d been rescued.  He’d been briefed hours earlier, of course, but hearing her voice was what had made it seem real.  This wasn’t just another military action like the hundreds of others he’d handled over the years.  This time, he realized something inside him had been numb because, when Candace spoke to him on that phone, emotions he hadn’t known he’d been holding in check were unleashed.  And, he’d never felt so relieved and grateful in his life.
 
   Drew introduced the general to everyone on his staff and to Mike and John who were still there.  There was definitely an atmosphere of celebration in the air.  Not having to keep any secrets about supernaturals was a further plus for the general.  Everyone there knew all about them and had been monitoring them for years.  He was still trying to get used to the fact they even existed, which he’d been allowed to learn three years earlier.  But, until he’d met Missy three months earlier, supernaturals had merely seemed an abstract concept, something for the U.S. government to manage in abstract ways with its Paranormal Branch.
 
   “Mike, seeing you here, I want to convey my personal gratitude for everything you’ve done.  Drew has fully briefed me on all of that, of course, and I can’t thank you enough.”  The general was very sincere and shook Mike’s hand.  “The recon report you helped Missy provide us with in January enabled our highly successful Campaign Angel’s Wing.  Without that, it’s very likely both Afghanistan and Pakistan would have been overthrown by now.”
 
   Mike smiled and said, “Glad Missy and I could help, general.  And, I’m glad your niece Candace is now safe.  What happened to her was horrible.  John and I can only hope whatever trauma she experienced won’t be more than she can handle.”
 
   The general looked at John and said, “Your girlfriend was quite spectacular over there.  We’re trying to find ways to spin things for the media but, as far as the ten Special Forces soldiers who were there and saw her in action?  While Captain Grimes already knew about supernaturals, we were trying to avoid having everyone else know.  We can’t do that any longer … everyone on Team Twenty-Two is now getting briefed.”
 
   John laughed and said, “So, are they calling her Tracy Terrific or Tracy the Terrible?”
 
   The general grinned and nodded his head.  “Yes … all of the above.  Colonel Chory also used the word hot several times.  The guys all think that Missy is pretty cool and that Tracy is very hot.  Like I said, she put on quite the show.  Fire and brimstone and all that.”  He smiled at them with a humorous twinkle in his eyes.
 
   John said, “Awww, shucks … they ain’t seen nothin’ yet!  Wait’ll she brings down her lightning bolts.  Missy had her do that to keep one of the local mafia bosses in line.  Very effective!”
 
   -----
 
   The media did run several stories, all about the daring rescue one of the Special Forces teams had made on a remote village in Kushk, a place no one had ever heard of, about fifty miles north of Herat, a city only a few had ever heard of.  Details were minimal, however, as it was all highly classified.  The Special Forces men were not identified.  And, there would be no press conference, as Candace had begged for privacy after her long ordeal, wanting only to spend time with her family once again.
 
   Her arrival back home by private jet was being kept secret so there wouldn’t even be any photos available.  Instead, lacking any new photos or other info of either Candace or the Army’s secret assault team, the stories all focused on the defeat this represented for the WIJO Group.  Since worldwide opinion was strongly against terrorist groups, that provided more than enough material to feed all the hungry news outlets.  TV, newspaper, internet and all the social media networks managed to make do with that, and would continue doing so for days to follow.
 
   General Blake and Drew Martinson did provide the Defense Secretary, Ted Hanson, Charles Winword and all the other top officials they had briefed earlier with a follow up briefing about Candace’s rescue.  So far, the news from Kushk had not revealed anything hinting of the supernatural.
 
   There were the usual claims of excessive force having been used by the U.S. government against innocent civilians but there was very little to substantiate just what had been done.  Allegedly, there were more than sixty dead, but worldwide opinion was so negative towards the extortion attempted by WIJO, with its threat to publicly behead an innocent college girl they’d kidnapped while vacationing in Mexico, that no backlash whatsoever was experienced from that allegation.
 
   The biggest concern was whether all the Team Twenty-Two members could be trusted to keep secrets.  But, these men were all dedicated patriots who had risked their lives countless times before and were now pledging absolute loyalty to their “supnat” teammates.  If and when any further supnat ops were ever needed, they wanted to be the team selected to participate.  Whenever and wherever, they wanted to be the team that got the call.
 
   In Mexico, Robert and Millie were making full recoveries.  For Millie, there was the mysterious good news that she was now apparently cancer free and there was no trace of any tumor.  She was hoping to stay on for several days, even after her scheduled release from the hospital.  Since “P” Branch was quite willing to continue paying for her to stay at the resort, that would allow her to continue being seen by her doctors down there as a day patient.  Apparently, Cancun was good for her health, so why rush home to Texas?
 
   For Robert -- who had been released just that morning -- he also was asking to stay on at the resort.  He’d checked back into his original room there and, although that room only had one queen sized bed and would now be occupied by both Robert and his ex-wife Constance, there hadn’t been any request to change rooms or make any other arrangements.  Was a reconciliation now being considered?  Hey, check back with him in a week or so.  And, thanks “P” Branch for paying all the bills.
 
   Susan Donavan and Brad Paulaitis had returned home to Washington.  They both were very happy about Candace being rescued.
 
   Colonel Armentrout and Major Schermerhorn were still very busy, working closely with the Mexican authorities.  Army Intelligence, the CIA and Homeland Security had actually assigned additional personnel to the task force.  It was no longer being called CAT, since Candace had been found.  They were now the Jacques Arbogast Task Force and had opted for JAT as their acronym.  The leads which “P” Branch had continued providing, thanks to their thorough questioning of Jacques and his very willing cooperation, were all resulting in arrest after arrest of many local criminals.  Those individuals, in turn, were providing a lot more leads that needed to be worked.
 
   Nothing was learned, unfortunately, that could identify the organization that Jacques had been working for.  All the drug trafficking, kidnapping, white slavery, prostitution, extortion, loan sharking and many other criminal activities had all been funneling money back to that mysterious organization but the methods had been ingenious and the trail could not be followed.  Off shore bank accounts had suddenly become empty and closed out.  There were only some rumors.  Those rumors, however, all suggested Bogota, Colombia was where answers might be found.
 
   No trace was found of Blackbeard or his forty foot sailboat.  A lot of people seemed to know things about him and a sketch artist had even managed putting together some composites.  But, still nothing was definitive and the elusive self-described pirate could not be found.  Now that Candace was returning, possibly she might help with the composite photos in making a better identification of this man.
 
   -----
 
   Karam Abdul-Hasid and another eleven guards had survived, although half of them had been wounded.  Another eighty-three support personnel had survived as well but the WIJO leaders who rushed out to the Kushk village were not concerned with them.  They needed to deal with Karam and the guards to whom they had entrusted their eighty million dollar prize.
 
   After surveying all the damage and examining the dead, they were not overly concerned with understanding why some of those who died were not exhibiting wounds or showing any obvious cause of death.  No, it was obvious the U.S. forces had somehow located Candace and had descended with their high tech weapons and stolen her away.  They needed to take immediate action against those responsible for allowing that to happen.  It was necessary for an example to be made.  Others in their organization were dealing with appropriate messages for the media to spread to the outside world about what the U.S. had done.  These WIJO leaders had a more important task; they needed to make certain a different message was sent, one addressing what their own elite guards had done; this message was to be internal and would reveal the consequences for failure.
 
   Somehow, in spite of their having insisted on all of Candace’s belongings being destroyed, back when she had first been taken into custody in Dubai, these leaders believed some sort of high tech GPS tracking device had to have been implanted after all, either on her or on some item she might have brought with her.  They knew the girl hadn’t been a willing participant in her own kidnapping and certainly wouldn’t have known to hide anything or agreed to any implant.  That was why they hadn’t insisted on any body cavity searches right away.  Of course, they’d assumed the girl would eventually be carefully examined, as that was standard procedure.
 
   But, they were now convinced the man called Sinbad who had delivered her to them was guilty of betraying them.  He must have found a way for getting a tracking device implanted so he then could sell her location to the U.S. government for more millions.  Thus, the focus of their investigation was on what actions had Ashraf, Karam and the other guards taken when bringing the girl to the secure location they had selected.  Why hadn’t these elite guards found this device?
 
   They learned how Ashraf had killed one of the guards for clubbing the girl shortly after arrival at the village.  This explained why none of the other guards had been willing to touch the girl unless ordered to do so; they’d been in fear of being summarily shot as well if Ashraf considered their actions inappropriate.  What about a body cavity search?  No, these guards hadn’t volunteered to perform that on the infidel hellion, who had given them all such a hard time.  Ashraf hadn’t ordered any such examination and none of the guards had dared to question him about that.
 
   After completing their investigation, the WIJO leaders allowed all eleven guards to accept demotions in rank and reassignments to positions where their incompetence would not cause any further embarrassment to the WIJO leaders.  Never again would any of these guards be part of any elite, privileged cadre.  No, they’d already been so honored with this assignment and their failure was too great a disgrace; they were fortunate not to have been executed.
 
   Karam, however, was not so fortunate and his swift execution was carried out in order that someone be held accountable for this costly error.  Ashraf was already dead so they couldn’t make much of an example of him.  They would seize all property owned by both of these men plus their families would be made to suffer, forced out of their homes and left to beg.
 
   The WIJO leaders convinced themselves of two things.  First, Sinbad had indeed been successful and second, they had determined just how he’d done it.  They were quite proud of having figured it out.  What item had Candace managed to bring with her, in spite of all their precautions?  The guards admitted the girl had been allowed to bring some feminine pads with her, since she was having her period.  Pads that Sinbad had provided.  Yes, the leaders were congratulating themselves.  When you have eliminated the impossible, whatever remains, however improbable, must be the truth.
 
   While it would take several days for their orders to be carried out and many months before the CIA would eventually learn from one of their informants how Candace’s feminine pads had played such an important role in all of this, Sinbad’s fate was determined that night.  Ironically, it would be September eleventh when a bomb would explode in an exclusive condo located on the top floor of one of Dubai’s high rise buildings.  The man sometimes known as Sinbad, along with the companion he referred to as Mowgli, would never be seen or heard from again.  They would be the only casualties in the mysterious blast.
 
   -----
 
   Pablo Estaban and Manuel Rodriguez, sometimes known as the Frenchman, heard the news story late in the day.  Candace Axtell had been rescued and was on her way home.  A huge victory for the U.S. who would not be turning over any terrorist detainees.  There would be no public beheading by the group calling themselves WIJO.  This amazing outcome of what had been an impossible dilemma was indeed a miracle.
 
   Pablo said, “I’ll ask our man at Homeland Security to dig a little further into the background of that psychic … the one who disappeared with Missy McCrea two days ago, right after WIJO released their video.  And, I’ll have him continue updating us on anything further he can get on either one of them.  The girl’s supposed to be a West Point cadet and the guy’s supposed to be a social worker.  But, why are we seeing the U.S. government having so much success … miracles even … it’s very suspicious, right?”
 
   “Yeah, it is.  I don’t see how those two could possibly make all these successes and miracles happen but what do we really know about psychics, anyway?”  Manuel had dealt with just about every possible adversary and obstacle during his rise to being the dominant crime boss in all of Colombia, but psychics?  They were a first for him.  He was not about to ignore any threat or take any risk.  “I don’t want any fucking miracle to cause any problems for my organization.”
 
   Manuel had struggled long and hard to get where he was, often ruthlessly resorting to violence.  Now forty-five years old and at his prime, he was looking forward to continuing as leader for the number one crime organization in Colombia for many more years.  His vision was to expand and become number one in all of South America.  He controlled the bulk of the drugs being exported to the U.S. and the cartels all knew better than to attempt going around him.
 
   Those cartel leaders who had tried to deal their drugs on their own were no longer around.  Those who hadn’t been killed outright by warring with the Frenchman’s organization had found themselves in prison and unable to influence things.  So, both in Colombia and in several other South American countries, the major cartels were now all dealing through the Frenchman.  Manuel’s crime organization had grown so large, controlling illegal activities in all areas, that accepting his terms had become the best option for these drug cartels.
 
   Pablo said, “We may have some problems to deal with, other than worrying about any miracles.  Some of the cartels are really complaining about the price reduction we’ve announced.  Just as you predicted, Carlos Mancini has said he might not go along.”
 
   “Well, I figured he’d be the one to say that.  He thinks he knows how to reach out to all the buyers in Miami and Boston … maybe even New York.  Ever since he returned … what?  A little over a year ago?”  Manuel raised his eyebrows.  “He’s been threatening to deal direct.  He thinks he can get all those contacts he made while he was in Miami to give him access to the whole East Coast over there.”
 
   “But, as you pointed out, he doesn’t have the organization down here like he did when he was in Miami.  He’s only got his family and they’ve been busy just growing and harvesting their product up in the mountains.  I know he made a lot of money before he came back but I doubt he’s been able to put together an organization able to fight us.”
 
   “Well, now that we’ve given him more of a reason, by reducing what we’ll pay for his drugs, he may try something anyway.  I want you to increase security all around my key businesses.  And, right here around my hacienda, of course.”
 
   -----
 
   Carlos Mancini had grown up in the mountains, with his family ranging back and forth from Colombia to Peru.  The family business, the only one that paid enough for them to survive, was producing drugs.  And, ever since his return from the U.S., he had taken over as head of his family.
 
   Eighteen years earlier, “P” Branch had identified Carlos as a werecat, one of four known to exist in South America.  They’d been monitoring his family for years due to his family’s history for having a werecat appear every so often.  And, for his generation, he was the one they had identified.  They’d been keeping track of him ever since.
 
   He’d later migrated to the U.S. and had quickly found a place where his contacts with various drug lords up in the mountains back in Colombia were valuable and appreciated.  In a few short years, at the age of twenty eight, he’d taken over a huge organization in Miami.  And, he’d run that very successfully for ten years.  
 
   His ferocity had helped him get where he was, as much or more than his enhanced abilities from being a werecat.  Most people had learned to fear him and he had a reputation for dealing violently with anyone who got in his way.  He had the ability to control his temper, though, and that had helped him avoid making mistakes.  Rather than striking out in anger, he’d always been very careful and had bided his time.  Then, he would eventually find a way to take care of those who had opposed him.  His rise in power had been steady.  He’d earned respect for being a cool head and his willingness to do whatever was necessary in order to get things done had impressed a lot of the right people.
 
   He’d never been arrested and had not spent any time in prison.  But, he’d known the FBI was watching him in Miami.  So, when there was an opening up in East Boston, thanks to Frank McCarthy going to prison, he and those of his guys he could trust had gone up there.  And, of course, he had then met Missy McCrea.
 
   Once he had figured out who and what she was … as well as the fact the U.S. government knew she was a werecat and was actually helping her … he’d known it was time for him to return to Colombia.  While he’d known all the rules in organized crime and he’d known the rules for the Feds, the cops and everyone else he’d always had to deal with, he hadn’t known the rules when it came to werecats.  Since the U.S. government had learned about him, he hadn’t trusted his luck would be very good if he should continue to remain there.
 
   So, he had met with Missy and had agreed to leave, just as she had requested.  He had wanted assurances, which she had given him, that the U.S. government would let him go and not chase after him or identify him as a werecat to any other governments or countries.
 
   Rafe Santiago had been at that meeting.  Rafe was the only one that Carlos completely trusted and had been one of the ones to come up with him from South America.  He’d managed to fully earn his number two position and was the only one, other than Carlos’s own family members, to whom Carlos had ever revealed his werecat identity.  Rafe, of course, had returned with Carlos and was still his number two.
 
   Carlos was not happy having to deal with “the fucking Frenchman” but he had no choice.  He simply didn’t have the organization or the large number of men that would be needed to win a war against Manuel Rodriguez.  He didn’t have anywhere near the organization or men which he’d had in Miami.  So, while he and Rafe had both the leadership ability and experience, they lacked the resources.
 
   Now that the Frenchman was reducing what he’d pay Carlos for his family’s drugs, Carlos’s frustration was extreme.  He had indeed advised Pablo he might go elsewhere to sell his product.  He certainly knew who he could sell to in the U.S.  But, until he could avoid the inevitable retaliation from the Rodriguez organization -- or, better yet -- win in any war against them, he was not willing to take the risk.  He was biding his time.


 
   
  
 

Chapter Twenty
 
   Sep 1, 2019
 
    
 
   Marsha was truly exhausted but, now on the “P” Branch jet flying back home, she and Les were still up and awake.  They were exhilarated by the wonderful success they’d had and by what their three witches and those Team Twenty-Two guys had accomplished.  Earlier, when Candace had finished talking on the satellite phone to her uncle, with the others all gathered around her, it had been a very special moment indeed.
 
   The way everyone in Kabul had all escorted them back out to their aircraft and then had cheered them as they’d boarded had been especially nice.  That also had been a special moment.
 
   True, Captain Grimes was now briefing his entire team all about supernaturals.  What Tracy had done with all her fireballs had made that necessary.  Colonel Chory had agreed to help him with that.  But, having a select few know such secrets, down at the operational level, had been inevitable.  These men were perhaps even more trustworthy than the top leaders back in Washington who had all been allowed to know about such things.
 
   Candace had finally showered and gotten dressed in some clothes Tracy had given her.  They were almost the same size, with Tracy only an inch taller.  They even wore the same size bra and there had been a lengthy discussion about bras and panties which Marsha had found hilarious.
 
   Then, once their “phone home” calls had all been completed, Missy had agreed to show Candace how she indeed could Shift.  First, of course, she had chowed down on a delicious steak dinner.  Then, she had announced it was showtime.  She hadn’t even bothered asking Les and Oliver to close their eyes.  She had simply stripped down in the middle of the cabin, right in front of everyone and had Shifted.  Not only had the shimmer of light seemed brighter than usual, the energy pulse had been stronger than any of the other times Marsha had watched Missy Change.  Obviously, Missy had been showing off.
 
   Candace had squealed her delight and when Missy had started purring loudly and began licking Candace’s face with her big tongue, that had caused peals of laughter to erupt.  Naturally, Missy had then bared her fangs and growled, showing how ferocious she could be, again showing off and again causing more laughter to erupt.  When she had attempted to tickle Tracy’s ear with her tail, Tracy had created several balls of light which she then began tossing at Missy.  Soon, the cabin was lit up with dozens of such light spheres floating all around.  Ironically, since they were over water, it was only because Tracy was pulling power from Missy that she was even able to do that.
 
   Candace had been through so much over the past week that her laughter at the zany antics of her new witch friends was an emotional trigger.  She had faced her own death and had fully expected to die.  She had even prayed for death, as the alternatives had been too horrible.  And, she had watched Oliver bravely step forward, selflessly allowing the knife meant for her to stab him in the chest instead.
 
   Suddenly, her tears began to fall and she couldn’t stop.  Her relief and happiness was overwhelming and she realized as she looked around the cabin that every person there had given all they had in order to rescue her.  She couldn’t hold anything back and as each person continued to show her only warmth and support, rather than any pity or even any sympathy, that only made her relax and be even more open in front of them.  She felt she could truly let herself go completely and so, she did.
 
   Oliver, who had recovered from his injury and was almost fully healed, thanks to Missy, went over to Candace and scooped her up into his arms.  He sat down on one of the large seats, with Candace on his lap, allowed his seat back to recline about halfway, and just held her.  Everyone else gave them space but Candace hardly even noticed.  She continued to cry, burying her face into Oliver’s chest and clinging to him as more and more wracking sobs began working their way completely through and out of her system.  It was a complete breakdown for her which, after all she’d been through, she definitely needed.
 
   Oliver watched as Tracy’s light spheres all blinked out and Tracy herself got settled into her own seat.  She glanced at him, then at Candace and then she winked.  Settling down further, tugging a blanket over her shoulders, she soon was asleep.  And, in the seat right next to her, Missy the hundred and fifty pound kitty-cat had curled herself into a ball and had also gone to sleep.
 
   Candace cried herself to sleep after perhaps twenty minutes, snuggled right there on top of Oliver.  And, as he adjusted the blanket Marsha placed over them both, he felt it.  The connection.  Not because of all the physical attributes which Candace had been so blessed with, which indeed he’d noticed.  No, it wasn’t her great natural beauty, still radiant in spite of all she’d been through, or her really sexy body which was pressed against him now.  It was her soul, her spirit, her essence.  He was somehow able to sense a connection with her and as he held her tight, he realized he wanted to always be holding her tight.
 
   -----
 
   Candace was fully rested and refreshed after waking up in Oliver’s arms two hours before their arrival.  She then started getting very excited about actually seeing her family again and going home.  Tracy assisted her in making some final preparations while Marsha brought out yet another nice meal for Missy.  Of course, then things got a bit silly.
 
   When Marsha insisted the guys cover their eyes so Missy could Shift, both Les and Oliver voiced their complaints.  Les was then very quick to assure his wife he’d only been joking.  That got a few laughs and when both men were suddenly wearing blankets over their heads, that got a few more laughs.  But, what really got some laughs was when Missy did finally Shift and then saw what Tracy had set out for her to wear.  Lying prominently on top of her things was her silver dollar jewelry, along with a note.
 
   Candace was quite mystified since she had no clue why Missy was reacting so strongly.  While Tracy was convulsing in laughter, Oliver tried to explain just what the significance was for the words Tracy had written in the note.  Since he still had his head under the blanket, he wasn’t very clear or convincing.
 
   He said, “You see, Missy will be seeing her boyfriend Mike soon.  And, Tracy’s note … so you can be ready when the moment is right?  That’s from that Cialis commercial.  It’s a joke, get it?  Only, instead of helping Mike with any erectile disfunction … it’s for Missy.  You see … when a female witch wears silver … pierces her body with it … in three places?”
 
   By that time, Missy had donned enough clothing so she could yank the blanket off Oliver’s head.  “Don’t listen to him, Candace!  He’s an air witch.  He has no business trying to explain what happens to the libido of an earth witch who wears silver!”
 
   Since Candace was still confused, Tracy said, “Wait until you watch Missy on the videos … they’re all over the internet now.”  Then, she once again broke out into more laughter and wasn’t able to enlighten Candace any further.  It had been John, of course, who had enlightened her during their earlier phone call.  He’d asked if she knew just how viral all those Cancun Cancan Girl videos had gotten.
 
   Marsha finally got everyone to settle down.  She had started to warn Missy her meal was getting cold but just then, from the way Missy suddenly stopped clowning around and her eyes lit up, it was obvious their flight was close enough to where she was again experiencing Mike.  She plopped down in her seat and completely zoned out, barely noticing as Marsha set her steak down in front of her.
 
   Marsha then quietly promised Candace she’d explain it all to her later.  That, and a whole lot more about the two witches from West Point.  Later, when neither Missy nor Tracy was around.  Then, she giggled and walked away.  This past week, getting to really know Tracy and appreciate her unique sense of humor, had definitely been an experience all on its own.
 
   -----
 
   When the “P” Branch aircraft landed at Washington’s Dulles airport late in the day, it taxied over to a special section for official U.S. government use only.  The media were not allowed into that section so those arriving were able to enter the terminal without fanfare, have all their paperwork processed and passports stamped, quickly clear customs and immigration and then finally make their way up to the special VIP lounge without being noticed.  Once inside the lounge, of course, they received a great deal of notice.
 
   General Blake was there, with a few members from his staff, along with Candace’s mother and sister.  Drew Martinson was there with several “P” Branch members.  And, Mike and John were there.  Needless to say, the homecoming was very exciting and very emotional.
 
   Candace now had her emotions back under control and after spending several wonderful minutes with her family, she then insisted on having her Uncle Paul bring her around and formally introduce her to everyone else in the room.  She knew they had all played some part in the extraordinary measures taken for her rescue.  She even got to thank the pilot and crew from the “P” Branch aircraft who had joined them all up in the lounge.
 
   Not everyone there knew about witches and the supernatural, so the conversations all went accordingly.  Oliver was once again referred to as a psychic and, when he opened his suitcase and pulled out Candace’s music box, which he then presented to Candace with special care and ceremony, that got everyone really worked up.  They began praising him as a hero and General Blake warmly invited him to return with the family back to Candace’s home.
 
   Candace was overcome when she saw the music box.  No one had yet provided any details concerning all the events which had led to her dramatic rescue.  She had no idea just how Oliver had managed to locate her and didn’t know he had almost been killed in Cancun.  She did manage to regain her composure and when she insisted he accept her uncle’s invitation, Oliver gladly agreed to do that.
 
   Soon, Candace said her goodbyes to everyone.  She came over to Les and Marsha, who she knew lived in the Washington area, and made them promise to come and see her again sometime in the next week.  Marsha assured her they both had already been planning on doing exactly that.  Marsha then reminded her there were all those things about Missy and Tracy which she’d promised to explain.
 
   Missy heard her say that, of course, and she and Tracy came right over.  “As much as I’d love to hear what Marsha’s going to tell you about us, Tracy and I really do have to return to the academy.  What about you, Candace?  What are your plans?  Will your uncle be helping with some protection?  Not only from those WIJO terrorists but from the press as well?”
 
   Candace said, “Yes, Uncle Paul has arranged for Military Police bodyguards, twenty-four-seven.  They’ll even go with me when I return to George Washington University and watch over me there.  I’ll be taking a few days off but I do want to get my life back and I’m hoping once I have a normal routine, everyone will forget about me and leave me alone.”
 
   Missy said, “I’m going to have my friend Alice Mathews fly down to spend a couple days with you.  School is starting back up for her this week but I’m certain she’ll take time off to come down.  Alice is someone you can talk to, Candace.  About everything, okay?”  Missy knew Candace would need help and her friend Alice was probably the best person Candace could open up to.  “You know how I can heal physical injuries, right?  Well, Alice can help you heal spiritual injuries.  Give her a chance … your soul will thank you later!”
 
   Candace pulled Missy into a close hug and squeezed her tight.  Tears were once again flowing and she was unable to say a single word.
 
   Tracy said, “Hey, none of that stuff … you’re going home and home is where the heart is, right?  Be happy!  Besides … isn’t Oliver going back with you today?  If you need a shoulder to cry on, use his.  That worked out just fine on the plane, remember?”
 
   Candace let go of Missy and immediately grabbed Tracy.  Again she squeezed tightly and now her tears began to really flow.  She knew there were no words she could possibly say to either of these incredible girls, these incredible witches, and her heart was overflowing.  Fortunately, her uncle came to her rescue.  He handed her a large handkerchief and gently pried her away from Tracy.
 
   The general said, “Miss McCrea and Miss McGonagle?  Your nation is indebted to you both and as for me … my family … Candace, her Mom and her sister?  We can never thank you enough.  You know that.”  He studied them both and then glanced at Mike and John, who were standing close by.  Returning his eyes back to the girls, he continued.  “But, also know … I’ve talked with Drew and we’re going to closely watch things back at the academy.  Whatever assistance either of you might need, so there’s no fallout …”
 
   John said, “What he means is, should anyone ask about those internet videos?  There’s some redhead … no one knows who she is, of course … but her Cancun dance videos have gone viral.”  He smiled innocently at Missy and then continued.  “In the unlikely event the Superintendent at West Point needs to be enlightened?  You know … the way Mike had to enlighten me, recently?”  John glanced at Tracy with a gleam in his eye, knowing he’d hit a nerve.
 
   “My boyfriend and I really need to say goodbye now.”  Tracy stepped back and grabbed John’s left arm.  “We have so much to catch up on.  Please excuse us!  This has been wonderful and everything … and, Candace?  BFF’s now, remember!  We’ll stay in touch!”  With that, she marched John over to where she had left her suitcase, watched as he picked that up using his other arm, and then led him out the door.  Not once did she loosen the firm grip she had on his left arm.  
 
   Missy began laughing, as soon as they’d left, and the others joined her.  “My brother is really going to catch hell for that last remark!  Serves him right!”
 
   Mike said, “Drew has asked if you and I would stop back at “P” Branch.  Then, we’re free until your flight back to New York tomorrow.  John plans on bringing Tracy there in the morning and he’ll introduce her to all our new “P” Branch friends then … assuming he survives the night.”


 
   
  
 

Chapter Twenty-One
 
   Sep 1, 2019
 
    
 
   Missy and Mike were finally alone.  Once again, there had been a catered banquet at “P” Branch in Missy’s honor and this time, she’d gotten to meet everyone.  First, of course, Les had assembled them all and fully briefed them about what she and Tracy had done during the rescue.  Naturally, everyone Missy had spoken to afterwards was excited about their great accomplishment.  And, after congratulating her, they had all assured her how excited they were to be meeting Tracy … John had promised them she’d be coming in to visit, for sure.  He’d explained it would probably be best if he and Tracy had some alone time first, which was why they hadn’t been there for the nice banquet.
 
   As Mike hung the “Do Not Disturb” sign on the door to their suite, Missy broke out laughing.  “Poor John!  He’s going to get nothing but grief if he tries giving Tracy any attitude about her racing off with me before sharing everything about “P” Branch with him.”  She walked over to the giant bed and plopped herself down, bouncing up and down and giving him a “come-hither” look.
 
   “Oh, he’s over that now.  He was really pissed at first.  Not so much at Tracy … you and I were the ones who’d kept him in the dark.  Then, he wanted to be all protective.  His Tracy wasn’t going to go off and save the world, recklessly abandoning her life at the academy or ruining any of their wonderful plans.  No, no … first she was supposed to graduate, then go to flight school and then?  I think he was maybe hoping by the time she was finally ready for any combat assignments that the wars would have all ended.”  Mike had closed the door and had started removing some of his clothes while making his way over to join her on the bed.
 
   “How come you’re not giving me any attitude?  I’d know if you were, of course.”  She laughed, tossing the last of her clothes onto the floor, leaving herself in only her bra and panties.  “That whole Cancun dance thing was Tracy’s idea.  And, she actually kind of tricked me …”
 
   “You mean about the silver dollar jewelry?  Those earrings and the one hanging over your belly button?”  Mike was now down to his undershorts, which he stripped off and then he climbed onto the bed next to her.  “Marsha gave me a full report while you and Tracy were flying to Herat.  She thought that was the funniest thing she’d ever heard of … she had no idea when she had the jewelry made for you …”  He undid the clasp on her bra, rubbed the fabric back and forth a few times across her nipples and then tossed the bra onto the floor.  “Oh, I’ve missed you, Missy!”  He pulled her into his arms and began kissing her, slowly at first and then as they both shifted positions where they could kiss and embrace more passionately, his ardor really increased.
 
   “I missed you too, Mike!  I hate being separated, unable to experience you.  I hope you know that.”  She lay down on her back and pulled him down on top of her.  Feeling his big, hard body crushing hers, pressing her down into the bed, covering her, really affected her.  She let go, releasing all her controls, leaving herself open to Mike.  She knew she couldn’t do that with anyone else.  But, her animal nature accepted Mike as much, if not more so, than how her human nature accepted him.  They were bonded, with he a part of her and she a part of him.
 
   “Oh, I know.  It’s the same for me, of course.  Until you return, I’m in Limbo … we’ve talked about that.  What we haven’t talked about, though, is you putting yourself out there as some sex object.”  He had stopped kissing her and had rolled to one side.  “I don’t want to sound judgmental.  If you believed you needed to do that, exposing yourself that way in order to get results?  I mean, you exposed yourself to gunfire and danger over there in Afghanistan, to get results.  I get that.  But still, you sort of blindsided me with this latest thing.  Even if it was Tracy’s idea.”
 
   “I’m sorry, Mike.  I know, I know … it’s not a role I’m at all comfortable with, believe me.  I don’t do sex goddess.  The plan, as I had understood it, was more about making a scene and yelling out that dead kidnapper’s name.  The silver costume?  And, those damn silver dollars?”  She giggled.  “I have to show you the note Tracy left out for me.  Along with the silver dollar jewelry, which she was suggesting I wear tonight.  For you.  As if my enhanced hormones weren’t already enough …”
 
   Mike was already experiencing her enhanced hormones, which indeed were flooding him with desire; he was so hard and throbbing that things were now getting painful down below … he wanted badly to be deep inside her and he moved his hand down and rubbed her panties, checking how wet the slick folds of her sex were underneath.  She was definitely wet and when she pushed her pubic mound, grinding herself into his hand, he began stroking her.  His fingers found the firm nub of her clitoris and he began rubbing, sliding the silky soft material of her panties all along her pleasure center.  She moaned and the time for any further conversation was long over.  Their bodies began doing things all on their own.
 
   Missy’s body was now fully sensitized, every cell screaming for more sensations and Mike’s body was working to provide her with those sensations.  His hand, his big wonderful masculine hand, covering her crotch and rubbing her sex, was igniting little fires inside all her other erogenous zones.  Her nipples had hardened and were now aching, their need for tactile attention screaming to her.  She began writhing and pressing her breasts against his hard chest, moving her arms around to grab his back.  She opened her legs, spreading her thighs and when he moved himself into position, she wrapped her legs around him as well.
 
   Mike wanted to push inside her but her damn panties were in the way.  When her legs locked around him and he knew she was just as eager as he was for him to find a way to penetrate her, he quickly shoved the fabric to one side and guided himself into her entrance.  So wet, so warm, so ready.  Able to thrust into her at last, he brought his hands back up and began squeezing her body against his.  Together, they began moving in rhythm and together, their pleasure started soaring to higher and higher places.
 
   Missy’s orgasm began so quickly, Mike was actually surprised.  He was just getting to that really wonderful place where he often might pause, go a bit more slowly, just so he could last longer for her.  Once she began to buck wildly, screaming and yelling with her body convulsing, her inner muscles milking his manhood, her heels kicking him in the rear end and her entire being so wracked with how powerful a release she was experiencing, he quickly reached his point of no return and began ejaculating, his own release flooding him with wave after wave of pleasure.  Riding along with Missy, who had such an incredible capacity for physical pleasure that she could go on for several minutes, oblivious to all else as her magnificent body exhausted itself during the throes of her passion, was the most fulfilling thing for him.  Sometimes, he knew she experienced several orgasms, one after the other.  Tonight, she was having only the one big one.
 
   Based on how she continued to move so wildly with such total abandon, he knew she was pulling all sorts of energy into herself and then expending it, very possibly increasing her capacity for almost unending bliss.  His body was merely the trigger for her body going places, even after his own passion was spent and his male member was no longer hard.  Her ability for doing this always amazed him and he knew it was only possible when all her controls were completely relaxed.
 
   As had happened more than once before, when her orgasmic release had been as extreme as he knew it had been tonight, Missy now actually became unconscious.  Her body went limp and he knew she had expended all her energy, thoroughly giving him all and everything yet again.  He was spent and as he slipped out of her warm sheath, all the wet bodily fluids they both had expended were now very noticeable; there was a huge wet spot on their bed, soaking into the sheets.
 
   He climbed off and smiled at how she looked, so spectacular with her naked perfection which always gave him a thrill.  Even those silvery scars, rather than being any detraction from her beauty, only somehow added to how special she was and how special she made him feel.  She’d given herself to him and he fully realized how driven she was about everything she did, so that too made him feel special.  Smiling, he removed her ridiculous panties and then he crawled back into bed with her, shifted them both over to a dry area and pulled the covers over them both.
 
   Minutes later, he too was sound asleep, his body entwined with hers, and his soul now completely happy.  He often believed his soul became equally as entwined with hers during times like this, their mutual love bonding them together.
 
   -----
 
   Sep 2, 2019
 
    
 
   The limo which “P” Branch had arranged for them was waiting at La Guardia and it then delivered them back at the academy just before seven p.m., their required time for signing back in after any weekend pass.  They would have a week’s worth of classes to catch up on but, being so early in the school year, that wouldn’t pose much of a problem.  They both were exceptional students when it came to academics.
 
   Missy had been quick to make fun of Tracy, as soon as they’d boarded their flight after kissing the guys goodbye.  “I see you didn’t stay mad at my brother for very long.  Wheh … did you guys even sleep last night?”
 
   “Hey, all discussions about my sex life with your brother are strictly taboo!  You and that damn nose of yours!  Jeez!  And, I’ll have you know that John and I happen to be at a very nice place right now.  Our relationship couldn’t be better.”
 
   “Well, I know the sex couldn’t be better … when the two of you were standing there in front of me, if I hadn’t had my eyes open, I wouldn’t have known which was which or who was who.  Same scent.”  Missy was now totally exaggerating but teasing Tracy was such fun, she couldn’t help it.
 
   Tracy actually stared at her for several seconds but then began laughing.  “You are soooo full of it, Missy McCrea!  That is so not true.  We did actually fight with each other.  Sort of.  Makeup sex was extra special but, since you and Mike never fight, you wouldn’t have a clue about that.”
 
   “Makeup sex?  Wow … what have I been missing out on for all these years?  Is it like when you don’t know how something can affect you, make you really REALLY get all filled up with energy, and then … one day … your trusted roommate plays this trick on you …?”
 
   “Nope!  Not at all.  And, I think I’ll enjoy keeping my secrets.  Of course, if that makes you feel bad, then you might finally understand just how it feels.  You know, when your trusted roommate keeps secrets.”  Tracy was enjoying the banter but decided to change the subject.  “Hey, they really gave me quite a reception today when John brought me over to “P” Branch.  Very impressive!  It made me realize how important it was, what they do.  Keeping track of all the supnats around the world.  John made a big deal about how in other countries, there are those who you really REALLY don’t want to lose track of.”
 
   Missy smiled.  “Yeah, the team Drew has put together is really great.  I hadn’t met even half of them until last night.  I’m sure there’s still a few who I haven’t met but they all seem to know about me now.  And you!”
 
   “Marsha asked me to put on a little show for them.  Like I did on the plane?  With all those light spheres?  All these years those people have been monitoring us, keeping track of every supnat … where we go and what we do.  But, until you forced them to all get involved, they just weren’t experiencing things.”  She giggled.  “Now, they at least are able to understand us better.  And, see some supernatural energy being used, first hand.”
 
   “It all goes back to how worried our top leaders are.  They really consider us in the same category as nuclear weapons.  Since there’s been all those nuclear disarmament efforts going on for the past umpteen years, they’ve wanted to keep us supnats at arm’s length as well.  Hence, the non interference policy.”
 
   Tracy nodded her head, fully appreciating the problem.  “Of course, most of us supnats have been deathly afraid of being noticed, so I can see why the policy has been mostly successful.  Is that why you didn’t unleash all your death ray powers last summer?  Instead, you almost got killed, running around out there with all the bullets flying around.”
 
   “Hey, I was part of that team.  You met those guys.  They actually allowed me to become one of them.  There was no way I could just walk away from the fight they were in.  When we needed to go up against the Taliban forces that had stopped the convoy?  We did what needed to be done, just as soldiers have been doing for centuries.  Your Dad and Granddad have both put themselves in harm’s way.  You know that.  And, I know you realize just how it is.”
 
   “Hey, I was only yanking your chain, Missy.  I do understand.  And, I’m proud and honored to have you as my trusted roommate.  Even if you won’t use your death ray powers to keep me safe at night.  Besides, with that freaking nose of yours, always sniffing out trouble before it can bite me in the ass?  Who needs death rays?”
 
   -----
 
   Captain Bonomo had watched the two girls sign back in and proceed back to the barracks, everything looking about as normal as could be.  The girls were obviously close friends but, although he hardly considered himself an expert in such matters, there was nothing in their manner or behavior to suggest they were lesbians.  He assumed Sergeant Frele was right.  They were just friends.
 
   He had learned their being assigned as roommates was a last minute decision.  When the academy had received phone calls alerting them about Miss McCrea’s probable return, all in accordance with the agreement she’d made with the Superintendent himself, that had required some last minute billeting adjustments.  And, someone in the Army at a high level had insisted on Miss McGonagle being assigned as her roommate.
 
   Although he was still suspicious about the way that had happened, it appeared to be more than mere pulling of strings by some influential but unknown higher up.  Allegedly, it was in case Miss McCrea experienced any PTSD; she had roomed with Miss McGonagle during Beast and they had been in the same squad then.  That’s where their close relationship had started, again as Frele had suggested.
 
   PTSD.  And, allegedly, Miss McCrea had been wounded somehow.  Or, injured.  That’s why the convalescent leave and the Purple Heart she would soon be receiving.  He’d been curious to see her.  Again, he was no expert in such matters, but watching her carefree manner when she had strolled back in that evening, he wasn’t seeing any evidence of stress.  He intended to keep a close eye on Miss McCrea.  He was not one to tolerate special treatment or favoritism.
 
   As for her so-called wound or injury?  All he kept hearing all week long was how badly her soccer teammates wanted her to return.  They had a big game on Tuesday and no one would say for sure whether or not she’d be back.  Apparently, wherever she’d stubbed her toe or had otherwise been injured wasn’t much of a concern; her teammates were all expecting her to perform at her usual hundred and ten percent.
 
   He intended to go watch her play, since the game would be right there at West Point.  A home game.  He intended to keep a close eye on her for a while yet.  She wasn’t normal.  No one could be all the things that girl supposedly was and be normal.


 
   
  
 

Chapter Twenty-Two
 
   Sep 3, 2019
 
    
 
   Missy came off the field when her coach Kristen Cassalia waved her over.  They were ahead by two goals, four to two, and Kristen obviously wanted to give other players a chance to play.  Missy had been on the field for the entire forty-five minutes in the first half and had been out there for the first twenty-five minutes of the second period.  Their team was holding a comfortable lead and unless the other team was to suddenly score a goal, Kristen would probably keep her on the sidelines for a while.
 
   Sure enough, Kristen said, “Take a break, Missy … I think our defense can hold them well enough.  And, Barbara’s just finished her break and can probably play out the rest of the period.”  Barbara Rozak was big and powerful and could move almost as fast as Missy.  She was five-ten and, like Missy, played striker; she had scored three of today’s goals with two of those coming after excellent passes from Missy.  This was their second year playing together and they were well suited to one another.  Barbara had set Missy up for the goal she had scored.  They were a formidable pair.
 
   Missy took a seat on the bench and relaxed.  Being back and playing soccer again was exhilarating and she was really enjoying herself.  She and Tracy had not had much of a chance to relax with all their friends constantly coming up to them, both last night in the barracks and today during classes; everyone kept asking about the Cancun videos.  She and Tracy truthfully replied to one and all that they’d not seen the videos yet; they’d each been very busy visiting close friends in the hospital.  It had just been a coincidence, their being gone at the same time.
 
   When asked about Mexico, they assured everyone they were quite certain the likelihood of Missy having been to Mexico was about the same as for the two of them to have been off to Afghanistan.  Since their flights had all been on “P” Branch’s private jet and they’d used false ID’s at the resort in Cancun, they were hoping the “lack of any evidence” would allow them to quietly distance themselves from all the wild rumors.
 
   They knew all the U.S. government investigators had already been instructed not to divulge anything about their visit down there.  Likewise, General Blake was going to talk to the Supe in their behalf.  Hopefully, with the Supe’s influence, things would quickly die down and the rumors would all be put to rest.
 
   Missy’s teammates had been greatly relieved that she’d returned in time for their big game, the first for the regular season.  And, they’d been very pleased with her performance today.  She’d been as tireless as ever out there, constantly racing up and down the field, covering a huge territory and -- as they’d all gotten used to her doing in last year’s games -- somehow emerging from wherever several players might all converge on the ball and being the one to come out having that ball in her control.
 
   Although they had lost several of last year’s players who had graduated, Missy’s magic with the new players was already apparent.  Just as Kristen had noted the year before, Missy’s attitude and leadership was affecting them all.  They were confident and played as a team rather than as individuals.  And, this year, Barbara had learned to control herself much better.  She was a fiery Latin American girl, born in New Orleans but her parents were both from Brazil.  She still had a short fuse and would get frustrated but was no longer lashing out at the others.  She and Missy were now close friends and that was continuing to make a difference.
 
   Among all the spectators, Captain Bonomo was keeping a watchful eye on the proceedings.  And, after watching Missy closely for the past hour, he was indeed impressed.  She was tireless and unstoppable.  Several times, in the inevitable yet unavoidable collisions amongst players that was so typical and normal on the soccer field, she’d emerged from what had appeared to be a hard and painful mash up and then had continued as though nothing had happened.  Her hapless teammate or opponent, however, had often needed to come out to nurse her injuries.  One of today’s opponents had been hurt so badly after crashing into Missy, she hadn’t returned and was still sitting out, sulking and unhappy on the sidelines.
 
   What really impressed him was how Missy moved.  No one moved like she did and he was more convinced than ever it had been her dancing down there in Cancun.  Her effortless grace combined with not just power but with “something extra” at key moments was amazing.  She would always end up being just a half step ahead, whenever she needed it.  Once or twice, her movements were a blur and he had to ask himself whether he’d truly just watched her do what she’d done.
 
   He could see her teammates all looked up to her and whenever she would praise them or encourage them, it meant a lot.  Since she actually did that frequently, he could see why they appreciated her so much.  She also would often give some advice or make some suggestions which they also would appreciate, especially since Missy never did that where anyone’s ego would get hurt.  Rather than exposing any errors or shortcomings, she somehow helped mask them instead, while helping the other girl understand how to improve for next time.
 
   Coach Cassalia had actually tried to explain all this, telling him how Missy helped everyone else, which in turn was why their team had made the playoffs last year.  But, until he’d watched her out there and seen it for himself, he hadn’t really been able to understand what the coach had meant.  Missy was obviously enjoying herself tremendously, having a great time, always going all out but she wasn’t looking to score goals for her own glory; instead, she was helping her team score goals and her team play at a level that was maybe just a bit higher than how they’d play otherwise.
 
   With her now on the bench, he was already able to notice the subtle difference in how her teammates were all playing.  When the other team scored a goal and Missy went back into the game, that difference was even more noticeable.  She was their spark and just having her out there spurred them all on.  The game ended with the score four to three, a victory for the Black Knights.  Even though Army hadn’t scored another goal, they’d managed to control the ball so their opponents had been playing defense most of the remaining time and had never gotten any further opportunities to score again.
 
   Captain Bonomo watched patiently as Army’s players all shook hands with the opposing team players, congregated into several small groups and then began making their way off the field.  Missy obviously had several admirers as there were a lot of spectators who came up to her group and congratulated her.  Sergeant Frele and his buddy Sergeant Chasen were there and when they approached Missy’s group, Missy greeted them with sincere warmth and a happy smile.  The captain tagged along behind the two sergeants; he had asked Frele to introduce him since he had yet to actually meet Miss McCrea.
 
   Once the usual greetings and congratulations on today’s win had been given and acknowledged, with the players all happily chattering back and forth with the many onlookers, Frele finally approached Missy and said, “Hey, Miss McCrea … I’d like you to meet Captain Bonomo; he’s the new TAC officer for B-3 now.”
 
   Missy’s smile somehow brightened even more and she looked at Bonomo.  “Gosh, Captain!  How’d you manage to be so lucky?  You not only got assigned to the best cadet company at West Point but you get to have the best TAC-NCO to help you!”  She laughed and looked at both Frele and Chasen.  “Of course … I might be a teeny-weenie bit biased!  All our TAC-NCO’s are wonderful!”  Both sergeants were beaming at her high praise and chuckled good naturedly.
 
   Bonomo was very impressed at how beautiful her green eyes were.  As was her amazing smile.  “I’m very excited about my assignment here, Miss McCrea.  I’ve met everyone else in your company but since you were away last week …”  He let that statement hang, clearly inviting her to perhaps say something about her absence.
 
   “Oh, I know, I know.  I hated to miss my first week back at the academy but a very dear friend was in the hospital.  He was in a coma and at first, the doctors weren’t sure … but, fortunately, he’s now making a full recovery.  I’m very grateful the Supe allowed me to take emergency leave.”
 
   “Well, I’m glad to hear he’s going to be okay.  I understand you were actually recovering from some injury recently as well.  Sergeant Frele tells me you served over in Afghanistan this summer … some sort of special study?”  Bonomo again was inviting her to perhaps elaborate.
 
   “Oh, yes!  The Army asked me to volunteer.  Now that women are allowed to be in the Infantry, there’s lots of media attention all about that.  I guess you could say the Army wanted me as their poster girl … they believed I might enable their study to refute all those naysayers.  You know.  Because of all my unique qualifications.  Since they didn’t actually know how long the assignment might be, I asked the Supe to let me resign.  But, that was with the understanding I could return, once the Army was satisfied with their study.”
 
   “Very interesting.  Yes, Sergeant Frele mentioned something about that study.  He’s been asked to give interviews to the media about you.  He tells me there will probably be some reporters asking to interview you here as well.  I trust that won’t interfere with things now that you’ve returned?”  Bonomo was curious to see how she planned to handle this.
 
   Missy smiled and said, “My Army buddies are coordinating everything with the academy’s public relations office.  There definitely will be no interference.  Only scheduled interviews will be conducted; otherwise, if I’m approached?  Say, while at one of my away games or matches?  I’ll be avoiding any contact.  Zero.  Zip.  Nada.”
 
   They had been walking back during this discussion and now they were approaching the barracks.  The players excused themselves from the various spectators who had followed them back and Missy did the same.  As she disappeared with her teammates into the barracks, Bonomo remained outside along with Frele and Chasen and many others.  He realized she’d never said anything about whatever injury she’d sustained.  And, she hadn’t elaborated on what her “unique qualifications” were.  Nor had she explained why the special study had ended so quickly.
 
   He figured he’d go talk to the public relations office about her.  Plus, he was curious to know just who her “Army buddies” might be.
 
   -----
 
   Cadet Donald Quigby was not enjoying all the constant harassment.  He’d thought Beast Training had been bad but now, ever since Acceptance Day, with all the upperclass cadets back at the academy, things had been even more stressful.  They outnumbered plebes three to one and, just as his brother had warned him, torturing plebes was a favorite pastime for these upperclass assholes.  Every time he turned around, someone was bracing him and getting in his face, often then giving him demerits for one thing or another.
 
   What really rankled was all the upperclass female cadets.  True, they numbered less than twenty percent, but for some damn reason, he seemed to be saying, “Yes, Ma’am” and “No, Ma’am” and “No excuse, Ma’am” a lot more than he’d been saying, “Yes, Sir” and “No, Sir”.  And, now his fucking team leader was back.  Cadet McGonagle.  Why was he one of the unlucky guys to get assigned a female team leader?  His brother had never had to put up with that.  Jeez!
 
   His injury on the lacrosse field had provided a temporary reprieve from those upperclass cadets who’d known about it … they’d cut him some slack for a few days.  But, that was over now; he’d been back out practicing with the team again.  Yes, his rapid recovery had been amazing and he was grateful; the hours on the playing field were the only ones he really enjoyed.  The rest of the time, it was a grind.
 
   What was really stressing him out the most was all the academic stuff.  His brother Ron was the brainy one.  He had struggled all through high school, always in Ron’s shadow with his Dad always reminding him how much better his brother had been.  Other than lacrosse, at which he actually was the better player, he’d always taken a back seat to his big brother.  And, not following in his brother’s footsteps had not been an option.  His Dad had always made that very clear.
 
   Truth be told, however, he wanted to become an officer.  He’d been an Army brat, raised on various Army bases both at home and abroad, and it was a life he truly looked forward to.  After his Mom had passed away, when he was twelve, the Army had become his family.  His Dad had always been super busy but the Army took care of its own and he had many wonderful memories, thanks to all those who had stepped up to help his Dad.  He really had never considered what his life might be like as a civilian.
 
   So, he’d done what he’d needed to do in order to get into the academy.  Get good grades?  He’d done that.  Other than playing sports, which looked good as an extracurricular activity, he’d studied and worked hard at his schoolwork.  No, it hadn’t come easy for him.  And, no … he’d had no social life.  But, he’d bought into what his Dad had said about girls being a distraction.  He’d avoided them.  There’d be time for girls later.  He knew if he graduated from West Point, there’d be plenty of girls.  He’d watched how the girls had acted around all those Army bases.
 
   He’d done real well during Beast, in spite of the hazing and harassment.  But, now that the focus was on the academics and how well he did in the classroom, he knew he was maybe in over his head.  All his peers were so bright and capable, somehow able to get things so much quicker and easier than he did.  He just wasn’t being given the time he needed.  Not with all the other stuff going on.  And, memorizing all the useless “poop”, the so-called required knowledge for plebes?  He’d learned ranks and insignia plus the Code of Conduct and some of this stuff ahead of time.  But, all the other Army and West Point trivia a plebe was required to know, which increased daily, was more than he could handle.  That, plus memorizing the next three meals and always knowing the exact time until the next meal?  Again, too much.
 
   He was easy prey for those upperclass assholes.  At the rate he was earning demerits, he’d be marching every weekend for the entire year.  Once a plebe accumulated enough demerits, the punishment was to spend what otherwise would have been free time doing walking tours.  They’d walk for hours at a time on Saturday afternoons in full uniform and carrying their M14 parade rifles on their shoulder, walking back and forth in the Central Area.  He knew he would need that free time in order to stay on top of his studies; it was a Catch 22.
 
   And, it hadn’t taken long for the female upperclass cadets to recognize how tongue tied he’d get whenever they’d start questioning him.  Even when he actually knew the correct answers to their questions, he’d stutter and fuck up, forget to use proper protocol in how he addressed them and end up with more demerits.  Having avoided girls all through high school, he now was at a complete loss on how to interact with them.  They made him nervous and he now dreaded any time he had to deal with a girl.  They weren’t just a distraction … they were a nightmare!
 
   And, this Cadet McGonagle bitch?  He hadn’t even met her yet but he already knew having her as his team leader, supervising him and no doubt giving him a very hard time, was going to be nothing but trouble.  Worse yet, he’d heard rumors she was actually very attractive.  And, the more attractive a girl was, the more difficult he’d always found that made things when trying to deal with that girl.
 
   Just finding McGonagle had been a problem.  She’d sent him an email asking him to report to her room at nineteen hundred hours.  Supposedly, this would only be a “meet and greet”.  Yeah, sure!  Only, instead of her room being anywhere nearby, like for all the other cadets in D-2, instead he’d had to traipse all the way over here to a completely different building and get braced twice while doing so.  He’d managed to survive both encounters without earning more demerits but that had not helped much with all the tension he was feeling.
 
   Then, just as he was about to knock on her door, he heard a voice on the other side say, “Hey, Tracy … your seven o’clock is here!” and at the same time, the door opened.  Standing there at the entrance was a gorgeous redhead, staring at him with a mischievous look with the most amazing green eyes he’d ever seen.  Meanwhile, standing over at her desk but facing him was a brunette, also very attractive.  She was smiling and had really pretty brown eyes.  He was so screwed!
 
   He managed to blurt, “Cadet Quigby, reporting as ordered, Sir … err … Ma’am!”  Yep.  He was definitely in trouble.  He could feel the blood rushing to his face as waves of embarrassment coursed through him.  Both girls were wearing gym shorts and tee shirts; while their attire was modest enough, the impact of having those female bodies in such close proximity was undeniable.  He was getting a hard-on and trying to hide his throbbing erection while standing at attention was only increasing all the tension he’d already been experiencing.
 
   Tracy said, “Don’t let my roommate make you nervous, Cadet Quigby.  She’s only here so we’re not alone.  Protocol, you know?  Come on in but leave the door open.”  She could see the poor guy was wound very tight and nervous as could be.  “Cadet Donald Quiqby, meet my roommate, Cadet Missy McCrea.”
 
   Donald looked at Missy and realized he was now drowning, going down for the third time, with no hope.  Missy McCrea?  Oh, shit!  Everyone had heard about her.  There were more rumors than he could possibly process, all about her taking down the Caesar Club Seven the year before.  His brother had refused to discuss any of that whole scandal but he knew Ron had barely survived it all and had ended up on probation.  Jeez!  How much worse could things possibly get for him?
 
   Missy waved him into the room and said, “Sorry you had to walk all the way over here from your second regiment barracks … it’s my fault.  My return to the academy required some shuffling around … Tracy here got the short straw and they’ve made her be my roommate this semester.”  She laughed.  “Please come in and stand at ease.”
 
   Donald stared at her.  Was she making a joke?  He walked inside the room and carefully stood at attention.  While he watched, Missy walked over to where her desk was and sat down.  He shifted his glance to Tracy who was still standing.
 
   Tracy said, “I asked you here, Cadet Quigby, since I was away on leave last week and didn’t get to meet you.  As you know, I’m your team leader.  Please relax … this meeting is strictly informal.  I wanted to give you a chance to ask any questions, voice any concerns and also just get to know me.  Since my roommate over there is often likely to appear wherever I am, I figured I’d give you a chance to meet her as well.”
 
   Missy knew from his scent how absolutely petrified Donald was of the two of them and that surprised her.  Poor guy!  She could also tell he’d probably never had sex; maybe that’s why he was so uncomfortable being there, all alone with girls.  Yes, uncomfortable and very aroused.  Wow!  She’d experienced this sort of thing many times in high school but usually, by the time a guy started college, he’d be able to interact socially … even if still a virgin.  Donald may be harboring all the prejudices his Dad had instilled concerning women in the military but, at the same time, he was still very insecure.  Interesting!
 
   Missy looked over at Tracy and then back at Donald.  “Actually, Tracy is supposed to help you adjust to military life.  She not only will supervise your performance but can help you with any aspect of your life here at West Point that causes you concern.  Any aspect.  For example … if, say, you had a phobia about dealing with girls?  Tracy can help with that.”
 
   Tracy stared at Missy.  Wow!  Message received.  Poor Donald was afraid of girls!  “What my very blunt roommate is saying, Cadet Quigby, is I can help.  I can be a resource rather than adding to all the difficulty you’re probably having right now.  And, since your Dad was a Sergeant Major, I’m betting you don’t need to adjust to military life all that much … like you, I was an Army brat.  It’s life here at West Point you’ll need help with.  And, that includes interacting with us women.”
 
   Donald looked back and forth, from one to the other.  This was so not going the way he’d anticipated.  “How come you know about my Dad?”  After blurting that out, which was asked without the required protocol of first asking, “Ma’am, may I ask a question?” he almost tried to apologize but the words were stuck and wouldn’t come out.  His finding this whole meeting so bizarre was now making him paralyzed, unable to think straight or say anything.
 
   “Relax, Cadet Quigby.  Donald.  Here, please sit down.  Stop standing there at attention … this really is an informal meeting.  I hope Missy isn’t giving you a phobia with all her talk about phobias!”  She watched as he sat down on the chair she had indicated and she then sat on her bed.  “Missy and I know your brother Ron.  We were in his company during Beast and, well … he told us about your Dad.”
 
   “That was last week.  I don’t know if Ron has shared anything about either of us girls but … we do have some history.  You might even say, we’re friends now.”  Missy giggled.  “Strictly platonic friends, of course.  Tracy and I are both in very serious relationships with men not here at West Point.”
 
   “Again, what my blunt roommate is saying, Donald, is you’re more than just my responsibility as the plebe which I’m team leader for … you’re the brother of someone Missy and I now consider our friend.  Sooooo … let’s cut through all the bullshit, which you’re surely getting enough of everywhere else.  Just tell us how we can help!”
 
   -----
 
   Robert looked across the table at his wife Constance.  His ex-wife Constance.  But, these past few days were making those thirteen years they’d been divorced almost seem like they’d never happened.  Almost.  He still couldn’t quite get over how she’d flown down to be at his side in the hospital.  After all those arguments they’d had, with her always complaining about his job and how she simply couldn’t live with the constant worry about him being killed or badly injured.  As it turned out, she’d been living with that anyway, in spite of the divorce.
 
   When they’d met and then married, he’d been a captain in the Army.  He’d gotten his degree, thanks to the Army’s ROTC scholarship, and had already served in the MP’s for four years.  They’d been deeply in love and he’d promised her he’d always do everything he could to make her happy.  Four years later, in spite of having been promoted to major, he’d left the Army.  She’d suddenly lost her brother who had died in a helicopter crash in Iraq and she’d insisted he resign his commission and get out.  So he’d done as she’d asked and six months later he was a civilian.
 
   With his Military Police background, getting his job with the FBI had been both easy and logical.  He’d even chosen to work on kidnapping cases as those were primarily investigations and his exposure out on the line of fire was minimal.  She’d been okay with that, at first.  And, for many years, they’d been happy.  When it had turned out she wasn’t able to conceive, they’d talked about maybe adopting.  But, they’d never taken any steps to do that and as the years went by, they’d gradually stopped talking about it.  Instead, they’d drifted apart.  He’d ended up having far too many sad cases; his wife had never been happy with what he had become and how the job had changed him over the years.
 
   After her father had passed away, Constance began spending more and more time taking care of her mother, the only family she had left.  And, she’d wanted him to leave the FBI.  He had actually participated in a couple of arrests where gunfire had not only been used, it had all been filmed and shown on TV.  That’s when their arguments had started.  One thing had led to another and after their divorce, Constance had moved in with her mother.
 
   They had stayed in touch, always referring to their having gone their separate ways as an amicable divorce.  When her mother had passed away three years ago, he’d wondered about her.  She was all alone, except for a few friends and her co-workers at the bank where she worked.  She had never gotten involved with anyone else and neither had he.  But, somehow … there just seemed like too many barriers were standing there between them; that, and his job was always demanding all of his time.
 
   When he’d awakened in that hospital room and found her there, he’d been really shocked.  Then, when she’d admitted how she still loved him, had never stopped loving him and how the phone call telling her he was in a coma had been her wakeup call, those barriers he’d thought existed between them all crumbled away.  They’d talked for hours, each baring their soul to the other, and by the time he was well enough to leave the hospital, she’d asked him to stay with her back at the resort.  In the same room and sharing the same bed.
 
   With the barriers down, they’d gone back to that room and had sat down on that bed.  And, he’d kissed her.  Slowly at first but when he’d sensed how badly she’d wanted him to keep kissing her, keep touching her, they somehow then just kept doing all those things … and more.  Lots more.  As they’d continued embracing, undressing one another and making love, all those years they’d been apart simply disappeared and no longer mattered.  What mattered was what they both began experiencing in the moment; passions long dormant were once again unleashed.  Soon, the two of them were once again having sex as though they were teenagers.
 
   Now, sitting in this expensive restaurant -- which “P” Branch was paying for -- as he stared at her with thoughts about all their recent lovemaking … day and night and, yeah, whenever they could manage it … he realized he never wanted to be separated from her again.  No, he wanted to make good on that promise from long ago; he’d do whatever he could to make her happy.  They’d finished their meal, enjoyed their wine and the waiter had just left them after he’d taken care of the check.  “Connie?  Will you step outside with me for a moment?  Let’s look at the ocean.”
 
   He led her out onto the deck, away from all the other diners, and as she approached the railing and looked off at the sea, sparkling under the bright moon above, he suddenly dropped down on one knee in front of her.  “Constance Ulrey, will you marry me?  Again?”
 
   “Oh, Robert!”  She smiled down at him and her eyes filled up with tears.  As those tears began falling down her cheeks, she said, “Yes!  Yes, I will, you crazy man!”


 
   
  
 

Chapter Twenty-Three
 
   Sep 6, 2019
 
    
 
   Alice Mathews had finally managed getting Candace to open up and talk about all she’d been through.  As they’d talked, Candace had revealed a lot more about herself as well.  That hadn’t been easy but Alice had lots of experience now with getting girls to open up and talk about themselves and their traumas.  Ever since Missy had insisted she represent her, setting her up as Trustee on that Roseanne Fund which Missy had forced the New York mob to create, Alice had been helping all sorts of young girls.  Most of them had been abused, often sexually molested, and helping girls like that was now what Alice wanted to do as her life’s work.
 
   She’d survived three years of such abuse from her stepfather, starting at age thirteen.  And, months after Missy had put a stop to that, she’d been kidnapped.  The two men holding Alice had not planned on releasing her.  No, she would have been abused by them for days and then her dead body would have been disposed of.  So, yeah … she could relate to some of what Candace had been though.
 
   When a wild mountain lion had suddenly burst into the room and killed the two men holding her, that had been quite a sight for Alice.  Candy agreed -- by this point in their conversation, Alice was calling her Candy -- that sight probably did top the one she’d had when Missy and Oliver had popped in on her.  And, when that big ferocious cat had suddenly Changed and Alice saw it was Missy standing there in front of her?  Again, that probably rivalled what Candy had watched Missy the Wicked Witch do, pointing at the various guards who then had dropped dead in front of her.
 
   Candy asked, “They really call you the crazy mob lady?  And, you’ve been promoted to director for that fund?  Not because of Missy’s threats but because the mob saw such an increase in all the profits they’re making?”
 
   Alice had explained how the Salvatore D’Amato mob organization behind this Roseanne Fund had learned there were all these webcam girls out there in their “sex industry” who now wanted to work for them, rather than for any of the other mob families.  This happened after Alice had “influenced” things by saving many young girls from abuse by relatives, stepfathers, mother’s boyfriends and so forth.  Yep … having your sister or best friend get “saved” by that crazy mob lady was being perceived as an employee benefit.  These webcam girls had often been victims themselves.
 
   Unlike the drugs, prostitution and loan sharking, there were no territories when it came to these girls, many in college, who were supporting themselves and paying tuition by the very lucrative webcam sex business.  Girls who were willing to perform on these webcams could generate a lot of money from millions of willing viewers every month, all over the internet.  This business typically got assistance from one mob organization or another; they’d provide the infrastructure the girls needed to succeed in their business.  But, picking which organization the girls would use was up to them to decide.  And, as the reputation for the Roseanne Fund girls was spread far and wide via the social media, a lot of these webcam girls now wanted Sal’s organization to assist them.
 
   Alice said, “Yeah, everyone knows the D’Amato family is behind the Roseanne Fund so my being director makes me part of the mob.  And, my effectiveness in protecting all those girls?  Whenever there’s any problem with some guy trying to molest someone?  My mob buddies will suddenly show up and scare the crap out of them.  So, obviously I’m connected.”
 
   “But, you’re not directly involved in getting those so-called mob buddies to do that, are you?”
 
   “Of course not!”  Alice giggled.  “But, my every whim always gets treated as though Missy the Wicked Witch was issuing them a direct order.  So … like magic!  Problems get solved really quickly!  And, these guys have no idea how she’s even a werecat.  She and Tracy put on such a demonstration of supernatural power, blasting Sal’s estate with dozens of lightning bolts, etc., etc. … well, they do not want to learn what else she might be able to do.  I keep hinting, of course … just to keep them on their toes!”
 
   “Wow!  Marsha has been filling me in all about those two.  And, about Oliver as well.  I’m still not sure I can wrap my head around everything.  All this supernatural stuff is still blowing my mind.  But, my Uncle Paul is certainly a true believer.  Thank God he called that “P” Branch for help!”  Candace stared at Alice.  “And, thank you for coming down here to talk to me.  Missy was right, Alice.  Talking to you really does help.”
 
   “It’s one of her most annoying traits … the way she’s always right.”  Alice laughed.  “She really isn’t like a normal person … those years she spent, prowling the mountains as a cat, being a predator … with no idea if she’d ever be human again?  She just doesn’t think the way the rest of us do.  She uses those enhanced senses of hers and all those animal instincts, you know?  Then, she controls herself.”
 
   “I suppose that’s why she can kill people the way she has.  Oliver tells me he could never do that.  Not even to save his life.  He’s a social worker, you know?”
 
   Alice had been hearing Candace mention Oliver time and time again.  “So, you and Oliver?  You’re staying in touch?”
 
   “Oh, he’s such a sweetheart!  And, just like you and I can talk about all of this supernatural witchy stuff?  He really can’t get used to now being able to talk to me.  You know.  A non-supnat?”  Candace laughed.  “He’s never revealed to anyone outside his coven how he’s a witch.  Now that he has me …?”
 
   Alice had heard some things from Missy, including how it was Tracy’s opinion that “something” was indeed going on between Oliver and Candace.  “I’m hearing a distinctly different tone in your voice when you talk about Oliver.  You don’t sound the same as when you talk about all those other boys in your life.”  Candace had indeed opened up earlier about her disappointing experiences with guys always taking advantage of her, only interested in having sex and not at all interested in her as a person.  Her bitterness and distrust towards men was very apparent.
 
   Candace stared at Alice as though what she’d just stated was giving her an epiphany of some kind.  “Well … I suppose he is different.  I mean … he’s my savior.  He was willing to give his life for me.  But, of course … he’s not interested in me … I mean, that is … he’s not after me for sex or anything.  He just really appreciates having me as a friend.  You know?”
 
   Alice giggled.  “Are you sure?  About him not wanting more in your relationship?”
 
   Candace sighed.  “Our relationship?  When you put it that way, Alice …”  She paused, not quite knowing what else to say.
 
   “Do you find him attractive?  You know … being the social worker type rather than one of those alpha male bad boys all the girls love to go gah-gah over.”
 
   “He’s very handsome and I love that he’s a social worker … I really don’t feel drawn to those macho guys you’re mentioning.  And, even though my Dad and my Uncle Paul … hey, maybe because of them.  I’ll never be interested in any man who might go off and get himself killed in some stupid war someday!”  Candace was only realizing that for the first time, hearing herself voice out loud what had been buried deep inside.
 
   Alice knew they were getting somewhere.  “Soooo … what about a handsome witch who risks his life for a girl he doesn’t even know?”
 
   -----
 
   “Hey, Carlos … have you seen any of those Cancun Cancan Girl videos?  They’re still out there, all over the internet.”  Rafe Santiago had waited until they were alone before bringing this up.
 
   Carlos Mancini looked up from all the paperwork on his desk, only partially listening since the recent profit and loss figures he was analyzing still held his attention.  “No, why should I watch some stripper dancing all around on top of the bar at some nightclub?”
 
   “Ahh, so you’ve at least heard about those videos!”  Rafe laughed.
 
   “Hey, I may be busy but I hear the guys talking …”  Carlos studied his friend.  Rafe always had a point to make but often took his time making it; he’d learned to put up with that since usually whatever point Rafe was making would be important.
 
   “She’s not really a stripper.  She’s wearing a really skimpy outfit and the way she moves … she’s actually more provocative than most strippers.  She’s also a redhead and looks a hell of a lot like that Missy McCrea.”
 
   “What?  That’s impossible!  She’s at West Point … why the hell would she be in Mexico?”  Rafe had definitely gotten his attention now.  Carlos set aside his paperwork and stared at Rafe with raised eyebrows.
 
   Rafe had wondered the same thing.  And, he’d wondered why the man whom the girl in the video had been yelling and screaming about had turned out to be already dead.  Ricardo Robeson.  He’d apparently died under mysterious circumstances in an explosion at his house the night before the girl’s crazy performance.  Rafe’s seeing the video had only been a fluke, days earlier, when several of the guys had called him over to watch it.  Seeing how much the girl resembled Missy McCrea had made him read all the news articles; that’s where he’d learned she’d been trying to find a guy already dead.
 
   While he had no way to verify whether or not the girl was Missy McCrea, she certainly looked and moved like Missy.  Missy the werecat.  That meeting with her a little over a year earlier had made a lasting impression and he wasn’t about to ever forget her.  Knowing how interested Carlos would be, he’d investigated further.  And, if what he’d arrived at as a conclusion was possibly true, Carlos would be very, very interested indeed.
 
   “She might have been in Mexico helping her government buddies.  You really need to see some of those videos, Carlos.  She definitely makes a scene, ranting and raving about this guy Ricardo.  It turns out Ricardo had gotten himself blown up the night before.  I’ve done some research about Ricardo.  He was one of the guys this local hood Jacques Arbogast used to kidnap girls for him.  And, the U.S. government was right there in Cancun, looking for that Candace Axtell.  That’s where she was when she disappeared.”
 
   Carlos tried to process what Rafe was saying.  “Okay, I heard about Candace Axtell … but, she was grabbed by those WIJO terrorists over in the Mid-East.  I didn’t realize she’d disappeared in Cancun.”
 
   Rafe had put the pieces together and it was merely a theory, but if the redhead on those videos had really been Missy McCrea, then it made sense.  “I think Candace was grabbed in Cancun and sold to those WIJO terrorists.  That’s what Jacques did with all the girls he grabbed … he sold them.  And, Jacques has disappeared now.  He disappeared the same night as when the girl did all her dancing.  And, it was his club she was dancing at.”
 
   “Let me get this straight.  You’re saying this Jacques Arbogast character was kidnapping and selling girls, that maybe Candace Axtell was one of those girls and he sold her to the WIJO organization.  Since she’s the niece of that important U.S. Army general, they’d probably pay a lot of money for her.  And, Jacques has disappeared … maybe with all the money.”
 
   Rafe stopped him by saying, “That was certainly a coincidence, his disappearing that night.  Cancun was swarming with investigators from the U.S., all down there searching for Candace.  There’s still a big team there, working with the Mexican authorities, arresting everyone who either worked for or was associated with Jacques Arbogast.  They’ve even arrested the guy who Jacques hired to kill Ricardo Robeson and the other kidnapper.”
 
   Carlos thought for a minute, trying to see where Rafe was going.  “You’re saying Missy was there, helping her government friends, looking for Candace?  She was making a lot of noise about the dead kidnapper … dead because Jacques had arranged it … and Jacques goes missing.  Either he’s on the run or dead or maybe those investigators have him.  You think she flushed him out …”
 
   “Isn’t that what happened with Marco and the boys he had with him?  They all disappeared into witness protection, right?  Because the U.S. government was helping Missy.”  Rafe and Carlos had left the U.S. and returned to Colombia to avoid those government friends that Missy had.
 
   “Yeah, I guess I can understand your theory.  You really think that girl is Missy, huh?  I guess I’d better take a look at those videos.”
 
   “Here’s the thing, Carlos.  The rumor about Jacques is he actually worked for the Frenchman.  My theory is Jacques didn’t disappear with any money … I think that WIJO organization paid millions to our good friend Manuel Rodriguez for Candace.  And, that’s why he’s no longer interested in buying drugs from you at our old prices.  He either used that money to buy drugs from the Mid-East or he was actually paid with drugs.”
 
   -----
 
   The Superintendent at West Point, a three star general, stared at his two visitors: Drew Martinson from that mysterious “P” Branch and General Paul Blake whom he’d known for years.  He’d first met Drew in July when Missy McCrea had resigned.  Drew and General Blake had requested this very private meeting since it had been decided he now had a “need to know”.  And so, now he’d been briefed.  He’d been allowed to learn all the top secret information about supernaturals, after first having been sworn in and signing several non-disclosure agreements.
 
   “Witches?  You’re saying I have witches here at West Point?”  The Superintendent had just finished listening to them explain why Missy and Tracy were special.  This, after getting “the big picture” before being told any of these individuals was actually at the academy. 
 
   General Blake said, “Supernaturals, actually.  Missy is not only a witch, she’s also a werecat.  Drew’s organization, the government’s Paranormal Branch or “P” Branch, monitors supernaturals all around the world.  It was inevitable that one day, West Point would get some.”
 
   “A werecat?  I’m not sure I even know what that means.  Besides, I’ve met Miss McCrea.  She’s … well … I was going to say, she’s normal.  One of our more outstanding cadets.  But, I suppose that’s what you’re telling me.  These supernaturals can pass as normal.  Are they humans?  Aliens?  What are we dealing with, here?”
 
   Drew said, “They’re not aliens.  We’ve never obtained any credible evidence that aliens exist.  I do have some people working for me full time on that, checking all the evidence that’s out there concerning aliens.  But, as to whether they’re humans?”  He laughed.  “I can only say they’re human except when they’re not.  Missy, for example.  She also can be a mountain lion and, when she’s in that form, she’s most definitely not human.”  He pulled some photos out of his briefcase and placed them on the table for the Superintendent to look at.
 
   General Blake said, “She provided us with some reconnaissance info during Campaign Angel’s Wing that was invaluable, which she obtained while prowling all through the Hindu Kush Mountains as a cougar.  I think it’s fair to say, without revealing anything classified here, that without her recon, we never would have succeeded over there.  I believe by now the governments in both Afghanistan and Pakistan would have been completely overthrown.”
 
   The Superintendent looked up from staring at all the photos.  “Sooo … when she’s this cat person … does she think like an animal or like a human?”
 
   Drew smiled and said, “She retains her human intellect, even when she’s a cat.  She actually considers herself to be both, in either form.  Cat and human, with two natures melded into one.  She’s greatly enhanced, also.  Again, in either form.”
 
   “I’m still struggling with all this … you two must realize how crazy and bizarre this paranormal stuff is, right?”  The Superintendent sat back, his mind racing with thoughts all going in different directions.  “These girls … they seem able to hide what they are.  So, why now?  What made you decide I needed to know all this?”
 
   General Blake said, “Well, it’s very possible Missy McCrea will be asked by someone, at some point, whether or not she’s the one in those videos that have gone viral … the Cancun Cancan Girl videos.  We both want to make certain she’s not asked about that in any official inquiries.  She’s a cadet and your Honor Code is something she strongly believes in.  While, unofficially, she might joke and quibble when asked about those videos and thereby avoid the issue, we’re worried.  The conduct of the girl on those videos might be considered as unbecoming for an officer, if someone actually wished to make an issue.  So, we prefer this not become an issue.”
 
   The Superintendent had heard about the videos but had not actually watched them.  And, he had known Missy and Tracy had gone to Cancun to see their friends who’d been injured during the investigation when General Blake’s niece had disappeared down there.  “Was the conduct of the girl on those videos helpful in finding your niece, Paul?”
 
   “We are now holding one of the men responsible for kidnapping Candace and, because of his testimony, Army Intelligence has helped the Mexican authorities shut down the entire white slavery operation his organization was running.  All this is a direct result of that girl’s conduct.  While there are still higher up criminals not identified as yet, who sold my niece to that WIJO organization, Missy and Tracy managed to break open the case which otherwise was at a complete dead end.”
 
   Drew said, “Those girls also led the Special Forces team who rescued Candace in Afghanistan.  Tracy burned half the village with her fireballs.  Fortunately, no one has accused us of using any supernatural powers in that rescue.  But, after what they accomplished … our government experts are now re-examining our whole policy concerning supernaturals.”
 
   The Superintendent was definitely feeling overwhelmed with all this information.  Recalling the initial briefing he’d received, he said, “You told me our government has this non interference policy and doesn’t want to use anyone with special powers.  We don’t want anyone to use powers like that against us.”
 
   General Blake said, “That was before.  And, while we still don’t want anyone to use those powers against us, we may want to ask Missy and Tracy for some more of their special help from time to time.  They’ve proven they are both willing and able to make a difference, without getting us into any international crisis.  That Special Forces team knows about them now and they want to know when the girls will come back.”
 
   “We’re hoping any future instances will be limited, of course; these girls want to continue here at the academy.”  Drew paused as he studied the Superintendent.  “We’ll leave it for you to determine if there are others here on your staff that may have a need to know.  You might want to have a chat with the girls themselves and get their input on that.”


 
   
  
 

Chapter Twenty-Four
 
   Sep 7, 2019
 
    
 
   The girls had grabbed a table at Cullum Hall and were enjoying snacks and soft drinks.  Missy would be leaving a bit later to participate in one of her Combat Weapons Team matches that night, but she and her friends were celebrating the big victory by their football team.  Life at West Point was always just a little bit better during the week following any win; football was the premier sport at the academy and privileges were often granted and punishments were sometimes waived.  Yes, it was exciting.
 
   Kelsey Powers was especially excited since her Mitch had really done great that day, rushing for almost two hundred yards and scoring two of their touchdowns.  The others knew how proud she was so they alternated back and forth with their comments, either congratulating her or teasing her.
 
   Sally Navarro said, “Mitch Cooper was amazing during that last touchdown, Kelsey!  He was dragging three guys with him for those last five yards to get across the goal line.  Very impressive!  Everyone’s saying how he’s much bigger and stronger this year.”
 
   Kelsey beamed happily and acknowledged the praise.  “Yes, he’s been working out really hard the whole year and it’s paying off.  He’s running faster now also.”  It was obvious how completely devoted she was to her boyfriend.
 
   Sharon Manton had been Missy’s and Kelsey’s roommate for the first semester the previous year, right after completion of Beast Training.  She knew how shy and insecure Kelsey had been prior to Mitch, in spite of her incredibly sexy body -- actually, because of it, since Kelsey had been determined to escape the “blond bimbo” stigma -- and now Sharon delighted in teasing her.  “You and Mitch going to sneak away someplace tonight so you can give him a proper reward … you know … for doing so well out there today?”
 
   Tracy said, “Yeah … I can maybe ask Mrs. Fargarson if she’ll let you sneak in and use her guest room.”  Everyone at the table was well aware of how Tracy and John frequently used the Fargarson guest room.  “But, you have to promise to be really quiet.  No yelling ‘go, go, get ‘em, get ‘em, hey, go … oh, OHH, yes, YES, arrggghhhh’ when he’s getting his reward.  It’s his reward, not yours, right?”
 
   Everyone broke out laughing while poor Kelsey turned beet red, blushing and embarrassed at being ridiculed.  When Kelsey looked at Missy, she could see by the mischievous expression in Missy’s eyes that she’d not be getting any help from her.
 
   Missy said, “Hey, don’t be asking me to censor Tracy … I mean … I’m not my brother’s keeper and have no control whatsoever when it comes to his obvious influence.”  After glancing all around, she continued, “Every time I ask about their relationship, Tracy always tells me it’s not what a man says and it’s not what a man does … it’s all about how a man makes you feel.”
 
   More laughter and Tracy actually stood and took a bow.  Her days for being at all embarrassed about how much she enjoyed having sex with John were far, far behind her.  She said, “I’m always ready when the moment is right.”  Only Missy got the reference to the Cialis commercial but the comment made everyone else laugh all the same.
 
   Desperate to get their conversation focused on other topics, Kelsey asked, “Hey, what’s the deal with that plebe … Ron Quigby’s brother?  I hear you’re his team leader, Tracy.  Did he really fall asleep in the middle of class yesterday?  Standing up?”
 
   Tracy nodded and said, “Yeah, poor guy … he hasn’t yet learned how to manage his time.  He was up all night studying.  I talked to him last night.  He’s been getting really discouraged about already falling behind, even though it’s early in the semester.  He always had plenty of time to study in high school but things are very different here.”
 
   Sharon said, “When I stopped him last Wednesday, he didn’t know the menu for dinner or how much longer it would be before it would get served … he just froze and then stammered ‘No, excuse, Sir’.  He actually called me Sir.”
 
   “Yes, poor Donald.  He definitely gets flustered whenever any female cadets are around.  Was he staring at your tits?”  Tracy giggled.
 
   “Hey, you guys all know I don’t have any boobs for a guy to stare at.”  Sharon often joked how her non-existent breasts wouldn’t even fill her size B bra cups.  She was five-ten and her height indeed made her small breasts appear even smaller.  “When he called me Sir, I wanted to smack him!”
 
   Missy said, “Oh, he definitely knew you were a woman … he wouldn’t have messed up if you’d been a man.  Donald his some issues he needs to work through.  Tracy’s going to help him with those.  He was so focused on doing well enough in school to get accepted to West Point that he never really interacted with girls.  I told you how naïve his brother was, joining that Caesar Club but oblivious to what all the sexual harassment was doing to the girls here.  Donald is even more naïve and oblivious; he’s also easily intimidated.  His father brainwashed the two of them about women having no place in the military.”
 
   “So, are you saying we should leave him alone, then?”
 
   Tracy said, “No, no!  He really needs to get over his fear of our boobs, guys!  Brace him any chance you can, only go easy on how many demerits you give him when he fucks up.”
 
   Not long after that, Missy said goodbye and left them.  When Sally thought Missy was far enough away, she asked Tracy, “Did Missy have her appendix out over the summer?  We were getting out of the showers two days ago and I noticed she has a new scar in that area.  I didn’t get a chance to ask her …”
 
   Tracy looked around.  “Hey, you’re all sworn to secrecy on this, okay?  Missy doesn’t want it known, especially since she’s out there playing soccer and everything.”  She looked at each of the other three girls and when she was certain they were all in agreement, she continued by saying, “She was wounded over there in Afghanistan.  That’s why she didn’t return until right before Acceptance Day.  That scar is from where they removed the bullet.  They also patched up where two bullets hit her in the shoulder.  You probably didn’t notice those scars because they’re mixed in with all the ones from that bear she tangled with.”  Tracy knew they’d all heard from Missy already about that bear.
 
   After the girls all exclaimed their surprise, saying “Holy shit!  Really?” along with “No!”, “Un-fucking-believable!” and a few other such comments, Tracy continued.  “Yeah, she’s getting a Purple Heart.  She’s also getting a Bronze Star, since after getting shot in the stomach like that, she crawled out and pulled two guys to safety, saving their lives.  That’s when she got hit in the shoulder.”
 
   Sharon was the first to speak up after hearing all that.  “Sooo … did Missy do her sparkly eyes thing on herself?  I mean … how can she be playing soccer already?”
 
   Kelsey was oblivious to Missy’s ability to heal but was the least surprised.  “Missy isn’t normal.  She just isn’t.  We all know that.  Right?”  She looked around for everyone’s acceptance and, one by one, they nodded at her in agreement.  “Well, I’m okay with that.  And, her secret is safe with me!”  With that, she got up and headed back to the barracks.  She actually did have plans to meet Mitch later on.  And, yeah … she giggled to herself as she thought about Tracy’s ribald remarks.  She indeed was hoping she’d be experiencing things which would make her moan in ecstasy like that … again.  Her Mitch had really been making her do that a lot, lately.
 
    -----
 
   Sep 9, 2019
 
    
 
   Candace had made several decisions since her return back home.  Her life would never be the same again but she actually was now feeling pretty good about that.  Some things had needed doing for quite a while but she’d either procrastinated or had simply not had the courage to take appropriate action, until now.  The biggest decision was moving out, leaving her mother to cope and fend for herself.  Her Mom was still with Lauren, of course, but Candace now felt confident her sister could handle things and would be okay.
 
   Her Mom had somehow managed to not fall off the wagon during this latest family crisis.  Oh, she’d been tempted and had actually purchased a bottle of vodka.  But, shortly after bringing it home, she’d emptied it down the drain and tossed out the bottle.  She’d asked Lauren to watch her do it, more so Lauren wouldn’t question finding the bottle in the trash than for the positive reinforcement having her as a witness had provided.
 
   She’d lost her husband years ago and had finally accepted that.  When Candace had disappeared, she’d been useless … falling apart completely.  Her brother Paul had rushed to her rescue, of course, as he’d always done.  And, when that terrorist group had shown her daughter on that news video, alive but clearly suffering, and had threated to brutally execute Candace in such a horrendous manner, for all the world to watch?  That’s when she’d finally realized it wasn’t about her anymore.  After losing her husband, she had allowed herself to wallow in self-pity, binging on alcohol to drown her sorrow.  It had taken her years, but she now was facing facts.  This was her daughter that these terrible things were happening to.  This was about Candace, not her.
 
   After Candace’s miraculous return, the two of them had talked for hours.  They’d really talked.  The visit from Alice Mathews had somehow been a catalyst, not only for Candace to open up but for Candace’s Mom as well.  And, after Alice had gone home, Candace had explained why she now wanted to move out and have her own place.  She wanted to go to school and focus on her own life.  She had sacrificed a lot in order to help her Mom and be the one who had raised Lauren.  She would always love them but now, she wanted to make her life count for something.  Having been willing to die and facing almost certain death had changed her.
 
   There had been no problem finding an apartment, right off campus.  It had even been partially furnished.  She had put two of her Military Police guards to work, helping her move.  And, Oliver had of course come over to help.  He’d even brought some Chinese food and a bottle of wine, which they had just finished.  Everyone else had gone, leaving just the two of them there to celebrate her new place and her new freedom.  And, she would be starting back in school the next day.
 
   The guards were outside, of course, but she’d gotten used to them and they always insisted on keeping a respectful distance.  They were on duty and would not eat or drink in her presence.  She had met all eight of them and no longer needed to know when they changed shifts; there would always be at least two of them out there and sometimes three, watching over her.
 
   Oliver smiled and said, “I’m glad you liked the wine, Candy.  Do you want me to run out and get another bottle?  Or, can I get you anything else?”  He looked around at her place but couldn’t think of anything obvious that might be needed.  She’d brought her TV and her music system from her bedroom at home and her mother had filled both the refrigerator and the cabinets with plenty of groceries.  There was even an internet connection and cable for the TV, already there.  He’d helped hook that up earlier and it was working great.
 
   Candace said, “No, everything is perfect and I don’t need anything more.  It was really nice of you to bring supper.  And, that wine, of course!  But, I don’t want to keep any wine here … not with my Mom being a recovered alcoholic and everything.  It’s just better if I don’t have any bottles … you know how it is.”
 
   “Well, I actually like that better … I’ll keep all the booze at my place and whenever you feel like a drink, just give me a call and I’ll bring it right over!”  Oliver laughed and realized he indeed liked the idea of always being at her beck and call.
 
   “You’re really being a wonderful friend, Oliver.  I suppose it’s nice for you to be able to talk freely with me, you being a witch and everything.”  Candace was thinking, yet again, about the conversation she’d had with Alice.  Was Oliver only interested in her as a friend?  Unlike just about every other guy she’d ever met, he had not been making any moves that went beyond a platonic friendship.  Even when he’d held her on the plane, allowing her to cry herself to sleep, making her feel safe …
 
   “Yes, that’s true.  It’s nice being able to discuss my being a witch.  But, it’s even nicer being able to just talk to you, not as a witch but as a person.  You knowing I’m a witch allows me to relax and forget about that.  And, I do like talking to you, Candy.”  He left it at that.  He didn’t want to push her, in spite of the connection he was feeling.  Somehow, he knew he needed to be patient and just let things evolve.
 
   Candace realized she really liked talking to Oliver.  After what she’d been through and what he’d been through finding and saving her, she now felt he was someone she could openly share things with.  Talking to Alice had helped, more than she’d believed possible.  She wasn’t used to openly sharing and doing so was a new experience, one she was now curious to further explore doing with Oliver.  “I’m glad you like talking to me … that’s a good thing!”  She stared at him, not quite sure how to say anything more.  She wasn’t sure he wanted anything more.  She reached out her hand and placed it on his arm, touching him.
 
   Just that tentative contact from her hand was enough to send dozens of energy spikes zinging all through Oliver.  His blood raced and his heart pounded.  He was glad she couldn’t see under the table where his huge erection was bulging painfully inside his pants.  “Candy, I like being with you.  I like everything about you and I hope you’ll allow me to continue visiting you like this.  And, maybe we can go out together also.  Watch a movie.  Go on a date.”
 
   “Wow!  You want to go on a date?”  He was clearly suggesting an interest in her much greater than merely as a friend.  She smiled and said, “Okay … I think I’d like that.  Let’s see … my calendar is free, every night this week.”  She laughed and enjoyed the way his face was now lighting up with obvious happiness at her little joke.  They had already talked earlier about how, in fact, she would be out straight for the rest of the week with school.
 
   They kept their conversation light and after another thirty minutes, she walked Oliver to the door.  They’d arranged for him to come back and pick her up four nights later on Friday night at five.  For dinner and a movie; it would be their first date.  She’d be able to describe how all her classes had gone and how difficult it would be getting caught up after having missed all those earlier classes.  Yep … they’d have lots to talk about.
 
   They didn’t kiss but after she closed the door behind him, she realized they’d actually just taken things to a whole new place.  She was feeling rather excited about that.  Yeah, this was maybe the beginning of a relationship, just as Alice had hinted might be possible.  And, for once, she wasn’t feeling any pressure about that.  With Oliver, she really was able to feel relaxed.  It would be very interesting to see how things with him might go.  She also suddenly realized her panties were feeling very damp.  That too was very interesting!
 
   -----
 
   Sep 11, 2019
 
    
 
   Manuel Rodriguez looked up as Pablo Estaban entered his office, looked around nervously, closed the door, and finally came over and stood in front of his large desk.  He waved at him to be seated and sat back, ready to hear whatever was obviously troubling Pablo.  “You look worried.  Will this be anything I need to worry about?”
 
   Pablo said, “I’m not sure.  I certainly hope not.  But, I don’t like this.  I just heard from one of our sources over in Dubai.  There was an explosion.  Sinbad is dead.  It looks like that WIJO organization decided it was his fault the U.S. Special Forces managed to locate Candace Axtell.  They’re already taking credit for this bombing.  The entire top floor of Sinbad’s building is now gone.” 
 
   “Well, that is unexpected.  I suppose they had to blame someone.  But, there’s nothing that connects him with my organization, is there?”
 
   Pablo shook his head.  “There may have been connections back to Jacques Arbogast or even Blackbeard, but even the drugs they paid us?  It was all set up to look as though we purchased those from Sinbad.  There’s nothing showing he was actually working for you.  And, no one will ever find where he kept his money, of course.”
 
   “Exactly.  I’m guessing WIJO was more concerned about sending a message about betrayal than they were about getting back any payments they’d made.  And, I doubt they’ll bother chasing after Blackbeard.  How is our pirate friend, anyway?”
 
   “Last I heard, he sold his boat, shaved off his beard and has disappeared.  My guess?  He’s somewhere in Cuba.  He’ll call us in a year or so, when he’s ready to maybe do any more work for us.”  Pablo laughed.  “When he heard that girl Candace was back in the U.S., he figured it was time to retire.  Depending on how long it takes him to squander all his money, we might not be hearing from him for quite a while.”
 
   Manuel said, “With all the disruption to my operations, I almost wish we’d simply sold that bitch to some Saudi Sheik like all the others.”
 
   “Yes, it’s going to take us a long time to reestablish things in Cancun and to replace Sinbad.  And find a replacement for Blackbeard, too.  But, we should be able to keep the prices down for what we’re paying to buy our drugs for much longer, so in the end … it’s worth it.”
 
   “So, has everyone agreed to our lower prices now?”  Manuel raised his eyebrows and waited.  This was what this meeting had originally been scheduled to review.  Pablo was supposed to be telling him if they needed to go to war with any of the cartels.
 
   Pablo said, “No, there are still a few holdouts, waiting.  Carlos has made a lot of noise and the others are watching to see how we handle him.”
 
   “He wouldn’t dare sell to anyone else.  You’ve put the word out on that, right?”
 
   “Oh, the word is out there, don’t worry.  And, there aren’t any buyers willing to take a chance on him, either.  They all remember how we dealt with the Sinclairs.”  Two years earlier, not only had the entire Sinclair organization been wiped out, but there had been several U.S. buyers killed as well.  The Frenchman’s influence on the market had been increasing ever since.


 
   
  
 

Chapter Twenty-Five
 
   Sep 13, 2019
 
    
 
   Captain Bonomo had decided he needed to meet with the Superintendent.  After watching Miss McCrea for the past ten days, her performance at the academy was extraordinary and his concern now wasn’t that she may have been getting special treatment.  No, he was now worried that her actions down there in Cancun might eventually surface and lead to her getting into trouble.  That trouble, of course, would most definitely prove embarrassing for the academy.
 
   He had no doubt whatsoever she had been the one performing on that bar, dancing in the skimpy outfit and making such a scene that videos were still being distributed all over the internet.  It had gone beyond viral and the fact no one could identify the mystery girl had only added to that.
 
   He had watched her at both her Combat Weapons Team matches and her Rifle Team competitions.  Not only was she able to shoot a rifle or a pistol with greater speed and accuracy than anyone he’d ever seen before, he suspected she was only doing whatever was needed for her team to win.  He believed she was actually capable of doing even better.  Just like when she played soccer, her efforts all seemed focused on helping the team win rather than earning individual recognition.
 
   Of course, she still was breaking all the old marksmanship records and setting new ones, almost every time she went out on the firing range.  She was a rare and unique phenomenon and more and more articles kept getting written about her.  Hence, his concern her high status and visibility might end up causing greater damage to the academy’s reputation should she eventually be identified as the Cancun Cancan Girl or, as that girl was often now being referred to, as the “CC” Girl.
 
   He wanted to avoid any scandal or negative fallout, especially after that business with the Caesar Club the year before, which she of course was also associated with.  Had any of the guilty cadets wanted to cause problems for West Point, they certainly could have done so.  Fortunately, they’d all pled guilty and accepted whatever punishments had been meted out, agreeing not to reveal anything to the news media.  That included the infamous seven who were now serving time in the stockade.
 
   He suspected there had somehow been a cover-up of massive proportions, with each individual probably liable for far greater punishments should he decide to ever embarrass the academy.
 
   So, yeah … he had asked for this private meeting with the Superintendent.  If there indeed was some risk to the academy’s honor and reputation, he felt it was his duty to expose that risk to the Supe.  Hopefully, the Supe would know how to best mitigate any risks … even if that meant dismissal for one female cadet who otherwise was so outstanding.  He hoped it wouldn’t come to that.  He actually liked Miss McCrea.
 
   Once they were both seated and the preliminary greetings were out of the way, the Superintendent asked, “Alright, captain … you asked for this meeting.  You have some grave concerns.  So grave, in fact, you’ve not sent them up the normal chain of command but have requested this meeting, referencing my ‘open door’ policy here at the academy.”
 
   “Yes, Sir, the concern has to do with the behavior of one of our best female cadets.  Since she is so outstanding here at the academy, that only makes the potential damage from her behavior all the greater.  I didn’t want this being shared with any of your staff and rather than voice any concerns through the chain of command, I thought you’d prefer hearing this directly from me.  If there’s any way to avoid embarrassment for West Point …”  Captain Bonomo let that question hang, looking for any reaction from the general to what he’d stated so far.
 
   The Superintendent had already made a pretty good guess as to what the captain was concerned about, having been briefed by General Blake and Drew Martinson.  He’d watched several Cancun Cancan Girl videos after that briefing and, indeed, Miss McCrea had put on quite a performance.  He knew Captain Bonomo was her company’s TAC officer and had already considered whether or not the captain might have a “need to know” about supernaturals.
 
   “Captain, I assume you’re concerned about the rumors, the unfounded rumors, all based on a remarkable resemblance cadet Missy McCrea bears to the mystery girl who was dancing on a bar down in Mexico awhile back.  Since that happened during the period Miss McCrea was out on leave …”  He could see the captain was clearly surprised by his bringing this up.
 
   “Yes, Sir!  Sooo … ahh … you were already aware of this behavior?”
 
   The Superintendent laughed.  “I do have my sources, captain.  Keep in mind there is absolutely no proof whatsoever concerning the identity of that Cancun Cancan Girl.  And, I’m rather confident there won’t be any positive identification being made.”
 
   Captain Bonomo was now even more shocked and surprised.  The Supe was more than merely “aware” of the behavior.  “Sir, clearly you know that girl is indeed Miss McCrea.  Aren’t you concerned we may have to question her at some point?  If she denies it, and some proof comes out later on, that would be an Honor Code violation.”
 
   “Captain, I’m going to ask you to agree not to reveal some highly secret information.  This is a matter of national security and your agreement will be recorded.  I’ll need to have you sworn in and also sign some things.  Are you willing to do that?”
 
   Now Captain Bonomo was really concerned.  The Cancun Cancan Girl’s identity was somehow a matter of national security?  What the hell?
 
   Twenty minutes later, after having been duly sworn in, on tape, and having signed binding non-disclosure agreements which, in the event he should reveal any secrets, would allow the government to basically lock him up and throw away the key … Captain Bonomo was ready to be briefed.
 
   The Superintendent said, “I’d already considered how you might have a need to know this, captain.  You’re going to be here for the next three years and as TAC officer for the company Miss McCrea is in?  Well, hopefully, you can help keep some of her secrets.  Miss McCrea is a supernatural.  Our government monitors supernaturals, both here in the U.S and elsewhere, all around the world.  They exist.”
 
   During the next thirty minutes, Captain Bonomo was briefed by the Superintendent all about supernaturals.  He learned all about the unbelievable things these individuals could do.  Witches were real.  So were shapeshifters.  Psychics and paranormals and all sorts of strange, weird, incredible beings were indeed sometimes real, rather than phony.  Yes, they were rare.  And, often quite different from the general public’s perception and awareness of such beings, based on all the legends.
 
   For every real individual who was a supernatural, there were more than a hundred charlatans and phonies.  But … bottom line … there were now two such real individuals at West Point.  Missy McCrea and Tracy McGonagle.
 
   “Sir, I’m not sure I fully understand all this yet.  Are you saying the emergency leaves these girls took weren’t real?  Because they both have claimed they were visiting close friends in a hospital.”  Captain Bonomo was still concerned about whether the girls might have told lies, a definite violation of the academy’s Honor Code.
 
   The Superintendent nodded and said, “Oh, the leaves were quite real, as were the friends they visited in the hospital.  Their friends were members of the team searching for Candace Axtell.  They were injured while arresting the two men who did the actual kidnapping; there was an explosion.  Three of our investigators were killed and five others were hospitalized for days afterwards.”
 
   Captain Bonomo asked, “But … if they were only visiting their friends in the hospital?”
 
   “Miss McCrea actually went there to heal them.  That apparently is one of the many things that girl can do.  Then, she went dancing in various nightclubs, making a scene by yelling out the name of one of the dead kidnappers.”  The general continued his briefing, explaining all the details he’d been given concerning the search and rescue for Candace and the aftermath, with arrests still being made down in Cancun.
 
   “So, Miss McCrea and Miss McGonagle managed to find the man behind much of the crime in Cancun, convinced him to turn himself in and go into witness protection …”  The captain struggled to process all the general had explained.  “They were there using false identities, arriving and leaving on one of the U.S. government’s private jets and that’s why there won’t ever be any proof.  And, as long as we deflect any accusations here at the academy, ridiculing them as either a joke or some weird fluke, with Miss McCrea’s resemblance to the mystery girl only a coincidence, there can’t be any scandal."
 
   The Superintendent smiled and said, “That’s the plan, captain!  Both these girls are very determined to become career Army soldiers and don’t want to reveal they have supernatural powers and abilities.  It’s our top government officials who have asked for their help, wanting them to do some of the special things they can do but, at the same time, asking them to manage hiding those things from the general public.”
 
   Captain Bonomo nodded.  “That’s a lot to ask for, isn’t it, Sir?  These girls are only, what … nineteen?”
 
   “That’s why they need our help, captain.  That’s why you and I have been cleared to know about them.  Those top officials have decided they may want to continue asking these girls for help, now that the girls have demonstrated they can be trusted and actually do seem successful at hiding what they can do.  I’m told Miss McCrea actually considers hiding her abilities to be one of her greatest abilities; she’s trained herself for years, going to great extremes in order to manage that.”
 
   Captain Bonomo laughed.  “Having watched her on the soccer field and out on the firing range, and now realizing what you’ve explained?  I can definitely say I’ve witnessed how she hides herself.  That is, hides what she probably can really do.”
 
   The Superintendent looked at his watch and noted the time.  Looking at the captain, he said, “I’ve invited the two of them here tonight.  They’ll be arriving any minute now.”
 
   “Really, Sir?  What for?”  The captain was definitely surprised by this news.
 
   “I wanted to speak to them both, letting them know you and I are now aware they’re witches.  When you asked for this meeting, I knew I’d be briefing you and I wanted to take this opportunity to let them understand we’ll be supporting them.”
 
   “So, they’ll be getting some special treatment here after all?”  The captain was joking but the Supe seemed very receptive to his making such a remark.
 
   Laughing, the Superintendent said, “Yes, well … they are special, captain.  But, I also have another item on the agenda.  Miss McCrea’s awards have come through and I want to present her with them.  I’ve been advised not to do that in front of the entire academy, especially since she’s now completely recovered from the wounds she received on the battlefield less than two months ago.  She really isn’t a normal girl.”
 
   Captain Bonomo had known she was receiving awards but having watched her on the soccer field, he’d assumed her Purple Heart was for a minor injury.  “Were her wounds serious, then?”
 
   “Oh, yes … she might have died out there but fortunately, she didn’t bleed out.  After being shot in the abdomen, she crawled out and saved two of her Special Forces teammates.  They were injured and under fire, out in the open.  She was shot twice more in the shoulder but managed to drag them to safety.  The medics found her passed out but managed to get her back to a hospital before she died.  Both of her teammates survived as well.  Her Bronze Star citation details all of that but, again, I’ve been advised not to reveal any of this to the general public.  Since most of what she did during Campaign Angel’s Wing is classified, we’re going to keep all of this information from being released.  The awards are going on her record now and she’ll wear them on her uniform, but the details will be kept classified for a few years.”
 
   Just then there was a knock on the door and shortly after that, Missy and Tracy came in and presented themselves.  After the door was closed, the general explained he wanted to present Missy with some awards, which he wanted to give her in private, her being a witch and everything.  That got some laughs and both girls were greatly relieved; they’d not been given any reason for this summons.  The fact that both the general and the captain were now aware they were supernaturals was very heartening for them both to hear.  
 
   Missy was presented with her Bronze Star, Purple Heart, Afghan Campaign Medal and a new award the Army had recently issued, a Campaign Angel’s Wing Unit Citation.  This Unit Citation ribbon would be worn over her right breast while the ribbons for her other medals were worn over her left breast.  The ribbons for the three new medals were in addition to the National Defense Service Medal ribbon she already wore.  And, of course, her CIB and Jump Wings would be positioned above these.
 
   -----
 
   Candace had really enjoyed her “date” with Oliver and now was asking if he wanted to come inside her apartment to “visit” just a bit longer before going home.  They’d talked all about her school work and his social work during their dinner, had made several jokes about it being Friday the Thirteenth … definitely not a night for any scary movies.  Then, they’d agreed they’d already had enough “action/adventure” and had watched a fun, romantic comedy instead.
 
   Since she didn’t have classes the next day and it wasn’t that late yet, she really wasn’t ready to say goodnight.  Could he come in for a while or did he have to get up early the next day for work?  As it turned out, he didn’t have any work scheduled for Saturday and was very happy to spend some more time with her.
 
   For the first twenty minutes, their conversation continued about various mundane topics but they each were noticing a buildup of sexual tension.  Candace finally blurted out what was really on her mind and had been on her mind all week.  “Oliver, are we going to have sex tonight?”
 
   Oliver chuckled and said, “Would you like to have sex, Candy?  Or, are you merely feeling obligated, because I definitely would never take advantage.  You don’t owe me anything and I will only make love to you if that’s what you really want.”
 
   “Is that why you’ve been holding back?  In case I’m feeling obligated or something?  Because, it’s not like that.  I mean … I know guys enjoy sex …”  Candace stared at him, suddenly very unsure of what she felt.  But, she wasn’t feeling obligated and she knew she liked Oliver.  Even though she didn’t enjoy sex, she somehow did want to show him just how much she liked him.
 
   Oliver had learned a great deal about lovemaking over the years, starting of course with the divorced woman who had first introduced him to sex.  One of the lessons he’d learned early on, again thanks to that divorced woman, was when making love to a woman it was important to always make certain “the woman came first”.  And that meant, of course, he needed to make her reach her own orgasm long before he would “have sex” with her the way he knew Candace was talking about.
 
   What he hadn’t realized earlier but was definitely now sensing, from the way she was acting and the tone of her voice, was while she wasn’t feeling obligated she really wasn’t all that excited about having sex … she would do it to make him happy but not because she enjoyed it herself.  He had been with a couple of girls over the years who had been like that.  Smiling inwardly, he thought to himself how they had been like that, at first.  By the time he and each of those girls had parted ways, they had most definitely learned to enjoy sex for themselves.
 
   Oliver stared into her beautiful blue eyes and said, “I can’t speak for other guys, Candy, but what I enjoy is making love to a woman.  If the woman is able to experience pleasure from what I do, then my enjoyment is greatly increased.  I’ve found it really helps to take things slowly … at first.  That way, when the girl knows things will only be happening because she wants them to happen …”  He pulled her close and began kissing her.  Very slowly and very deliberately.  He let his hands slide around behind her, one holding the back of her neck and the other moving downward providing lots of support for her middle back.
 
   Candace was very nervous, all of a sudden, because she didn’t quite know what she felt.  She placed her hands on his shoulders and let him continue kissing her.  She really enjoyed having him hold her in his arms and when his tongue darted into her mouth, she gasped.  She was feeling tingles race all through her and as he continued to kiss her, she leaned up against him and let him pull her close.
 
   After a minute, she began to relax and let her hands slide down and move around to hold him from behind.  She pressed her breasts against his solid chest and that felt really nice.  When she suddenly noticed his hard erection pressing against her abdomen, that felt even nicer.  Being able to get a man all excited had always been fun, something she’d marveled at ever since she’d first noticed how boys would get those hard-ons her girlfriends all joked about.
 
   Oliver took a step back and smiled at her.  Then he led her over to the couch and pulled her down next to him, with one hand going around to hold her shoulder while the other hand caressed her face.  Again, he began kissing her and now she was definitely experiencing those tingly feelings and a warmth began spreading from her inner core.  When his hand moved lower, dropping down from her face to gently caress one of her breasts, her excitement escalated and she could feel how wet her panties were getting.  The sensations her nipples were sending her were now very noticeable, especially when his fingers began slowly playing with one of them, through the fabric of her blouse and her bra.
 
   Oliver knew she was responding and he continued to go slowly, making each move deliberately playful.  She could easily stop him at any time.  He was in no hurry, in spite of how hard his erection was now throbbing and how much the blood circulating all through him was racing, his heart pounding.  He wanted to make certain her blood was racing and her heart was pounding.  When she began moaning, he knew his efforts were being successful and he sat back, pausing for a moment.  He dropped his hand away and twisted around, facing her.
 
   “If I’m going too fast, Candy, please let me know.  I love kissing you and my hands are really dying to fondle your breasts but …”  He stared at her, raising his eyebrows and smiling.  He could see she was really getting turned on now and he knew his gradual approach would charm her into begging for more attention.  When she began unbuttoning her blouse, he laughed.  She wasn’t saying anything but the look she gave him was definitely an invitation.  He slid one arm behind her back and pulled her close while sliding a hand inside her blouse, tracing the underside of her bra with his fingertips.  When she again moaned, he slipped his fingers inside her bra and began teasing and tweaking her very erect nipple.
 
   Candace wanted more of whatever Oliver was doing.  She felt on fire and had never felt that way before.  Sure, she had let guys grab her boobs and they even had played with her nipples but this was different.  While before she had endured their pawing and manipulation, which very quickly had led to her clothing being yanked away so each of her prior “lovers” could quickly satisfy his own needs, this was different.  Oliver seemed focused solely on playing with her body to make her feel things.  And, she was feeling those things!  She wanted his fingers to be touching her neglected breast, which now had an aching nipple that was driving her crazy.
 
   She squirmed and wriggled but before she could think of anything else to do, he pushed her down on the couch.  She was lying flat on her back and he leaned in on top of her, opening her blouse and pushing her bra up so both her breasts were now exposed.  Oh, wow, was that exciting!  When his finger began playing with the nipple she’d been thinking was neglected, while his tongue began circling its way all around that first nipple, she actually experienced spasms in her groin and she cried out.  The pleasure was so intense and she wasn’t sure how she could stand it.  But, she knew she didn’t want him to stop.
 
   Oliver took his time, totally ignoring his own raging desire, painfully throbbing inside his pants; he could feel the wetness in his shorts from where lots of precum had obviously leaked out.  He continued to lavish more and more attention on Candace’s lovely breasts and nipples, alternating back and forth, sucking on them and licking them while using his fingers to play with whichever breast was not in his mouth.  The pebbling of her aroused, swollen areolas was obvious as was the way her taut peaks were standing at attention, making her shiver each time he nibbled on each of those waiting nipples.  He realized she was actually getting close to having an orgasm, in spite of his not yet going anywhere near her nether regions.
 
   He shifted position once again, and while still licking one of her nipples with great intensity, he slipped a hand down below the waistband of her dungarees and slowly crept further downward until reaching her wet panties.  He cupped her pubic mound and began pressing her slick folds with his fingers, her sex still covered by the silky fabric of those panties.  As she began moving under his hand, at first withdrawing but then moving her hips forward and obviously seeking more of his touch, he slowly massaged her sensitive flesh and began brushing his thumb across her clitoris, now poking its way upward.  Candace shuddered and he knew she was getting really, really close now.
 
   Candace no longer knew what was happening but she knew she didn’t want Oliver to stop doing whatever it was he obviously was doing to her, since her whole body was now throbbing and she had never experienced anything like this before.  While she had certainly read about orgasms and her girlfriends had described them to her, she had long ago decided she simply wasn’t one of those girls who could have them.  No, sex just hadn’t been that exciting for her and she had learned to live with that.
 
   But, she now could sense something building and it was as though each wave of pleasure was bringing yet a greater need, which she simply had no way to satisfy but which Oliver sure as hell was somehow able to help her with.  As his wonderful fingers kept playing with the aching, swollen flesh between her thighs and that thumb of his kept touching her most sensitive spot, brushing it with increasing pressure and going faster and faster, she now began thrusting her hips uncontrollably and her insistent cries were incoherent.  Then, the closer she came to reaching … ooohhhh, whatever was bringing her to such incredible heights … aaahhhh … louder and louder she yelled and then her world disintegrated completely.  Her release was overwhelming and her body bucked and she screamed.
 
   Oliver held on as Candace’s violent convulsions and spasms continued; she kept grinding her pelvis against him repeatedly, her entire being wracked with a pleasure she surely had never experienced before.  Being able to make this happen for her was tremendous and he could feel himself almost reaching a similar state, his arousal and excitement really now at a maximum level.  But, he focused his thoughts on her and as she limply relaxed, finally spent and satiated, he simply hugged her and squeezed her, feeling a closeness which was so special that nothing else mattered.
 
   By the time Candace finally began rousing herself from her blissful stupor, his raging hard-on was no longer throbbing but he definitely was feeling that deeply aching feeling in his balls that always followed moments like this.  Yeah, he was going to suffer from a huge case of blue balls, even if he did manage to eventually ejaculate.  But, he didn’t care.  It was worth it, just knowing how much pleasure he’d given Candace.
 
   Candace noticed when Oliver slowly pulled his hand away, leaving her sensitive flesh still swollen and incredibly wet.  Much wetter than she’d ever noticed herself getting before.  Damp panties?  Sure, all the time.  Sometimes really wet?  Yep.  Completely soaked the way she could feel herself being now?  Never!  What had just happened?  And, what about him?  Suddenly, she struggled to sit up.  Her breathing had almost returned to normal and her heart was no longer pounding as though it would burst through her chest.  The warm lassitude she now felt, as though she had no bones and was floating … somehow she knew she needed to ignore that and do something for Oliver.
 
   She managed to finally find the words and, in a voice that definitely sounded very different, she croaked, “What can I do?  Please … please tell me how to take care of you, Oliver!  That was so wonderful, what you did … please, I know there must be something I can do for you!”  She began trying to unbuckle his belt and unzipping his pants but couldn’t manage doing either of these; he chuckled at her inability to expose his manhood and, as her frustration grew, his laughter grew with it.
 
   “Hey, why don’t we take this into your bedroom, Candace?  Maybe I can get my pants off in there.”  Oliver was glad he’d brought those condoms with him.  He hadn’t really expected they’d get this far, but he’d brought them … just in case.
 
   Not long after that, they were both naked and Candace was getting all tingly again.  Just seeing Oliver with his large male member fully erect and knowing they indeed were going to have sex was getting her aroused once more.  She quickly realized they were going to have more sex, because she certainly had just had sex already.  Wow!  Had she ever!  Her first orgasm.
 
   As her thoughts continued to dwell on how wonderful it was to have sex, she began feeling more and more aroused.  As Oliver began to once again caress her body and nuzzle her breasts with his mouth, she realized she was again getting very, very wet.  Wet and achy.  She was rubbing herself against him and in spite of how amazing and impossible she thought it would be, all her female parts were suddenly wide awake and making demands.  That orgasm had sensitized her and now every cell in her body was again clamoring for … what?  She didn’t even know.
 
   Oliver knew Candace was definitely at a place of heightened awareness and arousal.  She would twitch every time he touched her anywhere and he began to touch her again and again, in more and more places, slowly working her body as though he were playing an instrument.  His hands began rubbing her ass and that seemed to really get her going.  She was moaning again but he suspected she didn’t even know that.  He was definitely enjoying how her passion, now unleashed … evidently for the first time … was making her move all around, mindlessly seeking more sensations like the ones she didn’t quite understand but definitely wanted to keep experiencing.
 
   He wanted to help her experience all those things and as he slowly worked his hands all over her exposed skin, caressing and teasing, touching and taunting, her arousal was more and more obvious.  Once again, he moved his hand down and began playing with the slippery slickness of her still swollen flesh, teasing all along the folds of her sex, while she opened her thighs for him and spread her legs wide apart.  He inserted two fingers and then three.  She shuddered and bucked her hips.  He moved his hand sideways, applying pressure to her pubic mound and massaging her clit with his palm.  She began whimpering and her moans grew louder and her breathing became ragged.
 
   He had already rolled on his condom, since she had never done that for anyone and didn’t know how.  He now removed his hand and positioned himself at her entrance.  She was more than ready; she was now frantic for him.  As he slowly pushed himself inside her, enjoying how fantastic that felt for him, he could tell she also was finding this fantastic.  He easily slipped in and, with only a few in and out strokes, he fully penetrated her and they began to move together.  They were one and their bodies began a rhythm of movements that brought increased pleasure with every thrust.  When Candace began bucking and kicking her heels on his rear, screaming his name as she once again climaxed and found that marvelous release, his orgasm quickly began as well.
 
   This time, Candace felt aftershocks and instead of immediately shattering into a state of nothingness the way she had before, she now experienced one delicious spasm after another as her body slowly receded from the incredibly high place she’d gone to during her second orgasm.  Or, had it been her third?  Perhaps her second orgasm had merely driven her to a higher place where she then quickly had exploded with even greater sensations.  She didn’t know and didn’t care.  She began to cry, slowly at first and then as she cuddled with Oliver, her sobs once again began wracking her whole body.
 
   Candace had never been so happy in her life and she never wanted to let go of this wonderful witch who had not only saved her life, but now had stolen her very soul.


 
   
  
 

Chapter Twenty-Six
 
   Sep 15, 2019
 
    
 
   John looked at Tracy, splayed out bare ass on the bed before him with her beautiful female body and all her beautiful female parts so very enticing, always exciting, incredibly arousing … arrgggh!  He wished he could make love to her all over again.  He knew she was pretty happy, since he’d made her come three times today.  If they only had another hour or so, he’d try for a fourth time.  But, she was at West Point and if they didn’t hurry, the Fargarsons would soon be home.
 
   “Hey, I’ve finished my shower … now it’s your turn.  If you don’t hurry, you won’t have time to wash away all the delicate aromas your sexy, sweaty body is now wearing.  I’m pretty sure Fargarson knows how his favorite fencing student is frittering away her time with her fabulous boyfriend, but let’s not rub his nose in it, okay?  Go take a shower!”  John laughed as Tracy merely opened one eye to stare at him, stuck out her tongue, and then closed her eye again.
 
   Then she said, “Hey, I can scrub myself with lye for an hour and your sister will still claim I’m polluting our room with the odors of sexual satiation.  I’m not sure anyone else can really tell, so maybe I shouldn’t bother with the shower.  In fact, maybe I’m not sexually satiated yet … why don’t you come back here and finish me off properly!”
 
   “Very funny, you’re such a comedienne!  And my sister claims it’s me rubbing off on you, all the jokes you keep spouting.  If only she knew.  Yes, it’s Tracy, the tricky temptress, trying to have her way with me yet again.  Up, you wicked wench, get thee to the showers!  Scrub-a-dub-dub-rub-rub!  Give those treacherous, tantalizing tits of yours a few extra rubs so you’ll know how you’re torturing me here, watching them.  My poor dick will be throbbing once again when I find myself unable to get this vision of you out of my mind … yeah, I know you don’t believe that, since it’s so limp right now.  That, too, is all your fault, of course.  The way you’ve been playing with it all day …”
 
   “Okay, okay, I’ll go take my shower.  Jeez, I can’t sit out here listening to you complain about your limp dick and blaming me.  Oh … and just in case your visions of me begin to fade away … here’s one more you can have …”  Tracy laughed and after flouncing her way to the bathroom door, jiggling her boobs as she did so, she then stopped to poke her fanny out at him and wiggle that back and forth.  “I’ll enjoy reading your emails with all the details.  You know … about how the throbbing returns and I’m not there to play with your poor dick.”  She giggled.  Then, she disappeared inside the bathroom and closed the door.
 
   -----
 
   Missy walked into the Visitor’s Center, wearing her dress grey uniform with its brass buttons, black braid embroidery and now her new ribbons.  This was the first time she was wearing her latest awards and she was feeling a bit self-conscious.  Her hair was straight down in the pageboy style she’d been using since she’d started at the academy with bangs over her eyes; their dark red color enhanced the beauty of her deep green eyes.  She wasn’t wearing any makeup.  She’d had to hurry and her hair was still damp from her shower after playing one of their soccer games that Sunday afternoon.
 
   Her whole weekend had been very busy, between her catching up on all her normal duties plus the rifle team match on Saturday and the soccer game she’d just played that day.  She’d asked Mike to stay home that weekend since she really wouldn’t have much time they could be together.  Getting the call just when she’d returned to her room, asking if she’d see this visitor, had been a complete surprise.  No, he wasn’t from the media and yes, she supposedly knew him.
 
   So, yes … she definitely wanted to know what Rafe Smith might wish to discuss.  The only Rafe she’d ever known had been Rafe Santiago, Carlos Mancini’s right hand man.  She suspected if indeed that was who her visitor was, he was acting for Carlos, who probably didn’t want to risk being back in the U.S.  Yes, she’d agreed to meet with this visitor all right.
 
   Sure enough, it was Rafe Santiago and he stood up as soon as he saw Missy enter the room.  He’d been watching a lot of cadets come and go, wearing their West Point uniforms, but seeing her walk in was still quite an experience.  He wished he could film her, moving the way she was and looking so spectacular.  There was no way he could accurately describe her to Carlos.  And, all those decorations?  What were those for?  Damn!  He had only noticed awards like those on a couple of other cadets, both men and somewhat older looking than their fellow cadets.
 
   “Good afternoon, Mr. Santiago … I have to say this is indeed a surprise.  Let’s find a couple chairs where we can sit and talk freely.”  She stared into his eyes and smiled.
 
   “Thank you for agreeing to see me Miss McCrea.  Carlos sends his best.  And, please call me Rafe.”
 
   Missy led the way down a hallway and into another room, with a nice view of the Hudson River.  They sat down over in one corner, near the windows.  “Okay, I’ll call you Rafe but you have to call me Missy.  Now, are you here on your own?  Or, has Carlos sent you?”  She doubted he was acting on his own and wanted to get that cleared up right away.
 
   “Oh, this meeting is definitely Carlos’s idea.  He’d come himself but you and your government friends … you know how it is.”  He laughed and enjoyed the way she sat there, looking so impressive.  Knowing she was a werecat like Carlos was still hard to believe.  He also recalled that “energy pulse” she’d pushed at them during their last meeting.  He and Carlos had never quite figured out what that was.
 
   “Well, yes … and, my government friends aren’t causing him any problems, as long as he stays outside this country.  At least, not my friends who monitor werecats.  I do have other friends.”  Missy smiled.  Then, she asked, “are you perhaps concerned about any of my other friends?”  She knew there was a huge “war on drugs” effort being waged by the U.S. government with billions of dollars being spent assisting the Colombian government in its dealings with all the drug cartels.  Carlos, of course, was heading one of those cartels.
 
   Rafe nodded and said, “Let’s just say Carlos is well aware you have lots and lots of friends.  That’s why he sent me and why I’m using a false identity.  He’s curious whether any of your friends might be interested in something.  This probably will qualify as one of those times when the enemy of your enemy is your friend.”
 
   Missy stared at Rafe for several seconds.  “Are you suggesting that perhaps some of my friends might have reason to consider Carlos as a friend?  Is that why you’ve come to me?”
 
   “Exactly!  Carlos thought you might be able to represent him, act in his behalf in this matter.  Of course, if you’re not interested, we understand.  You’re very busy here, attending this great academy.  It’s just a thought …”
 
   “Well, of course I would need to know a lot more than what you’ve told me so far, Rafe.  Why would Carlos even think I might be interested?”
 
   “Ahh, well!  That all depends.  You might not have any interest at all.  But, if that was you down in Cancun, dancing at night clubs and yelling how you wanted to see Ricardo Robeson?  Helping your friends in their search for Candace Axtell?  Well, then … you very well might have some interest.  Yes, Carlos thinks you might then be very interested in this matter.”
 
   Missy had always been able to hide her thoughts and reactions to things.  But, this surprising news was startling and she really had to struggle not to outwardly react to what Rafe was suggesting.  Wow!  After several moments, she said, “Let’s skip any discussion about dancing in Cancun.  But, as it turns out, Candace Axtell happens to be a friend of mine.  Naturally, I’m beyond thrilled at her recent return home, safe and sound after her great ordeal over in the Mid-East somewhere.”  She waited to see what more Rafe might volunteer.
 
   Rafe smiled.  Yeah, she was interested all right.  “Yes, that rescue was miraculous.  We’re glad things worked out for your friend.  We’ve heard that Jacques Arbogast may have been responsible for delivering your friend to those WIJO terrorists.  Of course, Jacques disappeared immediately after your performance at his nightclub, so perhaps that might be the end of the matter.”  He watched Missy’s expression closely but she wasn’t giving anything away.  “Or, perhaps there’s more to the matter … perhaps there’s the organization that actually sold your friend, the organization Jacques was working for when he arranged to have her kidnapped.  Perhaps that organization might be of interest.”
 
   Missy was now seeing where this was going.  “Again, we’re not discussing anyone’s performance at nightclubs in Cancun.  However, I’m guessing this organization you speak of … perhaps this organization is the enemy you believe might somehow qualify Carlos as a possible friend?  Since he’s the enemy of that enemy?”
 
   “Ahh, Miss McCrea … Missy … your grasp of these complex matters is very astute.  Since this mutual enemy was most likely responsible for selling your friend, there may indeed be some common ground.  You know … for Carlos and those other friends you have.”
 
   “Well, certainly … why don’t you have Carlos …”  Missy stopped in mid-sentence as she suddenly realized why Carlos was reaching out to her.  Carlos wasn’t able to deal with this enemy organization.  No, he wasn’t looking for any reward which the U.S. might provide him for eliminating this enemy.  He was actually looking for the U.S. to eliminate this very powerful organization, whatever it was, since doing that was beyond anything Carlos could manage.  And, it was probably also beyond anything the Colombian government could manage.  Damn!  “Does Carlos have any proof this mutual enemy sold my friend?”
 
   Rafe knew she’d figured things out.  “None whatsoever, Missy.  No, he only knows this enemy suddenly received a very large payment right after Candace appeared on TV.  Many millions of dollars.  Or, possibly that payment was actually in drugs.  It was all the drugs which this enemy suddenly possessed that we actually noticed.  And, of course, there are always rumors.  Perhaps your friends might wish to discuss these rumors with Jacques?  Assuming, that is, that Jacques is actually still alive.  Or, did you kill him, Missy?”
 
   Missy laughed.  She was beginning to appreciate why Rafe was Carlos’s right hand man.  “What I find interesting, Rafe, is that Carlos wants my friends to eliminate some organization, an enemy for Carlos, actually … and all due to some rumor?  Is this enemy here in the U.S.?”
 
   “Sadly, our enemy is not in the U.S.  That would be much too easy, of course.  We would like to trust you with more information.  Carlos does trust you, Missy.  But your friends?  He would not want this enemy … his enemy … to know anything about these accusations.  Even these rumors … it would not be good if his enemy should learn Carlos might be your source.  As I think you’ve guessed, this enemy is much too powerful for Carlos to deal with, all on his own.  Can he trust in your discretion concerning this matter?”
 
   -----
 
   Tracy had listened to Missy’s detailed explanations, which had included a lot more about Carlos the werecat than anything Missy had told her before.  Carlos the Colombian drug lord werecat.  She actually was pleased Missy was sounding things out with her before checking in with “P” Branch.  Of course, Missy had sat there for thirty minutes, practically in a trance after returning from the Visitor Center, obviously sending her mental messages to Mike and sharing everything with him first.
 
   “Your brother tells me he’s been talking to Mike more and more these past few weeks.  Mike tells him he’s pretty happy, now that he’s recovered from those lobotomies you gave him, ripping all your thoughts from his mind.  Twice now.  His brain turns to mush when you do that.”  Tracy figured she’d start with that, rather than comment all about the mysterious ‘enemy’ who’d sold Candace for zillions of drugs or whatever.
 
   Missy knew Tracy was only yanking her chain about her communicating with Mike.  “Well, Mike says I should go with Plan C.”
 
   “Jeez, you and your freaking plans.  Okay, what are Plans A and B?”
 
   “Plan A is you and I fly to Colombia, Carlos tells us who this enemy is, and we go and completely wipe them off the face of the earth.  You and me.  Sort of an escalation of what we did out at Sal’s estate.”
 
   “Great plan, Missy.  And, we all live happily ever after because no one will ever know.  Simple and direct.  Will you want to wear your silver dollar jewelry for this?”
 
   “Plan B is I suggest to General Blake that he have his counterpart over at SOUTHCOM somehow get Carlos to identify this enemy and they then find a way to wipe them off the face of the earth.  Maybe you and I can help with that.  Team Twenty-Two could be temporarily assigned and we can all have some fun.”
 
   “Ohhhh, I’m loving that plan.  Complicated and convoluted.  Of course, will SOUTHCOM also be starting the next world war, invading some country and making America proud?”
 
   “Don’t be so sarcastic.  What part of ‘they find a way’ did you not understand?  The idea is to let our great leaders, already committed to fighting against drug lords, figure out how to handle this.  The downside, according to Mike, is Carlos isn’t likely to reveal anything since those same great leaders are already at war with him, due to his being a drug lord.”
 
   “According to Mike?”  Tracy laughed.  She knew Missy could only get yes or no responses back from Mike and so obviously she had asked him if he thought Carlos would agree to reveal things or not.  “Okay, the suspense is killing me.  What’s Plan C?”
 
   Missy enjoyed bantering with Tracy.  She always got a different perspective from Tracy than what Mike gave her.  “We tell Drew and General Blake we know who sold Candace but we can’t share our source.  We can only tell them, right at the moment, how the organization responsible for this horrendous deed is very powerful, probably in South America since they had Jacques working for them.  At any rate, we basically ask for some adult supervision.  Maybe we get to play, kick ass and have fun, and maybe we don’t.”
 
   “Well, of course I agree with Mike.  The thing is … if this big powerful enemy organization gets wiped off the face of the earth … who will replace them?  Carlos?”  Tracy knew the U.S. could not eradicate one organization but at the same time provide help to some other organization to take over; that wasn’t accomplishing anything with regard to the big war on drugs.  And, trying to completely wipe out all the drug cartels at once was rather like trying to boil the ocean.
 
   “And now you know why I’m only telling you and Mike about Carlos.  Hence the part in my Plan C where I say we can’t share our source.”


 
   
  
 

Chapter Twenty-Seven
 
   Sep 18, 2019
 
    
 
   Drew had called a special meeting to review what they’d come up with during the past three days since the call he’d gotten from Missy.  Because of her insistence on total secrecy, only Les, Marsha and General Blake had been alerted she might have a source to identify the mysterious organization responsible for selling Candace to terrorists.
 
   Les said, “All Jacques can say is Bogota sounds probable.  The organization he worked for was very powerful but very secretive.  They recruited him after they killed two earlier crime bosses in Cancun.  Either he agreed to their terms and demands or he’d be the next boss to get eliminated.  Their real expertise, aside from arranging a lot of executions, seems to be moving money around.  Follow the money?  There was never any trail to be followed.”  He looked at the others in the room and shrugged.  “Colonel Armentrout’s reports tell us he kept finding off shore bank accounts which had all suddenly been closed.  Whatever paper trail may have existed?  That organization was able to make it evaporate into thin air.  Poof!  Nothing.”
 
   Drew smiled at the way Les was mixing his metaphors.  Paper didn’t evaporate, exactly.  But, they all knew what Les was saying.  “What about drug shipments?  Missy’s source suggested the payment by WIJO might have been used to purchase millions of dollars’ worth of drugs.  Or, the payment might easily have been drugs worth millions.  Her source was definitely saying a huge amount of drugs from the Mid-East became available right after WIJO dragged Candace out and showed her on TV.”
 
   Marsha said, “That does check with what we’re getting from the DEA, only the trail for drug shipments is even harder to track than that money trail Les mentions.  All the DEA knows is there seems to be a shift, with more of the drugs coming in lately being from Afghanistan rather than South America.”
 
   General Blake said, “Army Intel from Afghanistan is aware of activity, but it’s nebulous … nothing anyone can put their finger on.  This is really impossible, trying to determine what drugs have gone where.  Could WIJO have paid someone with drug shipments?  That probably would have been easier than paying with any monetary currency, believe it or not.  There are all these pipelines in place and distribution is pretty much untraceable.”
 
   Les put up the next slide in the presentation he’d prepared.  “These are the possible criminal organizations.  Our information from these South American countries is not as good as what the FBI provides us for our criminal organizations here in the U.S.  We can’t even be sure if the organization is in South America but that’s our best guess.  There are several in Colombia, of course, and they all have offices in Bogota.  We really need Missy’s source to help identify just which organization is behind this.”
 
   Drew laughed.  “Missy isn’t going to identify her source.  She wouldn’t admit this, but I’m guessing it’s one of the cartels.  They’d love to have us wipe out their competition but won’t come forward … not with our huge ongoing effort against all drug cartels.”
 
   Marsha added, “All Missy would tell us about her source was they approached her after recognizing her dancing in Cancun.  Those videos are all over the internet and Missy is very recognizable.  While we think we’ve handled things at West Point so she won’t be formally identified or accused of anything, we can’t hide her from the rest of the world.”
 
   General Blake asked, “But, why would that source believe Missy might know anyone in the U.S. government who could go after this mystery organization?  Who else knows she’s more than just another West Point cadet?”
 
   Drew said, “Well, they might have guessed after recognizing her on that video and knowing she was helping with our search for Candace.  Or, they might even know she’s a supernatural.  Don’t forget … these supernaturals can all identify one another.  And, while we’re monitoring them all around the world, we can’t very well know who knows what about whom.  Hell, there could have been one in the nightclub that night … who knows?  All we really know is she was visited by a Rafe Smith last Sunday.  That turned out to be a false identity; we weren’t successful in tracing where he came from or where he went.”
 
   “Okay.  Let’s go forward.  If we agree to accept information from this source, which means we need to involve Missy since they’ll only deal with her, what can we do with the information?  She’s explained the organization is not in the U.S.”  The general looked at the other three.  “Ahh … I get it.  You want me to have Colonel Armentrout and his JAT task force assigned to work this.”
 
   Les said, “Yes, that’s why we’ve asked you here tonight, general, and have put together this summary for you.  That task force is already in Mexico, helping the authorities there clean up all the corruption Jacques Arbogast was responsible for.  You can tell the colonel Jacques is our source and see how far he can go with that.  Maybe whichever country has this organization might be interested in his help.  Once he reveals to that country’s authorities how he has information suggesting all the corruption in Cancun actually originated in their country?”
 
   General Blake nodded.  “Sure … like in Mexico, they might want his help with cleaning it up.  And, he can get SOUTHCOM’s support, if needed.”
 
   -----
 
   Sep 20, 2019
 
    
 
   Sharon looked up as Missy approached their table.  “Look who’s able to join us, guys!  No game, no set, no match?  Oh, wait a minute … that’s tennis.  I don’t think Missy plays tennis.”  The group laughed and Missy did also.
 
   “So many sports programs here and so little time!”  Missy sat down and placed the soft drink she’d brought with her on the table.  Once again, her friends were relaxing at Cullum Hall and, for once, she was free and could relax with them.
 
   Sally said, “Just stay away from my swimming pool … I don’t need the competition.”  She was on West Point’s varsity swim team and had actually tried getting Missy to consider joining the team, but Missy had opted to only do soccer, basketball and softball for her varsity sports.  Those plus her working out at the gym and all the shooting she did out on the ranges were more than enough and about all she could manage.
 
   Kelsey giggled; she’d watched Missy that afternoon pumping iron at the gym.  “Can Missy actually swim?  Don’t you need some fat on your body in order to float?  Missy doesn’t have any fat.”
 
   Tracy said, “Oh, she swims just fine … she was a lifeguard one summer.  But, her Mike’s the swimmer.  He’s co-captain this year for his swim team.  She leaves all the serious swimming for him to do.  But, we all agreed we wouldn’t talk about boyfriends tonight, right?”
 
   “Why not?  Did something happen with somebody’s boyfriend?”  Missy looked around and then looked more closely at Sally.  “Oh, no … don’t tell me he broke up with you?”  Sally had finally met someone over the summer and they had supposedly continued the relationship when she’d returned to the academy.  Missy could see now how red Sally’s eyes were and how she was obviously very upset.
 
   “He was supposed to visit me this weekend.  But, his email says he simply can’t manage this thing we have … what we had, actually, since he’s now not coming and thinks we both should maybe start dating other people.”  Sally was definitely distraught and explaining things to Missy was bringing tears to her eyes all over again.
 
   Sharon said, “The bastard didn’t even have the decency to come here and face her.  He sends her a fucking email.  No, he’s not breaking up with her, he’s merely suggesting they date others?  Screw him!”
 
   Sally said, “I did.  I screwed him.  I thought he was the one, you know?  They’re all the same.  At least, all the guys I’ve slept with, they’ve all been the same.  Once you let them fuck you, that’s all you get from the relationship.  Fucked.”
 
   “I’m really sorry, Sally.  And, I know it doesn’t help for us to assure you there’s some guy out there for you, some guy who really will be the one.”  Missy was crushed since she knew all the disappointments Sally had already had when it came to the guys she’d hooked up with.  She’d been hoping this time might be different.
 
   “Hey, I know you all have great boyfriends.  It’s my fault.  I was too quick to jump in bed with him.  Wishful thinking on my part.  And, speaking of quick?”  Sally started laughing.  “He really wasn’t that good in bed.  Much too quick, you know?”
 
   Tracy said, “Which is exactly the kind of discussion we all agreed we’d not be having tonight.  Now, who’s going to help me with my plebe?  Kelsey, will you brace him a few times, just to give him some practice, so he can get better at answering to females?”
 
   “You mean he still stumbles whenever one of us girls stops and asks him questions?”  Sharon had heard all about Tracy’s efforts to “desensitize” Donald Quigby.  She stared at Tracy and then she started laughing.  “Oh, wait … not all girls.  That’s why I can’t help.  Just those with big boobs, right?  I get it … you need this to be Kelsey.  Best.  Boobs.  Ever.”
 
   -----
 
   Two hours later, back in their room, Tracy said, “That really sucks about Sally.  Some girls just have no luck with men.  It’s not as though she isn’t attractive.  Maybe that’s her problem … she actually does have guys falling all over themselves chasing after her, wanting to get in her pants.  But, I can’t see much more that we can do, other than keep assuring her not to give up, be patient, wait for Mr. Right instead of Mr. Right-Now, etc., etc.”
 
   Missy said, “Yeah.  She wouldn’t date anyone here at the academy last year, afraid they were only interested in all that Caesar Club stuff that went down.  But, once she got home, she let her guard down.  Not everyone can be as lucky as you were, jumping my brother the way you did and having that miraculously work out.”  She giggled and, as anticipated, Tracy looked at her with an exasperated expression.  When Tracy then ignored her, she continued, “I heard from Alice about Candy.  You were right … Oliver and Candy are definitely getting serious about each other.  Candy tells her she never dreamed she could be so happy.”
 
   “Well, your friend Alice knows how to get people to tell her stuff, that’s for sure.  Has Candy mentioned whether she’s letting him get in her pants?”
 
   Missy laughed.  “Oh, yes!  Candy was so amazed … please don’t ever let on you heard this, because Alice really does pride herself in keeping stuff like this confidential.  At any rate, Candy was dying to tell someone and she doesn’t really have anyone else she could share this with.  She told Alice she’s wondering if maybe she’s a sex addict.  After never enjoying sex before, now with Oliver?  She can’t get enough!”
 
   “Oh, well … gosh … thanks to that miracle with your brother, I can relate to that!”  Tracy started laughing.  Missy had been teasing her all week about their room now reeking of sex after her having been with John that past weekend during her Walking Privileges.
 
   “Not to switch subjects … you know how much I love hearing you share all those details about sex with my brother … NOT!  But, I’ve heard from Drew.  I’m to ask my source to reveal who this mutual enemy of ours is and explain we’re blaming Jacques for everything.  Even our task force will think all the info we get from Carlos is coming from Jacques.”
 
   “Our task force?  So, there’ll be a task force going there?”
 
   “General Blake is asking the task force already in Cancun to handle this.  Colonel A and Major S … they’ve already re-named their task force JAT, remember?  For Jacques?”  Missy liked the irony in how that would continue playing out.
 
   “Oooh, I like that plan.  Your Carlos will too, I’m sure.  He can feed you all sorts of juicy stuff and everyone will think Jacques is somehow responsible?  Let the games begin!”
 
   “You know … I let you come along on one little mission and ever since then …”  Missy was trying to give Tracy a disapproving look but they both burst out laughing.
 
   “I know, I know … my eagerness to get in the game is a bit over the top, huh?”
 
   “John still blames me for everything.  Did you bother explaining, during all that make-up sex I don’t want to know any details about, how much you actually are excited now about being included in this extracurricular stuff for your government?”
 
   -----
 
   Rafe found Carlos still in his office, in spite of how late in the evening it had gotten.  After closing the door, assuring their conversation would remain private, he came over and sat down.  “Missy posted a message for us on that website address she set up.”  She had emailed him the URL address.  They had already agreed which passwords they’d be using during his visit up there.  She had assured him her friends would not only create the special secure website but also wouldn’t trace him when he’d be accessing the site.
 
   “So, we have communications with her and whatever we post there won’t bite us in the ass?”  Carlos trusted Missy but he still was apprehensive.
 
   “Hey, her friends are better at this than we are.  She says they can be trusted and you’ve already agreed to trust her.”  Rafe had actually had a couple of long conversations with Carlos on that subject.  Carlos had insisted it was because he and Missy were both werecats … he knew he could trust her and that was that.
 
   Rafe actually trusted Missy but she was only a young girl.  He was concerned Carlos might be giving her too much credit.  But, the risks of not obtaining some help dealing with the Frenchman were now looking far greater so he was going along with Carlos on this.  “The way she explains it, her friends who monitor werecats will be claiming all our info is coming from Jacques Arbogast.  As far as all her other friends are concerned, Jacques is their source.  She also confirmed my theory … those same friends of hers, the ones who monitor werecats?  They have Jacques.  He and Marco are getting to be good buddies, playing cribbage every afternoon.”
 
   Carlos laughed and shook his head.  “Great!  We’ll see what happens when those other friends learn about Manuel Rodriguez.  By the way, were you able to learn anything about those decorations she’s wearing on her uniform?”  Missy had allowed Rafe to take her photo on his smartphone during his visit.  Rafe had claimed Carlos was insisting on that but it had actually been his own idea.  Carlos, of course, had been very pleased.
 
   “Well, they’re certainly impressive.”  Rafe explained what each ribbon was for, as well as the significance of the jump wings and CIB.  No, he couldn’t find any details but apparently she had spent her summer over in Afghanistan.  “Your werecat girlfriend probably has some very good friends now in the U.S. military, Carlos.  For her to have served over there during that recent campaign the news made such a big deal about and now be back at West Point, wearing all those medals?”
 
   “I’d actually love having her as my girlfriend, Rafe.  But, you heard her.  That’s never going to happen.”  Carlos chuckled.  He’d known from her scent upon meeting her in person that she’d already mated and bonded with another male and she had confirmed that, in no uncertain terms.  “Let’s see how influential our West Point werecat might be and how quickly our information leads to anyone causing trouble for our fucking Frenchman!’


 
   
  
 

Chapter Twenty-Eight
 
   Sep 22, 2019
 
    
 
   Colonel Armentrout and Major Schermerhorn had spent the afternoon at the U.S. Embassy office in Bogota, checking in with the local U.S. Army liaison officer and some other key staffers.  The colonel had explained how his task force investigation in Cancun had led to suspicions and concerns about some major corruption in Bogota, but since the criminal organization responsible surely had informants in the Colombian government, his team was proceeding with extreme caution.  He would have some specific information to divulge but only to Colombian officials who could be cleared.  Likewise, only certain embassy personnel would be allowed to see this info.  Strictly need-to-know and the highest of security clearances would be required.
 
   They then had returned to their hotel and the colonel had invited the major up to his room for a drink.  The past couple of days had been a whirlwind and he wanted to review with the major just where they were at and where they were going.  While they had pretty much wrapped things up in Cancun, this new information coming from Jacques Arbogast about the Manuel Rodriguez criminal organization had really changed their plans.  Rather than returning home to the U.S., they’d been asked to bring the task force to Bogota and establish a relationship with the Colombian authorities at least as good as the one they’d had with the Mexican authorities.
 
   “You know what bothers me the most about this, major?”
 
   “Sure!  It’s getting all this Intel weeks later and from that secret organization in our own government … did you ask General Blake about that?  Does he know more about them?”
 
   “Yeah, he tells me it’s a top secret branch … “P” Branch, whatever that means.  That’s what those credentials Les and Marsha Goodding showed us said it was … you were correct about them being either super-secret or black ops or something strange.  At any rate, they still have Arbogast.  When I complained how we would’ve gotten him to tell us this stuff much sooner if we’d been allowed to question him, the general assured me that never would have happened.  He claims “P” Branch only got all this after they finally managed convincing the guy he was really safe from this Rodriguez organization … supposedly, that’s why they disappeared with him so fast.”
 
   “Colonel, from all we’ve learned about Arbogast and everything he was running in Cancun … how the hell did Goodding convince him to roll over in the first place?  He decides to just walk away from his multi-million dollar operation?  I know you told us that mystery girl’s performance on those videos had something to do with that happening and how we’re not to discuss the amazing resemblance between her and that redheaded cadet who was down here …”
 
   “I got your report on her.  Missy McCrea.  She really served with a Special Forces A-Team during CAW, huh?  As a PFC?  I know that’s what General Blake told me but I’m finding that hard to believe.  Some crazy study about women in combat?”
 
   “Sir, you had me look into her and most of what happened over there is highly classified but … yeah.  From what I could find out, she’d still be there instead of back at West Point if the campaign hadn’t ended so quickly and so successfully.  The Army’s study was supposedly about female soldiers in combat.  Of course, after that CAW victory, things now look pretty quiet over there in Afghanistan … at least for the near term.  That’s why the Army decided her role was over and she could return to the academy.  Also, just as the general told you, she was carted off the battlefield and treated for bullet wounds in a hospital in Kabul.”
 
   “Well, I know enough to keep my mouth shut when I’m told to do so.  And, you can’t ever quote me on this.  But, General Blake admitted the girl dancing in those nightclubs led to Arbogast rolling over.  He didn’t explain any more than that, saying it was a matter of national security.  Mysterious nightclub dancer my ass … I believe that cadet had to have been that same girl, bullet wounds or not.  That’s what’s bothering me, major!”
 
   Colonel Armentrout downed the last of his drink and poured himself another.  “Les Goodding from this mysterious “P” Branch brought that mysterious cadet down here with him and now we have this mysterious Intel saying this mysterious Rodriguez organization is behind things.  I just don’t like all this mystery bullshit … mystery girl, mystery government agency, mystery Intel …”
 
   Major Schermerhorn said, “The Intel may be mysterious, Sir, but if half the stuff about Rodriguez is true, we’ve got our work cut out for us.  There’s no evidence yet so proving any of this will be very difficult.  But, according to this file from “P” Branch, the Rodriguez organization is behind most of the drugs from South America that have gotten into the U.S. in recent years.  He makes all the cartels go through him, use his distribution system, and he rakes in a big piece of that action for himself.  Anyone tries to deal direct?  Well, no one has been successful in doing that since he’s risen to power.  Those that have tried are now either dead or in prison.”
 
   “So, how did he rise to power?”  The colonel hadn’t been able to delve into all the details in the reports and had asked the major to do that.  Once he’d understood the new task force mission, he’d been too busy getting JAT to finish things up in Cancun and move over to Bogota, plus coordinating with both embassies and trying to determine which Colombian officials he would need to work with.
 
   “The cartels started using him to manage distribution for them a few years ago.  He got his college degree in the U.S. and learned how to move money around through all the banks.  He then provided the cartels a way to securely keep the payments they received separate from the actual delivery of their drug shipments.  By doing that, both buyers and sellers were able to benefit.  No more last minute attempts by those bringing in the drugs to hi-jack those making the payments, no more evidence of payments for the cops to find … it’s complicated but it works.”
 
   The colonel nodded in understanding, saying, “Then, once he had them using his organization, he somehow managed so they had no choice … they either used him or else.  Is that it?”
 
   “Yeah, that’s the other part.  Rodriguez used his profits to build a really solid organization and hired a lot of enforcers.  As his organization grew, he also hired a lot of government officials.  His influence is so widespread, many are saying half the Colombian government officials work for him now.  He’s paying a lot of government officials in other countries as well … including those in the U.S.”
 
   The colonel looked at the major for a few moments.  “Is that why we’re only just now hearing about Rodriguez controlling things?  Shouldn’t our agencies that watch this stuff have known about him?”
 
   “Well, this is only coming out now after Arbogast revealed it was Rodriguez he worked for.  This “P” Branch started really digging once they learned that and they’ve managed to piece together a whole lot of things.  Evidently, there’s now quite an investigation going on back there in the U.S.  Like you say, our DEA and other agencies should have known a lot of this before hearing about it from Arbogast.”
 
   -----
 
   Mike had picked Missy up that morning and they’d had fun all day in the Big Apple.  Because she’d received her cadet rank promotion from PFC to corporal upon her return to the academy, she was now entitled to the occasional Off Post Privilege (OPP).  During OPP’s, cadets were required to stay within seventy-five miles of the academy but that did include New York City.  By some miracle, her schedule and his schedule had allowed this Saturday to be such an occasion and she didn’t need to return until just before taps at 2300 hours.
 
   She’d be busy again on Sunday with another soccer match, an away game in Rhode Island.  But Mike would be there at that game, able to watch her play, since he could stop and do that on his way back home.  No, he wouldn’t be able to spend any time with her then but he loved being able to watch her from the stands; he’d still be experiencing all her thoughts and she’d be experiencing his feelings.
 
   He knew she was experiencing his feelings right now and those feelings were definitely aroused and amorous.  They were in his room -- he had already treated her to a huge steak dinner -- and for the next few hours, he intended to thoroughly ravage and ravish her as only he could.  He’d promised to return her to the academy that night in as limp and languid a state as he could possibly manage, getting her “beyond” sated and satisfied.
 
   Missy really enjoyed the way Mike had been teasing her, not only with words but constantly touching her as well, doing so in ways that any casual observer would only consider as quite normal.  Innocent, in fact.  But he always knew how turned on she’d get whenever he would pull her close, gently caressing her or else hugging her tight.  He knew how much he affected her with his large powerful body with its six-three frame, broad shoulders and narrow waist.  He used his long arms and big hands to hold her, guide her here and direct her there, making meaningful contact with her.  And, he’d been doing this again and again, all throughout the day, getting her aroused and on edge and then keeping her there.
 
   Missy had huge appetites and her Mike was satisfying them now.  First, the delicious meal and now the exciting sex which his actions and attentions had been promising her all day.  Yeah, the entire day had been foreplay and over dinner he’d told her just how completely and thoroughly he’d be “doing her” before he was through.  She was already swollen and wet, throbbing and aching, randy and ready.
 
   It had been three weeks since their last time together.  It had also been three weeks since the last time she’d been a cat.  Since each time she Changed back, that always started her feminine cycle all over again at day one, that meant today was day twenty one and she was no longer fertile.  She would always ovulate on day fourteen and have her period on day twenty-eight if she didn’t Shift again before any of that happened.
 
   Mike was still teasing her, not yet undressed … he was purposely taking his time.
 
   Missy had quickly shed all her clothing as soon as they’d entered the room and was now anxious for him to hurry and join her on the bed.  “If you don’t take off those shorts and get over here in three seconds flat, finally making good on all those promises you’ve been making …”
 
   Mike laughed, getting naked at last and lying down next to her.  “Gosh, you’re so impatient … wow!  Are you ready to impale yourself on my mighty manhood?”  He rolled flat onto his back, grabbing her hips and positioning her high above him just right, rubbing himself all along the slippery slick folds of her sex a few times but not penetrating inside.
 
   Missy was wriggling as she straddled him, her hands on his shoulders and her entire body very determined indeed to mount him.  But, in spite of how she tilted her pelvis and kept trying to make that happen, he wasn’t cooperating.  Finally, she reached down with one hand and grabbed his hard erection, stroking him and rubbing his velvety tip against herself until at last he lowered her down.  Then, he was stretching and filling her, slowly working his way deeper and deeper inside.  Missy moaned her pleasure and began squeezing her inner muscles, gratifying her pent up needs; she was already approaching that familiar threshold where her release awaited.
 
   But Mike knew how horny she was and kept a firm hold, sliding his hands from her hips to her rear, cupping her ass firmly and taking control.  Rather than allowing her to freely more around and reach any quick climax, he interrupted her rhythm and held himself buried deep within.  He applied pressure against her clit, moving himself side-to-side in a slow deliberate manner which he’d learned would heighten her experience, delaying her release and building her to a much greater orgasm.  This also allowed him to delay his own release, since once she did begin those violent convulsions and spasms, bucking wildly on top of him, his own climax would normally follow very quickly afterward.
 
   Missy felt Mike’s mouth sucking on her right nipple, rolling the nipple back and forth with his tongue.  This, combined with his movements against her sensitive places down below, caused her entire body to feel on fire.  As wave after wave of delicious sensations worked their way out to her extremities and back again, her anticipation for that elusive orgasm began driving her crazy.  Her breathing was tortured as her cries and moans grew louder and more insistent.  In spite of her being on top, Mike kept a firm grip on her rear and was in complete control; her build up continued to climb.
 
   The exquisite torture went on and on, Mike never giving her the freedom she needed.  After what seemed like forever, Missy began quivering as her anticipation grew to more than she could stand.  He’d kept her on edge for such an incredibly long time, she began whimpering and pleading, begging him to finish her off.
 
   “Mike, I’m so close … you have to let me come!  Please!  Ohhh … oh, oh, ohhhh … ahh, almost, almost … yes!  Yes, yes, YEEESSSSSS!”  As Missy began screaming, able to now finally enjoy a really powerful release, her sexual pleasure had such magnitude she just couldn’t stop screaming and yelling for quite a while.  When she eventually returned to earth from wherever she’d gone, she was surprised to find Mike still hard and firmly pushing himself into her wetness.  Wow, that felt very warm and wonderful.  He’d managed to ride through all her thrashing about and was still there, buried deep inside.
 
   He rolled her over so now she was on her back and he astride her, with much of his weight on his elbows.  His mouth moved to hers and as he kissed her, deeply and passionately, he slowly began stroking in and out, in and out.  His tongue also mimicked these strokes, probing insistently into her mouth and she wrapped her legs around him, her feet crossing behind his rear.  As he continued to slide in and out, incredibly her sensitivity returned and she once again began building, her sexual desire awakening in spite of how magnificently she’d come that last time.
 
   Mike increased his pace and then increased it yet again.  Soon, he was pounding into her, reaching for his own release and making sounds even more incoherent than then the ones she’d been making.  This amazing performance was really getting Missy amped up, her capacity for pleasure expanding and before Mike had reached his peak, she once again experienced another orgasm.  This one was different and really wonderful, lasting for what seemed an eternity before her awareness of things slowly returned.  This time, Mike was done, now soft and flaccid … he slowly slipped out and Missy actually moaned at the loss.
 
   They clung to one another, enjoying how it felt, flesh on flesh in as many places as they could find to squeeze themselves together.  Missy wanted to somehow crawl inside him, after having had him inside her in such a wondrous way.  Her emotions were flooding him with all the love she felt and she experienced his response, his love equally as great as hers.  Such moments were magic and they both really enjoyed them.  The one today was extra special and they stayed this way, embracing and allowing their two souls to bond and meld, just as their bodies had done so gloriously only moments earlier … neither one of them felt sleepy.  No, they felt invigorated instead and all the energy they’d expended was somehow coming back to them, filling them back up again three times over.
 
   Mike noticed how, once again, making love to Missy was a completely different experience.  Each and every time, there would be more things to find amazing, more of her to marvel about, new sensations to discover and … this time … it was all this strange energy filling him back up.  Was it because she was a witch?  A supernatural?  He didn’t know and he didn’t care.  He simply loved her with his whole being and hoped that would maybe be enough.
 
   -----
 
   “Mike, are you okay with my helping Carlos?”  They were riding back to the academy, very pleased and happy about the day they’d spent together, but Missy now wanted to check where Mike’s moral compass was pointing.
 
   “Here’s where all those clichés can be used, Missy.”  Mike glanced over at her briefly and then turned his eyes back to the road ahead.  “Better the devil you know than the devil you don’t … you can’t boil the ocean … no good deed goes unpunished.  Take your pick.  It’s really similar to how you’ve allowed Sal D’Amato to continue running his organization.  You even have Alice helping him, right?  She’s the crazy mob lady?”
 
   Missy laughed.  “Well, Sal knows he’d better take care of young girls, protecting them rather than taking advantage of them.  I’ve left him alone as long as he does that.  It’s ironic the way things actually have worked out.  He ends up making more money from all those girls who are choosing to use his organization now, thanks to Alice and the Roseanne Fund.  But, those girls are choosing him and choosing to earn their money in the sex industry.  It’s their choice.  I’m not trying to interfere.”
 
   “Exactly, change what you can’t accept and accept what you can’t change.  It’s having the wisdom to know the difference that matters.”  Mike again glanced quickly at her before returning his attention to his driving.  “You’re letting Carlos be a mystery source and “P” Branch is taking all the information and using it to go after this Manuel Rodriguez.  Drew and Les and Marsha probably know your source is a drug cartel.  They might even guess it’s Carlos.”
 
   “Yeah, they’re okay with me doing this.  Once Rodriguez is eliminated, there will still be drugs getting into the U.S.  There will probably still be white slavery with girls getting kidnapped and sold.  Those things will all continue, regardless.  But, hopefully, we can make a difference.”  Missy stared at Mike … she could feel what he was feeling.  “I’m aware Carlos has done some bad things over the years but I really doubt he’s looking to prey on girls … so, if his organization ends up replacing the Rodriguez organization or taking it over?  We’ll have changed something and I believe that change will benefit some people.  Not only will that avoid a lot of girls being sold into slavery but, hopefully, it will improve some things in other ways as well.  Maybe that’s all we can do.”
 
   Mike laughed.  “Yeah, that and maybe do a few more of those rescues you’ve managed to get yourself involved with, time and time again.”  He sighed.  He knew he’d always be supporting her, letting her good heart lead them both off in whatever direction was needed.  Yes, all so she could help save whomever the fickle fabulous fates might deign to put in her path.  He knew Missy would always do all she could, even when the risks were far greater than what any “normal” person would ever take.
 
   But, his Missy wasn’t a normal girl.  Once again, he glanced her way.  He knew he’d never want her to be any other way, no matter what the consequences or what the future might bring.


 
   
  
 

Chapter Twenty-Nine
 
   Sep 25, 2019
 
    
 
   “So, all the activity by this fucking task force here in Bogota is because Jacques Arbogast brought them here?  He told them about us?  I don’t believe it … he doesn’t know shit about my organization.  Someone else must be talking and I want to find out who it is.”  Manuel Rogriguez stared at Pablo Estaban who had just finished explaining what their source in Homeland Security was saying.  “I guess this confirms somebody back there in the U.S. does have that rat bastard, though.  No wonder we can’t find him.”
 
   Pablo said, “The agency where all this information about us is coming from?  They’re called “P” Branch.  All our guy knows is they’re a top secret agency … he had never even heard of them before but they’ve been in existence for years.  Supposedly, they go around disproving all those crackpot claims about aliens and flying saucers and shit.  But, since it looks like they’re sending all this information about us to this task force JAT down here, obviously there’s a lot more to them than investigating phony space ships.”
 
   “And this “P” Branch … they have Arbogast?  And, Arbogast is really their source?”
 
   “He only knows that’s what everyone is saying.  And, he says this “P” Branch has got all the other agencies scrambling back there.  They’re finding out a lot has been covered up these past few years and now everyone is pointing fingers and blaming everyone else.”
 
   “Well, that’s what we were paying him for, right?”  Manuel wasn’t too happy all the money he’d paid out to keep things hidden was no longer helping.  “He’s supposed to avoid any exposure for my organization to all those agencies.”
 
   “He’s worried they may be on to him now.”  Pablo hated to be the bearer of bad news.  “He’s going on an extended vacation, hoping things will blow over before he returns.  Or, he won’t be returning.  I’m afraid we won’t be hearing anything more from him for a while.”
 
   Manuel asked, “Okay, what about our sources down here?  Over at the embassy and with the authorities?”
 
   “Everything happening with this JAT task force is top secret.  Most of our sources can’t get cleared … plus there are several of our officials down here suddenly now taking vacations also.”  Pablo shrugged at his boss.  “But, so far … at least these JAT investigators can’t find anyone willing to talk about us.”
 
   “Okay, okay.  But, I still don’t think Arbogast could possibly have known enough about us to stir up all this activity … those U.S. investigators must have another source.  I want to find out who that other source might be.  Let’s come up with a plan for doing that, okay?  Then, once we take care of that source, maybe these investigators will all go away.”
 
   -----
 
   Sep 26, 2019
 
    
 
   Missy put her smart phone down and looked over at Tracy, who was sitting on her bed with an eager expression on her face; she obviously was very anxious to hear the latest update from “P” Branch.  “Robert says the progress in Bogota by that JAT task force is very slow.  Rodriguez has an awful lot of informants and those who aren’t on his payroll are even more unwilling to talk than those who are.  He has a reputation for having loved ones dragged out in front of anyone who goes against him … women and children … he has them raped, tortured and maimed.  Only then will he kill the offender, slowly and painfully.”
 
   “That’s awful!  And … this has all been hushed up for years?”
 
   “No one wants to risk offending the Frenchman.  That’s what he’s called, even though he’s not really very French.  Some ancestor was French royalty back three hundred years ago and this guy likes the nickname.  Fear the Frenchman … that’s what seems to be behind all of his success.  Fear.  Fear and lots of money … he does pay well.”
 
   Tracy said, “That fear factor must be why your Carlos is so reluctant to go up against him.  From what you’ve told me, Carlos doesn’t have that big an organization … his family can’t really go against someone as powerful as Rodriguez.”
 
   “No, they harvest their crops for drugs up in the mountains and sell them but they aren’t fighters.  Carlos was a big leader in the crime organizations he headed here in the U.S. but back in South America, it’s different.  Don’t forget, it took him ten years to gain power over here and he gave all that up when he went home.”
 
   “And, he’s only been home for a little over a year?”
 
   Missy nodded.  “And, he spent most of that time just taking over as head of his family.  Very few family members even know he’s a werecat.”
 
   “If that’s so, then why are you saying the other cartels down there are ready to follow Carlos, if Rodriguez gets eliminated?  Because he proved he could run things here in the U.S.?”
 
   “Exactly!  Keep in mind that fear rather than loyalty is why Rodriguez is in power.  Once Rodriquez is out of the way, someone will need to step up.  There are a couple of others down there but Carlos has demonstrated his leadership and his followers are very loyal.  Robert has just confirmed it … “P” Branch agrees with my guess that Carlos is the logical one to replace Rodriguez.  And, that’s without my admitting Carlos is our source.”
 
   “I bet they’ve guessed.  And, for obvious reasons, they’re not interfering … all they care about is getting rid of Rodriguez.  However things fall out after that is not for them to worry about.”  Tracy paused a moment and then said, “By the way .,. how is Robert doing?  Obviously he’s back home.  What’s the latest with his ex-wife?  Are they really getting married again?”
 
   Missy giggled.  “Yep!  Only, he’s talked to Drew.  He doesn’t want to keep any secrets from Connie and has asked if she can get clearance.  You know, the same clearance everyone in “P” Branch has.  Otherwise, he’s quitting.”
 
   “Wow!  So, she’ll get to learn all about supnats and how wonderful witches are and how weird werecats are and everything!”  Tracy began laughing and Missy couldn’t help but join in with her.
 
   -----
 
   Sep 27, 2019
 
    
 
   Les looked at his wife and said, “We better let Drew know about this.  I’m sure he’ll want to check with General Blake to see whether any actions are appropriate … military or otherwise.”
 
   Marsha sighed and said, “Yeah, only I know it’s those otherwise actions you’re really concerned about.  I’m glad we’ve been keeping our plane on standby with our pilot ready to go.”
 
   Ten minutes later, Les had Drew on the phone and was explaining what the latest JAT report was saying.  “Rodriguez has sent his enforcers out to several drug cartel leaders with an edict.  They all have to show up tomorrow night at a meeting at his place.  With their wives or girlfriends.  Anyone not at this meeting will be considered guilty by default and will have to accept the consequences.  He’s looking for whoever may have talked and figures getting them all together will somehow reveal any traitors.”
 
   Drew said, “Does JAT think they’ve been compromised?  Rodriguez must somehow know the Intel we’ve provided JAT for their investigation goes far beyond anything Arbogast would ever have known.  So, now he’s looking for informants close to home.”
 
   “They don’t know for sure but that’s definitely possible.  There are too many Colombian officials now cleared and Rodriguez may have gotten to one of them.  JAT doesn’t realize Arbogast isn’t our source for all this information but Rodriguez would certainly recognize the things which he’d kept from Arbogast.”  Les laughed and added, “If Major Schermerhorn hadn’t lucked out, getting one of Rodriguez’s enforcers to talk, we’d never have learned about this meeting.”
 
   “How did he manage that?”
 
   Les explained, “One of his JAT investigators managed to get the guy talking after buying him several drinks.  The guy was bragging how all these important leaders know they’d better show up or he and his buddies will be paying them a visit and having a great time … again.  Last time something like this happened, he and his friends got to enjoy several of the wives and daughters before they finally killed the poor bastards who hadn’t shown up.”
 
   “And, of course, I suppose there’s nothing illegal about all these cartel leaders paying a visit to the Rodriguez estate.  So, JAT can only stand by and watch from the sidelines.  They don’t realize what’s at stake and how this is probably putting our real source in danger.  Okay.  Let me talk to General Blake.  There’s nothing official we can do or the Colombian authorities can do, but this does provide an opportunity.”  Drew paused and then added in a grim voice, “I wonder what would happen if during this big conference, Rodriguez was to suddenly have a heart attack and drop dead.”
 
   Les wasn’t certain he’d heard that last comment.  Finally, he said, “Drew, you can’t ask Missy to just go in there and murder him like that.  Tell me you’re not considering asking her to be an assassin.”
 
   “Well, I wasn’t going to ask her to be an assassin, exactly.  But, if we’re right, her source is one of those cartel leaders and she won’t appreciate our not letting her know.”
 
   “Letting her know is one thing, Drew.  But, bringing her down there?  Really?”
 
   Well, I was wondering what might happen during a confrontation between her and this Rodriguez, if we were to arrange it.”  Drew had already discussed this with General Blake.  It was the general who had suggested turning Missy loose on the guy and seeing just what her predatory nature might end up getting her to do.  Rodriguez had sold his niece to terrorists and, had Drew’s supernatural agents not saved her, she’d have been publicly beheaded.  Why not keep things simple and allow those same supernatural agents to confront Rodriguez?  The general was very confident Missy would not allow the bastard to live.
 
   -----
 
   Tracy was practically hopping up and down by the time Missy ended her phone call with Drew.  The suspense was killing her, hearing only Missy’s side of the conversation and waiting to learn what the two of them had decided.  “What was all that about not being a vigilante?  And, are we going to Bogota or not?”
 
   Missy was anxious to talk to Mike but she knew she needed to brief Tracy first.  “Yes, we’re going to Bogota.  I want Mike along this time and I’m guessing you’ll want John, right?”
 
   “He’d be very upset if your Mike went on this trip and we didn’t bring him.  Tell me more so I can call him.”
 
   “Okay.  Rodriguez has obviously figured out someone has been talking, revealing secrets about him and his organization and he knows it’s not Arbogast.  Our buddies at “P” Branch are pretty sure our source is one of the cartels, based on all the details they’ve gotten.  Carlos and Rafe have really posted some great stuff on that website and, even though it doesn’t point back at them as our source, it’s obvious from what they’ve revealed that only someone doing a lot of business with Rodriguez would know all that.  JAT has learned Rodriguez has called a meeting, insisting all the key people he does business with show up, or else.”
 
   Tracy nodded and said, “Yeah, if “P” Branch can guess who our source might be then so can Rodriguez, once he sees all of that stuff.  But, I thought things were secure.  Are you saying Rodriguez managed to get what “P” Branch gave JAT?”
 
   “Yes, he must have some informant who managed getting cleared by JAT.  Sooo … now he’s called this meeting.  Once he gets everyone gathered together and starts going through things with them, it’ll be very difficult for Carlos to avoid being identified.  Drew asked if I wanted to attend.”
 
   “Wow!  But, after you make your grand party crashing entrance without doing anything supernatural … then what?”
 
   Missy laughed.  “That’s when I reminded Drew how “P” Branch supposedly does not want me being a vigilante.  He laughed and said he had talked to General Blake.  After listening to what the good general would like us to do, he had to remind him about his non interference policy and why the military doesn’t have free rein to use us supernaturals whenever they want.  Drew assured me he’s not asking me to be an assassin.  But, he and the general do want to give me a chance to protect my source.”
 
   “Oh, now I get it!”  Tracy laughed.  “So, this is not any approval for that Plan A of yours, where we get to wipe them from the face of the earth.  But, you can rescue your source … is that it?”
 
   “As long as nobody ends up knowing about supernaturals, after the fact, “P” Branch will bring us down there and trust us to somehow sort this out.  Since the meeting is tomorrow night, time is of the essence.  Give John a call and have him hustle out to Logan Airport.  After the “P” Branch jet picks us up in New York, it’ll be picking up the guys in Boston.  Then?  We all go to Bogota!”


 
   
  
 

Chapter Thirty
 
   Sep 28, 2019
 
    
 
   Both Colonel Armentrout and Major Schermerhorn were there when the “P” Branch aircraft taxied into the special hanger in Bogota.  It was early morning and still dark.  Phone calls had been made and the U.S. Embassy folks had managed to arrange things for this secret arrival.  Everyone on board was to be cleared through customs and immigration in spite of having false papers and passports.  And later -- once they all had returned home to the States again -- there wouldn’t be any permanent record of anyone actually having been there.  It was hoped that return flight would be in only a day or so.
 
   While none of the JAT task force members were allowed to learn any specific details, with this visit highly classified and under the national security blanket, they were told they’d be seeing some familiar faces.  Their orders were to support these visitors and then forget ever having seen them, once all this was over.  Again, it was hoped that would be very soon.
 
   General Blake was the first to poke his head out of the aircraft and look around.  One by one, the others followed along behind him and they all shook hands with the colonel and the major.  Eventually, they all boarded the special bus waiting to take them over to the large home which had been rented, just for them.  Finding a vacant place with a dozen bedrooms at such short notice had not been easy but with an unlimited budget, thanks to “P” Branch, the JAT task force had managed.
 
   Colonel Armentrout and Major Schermerhorn led the way for the bus in their own vehicle.  The major was driving and once underway, with the bus following along behind, he turned to the colonel.  “Did you realize General Blake would be coming?  He’s pretty far off the grid, right?  And, why are those West Point cadets here?”
 
   “No, I had no idea who was coming and only knew this was top secret.  But, I guess I’m not surprised to see Les and Marsha Goodding again.  And, yeah … the general is indeed off the grid, but it was his niece who got kidnapped and Rodriguez was supposedly responsible for what happened to her.  As for everyone else?  I can’t imagine what brings them here.  That’s especially true for those girls from the academy.”
 
   “Well, I recognized Robert Ulrey.  He’s the one who brought those two psychics to Cancun … the lady with him is his ex-wife.  And, those cadet girls brought along their boyfriends, if you can believe that.  Captain Bonomo is also from West Point; he’s probably along to keep an eye on those cadets.  After the shenanigans that redhead pulled last time, I can understand why they’d want someone to watch her.”
 
   The colonel said, “We’re never going to know just what they’re all doing down here.  But, General Blake has obviously brought them along for a reason and I’m sure we’ll eventually find out about that.  Maybe they’ll convince Rodriguez to roll over and disappear like they did with Arbogast.  Who knows?
 
   -----
 
   Constance Ulrey sat there and looked around the room.  The colonel and the major had left and apparently everyone remaining knew all about the incredible things Robert had finally been allowed to share with her.  She had agreed to keep all those things secret and had signed several documents, accordingly.  Only then had she been told he was part of this “P” Branch, which monitored supernatural beings.  Yes, “supnats” who were actually real.  Witches.  Shifters.  Special powers and abilities.  That had been two days earlier.  Then, he had invited her to come along on this trip.
 
   Robert was now busy talking to Les and Marsha.  The pilot and crew from their aircraft were staying in a hotel back at the airport but, supposedly, even they all knew about these supernaturals.
 
   She turned to the young captain sitting next to her.  Robert had explained how, like her, the captain had only recently learned about these supnats.  He was there because Missy and Tracy were there … two witches from West Point.  She figured maybe he might be a kindred spirit.  “Captain, have you gotten used to them seeming so normal?  Knowing what they are and what they can do?”  She nodded her head towards Missy and Tracy who were joking with the general and their boyfriends over on the other side of the room.
 
   “Actually, Ms. Ulrey, I haven’t had much of an opportunity to notice Tracy.  But, I’ve been noticing Missy for a while now and she indeed is far from normal, once you pay close attention.”  The captain laughed.  “Acting normal is one of the things she does really well when you consider all the abilities she actually has.”
 
   “My husband says she had to learn how to be normal and worked really hard at it when she came back.  Two years she was gone … living as a cat up in the mountains.  All alone.  And, now she’s at West Point.  Robert tells me there are a lot of things about her he plans to tell me someday; things she’s done and things she can do.  He hasn’t had a chance to tell me yet and I’m still not quite able to believe it all.  I mean … look at her.  And at Tracy!  They’re such nice girls!”
 
   Missy excused herself from her group and came over to sit next to Constance.  “I’m glad you think we’re nice girls, Connie!”  She laughed at the surprised expression both Constance and the captain gave her.  “Sorry for eavesdropping but I couldn’t help it … I have enhanced hearing, remember?”  Everyone laughed.  “Tracy and I would like to be nice but there are times when we have to do things that aren’t so nice.  But, always for a good cause!  Like, when we rescued Candace.  And, like now … we’re going to confront the monster who sold Candace to those terrorists.”
 
   The captain looked at Missy.  When the Superintendent had called him, suggesting he tag along with the two girls, he’d been very excited.  No one knew what they would be doing, exactly, but this sudden trip had been considered urgent and necessary.  Now, looking into her green eyes and hearing her calmly say “we’re going to confront the monster”, he had to admit things seemed unreal.  He could appreciate why Ms. Ulrey had been so awestruck, staring at these girls.
 
   “Miss McCrea, have you decided how you’ll manage confronting this Manuel Rodriguez?”  They had all looked over the satellite photos of the Rodriguez estate while flying down there.  “P” Branch had managed to put together a lot of information which they’d accumulated once they’d learned about Rodriguez from Missy’s source.
 
   “Why, of course!  I’m going to go in with one of the guests he’s invited to his special meeting.  I’ll be along as the girlfriend … Tracy and Marsha will be taking me shopping later today.  I’ve made them promise not to put me in anything silver this time.”  Missy giggled.  “I’ll let you explain to Connie why I don’t think silver would be a good idea … I don’t think she’s seen any of my Cancun Cancan Girl videos yet.”
 
   Constance asked, “But, going in like that?  Won’t that be dangerous?”
 
   Tracy had walked up and now couldn’t resist adding her own comments.  “Oh, it’ll be dangerous all right … for everyone else at the meeting.  I want full credit for this plan … once again, I’ve helped Missy.  When I told her she should be thinking about all of this just as though she was going into the lion’s den?  You know … her being a lion and all?”  Tracy and Missy both burst out laughing.
 
   -----
 
   Carlos and Rafe stopped at the turnoff where they’d been instructed to wait for Missy.  Rafe said, “This is crazy, you know that, right?  Why are you okay with bringing Missy in with you?  I realize the two of you can suddenly get all furry with fangs and claws but if you do that?  With all the others there watching?  That’s probably not going to solve anything and your secret will be out.”
 
   “I have no intention of revealing my secret, Rafe.  I doubt Missy will do that either.”
 
   “Well, I’m worried Rodriguez will figure out you’re the one responsible for that task force down here.  You know that’s why he’s insisting on everyone coming to this meeting, right?”
 
   “Of course I know that’s why he’s called this meeting.  I was very glad we got that message from Missy about her coming to help us.  Obviously, those government friends of hers are on top of things and know what’s happening.  I don’t know what we could have done otherwise.  We have to attend this meeting.  Not showing up would only be admitting to our guilt.  This way, the Frenchman won’t really know it was us.  At least, not right away.  And, if Missy thinks her being with me as my girlfriend will somehow protect us?  Then, I’m going to trust her.  We’ve talked about that before.”
 
   Rafe had been very surprised indeed when they’d gotten Missy’s two messages.  The first one announcing her coming to Bogota had been very welcome.  She hadn’t explained what reinforcements she might be bringing but, as Carlos had just stated, she did have those government friends of hers.  The second message saying she would be going in with them, pretending to be one of Carlos’s many girlfriends?  That had really been a shock.  But, Carlos had laughed and had said to expect the unexpected.
 
   Twenty minutes later, when a black sedan pulled up, Rafe realized Carlos had been right.  When he saw what Missy looked like once she stepped from the car, he had to admit her appearance was totally unexpected.  She was a vision and he hardly recognized her.
 
   Missy had asked Mike to bring along her clip-in hair extensions … her sister had gotten a friend to create them.  These had been made from Missy’s own hair after she’d had it cut short for the academy.  So, with Tracy’s help, she now once again had her beautiful long red hair flowing all around her face and cascading down her back.
 
   She was wearing dark red lipstick and some eye makeup which definitely gave her an older appearance, more mature and very alluring.  Her dark green gown hugged her figure and, while not exposing much skin except for the plunging neckline, the way its formfitting fabric shimmered over her voluptuous curves was very noticeable.  Thanks to her pushup bra, the cleavage she was showing was marvelous, guaranteed to draw every man’s eyes.  And, the way she strutted on her four inch stiletto heels would continue to draw their eyes, long after she’d walked past them.  Her rear was indeed a spectacular sight to see and her movements were mesmerizing to watch.
 
   Carlos and Rafe both climbed out of their car to greet her.  Mike had her on his arm as they approached, while John and Tracy stayed several paces back and Captain Bonomo climbed out from behind the wheel of the sedan.  Missy was radiant and proudly made the introductions, since she was the only one who had met with them face-to-face before now.
 
   “So, you are Missy’s boyfriend?”  Carlos looked at Mike, repeating what Missy had called him.  “You are one very lucky man, Mike.  I know from her scent, which is still the same as a year ago … you are more than just her boyfriend … she has chosen you for her mate and she continues to stay bonded with you.”
 
   Mike nodded and said, “Believe me, I know how lucky I am.  And, this bond we have?  That’s why I’ve come along on this trip.  Missy can push her thoughts into my mind and I’m able to hear her words.  She’ll be telling me everything that’s happening and if she wants us to do anything?  I’ll know immediately exactly what she wants.”
 
   Rafe said, “How is that possible?”
 
   Tracy said, “We think it’s because Missy is also a witch.  She’s an earth witch and has many different abilities.  Her telekinesis powers are greater than anyone our coven has ever known about.”
 
   Rafe remembered that energy pulse from a year ago, which he and Carlos had often talked about.  Looking at Missy, he asked, “You showed us some of that when we first met, right?”
 
   Missy laughed.  “Sure!  But back then I didn’t know about all my witchy powers.”  She pointed at a large bolder on the side of the road which she made suddenly rise into the air and hover several feet above the ground.  Then, when she wiggled her fingers at it, the bolder flew several feet as though hurled with great force, finally crashing to the ground.  “But, Tracy here is my backup.  She’s a fire witch and what she can do with fire and lightning?  She makes what I do seem like simple parlor tricks in comparison.”
 
   Carlos said, “I’m beginning to feel a lot better about this meeting we’re going to.  If I weren’t a werecat, I might not believe very much of what you’re telling me.  But, even though I don’t know that much about witches, if you two girls think you can move mountains?  I’m ready to believe it!”  This made everyone laugh.  “Let’s get going.  We wouldn’t want to be late and have the Frenchman wondering where we are, now, would we?”
 
   -----
 
   Manuel watched the arrival of each of his guests from his private office, with Pablo seated next to him.  They were both able to clearly see as these guests exited their vehicles, leaving them for the valet parking attendants out front, and then approached the hacienda’s entryway.  Once inside, having cleared the security check which was far more thorough than anything the airports used, the guests would proceed to the large banquet hall where drinks and other refreshments awaited them.  No weapons of any kind were being allowed inside; all such items needed to be checked at the entrance.  Since his cameras fed several monitors on his office wall, he and Pablo could follow all their movements and even zoom in for a closer look, if desired.
 
   Pablo looked at Manuel and said, “Encouraging them to bring their women along for your command performance was a great idea.”
 
   “Yes, that not only keeps everyone from guessing my real purpose but makes things much easier if we need to persuade anyone to be more forthcoming in their answers.  Nothing works quite as well for getting a man to talk freely as having him watch his woman being brutalized right there in front of him while he’s completely helpless to do anything about protecting her.”
 
   “You don’t think they know you suspect a traitor?”
 
   Manuel laughed.  “Only the traitor would suspect, as no one else even knows what those JAT investigators are doing down here, right?  We’ll see if anyone makes excuses for why they couldn’t bring their women along with them.”
 
   It had been two years since the last time he had insisted all his “business associates” come to his hacienda for a special meeting.  At that gathering, he had solidified his position and explained how, from then on, they would only be selling their drugs to him and to him alone.  No more independent ventures would be tolerated.  Most of his guests had by that time already reached the conclusion that dealing with Rodriguez was indeed their only option.
 
   There had been a few dissenters, not yet convinced.  He had shown them some videos which his enforcers had recently filmed, just for the occasion.  The starring roles on those videos had all gone to “former” associates who had complained of the new arrangements and had attempted to make deals on their own, selling to buyers they’d found willing to take a chance.  The videos graphically portrayed the final moments for all those who had defied him.  Those buyers, of course … instead of getting better pricing?  Like the former associates, they also were now “former” buyers, as they were no longer among the living.
 
   His enforcers had also filmed a few members on his guest list who had declined his invitation.  Those members, and their women, had paid the price for such foolishness.  It was these videos which had been the most convincing of all.  No one dared to stand against Manuel Rodriguez after that.  The Frenchman and his enforcers were too strong and the risks for opposing him were far too great.
 
   Things since then had been relatively quiet.  Because all his associates and suppliers had been making a lot of money, with all the sales and distribution problems they’d formerly had to deal with no longer a concern thanks to him, they had all been focused instead on avoiding their government’s efforts to interfere.  Due to all the informants who were now on Manuel’s payroll, avoiding problems from the Colombian military and police had also become much easier for them, again thanks to him.
 
   Even the recent rollback in what he would pay them for their drugs had not been that big an issue.  Most had been anticipating he’d start squeezing them, now that he had monopolized everything.  Only a few, like Carlos Mancini, had voiced some complaints but even they had not dared act against the Frenchman.  They all had too much to lose and too little to gain.  They depended on him and were not in any position to go to war against his organization.
 
   It had initially been difficult getting an informant who could provide copies of the Intel which this JAT task force had obtained, but Pablo had managed.  So, Manuel and Pablo had been able to review everything which the U.S. investigators had supposedly developed due to Arbogast talking.  While it was clear someone other than Arbogast was their traitor, they really hadn’t been able to find anything suggesting who the hell their traitor might be.
 
   However, there was enough detailed information in JAT’s files so they could rule out anyone outside of Colombia.  It had been at that point when Pablo had suggested having another meeting.  There were just over thirty possible traitors and by inviting everyone to come and visit, meet with Manuel and Pablo face-to-face, they were confident about identifying who might be guilty.
 
   Of the thirty possible individuals, only half a dozen were probable, for various reasons.  Worst case, if they couldn’t actually isolate who their traitor was, they could at least eliminate most of their suspects.  Once they’d succeeded in narrowing down the list of possible traitors to just a few, those individuals could be dealt with.  Yes, Manuel was confident he’d eventually learn who he needed to punish.
 
   Since each of his suspects was not only bringing his wife, mistress or girlfriend but was also bringing a few henchmen/bodyguards as well, also with women, this gathering would number well over two hundred.  Adding to that were all his security guards, enforcers and support staff so the total would be closer to three hundred.  Thankfully, his hacienda was able to accommodate such a large gathering and he had no problem serving them all with plenty of food and booze.
 
   Soon, it would be time to go down and mingle.  Most of his guests had now arrived and he was anxious to get things started.  The evening would certainly prove to be interesting and memorable.  Then, just as Manuel stood up and started moving towards the office door, he heard Pablo exclaim, loudly and excitedly, calling him back to the monitors.
 
   “Take a good look at the broad Mancini brought here with him!  I’d always heard he was pretty good with the ladies, getting lots of nice babes wanting to climb into his bed, but she’s amazing!”  Carlos could be seen heading for the entrance with Missy on his arm.  Rafe had just handed the car keys to the attendant and was following along behind.
 
   Although Carlos would soon be turning forty, he did not look his age and could easily pass for a man in his early thirties.  He was six feet tall, weighed about two hundred and was very fit.  His looks were considered handsome, with dark hair, hazel eyes and a very nice smile.  His appetite for women was insatiable but he had never allowed anyone to stay long or get too close, so he indeed had earned quite a reputation.
 
   Missy’s graceful poise and the way she carried herself, holding onto Carlos’s right arm, gave her the appearance of a woman in her twenties.  They were a very striking couple.  They had no weapons and quickly passed through all of the security, once Carlos’s cell phone was cleared.
 
   Missy was using her false credentials as Melissa Smith which “P” Branch had prepared for her months earlier.  These included a driver’s license and a few credit cards.  She would claim to have dropped out of Boston University during her last spring break, if anyone asked.  She was comfortable in her role as the party girl who had decided to stay in South America these past few months after being invited to do so by Carlos.
 
   She had studied Spanish in high school and had continued with this language her first year at West Point.  Although not at all fluent, she was able to speak and understand things well enough, especially when she would ask others to speak slowly and repeat themselves.  Since she was there as Carlos’s latest consort, she didn’t need to be that articulate and obviously had no need to work for a living.
 
   As expected, once they entered the banquet hall and others noticed their arrival, Carlos was kept very busy making introductions.  Missy was able to avoid all but the most superficial of conversations during this meet and greet activity, merely smiling at everyone and allowing her radiant good looks to work for her.  Most people weren’t all that concerned with listening to what she had to say.  The men were quite satisfied to simply admire her and tell Carlos what a lucky man he was to be there in the company of such a beautiful woman.  The women were quite certain she was a gold-digging trollop and they had no desire to compete with her or be compared to her.
 
   Carlos, Missy and Rafe worked their way over to where refreshments and drinks were available and Missy was happy to indulge.  Yes, she certainly loved to eat and there was a wonderful selection of delicious items to choose from.  Since alcohol had little effect on her, she was able to imbibe freely and merely pretend to being a bit tipsy; this only further freed her from having to hold any meaningful conversations.
 
   Of course, Missy was sending her thoughts to Mike in a steady stream, which he in turn was relaying by radio to Les and the others back at their rental house in Bogota.  Mike, John, Captain Bonomo and Tracy were about a half-mile away, on a hilltop which overlooked the estate.  Tracy had put them inside one of her circles, in case she needed to draw power and energy.  John was of course joking how this was déjà vu all over again, reminiscent of when Tracy had sent down all those lightning bolts on Sal D’Amato’s estate.
 
   Since Missy was bonded with Mike, she also could tap into Tracy’s circle.  Of course, with the mountains all around and her ability as an earth witch to draw from those mountains, Missy already had more than enough power if she needed anything.  The region’s altitude was more than a mile and a half high.  Missy definitely had not needed her silver jewelry.
 
   She was wearing gold jewelry with emeralds instead, to match her gown.  A gold necklace contained a pretty green emerald which was large in size and positioned just above her cleavage, while small matching emeralds dangled from her gold earrings.  Marsha had promised she’d get to keep these expensive baubles afterwards, assuming she didn’t Shift while wearing them which would destroy the earrings.
 
   After they had been there socializing for perhaps an hour, they were finally approached by Manuel and Pablo.  Missy had noticed their arrival earlier and had been tracking their slow progress through the large crowd.  Carlos was very expressive, greeting them warmly, just as though they were great friends, and introducing her as “his latest”.  Missy cooed appreciatively, snuggling close to Carlos while sipping her drink.  Then, she gave the two men one of her dazzling smiles.
 
   Rafe was nervous and his scent made that very clear.  Carlos was quite relaxed and in an easy going mood.  Manuel’s scent was that of a predator and Missy was not surprised at that.  However, Pablo’s scent revealed he was even more nervous than Rafe and that was surprising.  Interesting!
 
   Just after Manuel left them to go and greet another group, Pablo said, “Manuel is meeting individually with each of his business associates, Carlos.  We’d like you to come join him in his study for this meeting, which will be short … his study is over there, opposite where you came in.  If you should need assistance finding it, check with any of our staff members.  Please join us there in about forty minutes or so … he should be ready for you by then.  Bring Rafe and the lovely Melissa, of course.
 
   Carlos nodded and said, “By all means!  We’ll be there.  See you then.”
 
   After Pablo walked off to join Manuel, who was busy chatting with the next group, Carlos said, “This will surely be the interview we’ve been expecting.  I’m probably high on his priority since he’s scheduled me so soon.  I’m betting we won’t be able to talk to anyone he meets with.  They probably get asked to leave by a different door and are not allowed to return out here with the rest of us until much later, after he’s met with each of the associates he’s concerned about.”
 
   Missy said, “I’m glad he’s included me at this meeting.  I’ve come a long way, special, just to confront him about some things and I wasn’t sure just how this would go.  But don’t worry … I intend to provide you both with a very solid alibi for whenever anything bad might actually happen to him.  I’m sure there’s a special place in hell reserved for the truly evil and it already has his name on it in large bold letters.”
 
   Rafe said, “But, I thought you told us you weren’t here as an assassin.  What exactly have you got planned, Missy?”


 
   
  
 

Chapter Thirty-One
 
   Sep 28, 2019
 
    
 
   “Well, we’re walking into the meeting now.  Carlos was correct … none of the other associates have returned … whatever happens at these meetings is being kept a secret.  Oh, look!  In addition to Pablo, he has four of his enforcers in here with us … two at the door and two at his desk.  There’s another door behind his desk … probably the door everyone leaves through after these meetings.”  Mike’s voice was coming through the speaker phone, repeating things from Missy verbatim, and Les was recording everything.  Mike had been relaying Missy’s thoughts for the past two hours.
 
   He experienced her as clearly in his own mind as he would if she were right there talking to him rather than being a half mile away in the Manuel Rodriguez study.  That room was no doubt quite soundproof and had been thoroughly checked to assure electronic surveillance wasn’t possible.  Of course, Manuel had no defense against supernatural surveillance.  “We’re taking seats in front of his desk … I’m in the middle seat and Carlos is on my right.”
 
   General Blake and Connie had finally gotten used to Mike being able to get Missy’s thoughts and repeat them.  Marsha and Robert were there as well but had gotten used to what Missy and Mike could do long ago; this was merely routine for them now.
 
   Missy, through Mike, continued to describe Manuel’s study with the arrangement of furniture and where each person was located.  “Manuel is seated behind his desk, with Pablo standing off to his right side, along with two guards.  The other two guards are still standing at the door where we came in.  None of these enforcers have their weapons drawn, but it’s pretty obvious they’re ready to do that on a moment’s notice.”  She also, of course, provided a narrative summary of the conversations and events as they unfolded inside that study.
 
   -----
 
   Manuel quickly got down to the business at hand.  “I’m looking for a traitor, Carlos, someone who has been talking about my organization, suggesting I’m responsible for criminal activities.  This treachery has brought a task force here from the U.S.  You are high on my list of suspects, due to your recent complaints about my reduced pricing for your drugs.  What do you have to say about this?”
 
   Carlos said, “I’m sure you have no proof whatsoever that I’m your traitor, Manuel.  If you did, then based on what I’ve learned about you since my return to Colombia … I’d already be dead.”
 
   “True, you would be dead if I already had proof.  But, by a process of elimination, I’m narrowing down my list.  And, as I’ve already stated, you’re high on that list.  What can you tell me to get your name removed from my list?”
 
   Missy decided the time for confronting this monster had finally arrived.  “Mr. Rodriguez … may I call you Manuel?  Manuel.  Your days for threatening other people are now over.”
 
   Manuel stared at her, calmly sitting there in between Carlos and Rafe.  He was very surprised to hear her speak up.  He noticed she no longer sounded drunk or tipsy.  “Who said you could speak to me, puta?”  He nodded at one of the guards by the door who immediately moved forward, standing behind Missy’s chair.
 
   Missy glanced behind briefly and looked back at Manuel.  Slowly, she smiled and her eyes filled with yellow speckles.  She began drawing energy from all around and then focused on that one guard standing behind her, squeezing his carotid artery just as she’d done that associate in Jacques Arbogast’s office.  When he blacked out and slumped to the ground, she continued to smile at Manuel.  “Did you just call me a whore, Manuel?  That makes me angry … you won’t like me when I’m angry!”
 
   Several things all happened at once, right after the guard collapsed.  
 
   Throughout all of those things, Rafe and Carlos remained seated and did not move.  Missy had given them a heads up before hand, explaining some of what would be happening at this meeting and saying they should simply go with whatever she did, following her lead.
 
   Manuel was very surprised, both at seeing his man drop like a stone and at hearing Missy’s calm words right afterwards.  He stared into her eyes and was aware she was somehow doing something, as her eyes were now blazing, green and gold.  He wondered whether to signal for additional guards but since none of his three guests was even moving, he hesitated.  He also exclaimed, “What the fuck …?”
 
   Pablo and one of the guards on Manuel’s right went rushing to check on the man who was lying unconscious.  The other guard started to draw his weapon while the guard at the door took two steps forward.  Missy pointed at the guard drawing his weapon and he suddenly just collapsed, now also unconscious.  Two down.
 
   Missy slowly stood up, never taking her eyes from Manuel’s eyes, and came forward a step so she was directly in front of his desk, looking down at him.  “Do you believe in the supernatural, Manuel?  You know … heaven and hell, angels and demons?  Well, guess what?  I’m not an angel.  And, you are the one who must deal with the devil today.”
 
   Missy raised her arms and several objects all around the room suddenly rose into the air, lifted up from below or pulled forward off shelves and from the wall.  These began slowly moving all around, gathering speed as they circled the room.  The guard who had stepped forward from the door attempted to bring his weapon out but that was ripped from his hand and joined the objects now accelerating around the room.
 
   Missy spun around and pointed at the two guards still standing.  The objects flying around the room crashed to the floor, as did the two guards.  Then she stared at Pablo and said, “Take a seat, Pablo.  Use my chair.”  The chair she had been seated at earlier began moving backwards, spinning around and before he had a chance to do anything, Pablo was forced down into the chair, immobilized.
 
   Manuel yelled, “What’s happening here?  What are you doing?”  He tried to rise but a force pressed against his chest, pushing him back into his chair and he found he was helpless, unable to lean forward and unable to reach towards anything on or in his desk.  His chair was pushed back two feet and he no longer could signal anyone outside the room.
 
   Missy was really pulling power, energy now thrumming all through her body and she was sending that energy out, allowing the others to feel invisible forces pulsing all around them.  Her long hair began floating outward as well, swirling about and adding to the otherworldly atmosphere she was creating.  “I’m a demon, Manuel, come to bring you to hell!  Or … maybe I’ll just turn you into a giant frog.  Would you like that?”
 
   “What do you mean?  What are you?  How is this possible?  This can’t be happening!”  Manuel was now frightened, unable to control things.  He looked at Pablo who sat there, terrified, staring at Missy in horror.  Obviously, Pablo believed she was a demon.  He sputtered, “You can’t do this!”
 
   Missy actually made a cackling sound, really getting into her demon role now.  “You have no idea what I am capable of doing, Manuel!  Let me demonstrate.”  She turned to Carlos and said, “Stand up and take off all your clothes.  Right now!”
 
   Carlos smiled at her, realizing what she was doing and he gladly did as he was told.  While he was stripping, placing his clothes on his chair, the others all stared at him.  Rafe, of course, was inwardly smiling as he also knew what was happening.  Manuel and Pablo were both confused and uncertain, but helpless to do anything other than watch.
 
   Missy was now circling around, allowing energy pulses to continue being experienced by the others as she watched the scene unfold.  Once Carlos had removed the last of his clothing, she ordered, “Crouch down on all fours.”  Turning back to look at Manuel, she said, “Let’s see … rather than a frog, I think I’ll turn Carlos into a large cat.”  Then she pointed both hands at Carlos.
 
   Carlos took that as his cue and Shifted.  His Change was not quite as instantaneous as the Shifts Missy could make but was impressive nonetheless.  There was shimmering for a few seconds and energy was definitely given off, and then he stood there on all fours.  A two hundred pound mountain lion in all his glory, with fangs bared and his attention now focused on Manuel.
 
   Missy walked over and began petting him on the head.  “Now, now, Carlos … not until I give you the word, understand?”  She laughed and stared down at Manuel.  “Have you decided, Manuel?  What’ll it be … shall we go to hell now or do you want to be a frog first?  Carlos looks hungry.  I’m sure he’d like to munch on some frog legs.”
 
   Manuel had stoically watched as his four guards had all collapsed.  He had no idea if they were alive or dead.  He’d watched Pablo drop into that chair, unable to move since.  And, he’d watched all those objects go flying around his study.  But, seeing a man suddenly be transformed right there in front of him, turned into a ferocious mountain lion?  He was completely cowed, convinced this woman was indeed some sort of a demon, come to kill him or worse … his imagination was going crazy, worrying about all the things that might be worse.
 
   Missy turned and looked at Pablo.  “Your boss will be leaving tonight.  What about you, Pablo?  Do you want to go with him?  Or, are you interested in making a deal?  I won’t even ask for your soul.  I just want your firm commitment to do whatever we agree upon.  What do you say?”
 
   Pablo had also been convinced, beyond all doubt, that Missy was a demon.  He was petrified, completely at a loss.  He stared at Missy, unable to respond.
 
   “What?  Cat got your tongue?  Oh, wait … I can arrange for that.  Carlos, please come over here for a minute.”  Missy walked over to stand beside Pablo’s chair and when Carlos approached him, Pablo moaned.
 
   “Get away!  Anything!  Whatever you want, whatever you say!  Please … make him leave me alone, make him go away!”  Pablo managed to croak all this out, pleading his request, completely terrified.  Carlos growled menacingly which succeeded in making Pablo cringe, eyes tightly closed, more terrified than ever.
 
   “Okay, then!  Glad we have that sorted out.  Carlos, go back over there.  I think I’ll change you back into a man again.  We’ll let these men live for a little longer, before I give them to you to eat.”  As Carlos moved away, returning to where he’d started, Missy leaned forward to stare into Pablo’s face.  “Open your eyes, Pablo!”
 
   Sensing her there, Pablo opened his own eyes and looked into her eyes, blazing and glowing there in front of him.  He was even more frightened then before but didn’t dare look away, mesmerized by her strong will.  He could sense the energy and the great forces all around him.  Whatever she asked of him, he was going to do.  He was powerless and she was a demon, worse than any nightmare he’d ever had.
 
   Missy stood up and walked over to stand next to Manuel.  He also was experiencing a reality worse than any nightmare he’d ever had.  He still was unable to move, with a mysterious force constantly pressing against his chest and keeping him trapped in his chair.
 
   Missy pointed at Carlos and said, “Be a man again!”  She made sure there was a strong energy pulse which radiated out and touched everyone in the room.
 
   Carlos once again disappeared in a shimmer and reappeared moments later, back in his human form.  He stood up straight and asked, “What just happened?  What did you do to me, Missy?”  He figured she’d want him to feign ignorance of the whole experience, since she was obviously taking credit for his Changing back and forth.
 
   When Pablo heard Carlos refer to this horrible demon as Missy, things clicked in his mind.  “Wait!  You’re that cadet from West Point!  Of course!  But … the long hair … you fooled us!  You’re Missy McCrea … the girl who did all that dancing in Mexico.  You made Arbogast disappear!”
 
   “That would be me!  And, I’m the one who rescued Candace from those WIJO terrorists.  That was one hell of a night, believe you me!”  Missy laughed, really enjoying her demon persona and the way both Pablo and Manuel were staring at her now.  “Those who do evil things?  Fire and brimstone for them!  Would you like to see some of that?  Let’s go look out your window while Carlos puts his clothes back on.  Come on over here.”
 
   After releasing the two of them, allowing them to stand, she watched them closely and carefully as they went over to the window.  Neither attempted doing anything else, fully aware they were at her mercy and any false movement might cost them their lives.  Or worse!
 
   Missy pointed to a large tree about a hundred yards away.  “Watch what I do to your tree, Manuel!”  Moments later, a lightning bolt arced downward, striking the tree.  This was followed immediately by a second and then a third, all striking the tree which fell and began burning.  “Who says lightning never strikes twice, right?  I suppose three times is overdoing it.  Now you men surely understand how things are, what things I might be capable of, and what sort of things might happen if you fail to do exactly as I say … right?”
 
   Both men were beyond convinced.  They remained speechless, turning to look and stare at her.  She knew Tracy had been chomping at the bit all evening, dying to have a chance to perform.  She hoped Tracy would enjoy hearing how these two had reacted to her performance.
 
   Missy couldn’t resist making one more comment.  “By the way … you were right about Carlos being your traitor.  But, don’t blame him … the devil made him do it!”


 
   
  
 

Chapter Thirty-Two
 
   Sep 29, 2019
 
    
 
   General Blake looked at Les and said, “They’re bringing him back here, they’ve actually pulled this off.  Great job, all around.”
 
   The narrative from Missy through Mike had been a bit disjointed, during those periods she’d been busy doing all her devilish mischief, but the description of events had eventually come through.  No one had been killed.  Four guards had been knocked unconscious but would all recover, probably with no clear memory of what exactly had happened.  As it turned out later, they did remember the crazy redhead mouthing off to Manuel but things had all happened so fast after that, they really couldn’t say much.  And, nobody was asking them to say a damn thing.  Then, of course, they’d blacked out.  That was a huge concern for them but they had no idea what they could do about it.
 
   Manuel had left quietly that night, with little fuss or fanfare.  He had cleared it with his guards by phone for the vehicle which had driven up shortly after that mysterious lightning strike on the tree outside.  His guards had followed his instructions, not challenging anyone in the black sedan and merely waving it in.  Manuel had walked outside alone and climbed into the back of the vehicle, clearly doing so under his own power.  This would be obvious on the video tape which others would examine the next day after his absence had caused some concern.  Pablo would explain his boss had decided to take an extended leave and, for those who weren’t ready to accept his assurances about that, he would let them watch the video.
 
   Carlos and Rafe returned to the large banquet hall and socialized long into the night, not leaving until almost three a.m. the next morning.  That wild redhead whom Carlos had brought in with him was quite the party girl, drinking and dancing and drinking all night.  Carlos finally grabbed her, when it looked as though she was ready to pass out, and dragged her out the door.  When their vehicle pulled up and Rafe traded places with the parking attendant, climbing behind the wheel, Carlos helped bundle the drunken bimbo into the back of the car and climbed in right behind her.  Then they drove away, one of the last to depart.
 
   Pablo hoped he’d never see that so-called demon girl again.  She’d made him promise to spend the next few months working with Carlos, slowly transitioning things as Carlos took over Manuel’s organization.  There would be various signed documents showing up, as needed, all signed by Manuel and agreeing to this transition.  And, should he decide to talk to anyone about what he’d seen her do that night?  Well, he’d find himself hopping around as a frog, trying not to become dinner for Carlos the cat.
 
   With Pablo as his new employee, Carlos would slowly replace the Frenchman and completely takeover his criminal organization.  There would be many changes, with all the former associates now able to choose whether to continue selling their product to Carlos and this “new” organization or to make deals on their own.  Most would choose to stay with Carlos, since that actually was easier and more profitable.  Those who would go out on their own would not be penalized in any way and would suffer no adverse repercussions for doing that.  Many would later opt to go back and deal with Carlos since, like those who had stayed; the profits would actually be greater and easier and the difficulties from the authorities would be much less.
 
   When Captain Bonomo pulled the black sedan into the driveway of their rental house, General Blake was there waiting for them.  He took charge of ushering Manuel Rodriguez inside, assuring Les and the others they could finish making all their arrangements for flying home.  He’d stay and watch their prisoner until it was time to go.  Manuel didn’t say a word, resigned to his fate.  He was convinced he had no choice.  He was being “kidnapped”, which that devil girl Missy had declared was retributive justice for all the girls he’d sold over the years, most now far beyond any hope of saving.
 
   Hours later, Rafe drove up with Missy.  She and Carlos had enjoyed a long discussion during the ride back and while the U.S. government was sure to continue its war on drugs and drug lords, she’d promised she and her special friends would leave him alone as long as he and his organization steered clear of any activities which might take advantage of women.  No prostitution or sex industry businesses of any kind.  While those were sure to continue, regardless, those activities could all do so without any participation by Carlos and the extensive organization he would be taking over.  He assured her he’d take all steps necessary so no one in that organization would involve themselves in such activities, as long as he was in charge.
 
   -----
 
   Colonel Armentrout and Major Schermerhorn watched as the plane taxied down the runway and took off.  They’d arrived at the house where they had left everyone the day before and had then watched as these same individuals had all climbed back into the same bus as before, ready to return to their aircraft.  General Blake had joined the two of them for the ride back to the airport and the conversation had indeed been very interesting.
 
   They’d noticed how the additional passenger, Manuel Rodgiguez, had calmly gone with this strange group.  First, he’d gotten on and off the bus.  Then, he’d gotten onto the aircraft.  The general had made some calls and no one had asked to examine Manuel’s papers and no one had asked to stamp his passport.  Who knew if he even had a passport?  It certainly hadn’t been needed for his departure and wouldn’t be needed for his arrival.  He, like Jacques Arbogast, was disappearing and would not be seen again.
 
   The general had explained some things, asking them to wrap up all their task force activities over the next few days.  He assured them how this assignment and the great job they’d done, both in Mexico and here in Bogota, would indeed earn them their next promotions.  Of course, they were never to mention anything to anyone about the two female cadets they’d seen.  National security had been mentioned, more than once.  They both had understood.  Keep quiet and their careers would advance nicely but, should they decide to reveal secrets?  Those careers would go down in flames.
 
   “Well, major, what do you think of that?”
 
   “You mean, what do I think about those two West Point cadets?  I can’t imagine how they’ve managed to convince those two hardened criminals to simply walk away from their lives.  Rodriguez and Arbogast will never be heard from again.  While I certainly agree that’s good riddance, I’m somewhat surprised our own government is kidnapping them like this.”
 
   The colonel laughed.  “Hey, it would have been much easier to merely have them assassinated and I doubt you’d have been all that surprised if our government had been responsible for doing that.  If you can believe the general, those two girls didn’t take any prisoners when they rescued his niece over in Afghanistan.  They not only were there for that rescue … the general says they led the attack, along with one of our Special Forces A-Teams.”
 
   “Do you think it’s something they’re teaching these girls at West Point?”
 
   “No, major, I don’t.  You know … the general once asked me if I believed in supernatural soldiers.  That was back when he first told me to forget all about Missy McCrea’s resemblance to that Cancun Cancan Girl.”  The colonel chuckled.  “That bastard asked me that question in a tone which implied I’d have to be crazy to believe in them.”
 
   “Sir?  Are you now suggesting you might actually believe in them?”
 
   “Hey, listening to General Blake, the Army is certainly benefiting by having girls like that willing to attend their academy.  Whoever … or whatever … those girls really might be.”
 
   -----
 
   “Well, look who came back from their secret weekend passes?  Their secret unannounced weekend passes.  Missy not only missed a soccer game but one of her rifle matches as well.  I trust you girls were with your boyfriends.”  Sharon, Kelsey and Sally were crowding their way into Missy and Tracy’s room, shortly after the two roommates had signed back in at 1900 hours.  Sharon went on to add, “Oh, wait … I heard your TAC officer went with you.  That had to have kept things interesting!”  
 
   Tracy laughed and said, “Our boyfriends were with us and … yes … so was Captain Bonomo.  But, we had the best time.  Of course, there are things on heaven and earth … and on weekend passes … which ought never to be revealed!”
 
   “Oh no!  John has her misquoting and bastardizing Shakespeare again!”  Kelsey laughed and everyone joined her.  “Can’t you maybe reveal a hint?  You two simply disappeared on us.  Again!  Last time it was visiting your close friends in the hospital.  What was it this time?”
 
   Missy smiled and said, “We are totally sworn to total secrecy.  But, we can divulge this … we were with General Blake the whole weekend also.  And, if you haven’t already read about him, he’s being promoted next Saturday.  Four stars!  Now, I’m not saying what we were doing had anything to do with that.  Nope!  Tracy and I are just not saying.  Total secrecy!”
 
   Sally said, “Okay, I think I’m hearing something.  I don’t suppose you two narcissistic general officer buddies are preparing us for yet another weekend when you both will be sneaking away?  No doubt with boyfriends keeping you warm at night.”
 
   “Oh, not just at night.  Our boyfriends keep us warm all throughout the day as well as the night.”  Tracy then emitted an elaborate sigh, obviously thinking about something pleasant and very enjoyable.  “Thank goodness for friends in high places, arranging for us to enjoy all those days and nights away from this place!”


 
   
  
 

Epilogue
 
   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 Rodriquez 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.


 
   
  
 

From the Author
 
    
 
   Thank you for reading Missy’s Misadventure, my fourth 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’s Misadventure 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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