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 Prologue 
 
    Jan 5, 2020 
 
      
 
    Missy once again was moving all her stuff, bringing it over to her new room.  She and Tracy had checked in, right on time, and then had looked at the list to learn where they’d be living for the next semester.  West Point reassigned rooms and roommates every semester. 
 
    Her mind was not on moving rooms at the academy, however.  No, she was still dwelling on the wonderful time she and Mike had enjoyed in Paris.  Her government friends had wanted her to install the Missy Virus on Philip Arnold’s computer.  One last assignment.  But, no hurry.  And, they’d been willing to pay for her and Mike to stay right there at the Le Meurice Hotel for as long as they’d wanted.  Yes!  She finally was allowed to actually experience one of the places where they’d sent her. 
 
    She had returned to Kabul, and Mike, a week earlier.  They’d stayed there that night and flown to Paris the next day.  They’d only flown home that morning, to New York City.  Mike had then come up with her to the academy by cab and was now riding home with her brother John. 
 
    Missy mentally had to smile thinking back to that night in Kabul when she’d finally returned to Mike.  And, had finally been able to wear the sexy lingerie which Marsha had provided.  Mike had been appreciative, of course.  And, she’d been greatly relieved the lingerie still fit her; her body had gotten back to normal after all the energy she’d used Shifting back and forth all the way across the Atlantic. 
 
    She had by then filled him in on everything she’d done while back in the U.S., including what she’d done to Arvind.  And, how she was convinced that had somehow changed her in several ways. 
 
    “How,” he’d asked. 
 
    “Well,” she’d told him.  “For one thing, my energy balance was way off and, when I first Changed back to my human form and saw myself in the mirror at your place?” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    She knew he loved it when she exaggerated.  She’d said, “My boobs were sticking way out like giant watermelons, my nipples were an angry purplish-red instead of pale pink and they had grown to really enormous proportions.  And, my ass?” 
 
    Mike was laughing at her but said, “Yeah?  How big was it, Missy?” 
 
    She’d said, “Well, if someone had been there to take a pound of my flesh, no one would even have noticed!”  They both had laughed at that and not long afterwards, Mike had been conducting a very thorough inspection.  The lingerie had also, not long afterwards, been removed to enable his examination.  Of course, other things had been enabled as well and neither one of them had gotten much sleep that night. 
 
    Paris, of course, had allowed them to get plenty of sleep.  And, plenty of time together.  Great food, great wine, great sex and great times, all in a great city.  They’d created some memories there which would last them a lifetime. 
 
    Missy had no difficulty in getting the Missy Virus installed on Arnold’s computer or in avoiding their being noticed by Arnold while staying in the same hotel that he was.  And, when they’d checked in with “P” Branch for updates, all the news had been good.  The terrorists at all three locations were now mostly in custody and the general public had never learned just how close things had gotten to total disaster. 
 
    While it was suspected there might still be a few who had gotten away, they were now on the run and posed little threat.  WIJO was now in turmoil, back in Afghanistan, and it remained to be seen just how the leadership would fare.  They’d learned there had been quite a shake-up in the leaders near Herat.  Karimi had risen to prominence while many there were chastised for not heeding his warnings sooner. 
 
    Sooo, Missy indeed had many things to think about as she entered the building she’d be living in for the next few months.  One thing she had shared only with Mike was how her situational awareness had increased.  She now noticed more about those around her.  In addition to her enhanced senses of sight, sound and smell she now experienced a heightened sense of each person’s essence. 
 
    Yeah, she could tell when they were calm or upset, lying or truthful, relaxed or excited.  To test what she gradually had guessed was her new ability as a water witch, she’d had Mike fill up the tub with water the night before.  She then had extended her arm and pointed.  And, she’d pushed out some of the energy she’d been experiencing ever since her confrontation with Arvind.  In no time at all, the water began boiling. 
 
    She had paused, refocused, and again used this new energy source.  The water in the tub slowly froze until becoming a solid block of ice.  Yep!  She had indeed been changed.  What, oh what, did those Fabulous Fates have planned for her now? 
 
    Missy then knocked on the door to her new room and entered.  It was time to meet her new roommate.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter One 
 
    Jan 5, 2020 
 
      
 
    When Karen Obowitz looked to see who was opening the door and saw it was Missy McCrea, her first thought was “Oh, oh!  What have I done now?”  She knew Missy was always busy doing things the academy considered important and assumed this visit was a summons to the front office.  Was she in trouble once again? 
 
    Then she noticed all the things Missy had with her.  Surely this was a mistake of some kind, right?  Missy was the last person she’d ever expected to be her next roommate. 
 
    “Hey, Karen!  How was your Christmas break?”  Missy could see Karen had already selected the right side of the room, so she went over to the bed on the left and tossed some of her gear onto that.  Then she turned to look back at Karen and asked, “Happy to be back?” 
 
    Karen was trying to think of something to say, still reeling from surprise at seeing Missy was actually moving in combined with some relief at not needing to report to anyone.  Finally, she managed saying, “Sure, being here is wonderful.  What’s not to like?” 
 
    Missy laughed.  “Since we’re gonna be living together for the next few months, you may as well know I can always tell when you’re not being truthful.  Now, how are you really feeling about being back?”  She began processing everything she could recall about Karen.  She could sense Karen was quite unsettled and uncomfortable about something. 
 
    Karen stared at her.  Since she had triple checked her room assignment before moving in and since she doubted Missy could have made a mistake then, apparently, they indeed were going to be roommates.  Wow.  She had not really had that much interaction with Missy or any of Missy’s many friends up to that point and was somewhat taken aback.  She had heard so many things about Missy from various others that she truly didn’t know quite what to think.  And, as for what she was really feeling? 
 
    Her life at the academy had been very difficult and the only part she’d liked so far was playing lacrosse.  Her athletic ability on the playing field was part of what had gotten her into West Point and was helping her keep going there.  She considered herself merely average in just about everything else: academics, looks, social skills, whatever.  Off the field she struggled.  But, she was taking things one day at a time and was determined to take advantage of this one opportunity which life was giving her. 
 
    She’d graduate and become an officer in the US military.  A somebody.  She’d make her mother proud. 
 
    “Okay, so I don’t really love it here but I am excited about playing lacrosse.”  Karen wondered if Missy was truly concerned or merely yanking her chain.  “Is that honest enough for you?” 
 
    Missy decided there was no need to push for more and said, “Sure!  I can relate to that.  I’m looking forward to this next semester but am already missing how wonderful it was being away, seeing my family and being with my boyfriend.”  She began unpacking and arranging her things, everything in its proper place and as required to pass any inspection.  She was pleased to see that Karen was already done and seemed to have everything squared away.  “But, it’s now time for whatever comes next.  Let me know if I can help out with anything.  I consider being a roommate an important role and one I promise to do my best at.” 
 
    Karen looked closely at Missy after hearing this and noticed how serious Missy seemed.  Missy’s eyes were suddenly filling up with golden specks making their deep green color shimmer and glow.  She could sense a strange energy somehow emanating from her new roommate and wondered what that was all about.  She asked, “You really mean that, don’t you?  You don’t even know me!” 
 
    “Ahh, but you see … I know you play center position on our lacrosse team and are one of the reasons this year’s team is predicted to have a strong winning season.  Maybe we’ll even beat Navy.”  Missy grinned and inwardly wondered if indeed the Fabulous Fates had paired them for that reason.  “So, tell me a little about yourself and then I’ll know you better.” 
 
    Karen was an outstanding player, very powerful with amazing grace and agility on the playing field but otherwise she had not demonstrated anything special.  She was an inch taller than Missy but with a slender, lanky build; off the field, she was awkward and clumsy.  She had brown eyes and brownish hair which was two-tone in color: light brown and sandy blond.  Yeah, her appearance was just average.  Comparing herself to Missy, she felt very self-conscious, inadequate and ill-at-ease.   
 
    She had worked hard for everything she’d ever gotten and was in awe of Missy who, from what she’d seen and heard, seemed to have everything: one of the top cadets at West Point in all areas plus there were all those magazine articles with Missy the poster girl for women in combat.  There was so much hype!  How could all that possibly be true?  How much could Missy be trusted?  She was not ready to open up and share much about herself so she merely replied, “Maybe later, Missy.  I want to get ready for my classes tomorrow.”  She pulled out one of her textbooks and pretended to study it. 
 
    Missy said, “Okay, whenever you’re ready.”  She finished unpacking and arranging her things, which did not take long.  Then she said, “I’m going to go check on some of my friends.  I’ll be back before lights out.”  A few moments later, she left the room and Karen was alone again. 
 
    ----- 
 
    Missy knocked on Tracy’s door and soon was being introduced to Nell Nasworthy, Tracy’s new roommate.  Nell was a redhead with lots of coppery brown and orange highlights which made her hair color look quite different from Missy’s dark red.  Nonetheless, Tracy couldn’t help but go on and on, joking how “unlucky” she was to be again stuck rooming with someone with “fiery” hair.  Although Nell laughed at this, only Missy appreciated the true irony of what Tracy, being a fire witch, was saying. 
 
    Nell was about the same height and build as Tracy and they had already started marking their clothing items to avoid getting them mixed up since the sizes were all identical.  It turned out their classes were also mostly the same since they were both Psych majors.  It was obvious to Missy that those two were going to be good friends. 
 
    Since she was not sure yet about her own roommate, Missy asked, “Hey, what can anyone tell me about Karen Obowitz?  She seems okay but a little bit reserved.  I know she’s on our lacrosse team but I don’t know much else about her.” 
 
    Nell said, “That’s ‘cuz she keeps pretty much to herself most of the time.  She’s sort of a loner except when she’s playing lacrosse.  I don’t think she has many friends.  She was always doing walking tours last year since she got so many demerits.  From what little I know, her grades aren’t that good but she won’t ask for help.  She tries to do everything on her own.” 
 
    Tracy said, “I think she’s an English major.  She was in my Literature class last year and I heard her talking to our teacher about that.” 
 
    Because of her scenting ability, Missy already knew her new roommate Karen was not intimate with anyone, male or female.  Nor was Nell, for that matter.  She wondered whether there’d be less relationship drama. 
 
    Perhaps life at the academy would settle into a nice, quiet, boring routine.  After all the excitement which the past few months had brought, Missy was definitely ready to do boring for a while.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Two 
 
    Jan 6, 2020 
 
      
 
    Drew Martinson was once again at a special session called by the Secretary of Defense, waiting for his turn to debrief the group.  It had been two weeks since the last special session the Defense Secretary had called and a lot had happened.  Since it was after the holidays, attendance was almost at a hundred percent.  There was no need for anyone to call in this time which, in turn, was better for security. 
 
    These high-level members of Congress, the President’s staff, the military and various government agencies had been meeting more and more frequently, especially after it was learned terrorist threats were being aimed at targets within the U.S.  The security protocols were of the highest.  Everyone had been cleared and had a need to know about supernaturals.  And, using supernaturals had made the difference, succeeding where otherwise attacks by WIJO would have caused hundreds, perhaps thousands of innocent lives to be lost. 
 
    WIJO was the Worldwide Islamic Jihad Organization comprised of former Al Qaeda and Taliban extremists from Afghanistan and Pakistan.  Stopping them had been and would continue to be top priority.  However, keeping the world from learning how supernaturals were being used in doing so was of equal priority.  Thus, the members in these special sessions had given their approvals for that usage to “P” Branch, the secret Paranormal Branch headed up by Drew Martinson, with some very strict instructions.  And, they now wanted to be debriefed by him accordingly. 
 
    The Secretary of Defense called the meeting to order and then wasted no time in turning it over to Drew for his report.  Drew then quickly summarized the recent events, detailing how on December twenty-ninth the dispersal of deadly toxins by drones operating over three NFL football stadiums had been avoided.  At Gillette Stadium in Foxborough, Massachusetts, the terrorists had all been identified beforehand and timely arrests had been made, catching them red-handed.  Those identifications had been made by supernaturals.  At the other two locations, however, catastrophes had almost occurred. 
 
    First, at Levi’s Stadium in Santa Clara, California, many of the drones had taken flight and were approaching the spectators in the stands.  Fortunately, due to the last-minute restoration of the anti-drone defense system, stadium personnel had been able to divert all these drones and land them safely outside, without any toxins being dispersed.  Drew explained it was a supernatural who managed to restore those defenses, just in time. 
 
    Then, at the AT&T Stadium in Arlington, Texas, most of the drones were stopped prior to launch, with the terrorists identified and arrested in the parking lot.  However, three drones did get launched and actually managed getting into position above the spectators in the stadium below.  Fortunately, all three drones were incinerated in mid-air prior to their releasing any toxins.  The tremendous heat during the destruction of these drones was enough to also destroy the toxins.  Again, Drew explained, it was a supernatural who managed to accomplish this. 
 
    Further, Drew emphasized that in all of these instances, the general public had been unaware of any threats until after all the arrests had been made; there had been no panic scenarios.  And, the role played by supernaturals was never revealed.  Even more astonishing, there had been no deaths.  All the terrorists had been captured alive and were now in custody.  As a final note, Drew reminded everyone how learning about these attacks in the first place had been due in large part to supernaturals. 
 
    There had been no interruptions during Drew’s briefing but once he finished there were some questions.  It was obvious that several members were quite uncomfortable at the extent to which supernaturals had been involved.  While they had learned these supernaturals did indeed exist and had amazing powers and abilities, it was still quite troubling for them to learn just what had now been accomplished by some of these supernaturals.  Rather than it all being in the realm of make believe or happening far, far away, it was suddenly very much a reality.  And, right there in the USA. 
 
     Of course, at earlier sessions, it was the need for “P” Branch to exist and monitor supernaturals around the world that these same members had reluctantly accepted and funded.  Yes, it had become very clear that, in addition to needing help from supernaturals, the U.S. was also vulnerable to possible supernaturals which might be out there, helping their enemies. 
 
    Congressman Barrows asked, “What about those drones you say were incinerated down in Texas?  Surely the crowd below must have noticed that, right?” 
 
    Drew said, “Oh, those were noticed all right.  The explosions were extremely bright.  But, it was assumed to merely be a pyrotechnic display to celebrate the touchdown which the Cowboys had just scored.  There has only been some minor speculation since then, wondering just how those were done, but not enough real interest by anyone to cause concern.” 
 
    The FBI Director said, “It should be mentioned here that, in spite of there being hundreds of law enforcement personnel involved in the capture of all these terrorists, along with those from various federal agencies, there hasn’t been much concern as to exactly where the information about these attacks came from.  Everyone takes it for granted our government agencies are doing their jobs and have excellent sources which cannot be named.  The media focus is on how well everyone worked together:  the FBI, Homeland Security, local police and fire departments and various other agencies.” 
 
    “Yes,” said the Secretary of Homeland Security.  “The news media has plenty to report about and are letting the results speak for themselves.  There’s no story in how we knew what we knew.  It’s all about the successful arrests and the good job we did in protecting our citizens.” 
 
    Ted Hanson, Deputy Secretary of State, asked “What about all the rumors concerning the FBI’s Psychic Division?  Isn’t that actually the source of the information?  Robert Ulrey has several witches now working for him, right?  Posing as psychics?” 
 
    Drew Martinson said, “All true, Ted.  But, only the tabloids are crediting FBI psychics.  The regular media are not ready to report on them as being credible; they’re still viewing such rumors as either propaganda or else merely as sensational fake news.  In any case, so far, no one is investigating.” 
 
    The Homeland Security Secretary decided it was time to bring up one of his concerns.  “While our agency is appreciative this new FBI Division has been providing us information on these terrorists, I’d like it better if we could have one of our operatives included in there.  I know the FBI, the CIA and the Army have their people working directly with these witches.” 
 
    Drew nodded and said, “That can be arranged.  It’s actually a good idea.  While it will continue being visible as part of the FBI, this division really needs more resources and more personnel.  Thanks to our invisible spy, we now have virus software installed on several WIJO computers which enables us to access their communications and learn their plans.  But, that means we need help with translating and processing all this new Intel.” 
 
    Congressman Barrows asked, “Where does the line get drawn between your “P” Branch and this FBI Psychic Division?  And, why are more resources needed?” 
 
    “Well,” explained Drew, “as you all know, my “P” Branch organization monitors supernaturals around the world but, until recently, we had a non-interference policy.  We didn’t have them actively working for us; we’ve merely had them providing some assistance, from time to time, and that was mostly with identifying other supernaturals.  But, the way we’ve had witches taking direct action these past few months?  Which, of course, has been with the full approval of almost everyone here …” 
 
    The Defense Secretary interrupted to say, “I think we can all agree we want these direct actions to continue and having the FBI Psychic Division staffed with members from our other agencies is a good idea.  Our now being able to access computers being used by WIJO leaders gives us a tremendous advantage.  That, of course, creates quite a workload and requires the additional resources Drew is asking for.” 
 
    Charles Winword from the CIA said, “It was only after Drew’s invisible spy got that software installed that we learned about the attacks in Texas and California.  Just in time to stop them.  It was General Blake who asked for her to return to Afghanistan but even he was surprised at what she accomplished.  She not only managed to positively identify several WIJO leaders but then watched and waited until each of them logged into their computer.  Then, she logged in later using whatever passwords they’d used, all without being noticed.  Once she downloaded and launched the software virus Drew mentioned, we’ve had remote access ever since.  Incredible!  So far, none of these guys is aware they’ve been compromised.” 
 
    At mention of an invisible spy, Congressman Miller was puzzled.  He wasn’t quite certain what Winword was talking about but didn’t want to interrupt; he knew he could get clarification from his close friend Congressman Barrows later.  This was his first time being at one of these sessions, having only recently been identified as someone with the need to know and then getting the clearance.  He was the new Chairman of the House Oversight Committee due to the sudden retirement of his predecessor for health reasons. 
 
    The Homeland Security Secretary asked, “Is she assigned now to General Blake?  Or, can she work in other areas?  We have threats from all over the world and I can think of several assignments where having an invisible spy would be helpful.” 
 
    Drew said, “She’s back home now and has returned to her normal life, attending college.  Every assignment she’s accepted has been on a volunteer basis and was only temporary.  She has always agreed to help, whenever we’ve needed her, but I don’t want to ask again unless it’s really important.  She has explained she needs a normal life for balance.” 
 
    Ted Hanson laughed and said, “Attending college?  A normal life for balance?  Why am I no longer surprised at anything which this top secret weapon of ours might be doing?” 
 
    “Well,” said Congressman Barrows, “I’m surprised.  And, not very happy.  We’re all being asked to trust the judgement calls of this secret invisible college girl assassin witch?  Who only works for us when she feels like it?  And, we must accept responsibility for whatever she does, right?  Like when she blew up those buses on Thanksgiving?  I’m finding it difficult to put the fate of this nation in the hands of someone so young and unreliable … hey?  What if she loses control?  We might not be so lucky next time!” 
 
    “Next time we have an assignment for her,” said Hanson, “let’s have her call in the way we talked about in our last session.  She can disguise her voice and keep her identity a secret but let her speak for herself.  Maybe that will satisfy those here who have any doubts about her judgement or whether she can be trusted.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Three 
 
    Jan 10, 2020 
 
      
 
    Missy was thoroughly enjoying being back at the academy.  Her first class that morning, Military Strategy, was this semester’s DSS course for her Defense & Strategic Studies major.  Then, after regular classes had ended, she’d spent the afternoon at basketball practice where she’d enjoyed being physical, something she’d long ago learned her cat nature needed and which helped relieve stress. 
 
    After dinner at Washington Hall, one of her favorite places at the academy, she’d gone to their special language course in Farsi and Pashto.  Khan’s Klass at Kelsey’s Korner.  The other dozen students were all close friends as was Sergeant Town who assisted Major Khan.  He was there on special assignment while still a member of Team Twenty-Two, the Special Forces A-Team Missy had served with that summer. 
 
    When the class ended, Missy found herself heading back to the barracks with Tracy and Sally Navarro.  They’d now talked to one another about all the key events which each had experienced during Christmas vacation.  Sally had enjoyed being with her boyfriend Troy Dangelmeyer so much that she hadn’t been at all jealous about Missy’s spending a week in Paris.  Since Troy was one of the finder witches who helped out on the FBI Psychic Division and Sally knew all about that, she was also allowed to hear the details on how the terrorist attacks had been thwarted. 
 
    The only other cadet at the academy besides Sally who knew Missy and Tracy were witches was Emily Robinson, a plebe.  Her twin brother was a witch but she was not.  Missy had been her Team Leader the previous semester but, like with roommate assignments, that now changed for this semester.  And, it was new team leader assignments which the three girls were discussing as they made their way back to their rooms. 
 
    Sally was responsible for a plebe who was on the swim team with her and she was very pleased about that.  The girl was a hard worker who was already doing well and wouldn’t really need that much assistance. 
 
    Tracy also had a female cadet this time.  She’d had Donald Quigby the previous semester and he’d needed a lot of help.  Tracy had gotten several of her friends to “desensitize” him when reporting to upperclass women at the academy, something he’d had a big problem with early on, resulting in numerous demerits.  By the end of the semester, the “Quigby girls” had braced him so many times that he no longer had difficulty doing and saying the proper things. 
 
    Missy said, “They’ve assigned me as Team Leader for Lawrence Mallett this semester.  He’s on our varsity rugby team.  Mitch tells me he opted for rugby rather football since he didn’t want to just sit on the bench while Mitch and our other running backs got most of the playing time.” 
 
    “Good decision,” said Sally.  “Less competition over there.  I hear he’s already earned his place as one of the starters.  I don’t think he’d have done that on our football team even though he’s a pretty big guy and runs well.”  She laughed and added, “You’ll have your hands full with him.  You won’t be using Tracy’s Quigby girls to build up his confidence since he already thinks he’s god’s gift to women.” 
 
    “Oh, great!  Just what I need,” said Missy.  “I’ll probably have to challenge him somehow in order to get him to respect my leadership.” 
 
    Tracy said, “Easy!  Just tell him you’ll spot him next time he’s doing bench presses at the gym.  Then, have him spot you while you do them with more weight on the bar than he did.”  She laughed and Sally joined her.  They both knew Missy was quite capable of doing exactly that. 
 
    “Very funny!” Missy retorted.  “I will not use my supernatural strength merely to impress some plebe!”  She worked very hard at always appearing normal. 
 
    Sally asked, “How are things going with your roommate?”  She’d heard how reserved Karen had been with Missy so far. 
 
    “Well enough but I know she still doesn’t really trust me enough to open up much.  It seems to be her nature to hold back.  Of course, since I’m holding back quite a bit, maybe she senses I’m not sharing all that I could.” 
 
    Tracy said, “I doubt that, Missy.  Nobody keeps secrets as well as you do.  Even though I sensed you were a supernatural when we first met, I never suspected you were holding back stuff.” 
 
    “Me neither!” said Sally.  “I only knew you were different and, well … lots of crazy things, really, but I always believed I could trust you.  I think Karen’s issues must be due to whatever traumas she’s experienced prior to coming here.” 
 
    Missy smiled.  Sally, like Tracy, was a Psych major and was obviously trying to analyze and explain things from that viewpoint.  Maybe she’d next be suggesting Karen’s past lives were to blame.  Of course, she herself was keeping secret about her latest ability.  She’d told them about confronting Arvind Pancholi and killing him when he had attempted to kill her with his water witch powers. 
 
    But, she hadn’t yet explained how she’d done that by draining all of his energy and somehow absorbing it into herself.  She’d had no idea she’d end up gaining all of his abilities by doing that.  Apparently, though, that’s exactly what had happened.  She could drain and absorb power from others while in her spirit form and gain those for herself. 
 
    Was it due to how much she had learned to draw energy from all around herself in order to maintain her equilibrium after Shifting so many times?  That had been necessary in order to teleport halfway around the world in less than two hours, stopping briefly every five-hundred miles to materialize.  And, it had been necessary to go without eating or sleeping for hours at a time.  Her spirit entity was able to use and control energy and, yeah … draw energy from people, places and things.  And, from other witches. 
 
    Missy was not going to worry about explaining or analyzing the supernatural.  She had been gifted by the Fabulous Fates and she would try to go forward, doing good and giving back in whatever ways she could. 
 
    ----- 
 
    Karen, meanwhile, was worried.  She’d worked so hard to stay at West Point.  The prior year had been miserable with her walking off demerits every weekend and barely passing her courses, in spite of spending every available moment studying.  There were so many other tasks required of a cadet that there just never seemed to be enough available moments.  She knew she had gradually learned how to manage her time better.  And, that had helped during the first semester this year. 
 
    Some of her teachers had cut her some slack because of how well she played on the lacrosse team.  And, she appreciated that.  She had also appreciated the close relationship she’d formed with Danielle Portis, one of the members on her squad during Beast.  They had managed to continue their friendship afterwards in spite of being assigned to different companies.  She hadn’t found any other close friends in spite of now knowing lots of other cadets.  They praised her athletic accomplishments but it was all superficial. 
 
    Of course, since Danielle was in a different company, they’d never be assigned as roommates.  No, instead she’d ended up with Missy McCrea.  Danielle’s reaction when she’d told her about that had been hilarious. 
 
    “Missy Fucking McCrea?  Are you kidding me?” exclaimed Danielle.  “You know she has to be sleeping with the Supe, right?  Along with probably half the men on the faculty here.  They let her get away with everything!  And, don’t forget how she got all those guys kicked out last year.  The Supe even gave us that bullshit lecture about his zero tolerance policy.  Lots of folks here think she was a hero but I hear it was really just a huge cover up.  Some sort of kinky, hanky-panky shit she was doing.  And then, what she supposedly did last summer?  You saw all those magazine articles that came out about her, right?” 
 
    Karen nodded and said, “Sure.  What about them?” 
 
    “Pure bullshit.  She screws off all summer, probably boinking that general and who knows who else, and then returns here with a bunch of medals?  They even gave her a Purple Heart.  But, you saw her racing all over the soccer field, right?  She’s good at doing that, I’ll give her some credit.  But, obviously, she never suffered any serious wounds over wherever they say she supposedly was serving.  I’m betting she maybe got a sliver in her ass while bouncing on someone’s bed.” 
 
    “Some of the girls have told me she has lots of scars …” began Karen. 
 
    “Yeah, those gotta be fake.  You’ll see.  Now that you’re living with her, take a good look at them.  The only real scars are probably from when she got implants.  I mean, those boobs of hers don’t look real, do they?  Oh, and maybe on her ass.  From that sliver, you know?”  Danielle began laughing. 
 
    At the time of that conversation, Karen was at a loss and now, back in her room and watching Missy enter, she was further confused.  While Danielle wasn’t the only person who had negative things to say about Missy, there were a lot of others who really seemed to like her.  Or, at least to say only good things about her.  And, Missy herself had so far been very friendly.  But, Karen wasn’t ready to take any chances on anyone. 
 
    Her mom had raised her all on her own, sacrificing everything, just so Karen might have a decent life.  Her dad was a famous football player who had made quite a name for himself, playing on three different NFL teams before retiring to become a sports announcer.  He had a very large circle of important friends and was a man of great influence.  Only, he was married to a supermodel and had insisted on keeping the affair he’d had with her mother a big secret.  Or else. 
 
    While she’d never learned what the dire “or else” consequences might have been, her mom had insisted on protecting that secret.  The only thing Karen had gotten from him, besides her lanky build and athletic ability, had been the recommendation by her local congressman for her to attend West Point.  Her mom had insisted he use his influence and, somehow, her father had made that happen. 
 
    Her grades in high school had been decent but only because she’d worked really hard to get them.  Nothing had ever come easy for her, other than when she was out on the playing field.  She suspected her mom had blackmailed her father to get her into West Point in spite of whatever it was he had been using to guarantee her secrecy and avoid acknowledging he had a daughter.  Lots of candidates get nominated by congressmen but less than half get accepted by the academy.  From things her mother wasn’t telling her, she was certain her father had done whatever had been necessary to assure she got in.  
 
    Getting in had been one thing.  But, staying in had been something else again.  And, after a year and a half, she thought she might just manage to continue on.  She would graduate some day and thereby repay her mom for all that she’d given Karen.  Her mom would then be the proud mother to a West Point graduate; a somebody.  It was her mom’s dream and, because she loved her mother so much, it had become her dream as well. 
 
    So, the big concern now was whether or not her roommate Missy would ruin everything, the way Danielle was predicting.  She wanted to be prepared for the worst even while hoping, impossibly, that somehow things would be okay.  Maybe Danielle had things wrong and all the hype about Missy?  Maybe some of it might prove to be true after all.  Time would tell.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Four 
 
    Jan 11, 2020 
 
      
 
    Colonel Chory looked at the two civilians sitting in his office and smiled.  He’d asked them to come over to Camp Eggars from the U.S. Embassy where they were both working as translators.  Although their visits to his office were normally to bring him translations of whatever Arabic content might be in certain WIJO documents, this visit was different.  Those documents had all been obtained thanks to the Missy Virus now installed on various computers of some key WIJO leaders. 
 
    Gene Tremblay and his wife Amanda had joined the Foreign Service right after finishing college and becoming U.S. citizens.  They were both fluent in French and English plus Amanda knew German and Italian while Gene knew Arabic.  Their being in Kabul was their third embassy assignment in ten years of service.  But, their special assignment to also assist General Blake and “P” Branch with these WIJO documents had only started since Christmas. 
 
    “I know you both must be curious about why I called this meeting,” began the colonel.  “It has to do with these translations you’ve been helping us with.  The Intel has been really valuable and, as you know, it’s been equally important that we protect just how we’ve managed to get this stuff.” 
 
    Gene nodded his head and said, “Yes, sir, we realize that.  It’s like when the Allies cracked the code for the German Enigma machines back in World War II, right?  The importance of that was in large part due to the enemy being unaware their messages were being decoded.  As a result, they continued using those encryption machines for their secret messages throughout the war.” 
 
    The colonel said, “Exactly!  And, just like back then, we’re now processing a lot of data, all of which needs to be handled only by those cleared to know about supernaturals.” 
 
    Amanda said, “From what Marsha told me about “P” Branch, that organization is quite large with almost unlimited resources.”  Marsha Goodding and her husband Les were two members from “P” Branch whom the Tremblays had met. 
 
    “That’s true,” acknowledged the colonel, “but their focus is to monitor supernaturals all around the world.  For all this new Intel and taking direct actions, as needed, because of it?  There’s a lot more staffing needed.  And, it’s better to keep these new activities separate from what “P” Branch does.  The team which is really working this is the FBI Psychic Division and it has members from several organizations and agencies, in addition to the FBI.  Les and Marsha from “P” Branch are members, of course.  As are several witches.  I’ve been asked to recruit the two of you.” 
 
    Gene and Amanda looked at each other.  This was quite a surprise to them both.  Gene asked, “Is this because we are translators?  Or, is this because we are werewolves?” 
 
    “Both!” laughed Colonel Chory.  “You will get a thirty percent increase in base pay along with various other special benefits.  Since all this is still with the U.S. government, your ten years’ service will count and you can still retire once you have twenty years, same benefits as before.  But, you’ll lose your overseas perks.  They want you to move back to the Boston area.” 
 
    ----- 
 
    Dale Hewson from Homeland Security drove onto Hanscom Air Force Base in Bedford, Massachusetts after presenting his special pass at the gate.  He then made his way over to the secure building which was now being used by Robert Ulrey’s team and parked his car.  Robert and his FBI Psychic Division had assisted him while he had led the joint task force recently established to search for terrorists suspected of being in the Boston area. 
 
    Under his leadership, the Boston Anti-Terrorist Team or BAT Team had been successful in arresting all members of the WIJO cell which had planned on dispersing toxic agents from drones during a New England Patriots game.  But, it was due to Robert’s team they’d been able to identify those terrorists. 
 
    Apparently, while the BAT Team task force was no longer needed, the work Robert’s team was doing would continue.  And, he’d been asked to participate as one of its members.  Since the person asking him had been the Homeland Security Secretary himself, with assurance this assignment would be of even greater importance to his career than his accomplishment leading the BAT Team had been, he’d accepted. 
 
    He’d then signed all the necessary security paperwork which required he never reveal whatever secrets he’d be learning to anyone not cleared.  He was glad his wife had divorced him years earlier and that he’d not found anyone else since then.  He was married to his job, which of course was why his wife had left him. 
 
    Since it was a Saturday, he hadn’t planned on going into Boston where he normally worked.  He would still maintain his office in there but was told he’d probably be working more out of Hanscom now.  Getting in and out was much easier since he lived north of Boston and the Air Force base was much more accessible.  He entered the building and followed the signs to where Robert’s team was located. 
 
    After he was admitted into the office, he recognized a few of the others in there.  Like Robert, they had been assigned to his BAT Team.  He said hello to Edward Collinsworth, another FBI agent, and then greeted Major Schermerhorn, an Army Intel officer.  Actually, noting the silver oak leaves, it seemed the major had recently been promoted to lieutenant colonel.  He quickly added, “Congratulations on the new rank, Colonel.” 
 
    “Thanks!  Welcome to the team, Dale,” said Lieutenant Colonel Schermerhorn. 
 
    Robert then introduced him to Lisa and Marie, both with the FBI, who were the team’s computer experts.  Robert said, “Marie created some special software for us to access documents on WIJO computers.  That’s how we learned about the drone attacks planned at those other two stadiums last month.” 
 
    Dale said, “Wow!  I heard we managed to stop those other attacks but I never got any details.  I was too busy that day out at Foxborough.”  Looking at the two girls and then back at Robert he said, “So your team here was involved in that as well?” 
 
    Lisa answered, “Oh, we were involved.  Once those WIJO computers were infected with Marie’s Missy Virus, we began finding out all of their secrets.  But, I’m speaking out of turn.  I know Robert has a full briefing planned for you today.” 
 
    Robert said, “Yes, now that you’re joining us and have been cleared to know what we really do, there’s a lot to cover.  But, first let me finish introducing you to everyone else here.” 
 
    There were some helicopter pilots, also with the FBI, along with representatives from the CIA and several other federal agencies.  There were also members from each of the U.S. military branches.  Dale had been briefed on how this FBI Psychic Division was now truly a joint task force and that he was the Homeland Security liaison person. 
 
    Finally, he was introduced to Les and Marsha Goodding from “P” Branch.  He’d never heard about this Paranormal Branch before but he did realize Robert’s team had psychics so it made sense the government would have a special agency just for them. 
 
    Dale asked, “Where are all your psychics, Robert?  I think I’ve met just about everyone else, right?” 
 
    Robert laughed and said, “Yes.  And, we now do have quite a few of them who have joined this division of ours.  But, they’re located all around the country.  However, the four who helped us locate that WIJO cell which you arrested out at Foxborough are here.  Only, they’re not psychics.  They’re witches.” 
 
    Just then, two young men and two older women entered the room and approached.  Robert said, “Meet Oliver Bessom from Washington D.C., Troy Dangelmeyer from New York City, Millicent Pratt from Dallas, Texas and Desiree Yerger from right here in Salem, Massachusetts.” 
 
    Dale shook hands with each of them but then, looking at Robert and raising his eyebrows, he said, “Witches?” 
 
    Robert said, “Yes.  And, we’ve just learned our two werewolves over in Afghanistan have agreed to move back to this area.  Gene and Amanda Tremblay.  They’ll be here sometime next week.  Gene was the one who translated that message for us about attacks at other stadiums.” 
 
    Dale noticed the others were looking at him for a reaction but they seemed quite serious.  Evidently, this was not a joke.  Even so, he had to ask, “Werewolves?” 
 
    Marsha said, “Let’s go into the conference room where my husband will provide a full briefing.  You’ll get to learn all about witches and werewolves.  And, although she’s not here today, you’ll be told all about a certain witch-werecat who has been helping us stop these terrorists in ways you would never dream were possible!” 
 
    ----- 
 
    Congressman Nolan Miller had been trying to meet privately with Congressman Kevin Barrows ever since the Defense Secretary’s special session five days earlier, but their schedules had been too busy.  Finally, they were alone and he wasted no time in bringing up his reason for wanting to see him. 
 
    “Kevin, I thought I was up to speed on all these witches we apparently now have working for us.  Or, as Drew Martinson likes to call them, these supernaturals.  But I missed the memo or briefing or whatever on this invisible spy Charles Winword talked about.  You called her an invisible assassin witch.” 
 
    Barrows nodded and said, “Sure.  We have lots of names for that one.  Ted Hanson likes to call her an angel witch.  Supposedly, our Campaign Angel’s Wing was named after her.  She was the angel of death who helped rescue those three Germans from the Taliban last year.”  He looked at his friend and waited. 
 
    “Really?  That’s interesting.  I already had some questions but, hearing you say that, I now have even more questions.” 
 
    “Well, you probably should be asking Martinson.” 
 
    “Yeah, well … the thing is … my committee is looking into why his agency has been funded so heavily,” said Miller.  “So, I don’t really want to discuss things with him yet.  Most of that funding is hidden, of course.” 
 
    Barrows chuckled and said, “Our taxpayers might not be too happy knowing how much we spend on witches.  But, you heard them at that session.  Even more resources are going to be approved for him.” 
 
    “I could see you were not very happy to learn this top secret witch is a college girl.  Can she really make herself invisible?  Is that some sort of spell she casts?” 
 
    Again, Barrows laughed.  “Oh, I’m not sure how she does that.  She managed to blow up those three buses without getting blown up herself.  Pretty scary.  But, what scares me even more is allowing the fate of our nation to depend on the decisions she makes.  I’m sure that’s partly why the Defense Secretary keeps having these sessions.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Five 
 
    Jan 12, 2020 
 
      
 
    Askar-Samar Karimi looked up at Kahliq Abdul Tabish and said, “Dead?  Are you certain?”  He had tasked his assistant with somehow locating the CIA spy Arvind Pancholi who had provided him with a great deal of valuable information.  That had all been for a price, of course, but WIJO had received full value and Karimi had risen within that organization as a result.  It was understood Pancholi’s source was the U.S. traitor Philip Arnold who had disappeared and was living somewhere under a new identity.  Pancholi had been their only link and now he had disappeared. 
 
    Tabish said, “According to our sources in Ankara, that’s what the embassy is now saying.”  Pancholi had worked as a low level employee at the U.S. Embassy in Turkey.  He had vanished from there right after Thanksgiving but had still been communicating with Karimi until late in December.  “His body was found in a hotel room in the U.S.  He was registered there under a false identity but has recently been positively identified.  The cause of death was reportedly from natural causes.  Apparently, he had a heart attack and died in his sleep.” 
 
    Karimi sat back in his chair and pondered that for a moment.  Then, he said, “I’m more inclined to believe one of those demons he told me about was responsible.”  He knew the reason Pancholi had gone to the U.S. was because he’d been following some of those demons.  Shaking his head and grimacing he added, “We’ll never know.  The greater concern, of course, is right now we don’t have any other sources.” 
 
    “Perhaps you don’t need other sources, exactly.  You told me you probably had obtained everything of value from Philip Arnold anyway.  What you want now is information concerning those demons.  And, at least you know who some of them are and where they are.  Your spy gave you that much, right?” 
 
    “While that is true,” answered Karimi, “I was hoping Pancholi would resend those last few messages of his which came through all corrupted.  I was also hoping he might have explanations for what happened with our drone attacks.” 
 
    Tabash said, “Well, you cannot be blamed.  You were not even aware of where those attacks would be until afterwards, when we learned they’d all failed.”  That had indeed been quite a blow to the WIJO leadership and the bad news had travelled fast. 
 
    The leaders in Kabul had been especially upset with those in Herat, blaming them for not listening to Karimi.  As a result, Karimi had benefited and now ranked much higher.  But, he also was expected to gather more evidence and provide further reports on the demons, directly to Shahid Omar Aziz.  Shahid was one of the top three WIJO leaders, along with Mullah Ahmed Kahtar and Mohammad Nabir. 
 
    Karimi really needed to find a way to satisfy Shahid.  Finding out what went wrong and why all their men had been arrested would be a good start.  However, since none of those who had participated in those failed attacks had escaped, there wasn’t anyone to bring back any good information. 
 
    “We must find ourselves a new source, one who will know what happened in America and who will tell us more about these demons.”  Karimi knew Philip Arnold wasn’t the only corrupt individual over there.  The infidels were notorious for their weaknesses and it was merely a matter of finding the right person.  He had a few ideas on just how to accomplish that but was not ready yet to share those with Tabash. 
 
    ----- 
 
    Lawrence Mallett was taking advantage of some free time and was about halfway through his exercise routine at the gym when he noticed Donald Quigby coming out of the locker room and heading over to the weights near where he was.  He called out, “Hey, Donald!  Got a minute?” 
 
    “Hi Larry!  Sure.  What’s up?” 
 
    “I heard your Team Leader last semester was Cadet Tracy McGonagle, right?” 
 
    “Yeah,” answered Donald.  “She was great.  Helped me a lot.” 
 
    “And, I also heard her roommate was Cadet Missy McCrea.  What can you tell me about her?”  Lawrence actually had heard Donald was dating Emily Robinson, who’d had McCrea for Team Leader, and he was pretty sure Donald must know quite a bit about McCrea. 
 
    Donald looked at Lawrence and smiled.  “Your Team Leader this semester is Cadet McCrea, right?”  He laughed.  He was pretty sure he knew why he was being questioned. 
 
    “That’s right, she is.  So, you can understand why I’m hoping you can tell me something I can use, you know?  So she’ll go easy on me … not cause me any problems.  I mean, I’ve heard some things …” 
 
    Donald broke out laughing.  “Whatever you’ve heard?  I doubt that’ll be even half the story.  So much to tell … so little time!”  He laughed again.  “As for her going easy on you?  Forget-about-it!  Not gonna happen!” 
 
    “Shit!  C’mon, Donald.  There has to be something!”  He did a few reps with the weights he was curling and then put them down.  Looking as innocent as he could and grinning widely, he said, “Last thing I need is some bimbo interfering with my life here at the academy, okay?” 
 
    Donald knew Lawrence was on their rugby team and had seen him around a few times, mostly while he had been out practicing on the lacrosse team.  But, he hadn’t had all that much to do with him.  They had a lot of the same friends but hadn’t had much chance to really get to know one another.  He said, “You really don’t know very much about Cadet Missy McCrea, do you?” 
 
    “Hey, when I heard I was gonna have her for Team Leader, I checked her out.  I even Googled her.  Wow!  What a bunch of bullshit stuff.  Of course, girls like that are always getting special treatment so I’m not surprised.  Now, are you going to tell me what I need to know, or not?” 
 
    Again, Donald laughed.  “Sorry, Larry!  You’re just going to have to find out for yourself what she’s really like.  And, as for what you need to know?  The only assurance I can give you is she’s no bimbo!” 
 
    ----- 
 
    Missy returned to her room with only a half hour left until lights out.  She and Sharon had played great together and their basketball team had won yet again.  When she entered she saw Karen was studying, as usual.  Her roommate really had no life and was still not willing to relax, open up or let her guard down.  And, it was obvious Karen didn’t trust her.  She didn’t need her water witch ability to sense that.   
 
    Missy said, “Another victory for our Black Knights!”  She knew Karen did at least have some spirit when it came to sports at the academy. 
 
    Karen looked up and smiled.  “That’s great, Missy.  But, how come you’re so late?  Didn’t your game finish a couple hours ago?” 
 
    “We stopped to celebrate at Cullum Hall.” 
 
    “But, don’t you have that exam in Probability and Statistics tomorrow?” asked Karen.  “When will you study for that?  You were gone all day yesterday doing your Combat Weapons stuff, right?  Do your instructors here give you credit for all those extra-curricular activities of yours?”  She really had been amazed at how little Missy seemed to ever be there, studying.  Yet, she knew Missy ranked very high in their class for academics. 
 
    Since Karen had never given her much of an opening to talk about herself, Missy figured maybe this would be a good opportunity.  “No, there’s no extra credit being given here, Karen.  But, I’ll probably ace tomorrow’s exam so I won’t be needing any.  I learn things at an accelerated rate, ever since I did that year at home with a tutor, making up three years so I could return to school with my regular class.” 
 
    Karen was confused at this.  “What do you mean?  Are you saying you did three years of schooling in one year?  What happened?  Were you in a coma for two years or something?” 
 
    Missy laughed and said, “Or something.  You can read old stories about this if you go looking for them on the internet.  When I was thirteen, I was forced to go up into the mountains.  I was gone for two years.  When I returned, I needed a tutor so I could catch up on what I missed.” 
 
    Now Karen was really at a loss.  “But … but that’s crazy!  Why would you do that?  What do you mean you were forced?” 
 
    Missy could tell she’d finally managed to break down some sort of barrier and that Karen was truly interested now.  “I don’t really talk about that period of my life, Karen.  It was a difficult time.  I trust you won’t go around talking about this to others here.  My close friends know but I don’t want to be explaining things to everyone.” 
 
    Since it was time for bed, Missy undressed until she was only wearing her panties and bra.  Then, noting the way Karen was now closely studying her, she said, “That’s when I got most of my scars.  See?”  She turned around and then back facing Karen again. 
 
    Karen really hadn’t seen Missy get undressed before.  She had considered Missy to be somewhat voluptuous but could see now that wasn’t the case at all.  Missy had curves, yes, but there was absolutely no fat and she looked like one of those body-builders with rock hard muscles everywhere.  Only, there were several silvery-white scars on her left shoulder and back.  It looked like she’d been severely clawed by some animal and had never been stitched up afterwards.  “What did that?”, she asked. 
 
    “A black bear,” answered Missy with a big grin. 
 
    Looking closer, Karen noticed two round star shaped scars mixed in with the others just below Missy’s collarbone; these didn’t look anything like what a bear would have caused.  “What about those?”  She went over and touched each of them, finding it hard to believe they were real.  She realized her friend Danielle’s comments were influencing her actions. 
 
    Missy said, “Those are two of my bullet wounds from last summer.”  She turned around again so Karen could see the larger exit wound where one bullet had exited, mixed in with the scar damage from the bear claws.  Then, turning back and pointing at the two scars on her right side, one on her lower abdomen and the other on her upper thigh, she added, “this one was also from last summer but this one on my leg here was from that earlier time, up in the mountains.” 
 
      Karen had noticed the medals on Missy’s dress gray uniform which included a Purple Heart and Bronze Star.  But, she knew Missy had played soccer all during the prior semester so had been convinced any injury had been superficial or, as Danielle had suggested, that the medals were fake.  She asked, “How were you able to …?” 
 
    “Run around on the playing field so soon after these wounds?” asked Missy, guessing what Karen was starting to ask.  “Again, I’m going to trust you with this.  I heal at an accelerated rate also.  You might say I’ve been genetically blessed with enhanced senses and abilities.  Healing is one of them.”  She let her cat energy fill her eyes with golden specks, just for a quick moment, and then they disappeared. 
 
    As Karen watched that happen, realizing she’d seen Missy’s eyes sparkle on several occasions, she now stared closely into the depths of Missy’s deep emerald green eyes and asked, “How do you do that?” 
 
    Missy said, “What?  My sparkly eyes thing?”  She giggled and then did it again, this time pushing just a little bit of her energy into Karen.  “That’s what my friends call it.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Six 
 
    Jan 15, 2020 
 
      
 
    Mike woke up and was able to still experience a fleeting euphoria from having just made love to Missy … the details were quickly fading but the memory of her remained.  His boxer shorts were wet and sticky, providing obvious evidence of yet another wet dream.  Sure enough, Missy’s thoughts soon began streaming into his mind. 
 
    Was it good for you, Mike?  He then could sense her laughing at him.  Mmmm!  My fault, I know … can’t help it.  You know how I get when I’m ovulating. 
 
    Yeah, he knew.  They’d discussed this aspect of her crazy cat-human nature which had melded into one.  She would get really aroused and horny during this part of her female cycle, about fourteen days after either her last period or her last Shift.  Her body wanted sex with her mate; it wanted to reproduce and knew the time was right for that. 
 
    Then during her dreams, as long as her senses were telling her she could safely relax all her controls, that intensely sexual part of herself would come forward and take full reign of all her fantasies.  With her raging hormones free to follow whatever path her cravings desired, nocturnal emissions would soon result and she would awaken with moist lips between her legs.  Her orgasms felt wonderful but would typically just increase her mating desire.  Yes, indeed, he knew how she got when she was ovulating! 
 
    He glanced at the calendar and did the math.  Yeah, her last Shift had been on January first over in Paris, after returning from that visit with Philip Arnold when she’d gotten Marie’s virus installed on his computer.  Marie’s Missy Virus, named for Missy because of how she’d helped with the first time Marie had used it.  Very funny. 
 
    His connection with Missy during such times would always manifest in physical reactions which he had little control over.  His dreams would also become filled with wild and crazy things and, like in hers, orgasms would result.  They both had accepted their fate and, of course, were thankful to be so blissfully blessed. 
 
    He knew he wouldn’t fall back asleep so he got up and headed into the bathroom.  Thirty minutes later, fresh from his shower and clean shaven, he sat down with his coffee and enjoyed a healthy breakfast.  Missy was still sharing her thoughts while she went through her morning routine at the academy.  Good luck at your swim meet today.  I’ll be busy being Team Leader.  I’ve scheduled my first meeting with Lawrence Mallett … we’ll see how that goes! 
 
    Mike was able to communicate with his feelings, which she could clearly experience.  It wasn’t the same as with her mindspeak to him but, having more than a year’s practice together, with her anticipating things and then asking him various questions to which he could answer yes or no, they now managed conversations really, really well.  These weren’t at all one-sided and they both drew strength and energy from being so well connected. 
 
    Later that day, after having enjoyed all the classes at his university and then competing on their swim team, winning the two-hundred-meter breaststroke event with a new personal best time, he reflected on all the ways his connection with Missy had slowly transformed him.  He was doing better mentally in all his courses and performing better physically in every way possible: he was healthier, stronger, faster … better. 
 
    ----- 
 
    When Lawrence arrived at the specified location for his meeting with Cadet McCrea, he still had not learned anything he could use to his advantage.  Since this was in one of the Kelsey’s Korner classrooms also used for tutoring and he’d learned Cadet Kelsey Powers was yet another close friend of Cadet McCrea’s, it made him uncomfortable.  He suspected she’d maybe chosen the location for that reason, rather than having him report to her room. 
 
    Missy was there waiting for him when he walked in and she said, “Hi, Cadet Mallett.  Take a seat.  Let’s get to know one another.” 
 
    He said, “Yes, Ma’am,” and sat down where she’d indicated.  He had seen her around, of course, but had never interacted with her before.  He was finding it difficult to be there in her presence, up close like this.  She was stunning and that definitely was affecting him.  He didn’t want to keep staring into her eyes, which were an amazing green color and very expressive.  But, when he realized he was staring at her prominent bust-line instead, he quickly raised his gaze back up and tried to focus on her dark red hair. 
 
    Missy was well aware of his discomfort and decided to start things off by talking about sports.  “I know your rugby games will start back up in March.  What other sports activities are you participating in here?” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am.  That’s correct.  But, I’m not on any other varsity teams since rugby pretty much takes up all my available time.  I go over and workout at the gym most days, if I’m not out on the playing field for practice or a game.” 
 
    “That’s good, Larry.  And, since we’re alone here, you can use my first name.  We don’t need to be formal for these one-on-one team leader sessions.  You can just call me Missy unless we’re in front of the others.  Then, of course, I’m either Cadet McCrea or Ma’am.” 
 
    This surprised him somewhat and he said, “Yes, Ma’am.  Missy.”  He smiled, hoping maybe his charm and good looks might work.  Those had helped him with most girls.  However, he’d never been in a situation where those girls had any authority over him.  Even at school, his teachers had always been male. 
 
    “I can understand your spending lots of time at the gym.  I love pumping iron over there whenever I get the chance but, with my busy schedule, that’s not very often.”  Missy paused a moment and then asked, “How are you doing with your chores?”  Plebes were required to deliver laundry, carry mail, report things like class attendance, make sure dishes at each meal were properly served, plus many other menial tasks at the barracks, classroom, mess hall and athletic field. 
 
    Lawrence’s prior Team Leader had not made his life very easy, insisting on being served and forcing him to perform various over and above tasks.  That had led to his determination not to become this bimbo’s servant, no matter what.  Hence, his searching for some advantage he might use.  Hearing Missy now ask about chores, he thought he knew where this was going.  In a cold voice he answered her with, “I’ve made it a point to always complete every assignment, Ma’am.” 
 
    Missy was quick to note his attitude shift and that he did not use her name.  “Larry, were there problems last semester?  With chores?  Or, maybe with your Team Leader?  Anything I should know about?”  She was sensing he had issues and was holding back on things. 
 
    “No, Ma’am.  No problems.” 
 
    Missy realized she was once again dealing with someone who didn’t trust her.  Well, that was all part of the education process in leadership at West Point: earning the trust and respect of others was important and really needed to be learned by doing it, rather than by merely studying about it. 
 
    “Larry, I’m going to give you a special assignment.”  She watched his reaction to this and, as she’d suspected, he bristled and was obviously getting upset.  But, she could see he was controlling himself and would accept whatever hateful burden he assumed she was about to give him.  “Every week, when we have these sessions, …” she began, pausing so he’d have time to process the fact they were going to be meeting weekly.  Then she continued, “I want you to provide me with a list of your top complaints about life here.  Then, we’ll see what improvements we can make.” 
 
    “Complaints, Ma’am?” 
 
    “Missy,” she said. 
 
    “Okay … complaints, Missy?” he asked this time.  He seemed perplexed. 
 
    “Yep.  Issues, concerns, problems, whatever.  A course that’s difficult?  Tell me about it.  Your coach is pissing you off?  Or, maybe some upperclassman is giving you too many demerits?  Tell me.  Hey, if its jock itch?  Put that on the list.  You know.  Complaints.”  Missy then did her sparkly eyes thing and when he finally stared directly into them, she smiled.  “For today?  Just tell me one complaint.  Go ahead.  What is it?” 
 
    Lawrence was now totally confused.  She wasn’t being the total bitch he’d been anticipating and he somehow knew it had nothing to do with any charm or good looks on his part.  She was being very sincere.  She was offering to help.  He sat there in silence, trying to think of something.  She simply waited, looking at him with those amazing eyes of hers.  Finally, he laughed and said, “Well, it’s not jock itch!” 
 
    Missy smiled and said, “Too bad … that would have been easy!”  Then they both laughed.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Seven 
 
    Jan 16, 2020 
 
      
 
    Tracy returned from her fencing session and was in a very good mood.  Apparently, that was obvious, because Nell asked her what she was so happy about right after she entered their room. 
 
    “Coach Fargarson said John and I were more than welcome to come visit this weekend.”  Her fencing coach was also her sponsor and Tracy had explained earlier how she often brought her boyfriend over there whenever she had Walking Privileges.  Visiting a sponsor’s home within West Point boundaries was allowed during such times. 
 
    Rather than using a pass to get away so soon after returning to the academy, she would merely be taking Walking Privileges during the upcoming Martin Luther King holiday weekend.  She would only get a couple passes that semester and was saving those for other weekends. 
 
    Nell studied her and then said, “Okaaay … you mentioned you were hoping to do that while John was here.  Why is that so important, anyway?”  She could think of a lot of places there at the academy which would be more interesting.  “Will you guys be seeing Missy?”  She knew John was Missy’s brother. 
 
    “To answer your second question first, no.  Missy will be far too busy going away for her basketball game and then with the Rifle Club on Monday.  Her boyfriend Mike isn’t even coming down.  Now, as to your first question.”  She knew Nell didn’t have a boyfriend and was not very experienced with dating or relationships.  “I told you about John and how committed we are to one another, right?  How we’re soulmates?” 
 
    “Sure.  You were together all during Christmas break.  I assume you two are probably … you know … doing it.  Right?  Having sex?” 
 
    Tracy sighed.  The way Nell had said “doing it” had made having sex sound more like an obligation than anything which a proper girl might actually want to have or enjoy doing.  Clearly, she had not shared enough with her roommate.  Just as clearly, poor Nell had some issues which might explain why she didn’t have a boyfriend in spite of being attractive.  “The Fargarsons always leave us alone for a couple of hours whenever we come to visit.  That’s why I’m so excited about this weekend.  And, yes … we’re doing it.  We’ll be doing it at the Fargarsons.  Again.  We make love every chance we get and we really, really love doing it!” 
 
    “Oh!” said Nell, surprised at how strongly Tracy had said all that.  “Well then … that’s good!”  Since she realized their conversation was going places she wasn’t comfortable going, she rushed to change the subject.  “Hey, listen … I heard some things the other day.  About Missy.  Is it really true what those magazine articles are saying about her?” 
 
    “Of course!  What did you hear?  And, who are you hearing things from?” 
 
    “Well, I heard those medals she’s wearing must be fake.  Danielle Portis told my roommate from last semester there’s no way Missy could have been wounded in July the way those magazines are saying and then have played soccer the way she did last semester.”  Nell had heard a few other negative things as well but didn’t want to repeat them since she knew Missy was Tracy’s friend. 
 
    Although Tracy knew who Danielle was since they were in the same company, she’d not had that much to do with her up to that point.  She said, “Maybe Danielle is jealous or has some other reason for saying things like that.  How well does your old roommate know her?”  She wondered how many others Danielle might be gossiping to about Missy. 
 
    “Actually, she doesn’t know her that well but couldn’t help hearing what Danielle was telling several others.  One of the guys had made some comment about what a great athlete Missy is, playing on so many varsity teams for us.  Danielle told him and the others how that might be true but she was sick and tired of Missy getting special treatment and everything.  Then she went on and on about why Missy didn’t deserve that.” 
 
    “Wow!”  Tracy had heard not everyone was a Missy fan but had figured that was only normal.  When someone was being noticed for as many different reasons as Missy was, that made her a target.  Even so, this sounded like more than just gossip.  Maybe this Danielle had a reason for her animosity.  “I’ll let you make up your own mind about Missy but I can assure you she’s not getting any special treatment.  And, she earned every medal they’ve given her.  Those articles didn’t provide the nitty-gritty details on purpose, leaving a lot of stuff out.” 
 
    “Well, yeah … I was curious after what I heard so I went ahead and looked them up on the internet.  I read how that CAW campaign is classified so Missy’s service was sort of glossed over, just saying she was this big hero over there and had received those awards and all.  But, Danielle makes a good point.  I mean, how badly wounded could she have been if she was able to play soccer like she did?” 
 
    Tracy laughed and said, “The stuff about her getting wounded wasn’t left out because it was classified.  Missy wanted to downplay what happened so she could avoid speculation about her recovering so soon.  If it were known how she’d been carried off the battlefield with three bullet wounds and almost bled to death?  Yeah, she might not have been cleared to play soccer.” 
 
    Nell looked at her with surprise and disbelief.  “You can’t be serious!  Three bullet wounds?  If she almost bled out, those must have been more than superficial.  How could she recover from those and play soccer so soon afterward?” 
 
    “Oh, they were serious.  The one in her abdomen was bad enough.”  Tracy had gotten to know her new roommate pretty well and felt she could be trusted.  “Missy’s bronze star was for going out in spite of that wound and dragging two of her team members to safety, saving their lives.  She got two more bullets in the shoulder while doing that.  Only Missy’s friends know all this stuff and we don’t ask her to explain things.  So, I’m trusting you’re not going to talk about her or ask her things either.  And, you’re going to keep quiet about her healing ability too, okay?  She’s not a normal girl.” 
 
    ----- 
 
    Connie Ulrey looked at her ex-husband with tears of joy in her eyes and exclaimed, “Really?  March fifteenth?” 
 
    Robert said, “Yes.  That date works for everyone we care about and now that we seem to have neutralized all terrorist threats, we should be free to go on a little honeymoon right after.  I was thinking Aruba but, if you want somewhere else …?” 
 
    “No, Aruba would be wonderful.”  She would be thrilled with any location.  What mattered was they were getting married again.  “Missy, Tracy and Candy will all be available?” 
 
    “It’s Spring Break for them and they’ve assured me they can’t think of a better way to start their vacation then being there at our wedding.” 
 
    Connie had agreed to re-marry Robert the previous September after flying down to Mexico where he’d been in a coma.  Missy had healed him and things had been a blur for her ever since.  He’d been investigating Candace Axtell’s disappearance and been injured when the home where Candy’s kidnappers had been holding her had exploded.  After they’d reconciled, Robert had promised to include her in his work from then on and had then shared how his job with the government had changed.  He was working with supernaturals and he wanted her to help with that. 
 
    Witches, werecats and now werewolves.  She’d just finished helping Gene and Amanda get settled in their new condo in Peabody.  She’d picked it out for them and had helped with negotiating their getting to move in, renting while they waited the four weeks it would take to pass papers on actually buying it. 
 
    It was close enough to Hanscom where they’d be working as part of Robert’s team and, in the other direction, it was close to the state forest in Andover.  Missy had assured her they’d love the three-thousand acres with its eleven ponds.  The trees were mostly hemlock and white pine but other hardwoods were there as well.  And, of course there were lots of deer and rabbits.   
 
    Yes, working with supernaturals was a whole new experience for her! 
 
    ----- 
 
    When John answered the phone it was his brother Patrick.  “Hey, what’s up?” 
 
    Patrick asked, “Are you going down to see Tracy this weekend?”  He already knew the answer but was trying to make conversation. 
 
    “Of course!  I’ll be driving down tomorrow night and returning Monday night.  Why do you ask?” 
 
    “Well, I was hoping I could come with, share a room at whatever hotel you’ll be staying at, and then maybe borrow your car.”  Patrick was well aware of the routine at the academy for the cadets on Walking Privileges.  “I can drop you off and pick you up at West Point.  I know you won’t be needing your car other than going back and forth, right?”   
 
    John laughed.  He knew what this was all about.  “You’re hoping to go visit Sandy, huh?  Does Lila know?”  In the three and a half weeks since their sister’s wedding, when Patrick had ended up sitting with both Delilah Yerger and Alessandra D’Amato, his brother had been in constant communication with both girls.  They were definitely chasing after him and he was enjoying that tremendously. 
 
    “Yes, she understands.  I promised I’d try to give them each equal time and she’s now been seeing me at school every day.  So, it’s Sandy’s turn.” 
 
    “Why would you ever promise them that?  And, why do you believe either of them has actually agreed to it?”  John laughed harder.   
 
    “Oh, but it was their idea.  They made me promise.  Lila’s mom won’t let her go steady yet and since she can say I’m dating both girls, she can get permission to go out with me.  And, Sandy is stuck down there at her boarding school.  She’s not allowed to date anyone else but, since I’m Missy’s brother and because she can say I’m dating Lila …?”  Patrick let that thought just hang without trying to finish it. 
 
    “Riiiiight.  I get it.  They’re biding their time, each hoping they’ll win.  Typical.” 
 
    “Sandy says her father is okay with this visit and her bodyguards will give us some space.  And, I do like both of these girls.”  Patrick sighed.  After never really being seriously attracted to anyone before, he suddenly found himself unable to stop thinking about either one of them.  Lila, the fire witch and Sandy, the gangster’s daughter.  Sandy knew all about Missy after being rescued by her.  Likewise, her father was also well aware Missy was a witch. 
 
    “Okay, I’ll pick you up tomorrow around three.  In fact, I’ll then let you drive.  It will give me a chance to make sure you’re a safe driver and can be trusted with my car.”  John loved teasing Patrick.  His brother had only had his driver’s license for a few weeks now but, having been the one to help teach him how to drive, he knew Patrick was actually a very good driver. 
 
    Patrick said nothing at all.  He really did want to see Sandy again and knew he needed to just accept having his brother yank his chain.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Eight 
 
    Jan 17, 2020 
 
      
 
    Congressman Nolan Miller looked up at the new intern who had entered his office and smiled.  “Is that for me?” he asked.  She was absolutely stunning and he found himself getting aroused just looking at her.  It had been three years since his divorce and because of his prominent position in the House, he’d been very careful.  There wouldn’t be any “tell-all” stories appearing in the tabloids about him. 
 
    Ayleen Malik handed him the file folder and answered, “Yes, sir.  Mr. Rubenstein asked me to bring this up to you.  He’s hoping to get your signature right away and asked me to wait for that.  But, if you’re too busy, he’ll understand.” 
 
    Without even looking at whatever was in the folder, he said, “Please stay.  Have a seat.  And, call me Nolan rather than sir.  I understand you’ll be working here for the next six months?”  He was enjoying the way just her presence there was making his pulse quicken. 
 
    “Yes, sir.  I mean … Nolan.  I’m taking a whole semester off and was able to get this assignment.”  She gave him a warm smile.  Then she looked around for a place to sit.  There were two chairs positioned near the front of his desk and she asked, “Is it okay if I sit here?” 
 
    “Oh course,” he said.  “Please, make yourself comfortable.  And, since you’re calling me Nolan now, is it okay if I call you Ayleen?”  He’d made a point of finding out what her name was after learning she had been assigned there.  She really was a beautiful girl and very exotic looking, with long black hair.  This was her first time stopping by his office and he was not about to let her get away very quickly. 
 
    “Oh, yes!  Please do.”  Again, she gave him a warm smile.  She could sense he was definitely attracted to her and was glad.  Seducing a man was so much easier when that chemistry was there. 
 
    When the congressman ended up asking her to join him for lunch at the cafeteria, Ayleen knew she would be successful.  Men were so predictable.  And, she had been training for this assignment for quite some time. 
 
    ----- 
 
    Tracy pulled Missy aside on their way back from Khan’s Klass.  “Hey, did you know John was bringing Patrick down this weekend?  He’s letting him borrow his car to go visit Sandy while he’s here with me.” 
 
    Missy arched one eyebrow and said, “Really?  I actually didn’t know about that.  Mike’s been so busy with classes and his swim meets he hasn’t been talking to John lately.  Or, with anyone else for that matter.  He’s hoping to finally get caught up with things up there this weekend.” 
 
    “Yeah, well I can understand that.  I’m sure you wore him out over there in Paris,” said Tracy with a big laugh.  “Will Patrick be okay down here on his own?  I don’t want John having to rush off and rescue him.  We have plans of our own.” 
 
    Missy smiled and said, “I’m sure you do.  Give my best to Mrs. Fargarson.  As for Patrick, I can’t think of too many scenarios where John would need to get involved.”  Laughing at the thought, she added, “Especially since he’ll be stuck here with no car, right?” 
 
    “I suppose.  By the way, did you hear about Gene and Amanda joining Robert’s team?  I’m looking forward to meeting them now that they’ve moved back here to the U.S.” 
 
    “I did know about that, yes.  Les and Marsha have been keeping me in the loop.  I understand Connie helped them find a nice home.  Marsha tells me Connie has also been helping them do some shopping.  They didn’t have any cold weather clothes and she’s been a big help.  They don’t know anyone up there and have never been to the Boston area before.” 
 
    Tracy thought about that for a moment and then chuckled.  “Dare I say it?  Once Connie gets them properly fitted and attired with some warm woolen garments?  They’ll then be a couple of wolves in sheep’s clothing!” 
 
    ----- 
 
    Emily Robinson was at Cullum Hall with Donald Quigby; it was their first opportunity to be together since his visit to her home during Christmas break.  It was rare for them both to be having some free time and, in spite of being surrounded by other cadets coming and going and seated at other tables nearby, the two of them really were alone.  They each could tune out all else and focus on the other, a special chemistry they’d never experienced with anyone else.  And, that seemed to grow stronger as they became more and more comfortable with one another. 
 
    Emily had been conflicted at first, unsure about where things were going.  She had not revealed her family’s secret and that was a significant barrier.  Both her twin brother and her grandmother were witches.  But, she knew Donald had earned their trust and proven he could be trusted.  Her brother Scott had few non-witch friends but, after spending time with Donald, somehow they’d gotten along great.  Emily just knew she’d be able to tell Donald everything at some point in the not too distant future.  She was gaining confidence in their relationship and hoping things could really work out for them. 
 
    Donald said, “Hey, how’s it going with your new Team Leader?  Mine is a real hard ass but I’m okay with that.  I can handle him, no problem.”  He was more appreciative than ever for the way Tracy and her friends had helped him the previous semester. 
 
    “It’s going great, so far.  I really lucked out getting assigned to Gary Sabre.” 
 
    Donald smiled and asked, “Isn’t Gary going with Kelly Wong?  I heard she was one of Missy’s former roommates.”  He knew Missy would always be helping Emily.  Kelly, of course, was one of the Quigby girls Tracy had organized to haze him.  Because of their hazing, he was much better at interacting with female cadets and officers now. 
 
    “Yep.  They were both in the same squad as Missy during Beast.  Missy told me that’s when they started hooking up and they’ve been a couple ever since.”  Emily was hoping she and Donald would start hooking up but was keeping that a secret as well.  For now. 
 
    “Are you excited about the big competition Monday morning?” asked Donald.  He knew after that last regular season match, the Rifle Club would then be going on to compete in various championship matches including the NCAA Rifle Championship Match in March, right before Plebe Parents Weekend and Spring Break.  They’d had a great season and Emily had proven to be one of Army’s top shooters. 
 
    “Oh, yes!  Excited and nervous and many other feelings as well.  I really have Missy to thank for helping me understand how to channel all those feelings during actual competitions.  I was so lucky to get her for Team Leader last semester.”  Emily knew Missy had not only helped her by mentoring but had also shared some of her unique supernatural energy as well. 
 
    “Yeah, I can relate to that.”  When he played lacrosse and got out on the playing field, he could indeed overcome any jitters or butterflies and use the adrenalin rush to play at a high level.  Even so, he’d watched her during a few of her matches and had been very impressed.  “Will Scott be visiting during Parents Weekend?  I know he wasn’t all that thrilled about your decision to come here …” 
 
    Emily laughed and said, “Yeah, but with him going to Colgate, there wasn’t any way I could afford a good college.  So, he has no right complaining about my accepting this opportunity.  Besides, I think you may have helped him see things a bit differently.  He really likes you, you know.” 
 
    “Well, I enjoyed getting to know him.  Your whole family is great.  I want them to meet my dad.”  Of course, he wanted his dad to get to know Emily most of all.  He was planning to spend most of his spring break again visiting at Emily’s.  His dad hadn’t been too happy about him going there during Christmas vacation; but he’d insisted on that.  He hoped his father would appreciate just how special she was. 
 
    Just then Lawrence Mallett came over.  “Hey, Donald!  Hi, Emily!”  Larry knew he was interrupting but that only made it more fun.  Up close, Emily was one very sexy package and he wouldn’t mind getting her to notice him.  Unfortunately, his girl magnet personality hadn’t yet had any effect on her.  She seemed really into Donald.  So, any excuse to draw her attention to himself was worth trying. 
 
    Donald looked up and reluctantly acknowledged the new arrival.  “Hi Larry.  Did you need something?”  He wasn’t too happy and it was obvious. 
 
    “Well, I just wanted to say you were right.  Cadet McCrea was not at all what I expected for Team Leader.  Say … Emily?  You had her last semester, right?”  He was well aware of that, of course, but wanted to get her talking to him. 
 
    Emily smiled and said, “I sure did.  She’s the best.  You’re really lucky to have been assigned to her.” 
 
    Larry nodded and said, “That might be true.  I’ve only met with her once so far but she says she wants to help me.  I’m not sure I can believe that, of course.  Most upperclass cadets here all want to take advantage of us lowly plebes.” 
 
    Emily really wasn’t too pleased with her time with Donald being intruded upon but she had to say something about Missy.  “Well, that’s not the case with her.  If she says she wants to help, you can believe her.  She never takes advantage of anyone or anything.” 
 
    “Really?  But, I heard she got some guys kicked out last year.  What was that all about?”  Larry hadn’t been able to get any upperclass cadets to discuss this and other plebes all seemed clueless.  He wondered if Emily might know anything. 
 
    Donald knew some of the story since his brother Ron had partly been involved.  He said, “That’s because of the Caesar Club scandal here.  It turned out some of the guys were running a secret sex club.  Not every member was aware of what was going on but when the investigation revealed what was happening, there were lots of resignations.” 
 
    “Okay.  So why the rumors about Cadet McCrea?” 
 
    “Seven of the guys kidnapped her and Cadet Navarro,” explained Donald.  He hadn’t learned that from Ron but had eventually been able to find out at least some of the details.  “That’s what triggered the investigation.” 
 
    Emily knew a lot more about what had happened but wasn’t going to gossip.  “Look, Larry.  The reason you’re only hearing rumors is because it was handled so the academy’s reputation didn’t get tarnished.  So, just let it go.  The Superintendent has a very strict zero tolerance policy for any sexual harassment and your Team Leader is the reason for that.  She not only never takes advantage, she won’t allow others to take advantage either.” 
 
    Shortly afterward, Larry finally left and they were alone again. 
 
    Donald said, “I’m not sure about that guy.  He’s a player.  And, I’m not referring to his being on our rugby team.  He was hitting on you, whether you noticed that or not.” 
 
    Emily laughed and said, “Oh, I noticed all right.  But relax, Donald.  You’re the only one I’m interested in playing with.”  When she realized how that probably sounded, she blushed.  She was not about to take it back, however, or attempt to clarify anything.  Quickly she changed the subject by saying, “I’m sure Missy will handle him, in spite of whatever faults and foibles he might have.  It’s what she does!” 
 
    Donald was inwardly pleased at Emily’s comments and the cute way she had blushed.  Yes, he was falling for this girl.  He had no experience with girls, though, and had no idea how to go forward, other than to spend more time with her.  Since she seemed willing for him to do that, he’d work at finding every opportunity he could to be with her.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Nine 
 
    Jan 18, 2020 
 
      
 
    Askar-Samar Karimi was meeting with the other WIJO leaders.  After the recent reorganizations, with many former leaders blamed for the failures over in the U.S., he was now considered one of the top leaders in Herat.  They bowed to the leaders in Kabul, of course, and that’s why he had once again travelled there for this meeting. 
 
    The top leaders in Kabul were Mohammad Nabir, Mullah Ahmed Kahtar, and Shahid Omar Aziz with Nabir the most prominent and considered as having the most power.  He had spent many years with Al Qaeda while the other two were former Taliban.  Kahtar had been with the Tehrik-i-Taliban or TTP in Pakistan. 
 
    The location for this meeting was just outside the city limits of Kabul.  There had been concerns that many of their former meeting locations had been compromised and so this new building had been established as WIJO Headquarters.  The gathering was very large and thus it took quite some time before finally getting things started.  But, clearing everyone through their tight security had been necessary.   
 
    Eventually, the meeting got underway and once the preliminary agenda items had been disposed of, the main purpose for assembling everyone was brought up.  One of their top agents in the U.S., Abu Habib, had travelled back to provide them with an update on what he’d learned concerning the failed drone attacks. 
 
    Habib started by explaining there had been no success in contacting anyone who had been captured; they were all being detained as terrorists at the U.S. camp in Guantanamo Bay.  That, of course, had made it difficult to understand what had happened, especially for their group near Boston which had been completely rounded up.  In Texas and California, however, there were a few who had managed to escape.  Habib had managed to learn a few things after talking with them. 
 
    “At Levi’s Stadium, most of our drones did get launched,” explained Habib.  “But, since our agents who disabled the anti-drone defense system were somehow compromised and captured, the drones were not effective.  Once that defense system was turned back on, we were unable to control the drones.  I can only guess the launches were merely allowed so our men could be positively identified and then arrested.” 
 
    “So, you are saying the U.S. government had many agencies waiting for our attacks at all these locations?” asked Aziz.  “They knew about our drones and were well aware of our plans?” 
 
    “Yes, that is definitely true; they were prepared,” answered Habib.  “In Texas, they prevented most drones from even being launched.  Then, for those drones which did manage to get up and into position, they used some sort of super weapon to incinerate them prior to dispersal of our toxins.  We now suspect this super weapon may have been what they used to blow up those buses to stop our attack in November.”  Everyone was well aware of what had happened to prevent their Thanksgiving Day Parade attacks. 
 
    Aziz said, “Askar-Samar Karimi told us about this new super weapon.”  He gestured to Karimi to come forward.  “The U.S. forces may have used such weapons when they rescued Candace Axtell last September.  Karimi was a member of our team which investigated up there, north of Herat.  He learned they burned down half the village where she was being held.”  He knew Karimi had more to say on this matter. 
 
    When Karimi reached the front, he turned and addressed the assembly.  “Yes, there is evidence the U.S. is using some sort of new flame-thrower device which is able to throw fires to very great distances and with precise accuracy.  We have been unable to learn any further details concerning this weapon.  However, as I briefed our leaders earlier, we have learned the U.S. has some special individuals working for them.”  It had been agreed he would not refer to these individuals as demons or discuss how they had abilities beyond those for normal human beings. 
 
    “Why is this important?” asked a voice to his left. 
 
    Karimi answered, “These individuals may have helped to learn our plans.  They also might be responsible for weapons like this.  While the evidence is mostly circumstantial, we had a source who provided us with some very convincing information.  And, we do actually know the identities for some of these individuals.” 
 
    “Yes, we have been expecting an update,” said Aziz.  “What more have you learned from this source?” 
 
    Karimi grimaced and said, “Unfortunately, that source is dead.  His body was found in a hotel room not too far north of Boston.  I suspect he was killed but the cause of death is listed as a heart attack.  His death was on the same day as when all the arrests were made.” 
 
    “That is too much of a coincidence!” exclaimed a man from the back. 
 
    “Exactly.  He was following some of these special individuals and obviously must have gotten too close.”  Karimi looked around at the assembly.  “We know these individuals are working as so-called psychics for the FBI and are associated with a mysterious agency called “P” Branch within the U.S. government.”   
 
    Habib said, “The good news is we have activated one of our deep cover agents who is now working as an intern for the U.S. Congress.”  When Karimi had contacted him a few days earlier, explaining their need for a new source, he’d been pleased to explain how Ayleen Malik had trained extensively for her role.  “Yes, it is anticipated we soon will be learning whatever secrets the U.S. government might be keeping, including how they have managed all these recent successes against us.” 
 
    ----- 
 
    Since Team Twenty-Two had been following several of the WIJO leaders ever since Missy had identified them and infected their computers with virus software, reports on this big meeting and its location were sent back.  “P” Branch and the FBI Psychic Division then closely monitored all the later electronic messages which went out.  These were quickly translated, of course, and soon afterward Abu Habib was identified. 
 
    Habib had been on their watch list for quite some time but this was the first clear proof that he was working for WIJO. 
 
    While the identity of Habib’s deep cover agent was not yet known, Robert Ulrey told Drew Martinson it would merely be a matter of time before that too would be learned.   
 
    What was more of a concern was that, no matter how thoroughly all the participants to the Defense Secretary’s secret sessions might have been cleared, there was always the possibility that someone might be compromised.  Drew met with Les and Marsha to discuss how that risk might be mitigated. 
 
    Les said, “Maybe we need to be monitoring all these participants, just like we monitor supernaturals.  Marsha and I were already talking about having Missy get up close and personal with everyone we’re keeping track of … in her spirit form, of course.” 
 
    “That way, if the need arises,” said Marsha, “she can quickly find and check on each person.  I realize we’re talking about hundreds of individuals, between all the WIJO leaders, all the supernaturals we know about, and now all these participants to the Defense Secretary’s special sessions.  But?  We think she can probably manage that.” 
 
    ----- 
 
    When Patrick picked up John in the parking lot outside West Point’s Visitors Center, it was a little after eleven p.m.  He had arrived there right on time, as agreed, and it hadn’t taken long for John to walk out.  John first made a big show of doing a complete walk around, inspecting his car under the lights.  Then he finally opened the passenger side door and climbed inside. 
 
    “See?  No damage, no problem, your car is just fine,” said Patrick.  “How was your visit with Tracy?” 
 
    John grinned and said, “My visits with Tracy are always wonderful.  The real question for today is, how was your visit with Sandy?” 
 
    “Wonderful!” 
 
    “Ha, ha.  C’mon, I want details.  How many bodyguards did you have following you around all day?” asked John. 
 
    “Only two.  Santos and Remy are okay.  They gave us some space.” 
 
    “Santos and Remy?  You’re on a first name basis with these guys now, huh?”  John chuckled.  “Where did you go?” 
 
    “We went to a movie at the mall.  Then we grabbed a bite to eat right there.  It was nice, just being the two of us.  Sandy was much more relaxed.  At Heather’s wedding, she was competing with Lila.  And, like I said, Santos and Remy gave us some space.”  Patrick started the car and headed out, back to their hotel. 
 
    John said, “I’m betting Marchitto told them they could do that.  He and Sal know there are lots of protection wards all around each of you.” 
 
    Patrick smiled and nodded his head.  “Sandy did mention how impressed her dad was when you and Tracy showed up and stopped that asshole Paul Morelli from grabbing Alice.”  Tracy had known right away when the wards around Alice Mathews and her husband Mark had been breached; she and John had arrived with the FBI soon afterwards and Morelli was now in jail. 
 
    “Does Sandy know how Ray Morelli once again had to make a large concession to her father?” 
 
    Patrick laughed and said, “To prevent Paul from getting whacked?  Oh, yes.  She’s been learning all about the family business.  Sal tells her about stuff like that now, ever since she was kidnapped.  She says he feels very guilty and it’s changed their relationship.” 
 
    “Mark tells me Sal might give her a place in his organization someday.  At least, that’s what Alice is predicting.”  Mark was John’s closest friend and while he wouldn’t divulge anything Sandy had shared with Alice in confidence, this was something which wasn’t off limits. 
 
    “Sandy can’t say enough good things about Alice.  And, yeah.  Sandy wants to be included in her dad’s businesses.  She never thought her brother should get everything.  She intends to make some changes someday.” 
 
    John said, “Interesting!  I can see why you find her attractive.  I mean, besides that whole hotness part.  She is a beautiful girl.  And, hot.  Did I mention how hot she is?”  They both laughed.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Ten 
 
    Jan 19, 2020 
 
      
 
    Sally and Troy entered Cullum Hall and found their friends all sitting over on one side around a large flat screen television.  They made their way over to join them and exchanged greetings with everyone there. 
 
    Sally asked, “Did the game start yet?” 
 
    “Nope!  You guys are just in time,” answered Marcus.  “Get comfy and help yourself.”  There were plenty of snacks and soft drinks already arranged on nearby tables. 
 
    His girlfriend Chandra said, “Hey, Troy, you’ll like this.  Since no classes here tomorrow, they’ve agreed to no speaking in tongues today.  Us non-cadets won’t have to sit around listening to any of that Farsi or Pashto trash talk.”  She glanced over for support from Cassie who was sitting with Tony.  The two girls attended the same college in New York City and had been visiting their boyfriends at the academy on weekends for the past semester. 
 
    Troy grinned and said, “That’s good.  Hearing everyone yell, curse and cheer in English is so much better.”  He and Sally sat down right behind John and Tracy.  He noticed there wasn’t any KK@KK sign anywhere. 
 
    Tracy introduced her new roommate Nell Nasworthy along with several other cadets Troy hadn’t met before.  Sally knew everyone, of course, and helped with these introductions. 
 
    Mitch and Kelsey were there along with Gary and Kelly.  This particular group often got together like this but today was special.  Two of their members, Sharon and Missy, were playing basketball down at Annapolis.  Would Army beat Navy? 
 
    As the TV announcer wrapped up his pre-game commentary and the camera focused on the players now running out onto the court, everyone settled down to watch. 
 
    ----- 
 
    Coach Borovsky was very happy as she watched the girls boarding the bus for their six hour ride back to the academy.  This year was indeed the best ever for her women’s basketball team and beating Navy the way they just had?  It didn’t get any better.  Regardless of how well they might play in the NCAA tournament later on, winning this game somehow mattered more.  The rivalry between the two academies went back more than a hundred years. 
 
    When she climbed on board herself, nodding to the driver to signal he could close the door and get started, there was a huge cheer.  The girls really wanted to show her their appreciation and began chanting her name.  Again and again, louder and louder.  Her heart was bursting with pride as she tried to quiet them down, waving her arms to no avail.  As the bus began moving, the girls only yelled that much more. 
 
    Eventually, everyone began singing and that somehow got them settled down.  After several choruses, they finally stopped as various groups then began talking, congratulating one another and replaying the game highlights on their tablets or smart phones.  Someone had managed to already download the video and had shared it with the others. 
 
    She started down the aisle and thanked each girl individually.  She’d already given her big team victory speech back in the locker room right after the game.  “Hey, Ginger, those fast breaks in the third quarter really turned the tide for us.”  Ginger Gettmann played forward, along with Sharon Manton, and had scored the most for them that day. 
 
    “Thanks, Coach!” said Ginger.  “Couldn’t have done that without those passes from McCrea.”  She turned to fist bump with Missy who was seated next to her.  Then she said, “Hey?  Will we be back home before that snow storm hits?”  The forecast that morning had an update which was now predicting possible blizzard conditions for New York. 
 
    “Well, it was supposed to stay out at sea and not be a problem when we made our travel arrangements.  We’ll see.”  The coach then moved further towards the rear and spoke to Sharon seated behind them. 
 
    Ginger turned to Missy and said, “No big deal since we have no classes tomorrow.” 
 
    “Well, yeah … but my Rifle Club match is in the morning,” said Missy.  “I hope we don’t get delayed by any traffic accidents.  You know how crazy some drivers get once the road conditions get bad.” 
 
    “Oh, that’s right!” exclaimed Ginger.  “I forget how you’re on so many teams.  Most of us struggle finding time to play just one varsity sport.” 
 
    Sharon leaned forward to join their conversation.  “Missy’s metabolism requires lots of high level activities.  When I roomed with her last year, if she wasn’t busy competing then she was at the gym, pumping iron.” 
 
    Missy said, “Hey, I just want to be all I can be, you know?”  They all laughed at her invoking the Army’s old slogan from years earlier. 
 
    They chatted about the game, replaying the video and relaxing as the bus continued to head north.  Gradually, most of the girls began dozing off. 
 
    Ginger looked at Missy and said, “My sister tells me her stalker ex-boyfriend got arrested.  She says he went after that crazy mob lady Alice who runs the Roseanne Fund.  She really appreciates you getting her in as one of Alice’s Roseanne girls.” 
 
    “Well, Alice is the best,” said Missy.  “Morelli should have known better than to mess with the best.  His father and his uncle can’t help him much now.  He’ll be in prison for years.” 
 
    “Bridget knows that and is greatly relieved.  But, she’s grateful for more than just that.  It turns out she sort of has a thing now for one of those bodyguards Alice had watching out for her.” 
 
    “You’re kidding!” exclaimed Missy.  “But, they’re all gangsters!” 
 
    Ginger giggled and said, “Yeah, she knows.  She can’t help it.  After Morelli, she isn’t attracted to normal guys.  Now she only seems to want bad boys, you know?” 
 
    “Good grief!  You do realize that isn’t going to end well, right?” 
 
    “She actually told me the same thing, Missy.  But, she really likes this guy.  And, he’s being so protective and treating her like she was a goddess; she just can’t help it.  She’s all gah-gah about him.” 
 
    “Just so she has her eyes wide open and understands what she’s getting herself into.”  Missy shook her head and grimaced.  “My friend Alice will be there for her when she needs someone.  It’s what she does.” 
 
    Two hours later, their bus needed to slow down as the snow began coming down.  Then, after crawling along for an hour as the storm intensified, they ended up grinding to a halt.  The road conditions were terrible and they learned there’d been a multiple car pileup on the highway up ahead.  There was nothing to be done but wait patiently until the road was cleared. 
 
    The girls had their box lunch suppers and plenty of drinks.  And, thank goodness their bus had two toilets.  They began singing, on and off, but after a couple of hours, that got old.  Most tried to get comfortable and fall asleep, only to keep waking back up.  The euphoria from winning was long gone and the ride back had become the road trip from hell. 
 
    Eventually, the traffic began crawling once again.  However, it would be well past midnight when they finally would arrive back at the academy. 
 
    ----- 
 
    Jan 20, 2020 
 
      
 
    Donald and Andrew entered and looked for seats in the Gillis Field House where they could watch the live feeds from the Tronsrue Marksmanship Center; these were being shown on large screens set up for all the spectators.  The Rifle Club match was just getting started and Army was competing against Coast Guard. 
 
    Andrew Poarch had been Donald’s roommate during the previous semester and they’d become close friends.  He knew Donald had promised Emily Robinson he’d be there watching her shoot and he’d agreed to come along to keep him company. 
 
    Donald noticed Gary Sabre and Kelly Wong were there.  Since he knew Gary was Emily’s Team Leader, that wasn’t much of a surprise.  Looking around at the others, he was surprised to see his brother Ron was there.  Ron was sitting with his buddy Martin King, another firstie.  He nudged Andrew and together they went over and sat behind Ron and Martin. 
 
    Ronald looked up and said, “Hey!  You owe me for today, you know.” 
 
    “Really?  Why’s that?” asked Donald. 
 
    “I got word to that team leader of yours that whatever chores you were assigned to do couldn’t interfere with your being here to watch your girlfriend.”  Ronald smiled and raised both eyebrows.  “Cadet Robinson is your girlfriend now, right?” 
 
    “Yeah, okay.  Yes, she is.  And thanks, I guess.”  Donald looked around and asked, “Why are you guys here, anyway?”  He didn’t think it was because of Emily. 
 
    Martin said, “We came to see if Cadet McCrea will break any more records.  It’ll be amazing if she does, considering how late she was getting back last night from that basketball game.” 
 
    “Hey, that’s right,” said Andrew.  “I heard their bus didn’t arrive until almost three in the morning.”  Due to the big win against Navy, news concerning the women’s basketball team had quickly traveled throughout the academy that morning.  Several posters announcing their success had been prominently displayed over at the mess hall at breakfast. 
 
    Just then Donald noticed Tracy entering, along with several other Quigby girls.  They all sat near Gary and Kelly but Tracy did look over at him and smiled.  Her boyfriend was with her.  Missy’s brother.  Donald said, “It looks like there are a lot of folks here today to watch Cadet McCrea.” 
 
    Although no new records were set that day, both Emily and Missy did very well and Army beat Coast Guard by a large margin.  It was a very good weekend for Army.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Eleven 
 
    Jan 22, 2020 
 
      
 
    Lawrence Mallett knocked on Missy’s door and heard her call for him to come in.  Per protocol when visiting any female cadet in her room, he left the door open after entering.  Missy was seated at her desk and waved him to sit over on her roommate’s chair.  She was wearing her fatigue uniform and her hair was pulled up into a ponytail. 
 
    “We have plenty of time for our session to be right here today since my roommate is busy with her lacrosse practice,” said Missy.  “Make yourself comfortable.” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am … err, Missy.”  Lawrence was not able to relax; she was too damn good looking and he was still suspicious she’d take advantage of him somehow.  The more he had checked around with others, the more he’d heard stuff which made him nervous.  While he couldn’t decide exactly what to believe, he now knew one thing.  Just as Donald Quigby had warned him, McCrea was no bimbo. 
 
    “Did you get any demerits this week?” she asked. 
 
    “No, not this week.” 
 
    “Well, that’s good.  Of course, with everyone focusing on our holiday weekend activities, you plebes may have benefitted a little bit.  Less harassment, maybe.”  She smiled. 
 
    “Well, that’s probably true.  We did still have one room inspection, though.  My roommate and I got through that, no problem.”  He’d learned early on how important it was to be ready at all times, since inspections were often unannounced.  He and his new roommate Bastian kept their gear in order and could quickly get ready on a moment’s notice.  The guy might be a bit of a nerd but, unlike his roommate from the prior semester, he did know what it meant to be STRAC and squared away. 
 
    Missy asked, “Do you have any complaints we can talk about?”  She had asked him at their last session to bring a list of these and was curious to see what he’d come up with. 
 
    “Sure!  We’re expected to do way too much around here and we never have enough time to do it all.”  This was a standard complaint all plebes had. 
 
    “Well, that’s so you can learn how to prioritize.”  Missy smiled.  She knew he’d heard this before but went on to explain anyway.  “You’ll plan and manage your time so the really important tasks always get done, followed by those which would be nice to get done.  Sometimes, you’ll get demerits because you don’t accomplish everything.  You have to make choices.  It’s all about learning to take responsibility and accepting consequences.” 
 
    They chatted about which of his assignments he always managed getting done and which he had trouble with.  The more they talked, the more he finally began to relax.  He was slowly realizing she truly wanted to help and wasn’t looking to take advantage of his being a plebe. 
 
    Rather than adding to his difficulties she was giving him some good advice.  He began comparing notes with her on a few things and after they’d been talking for a half an hour, it dawned on him he was talking to her as though she were one of the guys. 
 
    That never happened when he was talking to girls who were anywhere near his own age.  He was used to them always responding in one way or another to his being of the opposite sex.  Most often, they were interested in him and made it obvious they were hoping he’d be interested in them.  But, then there were some who wanted to put him in his place, feigning to be too good for him.  And, yeah … there were a few who looked down on him, supposedly because he was a playboy type. 
 
    Missy’s manner was so confident and competent, it was obvious she was very comfortable being with guys, all without using any “feminine wiles”.  He sensed she truly had zero interest in him in any sexual way.  And, he somehow knew she was completely off limits.  What they were having was a totally professional relationship.  That helped distract and dampen his earlier awareness of how hot she looked.  By the time their session ended, he was feeling very good about having her for team leader. 
 
     When Lawrence got back to his room, his roommate was there and asked him how it had gone.  He had admitted to Bastian earlier how unsure he was about McCrea.  Now, he said, “Actually, that went okay.  Missy gave me some ideas which sounded pretty good; we’ll see.” 
 
     Bastian raised his eyebrows and said, “Missy gave you some ideas …”  He emphasized her first name, surprised at the way Larry was now using that.  Up until now, it had always been her last name, McCrea, whenever he’d referred to her. 
 
    Larry grinned at the realization and said, “Yeah … she insists I call her Missy during these meetings, when it’s just us.  She has this way of making that seem … I don’t know …”  He paused, unable to quite put into words how he felt. 
 
    “Wow!  Looks like someone’s maybe fallen under a spell.” 
 
    “It’s not like that!” protested Larry.  “Maybe I’m just really impressed with how well she relates to plebe life.  She’s been there, knows what it’s like, knows what works and what doesn’t.  When we talk about stuff, it’s like she’s happy to just share all that and isn’t looking for anything in return.  She’s impressive without trying to impress me with anything.  Does that make sense?” 
 
    “Sure!  So, maybe those stories about her being a bitch and super intimidating due to having some ‘friends’ in high places … maybe that’s all just bullshit, huh?”  Bastian used his fingers to make air quote marks for the word friends.  He was only repeating some of the concerns Larry had stated earlier, after finding out who his team leader would be. 
 
    “Oh, I’m guessing she probably does have friends in high places.  Only, it’s not due to her sleeping with them.  And, they aren’t what make her intimidating.  That’s just another way she has about herself.  It goes with that been there and done that aura which she has.  You somehow just know she’s someone you would not want to disappoint.” 
 
    Bastian laughed and said, “Maybe that’s why those firsties in my chess club said what they said.” 
 
    “Oh?  What was that?” 
 
    “I didn’t want to mention this before but, now that you seem okay with her and all.  Well … they said nobody messes with Missy McCrea!”  He grinned and Larry did too. 
 
    ----- 
 
    Nolan Miller knew he was crossing a line but didn’t care.  Or, more accurately, he cared about not getting caught crossing the line but was definitely taking this next step.  Which was why he’d insisted Ayleen Malik avoid him in the office now unless it was absolutely necessary.  And, no more lunches in the cafeteria or dinners at out-of-the-way locations.  No, he was being careful and was counting on her being discreet as well. 
 
    They were meeting at his penthouse condo which had basement parking with limited access and an elevator which only opened on his floor if someone had a key.  While her coming and going would be on the security surveillance videos, those were protected from being seen by the media or outsiders.  Privacy was assured. 
 
    The past five days had been a whirlwind, with him quickly realizing it was not appropriate for him to be seen with her in any social situation.  And, when he’d explained how interested he was in seeing more of her, provided it would be in private, she had agreed with great enthusiasm.  He couldn’t believe how attracted he was to this beautiful girl.  Nor could he believe his feelings were apparently mutual, in spite of their age difference.  But, she had convinced him she was more than willing to continue seeing him, even if that had to be in secret. 
 
    Nolan was waiting with his door open when she stepped off the elevator.  His excitement was all the greater somehow, just knowing this was totally inappropriate.  Dating an intern was taboo.  But, this was her first visit and he couldn’t wait to show her his apartment.  He was also anxious to see just where all this might go. 
 
    Ayleen smiled brightly at seeing him there, waiting for her.  “Hi, Nolan!  Here I am.  Are you happy to see me?” 
 
    “Oh, yes!  Come in, come in.”  He waved her inside.  “I got us some Chinese food for later.  But, let me take your coat and show you around.” 
 
    He gave her a tour of his place and she oohed and aahed at how nice it was.  The views from both his living room and dining room were spectacular, looking out at all the lights of Washington D.C. through large windows which ran the entire length of two walls, perpendicular to each other.  There was a balcony outside which no doubt would be nice when the weather warmed up.  There was an inch of snow out there at the moment, which had accumulated from the night before. 
 
    His home state was Indiana but when he worked in Congress, this was where he lived.  His ex-wife had liked to entertain but he’d had few visitors since she’d left him.  He had attended various parties hosted by others but had not bothered hosting any himself.  Watching Ayleen’s exuberant delight at seeing his place was even more gratifying than he’d anticipated.  Not to mention arousing.  He couldn’t recall when he’d ever been so turned on.  She made him feel like a teenager once again. 
 
    Ayleen accepted a glass of wine and took an appreciative sip.  “Delicious!  This is nice.  You were right about us being able to relax and be ourselves more up here.”  She was pleased with how he’d thought it had all been his idea.  She genuinely liked him.  They definitely had chemistry.  That had made it so much easier, getting him to invite her to his place.  While she intended to keep things platonic for just a bit longer, she knew he was now committed. 
 
    Nolan said, “Let’s eat!  Help yourself and I’ll warm up your plate in the microwave.”  He began opening the various boxes of food for her to choose from.  She had confided how much she enjoyed Chinese and he was certain she’d really enjoy the food he’d picked up from the restaurant around the corner.  He wasn’t much of a cook himself and was already wondering what other take-out places he’d be able to use.  Yeah … he was definitely hoping she’d be returning.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Twelve 
 
    Jan 24, 2020 
 
      
 
    Karen watched as Missy put away her books and changed out of her uniform, getting ready to go work out.  They’d both arrived back at their room at the same time.  She was hoping to do some reading during the next few hours before dinnertime rolled around and was surprised to see Missy once again rushing off.  “I don’t get why you’re going to the gym, Missy.  I mean … look at you.  Your body is unbelievable.  Isn’t all your basketball enough exercise?” 
 
    Her lacrosse practices and games certainly kept her in good enough shape without any need to pump iron the way Missy did.  She needed to study if she wanted to keep her grades up.  It still amazed her how Missy could do so well in all her subjects with so little time studying.  But, she knew Missy was truly earning all her good grades.  And, she knew Missy wasn’t sleeping with anyone at the academy to do that.  She’d started arguing with Danielle now whenever her friend tried spouting off. 
 
    Missy said, “I know I’m an addict but, trust me, it’s necessary.  I told you how I was blessed with enhanced senses and abilities, right?  Healing … accelerated learning … all my athletic activities.  My body needs extreme physical activity for all that.  It’s how I stay balanced.”  She figured she could further earn Karen’s trust by opening up about herself a bit more.  While her other roommates had simply accepted her, Karen was always analyzing, judging, trying to figure her out, and she was not there yet. 
 
    “Well, okay.  I guess the healing is obviously true.  You’ve got those scars …”  Karen seemed puzzled and stared at Missy.  “I can’t say I really understand what you mean, though.  What exactly are enhanced senses?  I don’t get that part.” 
 
    Missy paused for a moment and then smiled.  She was sensing Danielle had just entered the barracks and knew she had to be on her way up to visit Karen.  Maybe this might be convincing.  She said, “Your friend Danielle?  She’s going to be knocking on our door …”  She stopped to point at the clock on Karen’s desk and then continued, “in about sixty seconds.” 
 
    Karen looked at her clock and then back at Missy with raised eyebrows.  She was about to say something, but the way Missy kept pointing at the clock made her turn around again and watch the second hand as it slowly ticked around.  Just when a minute was reached, there was a knock on the door.  Missy went over and opened it, announcing, “Ta, da!”  Sure enough, there was Danielle. 
 
    Danielle stared at Missy and was both surprised and shocked.  She was surprised since Missy was hardly ever there in the afternoon and Danielle had often popped in on Karen, always finding her alone.  She was shocked since Missy was mostly undressed, wearing only panties and a sports bra.  Wow!  What Karen had told her was true.  She’d never seen any girl with such defined, striated musculature and washboard abs.  No wonder Missy had such a great reputation as an athlete. 
 
    Missy said, “Hey, Danielle, come on in.  Don’t mind me, I’ll be leaving in a minute.”  She turned to look back at Karen and grinned. 
 
    “How did you do that?” exclaimed Karen.  She was even more surprised and shocked than her friend Danielle, who still hadn’t said a word. 
 
    Danielle managed to recover and asked, “Do what?”  She looked back and forth between the other two girls. 
 
    Missy said, “Karen and I were talking about balance, that’s all.”  She giggled and added. “Remember, Karen.  What I’ve shared is just between us roommates, right?”  She went over and grabbed her clothing, quickly got dressed, put on her coat and said, “Bye, now!  I’m off to the gym.”  Then she exited and was gone. 
 
    Karen was too dumbfounded to say a word.  Danielle, however, now wanted some answers.  She said, “What was that all about?” 
 
    “That was Missy McCrea, the one you keep warning me to watch out for.  But, you’re wrong, Danielle.  She’s actually okay.  Really, okay.  Okay?”  Karen laughed at her own words. 
 
    Danielle was not satisfied and demanded, “What’s going on?  You cannot be listening to her.  She can’t be trusted, Karen!” 
 
    Karen stared at her friend and asked, “Why not?  Tell me again why exactly you dislike her so much.  What’s she ever done to you?” 
 
    Danielle sighed and said, “Remember how I said she got some guys kicked out last year?”  When Karen nodded, she continued.  “One of them was my boyfriend.  He told me she was doing some really kinky stuff for the Caesar Club and then she ratted them all out.  He was forced to resign, just because he was a member.” 
 
    “Wait.  What I heard was that was a secret sex club.  Supposedly they were taking advantage of plebe girls and …”  Karen stopped.  “You were a plebe last year, Danielle.  Are you saying you had an upperclass cadet for a boyfriend?” 
 
    Danielle clearly looked uncomfortable; although Karen was a close friend she’d never confided to her about this.  She said, “Hey, lots of us had boyfriends but we had to keep quiet because of those stupid rules.”  It was forbidden by the academy for upperclassmen to date plebes. 
 
    Karen was seeing her friend in a whole new light.  “You never told me about any boyfriend.  What’s the story?  Does he still want you to be his girlfriend?” 
 
    Danielle sighed and said, “We broke up when he left.  But, I know we’d still be together if he’d stayed.  He really liked me.” 
 
    Karen was getting a bad feeling.  She asked, “What exactly was your relationship with this guy?  Were you two having sex?” 
 
    “No, things hadn’t gone that far.  Exactly.”  Danielle shrugged and said, “I mean, we did some stuff but nothing that counts as having sex, really.  I only jerked him off a few times.  Hand jobs and blow jobs don’t count.” 
 
    “Tell me you didn’t give him a blow job,” groaned Karen. 
 
    “Only once.  He made me cum a few times, with his fingers.  That’s why I know he really liked me and that we would have ended up together.  He … hey?  Don’t judge!  Just because you’ve never had an orgasm doesn’t mean other folks can’t enjoy getting off.”  Danielle was now lashing out on the defensive, noting how horrified her friend was acting.  This was exactly why she’d not talked about things like this with Karen. 
 
    “I’m sorry.  And, I don’t mean to judge you, Danielle.  But … don’t you see?  Maybe he was taking advantage of you.  That’s why all those guys were forced to resign.  They were getting plebes to do things like that and then forcing them to do a lot more, or else.  Just because you didn’t realize it was sexual harassment …” 
 
    “No, no!  It wasn’t that way.  He really liked me,” protested Danielle.  “If only …” 
 
    Karen interrupted, “If only Missy hadn’t interfered, things might have gotten a lot worse.  You might have ended up being the one leaving the academy when you maybe got pregnant.  That’s happened to a lot of girls, you know.  And, their boyfriends?  They just went right on with their lives, graduating from here without ever giving those girls a second thought.” 
 
    ----- 
 
    Patrick looked at Lila over on the passenger side of the car and asked, “Where do you want to go now?”  He was driving his sister’s Toyota which still had low mileage in spite of being seven years old.  Missy had agreed he could have it now since she really never used it any more.  They had just finished watching a movie and were waiting for the traffic in the parking lot to thin out. 
 
    “Well, where did you and Sandy go after you took her to the movies?”  Lila knew she was being a bitch but couldn’t help it.  It had seemed like a good idea to encourage him to date two girls at the same time, as long as the other girl was more than three hours away.  Now that he’d gone and spent three days visiting that other girl, she wasn’t so sure she liked this deal. 
 
    Patrick smiled to himself.  John had been right.  Lila wasn’t happy about him seeing Sandy.  Of course, by the end of his visit with Sandy, she’d admitted she wasn’t happy about him seeing Lila either.  He was walking a very thin line.  “We mostly just visited different stores at the mall.  And, we stopped to eat at a couple places.  But, I don’t want to talk about being with Sandy.  I want to talk about being with you.  Where would you like to go, Lila?” 
 
    Lila was pleased he wanted to focus on her.  And, she definitely was excited about being out with Patrick.  They’d only managed a few real dates so far and she wanted that to continue.  She was able to see him in school most days but that was very different.  This was a date and she wanted to keep him interested so there would be lots more dates.  She said, “I’m okay with just going somewhere for a hot chocolate and maybe some ice cream.  As long as it’s warm and cozy, we can just sit there and talk about stuff.” 
 
    He knew she meant they could talk about her being a witch.  She had admitted she couldn’t do that with anyone else and the fact he was okay about it?  Well, he knew that meant a lot to her.  “Okay, we can do that at Treadwell’s in Peabody.  I know they’re open year-round and we can get there in twenty minutes.”  He started the car and pulled out of the lot when there was a break in the traffic. 
 
    Traffic was light, in spite of it being a Friday night and having snow on the side of the roads.  They actually managed to get seated, with ice cream and drinks, in just over twenty minutes.  They had a nice booth with enough privacy so their conversation wouldn’t be overheard by anyone nearby. 
 
    Patrick stared into her pretty blue eyes and said, “Okay, we’re here and we can talk.  Tell me when you learned you were a witch.  My sister Missy didn’t learn she was a witch until just over a year ago.” 
 
    Lila laughed and said, “Your sister Missy is a lot more than a witch, Patrick.  I’d rather talk about Tracy.  Have you seen what she can do?”  She’d seen a demonstration which Tracy had put on, back two months earlier, and had never imagined anyone could control lightning like that. 
 
    Patrick had learned a lot from John about dating girls and knew he wanted Lila talking about Lila, not anyone else.  “Soooo … you were saying, when you found out you were a witch?  What was that like?”  He laughed and was relieved when she did as well. 
 
    Lila knew he was teasing her and she liked it.  “Well, first you have to understand I grew up always knowing my mom was a witch.  She explained that to me so long ago I can’t even remember it.  I just always knew.  When I couldn’t do anything, I was sort of disappointed.  I mean … I thought it would be kinda cool if I could do stuff.  And, then?  When I learned I actually could make some light appear?  It was by accident but I realized right away what it meant.  Mom helped me and I was able to make fire appear almost right away, after that.  This was about two years ago.” 
 
    “Is your mom your mentor, then?” 
 
    “Actually, no.  She helps me lots but Margaret Adamson in our coven is my mentor.  She’s a fire witch and also our expert on setting protection wards.” 
 
    Patrick had learned about protection wards and knew how those had helped Tracy and John go rushing off to save Alice from being abducted.  “Do you do any training?  I think I heard Tracy explain her mentor Millie really helped her, back when she was in high school.” 
 
    “Oh, yes!  Twice during the week and then every other weekend.  I never even thought about controlling lightning bolts, though.”  She stared at Patrick.  “You know, it’s really weird, talking to you like this.  Hiram Carpenter is so paranoid about keeping our witchcraft abilities a secret.  I know it’s okay telling you, since your sister Missy is what she is.  It still feels kinda weird, though.”  She realized she really liked telling Patrick things.  It was exciting and sort of felt like I’ll-show-you-mine-if-you-show-me-yours, only she was the only one doing all the showing. 
 
    They continued talking for more than an hour, twice getting refills on their hot chocolates.  It indeed had turned out being warm and cozy.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Thirteen 
 
    Jan 25, 2020 
 
      
 
    “So, even if we identify this Felipe Benedict as Philip Arnold, the French authorities aren’t likely to extradite him?” asked Lisa.  She and Marie had finished their work on Arnold’s computer, determined all his passwords and located where he had stored all the electronic data which he’d stolen.  They also, of course, could now access all his other files, bank accounts, emails, etc. 
 
    They were discussing what should be their next actions with Robert Ulrey, Dale Hewson and several other FBI Psychic Division team members.  The team had started meeting on Saturday mornings like this since that actually had proven to be the most convenient opportunity for everyone to get together.  None of them were on any normal eight-to-five schedule and often were away during the weekdays. 
 
    There weren’t any witches there but Gene and Amanda Tremblay, Lieutenant Colonel Schermerhorn and Edward Collinsworth were amongst those present in the conference room at Hanscom AFB while Les and Marcia Goodding from “P” Branch and Charles Winword from the CIA had called in and were on the phone. 
 
    Hewson said, “It’s problematic for two reasons.  First, his crimes are not against France and unless he’s broken the laws of both the U.S. and the country where he’s hiding, they don’t meet the dual criminality rule.  Second, because the U.S. claims his betrayal was to terrorists, his punishment might be the death penalty; if that’s a possibility, France definitely won’t agree to extradite him.” 
 
    Winword said, “I’ve had our people watching him but he seems to stay pretty much in the area right around the hotel.  He hasn’t been trying to contact anyone, so we don’t think he’s trying to sell any more secrets as yet.  He might be waiting to see if Arvind Pancholi is interested in anything else.  He certainly has enough money stashed away now.” 
 
    “What about any friends?  Acquaintances?  He’s not living the life of a hermit, is he?” asked Collinsworth. 
 
    “Well, he likes to have expensive call girls up to his room two or three nights a week, but they never stay overnight.” 
 
    Marie chuckled and said, “Why not have Missy substitute for one of them, like she did with Pancholi?”  They all knew “P” Branch had arranged having Pancholi’s body discovered back in his own hotel room after he’d gone to visit a prostitute and found Missy there instead. 
 
    Les said, “Hey, we all know that wasn’t an assassination.  Missy said she was attacked and merely defended herself, somehow draining his witch energy.  He ended up killing himself, rather than killing her.” 
 
    “Marie is just kidding, folks!” said Lisa.  She looked at her soulmate and rolled her eyes.  They had actually talked about Missy quite a bit when it was just the two of them. 
 
    Hewson said, “My agency has avoided publicity about all of this so far, since none of the information leaked by Arnold has resulted in any successful attacks by WIJO or anyone else.  As much as we’d like to have Arnold stand trial here in the U.S., we probably would be okay with handling him some other way.  Any suggestions besides what Marie has joked about?” 
 
    Robert Ulrey said, “Once we recover all those files so he doesn’t have anything which can hurt us, let’s just steal all his money.  If he’s penniless and doesn’t have any more data he can sell, that will probably result in him asking for help.  We can make sure whatever help he gets won’t really end well for him, right?”  He knew Lisa and Marie could drain all his funds since that’s what they’d done to all of Pancholi’s accounts. 
 
    Marie said, “Now we’re talking!  Keep it simple.  This is gonna be fun!” 
 
    “Moving on to our next agenda item,” said Lieutenant Colonel Schermerhorn, “there may be a new threat we need to worry about.  Gene, go ahead and explain what you’ve learned.” 
 
    Gene Tremblay said, “Well, there is definitely a lot less message traffic this past month … everyone seems really worried about security since they don’t understand how we learned about those stadium attacks.  But, Shahid Omar Aziz has sent out a few emails this week, which were in Arabic.  He seems to be the one they’ve put in charge of dealing with all the demons which Karimi briefed them about. 
 
    “He was disappointed about Pancholi’s death and the lack of any follow-on information, but he does have the two names to go on:  Oliver Bessom and Missy McCrea.  There aren’t any specific details in his messages but, apparently, he definitely has arranged to have both of them put under some sort of surveillance.  He suspects they’re responsible for getting rid of Pancholi, so his orders are that this be information gathering only, with no attempt to get too close. 
 
    “It looks like he’s hoping to learn more about whatever special abilities they have.  And, he’s aware of the protection detail around Candace Axtell.  He knows Oliver is now living with her whenever he’s in the D.C. area.  He is very clear about there not being any attempt on her, since they’ve already lost face so badly and cannot afford yet another failure.” 
 
    Lieutenant Colonel Schermerhorn said, “Most of their messages lately are all about finding ways they can claim success.  They seem convinced they need to scale back and aim for smaller targets for which the risk of failure is minimal.  They are focusing now on intelligence gathering rather than planning any more attacks.  These orders from Aziz are consistent with that.” 
 
    Amanda Tremblay said, “He claims Missy being at West Point makes surveillance and data gathering equally as difficult, if not more so.  We don’t have enough info yet to know what agents will be carrying out these assignments, due to all their layers of command.  And, we don’t have our Missy virus software on the computers being used to disseminate these instructions.  All the recipients of Aziz’s messages should be added to the list for possible future virus infections, of course.  But, that’s getting to be a very long list and it’s not clear how high a priority this is.  After all, our witches all have these protection wards, right?  They may find out which agents are checking them out a lot more easily from those wards than we can from chasing down all these messages.” 
 
    The team continued to discuss all this but, other than letting Missy and Oliver know, along with increasing the protection around Candace, they weren’t able to come up with any other positive ideas or immediate actions.  Hopefully, continued monitoring of Aziz would provide them with more info as well as a head’s up concerning any WIJO plans going beyond surveillance. 
 
    ----- 
 
    “Hey, Missy!  C’mon in!”  Tracy waved her friend inside her room and closed her door.  “Nell won’t be back now for at least an hour.  What’s up?”  They’d traded text messages to find a time when they could talk freely. 
 
    Missy said, “Robert called.  His team has learned Shahid Omar Aziz is sending some agents over here to see what they can find out about Oliver and me.  Aziz is looking for more info on demons.” 
 
    “Okay.  What about me?” asked Tracy. “I know you said you didn’t hear my name being mentioned.  But, I was with you …”  Missy had briefed Tracy about being there, spying in her spirit form, when Karimi had given his presentation to the top WIJO leaders about demons. 
 
    “The team still thinks you’re not on anyone’s list,” answered Missy.  “Thanks to Marie corrupting all the recent messages which Pancholi sent back to Karimi, Oliver and I are the only demons which have been positively identified so far.  Even though you were with us in Cancun, it doesn’t look like Pancholi knew you were a witch back when he made his earlier reports about our activities.” 
 
    Tracy smiled and said, “And, thanks to your taking care of him, there won’t be any further reports.  I do appreciate that.” 
 
    Missy had decided she needed to share the news about her new abilities with Tracy.  “There are some details concerning my taking care of Arvind which I want to explain.  That’s another reason why I texted and asked when was a good time for us to talk.” 
 
    Tracy laughed and said, “And, here I thought you wanted me to share details concerning Patrick’s visit down here with Sandy last week.”  She wiggled her eyebrows up and down.  She knew Missy probably hadn’t heard much yet unless Sandy had talked to Alice and then Alice had maybe shared some things. 
 
    “That too,” laughed Missy.  “I know John will have blabbed whatever he learned to you.  But, we’ll get to that.  First, I have to tell you what happened with Arvind.  Remember how I said he tried to kill me and how I ended up killing him instead?” 
 
    “Sure!  He didn’t know you could change your physical body into a spirit form and all his energy would then get completely drained without affecting you.” 
 
    “That’s not exactly what happened, Tracy.  When I’m in my spirit form, I can draw energy in from all around.  That’s how I sustain myself, without food or sleep, day after day, if needed.  We’ve discussed all that, many times.  And, it’s why I was able to drain all of his energy.  I’ve gotten really good at doing that.  But, just as when I draw in energy to sustain myself, when I drew in all of his energy?  I was definitely affected.  Since I wasn’t merely maintaining my balance, replacing what energy I was using the way I usually do?  My balance was way off afterwards.” 
 
    Tracy nodded her head while she tried to process everything Missy was telling her.  She said, “But you left right after that and hop, hop, hopped back to Afghanistan, Shifting back and forth all the way.  Didn’t that require lots of energy, letting you get rid of whatever excess energy you might have picked up?  You’ve told me you can maintain your balance now, keeping your body pretty much the same, right?” 
 
    Missy said, “I ended up with lots more energy.  And, while it’s true I managed to get my body back to where I like to keep myself, my essence was changed.  My abilities have increased.  I’m able to now use and control energy in additional ways.” 
 
    “Oh, oh!”  Realization of all the implications suddenly hit Tracy and her eyes widened as she looked more closely at Missy.  “You’re now a water witch as well as everything else you already were before?” 
 
    Missy said, “Yeah.  And, as part of that, I can sense more things as well.” 
 
    “Hmmm … as I recall, Emily told us she can never tell any lies when her brother is around.  You’re no fun anymore, Missy!” groaned Tracy. 
 
    “Actually, maybe I’m now more fun rather than less fun!” exclaimed Missy.  “I’ve been testing myself and … well … let’s just say I’ve taken multitasking to a whole new level.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Fourteen 
 
    Jan 26, 2020 
 
      
 
    Ayleen Malik was actually twenty-four but easily passed for being only twenty.  Genetically blessed with both beauty and a youthful, innocent appearance, it had been easy to assume her role two and a half years earlier as a college freshman.  Her false identity documents were perfect, not only providing her with a birth certificate and driver’s license from a small town in Kansas, but she even had records for attendance at both grammar school and high school back there.  She had easily passed the very thorough background check which the U.S. government required for its interns. 
 
    She had been recruited when she was only fourteen.  Once radicalized by some very extensive WIJO ideology, she had essentially been brainwashed into becoming a Jihadist.  She had trained at various locations in Afghanistan and then in the U.S.  Finally, at college, she had blended in with her classmates and waited for her eventual assignment as an intern in Congress. 
 
    WIJO’s careful planning had not only included the selection of Nolan Miller as her target, based on his personal vulnerability.  They had actually helped get him assigned to his current position as Chairman of the House Oversight Committee by causing the health problems which had led to the retirement of his predecessor. 
 
    Ayleen had manipulated Nolan with just the right amount of apparent interest in him as a person, always showing how impressed she was with all he had accomplished while managing the pretense they were merely friends and he was only her mentor.  She had not yet invited any romantic advances from him, feigning their need to keep their relationship strictly professional.  She had helped him see the need for doing that and meeting in secret at his place, all to protect his career.  She had really impressed him by treating everything about his position in the House as sacrosanct. 
 
    Her visits so far had all gone well and, after spending hours and hours with him the day before, earning his trust and then chastely saying good night when she’d left, she knew he was ready.  He had definitely “fallen in lust” with her and she was now ready to let down her “defenses” and succumb to his seduction.  Today was the day when she would find herself unable to resist and give in to feelings she would supposedly have been fighting.  Yes, as the elevator brought her up to his floor, she was ready. 
 
     Nolan again greeted her when she stepped off the elevator and then welcomed her into his apartment.  “Ayleen, you look so pretty today,” he said after helping her remove her coat which he hung up in his closet.  “I really appreciate you coming back again.”  He had been thrilled when she’d agreed to return.  He was finding he just couldn’t get enough of her presence.  She was so easy to talk to and had such interesting ways about her.  Yeah, he was truly smitten. 
 
    “I am happy to be here, Nolan!” she said.  “You know how much I am hoping my internship will add to my political science education.”  From their earlier conversations, he knew that was her college major and how she aspired to work in public service someday.  “I can’t thank you enough for all the wonderful assistance you’ve been giving me.  The more I know, the more competent I can be during my assignment here and the more I will benefit from all this.”  She had focused during all their previous meetings on getting him to explain all the inner workings on Capitol Hill. 
 
    Nolan had been especially impressed with her willingness around the office to do all the boring stuff, no matter how menial; she was clearly ready and capable for handling more interesting things.  Her questions during their previous discussions had shown she was very dedicated.  He felt they had a definite connection and was glad she had chosen him to be her mentor. 
 
    “Before we get started on anything else, can we decide on what I can have delivered for our dinner later on?”  He smiled at her and waited to see what she would like.  They had enjoyed discussing what the various options for meals might be just yesterday. 
 
    Ayleen said, “How about that shrimp and scallop kabob dinner you were telling me about?  Served on rice?  We haven’t tried that yet and I do love all kinds of seafood.” 
 
    “Perfect!” said Nolan.  “Let me call that in and have them deliver it at six.”  He went over and picked up the telephone while she made herself comfortable on a chair facing one of the window walls.  The view was indeed amazing.  After he ordered their food, he came and sat in the chair facing hers.  “So, where did we end up last night?” 
 
    Ayleen smiled brightly and said, “You were giving me some examples of recent investigations by your committee.  It’s amazing how those have saved the taxpayers millions of dollars.  What I find most fascinating is that hardly anyone even knows about all this.  I mean, I studied about some abuses in school but there’s nothing which even compares to these cases you’ve been explaining!” 
 
    Nolan chuckled and said, “While the history books do provide some classic examples, they always show things as black and white.  In today’s times, that’s not easy to see.  Things are much more complicated and there are so many shades of gray.”  He continued with another story to illustrate just how complex the issues could be and how difficult it was to sort through all sides. 
 
    They continued reviewing the various accomplishments which his committee could take credit for and then, seeing how eager Ayleen was to understand the specific details, Nolan began sharing some of the current cases which were on-going.  All in strict confidence, of course.  But, he believed she was cleared and thus it was okay to discuss them, since it allowed him to elaborate on the methods being used.  It also allowed him to show her how his leadership was making a significant contribution.  He found it quite exciting to see her expressions of admiration as he disclosed each example.  Yes, he very much enjoyed the way she was looking at him, with adoration in her eyes. 
 
    When the delivery man arrived with the food he had ordered, Nolan was surprised at how quickly the time had flown.  They moved over to sit at the dining room table, this time in seats side-by-side; now they both had a view through his windows of the city below.  He poured some wine and they began to eat. 
 
    Ayleen knew he enjoyed his wine and was glad to see when he refilled his glass.  Their conversation during the meal was pleasant and relaxed.  She gradually got him talking about his personal life, asking him questions and showing great interest in everything he shared.  Then she asked him whether he missed his wife. 
 
    “I miss the good years we had but, unfortunately, those didn’t last.  We drifted apart as my political career demanded more and more of my time.”  Nolan sighed.  “She liked climbing the social ladder, of course, but when she realized she could enjoy partying and all her other activities just as much without me, thanks to the substantial divorce settlement …?”  He shrugged sadly. 
 
    “But, that’s so sad, Nolan!” exclaimed Ayleen, putting a hand on his forearm.  “You deserve so much more!” 
 
    Nolan felt a zing of excitement at her touch.  She left her hand on his arm and he felt himself stir, with his sudden erection growing hard.  It had been so long since he’d experienced anything like this and everything about this girl was turning him on.  “I can’t say I really blame her for leaving me.  I was busy and …” 
 
    “I hope you don’t think I’m being forward in asking this.  What was your sex life like?  If you were satisfying her in bed, I don’t see why working long hours at your job would have mattered.”  She inched closer to him and, releasing his arm, she moved her hand to place it inside his and gave him just a slight squeeze.  She could see by his reaction he was definitely affected. 
 
    “She was never all that interested in having sex.  Whenever we did, it was always just her doing her duty, letting me do what a man needs to do.  I don’t think she enjoyed it very much.” 
 
    “Oh, no!  That’s so sad!  And, that was definitely her fault, not yours.”  Ayleen now gazed into his eyes and the desire in the way she was looking at him was very obvious.  There suddenly was a great deal of sexual tension between them.  “You are such an attractive man … I just know you would be a wonderful partner in bed.”  Her grip on his hand tightened and her voice lowered to a husky whisper, with her words now filled with emotion. 
 
    Nolan’s erection was now throbbing painfully as he stared back at Ayleen.  Could this incredible creature actually have some feelings towards him?  He was at a loss for what to say next but was holding her hand.  He squeezed it and then let go.  “You’re very kind to say that, Ayleen.  But … I don’t think you …”  He stared at the way she was sitting there, staring at him with her eyes glistening, her lips parted slightly, her entire being radiating interest and desire.  Or, was he just thinking that because of how strongly his feelings were overwhelming him?  “I mean, you …”  He stopped when she stood up and pulled him up to stand next to her. 
 
    “I’ve been struggling to not let my feelings get in the way of our friendship, Nolan.  It’s really important that we can be friends, that you can be my mentor.”  Ayleen sighed and moved forward so her body was touching his, tilting her head back to look up into his eyes.  “And, I would never want to compromise you in any way.  But … when it’s just the two of us?  Here, alone like this, with no one else?”  She pressed herself against him and dropping his hand, she slowly brought both her arms up. 
 
    Nolan was unable to stop himself and his arms wrapped around her body, crushing her in a tight embrace.  He wasn’t sure what to do but when he felt her pelvis grinding against his erection, he lowered his lips to hers and began kissing her.  It was as though an explosion had occurred and the passion he felt in the way she returned his kiss was more than he could stand.  The only sounds he could make were unintelligible as his tongue probed inside her mouth and he felt her tongue demanding entrance into his.  When she moaned, he realized he was going to have sex with her.  His fantasies were about to be fulfilled and he couldn’t believe how lucky he was. 
 
    ----- 
 
    Several hours later, after they indeed had had sex multiple times and Nolan had finally fallen into a deep sleep, Ayleen quietly got dressed, gathered all her things and left his apartment.  Once she was in her car, driving away, she called Abu Habib.  “Everything is going exactly as planned.  I fucked his brains out tonight and I know he’ll want me to come back and do that again and again.” 
 
    “Excellent!” said Habib.  “Can you get him to reveal any secrets?” 
 
    “I’m quite sure I can and I know he will,” answered Ayleen.  “He has already been talking about on-going investigations, trying to impress me.  After tonight?  I don’t think he will hold back much of anything.  It will be easy for me.  I’ll get him to tell us everything we want to know.” 
 
    They had decided not to place any electronic devices in his apartment, since those might be detected and were not worth the risk.  However, she would be bringing some special equipment with her during all future visits so whatever Nolan might tell her would get recorded.  They considered it low risk he would find that equipment, which would come and go with her. 
 
    Habib said, “Our leaders will be pleased.  We have many questions concerning the ways these Infidels have managed to interfere with our attacks.  We know their top officials must be aware of how they have accomplished this.  I look forward to learning all about these things, thanks to you!”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Fifteen 
 
    Jan 29, 2020 
 
      
 
    Missy got her period and was quite pleased; her human body was still normal, still maintaining her twenty-eight-day female cycle, in spite of all she’d been through these past few months.  And, it indeed had been several months since she’d last actually had her period, due to having Shifted so many times, interrupting her menstrual cycle and forcing her human body to start over after each of those Shifts.  It also was the first time she’d had her period since she’d learned to pause in between Shifts, staying in her spirit form for greater and greater time periods, followed by Shifting back and forth to a spirit without actually Changing to her cat form. 
 
    Cumulatively, she had now spent many hours existing as merely a spirit, an energy entity or essence or whatever her spirit form really was.  She had learned to draw energy from her surroundings in order to replenish the tremendous amounts of energy which she used during those hours.  And then?  She had drained Pancholi of all his energy and had somehow absorbed his powers and abilities in with her own. 
 
    So, she had purposely allowed her female form to go full cycle this time and, when she experienced her period once again?  She was pleased.  It was nice to know she had everything still working properly and those Fabulous Fates were still okay with how she’d been using all the gifts which she believed they’d given her.  Being a supernatural witch-werecat-woman was wonderful and she felt very blessed. 
 
    She shared all her feelings about this with Mike, of course, and from the emotional responses she could sense as his reaction to each of her mental messages, she knew he was happy for her.  However, she was also sensing some definite TMI attitude in his manner, typical of how he always reacted whenever she got specific about her female body concerns.  He much preferred taking it all for granted, having long ago accepted her completely along with all of her supernatural ways.  She knew his love was forever and she felt exactly the same towards him. 
 
    She did have a productive session with Lawrence Mallett in the afternoon and was glad to see he now seemed to trust her.  He was much more open to her suggestions and she found it easy to talk to him this time.  Progress.  Yeah! 
 
    She had encouraged him to look for ways he could help his fellow plebes.  He was a star rugby player after all ... he could influence others and he should focus on doing that in positive ways.  His life at the academy would benefit in ways he’d never considered.  She wanted him to not only list his complaints at their next session but to also talk about instances where he’d reached out and tried to assist others.  Help someone with their assigned chores?  Yep!  Definitely. 
 
    She was well aware of the irony concerning his doing that since he’d been forced by his prior team leader Cadet Hofstetter to perform extra chores.  That was something she’d taken the time to find out about, without him knowing it.  She was watching Cadet Hofstetter and planning to confront him sometime soon. 
 
    When she sat down next to Tracy for Khan’s Klass, she couldn’t resist whispering into her ear, “Got my period today!  Seems my cycle is staying right on schedule!”  Tracy was the only one, other than Mike, who knew just what that meant. 
 
    Tracy giggled and said, “Perfect plumbing provides proper pleasure!” 
 
    Missy shook her head and feigned exasperation.  As always, her brother’s zany influence on her best friend was very obvious.  Of course, that did give her warm feelings of joy, knowing the two of them were soulmates and as deeply in love with each other as she and Mike were. 
 
    Once the class ended, most of them stayed behind to chat and Missy stayed with them.  Since they’d just finished more than an hour talking all in Pashto, they switched back to English.  The key topic, of course, was the Yearling Winter Weekend which was now only ten days away. 
 
    “Hey, Missy?” asked Sally, pulling her aside.  “Can you ask Mike or John to talk to Troy?  He would love their advice but is too embarrassed to call them.  He hasn’t figured out whether to rent a tux or merely wear a dark suit.  And, should he wear a bow tie or a regular tie?  He’s never been to any military event.  What should he wear?” 
 
    Missy laughed and said, “Okay!”  She then sent Mike a mental message, repeating Sally’s exact words.  When she sensed him acknowledging her with an affirmative response, she looked at Sally.  “Done!  And, he’ll tell John.” 
 
    Sally stared at her and said, “Really?  Just like that?  I keep forgetting how you two have this whole telepathy thingy going on.  Geez!” 
 
    West Point designates one weekend event each year for cadets to celebrate as a class and, for the second-year cadets, that event was the Yearling Winter Weekend.  There would be guest speakers along with a receiving line, a banquet and a formal dance.  This was a military ball and cadets only brought their dates; they would be wearing their full dress gray uniforms while their dates would wear formal attire. 
 
    Since the activities wouldn’t start until Saturday evening, they would all be out on pass for the rest of the weekend.  Naturally, they were all planning to spend their time in and around New York City.  While they needed to sign in by 1800 hours, they could sign back out that night once the activities were over.  Missy and her KK@KK friends all had reservations at the same hotel in nearby Tarrytown, right on the Hudson River. 
 
    When Tracy joined Missy and Sally, she asked, “What’re you two talking about?  You know how much I love a conspiracy!” 
 
    Sally giggled and said, “I got Missy to ask her guy to ask your guy to talk to my guy.”  Then she walked off.  She enjoyed being able to yank Tracy’s chain, for once, rather than it being the other way around. 
 
    When Missy explained what Sally had wanted, Tracy smiled.  “Poor Troy!  I’m guessing Mike will be wearing a tux and John’s probably just gonna wear a suit.  Such a dilemma!”  They both laughed. 
 
    Tracy then said, “Hey, I’ve been wondering what to do about Nell.  She doesn’t have any boyfriend and …” 
 
    Before she could finish her sentence, Missy said, “Neither does my roommate.  Such a dilemma!”  Again, they both laughed.  Missy said, “I was thinking of maybe blackmailing a couple of firsties we know.” 
 
    “You aren’t suggesting Ron and Marty, are you?  Ohhhh, I like that!  Let me have Ron for Nell and you can have Martin go with Karen.  I don’t see how the guys can refuse if it’s you asking and it’ll be a big status boost for our respective roomies to be paired with upperclassmen.”  Tracy did indeed love a conspiracy. 
 
    ----- 
 
    Abu Habib had noticed he now was under surveillance.  Ever since his recent return from Afghanistan, there had been telltale signs which he’d been able to detect.  He’d not been surprised and the fact he’d been expecting this had indeed helped him in spotting two of the men now tracking his movements.  He suspected there were more, as these two were not watching him twenty-four-seven.  They were good, he’d give them that. 
 
    But, he’d long ago prepared for this and could leave both his home and his office without being seen, thanks to the hidden exits and entryways which he’d arranged for back when he’d first set up residence just outside Washington D.C.  He had been tasked with leading all of WIJO’s various teams and cells which had been established throughout the U.S. and he had been provided with adequate funding.  Thus, he had also arranged for three different safe houses which were all within a half hour of the nation’s capital. 
 
    “Greetings, Abu Habib,” said Adeel Khaqad with a slight bow.  “Everyone is here, waiting for you.”  Adeel, originally from Pakistan, had been his assistant for many years, both in the U.S. and back in Afghanistan, but still insisted on always addressing him by his full name. 
 
    “You are certain none of them were followed?”  Habib was meeting with some new agents at one of the safe houses and had made sure he’d arrived there himself without being followed.  Khaqad lived at a different safe house and, among other things, was his security expert.  They were using this particular safe house for the new agents. 
 
    “I made sure of that, yes, Abu Habib,” said Khaqad.  He had been extra thorough since these men had all recently entered the U.S. and then found their way to designated locations nearby where he had picked them up.  There had been no electronic tracking devices and no surveillance.  These men had all been well trained. 
 
    These new agents were assigned to watch the suspected demons, Oliver Bessom and Missy McCrea.  Habib had brought along detailed files on each of their targets.  Most of the data had been provided by Karimi but he had managed to update all that with more recent information.  He wasn’t sure he believed they were actually demons but the more he looked into them, the more unlikely it seemed they could merely be normal humans.  In particular, for that girl at West Point?  All the circumstantial evidence combined with the various videos were quite convincing. 
 
    Aziz had left it for him to brief these men on their assignments. 
 
    An hour later, after he had finished sharing everything about Bessom and McCrea, shown all the videos and cautioned them about not getting too close, there were many questions.  While these men were indeed highly trained agents, they had not received anything to prepare them for dealing with demons.  Many were quite skeptical, in spite of everything Habib had presented. 
 
    “Tell us again why we cannot simply kill whatever bodyguards are protecting Oliver Bessom and Candace Axtell?  Then we can either capture or kill them as well,” said one of the agents. 
 
    “First, because your orders very clearly forbid any attempt at doing that,” explained Habib.  “The Axtell girl has proven to be a great embarrassment for us and our leaders will not risk any further failures concerning her.  Second, it is because we don’t understand what special abilities these demons might possess and which they have somehow used in protecting her, that you are being given these assignments.  Watch and gather information.  We want you to learn what those abilities might be.  There may be other demons we don’t yet know about.  We want to neutralize these demons but to do so, we need to understand what they are and how that can be accomplished.” 
 
    Another voice asked, “How are we supposed to do that when this Cadet McCrea is at West Point?  The security there is too tight and none of us can get in there, even as temporary employees.”  That had already been discussed and rejected during the briefing. 
 
    “You have the schedule which I have provided which lists when she will be away from the academy, either travelling to participate at some sporting event or else likely to be out on leave or a pass.  For example, I included the hotel information where she will be staying a week from this Saturday.  I expect you to obtain such information in the future and to take advantage of it to gather even more data about her.  You must learn when she will next be going on future special assignments for the U.S. government.  Find out everything there is to know about this girl.”   
 
    “But we are not to simply kill her?” 
 
    “No!  Until you can learn what demon powers and abilities she might have, we cannot determine how we want to deal with her or others like her.  And, we definitely do not want to take any further risks,” answered Habib. 
 
    “And, as you pointed out in your briefing,” said yet another voice.  “When that spy who was working for Karimi got too close to this girl?  He ended up dead.  That’s one of the mysteries we’re being asked to investigate.” 
 
    Habib nodded and said, “Exactly.” 
 
    The meeting ended a little while after that and everyone went their separate way.  Forewarned was forearmed and the WIJO agents had now gotten the appropriate warning for these demons.  More important, they needed to understand how to arm themselves against these demons.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Sixteen 
 
    Feb 1, 2020 
 
      
 
    When Missy hopped out of bed that morning, she was brimming with supernatural energy and barely able to contain herself.  She realized this was yet another time during which her energy would rise and peak, much greater than during its normal ebb and flow at other times, for this day was the Celtic holiday called Imbolc, also known as Brigid’s Day.  In early Irish literature, Brigid was the goddess of fertility, but this was later Christianized as a festival of Saint Brigid.  This day was halfway between the winter solstice and the spring equinox. 
 
    Now that she had tuned in to so much of what she was, aware of how her energy allowed her to exist in different forms, she was very sensitive to these nuances and variations.  And, yeah, she was feeling extremely horny as well, which the delicious orgasm she’d experienced in her sleep had not abated in the slightest.  She knew from sensing Mike’s emotions that he’d just awakened after his own wet dream.  Not helping!  All her sensitive girl parts were driving her crazy and she rushed down to the communal shower to see if standing under some cold water would provide any relief. 
 
    Twenty minutes later, with only a partial benefit since her nipples were now hard little buds, aching and begging for attention, she returned to her room.  Karen was just getting up and, fortunately, did not notice how antsy Missy was.  She merely ignored Missy.  Karen had finally managed to relax enough when Missy was around that she could tune out most of the strange things about her roommate.  Things like the way Missy’s eyes would sometimes almost glow, filled with golden speckles.  Had she looked into Missy’s eyes right then, she would have been shocked, as their color was almost pulsing between green and yellow. 
 
    Missy knew she’d forced herself to not Change for an entire month and was probably now paying the price for that.  Her abilities had not stopped growing and no matter how hard she worked out, either at the gym or competing in sports activities, her entity was now absorbing energy at a far greater rate than her human body was able to use it up.  Her nights had become more and more sleepless.  When she finally would drift off into dreamland, her subconscious would seek ways to exhaust itself and her libido was at an all-time high, overactive and driven by all this pent-up energy. 
 
    She needed to find more ways to rid herself of all she’d accumulated.  Since she no longer had Tracy as her roommate, Shifting wasn’t something she could allow herself to do, at the moment, so she needed to find some other method.  Being a member of third Regiment, she was housed in Eisenhower barracks; the window in her room looked out on the Plain with the Hudson River some distance beyond that.  She went over and stared outside, studying all that water and noting there was ice out there.  She decided maybe that might give her something she could do.  She focused on melting all the ice along the river bank, trusting that wouldn’t cause any significant problems and would not get noticed. 
 
    After ten minutes, she began feeling much better.  Then she realized Karen was on the phone, talking to someone. 
 
    “I don’t know what’s wrong … she’s like in a trance, Tracy.  She’s just staring out the window and seems to have lost all awareness for what’s happening all around her.  I’ve seen her get weird before but never anything like this.”  Karen paused to listen to whatever Tracy was asking and then continued.  “No, she came back from somewhere … I think she took a shower ‘cuz her hair is still damp.  Then … she went over and began playing statue.” 
 
    Missy sighed.  She should have texted Tracy, giving her a head’s up.  Tracy had obviously noticed the tremendous amount of energy which had suddenly been pouring out.  Damn!  Every witch in the New York-Connecticut area around West Point had probably noticed.  Oh, well!  Other than Tracy, the others would hopefully just assume some sort of meteorological anomaly.  She turned and looked over at Karen. 
 
    “Oh, wait!  I think she’s okay now.  Let me put her on.”  Karen handed her the phone. 
 
    “Hi, Tracy!  How’s tricks?”  Missy knew her friend hated anything which might suggest Tricky Tracy and would react to that right away. 
 
    “Don’t you dare try to distract me by sayin’ any of that tricky crap, Missy McCrea!  Now, tell me what the hell is going on over there.  I was thinking the nuclear power plant at Indian Point was melting down but then remembered that was at least fifteen miles away and what I was experiencing was lots closer.” 
 
    Missy laughed as she listened to Tracy and alternately began raising and lowering one eyebrow at a time in order to convince Karen things were okay.  “I was lost in thought, trying to figure out how to tell Karen about her date for next week.  Did you tell Nell what we arranged yet?” 
 
    Tracy realized Missy was obviously okay and would hopefully be explaining things when it was just the two of them.  They were planning to meet at Cullum Hall later that day.  “Yeah, I told Nell last night.  At first, all she could talk about was somehow arranging for you and I to face a firing squad.  When I assured her how Ron has been afraid to invite any female cadets to anything, after what you and Sally stirred up last year, and how he actually would be thrilled to be her date, she finally calmed down.  I’m pretty sure she’ll accept when he approaches her about it this afternoon.” 
 
    When Missy disconnected the call with Tracy and handed the phone back to Karen, she knew she needed to do some explaining.  But, she now had her energy balanced and was ready to do that.  Even so, she let some yellow specks back into her eyes. 
 
    Karen knew something was going on and demanded, “Well?  Did you figure out how to tell me?  And, stop with the sparkly eyes thing, Missy!  I know you can control that.  What did you mean about my having a date next week?” 
 
    Missy said, “Remember how you were going to just attend the ball without bringing anyone?  Well, Martin King wants you to ask him to be your date.  He’ll be looking for you and suggesting that later today, in fact.  Soooo … I was thinking about how to tell you and … well ...  sorry if I seemed to be a bit lost in thought for a while.” 
 
    “You were completely gone for more than ten minutes, Missy.  I don’t think you were thinking about me or Cadet King at all.  But, that’s a topic for another discussion later.  First, why would Cadet King be asking me if he could be my date next week?  What have you and your friend Tracy arranged, exactly?” 
 
    “Remember how you were going to study all weekend instead of going out on pass?  Well, now you’re going to be busy both days.  Marty has promised us he intends to make you forget all about studying.  He knows how us Yucks need to get away, now and again, and when we were telling him about your plans?  He asked if we thought you might consider accepting his offer.”  Missy stopped to see how Karen would react to that.   
 
    Karen began blushing furiously and said, “You can’t be serious!  Why would you … why would he …?  No, this isn’t happening!”  Obviously, she was at a loss. 
 
    “You do realize it’s fully acceptable for firsties to date yearlings, right?  Once you are no longer a plebe, it’s not harassment for upperclassmen to invite you to things.  We assured him about how you get that it’s okay.  Sooooo … it is okay, isn’t it?” 
 
    Somehow, the realization that Missy and Tracy had conspired to get her a date had moved to the back burner as Karen tried to process how she would feel about going out with Martin King.  “You’re saying he wants to spend both days with me?  This is more than just going to the dance, isn’t it?” 
 
    “Actually, it started out with him maybe asking you about the dance.  But, the more we talked about that, the more he wanted to know if you might be willing to spend more time than just that.  With him.  So, yeah.”  Missy inwardly enjoyed thinking about how fun it had been.  When she and Tracy had confronted the two guys, their initial reactions had not been all that positive.  But, the more they’d all talked about it, the more both Ron and Marty had warmed up to the idea.  When Tracy turned on the charm with that Texas drawl of hers, it was amazing how convincing she could be. 
 
    “You do know I could get my own date if I wanted one, don’t you?” said Karen. 
 
    Missy said, “You do recall my saying I’ll always know when you’re telling me the truth?”  Giggling, she said, “While I do actually believe you could get your own date, I know you were not going to do that.  And?  I know you would never think to approach a firstie.” 
 
    “Well …” 
 
    “Look, Marty will treat you right and you’ll have a nice time.  After this weekend?  If you’re not interested in any further dates with him, no problem.  But, instead of sending the message you are not interested in dating, by attending the dance alone, you’ll be sending out signals you are interested.  In dating.  There will be plenty of guys here checking you out, waiting to see what you decide about Marty.  If they think there’s any hope for them?  You’ll be getting asked.” 
 
    Karen realized what Missy was saying was probably true.  She also was secretly pleased Missy cared enough about her to get involved in this, use her influence to arrange a date and push her to accept it.  She sighed.  “When did you become such an expert in relationships, Missy?” 
 
    Missy chuckled.  “I’m not!  But, I did manage to learn quite a bit about guys, back when I was ignoring all their advances and kicking their asses instead.  You know about my mixed martial arts experience, right?” 
 
    “I saw on the internet where you won a first place trophy at some Expo in New York,” acknowledged Karen.  “But, that was against a girl.” 
 
    “Did you read how I was the only female in that club which I was representing?  I avoided relationships until my Mike came along.  I mostly ignored him for several months but, thank the Fates, I finally allowed myself to live a little.  That’s what I want you to do.  Live a little.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Seventeen 
 
    Feb 1, 2020 
 
      
 
    It again being Saturday, the FBI Psychic Division team members had gathered around the conference table and were on the phone with “P” Branch and the CIA. 
 
    Dale Hewson was finding this group to be all about gaining Intel with little regard to any politics, something very different from other government agencies, including his own at Homeland Security.  He was also impressed with all the assistance which Robert Ulrey’s finder witches were providing to local police departments.  His “psychics” were indeed finding missing persons and the reputation of his division for success was spreading, with a corresponding increase in demand for assistance.  Robert’s ex-wife/fiancé Connie along with Millicent Pratt were leading most of those efforts.  Oliver Bessom had also been helping but due to the recent threat, he was now staying in D.C. with his fiancé Candy and coordinating things from there. 
 
    Dale and Lieutenant Colonel Schermerhorn were focused mainly on processing all the Intel which WIJO computers were now providing, thanks to the Missy Virus software installed on them and the extraction of their data by Lisa and Marie.  There were several translators assisting with this, of course, including Gene and Amanda Tremblay. 
 
    Ed Collinsworth was Robert’s right hand man and a valuable, much needed assistant in a division whose scope had increased so much and which now included so many team members from so many different agencies. 
 
    Dale had been explaining how they knew the WIJO agents, sent to spy on Missy and Oliver, were now in the U.S. and working under direction from Abu Habib.  However, they had not yet located any of them and only knew all this because of the message traffic on Karimi’s and Aziz’s computers. 
 
    Dale said, “Our surveillance team watching Habib is pretty sure he’s been slipping out occasionally, somehow evading them.  They haven’t yet found how he’s doing that but it’s probably when he’s meeting with these new agents.” 
 
    “We’ve doubled the guards in our protection detail for Candace Axtell,” said Lieutenant Colonel Schermerhorn.  “Plus, Oliver and Millie have reinforced their protection wards.  Since these messages all suggest WIJO is only looking to spy rather than attempt any attacks right now, we’re optimistic we’ll find whoever might be spying before anything beyond that can happen.” 
 
    Les Goodding was on the phone and said, “Likewise, Missy and Tracy are checking their wards and will set more whenever they are outside the academy.  All seems to be relatively under control here in the U.S.  We’ll want Missy to infect Habib’s computer sometime soon, but we don’t think we need to rush that.  What’s more concerning is all this Intel you’ve gotten about probable attacks in Paris, London and Rome.” 
 
    Charles Winword had also called in and said, “Yes, and my CIA sources have been getting similar reports.  WIJO is desperate for some sort of success they can claim and after failing so badly with such large efforts over here, it now appears they’ll be going after multiple targets on a smaller scale overseas.” 
 
    Marie said, “From what we’ve been able to determine, there are several WIJO cells in these countries which are all being told to pick their own targets based on opportunity.  Only general guidelines are mentioned.  Any public place with crowds of people might be selected.  It could be a coffee shop or café, a movie theater or nightclub, a subway train or maybe a bus.  Bombs or poison gas might be used.  Some attacks might even involve suicide.  The problem is, while the timing will likely be very soon, the specific targets can’t be identified ahead of time.” 
 
    “We’ve been reporting those cells we’ve identified to the intelligence agencies in each of these countries,” explained Schermerhorn, “But there just are so many of them.  We doubt we can find them all.” 
 
    Winword said, “What’s worse than our failure to find all the terrorist cells is the failure by the agencies in these countries to take appropriate action for those we’ve told them about.  They have their own sources, of course, with many ongoing investigations; while they tell us they do appreciate our info, they aren’t giving it enough priority and are merely mixing our data in with all their other data.” 
 
    Marsha Goodding had waited until these earlier agenda items had all been discussed.  It was now time to mention what “P” Branch had recently discovered.  “We’re growing concerned about a possible threat which might be headed our way.  There’s a coven of witches in Hong Kong we’ve been monitoring for a long time.  They’re responsible for causing various problems in the Far East but, until now, that’s where they’ve stayed.” 
 
    “Unfortunately, we don’t have any specific details,” said Les.  “But, we are worried this coven might be headed our way with plans to disrupt things over here.  Two of their members recently visited New York City and we don’t think they were on vacation.  We’re not certain but, since the hotel they stayed in belongs to Ray Morelli, it’s possible they’re acting as emissaries from their crime syndicate to maybe get involved somehow with organized crime over here.  That’s what they’re been doing in Hong Kong for years.  They stir up trouble and work with various criminal organizations over there.” 
 
    Robert asked, “Didn’t Morelli’s nephew recently get arrested for attacking Missy’s friend Alice Mathews?” 
 
    “Yes, and Ray had to fork over a large payment to Sal D’Amato since Alice runs that Roseanne Fund for Sal,” said Marsha.  “He also had to sell one of his casino hotels to Sal.  If there might be yet another mob war and if Ray is getting help from this Hong Kong group?  There will certainly be hell to pay.  We doubt Ray has any idea he’s getting supernatural assistance.  But, knowing what this coven has been doing over in China and Taiwan, playing both sides against one another?  Fire and brimstone seem to follow them around.” 
 
    ----- 
 
    Suzanne Obowitz sat by the phone and waited.  Her daughter Karen called her every Saturday night and, normally, those calls were the highlight of her week.  But, ever since Thursday, she’d been dreading today’s call.  She’d gone back for follow-up testing after her doctor had noted something abnormal on her routine mammogram.  Then he’d asked her to come in again on Thursday.  The news had not been good; he’d explained the findings and the available treatment options.  Stage three breast cancer. 
 
    When the phone began ringing, she picked it up on the third ring.  “Hi, Karen!  How are things going?  Miss you!” 
 
    “Hi, Mom,” said Karen.  “Miss you too.  Guess what?  You know that military ball we’re having here next week?  Well, I’ll now be going to that with a date.” 
 
    “Really?  That’s wonderful!  But, you told me you …” 
 
    Karen interrupted, saying, “I know.  But, my roommate sort of fixed me up with this buddy of hers.  He’s an upperclassman.  A firstie.  I told you how Missy does have lots of friends, right?” 
 
    “Yes, but you said she also has enemies there and that you don’t trust her.”  Suzanne had listened to her daughter’s many concerns about her roommate.  She had even checked several web sites to read the various stories Karen had told her were out there about Missy. 
 
    “Actually, I decided I didn’t need to worry so much.  It turns out Danielle sort of has an agenda and was bad mouthing Missy because of stuff.  But, never mind that.  Missy had this squad leader during Beast and really gave him a hard time.  Of course, he says he gave her a hard time.  His name is Martin King.  He came up to me at Cullen Hall today and wanted me to invite him.” 
 
    Suzanne said, “Why would … oh!  I think I see.  You told me this event is only for your class, all the sophomores.  He needs you to ask him?” 
 
    “Right.  He’s a senior.”  Karen knew her mom related to that, rather than to her being a yearling and Marty being a firstie.  “He admits Missy gave him the suggestion but says he really wants to go out with me.  He says he’s watched me at lacrosse a few times, during practices and even a couple of my games.” 
 
    “Well, what do you know about this Marty person?  I hope your roommate isn’t telling him you’re someone he can just … well …you know.”  Suzanne wasn’t quite sure how to say it. 
 
    “Fuck and forget?” laughed Karen.  “Relax, Mom.  Seriously?  You’re worried I can’t handle myself in situations?  Marty and I ended up talking for more than two hours this afternoon.  Only after I believed he was sincere and that he really just wants to get to know me did I agree to anything.” 
 
    Suzanne had always been able to tune in to subtle nuances when it came to her daughter and, hearing her say ‘agree to anything’, she right away knew there was more going on than just a simple dance.  “What exactly did you agree to, Karen?” 
 
    Giggling, Karen then explained how she was signing out on pass for the whole weekend and would be partying at this hotel nearby with lots of other cadet classmates, each with their own date.  Marty would be with her.  They’d then sign back in for the dinner and dance and speeches and everything.  But, when that was over, they were all going back to the hotel.  No, she and Marty would not be sharing a room.  Yes, he was going to take her into New York City the next day.  He had made it sound like such fun, she just couldn’t say no.  And, besides, they would be doing everything with another couple.  His friend Ron and Nell, a girl in the same class with her. 
 
    “What about this girl, Nell?  How well do you know her?” 
 
    “I’ve been getting to know her this semester.  I mean … I knew her from before, but this semester, I’ve been doing stuff with her and Missy and Missy’s friends.  Nell is Tracy’s roommate and Tracy was Missy’s roommate and … you know.  We’re friends, now.”  Karen realized she hadn’t really explained very many things about her social life to her mother before now.  She had talked about Missy, of course, but usually their conversations had been about her studies or her lacrosse.  Or, about things back home.  That made her ask, “Hey, what happened with those hospital tests you were telling me about.  Any results yet?”  She was expecting her mom would tell her everything was good. 
 
    Suzanne said, “Well, yes, I did meet with my doctor on Thursday.”  She knew she wouldn’t be able to lie to Karen now.  Other than not explaining all the sordid details concerning Karen’s father, which she still was not willing to share, she had always been open about everything.  She’d worked very hard to be honest and had insisted on Karen being open and honest with her.  “The news isn’t good, Karen.” 
 
    Ten minutes later, after hanging up with her mom, Karen sat very still and just stared off into space, looking at nothing.  She was crushed.  Several minutes later, she realized she’d been imitating Missy, playing statue.  Then the tears came.  She began sobbing, wracked with a terrible grief and sadness, finally letting go and allowing her emotions to overwhelm her completely. 
 
    When Missy returned to their room hours later that night, she found Karen lying on her bed, still quietly crying.  It took her a while, but she eventually managed getting Karen to tell her everything.  That turned out to be very cathartic for her roommate; Karen fell into a deep, exhausted sleep.  She never noticed the shimmer of light when Missy disappeared.  Nor did she awaken at the strange pulse of energy when Missy returned an hour later.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Eighteen 
 
    Feb 2, 2020 
 
      
 
    Ayleen Malik pretended still being asleep when Nolan Miller quietly crept out of bed and tiptoed to the bathroom.  When he returned a few minutes later and slipped back under the covers, she slowly stretched and then pressed her naked body up against his naked body, cuddling into his embrace.  “Hmmm,” she mumbled, “are you waking up?” 
 
    Nolan felt himself getting aroused and pulled her close.  After a week of enjoying the most wonderful sex he’d ever experienced, he had finally managed to convince this incredible young woman to stay the night.  And, waking up with her in his bed was fulfilling yet another of the many fantasies which she was responsible for.  Ever since she’d first walked into his office, images of being with her had completely dominated all his thoughts and dreams. 
 
    “Yes.  And, I’ve never slept so well or enjoyed waking up so much.”  He slowly moved his hand down her back and then up along her ass, marveling at what luscious curves she had.  Her breasts were pressed against his chest and his erection quickly grew hard, throbbing as he reacted to just feeling her laying there, snuggled up against him like that.  The reality was even more exciting than what he’d imagined. 
 
    Ayleen sensed the way he was responding and reached down, taking his erection into her firm grasp and slowly, ever so slowly, she began stroking him.  “I slept well too, Nolan.  Thank you for convincing me to stay this time.” 
 
    She had gradually built up his anticipation, leaving him night after night and saying it just wouldn’t be proper to go to work without her getting up at her own place each day.  She’d even claimed her working that Saturday had been necessary.  When she’d finally arrived with her little suitcase the night before, prepared to stay over at last, he had been thrilled.  He’d also been willing to provide more details about that secretive “P” Branch organization which his committee was investigating. 
 
    She had been fascinated to learn how much funding this agency had been spending, all to protect the U.S. from possible supernatural threats.  Nolan had shared his amazement that only an elite few government officials were even aware of this.  She had been very impressed, of course, that he was now one of those officials. 
 
    She had even managed getting him to admit there supposedly were individuals with special powers and abilities, members of supernatural communities all around the world.  Of course, the more this Paranormal Branch could convince everyone such people were real?  The more it insisted the country needed to prepare against such threats?  The more funding it had been receiving.  Yes, he had a very big job to do, assessing just how necessary all this might be. 
 
    “What are you doing to me?” groaned Nolan.  She had been licking all along his length, up and down, and then?  Unbelievably, she’d engulfed him with her mouth and was now bobbing up and down, giving him yet another blowjob.  Not since those few instances back in high school had any girl gone down on him.  And, none had ever done so the way Ayleen did.  Her enthusiasm for giving him pleasure was … aarrrgghhh!  His orgasm was so powerful, he completely lost all awareness of anything else. 
 
    Two hours later, he was more relaxed and content than he’d ever remembered being.  Ayleen was such a wonderful companion, eager to know all about the inner workings in Congress, asking so many intelligent questions.  His wife had never shown any interest, other than in a superficial way.  Rather than finding him or his work to be boring, Ayleen constantly amazed him with her penetrating questions.  She was young, of course, and wanted to learn everything she could.  Her praise for his mentoring her was very gratifying. 
 
    Ayleen was looking at him with an awed expression on her face.  “So, you were telling me how the Defense Secretary has these special sessions and everyone there is so concerned about supernatural threats because of what our own witches have recently done.  I know you can’t tell me about any specific events, but I find such ideas so difficult to accept.  I mean, witches?  Really?” 
 
    Nolan wanted to impress her and couldn’t resist telling her more.  “Yes, everyone there is a definite believer.  Of course, we’re even concerned about our own witches, since … you know … can they really be trusted?  There’s this one witch who is still in college but, supposedly, can make herself invisible.  Some of us are worried the next time she decides to go assassinate someone, maybe it won’t be justified.  Or, maybe she’ll cause far more problems for us than whatever benefits there might be from her actions.  Especially if those actions expose the U.S. has been using such people.  Yes, witches.”  
 
    ----- 
 
    When Missy and Sharon joined their friends in Cullum Hall, a big cheer went up.  “Hail, the conquering heroes!  Three cheers for our dynamic duo!”  Everyone was excited about yet another victory for their basketball team.  Since it had been a home game, several had been up in the stands earlier, watching and cheering them on.  Missy and Sharon took a few bows and then Missy asked, “Where’s our food?  We need sustenance!” 
 
    Kelsey said, “Relax!  The guys are bringing it over now.”  Sure enough, Mitch and Tony suddenly appeared, laden down with large trays containing several pizzas, while Gary and Marcus followed right behind with pitchers containing their soft drinks. 
 
    “We know how y’all love it when a plan comes together!” announced Tracy.  The group had indeed been planning this particular get together all week, regardless of which team might win.  There were final details to review concerning their big weekend coming up and what they would all be doing. 
 
    Nell and Karen were there as last-minute additions.  Tracy had insisted, now that they would be participating in everything; they would need to pass along any assignments to their dates, Ron and Marty, who were not invited to this gathering since they weren’t yearlings.  At first, Karen had wanted to decline but Tracy wouldn’t allow that and, as usual, she had gotten her way. 
 
    It had all started a few weeks earlier when, like today, they’d been at Cullum Hall.  Someone had asked Sally which famous sights Troy would be showing her during their big weekend.  She’d laughed, answering, “Even though he’s lived right here in New York all his life, he’s hardly been to any.  It turns out, I’ve been to more of them than he has.” 
 
    Sharon had asked, “Okay, Jersey girl … so which famous sights will you be showing Troy?”  That had gotten several laughs but had started the discussion of just where everyone was planning to go, what they were planning to see and do, etc., etc.  As it turned out, even Tony and his girlfriend Cassie … both locals like Troy … had hardly been to any of the important landmarks nearby. 
 
    When it was determined that none of them, other than Sally, had ever taken the Staten Island Ferry to go view the Statue of Liberty, that suddenly began sounding like something they ought to do as a group event.  The harbor cruise was a twenty-five minute ride, each way, and a romantic way to enjoy the New York Harbor and Manhattan skyline, even in February.  Soon it was agreed all eight couples would go together.  A plan had begun to form.  Later, weekend reservations were made by everyone at the same hotel. 
 
    With two more couples now in the group, they’d be twenty in all.  Five cars were needed and, after a brief discussion, it was quickly decided: Troy, Cassie, John, Ron and Marty would provide the transportation. 
 
    Nell turned to Tracy and said, “Hah!  I knew you had an ulterior motive for getting me to invite Ron for this.  You needed his car!”  Looking at Karen, she added, “Marty’s car, too!” 
 
    Tracy said, “Don’t look at me!  I’m only a Psych major; Missy’s the one taking Strategic Studies here.” 
 
    With an expression of total innocence, Missy said, “There you go, throwing me under the bus again.  Next, you’ll be saying I was the one who told my boyfriend not to drive since he could ride down with my brother … oh, wait?  My bad!”  She giggled.  “That actually was me!” 
 
    “Any chance my boyfriend can get picked up by someone at the airport Friday night?” asked Sharon.  Lee was flying in from Chicago. 
 
    Sally said, “Sure!  Just text me his flight number and include a photo of Lee which I can forward to Troy.  There probably won’t be anyone else arriving who’s six-seven but, hey?  Just in case.”  She pulled out her cell phone.  “Here, I’m sending you a picture of Troy which you can send to Lee.” 
 
    “Perfect!  Thanks!”  Sharon then also got busy on her cell phone. 
 
    Karen sat there, nibbling on her pizza, and realized she was feeling better about things.  While still devastated over news of her mother’s illness, which had of course been why she’d resisted coming to this meeting, she also recognized something.  This group of cadets, whom she’d looked upon earlier as an elite group of leaders in her class, were now including her as one of their own.  And, she knew her mom would be thrilled.  Happy for her.  Proud. 
 
    Danielle had been wrong.  And, she herself had been wrong as well.  Rather than spending almost all her time studying, when not playing lacrosse, she needed to be participating more with others.  Interacting.  Helping others.  Stepping forward to become a leader.  Her goal, which she knew was her mother’s dream for her, was not to merely graduate from West Point.  It was to become an officer in the Army.  Learning leadership was important. 
 
    Missy and her friends were forcing her to grow, forcing her to fully get in the game.  Get out of her shell and invite Marty to be with her this weekend?  Yep.  It was important to socialize.  To experience all she could during her time at the academy.  And, if she needed help with her studies?  Trust that her fellow classmates would be there for her.  Somehow, the camaraderie she was feeling from those around her did indeed give her confidence.  She would succeed.  So, yeah … she was feeling much better about things. 
 
    The group spent the next hour plotting and planning, sifting and sorting, making decisions.  Everyone’s input and recommendations were sought out and considered, including those from Karen and Nell.  And, of course, there was much bantering and lots of laughs.  Finally, Kelsey announced it was time to adjourn.  Who made her their official schoolmarm, in charge of them all?  Oh, right!  Everyone had. 
 
    Tracy managed to pull Missy aside when they walked outside, headed for the barracks.  She asked, “Everything okay with Karen?  She hasn’t changed her mind about Marty, has she?  I practically had to drag her out of your room to get her to join us today.” 
 
    “She got some sad news about her mother last night,” replied Missy.  “But my new spidey sense tells me she’s glad you made her do that.  She’s in a much happier mood now.” 
 
    “Your new spidey sense, huh?” smiled Tracy.  “Figures.  Now you not only can scent who’s shagging whom, but now you can sense how they’re feeling?  Which, of course, may or may not involve actual shagging … maybe they’re merely dreaming about shagging … you know.” 
 
    “You do have a way with words, Tracy!” 
 
    “Yeah, well.  So, what’s the sad news about Karen’s mom?” 
 
    “She was just diagnosed with breast cancer.” 
 
    “Oh, that’s really awful.  I know how much Karen cares about her mother.  Her mom sacrificed everything for her and that’s why it’s so important for Karen to do well here, right?” 
 
    Missy nodded and said, “Yeah.  That’s why I felt justified in sneaking out last night.  I don’t consider it an Honor Code violation since I was only making a quick trip, there and back.  I visited Karen’s mother.  I’ll need to visit her a couple more times, but then?  She’ll be finding out she’s in complete remission.  She won’t need that whole chemo and radiation business.  She’ll be completely cured.” 
 
    Tracy was not at all surprised.  “Maybe that’s why the Fates picked her to be your roommate, Missy.  So you could do exactly that for her mom.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Nineteen 
 
    Feb 4, 2020 
 
      
 
    The Secretary of Defense had called for another special session.  WIJO had finally managed successful terrorist attacks, striking in Paris, London and Rome.  They quickly claimed responsibility for these and announced more were yet to come.  They’d wanted victories and now they believed they’d achieved them. 
 
    In Paris, it had been a nightclub bombing.  Twenty dead and thirty-three seriously injured. 
 
    In London, a toxic gas had been released in the subway.  Forty-six dead and over a hundred in the hospital. 
 
    And in Rome, a heavy truck had barreled its way down a busy sidewalk, crowded with tourists.  It then had exploded, killing and maiming even more people.  Sixteen dead and twenty-eight hospitalized. 
 
    Arrests were being made in France, with more very likely.  In Italy, the residence of the man driving the truck was now being examined; the man himself had died in the explosion but his identity had been determined right away.  No arrests yet in England where an extensive investigation was underway. 
 
    A very detailed briefing was given to the group gathered in Washington D.C.  There was a great deal of discussion, but not much else was known.  The government agencies in all three countries were unwilling to share information about their ongoing investigations.   
 
    Finally, Charles Winword said, “The Italians won’t admit this yet but one of my sources is certain the guy driving the truck was part of that group we identified and warned them about, based on that Intel we obtained.  Likewise, the French have acknowledged their terrorists were part of the cell we told them about.” 
 
    “You’re referring to message traffic from WIJO computers, right?” asked Ted Hanson.  “This was Intel our secret-ghost-girl got for us … it’s what you and Drew Martinson told us about at our last session.  Robert Ulrey’s special FBI Division got some added resources to process whatever data we could get.” 
 
    “Yes.  My agency provided our findings and conclusions,” answered Winword.  “The CIA warned each of these countries.  We aren’t explaining how we have software embedded on those computers which allow us access.  But, we did advise all three countries how we considered our data to have the highest confidence level.” 
 
    Congressman Barrows said, “Too bad they ignored your warnings.” 
 
    Winword grimaced and said, “Our warnings were not ignored.  Unfortunately, our Intel was merely combined with all their other Intel and no direct actions were taken.  I’m told surveillance teams were assigned but, with all their other suspects, there weren’t enough resources to prevent these attacks.  Basically, our data wasn’t given a high enough priority.” 
 
    A voice in the back asked, “What about in London?  Do they have suspects?  Maybe after the fact, our information should be given a closer look, right?” 
 
    “I’m hearing, unofficially, that their investigation is doing exactly that,” said Winword nodding his head.  “They’re taking a close look at everything we gave them.  A preliminary analysis of the toxins dispersed in that subway is suggesting chemicals very similar to those we seized at our football stadiums when we stopped WIJO’s attacks.  The Brits should have enough evidence to start making arrests over there very soon.  However, their surveillance teams have already admitted losing track of several key people.  It’s probable some will escape and find their way back to Afghanistan.” 
 
     The Secretary of Homeland Security said, “Or, perhaps they’ll find their way over here.”  Looking at Drew Martinson he said, “My guy Hewson on that FBI team of yours under Robert Ulrey … and yeah, I know they’re not really yours, officially … but anyway, he’s worried.  He helped put together all the data we’ve been providing and he thinks, once WIJO has demonstrated they can succeed in carrying out attacks like these, they’ll be back here in the U.S., trying once again to prove they can strike anywhere, anytime.” 
 
    “What have you learned from watching this Abu Habib character?” asked the FBI Director.  Homeland Security had been assigned to investigate Habib along with keeping him under surveillance. 
 
    The Homeland Security Secretary said, “We’re pretty sure he’s WIJO’s top leader over here and is probably the one running all their groups and terrorist cells.  We think we’ve identified several of his people but he’s been over here for years, working under the radar, and has established a huge infrastructure.  And, they don’t trust electronic devices.  For example, we’re pretty sure they’re all using burner phones.” 
 
    Winword said, “He’s supposedly got some surveillance teams watching some of our witches.  They’ve been labeled as demons, due to Askar-Samar Karimi.  He gave the WIJO leaders quite a detailed presentation about them, including some names, thanks to that spy Arvind Pancholi who worked for the CIA in the Turkish Embassy.  He’s the double agent who was the go-between with Philip Arnold.” 
 
    Drew Martinson said, “For those who may not have heard about Pancholi, he was a very powerful witch.  But, he’s now dead, thank goodness.  He tried to kill one of ours but was defeated.  His death has been reported as from natural causes; his body was found in a hotel room up in Massachusetts.” 
 
    “And, I have an update on Philip Arnold, aka Felipe Benedict,” said Winword.  “He committed suicide last week.  His body was found on the pavement outside his hotel over in Paris.  He was supposedly checking out due to no longer having the funds to continue staying there.  Apparently, his decision to check out involved his jumping from the balcony outside his hotel room.” 
 
    Congressman Barrows said, “Wait!  More assassinations by your witches?” 
 
    “No, I assure you.  Pancholi was killed in self-defense and Arnold’s death was definitely a suicide,” explained Drew. 
 
    Hanson laughed and said, “I’m betting the demon who got Pancholi was that angel witch of ours.  Any takers?”  He looked around at the others but could see his comment was getting mixed reactions.  “Look.  Let’s ask her to go after this Abu Habib.  Isn’t it in her interest to protect whichever witches are now being watched by this guy?” 
 
    “That might just be possible, Ted,” answered Drew.  “She’s maybe got some time she could give us in March, during her spring break.  But, I know General Blake is hoping she’ll do some more spying for him then.  Let’s prioritize what we’d like to have her do for us and I’ll ask her and the general to call in to our next session here.  We should probably meet in a week anyway to review follow-on activities from these recent WIJO attacks overseas.” 
 
    The discussion continued for another thirty minutes.  It was agreed they’d schedule the next session to be Tuesday night, February eleventh, as Drew had suggested.  And, they’d be inviting a supernatural to join them.  This would be a first and, as the various members were leaving, there was anticipation in the atmosphere.  They’d finally get to talk to Drew’s mysterious asset, the demon-angel-witch-college-girl who they’d been hearing so much about for more than a year now. 
 
    ----- 
 
    Drew met with the Defense Secretary and Charles Winword right after the meeting adjourned, using a separate office.  He wanted to review their plans for inviting Missy to “call in” for their next session. 
 
    The Defense Secretary said, “Go ahead, Drew.  I know we’ve discussed doing this but how and what, exactly, will you have Missy McCrea be doing next week?” 
 
    Drew smiled and said, “I’ll make sure the Superintendent at the academy helps with this.  My plan is for Missy to teleport down here but stay invisible.  Then she can get up close and personal with each person in our meeting.  We’ll have Mike actually on the phone and they’ll all think it’s her, calling in.  She’ll tell him what to say, answer any questions, etc.  Marsha even has a set-up which will disguise Mike’s voice to sound like Amazon’s Alexa.” 
 
    Winword nodded in agreement and said, “Perfect.  I’ve been worried about just how secure our sessions really are, in spite of all the clearances everyone went through.  Supposedly, Abu Habib now has a deep cover agent working as an intern in Congress somewhere.  We’ve done some checking but, so far, we aren’t finding anyone suspicious.  Getting Missy in there at that next session to do what she does, so she can later go find and check out anyone as only she can do?  I’ll sleep a lot better knowing we’ve done that.” 
 
    “When we agreed on next Tuesday for this, I was pleased,” said Drew.  “Missy doesn’t have any basketball game or shooting match that night, so she should be available.  I’ll have the Supe down there give her some special assignment so no one knows she’s missing.” 
 
    “What about these surveillance teams WIJO is sending to watch her and Oliver?” asked the Defense Secretary. 
 
    “Everyone is on the alert,” said Drew.  “We’re pretty sure Habib has met with whichever agents have been sent here.  It’s only a matter of time before they trigger one of the many wards which I’m told have been set.  I’ve explained to the Supe how Missy might need to suddenly disappear so she can go and check out any breaches.  We’ll see.  He was quite surprised to learn about these protection wards.  He’s still getting used to having witches at the academy.”  Drew chuckled and added, “He realizes there’s a whole lot of supernatural stuff he just doesn’t know anything about.” 
 
    Both of the others laughed.  Then, the Secretary of Defense said, “Hey, there’s a whole hell of a lot we just don’t know anything about.  Geez!  Demons?”  they all laughed again. 
 
    Winword said, “Yeah, maybe those WIJO guys have it right.  Angels and demons are much easier to understand and accept than witches, werewolves and werecats.  All I can say is I’m sure glad we seem to have the angels on our side!”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Twenty 
 
    Feb 6, 2020 
 
      
 
    Ray Morelli hoped things were finally turning around.  His organization had suffered badly during the last several months.  There’d been that little war back in October when various mob organizations in New York, New Jersey and Connecticut were all getting hit by one another.  Their various clubs, casinos, gaming locations and other places were attacked and robbed, with no clear winners.  And, it still hadn’t been determined exactly who’d started that, although Ray strongly suspected it had been Sal D’Amato’s organization. 
 
    Yes, he’d agreed to the truce when Sal had demanded one, but he and Russ had then started planning ways they might recoup their losses.  Russ Simonetti was his second in command and they’d decided to move into some of Sal’s territory.  But, those plans took a startling setback when Ray’s nephew Pauli had killed two of Sal’s guys, a bookie and his bodyguard.  Things then got even worse when Pauli kidnapped that crazy mob lady Alice Mathews and got caught doing it.  Alice ran Sal’s Roseanne Fund.  So, Ray had been forced to turn over some valuable properties as tribute to Sal and instead of taking territory?  He’d ended up losing territory! 
 
    Desperate times called for desperate measures.  Thus, he’d reached out to that notorious Zhu-Gung organization in Hong Kong.  And, his invitation was being accepted.  Russ had just given him the good news. 
 
    “They’ve now agreed to all our terms?” asked Ray.  “No more jerking us around?” 
 
    Russ nodded and said, “Yeah, they want to expand their operations into the U.S. and the deal we’re offering will help them do that.  They know it’s a win-win.  They also know there’s no way they’d be able to move into New York like this without our cooperation.” 
 
    Ray had met face-to-face with Richard Hwang and Wagner Shen, two of the Zhu-Gung members, and promised them infrastructure and resources provided those could not be traced back to his organization.  Plus, of course, it would be Sal’s organization which was targeted.  His strategy was to appear completely innocent, as far as anyone could prove, while Sal’s places were getting hit and hit hard.  Then, once Sal’s organization was weakened enough, he’d lead in taking over with further support from the mysterious Zhu-Gung group.  That support would of course be well hidden. 
 
    Once Ray had replaced Sal as the dominant family, he’d then make the other families accept Zhu-Gung as a new player, something they could never accomplish without his help.  Since Ray had also insisted on a percentage of all gross profits which Zhu-Gung might make in New York, New Jersey and Connecticut, there had been a lot of back and forth on that.  In the end, his demand was being agreed to provided he in turn would purchase all his drugs from Zhu-Gung rather than South America. 
 
    “These safe houses we’re providing?” asked Ray.  “And the vehicles?  There can’t be any trail leading back to us.  You’re sure we’re clean on that, right?” 
 
    Russ said, “Hey?  Relax!  I’ve got all that covered.  And don’t forget why I suggested we provide these.” 
 
    “Yeah, yeah.  I know.  Expediency.  They’ll be able to start right away, knocking over some of Sal’s joints and then vanishing.  If they had to locate transportation and set up their own places, it would take them several weeks to create the dummy corporations, etc., etc.  This way, they only need to arrange sending their people here, with whatever weapons they’ll need, and everything else is already waiting for them.  They can strike where we tell them right away and disappear.  All without Sal being able to blame me.” 
 
    “Supposedly, from what those stories about them in Hong Kong suggest, they’ll manage things so there’s nobody Sal can blame.”  Russ laughed.  “Accidental fires and other natural disasters, conveniently happening with money somehow getting lost in the shuffle.  Sal’s gonna be busy making his own people prove they’re not at fault.” 
 
    Ray smiled and said, “Hopefully, by the time he understands that, it’ll be too late.  His organization will have self-destructed and we’ll be right there, picking up the pieces.” 
 
    “Besides,” said Russ, “that fifteen percent we negotiated will pay off all our upfront costs in no time at all.  Definitely, win-win.” 
 
    ----- 
 
    Tracy had been accumulating energy for over a month and, probably due to how she’d expended so much at that football stadium, knocking those three drones out of the sky and incinerating them completely, she was finding her capacity for soaking up energy had yet again increased greatly.  The more she used her power, the more power she then seemed capable of using.  Along with that?  The more energy she was soaking up, as though by osmosis or some similar process. 
 
    True, she’d had that fun romp with John two weeks earlier, but that had merely taken the edge off what she’d been gaining.  Her entity gradually drew power in from all around herself and, since she was not using much, she was growing more and more antsy.  She needed to expend some supernatural energy or risk losing control of it. 
 
    She arranged to meet Missy outside, late at night.  She was hoping her friend might be able to help. 
 
    Missy approached and said, “Hey?  What’s up?  Why the secrecy and the need for us to meet out here?”  They were down near the river and definitely out of sight from anyone else.  In addition, her senses confirmed there was no one else anywhere nearby. 
 
    “Well, I’m hoping you can figure some way to drain me of all this excess energy I’ve got.  You can do that now, right?  Isn’t that what happened with Arvind Pancholi?  You told me you managed to drain him.”  Tracy had been thinking about this ever since Missy had explained what she’d done.  She also had been amazed at how Missy had recently expended her own excess energy to melt ice all along the river.  
 
    “You’re feeling all amped up and can’t wait until this weekend?” asked Missy, grinning as she thought about her poor brother.  Of course, she thought, mentally chuckling … he’d be loving every moment with Tracy, so maybe not so poor after all. 
 
    “When I first noticed how my energy level was increasing, in spite of my not doing anything to make that happen, I did think about John.  The fun we’d have.  But, no.  I really don’t think I can wait until then.  I’ve never experienced anything like this before.  And, I have that big fencing competition tomorrow.  I don’t want to actually run anyone through, you know?  I’m feeling so crazy, I’m worried about accidently losing control.” 
 
    Missy laughed and said, “Wow!  Maybe when I visited you in the hospital and pushed some healing energy into you, I over did things.” 
 
    Tracy said, “No, no.  This is because of what I did.  I just haven’t managed to adjust yet.  And, to make things worse … I’m expecting my period.  I know you never get any PMS moments but …” 
 
    “Okay, okay.  I get it.  I can help with the PMS.  That is, assuming your system can accept more of my energy.” 
 
    “That’s just it,” said Tracy.  “I would truly appreciate some of that.  But, what about maybe draining some of my own energy first?  Then I’ll be all set for whatever you can give me.  If you get too full, you can just melt more ice, right?  I can’t light any fires around here and if I fling a few lightning bolts down, that’ll draw a lot more attention than whatever you might do.” 
 
    “I see you’ve given this quite a bit of thought, Tracy.  I’d love to help but, my trying to drain energy from you?  Sounds risky.  I have no idea if that’s possible.” 
 
    “Well, if I push some of my energy at you, can’t you test whether you can drain me the way you did with Arvind?  I’m only suggesting a little from me at first.  I’m thinking you can maybe do that.  You know … without killing me the way you did with Arvind.” 
 
    Missy giggled.  “Yeah, that would suck!  Ha, ha.  But, maybe you’re right.  Maybe there’s no risk of that.  Just a little of whatever you’ve got.  It’s all about intent, right?” 
 
    “You probably should Shift into your spirit form.  That’s what you did with Arvind.  And, that way you can’t get hurt.  I’d feel pretty bad if you ended up a pile of ashes from our little experiment.  What would I tell your brother?” 
 
    They discussed the plan for a few minutes.  Missy explained how she’d only Changed to her spirit form after Arvind had started pushing his energy at her.  They agreed they’d try things the same way.  Prime the pump, perhaps.  Tracy needed to focus and, once she started pushing her energy, then Missy would Shift.  They’d go slow at first and, if this worked, Tracy could increase her effort and continue until she felt balanced and normal again. 
 
    After double checking they were still isolated with no one else approaching, they faced off opposite one another.  Tracy focused and, reaching out her arm and going very slowly at first, she began pushing with intent.  She started with light beams but soon began switching those to small streaks of fire.  Missy quickly disappeared in a shimmer of light but the void she left behind seemed to accept whatever Tracy was sending, without any light or fire getting through. 
 
    Tracy began pushing harder, relieved to see that everything she was sending was being magically … to use John’s favorite expression … absorbed into this void.  Gradually, she increased her effort until she could feel her energy being drained. 
 
    It only took a few minutes and then Tracy knew she had expended enough.  She stopped and dropped her arm back to her side.  Moments later, Missy’s burst of energy characterized her return to human form and, sure enough, there she was.  She quickly climbed back into her clothes which had dropped onto the ground earlier. 
 
    Missy then focused and pushed some of her healing energy into Tracy. 
 
    When Tracy could see Missy was finished, she asked, “Are you okay now?  Do you need to release any energy or … and if you ever tell John I asked you this, I’ll never forgive you … was that as good for you as it was for me?”  They both broke out laughing. 
 
    Missy paused a moment to consider things.  Then she said, “I think I’m okay.  My boobs don’t feel any bigger so, unlike when I drained Arvind, my body hasn’t changed all that much.  I can feel some changes but, we’ll have to see.  Right at the moment, I’m good!”  She wondered whether her capacity for absorbing energy had perhaps greatly increased, after her experience with Arvind, and so now she could take in whatever Tracy had pushed at her, no problem.  If so, thank goodness! 
 
    Tracy said, “Alrighty then!  Let’s get back to our dorms before anyone wonders where we are and what we’ve been up to.”  After taking a few steps, she stopped and added, “Wow, Missy!  I really do feel much, much better.  Back in control.  And, no more bloated feelings or cramps either.  I can’t thank you enough!” 
 
    Missy said, “Fah-get-tah-bout-it!  What are friends for?  Just as long as you don’t think of this as a booty call, okay?”  Again, they both broke out laughing.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Twenty-One 
 
    Feb 7, 2020 
 
      
 
    Abu Habib had taken the red-eye to London and then the Heathrow Express to Paddington Station.  His flight time had been just over seven hours and his departure from Dulles Airport in Washington had been shortly after ten p.m.  Clearing customs and immigration had been routine, taking only thirty minutes, so when he checked into the Hilton London Metropole it was just before noon local time.   
 
    He was meeting with Askar-Samar Karimi who had checked into the same hotel the night before.  Karimi’s travel had taken somewhat longer since his flight from Kabul to London had required a two-hour layover in Istanbul.  Karimi had preferred London over Paris as the mid-way point for this face-to-face meeting since he also had some appointments concerning his saffron business scheduled there afterwards. 
 
    Due to how well informed the Americans had managed to be concerning all the recent WIJO attacks, the decision had been made not to use telephones, emails or any electronic media for reporting on the current investigation and surveillance of Missy McCrea, Oliver Bessom, “P” Branch and the FBI’s Psychic Division. 
 
    Habib was therefore bringing his reports which he would deliver to Karimi.  After checking in and briefly visiting his assigned room, where he dropped off his suitcase, he made his way to Karimi’s room and knocked on the door.  Karimi welcomed him warmly and gestured for Habib to enter and take a seat at a small table where some food, drinks and refreshments had already been brought up for them. 
 
    “It is good to see you again, my friend,” said Karimi.  “I see you were able to get here right on time, so I trust your travels went well.  Were you able to get any sleep on the plane?” 
 
    “It is good to see you as well.  My flight was good and I did manage to rest well enough for a few hours.  I appreciate your having some lunch here as I am now quite hungry and ready to eat.”  Habib smiled and sat down with Karimi; they both then enjoyed their meal, continuing to make small talk until after they finished. 
 
    Finally, Karimi asked, “What can you tell me about activities in the U.S.?  I know you have reports which I can read and I will bring those to Shahid Omar Aziz but I prefer hearing them from you.  Have you been able to determine whatever special abilities these demons which the U.S. government is using might have?” 
 
    “Well, so far our agents have not learned anything new to report.  They’re watching the girl at West Point, Missy McCrea, as well as Oliver Bessom who is living with Candace Axtell.  It’s probably too soon as yet.  They are still establishing their surveillance routines.  They cannot get anywhere near McCrea at the academy.  And, the Axtell girl is very heavily guarded; Bessom has been staying close to her for the most part.” 
 
    “When Bessom does go out, do any of the guards go with him?” asked Karimi. 
 
    Habib shook his head and said, “No, no.  The guards seem only concerned with protecting the girl.  But, they are very good.  Clearly, General Blake is not taking any chances with his niece.” 
 
    Karimi nodded.  “I’m not surprised.  Our leaders would very much love to somehow get back what losing her has cost them, but I doubt there’s much hope for that.  Of course, our recent victories with our attacks in Rome, Paris and here in London have helped.” 
 
    “Well, our agents will be watching but, as you say, it’s unlikely there will be any opportunities to get Axtell.  Furthermore, I’m not sure how much we can learn by merely watching McCrea and Bessom.  I’ve included everything we know about them in these reports but most of that information you already know.”  Habib paused to consider and then continued.  “There are two possible things coming up this week.  These aren’t in my reports as I cannot say what we might learn.  Both concern the McCrea girl.” 
 
    “What might those be?” 
 
    “Our agents will finally get a chance to observe her more closely this weekend.  She will be outside the academy, celebrating and partying.  My assistant Adeel Khaqad was able to discover she has made a hotel reservation this Saturday night, along with many other cadets.  This is a big weekend celebration for cadets in her class and it is quite common for them to gather at nearby hotels during this particular event.  Typically, these cadets will then get away and visit places in New York City both Saturday and Sunday.” 
 
    “Ah,” said Karimi.  He was pleased to learn this.  It was why he’d wanted to have Habib there, explaining things to him, rather than merely reading his reports.  “So, you believe this Missy McCrea will be out where our agents can see firsthand what she might be capable of.  They know they must not get too close, correct?” 
 
    “Oh, yes.  As stated in my report, she was most likely responsible for the death of your spy Arvind Pancholi.  It’s merely coincidence but the timing is too perfect, as you yourself had pointed out.  His apparent heart attack occurred while he was trying to get more information and photos of her while she was on vacation at her home in Salem, Massachusetts.” 
 
    “You mentioned two possible things coming up.  What is the other one?” 
 
    “Well, Ayleen Malik … you recall, she’s the spy I’ve managed to place as an intern in Congress, right?  She has been very successful in finding out much about your demons.  The congressman she is sleeping with, Nolan Miller, has been participating at top secret sessions with other government officials which the Secretary of Defense has been holding.  At these meetings, they have been discussing their successes in thwarting our attacks.  From their various comments, which Nolan Miller has freely shared with Ayleen, they have confirmed it’s been mainly due to these demons.  They refer to them as supernaturals or witches but, as I cover in my report, it is obvious these must be the individuals with special powers and abilities which your spy Pancholi had talked about.  Although there has been no mention of any names, they have talked a great deal about one of them in particular … an invisible witch, a college girl.  Based on all our other information concerning what these demons have done, she almost certainly is this Missy McCrea whom we have been told so much about.” 
 
    “Excellent!  This is exactly what we’ve been looking for.  While we might not have evidence which we can use to expose how they’ve been defeating us to the outside world, we at least can now better understand what we’re dealing with.  Maybe we’ll find out how to win against them.”  Karimi was greatly relieved to have corroboration from other sources for information about demons which, up until now, had only been provided by himself.  “But, please continue.  You were saying how successful this Ayleen has been.” 
 
    Habib was indeed very pleased with what his spy had accomplished so far.  “Yes, Ayleen tells me, according to what Nolan Miller told her, one government official recently asked if the demon who got Pancholi was that angel witch of theirs.  Miller also told her that during the session next Tuesday, this invisible witch person will be calling in.  There are many members at these sessions who are interested in hearing from her in person.  Congressman Miller is very excited about this.” 
 
    ----- 
 
    Fortunately for the U.S. government, Congressman Miller had not yet explained to Ayleen how they had now accessed computers being used by WIJO leaders, thanks to their invisible witch.  He had been more impressed with the discussions about buses being blown up and other exploits and simply hadn’t bothered to share this important piece of information with his mistress.  Installing spy software simply hadn’t been as exciting a topic for him to mention during his efforts to impress her with how wonderful he was and how important it was for him to be participating in these special sessions. 
 
    Ayleen had advised, however, that Habib himself had been identified during these government sessions as a high ranking WIJO agent and would be under surveillance.  Of course, Habib had already determined this on his own, so it was not a surprise.  He believed he was already taking every precaution, accordingly. 
 
    ----- 
 
    Mike looked over at John and chuckled at yet another humorous anecdote about the problems John and Missy’s brother was having these past few weeks.  While not officially dating either Lila or Sandy, Patrick was finding the girls were monopolizing all of his time.  Since Sandy was far away, he needed to call or FaceTime her after spending any time with Lila, in order to fulfil his promise of giving them both equal time.  And, vice-versa. 
 
    John had been explaining all this during the drive down to New York where they’d be checking into the hotel rooms where the girls had made reservations for them.  The traffic had not been too bad and, having just gotten past Hartford, Connecticut, it was looking like they’d arrive in well under the five hours they’d allowed for. 
 
    “So, you’re saying it works both ways?” asked Mike.  “If he ends up talking too long with Sandy, he then has to call or see Lila in the next day or so?” 
 
    “That’s right.  If he waits too long before getting the time balanced either way, he knows he’ll feel guilty.  Since he is smart enough to realize he cannot hide that guilt from either of these girls … well … you get the picture.” 
 
    “Has he tried to avoid seeing Lila or accepting calls from Sandy?  You know … just to have more time for himself?” 
 
    John laughed.  “Sure!  But, the girls are constantly after him and he does enjoy them.  He’s been able to keep his grades up in school so maybe he has some of Missy’s time management skills.” 
 
    “He’s going to need them to continue along the way he’s been going.  Things are only going to get more and more complicated for him.  Of course, once he makes a decision to get serious with either girl … or any girl for that matter … it’s not as though his life will then get any less complicated.” 
 
    “Ah, yes,” sighed John.  “How we long for those halcyon days before we each met our soulmates!”  Glancing over at Mike, he quickly added, “Not!”  They both broke out laughing. 
 
    “Has Tracy filled you in on her and Missy’s latest matchmaking shenanigans?”  Mike had been getting Missy’s mental messages all about how Karen and Nell were suddenly being paired up with Marty and Ron. 
 
    “Oh, yes!  Tracy says they both love whenever they can use their Three B’s Method for making things happen … begging, bribing and blackmailing.” 
 
    Mike chuckled at that and nodded his head.  “It should be interesting to see how these next couple of days play out.  I’m really looking forward to this!” 
 
    When they arrived at the hotel, they learned Troy and Lee had already checked in, as had Cassie and Chandra.  It was agreed they’d all meet for a quick breakfast by eight the next morning.  Hopefully, by the time they then arrived at West Point, their cadet girlfriends and boyfriends would be ready to sign out.  Then, yeah … let the partying begin!


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Twenty-Two 
 
    Feb 8, 2020 
 
      
 
    The Visitors Center was busy as hundreds of second-year cadets signed out on pass and then gathered in groups prior to heading out.  There definitely was a great deal of excitement in the air.  Last minute arrangements were made and then remade, as plans changed; they’d be signing back in for the banquet and ball later that day, of course.  The long-awaited Yearling Winter Weekend class celebration was underway. 
 
    Mike, John, Troy and Lee found their group of happy cadets was there, with everyone ready, no problem.  Cassie and Chandra arrived with them and as soon as all the greetings were exchanged, keeping their public displays of affection (or PDA’s) to a minimum, they quickly made their way out to the cars and stowed away all the various uniforms, bags and baggage.  Then, their little convoy of five vehicles made its way back to the hotel where they all scattered to their various rooms and unpacked. 
 
    Ron and Marty were sharing one room while Nell and Karen were sharing another.  Since everyone else was paired up, boyfriend and girlfriend, their group had a total of ten rooms.  Conveniently, these were all up on the same floor. 
 
    Everyone double-checked, making sure the formal attire they planned on wearing that evening was indeed complete and ready: tuxedoes or gowns for the non-cadets and full dress gray uniforms for the cadets.  Then, wearing casual clothes, they all went down and gathered in the hotel restaurant for a light lunch, right at noon, as planned. 
 
    They were seated around two large circular tables pulled together at one end.  Everyone ordered a simple meal, typically a sandwich and small salad, saving room for the big banquet they’d be enjoying later.  The conversations were a little loud and boisterous but avoided rising to the level of pandemonium.  Once it was obvious everyone was about finished, Mitch stood up and announced, “Okay, everyone, listen up.  Let’s hear what Kelsey has to say about our agenda this afternoon.”  He sat back down and Kelsey stood up next to him. 
 
    There were some cheers but everyone quickly settled down as soon as she started to speak. 
 
    “I think everyone knows what we’ve planned for today, but I’ll run through it once again.  Since we need to stay within a reasonable distance from the academy … and, since the weather is cooperating … we’re going with our Plan A.  We’ll first go visit the Old Dutch Church of Sleepy Hollow and check out its churchyard as well as take a stroll through the Sleepy Hollow Cemetery.” 
 
    Chandra asked, “Will we get to see where Ichabod Crane met the Headless Horseman?” 
 
      
 
    Kelsey answered, “Yes, this is the place made famous in Washington Irving’s story, The Legend of Sleepy Hollow.  I know I’ll be clinging very tightly to my big, brave man who hopefully will keep me safe.”  She bent down and hugged Mitch which got several laughs. 
 
    She continued, saying “Once we’re all feeling really creeped out, we’ll then go through the Lyndhurst Mansion.  Normally, this is off season and closed, but by special arrangement, thanks to our own Sally Navarro who made some calls to the right people, they’ve scheduled a special private tour just for us.  Our guide will have lots to tell us about.  This place has been filmed in several movies and TV series and is supposedly gloomy, somber and highly romantic.”  Again, she snuggled up to Mitch.  “Once we finish with that, we’ll rush back here to get dressed up for our triumphant return to West Point this evening.  While that won’t be quite as somber and gloomy, I’ve been assured it can still be highly romantic!”  This got several cheers along with a few laughs. 
 
    Sally called out, “Hey, I love hearing all about what’s on the agenda but we really gotta hustle.  We have lots to see and do and I want to get back here with enough time to clean any cobwebs out of my hair.  Maybe our big, brave men will be okay but us girls need to make ourselves look good for all that romance later on!”  She squeezed Troy’s arm and he grinned appreciatively. 
 
    Mitch stood up and after looking around briefly, he announced, “Great!  Let’s follow Troy’s car out to Sleepy Hollow!”  Since most of them had participated in the planning and everyone was excited to get going, there weren’t any questions.  They all got up and headed out to their cars. 
 
    Just before leaving, Tracy pulled Missy aside and asked, “You noticing how our wards have been zinging all morning?”  On arrival and as planned, they had both reinforced the wards Troy had set the night before. 
 
    “Oh, yes!”  Missy glanced around and added, “I haven’t spotted anyone yet but I can sense at least three people checking us out.” 
 
    “Well, I’m not surprised.  This is the first time you’ve left the academy since you learned they’d be sending agents to do that, right?”  Robert had briefed them about those Aziz messages which Amanda had translated, specifically naming both Missy and Oliver as targets. 
 
    Missy said, “Yeah, and hopefully I’ll manage to identify some of them this weekend.  I’ve heard Oliver has sensed them snooping around where he and Candace are but, so far, he hasn’t been able to actually experience any of their energy well enough to attempt tracking them.” 
 
    “Ah, well … once he does, I’m sure he’ll let you know.  Meanwhile, chances are good your spidey sense will sniff someone out while we’re traipsing through the cobwebs with Sally.”  Tracy chuckled and went over to join John just as Mike came up and took Missy’s hand. 
 
    Mike was in a good mood and whispered into Missy’s ear, “Hey, John’s been asking me which is scarier -- a horseman with no head or a werecat with no body?”  He was rewarded with her look of exasperation.  They followed John and Tracy outside and shortly thereafter the group’s five car convoy was en route to Sleepy Hollow Cemetery. 
 
    ----- 
 
    The WIJO agents stayed a good distance behind the group but had no difficulty in following them.  It didn’t take long, however, before the five cars pulled into a large parking lot and everyone got out.  The agents drove on by in two separate cars. 
 
    Four of the six men assigned to watch Missy McCrea had come along while the other two remained behind at the hotel.  Aasif was the leader and sat in the passenger seat of the lead car, which cruised on down the road a half mile and then pulled over and stopped.  He hopped out and walked back to where the second car had pulled up behind him.  “What place is this?” he asked. 
 
    Rahim rolled down his driver’s window and answered, “It’s a famous cemetery.  It looks like maybe they’re going for a walk through there.  It doesn’t look like very many others are doing that today, however, so I don’t think we can get very close without being noticed.” 
 
    “Yeah, okay.  You and Wahid find somewhere to park nearby but stay in the car.  Fahim and I will go back there.  If we keep enough distance away from them it will only appear as though we are other tourists.  Even so, we should still be able to get some decent photographs.” 
 
    He turned around, returned to his car and climbed back inside.  He directed Fahim to go back to the same lot but had him park next to a couple of cars which were not that close to where the group’s five cars were parked.  When they got out, they could see where the cadets and their friends had scattered into the cemetery somewhat, but it was obvious they were all still staying together while exploring. 
 
    Fahim was carrying a camera and it was hoped he could take lots of photos.  There was snow and ice in many places but the pathways were clear.  They began walking along, meandering in the same general direction as the group but maintaining enough separation from them to not be obvious. 
 
    Back in the second car, Rahim looked at Wahid and said, “This is crazy.  We finally have this girl away from her school and here we sit, worried about her maybe seeing us so we aren’t even close enough to see her.” 
 
    Wahid said, “Yes, but at least Fahim should be able to get some good pictures.  Nobody will question why he’s using his camera in there.  Our leaders want to know everything about this girl and sending back some photos will prove we’re doing our jobs.” 
 
    “You think any of these activities will show how or why she can be a demon, like they say?”  Rahim shrugged his shoulders, obviously frustrated.  “We learn nothing!” 
 
    “What you say may be true,” agreed Wahid.  “Perhaps Mamood and Nagia will have some better luck back at the hotel.” 
 
    Since the hotel reservations were known about ahead of time, the WIJO agents had arranged to go through each room with the excuse of doing some routine housekeeping.  They wanted to place recording devices in addition to doing a careful search while the group was away.  However, Mamood and Nagia learned these arrangements had inexplicably fallen through. 
 
    When three witches place protection wards to prevent any entry by unauthorized personnel into a room?  No such entry takes place without a great deal of effort. 
 
    ----- 
 
    Further disappointment awaited the agents when they followed the group over to the Lyndhurst Mansion.  Since the private tour which Sally had arranged was only for the cadets and their friends, Aasif and the others ended up sitting in their cars, unable to get anywhere near the group. 
 
    Finally, the five cars with the cadets and their friends all returned to the hotel and the WIJO agents followed them back.  Little had been learned or accomplished, other than getting some excellent photos thanks to the telephoto lens on Fahim’s camera. 
 
    He obtained some even better photos a bit later, showing everyone dressed in their formal attire and looking their best as they exited the hotel.  In particular, the photos of Missy with her boyfriend were exceptional, she in her uniform and he in his tux.  Then, off the large group went, once again in their convoy of five vehicles, heading back to West Point.  Aasif and his team could merely follow along behind, with their frustration growing greater and greater. 
 
    ----- 
 
    Missy was happy and excited as her brother drove them back to the academy.  The afternoon had been a great success and everyone had really enjoyed themselves.  Who knew looking at tombstones and checking out a gothic mansion could be such fun?  Of course, doing that in the group they’d been a part of was what had really made things so enjoyable. 
 
    Someone was always making a comment or exclaiming surprise or laughing in a way that got everyone else going.  The camaraderie amongst all the cadets was a huge factor and their being with their loved ones as well just made everything all the better.  Even Karen and Nell, just dating guys they’d not really known before, couldn’t help but have a great time when going around with this group. 
 
    Tracy interrupted Missy’s thoughts, asking, “Did you see those two guys watching us at the cemetery?  They took a lot of photos and I’m pretty sure those were of us rather than any tombstones.” 
 
    Missy said, “Yeah.  Fortunately, the wind helped and I managed getting enough of their scent to identify them both.  Once we returned, I was able to notice them back at the hotel as well.  I’m sure they got more photos, even though we weren’t able to see them doing that.  But, I’ll be able to locate them easily enough tonight, when we get back there … no problem!” 
 
    Mike groaned and said, “Please tell me you’re not going to let them ruin our night together!  You know how much we’ve been looking forward to this, Missy!” 
 
    “Don’t worry!  I’ll be able to find them and find whoever else is at the hotel with them.  Once I sense enough of each person’s energy, I then can locate them whenever I want later.  I’ll be quick and then I’ll be right back and all yours.  All night.  Promise!” 
 
    Tracy giggled and said, “She’ll probably manage all that in the time it takes you to get out of that tux you’re wearing.  You’ll barely have time to hang that up, find and pick up her uniform from wherever she was when she, you know, did her vanishing act … and then, presto!  She’ll be back!” 
 
    “Please!” said John.  “Spare me the mental image of my sister returning to Mike’s room, etc., etc.” 
 
    “Oh, no you don’t!” laughed Tracy.  “The only mental image of anyone being naked tonight which you’re allowed to be having is of me!” 
 
    They were all relieved to see they’d arrived back at West Point and they quickly changed the conversation.  It was time for them to sign back in, make their way over to the entrance, go through the receiving line and then take their seats for the banquet in Washington Hall.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Twenty-Three 
 
    Feb 8, 2020 
 
      
 
    Donald Quigby was one of the plebes assigned to be an usher at this event and he really enjoyed when his brother approached with Nell Nasworthy and he got to present them to the first members of the receiving line.  Ron had obviously spotted him and brought the group over to where he was.  Don had heard Nell was Tracy’s new roommate but hadn’t really met her before, up close and personal like this.  Seeing her with his brother, he was impressed. 
 
    She was shy and reserved but, nonetheless, she was acting comfortable about being with Ron.  Somehow, they seemed to fit well together and that surprised him.  Ron’s attitude about women at West Point had changed drastically over the past year and it was obvious he respected Nell; she wasn’t merely some blind date bimbo in his eyes.  He was acting quite proud to be with her.  Perhaps they were connecting with one another?  Could that really be happening? 
 
    Next in line was Ron’s friend Martin King.  He was with Missy’s new roommate, Karen Obowitz, another cadet he’d not really interacted with much before.  The two of them seemed to be getting along quite nicely as well.  He would have to find out just what the group had been doing that day, since whatever it was, it had been something they’d enjoyed doing together and seemed to have affected everyone in a positive way.  Perhaps someday he could take Emily out to wherever they’d been. 
 
    Marcus and Chandra were next and made an attractive couple as did Tony and Cassie right behind them.  Both girls were dressed in beautiful floor length gowns which made them stand out amongst all the cadets in gray.  Chandra’s was a midnight blue while Cassie’s was a classic black. 
 
    When Mitch and Kelsey approached, Donald was able to present them properly without getting too distracted by Kelsey’s curvy figure and prominent bustline.  The previous semester’s training by all those Quigby girls had finally gotten him over being nervous when dealing with attractive girls.  Since the female cadets were all wearing gray skirts rather than gray trousers to this event, they definitely looked a lot more feminine.  And attractive. 
 
    Lee and Sharon approached next, then Gary and Kelly, Troy and Sally, John and Tracy, and finally Mike and Missy.  He’d forgotten how impressive it was to see Missy wearing all her medals and decorations.  He watched her move through the receiving line and wasn’t surprised to see how the distinguished guests took notice of her combat awards.  They each made a point of commenting about them and it was clear most of these members had heard about her and already knew who she was. 
 
    Missy had purposely gone last since she’d anticipated there’d be some conversation about her and didn’t want that to affect her friends.  Yes, she’d served with the Special Forces and was the female cadet they’d read about.  While General Blake had made her the poster girl for women in combat, she did try to downplay all that.  She was quick to explain how being a cadet at West Point was her focus right now.  She acknowledged it was wonderful for women to have a potential future in the Army with no restrictions whatsoever based on their gender.  If she was helping make that happen, then she was pleased and happy to do so. 
 
    Lieutenant General Harriston was the guest speaker for the event and last in line.   On being introduced to Missy, he took a moment to ask, “Cadet Missy McCrea?  How old are you?”  It was obvious he was rather surprised at her youthful appearance. 
 
    Missy smiled and answered, “Nineteen, sir!” 
 
    The general shook his head and looked at the Colonel standing next to him who had just presented her and Mike.  “Somehow, after everything I’d read about this soldier … I just thought she’d be much older.” 
 
    She and Mike finally managed to join the others at their assigned table and found the little place cards with their names.  Missy would be seated on Mike’s right, of course.  They glanced over the pamphlet there which outlined the agenda.  There would be several toasts made prior to their taking their seats.  They noticed everyone getting their glasses ready for that by filling them with water or else some other non-alcoholic beverage. 
 
    Troy looked at John and said, “I was hoping they’d maybe serve us some wine at this shindig.” 
 
    John laughed and said, “Alcohol won’t be served until next year when they’re all third year cadets.”  He then whispered into Tracy’s ear, “Probably a good thing.  After the way Oliver tells me you and Missy got at that bar down in Cancun last September?  Just sayin’!” 
 
    Tracy giggled and said, “Everything Oliver told you about us was a total exaggeration.  Except the stuff about Missy, of course.  But then, you know she can’t get drunk, so none of that really matters anyway.” 
 
    After a few more minutes, the announcement was made to “Charge your glasses!”  Most everyone was already prepared so shortly after that, the toasts began.  With well over two thousand gathered for this event, it was very impressive to hear each toast followed by the appropriate response, as called for in the banquet program.  Toasts were made to the president, the army, the academy and to fallen soldiers. 
 
    Finally, the command “take seats” was given and this was accomplished in the appropriate “ladies first” manner.  Food was passed around the table with everyone serving themselves, family style.  Once everyone was ready with food on their plate, they all finally begin eating.  The food was delicious and the conversation flowed nicely, albeit with a certain amount of restraint.  Yeah, the event was indeed impressive! 
 
    General Harriston was introduced after a couple of others, once the meal was finished, and he gave a very inspirational speech.  He had graduated from West Point himself and had quite a distinguished career, only retiring the year before. 
 
    The class president for the Class of 2022 then presented the general with a cadet saber and sheath, both mounted on a dark display board which was framed and contained a plaque, commemorating the event.  After this, it was time to go on over to Eisenhower Hall for the hop.  There would be music and dancing, with a band playing, and the atmosphere would be much more festive and relaxed. 
 
     Troy assisted Sally in getting up from the table and said, “You know how my anti-establishment mother influenced me while I was growing up, which did not include any love for the government or the military.  And, then you and your friends came along and my whole life changed.  Being here, seeing all this, hearing the speeches and everything?  I gotta admit … I have a whole new respect for all this duty, honor, country stuff.  And, for you and these others here as well, since I know how much each of you are totally committed to every bit of it.” 
 
    Sally smiled and said, “Yeah, we’re all in, no doubt about that.  Glad you can see and maybe understand … I mean … it’s why all the hard training and sacrifices are worth it for me.  For us.”  She gestured toward her friends with her right hand and took the arm he extended with her left hand; together, they headed out.  She was thinking how her whole life had changed after meeting Troy.  She had never been happier than how she was feeling right then. 
 
    Karen and Nell took this opportunity to visit the ladies’ room.  Once there, Karen said, “How are you getting along with Ron?  I realize we never would have brought dates to this if Missy and Tracy hadn’t interfered but, I have to say … I’m having a good time with Marty.  A really good time.” 
 
    “Oh, me too!” answered Nell.  “Ron is actually very nice.  He’s been telling me lots of things about your roommate and how she and Tracy were, back during Beast.  He and Marty wanted to get them to leave the academy back then.  He admits they were wrong.  There’s stuff he’s not telling me but, no doubt about it, Missy somehow changed how he views women in the military.” 
 
    “Yeah, Marty too.  I used to be friends with Danielle Portis but she tried to convince me how Missy was a fraud.  Marty assures me all Danielle’s negative stuff was sour grapes over how her boyfriend was forced to resign last year.  There’s stuff he’s not telling me as well, but … one thing is clear.  Missy is no fraud.  I’d finally figured that out already, before this, but it’s interesting to hear how he describes her.” 
 
    Nell nodded and said, “Ron told me he now wants to go Special Forces someday, thanks to Missy.  Only, he made me swear not to tell her or Tracy that, so please promise you won’t reveal his secret.  I mean … he was always going to go Infantry Branch, because of his dad and all.  But, after Missy returned from her assignment with that Special Forces Unit?” 
 
    “Sure, I get it.  And don’t worry, his secret is safe with me.”  Karen was finding she really liked having Nell as a friend.  “Marty can’t stop talking about Field Artillery, which he got for his branch.  After being here almost four years, he’s looking ahead now to life after the academy.” 
 
    Meanwhile, Ron and Marty were waiting for the girls to return and were sharing how they were feeling about their dates.  Ron said, “This is working out better than I’d expected … if things continue the way I’m hoping they will, I’m going to ask Nell to be my date for our 100th Night Ball in two weeks.” 
 
    Marty said, “Hey, that’s a great idea!  I’m going to see if maybe Karen will be my date for that.  Oh, here they come now.”  When the girls arrived, the guys took their arms and escorted them over to Eisenhower Hall where they found the rest of their group already gathered where they’d agreed to be. 
 
    Tracy pulled John out onto the dance floor soon after they’d all arrived.  She was having the best time and, so far, John was behaving himself.  He’d been joking for weeks about how many ways he might find to embarrass her, all in hopes she’d properly punish him later.  She was thinking now of all the ways she might reward him, provided he continued on his good behavior.  When she noticed the way he was looking at her, she whispered, “Hey, you aren’t reading my mind are you?  I thought that was only a Missy and Mike thing!” 
 
    John laughed and said, “I most definitely am enjoying the way your deep, dark, decadent, disgraceful thoughts are affecting you, but it’s got nothing to do with any supernatural abilities.  You are just soooo transparent when you get this way.” 
 
    “What way,” Tracy drawled, using her best Texas accent to make those words as sexy as could be. 
 
    “All I can say is I’m ready to take one for the team, just so all these other guys won’t be overwhelmed by your lusty, passionate and totally inappropriate advances.”  John chuckled and added, “Actually, make that at least two for the team.  Or, five maybe …” 
 
    Tracy giggled and said, “We’ll see about that, won’t we?  I’m quite certain five would be way beyond your limit …” 
 
    Just then Missy and Mike danced their way over to them and Missy said, “Hey, I’m not gonna say get a room ‘cuz you two already have one but that’s for later, okay?  I can hear every naughty word you two are saying.  Just sayin’!” 
 
    “Jeezzzzz, you are not going to slut-shame me with any of your silly super senses, Missy!  Go stick your sensitive nose somewhere else and see if you can tune into what the band is playing rather than any conversations between me and your brother.” 
 
    “Conversations, huh?  Riiiight!  Just keep all the foreplay to a minimum.  Mike and I are depending on John to drive us back to the room which we’re got waiting for us.” 
 
    The evening progressed for everyone and, no surprise, the two hours spent dancing in formal attire while maintaining proper standards of behavior for this event did indeed end up being extended foreplay for most of the couples there.  When it was finally time to leave, sign back out and head back to their hotel, they were all very, very excited to do that.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Twenty-Four 
 
    Feb 8, 2020 
 
      
 
    Richard Hwang looked around the room and said, “Okay, everyone.  Let’s run through this one more time.”  His team had been traveling for most of a day, which included a sixteen hour flight over to New York during which few of them managed getting much sleep.  Collecting their bags, clearing customs and immigration, locating their vehicles, making their way to this safe house in Brooklyn … it had been exhausting.  And, when they got up tomorrow, they’d need to be at their best.  Ray Morelli had specified three locations which they needed to hit that Sunday and there was no margin for error. 
 
    Wagner Shen started the discussion with the hotel on Lexington Street in Manhattan which Ray was especially concerned about.  Ray had been forced to sell that to Sal D’Amato at a huge loss.  “Ray wants the private casino on the top floor to be damaged so badly it’ll be out of business for at least a month.  We’re going to start with several electrical fires up there combined with knocking out all the elevators.  Once the fire spreads and gets big enough, the sprinkler system will go off.  Then, we’ll kill most of the lights.  With a couple hundred people all trying to find an exit, in the dark, jamming them into the stairways will cause further panic.” 
 
    Being able to have a fire witch start several fires and an earth witch jam all the elevators while a water witch then used the sprinkler system deluge to target and short out the lights had worked well for this team on several occasions.  They’d have non-witch members of their gang use night vision goggles to maneuver around.  They wouldn’t bring in any weapons, which would be difficult to get past security.  They could easily steal weapons from the guards up there, as needed. 
 
    Breaking into the money room which every casino always maintained to count and hold their cash was then an easy assignment.  Shutting down the sprinklers later on, so the fire damage would be extensive, would then provide excellent cover and further confusion.  They would leave out one of the exits which they’d kept control of and be gone without a trace.  Of course, that would be with a great deal of stolen money. 
 
    Wagner made sure each team member was well prepared and then moved on to discuss the other two targets.  Similar tactics would be used for those but being lesser value targets, they would be hit earlier in the day, not quite as hard, and not as much destruction was planned for those. 
 
    ----- 
 
    Feb 9, 2020 
 
      
 
    When Missy finally allowed Mike to enter their hotel room, it was well after midnight.  He knew she was there but since she’d already Shifted into her spirit form, she was invisible. 
 
    “Do you really have to go find those WIJO agents tonight?” he asked. 
 
    Missy mentally sighed; she’d been expecting this question.  She had announced on the way back from the academy that her wards had been breached due to someone entering her room while they’d been away.  Tracy had been surprised at that since her wards were intact.  Missy texted Troy who texted back his wards were also intact, so this was apparently only an invasion into Missy and Mike’s room.  Not that big a surprise on second thought. 
 
    She and Tracy had gone up and verified only the one room had been entered.  Mike and John waited for them down in the lobby while they checked on all their protection wards.  The girls then entered Tracy’s room where Missy quickly undressed, leaving her uniform and undergarments for Tracy to take care of.  Once Missy Changed to her spirit form, she quickly went into her own room and located two video recording devices as well as an additional audio recording device.  She scented traces from two new individuals who had been in the room as well. 
 
     Once she disabled all these devices, pulverizing them into a fine powdery ash, she let Mike know he and John could now come up.  She told him, Mike, please stop at their room and grab my uniform and things from Tracy, okay? 
 
    Now that Mike was back in their room and asking if she really needed to go, she replied using her mindspeak mental messages.   All I have to go on so far is what I scented this afternoon and just now in here.  I never got a very good look at them and I don’t have any real sense of them yet.  They obviously kept their distance from us to make certain of that but are probably still somewhere in our hotel right now.  I don’t want to miss getting up close enough to not only identify them but ... 
 
    “Yeah, yeah, I know,” Mike interrupted.  “Once you sense their energy well enough, that ability you have is even better than tagging them with a GPS sensor.  As long as they’re somewhere within that five hundred mile radius of yours, you can go there as a spirit in the blink of an eye, wherever they might be.” 
 
    I can maybe go even beyond that, now.  I’ve been testing myself and I seem able to sense places I’ve been to which are well beyond five hundred miles.  Like my other abilities, this one has been increasing, Mike. 
 
    “Wow!  That’s interesting.  So, you can feel our bond from further and further away?”  Mike grinned, knowing she could see him. 
 
    Yep!  But, getting back to these agents.  I just want to go find them, which won’t take me long.  Then I’ll be right back.  She left, knowing he understood but would be missing her anyway.  She was anxious to return, of course, but first she had things to do, places to go, terrorist agents to locate. 
 
    Mike put away all of Missy’s clothing, got undressed himself and then crawled under the sheets of their bed to wait until she returned. 
 
    ----- 
 
    Fahim looked up at Aasif and Mamood.  “See?  There is no doubt this cadet is the same girl as in all those pictures and videos which Abu Habib gave us.  The face, the hair, the eyes, the way she moves … we are following the correct person.”  He had just finished playing back the video he’d taken earlier of Missy when she’d been leaving the hotel for the banquet. 
 
    They had followed Missy’s group back to West Point, had waited for several hours and finally had followed their return to the hotel.  They had not obtained any new information or gotten any more photos, which was discouraging.  Then, because nothing that day had seemed at all suspicious or unusual, Mamood had challenged whether they were actually following a demon. 
 
    Because they had learned ahead of time that Missy McCrea would be staying at this hotel and had therefore planned accordingly, he now wanted to double check and make certain the target of their surveillance was indeed truly this girl.  Of course, everything they had which linked her to being someone with special powers and abilities was all circumstantial.  So, why did their leaders suspect her of being a demon? 
 
    Mamood had arrived shortly after Aasif and Fahim had returned, demanding to view what they had photographed that day.  Mamood and Nagia had a room only three doors down; Nagia was there now checking on their surveillance devices.  Rahim and Wahid were in a room on a different floor. 
 
    Aasif glanced over at Mamood and said, “I agree with Fahim.  We definitely are looking at Missy McCrea.  As for her being a demon?  Who can say for sure.  Maybe we’ll learn more tonight.  You and Nagia did manage getting into her room, correct?” 
 
    “Yes, it wasn’t easy, but we managed it,” answered Mamood.  “We were able to steal a key card from one of the cleaning ladies, injecting her with a syringe just as she was coming out of a room.  She never saw us … we left her on the bed in there; it’s a vacant room.  She won’t wake up from that drug we used until after we’ve checked out of here tomorrow.  We’ve already returned her key card so she even won’t know we used it.” 
 
    “Ah, good!”  Aasif nodded in approval.  It was one of the alternate plans they’d come prepared with, just in case the arrangements they’d made for searching through all the rooms under false pretense fell through.  Which they had. 
 
    Just then Nagia knocked on the door.  Aasif opened it and let him enter the room. 
 
    “I have bad news.  All the recording devices we installed have suddenly stopped.  This has happened without anyone entering the room yet.  The devices just suddenly stopped, one-two-three, all at about the same time.  I don’t know how to explain it.”  Nagia shrugged his shoulders. 
 
    “Well, we know this McCrea girl has returned to the hotel, said Aasif.  “Perhaps this is an example of her demon powers.  She can interfere with electronic devices.” 
 
    Fahim said, “Yes, and perhaps this is why Habib does not allow us to use electronic devices for our communications with him.” 
 
    ----- 
 
    Missy returned to her room where she Changed back to her human form and quickly crawled into bed with Mike.  “See?  That didn’t take me long.  Did you miss me?” 
 
    Mike laughed and said, “Of course I’ve missed you but I’m glad you’re back so soon.  Did you find them, no problem, as you’d hoped?” 
 
    “Oh, yes!  There are six men and I know each of their first names.  I now can find them anytime I want.  It will be interesting to learn where they go after they check out of here tomorrow.  I’ll let Drew know the three rooms they’re staying in but, most likely, they paid cash for those so he won’t learn much.  I did go outside and found the cars which they’ve been using; maybe Drew can learn more by tracing those.” 
 
    “You really are amazing, Missy!”  Mike pulled her in close and began running his hands all over her body.  “Let me make sure you’re really back here, all fully materialized and … you know …”  He laughed and began kissing her. 
 
    Yes, she knew.  And, she was ready to let go and just be with Mike.  She’d reset her wards and knew they wouldn’t be caught off guard.  Soooo?  Now she could let her guard down and allow her inner entity to relax and be free.  Dancing with Mike earlier had definitely been restrained foreplay and having to visit these agents had further frustrated her sensual desires.  She quickly released all inhibitions and gave all control over to Mike.  Tonight, she wanted to be his sex slave. 
 
    As always, she found he was totally in sync with what she felt and what she wanted.  They did not fall asleep until much, much later.  They did, of course, fulfill and satiate all their pent-up desires.  Being gifted with youth and supernatural energies, they actually managed doing that several times before finally succumbing to a blissful, peaceful sleep.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Twenty-Five 
 
    Feb 9, 2020 
 
      
 
    Breakfast at the hotel was fun for the group.  They slowly gathered as each couple arrived, served themselves with fruit, eggs, pancakes, bacon, toast, fried potatoes and various other delicious choices to eat along with juice and coffee to drink, and then finally sat down and joined the others already there. 
 
    There was a great deal of discussion about what each person was wearing, since now the dress code for the day’s attire was completely casual and non-military.  They had enjoyed seeing one another the night before dressed in their formal best so today was quite a contrast.  It was also rather obvious that most couples had really enjoyed themselves during their night together in bed.  Like Missy and Mike, few had gotten much sleep. 
 
    Karen and Nell had come down early, only to find Marty and Ron already there.  As the others kept coming in, glowing after a night of lovemaking, it was somewhat embarrassing for the four of them.  But, the jokes and bantering eased things and since they were all cadets, they did not feel like outsiders.  It definitely was nice to be included in this group of close friends and soon everyone was talking about the plans for the day ahead. 
 
    Kelsey was asked, once again, to run through what was on the agenda and she did that.  “Today, we’ll all hop on the Metro North train down to Grand Central.  From there, we’ll take the subway out to Whitehall Terminal to catch the Staten Island Ferry.  If we’re lucky, we’ll catch the one leaving at noon.  Otherwise, we’ll catch the next one at twelve-thirty. 
 
    “Once we get over there, we can browse around the St. George Terminal, go shopping, enjoy some quality time with our dates in small groups or as individual couples.  Then at three, we have reservations for a group dinner at Mama Teresa’s, a restaurant famous for Italian food.  After that, we take the ferry, subway and train back to our cars in Tarrytown.  We should be able to sign back in at the academy by nineteen hundred.” 
 
    That last comment did, of course, get several false cheers, some groans and a few jeers.  No, they were not ready yet to think about returning to reality.  They wanted to continue the craziness of living a fantasy and several voiced their wishes on how they’d do exactly that, if only they could.  In the end, of course, they all agreed to check out from the hotel as needed, leave whatever belongings they didn’t need for that day in their cars, and be ready to board the train with the rest of the group at quarter of eleven. 
 
    Missy pulled Tracy and Troy aside, after breakfast, and updated them on what she’d learned about the WIJO agents and how she’d dealt with the recording equipment they’d planted in her room. 
 
    Troy said, “So, there’s nothing left now but dust and ashes?  You pulverized those devices?  Wow!”  It was a rhetorical question and the girls ignored him.  He hadn’t fully understood the extent of Missy’s telekinesis ability.  He’d known she could move things and use great force but hadn’t known how she could totally crush them.  “And, you’ll find a way sometime later on today to get rid of their camera?” 
 
    Missy answered this question.  “Sure.  I heard them saying how Habib won’t allow them to communicate using electronic devices of any kind, so until they can return and physically hand over the SD memory card from their camera, none of the photos and videos they’ve been taking of us will be going anywhere.  Easiest way to destroy that card will be to make them somehow lose the whole camera.” 
 
    Tracy said, “Great!  And, I’m guessing you’ll then listen in on their conversations to learn whether there are any memory cards not in that camera.  If so, you can just follow them home and zap those before they can hand them over.  Cool!” 
 
    “Yeah, I’m going to sense where they go tonight,” said Missy.  “I’ll keep checking on them until I can locate wherever they’ve been meeting up with Abu Habib.  Robert tells me there’s probably a safe house somewhere in the D.C. area since that’s where Habib lives.” 
 
    Troy chuckled and said, “Does the academy have any old phone booths where you can leave your clothes when you go and do your Super-Missy stuff?” 
 
    “Actually, Missy and I have discussed that little problem before,” said Tracy.  “She has found a few places she can leave her stuff behind like that.”  She looked at Missy and giggled.  Looking back at Troy, she said, “We’d tell you where but then, you know … we’d have to kill you.” 
 
    “Ha, ha!  Trust me.  I really do not want to know.”  Troy laughed.  “I’m gonna go find Sally.  See you two later!”  He walked away. 
 
    Missy said, “My biggest problem is I can’t Shift back and forth in my room or your room due to our roommates.  Those locations I told you about in my barracks are okay, but I need to sneak into them.  I also need to have a good excuse for why I’m not somewhere else when I do that.  Once I’m in there, I can Change without anyone noticing either the shimmer of light or energy pulse, which is yet another thing I need to be careful about.” 
 
    “Yeah, sucks to be you!” laughed Tracy.  “Of course, Gary and Kelly have been managing to disappear together ever since Beast.  I think they finally helped Mitch and Kelsey figure out how to do that as well.” 
 
    Missy feigned outrage and demanded, “Please tell me you are not comparing my disappearances to when they go off and have sex?” 
 
    Tracy laughed and said, “Speaking of which … I think I’ll go see where your brother is.  Hopefully, he’s up in our room, packing all my stuff up.  If I hurry, there might still be time for a quickie.”  She was not at all embarrassed to say this since Missy would know anyway; Tracy had given up any hope of privacy in such matters thanks to how sensitive Missy’s nose was.  “See ya later!” 
 
    Missy watched Tracy head over to the elevator and she checked on the time.  Yes, she had no doubt those two would manage having yet more sex.  They were very well matched, true soulmates, completely in love and she was happy for them. 
 
    She already knew Mike was bringing her stuff out to John’s car.  Since they’d truly enjoyed enough sex the night before, she had no need of a quickie.  Mike, have I told you how much I love you right now?  Right this very moment?  Just letting you know! 
 
    ----- 
 
    Aasif, Fahim, Rahim and Wahid had checked out and were waiting near their cars, surreptitiously watching as the various group members brought belongings out and packed them away in the five cars scattered about in the hotel parking lot.  Mamood and Nagia were staying behind; they were doing a late check out and would follow once Aasif gave them a call with instructions on where to go. 
 
    As each member returned to the hotel, where Mamood and Nagia were keeping track of them, it became obvious the group was not planning to use their cars that day.  Mamood called Aasif and explained, “Everyone is just hanging around in the lobby right now but it looks like they’re getting ready to go off somewhere.” 
 
    Aasif said, “Okay, we’re ready.  Fahim and I will follow them on foot and I’ll have Rahim and Wahid follow along in their car.  Just let us know when … oh!  I see them coming out now.  Bye.”  He and Fahim stayed a reasonable distance behind as the group made its way to the station for the Metro North.  They then had to hurry in order to board the train at the last minute, two railcars back from the one the group had climbed into. 
 
    Once underway, Aasif called Rahim and explained they were heading south, most likely to Grand Central, and advised he’d call again once the group got off and did something else.  By the time he and Fahim had followed them on and off the subway and then managed to board the ferry at Whitehall Terminal, it was obvious Rahim and Wahid would need to loop around and take the Verrazano-Narrows Bridge to cross over to the island.  Aasif then called Mamood with instructions for he and Nagia to drive down and park somewhere near the Terminal and then ride the ferry over.  They’d all link up somewhere on Staten Island and continue to follow this group to wherever they were going.  If the group split up over there, they would all try to stay somewhere near the McCrea girl but without anyone getting too close. 
 
    ----- 
 
    When Karen learned Marty had never taken the ferry like this, in spite of being like Troy and living right there in New York, she was amazed.  She was also having fun.  The day was clear, not too cold, and the view of the harbor, lower Manhattan, the Statue of Liberty and Ellis Isle was fantastic.  Their group was on the hurricane deck on the right side of the ferry and although this was primarily a commuter run and not a tour boat, the experience was exhilarating.  There was something about being out on the water, away from the hustle and bustle of the Big Apple.  Not to mention that of West Point. 
 
    “I take full credit for suggesting this adventure,” Sally told Karen and the few others standing right around her.  “I actually did this once when I was about ten and I never forgot it.” 
 
    “Mmmm, I can see why this stayed with you,” said Troy, hugging her close.  There was just enough of a cool breeze to encourage couples to snuggle for some extra warmth.  “I’m glad I’m finally getting to do this.” 
 
    Marty was finding more and more about Karen that interested him and was pleased she seemed to be equally as interested in him.  He’d found himself telling her things he never talked about with others and was looking forward to getting her away from the rest of the group once they reached the island.  She’d already agreed to go with him to explore Fort Wadsworth, a former military base and now a large park. 
 
    Nell, meanwhile, was finding Ron to be opening up more and more.  He’d never had a girlfriend who understood military matters and, now that he’d gotten past his bias against women in the military, he was genuinely pleased with the way she could relate to all the things he cared about.  The more he talked, the easier they both were finding it to find subjects of common interest.  She was pleased to find him focusing more and more on her, rather than chatting with his buddy Marty. 
 
    Missy had noticed how Aasif and Fahim had boarded the ferry and were now trying to keep an eye on her.  They were about eighty feet away and pressed up against the railing, pretending to study the Statue of Liberty.  She pointed them out to Tracy, saying “Fahim is the one taking photos with his camera.  I think it’s time for that camera of his to accidentally fall overboard, don’t you?”  She giggled. 
 
    Tracy said, “Oh, that would be perfect!  It would be even more fun if you made him fall overboard as well as his camera but, then again … no.  We don’t want to cause a big commotion, delaying our ferry which would need to stop and rescue him, etc., etc., right?  Oh, well!” 
 
    Missy first positioned both Mike, John and Tracy so they were blocking anyone’s view of what she was doing and then she focused on Fahim’s camera.  She could draw energy from the water, which was a new ability.  It meant she didn’t need to rely on her own inner energy and also gave her much greater range and control for her telekinesis. 
 
    Fahim didn’t know what happened until it was too late.  One instant he was holding his camera, trying to zoom in on where Missy had been a moment earlier and the next instant he was watching as the camera dropped from his grasp, bounced once off the side of the ferry on the way down, and then splashed into the water.  He cursed and that only drew more attention from the other bystanders, several of whom had seen this.  They called out in sympathy for his loss but there was nothing else to be done.  The camera was gone. 
 
    Aasif asked, “What happened?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” answered Fahim.  “It’s as though someone pulled that camera from my hands and tossed it overboard.” 
 
    Aasif stared to where Missy was and could see she was still there, amongst her friends.  “This is bad for us.  And, I’m thinking that demon girl must somehow be responsible, only I don’t know how she’s doing it.  Last night, all our recording devices mysteriously stopped working just when she returned to the hotel.  And now this.” 
 
    “We have nothing to show for our efforts, other than to speculate on all these coincidences, Aasif.”  Fahim realized the memory card with all his photos and videos was now gone as well.  “I can purchase another camera once the ferry reaches Staten Island but I am doubtful about getting anything as good as what just went overboard.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Twenty-Six 
 
    Feb 9, 2020 
 
      
 
    When the ferry reached the St. George Terminal, the group split apart but everyone promised they’d be at Mama Teresa’s at fifteen hundred for their dinner.  There were several places of interest and soon they were all headed off in different directions. 
 
    Missy, Mike, Tracy and John were staying together and headed up to the North Shore Waterfront Esplanade.  Missy said, “I want to check out the September 11 Memorial they have here.  It has a plaque for each of the two hundred seventy-four Staten Island residents who lost their lives because of terrorist attacks.  We must never forget.”  The famous memorial includes two white marble wing sculptures, each thirty feet high, designed to look like postcards to loved ones.  The centerline between the two walls is pointed directly at Ground Zero, where the twin towers of the World Trade Center once stood. 
 
    Marty and Karen were off to Fort Wadsworth, a short bus ride away.  They were both quite excited about having some alone time.  Marty was now definite about wanting Karen to be his date for the 100th Night Ball.  Ever since Ron had mentioned he might ask Nell, the idea had been growing stronger in his mind and he was anxious to know if Karen would accept his invitation.  He was gaining confidence that she would and figured it would be a good time to ask her while they were off by themselves that afternoon. 
 
    Sally was excited about bringing Troy to all the places she remembered visiting there, years ago.  Sharing things like that with him meant everything to her.  Their relationship had continued to grow stronger and stronger.  Their lovemaking the night before had once again been fabulous and she couldn’t be happier. 
 
    Marcus, Chandra, Tony and Cassie headed over to the National Lighthouse Museum.  Cassie was interested in seeing the Wall of Lights which she’d read about being there, with more than a hundred and sixty miniature lighthouse models.  She had convinced the others to go there with her and check those out. 
 
    Gary, Kelly, Mitch and Kelsey decided they’d visit the Snug Harbor Cultural Center and Botanical Gardens.  Kelly was especially interested to see the Chinese Scholar’s Garden in there.  It supposedly contained bamboo-lined paths, waterfalls and a koi pond recreating the essence of Ming-Dynasty China and she wanted the others to experience a little of her Asian heritage. 
 
    Sharon, Lee, Nell and Ron initially had no specific places in mind and wanted to merely wander about, see what there was to see, right there in the vicinity of the Terminal.  However, it didn’t take long for Sharon and Lee to excuse themselves; they wanted to be alone. 
 
    As he watched them walk away, Ron said, “I’m glad they want their alone time, Nell.  I hope it’s okay with you.  I’ve been hoping you and I could be alone.  I’m more interested in just getting to know you than I am in any of the sights over here.  I realize I’ve been monopolizing our conversation talking all about myself and my future plans.  I think it’s time I got to hear a bit more about you and what you’re hoping to find in the Army.” 
 
    Nell was thrilled but didn’t want to admit it.  She wanted to continue going slow with him.  Laughing, she said, “That’s nice of you to say, Ron!  And, yeah … I’m okay with that.  We can just find somewhere to sit and have a cup of coffee.”  She slipped one arm around Ron’s arm and it felt really good to do that.  They strolled down the street in search of a coffeeshop.  Neither was in any hurry to get anywhere; they were both just enjoying the moment. 
 
    ----- 
 
    Aasif followed after Missy, staying a good distance behind but wondering if that mattered.  Maybe she really was a demon, like their leaders claimed, and already knew he was right there following her.  Fahim was in search of a store where he could obtain another camera.  Rahim and Wahid were looking for somewhere to park, after which they’d be joining him; he figured they’d get there in about ten minutes.  Mamood and Nagia had just boarded a ferry and so they were at least a half hour away.  He’d called Abu Habib using his burner phone and explained how, so far, this assignment had been a complete waste of time.  They only had more suspicions but nothing that could be proven and had lost all the photos and videos they’d finally managed to obtain of this Missy McCrea girl.  Habib had been disappointed but told him to continue. 
 
    ----- 
 
    When the group reassembled, all present and accounted for, they entered and were seated at Mama Teresa’s.  Once again, there was a lot of humorous bantering; the day had gone well so far and they were all having a very good time.  Now they were hungry and the wonderful aroma from all the delicious Italian food being served was making stomachs growl. 
 
    They were given three round tables situated in a back corner area which were placed so they could all easily converse with everyone else there.  Very cozy.  There weren’t any other tables in this particular section which made it nice and private for them. 
 
    The walls were old brick with plenty of wooden shelves and bookcases.  There was an ancient fireplace just beyond where their tables were located.  The various paintings and statues definitely provided an atmosphere reminiscent of somewhere in Italy.  The restaurant itself was on the bottom floor of an old five story hotel which had been converted years ago, with the upper floors a mix of commercial spaces and shops.  There was even a casino on the top floor. 
 
    Kelsey was enjoying all the kudos from her classmates on having selected this place.  Mitch was glowing with pride and thrilled to see his girlfriend getting all the attention; he was quite happy to sit there in a supporting role, rather than being the one who everyone was cheering about. 
 
    Missy enjoyed the usual jokes and comments from the others about her need for lots and lots of food.  Tony and Marcus wanted their waitress to take Missy’s order first, announcing they’d been waiting ever since Beast for the chance to see how much it would take for her to finally get all she could eat. 
 
    Marty and Ron took turns explaining to Karen and Nell how Missy had managed to mess with them back then, somehow lowering her body fat during training and getting letters from the DPE Officer stating Missy needed additional rations.  Yeah, they had lost face and been furious, all to no avail.  Missy had continued to embarrass them both and it was only now, looking back, that they could laugh about it.  The academy had just never been the same after Missy had come to West Point. 
 
    Everyone’s orders were placed, the meal eventually got served and it was wonderful; this prompted more praise by all about Kelsey’s having arranged everything that weekend.  Kelsey tried to object, saying, “Hey, no … this was a group effort.  Sally helped me and …”  Her words were quickly drowned out by all the protests from her classmates; they kept insisting she accept full credit, in spite of whatever contributions others had made. 
 
    A bit later, they were all feeling very relaxed over their dessert dishes, ordered in spite of not having any room left to eat anything.  Most were waiting for their stomachs to settle before trying to finish.  The camaraderie amongst the group just kept increasing and was very special that day. 
 
    Suddenly, Missy looked at Tracy and then at Troy.  She was sensing two other witches were somewhere nearby.  These witches were not in the restaurant itself but had maybe entered the building and taken an elevator to one of the upper floors.  She could see both Tracy and Troy were noticing this.  She hoped things would be okay.  They were in a very public place, of course, and perhaps these witches were tourists and there was not any reason to be alarmed.  Even so, it was interesting.  She decided she would try to get a better sense of who they were. 
 
    Before she could formulate any plan for doing that, however, the fire alarm went off.  The manager for the restaurant appeared moments later and assured everyone there was no immediate problem for the restaurant but, due to there being a problem on the top floor, they needed to evacuate.  He said, “If everyone could settle up and pay their bill on the way out, please, that would be greatly appreciated.” 
 
    This was accomplished in an orderly manner with all the waiters, waitresses, cooks, kitchen staff members and other restaurant employees assisting all the patrons.  There was no panic and, amazingly, there were few problems with payments being made by those who had eaten.  Those who had not yet been served were merely escorted outside and encouraged to return another day. 
 
    Fire engines arrived quickly as did the police.  The exodus from the building by those on upper floors was not quite as orderly.  When it was learned the elevators were not working, forcing everyone to use the stairways, this initially appeared to be normal.  The building evacuation plan called for this, after all.  However, it soon became apparent there was a huge problem up in the casino. 
 
    The first responders found they were unable to find any way to help, other than usher everyone out into the street.  The stairways were crowded with people coming down and going up was almost impossible.  The few who did manage to work their way upward to higher floor levels found they needed to stop, turn around and assist several elderly folks plus two in wheelchairs who needed help getting down the stairs. 
 
    Missy and the rest of the group watched from outside.  She didn’t sense a need to go rescue anyone and figured the police and fireman could handle things.  They all watched for about an hour and then it was time for them to catch the ferry and return back the way they’d come. 
 
    It wouldn’t be until much later that the news about the casino robbery would be reported.  By that time, two additional casino robberies would also have happened.  When the media later learned all three locations were properties belonging to the Sal D’Amato organization, the speculation then began about whether another mob war might possibly be starting up. 
 
    Missy and her cadet classmates had all returned to the academy and signed back in before learning any of this news, of course.  For them, the Yearling Winter Weekend had been a resounding success with a very good time had by all. 
 
    ----- 
 
    Aasif and his team had followed the group back, obtaining a few photos from a distance, but not really learning anything of value.  Aasif would drive down to Washington D.C. the next day to give Abu Habib a detailed report, in person, while the others returned to their boring roles of monitoring and surveilling things while outside West Point. 
 
    ----- 
 
    There was one other interesting event that evening, back in Massachusetts.  Since it was a full moon that night, Gene and Amanda Tremblay went out to the state forest in Andover to Shift and run as wolves.  They nervously invited all their FBI Psychic Division team members to come out there for this, and most of them did so.  It was the first time they’d ever revealed themselves in their wolf form to anyone not a werewolf but, having moved back to the U.S. and integrated into this particular team, they felt this would be okay.  And, it was.  Nothing beats team building like having your co-workers with you while you howl at the moon, right?


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Twenty-Seven 
 
    Feb 10, 2020 
 
      
 
    Sal D’Amato had five of his capos up in his office for a meeting with Rico Bellone, his head of security.  He wanted to hear from each of them in person what they had to say about the attacks on his casinos.  After the treachery by one of his former capos, kidnapping his daughter Sandy to force the mob war they’d recently had, he was keeping a tight rein on those in his organization.  Hence, he’d invited so few to this meeting. 
 
    Sal’s right hand man, Ben Marchitto, called the meeting to order and then turned things over to his boss. 
 
    Sal said, “You all heard what happened yesterday.  Three of our casinos got hit and the attacks were very similar.  Rico will summarize things and brief us on what we’ve learned so far.”  He nodded to Rico. 
 
    Rico cleared his throat and said, “In each case, there were fires and electrical failures, with lights out and elevators not working.  During the panic which that caused, the thieves managed to get past all our security systems and break into our money rooms.  I’m still getting reports, but preliminary estimates show we lost over two million in cash.  Worse, the damages and lost revenue because of down time will be more than double that amount.” 
 
    This announcement was met with loud protests and complaints from the five capos since they had not yet learned the extent to which they’d been hurt.  The losses would impact everyone there.  Several asked whether there had been any casualties.  They’d all been through wars like this before. 
 
    “Yeah, three customers were killed and there are serious injuries to at least a dozen more,” replied Rico.  “Fortunately, so far, nobody in our organization was killed but several got knocked out and two of them are still in the hospital.  After the lights went out, they weren’t able to see what was happening and never knew what hit them.  Plus, many of the customers who got out okay are saying they were robbed as well.” 
 
    Sal looked at each of his guys and shook his head.  “This is bad.  So far, we have not been able to identify anyone.” 
 
    Rico said, “Our video surveillance tapes don’t show anyone from the other organizations and nobody is looking suspicious.  And, we have no witnesses.  Nobody saw anything.  It’s almost as though we were attacked by a bunch of fucking ghosts.” 
 
    “How is that possible?” asked one of the capos.  “We’ve always gotten descriptions of the attackers whenever we’ve been hit before.  Somebody had to have seen something!” 
 
    Ben explained, “All those other attacks were started by guys breaking in with weapons.  This time, that didn’t happen; there were no weapons.  All our security systems for detecting weapons were working and nobody is saying they saw any weapons.  Somehow, these fires got started.  Then, during the emergency evacuations, the lights went out and it just got crazy after that.  We didn’t even learn about the money rooms being robbed until much later.  Everyone was just thinking it was a fire.” 
 
    This news led to a great deal of discussion amongst everyone there but to no avail.  They all agreed to have their sources try and find out more about these mysterious attacks.  They were not optimistic the investigations by the police and fire departments would prove helpful.  It didn’t take long before the focus then turned to which of the other organizations had to have been behind this.  Clearly, Sal’s organization was being targeted and it had to be one of the other crime families.  There simply weren’t any other suspects who could pull anything like this off. 
 
    While Ray Morelli’s organization was at the top of their suspect list, it was quickly established that he and all of his known associates had alibis.  There was a lot of speculation but, unfortunately, the means and methods behind these casino robberies remained a mystery. 
 
    Sal dismissed everyone after giving them detailed instructions about finding out more info as well as precautions they needed to take to avoid any similar such attacks in the future.  His entire organization would now be on full alert and ready for war.  They just didn’t have anyone they could go fight as yet. 
 
    ----- 
 
    Drew, Les and Marsha in D.C. were on the line with Robert and his team in Massachusetts.  Was there any Intel suggesting the casino attacks were by terrorists? 
 
    Dale Hewson said, “We’ve double checked everything from all the WIJO computers and there’s nothing to suggest any New York targets.  I’ve also checked with my agency … Homeland Security has nothing.  These casinos were all owned by Sal D’Amato, right?” 
 
    “Yes,” answered Drew.  “That can’t be a coincidence.  But, the M.O. for these attacks is new for any of the crime families over here.  Les thinks it’s maybe what that coven of witches over in Hong Kong has been known to do.  That Zhu-Gung group.  Fire and brimstone are their trademark.  Our best guess is Ray Morelli has brought them over here for this.  The fact his former property on Lexington Street was the most badly damaged sure does point to that.  He hated having to sell that casino hotel to Sal.” 
 
    Edward Collinsworth said, “When I worked Organized Crime down in New York, those two families were always at each other’s throats.  Ray has never been satisfied with Sal’s organization being more dominant than his.” 
 
    Marsha said, “While we don’t have any current information for where many of the Zhu-Gung members might be right now, we did have that sighting for two of them here in New York just over a week ago.  We had wondered whether they were meeting Morelli.  That now looks like a yes.” 
 
    “Can we get a finder witch to check out these three casinos?” asked Les.  “Maybe they can sense residual energy and possibly then get a location, right?”  He’d learned enough about what finder witches could do to hope this might be possible. 
 
    “I’ll fly down there in our helo and get Troy to come with me,” said Robert.  “When he gets out of class, we can pick him up at Hamilton Municipal Airport.  That’s only ten minutes from Colgate where he goes to school.  I don’t know how all the fire damage might affect what he’s able to sense but it’s worth a try.” 
 
    Drew said, “Great!  With three deaths already, we want to get ahead of this.  Let’s gather whatever evidence we can, as quick as we can.  Paranormal attacks here in the U.S. are not acceptable and just as bad as terrorist attacks.  We need to put a stop to these ASAP.” 
 
    ----- 
 
    When Robert picked up Troy in the Black Hawk which “P” Branch had again borrowed from the National Guard, Troy was very excited.  He’d only just returned from West Point the night before and had actually been at one of the locations when it had been attacked.  When Robert had explained about the casino robbery which had occurred there in addition to the fire at Mama Teresa’s building, along with two other similar attacks, he’d been amazed.  Would he help?  Oh, yes! 
 
    While they were heading down to the JFK airport terminal, Robert briefed Troy on all three locations they’d be checking out and how they suspected the involvement by the Zhu-Gung organization. 
 
    Troy said, “Let’s go to Staten Island first.  Missy, Tracy and I did notice two witches had entered the building there right before that fire broke out.  We weren’t suspicious there was any connection and due to all the activity, we never got a chance to look for who the witches might have been.” 
 
    This was news to Robert.  He asked, “Was Missy able to get any scent of them?  You know how once she scents someone …” 
 
    “No, no.  And, due to the fire, I doubt she could get any scent of them now.  We can sense other supernaturals once they’re within a hundred feet or so.  All witches can do that.  Those of us who are air witches can sense them a bit more strongly, of course.  But, I don’t know if I’ll be able to sense enough residual energy to try and locate them.  We’ll see.” 
 
    They visited all three sites, using Robert’s FBI credentials to gain access.  Troy was disappointed about not really sensing any energy signature which he could follow.  But, he was able to sense there had indeed been witches at all three locations.  While he wasn’t able to determine where the witches might have gone, he was confident he’d at least be able to recognize their signatures if he experienced them again.  He also was able to confirm that the two witches who had been at Staten Island had also been at the casino hotel in Manhattan on Lexington Street.  Robert told him that was a win. 
 
    They had confirmed that witches were involved.  And, at the end of the day, everyone agreed they had a lot more to go on than when they’d started out that morning. 
 
    ----- 
 
    When Missy returned to her room that night after an extra long class for Farsi and Pashto, she sensed right away that Karen was in a really up mood.  Naturally, she asked her what was happening. 
 
    Karen said, “I just got off the phone with my mom.  She had postponed getting checked at the hospital until today … she didn’t want to upset me with any bad news before my big weekend, you know?” 
 
    Missy nodded.  Karen had been on an emotional roller coaster ever since learning about her mom’s breast cancer diagnosis. 
 
    “Her doctor had wanted another test just before the chemo and radiation which she was supposed to be starting this week,” continued Karen.  “But … today’s test shows she maybe doesn’t need that.  She’s going back in a couple days for another test, just to make sure.  It seems she’s one of those miracles.  Her cancer seems to be going away without any treatment.” 
 
    “That’s wonderful, Karen!”  Missy wasn’t surprised, of course, but she managed to act as though she was with enough conviction that her roommate didn’t notice. 
 
    “Yes, if the additional tests confirm her remission, they’ll just monitor her for a while.  Who knows?  Maybe she can beat this thing on her own.  Or, maybe it’s some sort of miracle.  In any case, she’s really happy and I couldn’t be more thrilled.” 
 
    “Well, that’s understandable.  Those Fabulous Fates you’ve heard me mention?  It looks like they’re on your side and might be somehow helping out.” 
 
    Karen stared at Missy and realized her roommate was sincere.  All the earlier suspicions and concerns she’d had about Missy had proven groundless.  Missy had been a true friend and had always wanted the best for her.  It made her heart swell with even more emotion than what she was already feeling, and it was almost embarrassing.  She knew she could trust Missy with anything. 
 
    Missy sensed the way Karen was suddenly being flooded and getting overwhelmed and wanted to change the subject.  “Hey, how are you and Marty getting along?”  She wiggled one eyebrow up and down suggestively and let her eyes sparkle. 
 
    “Oh!”  Karen needed to regroup and gather her thoughts.  “He’s asked me to be his date for the 100th Night Ball.  I said yes, of course.  We really enjoyed everything we did this weekend.” 
 
    “So, does that mean you might not be open to dating anyone else right now?  ‘Cuz, I’ve seen the way some of the guys were checking you out when they saw you and Marty together.  I wouldn’t be surprised if you start getting asked.  I predicted that, you know.”  Missy giggled. 
 
    Karen actually blushed and said, “Yeah, you did.  But, my interest right now is about where things might be going with Marty.  So, I’ll be saying no, should anyone else be asking.”  Marty had made a point of finding her that day and assuring her he was still very much interested in her and looking forward to more dates.  If she could schedule him in, of course.  She had been thinking about him when her mom had called. 
 
    “Well, then!  My work here is done!”  Missy smiled and added, “It looks like Tracy’s work is also done.  Ron invited Nell to the 100th Night Ball as well and she seems almost as gah-gah about him as you are about Marty.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Twenty-Eight 
 
    Feb 11, 2020 
 
      
 
    The Defense Secretary’s special session that night was well attended.  He’d insisted on having just about everyone be there in person rather than phoning in and there were thirty-six present.  This was the session which Missy would be attending in her spirit form, getting to experience each member up close and personal.  Just a precaution, of course, but one he and Drew had agreed on, along with Charles Winword and General Blake. 
 
    They started off reviewing what the latest findings were for the WIJO attacks which had happened in London, Paris and Rome.  There had been a few additional arrests made in Paris and some associates had been identified for the suicide bomber in Rome.  However, in London, very little progress had been made and there was a great deal of frustration over that. 
 
    When Congressman Barrows asked whether the casino attacks in New York might have been done by WIJO, Drew answered, “No.  We believe the Hong Kong organization Zhu-Gung is responsible for those.  It’s very likely they were hired by the Morelli crime family to cause trouble for the D’Amato crime family.” 
 
    The Secretary of Homeland Security said, “I’m hearing our FBI Psychic Division is looking into those.” 
 
    “Yes,” answered Drew.  “And, this is the first instance we know of where paranormal attacks have occurred here in the U.S.  This Zhu-Gung organization is run by a coven of witches and has been heavily involved in criminal activities in both China and Taiwan for years.  Now it looks like they’re being given a foothold in New York.” 
 
    Ted Hanson asked, “Do you have any evidence of this?  I did see some speculation in the media about a possible mob war due to these attacks being against the D’Amato organization.  What makes you say witches are involved?” 
 
    “We were concerned something like this might happen when we noticed two members from the Zhu-Gung coven were staying at a hotel owned by Morelli.  We try to monitor all the witches around the world, as you know, but that’s not always possible.  Fortunately, we were lucky and did manage to identify these two when they visited here.” 
 
    After pausing to look around the room, Drew continued, “After the three robberies, all at casinos owned by D’Amato, we had Robert Ulrey visit each location with one of his finder witches.  Not only was the presence of witches at all three places confirmed, but two of the witches involved had been at two of these locations.  The circumstantial evidence is pretty convincing.  In addition, the M.O. was similar to attacks we have attributed to this Zhu-Gung organization overseas.  They start fires, turn out the lights, stop the elevators, cause disruption in the stairways, break into money rooms and then overpower their victims, robbing them.  They accomplish all this without there being any witnesses and they leave little to no evidence afterwards.” 
 
    Charles Winword said, “Obviously, when several witches work together, they can cause quite a bit of havoc.  This is why our government funds Drew’s organization to monitor supernaturals.  The potential for death, damage and destruction is rather terrible.  Just as we’ve learned over the past year how we need help for our fight against terrorists from those supernaturals who are willing to help us, it’s clear we may need them to deal with these kinds of threats as well.” 
 
    “Drew?” asked Ted Hanson.  “Maybe this would be a good time for you to have your invisible angel witch call into our meeting.  As I’m sure everyone recalls, you proposed that at our last session.  That way, we can discuss various ways she could provide some assistance by talking directly with her.  From what you’ve just explained, maybe the list of tasks we could ask her to help us with might have increased.”  He looked around the room and it was obvious most of the others were also interested in his suggestion. 
 
    General Blake was one of the few who had called into the meeting and his voice now came over the speaker phone.  “Good idea, Ted.  I know this girl and her time is very limited.  We need to prioritize what she’ll do and when she can do it.  And, I say all that while knowing my desire to have her over here in the Mid-East, spying for me the entire time, is not going to be possible.” 
 
    Missy, of course, had been at the session the entire time.  She had been going around the room and visiting each person she had not met before, scenting and sensing, adding her experience of their essence to that compartment in her mind where she kept such knowledge.  She could now visit anyone there at any time in the future, if and when needed.  Without analyzing why she had this ability, she merely accepted it.  Like all her other supernatural abilities, this one continued to grow and increase. 
 
    Mike, go ahead and call into the meeting now.  They’re ready for me. 
 
    Mike had been waiting and now did as she asked.  His voice was being modified by some of “P” Branch’s special software so it would sound like that of a female.  He’d be saying whatever Missy dictated via her mental messages to him. 
 
    When the phone in the conference room rang, Drew answered and asked who was calling. 
 
    Mike’s modified voice said, “This is the witch you invited to this meeting, Drew.  Hello, everyone!  Thanks for this invitation.”  After a brief pause, his voice continued, “I understand there are things which this group is interested in having me do.  I would be honored to help.  Before starting, however, could everyone please introduce themselves?” 
 
    Drew explained, “This is a good idea.  Once you each say a few words, introducing yourself, our invited guest will then know who you are whenever you speak to her again.”  He looked to his right and said, “Charles, why don’t you go next.” 
 
    Charles nodded and said, “I am Charles Winword, with the CIA.”  Looking around the room, he added, “I’ve met this girl in person and I want to thank her here, in front of everyone, for everything she has already done and for agreeing to further help us.” 
 
    Mike’s voice said, “Thanks for saying that Mr. Winword.  I do appreciate your gratitude but, as you know, I consider it an honor to serve my country.  I ask, please, that we only focus now on what needs to be done and how my special abilities might be useful.” 
 
    Charles chuckled and turned to his right.  “Ted, you’ve been wanting to speak to this person for quite a while.  You’re next.” 
 
    “This is Ted Hanson, assistant Secretary of State.  And, yes … I am indeed pleased to actually be talking to the witch who shall not be named but who has done some great things.” 
 
    Each person spoke in turn, giving a short introduction of who they were and what their position was.  Once everyone there had spoken, Drew introduced General Blake and the two others who had called into the meeting, letting each of them speak in turn so Missy could hear their voices. 
 
    Mike’s voice than said, “Thank you for those introductions, everyone.  I do prefer to keep my identity a secret.  Unfortunately, there are WIJO agents who know who I am and who have been following me.  They report to Abu Habib who then reports back to the WIJO leadership.  For that reason, I ask that priority be given to dealing with Abu Habib and these agents.”  Mike paused briefly between each sentence since Missy was only telling him what to say, one sentence at a time. 
 
    Congressman Barrows asked, “Miss Witch, if I may call you that?  Are you asking us to sanction more killings?  If so, I don’t think I can agree to that.” 
 
    The Defense Secretary spoke up, saying, “She is not asking for that and I’m quite sure she never will look to this group for any sanctions.  But, I’ll let her speak for herself.” 
 
    Mike’s voice said, “As has just been said, I will never ask for any such sanctions.  I much prefer to deal with situations in other ways, if possible.  If not possible?  I will then accept full responsibility for my actions and not be asking for any approvals.  I can only hope this is satisfactory to Congressman Barrows and any others who might feel as he does.” 
 
    The FBI Director said, “I’m comfortable with that.  Let’s go forward.  I’m interested in any proposals for dealing with Abu Habib.  We could probably make a case for arresting him and then, at the very least, deporting him.” 
 
    The Secretary of Homeland Security said, “My thoughts are it’s better to have the devil you know rather than one you don’t know.  We already have him under surveillance, although he’s managed to elude us several times.  Can we get that special virus software installed on his computer?  It’s my understanding this is one of the abilities our invited guest can accomplish, correct?” 
 
    Missy was inwardly chuckling at the reference to devils.  She had Mike say, “Mr. Secretary, you do realize the WIJO leaders all consider me to be a demon, right?” 
 
    This remark caused some scattered laughter around the room. 
 
    “I am also aware there are those present in this meeting who refer to me as an invisible angel.”  There was more laughter. 
 
    Mike’s voice went on to say, “The answer to the question about my ability is yes.  I can do things while invisible.  Would this group like a demonstration?” 
 
    This caught Drew by surprise.  He realized he’d not told Missy to keep her presence at the meeting a secret.  He had just assumed she’d understand to do that, due to their ruse with Mike speaking for her on the phone.  But, what harm was there?  Everyone was cleared and the only reason she wasn’t physically there in person was to protect her identity, which she wanted to keep secret as much as possible. 
 
    Most of the others were also caught by surprise.  Congressman Barrows said, “By all means.  Go right ahead and give us your little demonstration.”  There was a strong note of sarcasm in his voice and it was obvious he was suspicious and ready to debunk any phony parlor tricks. 
 
    Missy had Mike ask, “Well, then, Mr. Barrows.  Are you willing to volunteer?  I promise I won’t harm you in any way.” 
 
    This exchange was drawing quite a bit of interest by everyone there.  Congressman Barrows realized the attention was on him and he didn’t want to say no.  Reluctantly, he said, “Well, all right.  I will volunteer.  What do I need to do?” 
 
    Mike’s voice explained, “Please hold firmly onto the arms of your chair and do not let go or resist in any way.  Just relax and enjoy the ride.” 
 
    The congressman’s chair began moving back from the table and then it slowly began to rise upward.  He was shocked at this and froze in place, his hands gripping tightly onto the chair arms.  As he found himself being lifted higher and higher, he initially held his breath.  Slowly, his chair began circling the room, with him in it, continuing to hold tight.  He eventually managed to exhale and breathe again, slowly and carefully. 
 
    Missy was having fun.  She had Mike say, “Some folks have trouble when they try to walk and chew gum.  Me?  I can multi-task.  When I visit those WIJO leaders and install that virus software on their computers, the only difficulty is finding ways to do that without being noticed.  Sometimes, it gets very boring for me … hanging around, watching and waiting … but, eventually?  After I’ve watched them login with their passwords?  Once they give me some alone time with their computer?  Voila!  Virus!” 
 
    Congressman Barrows and his flying chair made a slow return to where he’d started from, descended to the floor and rolled back into position.  There was a glass of water which he had been sipping from earlier and slowly it rose into the air and moved forward, stopping in front of him.  He let go of his chair with one hand and reached up to accept the glass which everyone could see was being offered to him.  He took a few sips and then set it back down on the table. 
 
    Mike’s voice said, “All done with that demonstration.  Are there any other volunteers?” 
 
    There actually were several hands which began to rise but then quickly dropped back down as the various individuals sheepishly realized they were not really at an amusement park. 
 
    Drew said, “For those here who perhaps had been skeptical about what my “P” Branch monitors and why we incur the expenses which we do, you have just seen an example of some paranormal activity.  There are supernatural persons out there and they have some amazing abilities.  My agency does what it can to keep America safe.” 
 
    General Blake’s voice on the speakerphone said, “Hey, what am I missing?  Did my favorite witch do something exciting?  I hope you have it on video.” 
 
    Everyone was still processing what they’d just witnessed.  When the Secretary of Defense announced there unfortunately was no video, there were several groans.  Congressman Barrows gave an audible sigh of relief and then everyone laughed. 
 
    The Defense Secretary said, “I know it goes without saying that this flying chair occurrence is to be considered a matter of national security with the highest of security classifications.  As are all the things we discuss in this meeting.” 
 
    Mike’s voice said, “If I can make a suggestion, I would like to do some spying on Abu Habib and everyone he has working for him.  Next Monday is President’s Day and I can spend the three day weekend on this.  I then should be able to identify those agents following me, those following another witch whom WIJO has also identified as a demon, as well as anyone else Habib has who might be involved in any significant activities.”  Again, Mike paused a few seconds between each of these sentences as well as between a few other places, repeating what Missy was telling him to say. 
 
    General Blake had researched West Point’s schedule and knew Missy would be having her Spring Break from March thirteenth through the twenty-second.  Now he said, “I can agree with that if everyone will agree the priority needs to be over here in the Mid-East in March.  I believe there will be several days available then when our invited guest can get away from her school activities.” 
 
    The discussion continued for another twenty minutes but everyone was in agreement with what Missy and the general had suggested.  As for the Zhu-Gung threat, Drew was optimistic Robert’s finder witches might locate wherever that organization might be hiding out.  Until they did, there wasn’t much Missy could do. 
 
    The session was adjourned and everyone departed, still processing what they’d seen and heard.  Congressman Nolan Miller, in particular, was most impressed.  He was no longer in doubt about the funding needed for “P” Branch.  His eyes had been opened and he realized he needed to keep his mouth firmly shut about everything he’d learned that day.  As for the invisible witch?  Yeah, he believed in her.  He also believed he’d better avoid discussing her with Ayleen ever again.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Twenty-Nine 
 
    Feb 12, 2020 
 
      
 
    It was cold, raw and rainy but at least there was no snow in the forecast.  The West Point Women’s Basketball team was again travelling by bus, this time to Bethlehem, Pennsylvania for their game against Lehigh.  Aasif, Fahim, Mamood and Nagia were following this bus with their vehicle several cars back. 
 
    Missy was seated on the aisle with Sharon on her right at the window.  She didn’t need to look outside in order to know where these four WIJO agents were.  She could sense them now, along with Rahim and Wahid who had remained behind.  She still only knew their first names, but she’d provided “P” Branch with the room numbers they’d had that weekend as well as their car registrations.  She would get more info on them that coming weekend. 
 
    Ginger was seated in the aisle opposite to Missy and leaned over to say, “Guess what?  My sister’s boyfriend can’t spend much time watching over her anymore.  He says he and the guys are going to the mattresses until this latest mob war is over.” 
 
    Missy nodded and said, “Well, I think Bridget is safe enough now.  She doesn’t really need a bodyguard anymore.” 
 
    “Yeah, she knows that,” said Ginger.  “She’s a little worried about Barry, though.  If he gets hurt, she doesn’t know if she can handle that.  Things are getting a bit too real all of a sudden.  Dating a bad boy is only fun when there’s not any real danger, you know?” 
 
    Missy grinned and said, “How does she feel about you?  You’ll graduate in a year and then you might be deployed somewhere and possibly be in harm’s way, right?” 
 
    Ginger said, “She just isn’t ready to face any realities like that.  She only thinks of my being at West Point as though it’s just another college, only with lots of rules, regulations and restrictions.  She’s never been very good with those three r’s, which probably explains a lot.” 
 
    Missy laughed and said, “Yeah, that’s how she ended up in bed with Paul Morelli, right?” 
 
    “So true, so true.  She says Barry is completely different, though.  He only does what he does ‘cuz he never had any other opportunities.  He owes everything he is to that D’Amato organization and if they need him?  He’s their guy, one hundred percent.” 
 
    “Well, loyalty counts for a lot in that organization.”  Missy smiled but then grew thoughtful.  “As you know, I know people who know people.  Unfortunately, I’m afraid there probably will be more attacks on D’Amato organization properties and businesses.  Her Barry will very likely find himself in harm’s way.  You need to tell Bridget not to get caught in the crossfire.  Hopefully, her boyfriend will be okay once things settle down.  I just can’t say when that might be.” 
 
    “Thanks, Missy.  I’ll tell her.  But, enough about her.  How was your weekend?  You and Mike have a good time?”  Ginger was well aware of how Missy felt about Mike. 
 
    “Oh, yes!  It was really wonderful.  Almost the best weekend ever.  But then, our group was actually at one of the D’Amato locations which got attacked.  The place on Staten Island.  There were twenty of us there, just finishing a wonderful meal in the restaurant on the first floor when fire broke out up on the fifth floor.” 
 
    “Really?” exclaimed Ginger.  “Wow.  What was that like?” 
 
    “We were all okay and had no problem getting up and going outside.  I didn’t even know the place belonged to D’Amato until Monday.”  Missy looked at Sharon who by this time was listening to their conversation. 
 
    Sharon said, “None of us knew anything, other than there being a big fire.  We stood around watching for an hour or so while the police and firemen dealt with that.  It looked as though everyone got out and, like Missy said, it wasn’t until the next day we found out the casino was robbed.  Along with two other casinos.” 
 
    “But, we weren’t really affected,” added Missy.  “We all enjoyed the ferry ride back and getting to be with our boyfriends right up until we signed back in that evening.” 
 
    The girls continued talking about boyfriends for the rest of the way down and then, after a nice victory over Lehigh, for most of the ride back to West Point.  The four WIJO agents managed to get a few long distance photos but otherwise?  They were bored out of their minds. 
 
    ----- 
 
    This time, it was one of D’Amato’s bookies in Manhattan who was attacked.  He’d managed to collect on all the betting which had occurred over the weekend but had not yet sent the share he paid in tribute on up to D’Amato’s capo.  None of his three bodyguards nor the two bouncers on his payroll knew a thing.  While he was back in his office, it was business as usual out in his bar right up until the lights went out. 
 
    There were backup lights, of course, but they went out right away as well.  They’d find their surveillance cameras had all mysteriously stopped recording a few minutes prior to the lights going out, so nothing helpful would be learned from those.  There was a great deal of confusion and commotion as customers made their way to the street outside.  Both bouncers and one of the bodyguards also went out while the other two bodyguards tried to get back to the office.  They were knocked out cold by beer bottles smashed against their skulls; they both ended up being hospitalized. 
 
    The bookie was not as lucky as that and his body was found slumped in his chair.  He’d been forced to open his safe and then had been strangled with a garrote made from his own tie.  No evidence was left behind. 
 
    ----- 
 
    Wagner Shen was a powerful earth witch and had learned how to cause power interruptions, electrical failures, camera malfunctions and various other useful ways to knock out lights and enable his men to enter a place without being seen.  They, in turn, were well trained in the use of their night vision goggles and knew how to move around, overpower those in Wagner’s way using whatever objects were readily available, and then avoid leaving any trace of having ever been there. 
 
    Wagner had confronted the bookie and had little difficulty convincing the man to open up his safe.  His telekinesis ability was very useful for persuading others to do what he told them to do, or else.  Of course, the poor victims always ended up with the “or else” part anyway, since he never allowed anyone who observed his witch abilities to survive.  It was why he and Richard Hwang, one of their two fire witches, had risen so high in the Zhu-Gung organization. 
 
    On returning to their safe house, Wagner was asked by Richard, “How did it go?  Any problems?” 
 
    Wagner replied, “No problems.  Morelli’s information was good.  Everything was just as he’d described and there were no surprises.  I think we got well over a hundred thousand dollars, just as he predicted.  I’m sure he’ll be very happy.  With the fifteen percent we’re giving him, he’s making plenty from everything we’re doing.” 
 
    “Yeah, and all the while, all he needs to do is make certain his alibi is solid, along with those for all his guys.”  Richard had tried during the negotiations for a lower percentage but, in the end, Morelli had prevailed.  “At least his information on D’Amato has always checked out okay.”  The safe houses, vehicles and other resources which Morelli had provided them had also been good. 
 
    Wagner asked, “Have you been able to learn anything about those witches we noticed at Staten Island on Sunday?”  They’d been able to sense three witches somewhere in the area but had been far too busy with their attack on the casino to determine anything about them. 
 
    “No, but their being nearby had to be just a coincidence.  I don’t see any reason to worry.”  Richard opened up the notebook he always carried with him and studied the list of locations Morelli had given him.  “We’ll be going up to Stamford, Connecticut on Friday and then out to Long Island on Sunday.  D’Amato won’t have any doubt about his organization being our target but, like the places we’ve hit so far, there’s nothing he can do about it.  We’ll deal with whatever defenses he might come up with and since he has to protect so many locations and won’t know which ones we’re going to hit, he’ll be spread too thin.” 
 
    Wagner nodded in agreement.  This assignment was turning out to be much easier than many of the ones they’d had back in Hong Kong. 
 
    ----- 
 
    Ben Marchitto hated being the bearer of bad news but had to tell Sal about the latest hit.  He summarized what he’d learned so far and waited.  Sal listened stoically but it was obvious he was inwardly seething. 
 
    Finally, Sal said, “This has got to be Morelli.  Nobody else would dare attack us like this.  I’d like to start retaliating right now and I don’t give a fuck what the other families might say.  So what if we don’t have proof?  We know it’s Morelli and they know it too.” 
 
    “We do need some sort of evidence, Sal.  You negotiated the terms for our last treaty.  Besides … do I need to mention how your witch Missy might react?  You know how she insisted we end that last mob war.” 
 
    Sal knew all that, of course.  He looked at Ben with raised eyebrows and said, “My witch Missy, huh?”  He shook his head.  How had things ever come to this, where he actually did need to consider what some young girl might say.  “Am I always gonna have to worry about her?  I mean, I know she’s this powerful witch and everything, but still … why must she continue messing with my organization?  Why can’t she just stay at West Point and worry about whatever the Army wants her to do?” 
 
    Ben sighed.  They’d had this conversation several times.  “How about I give her a call.  She always knows everything anyway so I’m sure she’s heard about these attacks.  I won’t put us in any position where we’re open and vulnerable to anything she might say.  But, I think I can discuss this situation with her.  Maybe she’ll know something which might help.  She has all those government friends of hers and everything.” 
 
    Sal wasn’t happy about the idea but he did end up saying Ben could make the call.  He also gave Ben a number of directives to send out to all the capos.  Every potential target needed to be protected.  And, everyone in his organization needed to have two or more light sources on his person at all times.  There would be no more “lights out” surprises. 
 
    ----- 
 
    Ayleen Malik was very frustrated.  No matter what she’d tried, she’d been unable to get Nolan to provide her with any details on the Defense Secretary’s session which he’d just been to.  The one in which that angel-demon, the invisible witch college girl who Abu Habib was so interested in hearing about, had supposedly been a participant.  Ayleen was now convinced this mystery girl, whoever she was, had certainly done exactly that and had somehow scared the hell out of Nolan.  He was unwilling to discuss her or the meeting, no matter what.  Impossible! 
 
    She’d explained all this to Abu Habib, of course.  She’d been told she needed to keep trying.  Abu had made some promises to people about having more on this mystery girl and it was her job to pry the information out of Nolan Miller by whatever means was necessary.  The waiting game was coming to an end and WIJO wanted to start taking some action.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Thirty 
 
    Feb 13, 2020 
 
      
 
    Lawrence Mallett’s weekly meeting with Missy had been pushed out a day due to her being away playing basketball the day before.  He had worked at helping his fellow plebes during the past few weeks and, just as Missy had advised, that was making a difference now in how his life at the academy was going.  When he knocked on her door, she opened it right away. 
 
    “Come on in, Larry,” said Missy.  “My roommate’s off with her new boyfriend so we have the room all to ourselves.”  She left the door open, per protocol, and he went over and took a seat in Karen’s chair; she sat down in her own chair and inhaled, processing his scent.  Interestingly, she noticed an additional scent from a female.  He hadn’t been sleeping with her but he definitely had been spending time, up close, getting her pheromones mixed in with his own. 
 
    “Congrats on winning another game yesterday, Missy.”  He kept track of all her activities.  “It sure looks like you girls will be making it into the League playoffs, right?” 
 
    “Yeah, it’s been a great season for us, so far.  Your rugby games are starting back up again next month … if your season continues the way it did in the fall, you’ll also be in the playoffs and you guys should do very well.” 
 
    Larry said, “Thanks!  Hope so.  What do we talk about in today’s session?” 
 
    Missy grinned and said, “Well, we could talk about your new girlfriend.  I’m hoping she’s a plebe and not an upperclass cadet or anyone on staff here, since that would be problematic.” 
 
    “How do you know I have a girlfriend?” demanded Larry.  He and Alyssa had been very discreet, not wanting anyone else to learn they’d been seeing one another. 
 
    Missy merely wiggled her eyebrows and smiled.  Then she allowed her eyes to suddenly fill and glow with yellow specks.  After staring at him for several seconds, she saw him sigh in resignation. 
 
    He said, “Okay, all right.  And, yeah … she’s a plebe.  She’s on our women’s rugby team.  We kind of, sort of, you know.  We kept seeing each other at practices and one thing led to another.  We only started really dating last week.  But, we were trying to keep things a secret, at least for a while.” 
 
    “Well, don’t worry.  Your secret’s safe with me.  And, congratulations.  Be careful and behave.  I’m sure you’ve heard all the stories about cadet dating which didn’t end well.  Let me know if I can help.  And, good luck!”  Missy grinned at him encouragingly. 
 
    Just then Captain Bonomo, her TAC Officer, knocked on her door and said, “Cadet McCrea?  Sorry to interrupt, but when you get a chance?  The Supe would like to see you.” 
 
    Missy said, “Yes, sir.  Should I change into a different uniform?”  Since it was Thursday, she was wearing fatigues. 
 
    “You’re okay as you are,” said the captain.  “Just go on over to his office once you’re finished here.”  He nodded at Larry and then turned and left. 
 
    When Missy glanced back at Larry, he said, “Hey, I’m good.  I’ll see you again next week, Missy.”  He got up and also left. 
 
    Missy pulled on her jacket and headed over to the Superintendent’s office.  When she entered the reception area, a master sergeant showed her where she could hang up her jacket.  He then announced her arrival on the intercom and ushered her into the Supe’s office.  Once she’d entered, he quietly closed the door after her, remaining outside.  Obviously, he had already received instructions to do that. 
 
    She approached the Superintendent’s desk, then stopped, stood at attention and saluted, saying, “Cadet McCrea, reporting as ordered, sir!” 
 
    The general returned her salute and said, “At ease, Ms. McCrea.  Please take a seat.  This is not an official meeting and I’d like to keep things informal.”  He waited until she was seated in one of the chairs near his desk and then he continued, “I have been keeping in touch with Drew Martinson, as I’m sure you are aware.” 
 
    “Yes, sir.” 
 
    “He tells me there are some WIJO agents conducting surveillance on you, following you around whenever you are outside this academy.” 
 
    “Yes, sir, that’s correct.” 
 
    “I just wanted to see if I needed to be concerned.  In addition to your safety, I also want to be sure no one else at the academy is in any danger.  Should I be arranging for any added security measures?” 
 
    Missy nodded in understanding.  “I think the existing measures are more than adequate for dealing with these particular agents.  I have identified six of them and now know exactly where they are at all times.  They may be looking at the staff here, hoping to bribe one or more of them to assist with their surveillance.  If that happens, it will still be all right.  Their focus is only on determining what my abilities might be.  They are aware I am a witch, although they view that as my being some sort of a demon.” 
 
    The general raised his eyebrows at this news and chuckled.  “A demon, huh?  Well, I suppose that’s more believable to those who come from that culture, over in the Mid-East.  Nonetheless, I’m not comfortable having known enemy agents out there.” 
 
    “I was authorized to deal with these agents at the Defense Secretary’s meeting two nights ago.  I thank you for enabling me to attend that session, by the way.  I plan to spend this holiday weekend working on the problem.  If you could manage things once again so I could disappear Friday evening, that would give me an early start.  I will be back in my room on Monday by nineteen hundred.” 
 
    The general asked, “By disappear, I assume you want to teleport out and back, correct?” 
 
    “Yes, sir.” 
 
    “And, since your roommate this semester isn’t a witch, you’re hoping I can arrange an appropriate cover story for your absence.  Again.  Right?” 
 
    “Yes, sir.”  Missy smiled. 
 
    “Very well.  Consider it done.  And, these agents?  You’re confident they won’t cause a problem?” 
 
    “Sir, unfortunately, ever since Philip Arnold’s betrayal, some of the things I’ve done in our fight against our enemies has been leaked to WIJO leaders.  They know my name and that I am a cadet here at West Point.  They also know about Oliver Bessom, another witch who helped.  General Blake has a detachment guarding his niece, Oliver’s fiancée.  That’s the bad news.  The good news is they’ve been thwarted so often recently that they’re not willing to risk further attacks here in the U.S. until they understand what we demons are capable of.  Hence, the surveillance.” 
 
    The general thought that over and then asked, “Does this explain why they’ve claimed credit for those successful attacks in London, Paris and Rome?” 
 
    “Exactly, sir.  They are committed to spreading terrorism throughout the world.  Our government wants me to go back to Afghanistan during our spring break.  But, they’re agreed the immediate priority is to somehow deal with the WIJO agents here in the U.S.  That includes those who are following me and Oliver around as well as those to whom they are reporting.” 
 
    The general definitely understood the big picture and was impressed that Cadet McCrea had become such a significant part of their efforts to defeat WIJO.  Ever since she’d resigned the previous summer in order to join that Special Forces Team, she’d been dedicated to using her unique abilities towards that goal.  Her return to West Point, and his subsequent learning about her being a supernatural, had only continued to amaze him.  He was glad this was the end of his career and that he’d be retiring in a few months.  He no longer had the energy he’d had when he was younger.  It was comforting to realize there were those, like this young woman, who would continue to serve and protect the nation. 
 
    Twenty minutes later, after Missy had finished her meeting with the Supe and returned to her room, her phone rang.  From the caller ID, she recognized it was Ben Marchitto.  Well, it was turning out to be a day for surprises.  First Larry having a girlfriend, then the Supe wanting to discuss security and now Ben. 
 
    “Hello, Ben, this is Missy.  What can I do for you and Sal.  Is everything okay with Sandy?” 
 
    Ben said, “Sandy is fine, Missy.  I told Sal it might be good if you and I talked and he was okay with that.  Not happy with it but okay with it.  I trust you understand.” 
 
    “Let me guess.  He wants to whack Morelli and doesn’t want me to interfere with how he runs his organization.”  Missy chuckled loud enough for Ben to hear her doing that. 
 
    Ben realized she obviously was aware of the situation and why Morelli was the suspect.  “We were wondering what you might have heard from your sources and from those friends you have.  About the recent attacks on Sal’s casinos.” 
 
    “Ah, well.  Yes, I see.”  Missy paused to consider what she wanted to share.  “I’ve heard there’s an outside organization responsible for those.  Most likely, they’ve been hired by Morelli.  But, they’re from overseas and going after Morelli’s organization won’t stop them.  It might make things a lot worse.” 
 
    “If you know they’re from overseas, does that mean you know who they are?” 
 
    “It means Morelli let the fox into the hen house but doesn’t know it yet.  And those friends of mine?  They’re looking very hard for these outsiders.” 
 
    Ben was frustrated she didn’t provide more information when it was obvious she knew things.  But, he recognized he couldn’t expect her to reveal facts which her sources might object about.  “Okay, but Sal doesn’t want to sit back and do nothing.  You have any suggestions?” 
 
    “Sure.  Don’t make things worse.  Focus on defense until you can capture some of the guys from this new gang.  That will maybe lead to evidence Morelli is behind this.” 
 
    “So, attacking Morelli won’t stop these guys?” asked Ben. 
 
    “No, and you’ll be more vulnerable.  You need all your resources for defense right now,” answered Missy.  After a long pause, she added, “When those friends of mine succeed in finding these guys?  As thanks for your cooperation in this, they’ll make public what Morelli’s role has been.  That will give Sal what he needs for dealing with the other families, right?” 
 
    Ben was surprised by this offer.  “We’re cooperating with your government friends, whoever they are?” 
 
    “That would be the smart play, Ben.  The enemy of your enemy is your friend, right?  So, for this situation, my friends might actually turn out to be your friends.” 
 
    When she finished the call with Ben, she called Robert Ulrey and filled him in on the promise she’d made.  He updated her on his visit with Troy to where Sal’s bookie and two bodyguards had been killed.  Troy could sense one of the witches who’d been at the Staten Island and Lexington Street casinos had been at this location as well.  The residual energy from this witch was suggesting he might be from a location somewhere in Brooklyn, but Troy hadn’t been able to do any better than that.  Maybe next time he could narrow it down by triangulating. 
 
    Then, it was time to go to dinner. 
 
    She still had a language class scheduled after that and then a ton of homework to get done.  In twenty-four hours, she’d be teleporting away from the academy for a long weekend during which she hoped to deal with some WIJO terrorists.  Yeah, she sure seemed to have a lot on her plate all of a sudden.  But, she knew she’d somehow manage during all that to spend some time with Mike and that would help.  All work with no play would make Missy a very weary witch-werecat-woman and nobody would want that, right?


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Thirty-One 
 
    Feb 14, 2020 
 
      
 
    Donald Quigby knocked on Tracy’s door and was relieved when she was there and invited him into her room.  Nell was also there and he said hello to both girls, following academy protocol and addressing them formally as Cadet McGonagle and Cadet Nasworthy. 
 
    Since three people were in the room, it was okay to shut the door and Tracy did so.  Then she said, “Relax, Don.  First names are okay.  What’s up?” 
 
    Donald said, “Well, you know how there’s another Rifle Club match here tomorrow?” 
 
    “Sure,” said Tracy.  “The NCAA Qualification match.  If we win this, we go on to compete in the NCAA Championships next month, right?” 
 
    Donald nodded and said, “Exactly.  And, Emily just found out Cadet McCrea won’t be there.” 
 
    Tracy said, “I know.  She’s gonna miss a basketball game on Sunday as well.  The Supe’s got her on some special assignment and she’ll be gone all weekend.” 
 
    “Well, Emily’s now under all this pressure,” said Donald.  “Without Missy, everyone’s expecting her to be at her very best.” 
 
    Since Donald had actually used Missy’s first name, Tracy realized he was all caught up in his concern about Emily.  She said, “Okay, but she can handle that.  She’s gotten to be really awesome.  And, Missy has missed matches before.” 
 
    “Yes, but those other times weren’t as important as this match.  Now, everything is riding on how well Emily does.”  Donald knew he wasn’t explaining this well enough.  “Today’s Valentine’s Day.  I was planning a surprise but … well … now I don’t know.”  He glanced over at Nell. 
 
    Nell had been listening to all this and now she giggled.  “Hey.  Your brother invited me to go on a surprise date tonight.  Do you want me to leave the room?” 
 
    Donald was surprised at first but then realized he’d mentioned his plan to Ron.  Was his brother maybe planning a similar date with his new girlfriend?  That was quite possible.  Aggghh!  He looked at Nell and said, “That might be a good idea.  I mean, I don’t know what he’s planning, but I sure would hate to be the one …” 
 
    Nell laughed and said, “Don’t worry.  I think I’ll go visit the ladies’ room.”  She got up and walked out, leaving the door open since now it would be just Tracy and Donald in the room. 
 
    Tracy was now very intrigued and asked, “What’s the plan, Donald?  And, why are you worried about Emily?” 
 
    Donald sighed and said, “Well, you know our hockey team is playing up in Connecticut this weekend and so Tate Rink will be available here.  They’ll be getting it ready this weekend for when our team plays next week, but they’re letting anyone skate there tonight.  For my surprise, since I know how much Emily likes to skate, I’m going to have her follow some clues on a sort of scavenger hunt.  I even arranged for her brother to bring me her skates, so she won’t need to borrow anyone else’s.  Those will be at the last place along with my invitation to go skating.” 
 
    “That’s a wonderful idea!” said Tracy.  “She’ll love that.” 
 
    “Yeah, but what if she overdoes things and then can’t compete tomorrow?  We went skating when I visited her over Christmas.  She’s really good, but her brother Scott is unbelievable.  If you could have seen the crazy way she tried to keep up with him … I’m just worried she’ll enjoy herself too much and then not be ready when she needs to do well in her match.  If I ruin things by taking her on this date?  The whole school will be pissed off at me and, worse, she might never forgive me.” 
 
    Tracy laughed, especially at hearing how Scott was such a good ice skater.  He was a water witch, after all.  But, she felt confident his twin sister, in spite of not being a witch, was fully capable of handling a fun night on the rink without that affecting her ability to shoot the next day.  “Don, your idea is perfect and please just let her enjoy this to the max.  I guarantee she’ll be saying it actually helps prepare her for that competition by allowing her to relieve some stress the night before.” 
 
    Donald’s face lit up and he said, “You think so?  Really?  I hadn’t looked at it that way.  I wanted to make today really special and was excited about making her happy.  But, when I learned Cadet McCrea wouldn’t be there tomorrow and how everyone would now be depending on Emily?  Well, I just started getting a little panicky that maybe I was making a huge mistake.” 
 
    Tracy gave him a few more assurances and then sent him on his way. 
 
    When Nell returned, Tracy said, “So, you’re going out with Ron again tonight, huh?  I think I’m losing count of how many dates you’ve had with him.  Have you gotten to the one where he kisses you yet?” 
 
    Nell had not actually been kissed by Ron yet, but she was secretly hoping that would happen soon.  “Just because you and Missy decided to blackmail your firstie friends into accepting those invitations for last weekend doesn’t mean you get to gloat about the way they both have come back, asking us out on dates ever since.  Karen and I actually have quite a lot to do with that, you know.” 
 
    Tracy chuckled and said, “Oh, I know, and I definitely approve.  But, in spite of whatever stories those two might have been spreading about our blackmailing them?  They actually have become our friends and needed very little convincing about agreeing to go out with you two.  You were the ones who needed to be blackmailed, actually.” 
 
    Nell realized she’d never win any argument with Tracy and she was actually quite pleased with how things had worked out.  “So, do you know what my surprise date tonight is going to be?  I’m guessing Marty and Karen might be there as well.” 
 
    “Why, yes I do!  Of course, since I’ve lived such a clean life of wondrous purity and goodness, there is no way you can blackmail me into revealing what that might be.”  Both girls laughed at that. 
 
    ----- 
 
    Missy waited until Karen left with Marty for her surprise date and then she called Mike.  “Is everyone ready for whatever I might find when I check in on those WIJO agents?” 
 
    Mike said, “Yeah, I’m on speakerphone right now with Robert’s team at Hanscom.  Les and Marsha have called into this as well.  They’re ready.” 
 
    Missy listened as various members spoke up, saying their hello’s.  She replied, in turn, thanking them all for supporting her. 
 
    Once the greetings were over with, Mike told her, “Les wants you to give him a call on his cell before you start.  There are some additional things Drew asked him to have you do this weekend.” 
 
    She wasn’t really surprised.  Drew had wanted her to attend that last session so she could check each member and be ready to follow up, visiting each of them.  Since most lived in the D.C. area and she’d be down there searching for Abu Habib, it made sense he’d want her to make some of those visits while she was there.  “Okay.  I’ll call him next.” 
 
    “Those three vehicle registrations you provided for the guys who’ve been following you around?” Mike asked.  “The team has located a house near the academy where two of those cars are parked.  There are some FBI and Homeland Security guys in that area, ready if you need them.  Just say the word.” 
 
    “Great!  That’ll be my first stop.  I’m not sure yet what sort of trouble I’ll stir up but I’ll probably think of something.” 
 
    Mike laughed.  Putting the speakerphone on mute so only Missy could hear him, he said, “That’s why I love you so much, Missy!  I know I’m gonna enjoy whatever it is you come up with.” 
 
    Since Missy wasn’t sure if the speakerphone was on, she sent him a mental message.  Ha!  Just wait and see what I’ve got planned for you, once I can get up there and we can have some time for ourselves.  She had already explained she’d be up there with him at some point; she didn’t want to spend three entire days in her spirit form. 
 
    Mike said, “Can’t wait.”  Then he took the speakerphone off mute and added, “We’ll be standing by.  Go ahead and call Les, now.” 
 
    “Right!  Bye, everyone!”  Missy hung up and dialed Les.  She also began undressing and putting her clothes away. 
 
    Les answered and said, “Hi, Missy.  I have a couple of things for you.” 
 
    “Sure.  Go ahead.  Hit me with them.” 
 
    “I know we sent you Abu Habib’s home address down here, but to make things easier for you, we also had Ed Collinsworth fly down and join the surveillance team at his place.  And, he’s connected by phone with the team, so you can have Mike pass messages to him.  I know that’ll make it quicker for you to locate Habib.” 
 
    Missy appreciated that and said so.  “Thanks!  Good idea.” 
 
    Les said, “Drew also wants you to try and identify whoever Habib’s spy might be.  If you recall, we saw some message traffic a month ago suggesting he now had someone watching a member in Congress.” 
 
    “Yes, I know,” said Missy.  “That’s why you want me to visit everyone I met at the Defense Secretary’s meeting last Tuesday.  You’re hoping I might sniff out anyone they might be close to who might be this spy, right?” 
 
    Les knew she meant the word sniff in its literal sense and mentally chuckled to himself.  He said, “The Defense Secretary wants to be certain about security.  The mission for this weekend is to shut down Habib’s effectiveness over here.  Deal with the agents watching you and Oliver and then reveal any and all of his spies.” 
 
    Missy had finished undressing and was now ready to go.  “I’ll do my best, Les.  Mike will let you know how I’m doing from now on.” 
 
    They said their goodbye’s and Missy turned off her phone and put that away.  Then she Shifted to her spirit form.  There was no one there to see her shimmer of light as she disappeared.  She was off now on this latest mission.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Thirty-Two 
 
    Feb 14, 2020 
 
      
 
    Mamood had returned to the house they’d rented, after dropping off food and drinks for the other three at their respective positions outside West Point.  Being able to stop at a Macdonald’s made doing things like that easy.  And, since both McCrea’s rifle team and basketball team had home games scheduled that weekend, that made things even easier.  They didn’t think there was much chance she’d be going out. 
 
    Another night of boredom lay ahead, watching while nothing was happening.  Or, it would be but for their latest girl.  Aasif and Fahim had gone down to meet with Adeel Khaqad, Habib’s assistant, in D.C.  While those two were away, Mamood and the others were free to take turns with her, and now?  It was his turn. 
 
    Earlier that day, he and Nagia had grabbed another whore.  Such girls were easy to obtain and no one missed them very much when they disappeared.  The house they were in had a basement where they could keep a girl captive.  Since the men weren’t allowed to go anywhere or do anything else, spending most of their time freezing their asses off out watching and waiting for the McCrea girl, they wanted this.   
 
    Aasif had objected at first.  But, when Mamood and the others had insisted on having a girl available, Aasif had relented.  There was no risk and after they’d wasted an entire weekend, following that group with the McCrea girl around?  Well, they had all trained for years and this assignment was not what they had signed up for.  They needed some enjoyment to look forward to during their down times and Aasif had agreed to their demand. 
 
    Infidel girls were only good for one thing.  When they died after being raped and abused repeatedly?  Good riddance.  It hadn’t been difficult to dump that first girl’s body where it wouldn’t be found for months, by which time they’d be long gone. 
 
    Nagia had wanted to have a go with this latest girl but it was Mamood’s turn.  And, he’d insisted on having more time since he’d missed a turn when the previous girl had died the day before.  Thus, after bringing Nagia out to join the other two and then making that food run for them, he was looking forward to finally having a couple hours to fully enjoy himself.  He’d promised the others the girl would still be there for them later that night. 
 
    After unlocking the door to the basement, Mamood brought his meal down the stairs along with some food for the girl.  She was shackled to the bed down there and as soon as she saw him, she began yelling.  He assumed she was asking to be released but he didn’t really understand her words very well and could care less what she wanted.  He went over and slapped her in the face to shut her up.  He then sat down at the table nearby and proceeded to eat his food. 
 
    Mindy watched the big, bearded man as he slowly chewed on his hamburger.  The sting from the slap he’d given her was still hurting but she’d had lots worse.  She hadn’t been kidnapped like this before, however.  She’d exhausted herself during the hour or so she’d been awake, trying to get free and screaming for help. 
 
    She’d been at her usual place when the car had slowly driven up.  She’d been careful but when it looked like there was only the driver inside and she saw him hold up several twenty dollar bills, she’d approached for a better look.  Everything happened so fast after that, she wasn’t sure what had happened. 
 
    Her big mistake, of course, had been standing out there alone.  But, it was early and she’d thought she’d be safe enough.  She’d needed the money.  Now she’d been knocked out and imprisoned somewhere with no hope.  She was truly terrified. 
 
    Mamood took his time and enjoyed watching the girl as she stared back at him with fear in her eyes.  Good.  He liked it when they were afraid.  He finished eating and took a long drink to wash down the food.  Then he stood up and walked towards the girl.  He felt himself getting hard already, his arousal just from anticipation of what was about to happen. 
 
    Before he could get there, however, the girl slumped over on the bed and appeared to be out cold.  One moment she was sitting there and staring at him, paralyzed in fear, and the next?  Her eyes fluttered and she collapsed.  What the hell? 
 
    There was a pulse of energy and suddenly a naked girl was standing in front of him.  He tried to process that while the realization also reached his brain this girl was Missy McCrea, the alleged demon they were following.  How was this possible? 
 
    Missy had not wanted the girl to know what was happening so she had pressed on the girl’s carotid artery, safely putting her out, just prior to Changing.  Now she yanked the top blanket from the bed and wrapped it around herself, not wanting to remain naked.  In Pashto, she said, “Mamood, you sit back down and I want you to answer some questions for me.”  Extending one arm, she pushed him using her telekinesis ability, forcing him back into the chair he’d been using during his meal.  She maintained pressure on his chest, holding him firmly in place. 
 
    Mamood was shocked and yelled back at her, also in Pashto, “What are you doing to me!”  He tried to rise but felt a strong force holding him down.  “Let me up!  You are an abomination from hell!”  Clearly, the speculation was true about all the possible evil which this demon had done.  That, and perhaps even more evil which he was very worried about. 
 
    Missy had quickly teleported out to each of the other agents and then had come here to the house, to where she sensed Mamood was.  When she found there was a girl being held in the basement, she made a thorough examination.  She was dismayed to find residual scents down there from the WIJO agents along with another girl, different from the one shackled to the bed now.  The men had all had sex with that other girl and Missy could sense that girl had died.  It was at this realization that she decided to confront Mamood in person. 
 
    Now, she demanded, “What happened to the girl who was here earlier?  I know she’s dead and I know you killed her.  Where have you dumped her body?” 
 
    “I don’t know anything,” protested Mamood. 
 
    “You are lying and I will not accept any answers from you which are not the truth.”  To convince him of this, she used her water witch ability to control the blood flowing in both his arms.  She began cycling the temperature so one of his arms was feeling heat while the other one felt cold; then she reversed this, alternating the sensations.  She asked, “Would you like it if I made your arms fall off?  Or, maybe I should do that to something else?”  She glanced meaningfully down at his crotch and then looked back into his eyes.  “What have you done with the body of the girl you murdered here earlier?” 
 
    Mamood had never experienced pain in his arms like this before and had no doubt she was causing it.  He did not want to find out what else she might do to him.  “Yes, okay, okay.  I will tell you.  Please stop!”   
 
    Missy restored the blood in his arms to normal temperature and pushed some healing energy into him, eliminating his pain.  “Okay, there.  Now, I want you to take me to where you left this girl’s body.  But, first … I will put on some better clothing.”  She dropped the blanket back on the bed and walked up the stairs, leaving him still in the chair and unable to move. 
 
    She returned wearing a shirt which she’d found hanging in one of the closets.  It covered her well enough.  She had alerted Mike about finding a girl inside this house and had explained there was another girl’s body out somewhere else.  She explained there would probably be enough DNA evidence present on the dead girl to convict all of these men.  She told him to give her ten minutes more and then send the police to this house.  She also told him where the three WIJO agents outside the academy could be found and asked that they be arrested as well, once she gave him the word. 
 
    Releasing the energy she’d been using on Mamood, she forced him to stand up.  Then she said, “You are going to show me where you left that dead girl.  Do you need your car to bring me there?” 
 
    He had been rethinking things during the short period she’d been upstairs.  He was about to try attacking her but suddenly found himself floating several inches above the floor and unable to move, yet again.  She had one hand extended towards him and was obviously controlling this.  He decided to play along and said, “I will take you there.  Yes, we must go in my car.” 
 
    She let him walk in front of her and they climbed the stairs, went out and got into his car.  With him behind the wheel and her next to him, she said, “All right, Mamood.  Drive to wherever we can find this girl’s body.  You will bring me there or I will cause great harm to your body.”  She caused him some momentary twinges in his arms, just to be sure he got her message.  She was finding she knew Pashto well enough to clearly issue him all these commands.  He definitely understood what she was saying. 
 
    They drove in silence for several miles and eventually reached a deserted section where the road was surrounded on both sides with dense woods.  When they reached a section where the car could pull off to the side, Mamood slowed down and then he stopped.  He turned to her and said, “We brought her somewhere around here and left her back in there, about a hundred meters.  I can’t be sure …” 
 
    Missy said, “Come.  We will look for her.”  She got out and waited for him to come around and join her.  “Lead the way.”  It was dark and there was snow on the ground.  Although she was barefoot, only wearing the shirt she’d put on, that did not bother her.  All that mattered was finding the poor girl’s body. 
 
    Mamood stumbled along in front of her, not sure of exactly where to go but not wanting to tell her that.  He was desperately looking for some way to escape. 
 
    Missy inhaled and with her enhanced senses she was able to detect a faint trace of the dead girl.  She began directing Mamood, telling him when to go right and when to go left.  They eventually reached a shallow depression amongst all the trees with debris scattered over it.  She sensed the girl’s body was lying in there.  She told Mamood, “Stop.  We are here.  I want you to pick up this girl’s body and carry her back to your car.” 
 
    Mamood was amazed at having somehow actually arrived at the exact location where he and Nagia had left the girl the night before.  They had wrapped her in a thin blanket, bound with some rope, merely to make it easy to carry her.  They hadn’t paid much attention to where they’d dumped her.  Yet, sure enough, when he stepped down into the depression, there she was.  He glanced back at Missy and knew he was going to do exactly what she said.  All of the stories about demons which he’d heard were now paling in comparison to what he was experiencing with this demon, Missy McCrea. 
 
    Twenty minutes later, with the girl’s body now in the trunk of his car, Mamood was driving back to his house.  Missy sat beside him and merely stared with those crazy green eyes of hers, blazing with yellow specks pulsing inside them.  He dared not take any chances but his mind was racing, still trying to think of some way to save himself. 
 
    Missy asked Mike, Have they rescued the girl from that basement yet? 
 
    When she sensed his answer of yes, she told him, Mamood is driving us back to the house now with a body in the trunk of his car.  Have those other WIJO agents arrested and charged with suspicion of murder, amongst other things.  Bring them to the house where Mamood is going and have them see the body.  Confront them all with their crimes. 
 
    After again sensing Mike’s answer of yes, she turned to Mamood.  “I am going to disappear when we get near your house but I will still be right here.  You are going to drive there and wait for the police to arrest you.  You will not speak to anyone about me or what I have done.  If you do?  I will know.  And then?  I will make you wish you’d never been born.  Do you understand?” 
 
    “Yes, I understand.”  Mamood was quite certain she could do what she’d just threatened.  He glanced over at her quickly and then back at the road ahead. 
 
    “I’ll disappear in a moment but I will make this shirt hang in the air above this seat, just so you know I’m still here.  Do you understand?” 
 
    “Yes, I understand.”  Mamood had barely finished his reply when there was a shimmer of light and she was gone.  That really freaked him out and he almost lost control of the car.  When he next looked over, sure enough, there was the shirt she’d been wearing.  It was moving slightly and floating along, defying gravity.  He knew she was still there, somehow doing that. 
 
    He did what she’d told him to do and, when he arrived at his house, the police were there, waiting.  As he brought the car to a stop, the shirt dropped to the seat beside him.  The police approached and he was told to open his door.  After he did that, he was arrested.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Thirty-Three 
 
    Feb 14, 2020 
 
      
 
    When it had been confirmed that all four WIJO agents which Missy had identified were now in custody, Dale Hewson said, “My team is asking how we knew about the girl they rescued from the basement of that house earlier and, even more of a mystery, how we knew that guy Mamood would be driving up and surrendering, with another girl’s dead body in his car.”  His Homeland Security team on site had been given jurisdiction but FBI agents were also there along with the local New York police. 
 
    Robert said, “I’m sure they’ll be pleased when they find evidence the dead girl was in that same basement.  Since all four of the men they’ve arrested tonight were living in that house, that’s enough to justify these arrests.  When the DNA evidence comes back and proves these men had sexual relations with the dead girl, as Missy predicts, there will be no problem getting convictions with long jail sentences.” 
 
    “They already have Mamood’s statement,” said Dale.  “He admits they kidnapped those girls and is blaming one of the others there for killing the girl in his trunk.  He won’t say why he has her in his car, however.  The police are keeping them all segregated from each other.  None of the others are willing to talk.  It will be interesting to watch all this play out.  In any case, good job by Missy.” 
 
    Marsha’s voice on the speakerphone asked, “Mike?  Do you know what Missy did to get Mamood to bring back that dead body?  I’m guessing she made an appearance and, if so, do we need to worry about who he might talk to about that?” 
 
    Mike answered, also on the speakerphone, saying, “She didn’t explain much to me about what she was doing but I’m pretty sure you’re right and she probably materialized right in front of that guy.  She obviously convinced him that being arrested with a dead girl in his car was the lesser of two evils, with her and whatever she threatened him with being a far greater evil.” 
 
    Les laughed and said, “As for worrying about who he might talk to about that, it probably won’t matter.  Whatever lawyer gets assigned to him will probably just think he’s crazy.  And, all his WIJO leaders already are convinced Missy is a demon so if this makes them afraid to mess with her, so much the better.” 
 
    Lieutenant Colonel Schermerhorn was thinking the same thing.  He said, “She’s just getting started.  By the time she finishes with them this weekend, let’s hope they decide to stay far, far away.  Mike?  What’s her status?  Has she gone down to Washington D.C. now?” 
 
    Mike had been getting Missy’s messages and was able to answer, saying, “She’s down there now, yes.  In her cat form, at the moment.  She likes to materialize after teleporting for any big distances.  Being in her human form or cat form allows her to recharge.  She draws energy from her surroundings, as you all know, and she can store and harness that energy from within her personal essence, her entity.  But, she has explained having a physical body is an important part of her doing that.  She can’t have her essence stay in its spirit form forever.  None of us would want that … I know I sure wouldn’t!” 
 
    While Robert’s team continued to discuss the evening’s events, Missy was prowling the thinly wooded area in back of the house where Aasif and Fahim were meeting with Adeel Khaqad and a few others.  She’d teleported down to their location and had then gone outside, Shifted into her mountain lion form and was taking a break.  She’d asked Mike about the arrests back in New York and gotten his confirmation they had all been made. 
 
    She was feeling a bit depressed about the girl who’d been killed and, now that she no longer needed to be doing anything about that, she wanted to simply let go of all her own emotional stress associated with the poor girl’s death.  Tuning into her cat was what always helped Missy deal with human problems.  When she was a cat, those problems just weren’t the same and didn’t matter as much.  She could focus on her animal nature and all the experiences which she’d lived through, surviving as a cougar in the mountains, and that always made a difference and helped her cope with things. 
 
    She also wanted to learn enough about her location so she could pass that info back to Mike and the others.  This was not one of the places “P” Branch had advised her about and she was guessing it was a WIJO safe house.  She took her time and made certain she wasn’t being observed by anyone.  After she tracked through the area enough to read some street signs, she let Mike know what those were.  She waited enough time for the team to determine where she was, based on this, and then she asked him if they’d succeeded in that and could identify the house she was watching. 
 
    Once Mike confirmed this was a definite yes, she then provided him with the license plate numbers for the five vehicles which she found parked on the property.  One of those was the car Aasif and Fahim had brought down from New York.  Three of the vehicles were inside a large barn, not visible from the road or from the sky.  She had no difficulty in finding them, however.  Knowing there were no people inside the barn, she climbed through an upper window-doorway which conveniently had been left open, and then she explored the interior. 
 
    Finally, she Changed back to her spirit form and returned inside the house once again.  It was time to get to know who all the occupants were and, if the opportunity presented itself, she’d infect any computers in there with her software virus so Lisa and Marie could get busy.  After all, why should she be the only one having any fun? 
 
    ----- 
 
    Adeel Khaqad asked Aasif if there was any problem.  Aasif had been trying for the past thirty minutes to reach Mamood or any of his other men.  For some reason, all their cell phones merely went to voicemail. 
 
    “I can’t say whether something might be happening up there, or not,” said Aasif.  “The McCrea girl wasn’t scheduled to go anywhere but, if they spotted her leaving the academy, that might explain why they’re not answering.”  He was worried there might be another explanation, only he didn’t want to mention that concern to Khaqad. 
 
    On the drive down, he and Fahim had argued about the other four men.  Ever since they’d accidently killed that prostitute they were using, he was concerned things were getting out of control.  The men were not happy about their surveillance duties and he realized he’d made a mistake agreeing to their demands about having a girl available.  He insisted things had gotten worse after that.  But, Fahim tried to tell him whatever girls they kidnapped were of no consequence and having them actually made things better.  Nothing had been resolved by their argument. 
 
    Khaqad asked, “If they are following the demon you are watching, shouldn’t they have at least sent you a text message about that?” 
 
    “Maybe, maybe not,” said Fahir.  “Perhaps disabling phones is another one of the abilities this McCrea girl might have.  When we were following her last weekend, she somehow knew we were there.  When I lost the camera I was using to take photos of her, I know she caused that.  I didn’t drop that camera … it felt as though someone pulled it from my hands.”  He had tried to convince the others about this but they’d all complained it was his fault.  He had insisted on coming with Aasif on this trip so he could further explain his theory about what had happened and avoid any blame. 
 
    Aasif was skeptical about Fahir’s theories but since this provided some rebuttal to Khaqad’s accusation, he was willing to go along.  “How do our leaders expect us to find out what these demons are capable of doing if we are not allowed to engage them?  What has Bassaym been able to learn about Oliver Bessom?”  He wanted to shift the focus away from his team’s not having any results. 
 
    Bassaym Al-Bari said, “Aasif is correct.  We are conducting our surveillance, as directed, but we are not at fault there is nothing we can report.”  Like Aasif, he had five other men on his team.  They were all living at this safe house which was only twenty minutes from where Candace Axtell and Oliver Bessom were staying.  Ayoob was with him for this meeting with Khaqad while the other four were out watching for Bessom to make an appearance. 
 
    Khaqad was not happy.  He knew Abu Habib wanted results and so far, all their surveillance had only added a few photos to what they already knew about these two demons.  If the girl was able to yank a camera from someone’s hands and interfere with cell phones, that would be interesting.  However, that had yet to be proven.   
 
    After discussing their assignments with Aasif and Bassaym for another twenty minutes, Khaqad said, “All right.  Abu Habib will be here tomorrow morning and you can provide him with your reports.  I’ll return for that meeting.  Hopefully by then, Aasif, you will have heard from your team.”  He then said goodbye, donned his coat and left. 
 
    As he drove away to his own safe house, he had no idea he was not alone.  Missy had decided she’d learn where he was living and who else might be there with him.  She’d already told Mike she hadn’t found any computers at this safe house; maybe she’d find one at Khaqad’s place. 
 
    Khaqad was living alone and although she noticed he did indeed have a computer, he didn’t have it turned on.  Rather that waste time waiting to see if he might power it up so she might learn any passwords he might be using, she figured she’d go check out where Abu Habib was staying instead.  She could always return another time to attempt accessing Khaqad’s computer. 
 
    Mike, let Ed Collinsworth know I’m headed his way and I’ll tweak his left earlobe when I get there.  She felt him acknowledge this and then teleported to where Ed was.  When she tweaked his ear, he grinned and nodded his head toward the house he was watching.  She went inside but found it was empty. 
 
    Mike, I’m in Habib’s home but he’s not here.  I’m going to see if following his scent will show how he comes and goes without our surveillance teams noticing.  She began her search but was interrupted when she noticed the computer sitting on a desk in what was obviously Habib’s office.  It was powered up and when she moved the mouse, the screensaver disappeared without needing any password. 
 
    After finding his browser was also running and connected to the internet, she opened up a new tab and logged into the site where Marie had links for downloading her special software, the Missy virus.  Since the operating language for Habib’s computer was in Pashto, she clicked on the appropriate link for that and had no difficulty getting the software downloaded and running.  She closed the browser tab and let Mike know he could have Marie now access the computer remotely and continue with all her hacking magic.   
 
    She continued her search and eventually located the hidden passageway which led underground to a garage belonging to another home two houses over from Habib’s home.  That explained how he had been eluding anyone trying to watch him.  She let Mike know about this so in the future, it could be covered. 
 
    Then, rather than wait for Habib, she wanted to visit various members from the Defense Secretary’s session, since that looked like a better way to spend her time.  She knew she would finally get to meet Abu Habib the next day.  She told Mike he should get some sleep.  Feeding on energy she could draw upon to sustain herself, so she wouldn’t need any food or rest, she moved on. 
 
    ----- 
 
    Abu Habib was meeting at a bar with Ayleen Malik to discuss what little she’d managed to learn from Nolan Miller after that last session with the Defense Secretary.  Her persistence had gotten him to say a few things about the girl who had called into that meeting, but not much. 
 
    Ayleen said, “Nolan was very impressed by this girl and whatever it was she said.  He keeps reminding me how important it is for him to be at these top secret meetings and why everything they discuss there affects national security.” 
 
    “Yes, I understand,” said Habib.  “But, he trusts you, right?  Can you get him to describe any of her abilities?  He already told you she was a college girl and an invisible witch.  Can you make him explain any more about her supposedly being invisible?” 
 
    “Well, he did say she would be available for assignments next month, when she can get away from her school activities.  I think that confirms she’s the college girl person you are interested in.  But, he doesn’t know her name.  And, he refuses to talk about her abilities.  Something happened at that meeting and he just won’t talk about it.” 
 
    Habib nodded and thought for a moment.  Then he asked, “What about the change in his attitude concerning funds for that “P” Branch agency?  You mentioned he told you earlier how he was very skeptical about them but now you’re saying he wants to approve everything they want?” 
 
    “Yes,” said Ayleen.  “That’s all I’m really getting him to talk about.  He says the work which that agency is doing is very important and necessary.  But, he won’t go into any details.  He wants to impress me but he’s now unwilling to talk freely about anything paranormal or supernatural.  That’s what this special agency is supposedly responsible for and now Nolan is convinced they should have all the funds they need.  But, as I’ve explained, that’s all I can get him to say about it.” 
 
    Habib was satisfied it had been Missy McCrea from West Point who had called in but was disappointed Miller wouldn’t tell Ayleen more about her.  He said, “Obviously, there were some assignments which they talked about with this college girl.  See if you can get Miller to give you some idea about those.  It’s really important that I have something I can tell our leaders.” 
 
    She assured him she’d do her best and then she left.  As she drove back to Miller’s apartment, she considered how best to convince the congressman to share more secrets.  He was now completely addicted to the mind blowing sex he’d been having with her and she decided to fully take advantage of that.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Thirty-Four 
 
    Feb 14, 2020 
 
      
 
    Goffredo Petri was again having a good night even though it was the middle of winter.  His seafood bistro was not the best place on Stamford’s water front but it was still in a good location and had a nice rooftop bar in the summer.  The overflow from those other places always gave him plenty of business.  And on Friday nights?  There was always a game going in the back for those in the know.   
 
    He didn’t really consider himself to be part of D’Amato’s organization but when one of Sal’s capos had helped finance him a dozen years ago, he’d given up a big percentage of his place and had been paying his share ever since.  That capo was long dead, as was the one who’d replaced him.  The latest replacement, however, was still collecting.  Once you owe the mob, you belong to them forever.  But, he wasn’t complaining.  There were benefits. 
 
    When he had a customer who wanted to place a large bet?  Or asked where he could get a girl who wouldn’t give him some disease?  He was the guy who always knew a guy who could make that happen.  Although the kickback payments were small, it was easy money.  And, for his Friday night game?  He had no worries about the police ever raiding him and Little Joey was always there, providing protection. 
 
    Little Joey had received word about keeping a couple flashlights ready and being prepared for a possible attack.  He’d warned Goffredo.  But, neither he nor Goffredo were really worried.  The bistro was an unlikely target and not at all on a par with those casinos that got hit.  Other than when they had a game going, there wasn’t even much cash lying around. 
 
    When Wagner Shen entered Goffredo’s bistro and took a seat at the bar, he had already disabled the security cameras.  But, since those weren’t being monitored, no one noticed.  Based on Morelli’s information, he knew there was only Little Joey, the three hundred pound bouncer, who needed to be eliminated.  It would be easy pickings after that.  Once he knocked out the lights and Richard Hwang started a fire behind the bar, their men would have no problem robbing the place and its customers.  Just like always. 
 
    Little Joey never heard the shot which killed him.  The gun which fired that shot was fitted with a silencer.  The gun was untraceable, as was the bullet, and it was dropped right near Little Joey’s body.  As evidence, it had no value. 
 
    Thirty minutes later, the Zhu-Gung men were headed back to Brooklyn and Goffredo’s bistro was in flames.  He was no longer having a good night.  When Little Joey’s body would be discovered somewhat later on, it would only be getting worse. 
 
    ----- 
 
    As Missy worked her way through the list of persons she’d encountered at the Defense Secretary’s special session, she tried to make her visits to each of them as non-intrusive as possible.  She wasn’t spying on their activities so much as stopping by for a quick check, letting her senses tell her whether anything seemed out of place.  These were supposedly the good guys, after all. 
 
    She had been provided with brief summaries about each person, stating whether they lived with a spouse, had children there with them and even what pets they owned.  By visiting them, she could get a general sense of the person’s well-being or, perhaps, notice if something might be amiss.  She had found her water witch ability allowed her to tune into how a person was feeling.  Just as she could now detect when they were lying about something, she could sense guilt and worry as well. 
 
    Unlike when these individuals had been seated around the conference table, at home they were relaxed without the high level of adrenaline which participating in the Defense Secretary’s meeting typically caused.  It made reading them much easier for her.  She knew she could return and spend more time, getting an even better read on them, but she only wanted to make a quick visit for now; she wanted to see if anything jumped out as a red flag. 
 
    As the evening wore on, more and more she was finding them already asleep.  She then quickly moved on to the next person.  Her visits became quicker and shorter until she checked in on Congressman Nolan Miller. 
 
    He was asleep but what stopped her from moving on was the girl in bed with him.  She had noticed this girl’s scent mixed in with his own when she’d first focused on him at the meeting.  Now that she was finding them together and noting how much younger this girl was, it made her wonder. 
 
    According to his bio, he had been divorced for three years.  Who was this girl? 
 
    Missy focused on the girl long enough so she could later find and teleport to whatever location the girl might go to.  Then, she located the girl’s purse and carefully went through it, removing the girl’s wallet and studying her driver’s license.  Ayleen Malik.  She noted the address on the license was there in D.C. but was different from where Miller was living.  She was convinced this girl warranted further investigation. 
 
    She returned the wallet and purse to its original location and moved on. 
 
    ----- 
 
    Feb 15, 2020 
 
      
 
    Sal D’Amato was very angry.  Goffredo Petri had called his capo who of course had called Sal.  In spite of having everyone in his organization guarding against possible attacks, that foreign gang of outsiders which Morelli had hired had managed to strike again.  This was making him look bad and he was furious.  He’d vented his frustration at Ben Marchitto and again wanted to know why he shouldn’t be sending his guys over to Morelli’s place and taking revenge. 
 
    Ben said, “Because that will only make things worse.  Until you have some proof, the other families are not going to accept your doing that.  Yes, it’s clear someone is targeting your places and Morelli is the most logical one behind that.  But, again … there’s no evidence anyone in his organization is involved.” 
 
    “You told me the government will be providing that evidence, right?” 
 
    “They will be once they’ve located the guys actually doing this,” said Ben.  “But, that will only be if you cooperate.  Getting into a war with Morelli?  That’ll cause the government to go after us as well.” 
 
    Sal understood the logic but needed something more.  “All right.  If the damn government is supposedly our friend and is helping us?  I want one of them to be talking to us about that.  I’m not going to base my decisions solely on what my witch is saying.”  He had accepted that Missy McCrea was his witch with regards to the current situation.  “I want to hear from whoever the hell she’s got as a source.” 
 
    “Well, the police have been …” 
 
    Sal didn’t let Ben finish but interrupted saying, “I don’t mean the fucking police.  I want to hear from someone in the government, someone I know has been talking to McCrea and telling her about this outside organization.  I don’t believe any of the police officials we’ve been hearing from are talking to my witch.  She’s got all those secret sources of hers, right?  I want to hear from one of them.” 
 
    Ben had no choice but to agree to Sal’s demand.  He didn’t know if it might be possible or not, but unless Sal got some more assurances and could see a way to a win, things were certain to deteriorate to a total lose-lose scenario.  He left Sal and went to his own office.  When he tried calling Missy and got her voice mail, he left a brief message.  But, he didn’t think this could wait and knew she could be anywhere.  Who could guess when she might return his call?  Who should he call in the meantime? 
 
    There were two others who knew Missy was a witch.  Alice Mathews and Mike Ryan.  He knew Missy shared things with both of them but for this instance, he figured he’d try the boyfriend first.  He called Mike. 
 
    Mike was back on the phone with Robert’s team, waiting for further information from Missy.  When his cell phone rang and caller ID showed it was Ben, he switched over and said, “Hello, this is Mike.” 
 
    Ben was greatly relieved and said, “Hi, this is Ben Marchitto.  I left a message for Missy but I don’t know when she’ll call me back.” 
 
    “Sorry, but she’s not available right now.  What is this about?”  Mike knew it had to be something important or Ben would not be calling him. 
 
    Ben asked, “Has she told you about the attacks against Sal’s places?” 
 
    “Yes, she has.  She also mentioned talking to you about them.” 
 
    “Good.  I was hoping you might know something,” said Ben.  “Did she explain about having a source who knows these attacks are by somebody hired by Ray Morelli?” 
 
    Mike was well aware of the situation but had not yet learned about the latest attack.  “Yes, she did.” 
 
    “Well, my boss wants to go after Morelli.  He knows Missy doesn’t want that.  But, he wants more to go on than her say so.  It’s not that he doubts what she’s saying …” 
 
    Mike cut him off by saying, “I get it, Ben.  She’s in the middle.  You and Sal are probably curious about her source.” 
 
    Ben asked, “Is there any chance that source of hers would talk to Sal?  You know, direct?  Without putting her in the middle?” 
 
    “Has something happened?  Why are you looking for more than her say so?” 
 
    “Yes, there was another attack last night,” Ben told him.  “It was a small bistro in Stamford, Connecticut but Sal has a piece of it.  One of his guys was shot dead.  Sal can’t just do nothing.” 
 
    Mike understood.  And, he knew Missy had talked to Robert who was working with Troy to locate the Zhu-Gung gang members responsible.  He said, “I think I can have Missy’s source call you back about this.  I’ll let you ask him what he can do.” 
 
    Ben said, “Great.  That would be good.  Let Missy know we appreciate this.  And, we appreciate her as well.  Okay?” 
 
    “Okay, I’ll do that.  You should be hearing something within the hour.  I’ll say goodbye now so I can make some calls.”  Mike hung up with Ben and switched back to let Robert and the others know what Ben had explained. 
 
    He had also been getting more messages from Missy.  She was asking what they’d learned about Ayleen Malik.  She’d told him early that morning what she knew and what she suspected about her and about Congressman Miller.  Mike was finding himself very busy as he tried to deal with everything going on around Missy. 
 
    Thirty minutes later, Ben received a call from Robert Ulrey.  After identifying himself and what his role in the FBI was, Robert explained he’d be visiting the latest crime scene that afternoon after which he could go over and meet with Sal.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Thirty-Five 
 
    Feb 15, 2020 
 
      
 
    Missy was back at the safe house where Aasif and the other surveillance agents were staying.  Her visits to all the other members from the Defense Secretary’s session had not raised any further red flags.  She did plan to revisit everyone again, now that they were all up and about and not sleeping.  She had briefly stopped back at Khaqad’s home and at Habib’s home but had found them both asleep. 
 
    And, she of course had updated Mike about everything that morning once she sensed he was again awake.  Now, finally, the meeting with Abu Habib was about to take place. 
 
    Adeel Khaqad arrived first and saw Bassaym had two of his men with him, Dima and Nouri.  Aasif and Fahim were there, of course.  When he questioned them about Mamood and the others, he learned there still was no contact.  Not good. 
 
    Then Abu Habib came in and Khaqad focused on his boss. 
 
    Missy also focused on Habib, finally able to tune into his essence and add him to all the others she was now capable of finding at any time. 
 
    The meeting had barely gotten underway when Habib got upset about the missing agents in New York.  He looked at Aasif and said, “This is unacceptable!  You were in charge of these men and now you’re saying you can’t reach them?  What could this mean?” 
 
    Missy knew Robert’s team was keeping news about the arrests from the media for as long as possible.  That wouldn’t be for much longer, of course.  Two girls had been kidnapped and one of them was dead.  Rather than have the four WIJO agents disappear, it would be better to make it known they’d been arrested.  Warrants for the arrest of Aasif and Fahim would also be issued.  Their effectiveness had definitely ended. 
 
    Fahim was now explaining his theory about Missy to Habib.  “There was another mystery which we encountered while watching our demon girl last weekend.”  Looking at Aasif he asked, “Did you tell him about the recording devices which Mamood and Nagia placed in her room?” 
 
    Aasif said, “Yes, I told him how they disappeared.  But, there are any number of reasons why that may have happened.” 
 
    “That is true, but there was more,” insisted Fahim.  “After the girl and her boyfriend checked out, Nagia went into the room to retrieve his equipment and learn what the problem was.  He said these items were not only gone but that a heavy pile of dust or dirt was at each of the locations where they had been placed.” 
 
    Habib asked, “What does that matter?  Are you saying this dirt might be evidence of something?” 
 
    Fahim nodded and said, “When I asked Nagia about that, he only said it seemed strange.  It was almost as though his equipment had been pulverized and this dirt was all that remained.  But, he thought that was not possible, so he ignored it.” 
 
    Aasif had not heard these details before but now he could see they might be significant.  He said, “Everything we know about his girl being a demon is based on circumstantial evidence.  When we watched her with her friends and later, playing basketball?  She seemed normal.  But, Fahim is right.  Mysterious things keep happening where she is concerned.  For all we know, Mamood and the others might be dead right now.  Just like that spy Arvind Pancholi.” 
 
    Habib had already sent back Ayleen’s report, confirming McCrea had been responsible for killing Pancholi.  Nolan Miller had heard that at one of the meetings he’d attended and had been impressed.  However, he had provided Ayleen no details on how the invisible witch had accomplished it.  Finding out important details about this demon’s abilities was proving to be very difficult. 
 
    The meeting continued for an hour but nothing of any consequence was determined.  The reports from these agents about Missy and Oliver were lacking in any substance and the photos obtained were not even that good.  Habib agreed that Aasif and Fahim should remain there until some news of the other agents could be learned. 
 
    Missy wanted to meet the remaining three agents working for Bassaym and since she knew they were somewhere in the vicinity of Candy’s place, hoping to follow Oliver Bessom, she headed over there.  She had scented them enough from their stay at the safe house that she had no problem finding them.  She then, of course, allowed her senses to fully experience these men, committing them to that special place in her mind so she could always find them afterwards. 
 
    She returned to Khaqad’s place which was now empty.  When she powered up his computer, she was pleased to find no passwords were required.  As she’d done with Habib’s the night before, she soon had the computer infected with Marie’s virus software and let Mike know. 
 
    When she’d asked about Ayleen, she could tell that Mike had been preoccupied with something.  Eventually, when she sensed he was finally free to respond to her questions, she asked again.  Mike’s yes and no answers soon revealed her suspicions had been confirmed.  Ayleen was probably the spy they were looking to identify.  She headed back over to Miller’s place to check on the two of them. 
 
    ----- 
 
    Robert and Troy once again flew down to the JFK Airport in New York.  They drove for an hour up to Stamford and reviewed what the police had found.  Robert insisted that his psychic be allowed to handle the gun and, after running through a lot of red tape, Troy was finally allowed to do that.  The gun had been processed, no prints had been found and the police really had no reason not to let the gun be handled at that point.  A test bullet had already been fired and ballistics had confirmed it matched the bullet from Little Joey’s body. 
 
    When Troy held the gun and focused, he was able to still sense residual energy from the person who had used it to kill Little Joey.  While others had handled the gun since then as well, he easily noted their energy signatures and identified them all as local police.  The energy from the killer, although not that of a witch, was strong enough to provide him with a direction.  And, that direction was towards Brooklyn, just as what he’d sensed at the other crime scenes had been.  He and Robert added this to the plots they’d made on their map and, while not pinpointing any exact location, it narrowed down the area significantly. 
 
    Robert called back to the team at Hanscom, after sending them this latest plot, and explained, “Since we think this Zhu-Gung organization is working for Morelli, let’s see what properties Morelli’s people might have inside this area Troy has identified.  Maybe they’re providing some behind the scenes assistance and support.  Troy then can check any of those places which turn up.  If witches have been staying at any of them, he’ll be able to sense that.” 
 
    Dale was skeptical at first, but Les assured him how finder witches had managed far more difficult tasks with even less to go on.  Dale was still a new member on their team and had much to learn about supernatural abilities. 
 
    The team tapped into all available resources and after two hours of research, they did manage to find three places which were worth checking.  The ties to Morelli were indirect and remote but then, anything related to his organization was worth looking into. 
 
    Robert had spent those two hours driving Troy back to his home, dropping him off there, and then driving out to Sal’s estate.  He heard from Dale just before arriving at the new gates, replacing those Missy and Tracy had demolished more than a year earlier.  He considered Dale’s news to be good since he had not wanted to go to this meeting with only some vague promises.  When he presented his identification at the gate, he was allowed to enter and given directions on where to go. 
 
    Ten minutes later, he was escorted up to Sal’s office on the second floor.  The office was impressive and Robert looked around appreciatively.  He shook hands with Ben and Sal.  They were the only ones in the room with him and he sat down in the chair which they had waiting for him.  It was one of a group of chairs arranged near a large wall of windows.  He knew these windows also had been replaced after Missy’s first visit out there. 
 
    After Ben and Sal sat down, Robert said, “I know by now you have checked my government credentials to determine how high up and how well connected I might be.  If you also are wondering how much I know about Missy McCrea, I can tell you this.  She is a very powerful witch.  A supernatural.  I know she’s revealed that to both of you.  I also know she forced you to establish the Roseanne Fund with her friend Alice as Director, that she rescued your daughter and that she insisted you end that mob war last year.” 
 
    Sal studied Robert for several moments and then said, “You do seem very well informed about her activities.  Since you refer to her as a witch, are you saying the government believes such people exist?” 
 
    “Only certain branches believe that,” answered Robert.  “My FBI Psychic Division happens to be one of those branches.” 
 
    Ben said, “We were unable to learn much about your branch, Mr. Ulrey.  Like you said, we indeed want to know where you fit, what clout you have.  Miss McCrea claims you will provide us with evidence showing Ray Morelli is behind these attacks aimed against our organization.  The police don’t normally share much information with us, as I’m sure you must know.” 
 
    “While that may be true about the police, these attacks involve an organization from overseas.  I report to the FBI Director and we have Homeland Security, the CIA and various other agencies assisting in this matter.”  Robert looked around the room and turned back to look at Sal.  “I’m not worried about you using any recording devices because if you had them turned on for this meeting?  Missy would find out.  You would not want all these beautiful windows to be once again destroyed, would you?” 
 
    “You can speak freely,” answered Ben after glancing at Sal and chuckling.  Yeah, this Ulrey character was very well informed.  “Whatever you tell us is not being recorded.” 
 
    Robert said, “Okay.  The psychics working in my division?  They are supernaturals.  They have special abilities, just as Missy does.  And, my division has resources far greater than those of the police.  After we have dealt with the individuals actually making the attacks against your properties?  We will share proof that Morelli is involved.” 
 
    “When will that happen?” asked Sal. 
 
    “We need some more time.  I can’t promise there won’t be more attacks.  But, I can promise we will find these individuals and deal with them.  The attacks will then stop and you will have what you need to deal with Morelli.” 
 
    Sal studied Robert and considered everything he’d heard.  Nodding, he asked, “You want me to sit back, stay out of this, let you do whatever you do, is that it?  I’m supposed to trust you and these witches you have working for you?” 
 
    Robert smiled and said, “If you can’t trust what a witch can do, then who are you going to trust?” 
 
    Sal laughed and asked, “Are you a witch, Mr. Ulrey?  Do I have the word of a witch?” 
 
    “No, I’m not.  But, if you need the word of a witch, I can have Missy give you a call.”  Robert stood up.  The meeting was over.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Thirty-Six 
 
    Feb 15, 2020 
 
      
 
    Ayleen had spent the morning being playful and teasing Nolan about being the perfect mistress for him.  She had started by serving him breakfast in bed, explaining how the various items would all increase his testosterone, boost his sex drive and get him ready for what she was planning.  There were oats, honey, avocados and bananas in addition to a glass of red wine and some champagne.  Since it was a holiday weekend and he had nothing on his schedule, she assured him it was important they “got off” on a very decadent start. 
 
    “What are you planning for me after I finish eating all this?” he asked. 
 
    “We will bathe together and I will conduct some experiments,” she answered.  “I’ll want to determine just how much benefit you’ll have received.  However, we will not be having any sex until much later.  You have heard all about delayed gratification, correct?” 
 
    Nolan laughed and said, “I seem to recall something about that and maturity.  Are you suggesting I’m too old for you, Ayleen?”  He waggled his eyebrows up and down and stared at her.  He never tired of looking at her exotic beauty and found her soft voice to be very sexy. 
 
    “Oh, no!  Far from it!  But, as your perfect mistress, I wish to cater to your every need.”  She smiled at him and suggestively ran her hand over the bedspread, along his body and down to grope his partially erect manhood bulging underneath. 
 
    A couple of times in the past week, they had discussed how he might not be ready for marriage any time soon, due to how his constituents might view that while he was still in Congress. 
 
    Today she was telling him she only wanted to be his mistress.  His perfect mistress.  His secret lover.  She didn’t want to be seen out and about with him or receive any expensive gifts or attend lavish parties or climb any social ladder.  No, she assured him she only wished to learn from him and add to her political science education.   
 
    It was this theme of his being her mentor and educating her which she now used to again probe for more information on his recent meeting with all those other important government officials.  And, of course, with their invisible witch. 
 
    She kept him company while he ate, praising his role as a distinguished congressman.  She said, “Tell me again why you’ve decided that “P” Branch agency deserves being fully funded.  Help me understand.  Is it because of that college girl who goes around assassinating people?  I know she called into your last meeting.” 
 
    Nolan finished eating and wiped his mouth on a napkin.  Pushing the breakfast tray to one side, he got out of bed.  “I never said that girl went around assassinating people, Ayleen.  What makes you think that?”  He was nervous and tried to think back over previous conversations they’d had. 
 
    Ayleen led him into the bathroom and began running hot water into the tub.  “Well, you told me everyone talked about her being responsible for killing that spy Arvind Pancholi, right?”  She removed the terrycloth robe she’d been wearing. 
 
    As they both climbed into the bathtub, his arousal was very obvious.  He said, “I’m sure I explained that was self-defense.” 
 
    She began fondling him and said, “You told me they both were witches.  Aren’t all witches evil?  That’s why I assumed she was an assassin.  How did she kill him, anyway?”  She tried to make her questions seem innocent, almost as though she wasn’t really interested in his answers.  Since she was slowly stroking him with one hand and caressing his testicles with the other, she truly seemed more interested in playing with his genitals than anything else. 
 
    Nolan groaned and tried to grab onto some part of her, any part of her … but she eluded his reach and slipped away, leaving him throbbing and aching.  He said, “The exact method she used was never mentioned.  I can think of several methods, however, after seeing that demonstration she gave us.”  He was no longer paying attention to what he was telling her but instead hoping to pull her back towards him.  He wanted to be thrusting inside her in the worst way. 
 
    Ayleen climbed out of the tub and laughed at the way he kept reaching for her.  “I told you no sex until later, Nolan.  Delayed gratification, remember?  But, congratulations for proving you did indeed benefit from that breakfast I gave you.”  She ogled his huge erection and giggled.  “But, what’s this about a demonstration?  You only mentioned her calling into your meeting.”  She began rubbing a soapy facecloth over his body, again giving the impression she wasn’t really listening but merely making conversation.  “Tell me about that demonstration.”  She pretended this question was only to distract him from having sex but every movement of her naked body only inflamed his passion all the more. 
 
    All of Nolan’s good intentions about never discussing the flying chair he’d witnessed were now a distant concern.  His primary concern was getting Ayleen to quit teasing him and allowing him some gratification without any further delay whatsoever.  “Well, if I tell you, you know what that means, right?” he joked.  Then he rinsed off and climbed out of the tub. 
 
    “Ooooh, you’ll have to kill me, huh?” squealed Ayleen. 
 
    “Exactly!” said Nolan.  “Only, it will be death from having too much sex!  Now, shall we get started?”  He chased her into the bedroom where she let herself be tackled onto the bed. 
 
    They wrestled for just a few moments and then she pushed him onto his back and straddled him.  Grabbing his erection with one hand while pushing on the center of his chest with the other, she began rubbing her slick folds back and forth all along his length but wouldn’t allow him to penetrate her yet.  She whispered, “You were saying something about a demonstration … now, what was that … inquiring minds want to know!”  She bent down and blew softly into his ear.  “Tell me, tell me, Nolan!” 
 
    As he began describing how Congressman Barrows had circled the room in his flying chair, she allowed him to enter her at last.  First one inch, then two inches.  She kept holding him while slowly moving up and down, gradually drawing him deeper and deeper inside.  But, whenever he paused in his explanation, she paused her movements as well.  He did eventually tell her everything he’d witnessed and by that time she had placed both hands on his chest and was riding him with great enthusiasm. 
 
    By the time his deep thrusts into her resulted in an orgasm of epic magnitude for him, he was thinking of nothing else.  As his body sagged and collapsed in relief afterwards, his mind also emptied itself of any other memories and he couldn’t remember what he’d been telling her.  Nor, did he care. 
 
    Ayleen cared, however.  She now had an amazing story to tell Abu Habib.  She could hardly believe what she’d heard him say was true but she knew he and all the others there believed it and whether it had been real or some group hallucination, that didn’t matter.  She knew Habib would be very pleased with what she’d just learned about that college girl angel witch and how she convinced people she was invisible. 
 
    Missy also cared, of course.  She had arrived at the very end of this seduction, had heard the end of the story and was disappointed the congressman was willing to betray his country.  She gave Mike the Reader’s Digest version and explained she would not act as judge, jury or executioner.  She told him to ask Robert’s team what they wanted her to do about this. 
 
    Then she told him she wanted to revisit all the other members who’d participated in the Defense Secretary’s sessions.  While her purpose was to confirm there were no other victims to WIJO agents, spies or informants, she also wanted to experience the energy from those who truly were dedicated to the defense of her great nation. 
 
    ----- 
 
    Robert picked up Troy after leaving his meeting with Sal and Ben.  They had three places for Troy to check out which had some sort of connection to the Morelli organization.  As they drove over to Brooklyn, Troy explained how they needed to circle each place and not get too close. 
 
    “If any of the witches in this Zhu-Gung organization are finder witches like me, they’ll be able to sense my presence at about the same time that I’m able to sense theirs, typically from several hundred feet away.” 
 
    Robert said, “Staying far away should be good enough.  We can have Missy go in there afterwards in her spirit form to confirm what you have found.  Once we’ve located them, I can put them under surveillance and have a special strike force follow wherever they go after that.  Maybe we can catch them red handed when they try to attack their next target.” 
 
    Troy nodded in agreement and said, “That can work.  Since your surveillance and strike force personnel won’t be supernaturals, these witches won’t know you’re following them.  Plus, if you have Missy stay involved, even if your guys somehow lose them, she’ll know where they are and can help.  That way, your guys can still get there in plenty of time to catch them in the act and prevent any attack from succeeding.” 
 
    Robert chuckled and said, “It looks like the training you’ve been getting as part of my Psychic Division is paying off.” 
 
    “Actually, it’s all the on-the-job experiences,” said Troy with a grin.  “Having Missy do what she does and being able to watch and learn while she does it?  Best.  Training.  Ever.” 
 
    When they arrived near the first location Dale had given them, Troy did not sense the presence of any witch.  Nor was there any energy from the non-witch who had fired the gun in Stamford.  They went right up to the entrance of the apartment complex there and then circled around to the rear.  Nothing. 
 
    The second address was a two-family property which, likewise, did not contain any residual energy and was also ruled out. 
 
    The third place, however, was a definite yes.  Troy began sensing strong energy from four different witches as soon as they drove within a thousand feet of yet another apartment complex.  This one was larger than the first place.  They backed away and approached from two other directions.  Each time, once they got anywhere near it, the energy signatures were there.  In addition, during one of their approaches, Troy also sensed some energy from the shooter who had killed Little Joey. 
 
    Robert called back to his team at Hanscom and arranged for surveillance to be put in place as soon as possible.  In addition, a joint strike force would be assembled and placed on standby, ready to go.  Finally, he asked Mike to signal Missy he wanted to talk to her. 
 
    ----- 
 
    Emily Robinson was feeling very confident as she settled into position at the Tronsrue Marksmanship Center to take her final series of shots with her rifle.  The match was very close, as had been expected, but if she could score at least a ninety-three for this three hundred-meter ten shot series, West Point would win its NCAA Qualification match and go on to the Championship match next month.  No pressure, right? 
 
    She knew she could do this since she’d managed scoring better than that during four of her last five matches.  Missy had really helped her and, even though her mentor wasn’t there today, she felt all those key things she’d learned would result in success.  It was much more than being cool, calm and collected.  Her inner soul was at peace and would allow her to perform at her best. 
 
    Donald had been so worried the night before!  He wanted to show her a great time for Valentine’s Day but at the same time, he didn’t want her to “throw her game off” and have her not be ready to compete today.  She had no difficulty with her skating, of course, something she’d been comfortable doing for as long as she could remember.  She and Scott had spent countless hours enjoying themselves out on the rink every year.  What mattered to her was where she felt her relationship with Donald was going. 
 
    And, after seeing how much he cared about her, she was now very confident about that.  Hence, her confidence now as she got ready to shoot this final series.  Her soul was very much at peace and where it needed to be. 
 
    She would tell Donald about her supernatural family during Parents Weekend, right before their Spring Break.  Her family would be there and she knew she could convince them it would be okay.  They liked Donald a great deal, after his nice visit during Christmas, but they’d insisted she wait a couple months more.  Just in case.  Scott had always had a closed mind about the subject, up until then.  He hadn’t wanted her getting involved with anyone not a witch.  Non-witches simply could not be trusted.  But, even he was coming around. 
 
    Her grandmother was more understanding.  Of course, she was only a fire witch with limited powers while her brother was a water witch with a great deal of power.  As he’d gotten older and became more aware of his abilities, he’d grown more and more wary of non-witches.  There were so many stories about how badly things had often gone for witches.  He had been influenced by some of the other strong witches in his coven; they’d convinced him not to risk exposure to anyone not a witch unless that person was mated to a witch.  Soulmates, of course, were different and could be trusted. 
 
    Emily wanted to take things with Donald to a level which required her being open and honest about her brother and grandmother.  While she herself was not a witch, she could only share such knowledge with someone she believed could be a soulmate.  Only then, could she get physical with that someone and still maintain her inner peace.  And, without that?  The relationship was doomed.  She’d been there, done that and was determined to never go there again. 
 
    Donald was her person.  Her someone.  He’d proven that to her over and over again as they’d slowly, gradually, carefully explored all their beliefs and feelings with one another.  She loved him and he loved her.  And, now she intended to demand her family’s approval and blessing.  Then, she and Donald could go where she wanted and needed their relationship to go. 
 
    With things now settled inside, where they needed to be so she could attain that inner peace for her soul?  She was definitely ready.  Ready for this final ten shot series and ready for what would be happening next in her life. 
 
    When the match was over, all those who had been anxious spectators, cheering for Army, were ecstatic about their big win.  West Point was indeed going on to the NCAA Championship. 
 
    Tracy was there with several of her friends.  She went over to Donald who was also there with his friends.  She said, “See?  I told you, Donald.  Your Valentine’s Day surprise for Emily was exactly what she needed.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Thirty-Seven 
 
    Feb 15, 2020 
 
      
 
    Missy had been busy since leaving Congressman Miller’s place.  Of the thirty-six individuals who had been physically present at the Defense Secretary’s meeting, only three were people she’d met before.  Those three knew who she was and she didn’t need to check them out.  Drew Martinson, Charles Winword and the Defense Secretary were not suspect.  When Missy sensed Mike’s special emotion signaling she needed to materialize somewhere so they could communicate using actual words rather than mindspeak, she had ruled out all of the other individuals from being suspect, other than Miller. 
 
    In addition to the emotions Mike used to signal yes, no and maybe, they had worked out a few others which he could use to signal other things.  They’d spent a fun afternoon one day, experimenting.  Amazingly enough, what ended up working best as an emotion she’d always recognize when he wanted her to materialize was what they jokingly called the bat-signal.  She could tell whenever he would reminisce about all the Batman comic books, cartoons and TV shows he’d read or watched in his early years.  Yeah, the famous distress signal used to summon Batman now worked for her as well, thanks to the unique feelings which thinking about it conjured up in Mike. 
 
    ----- 
 
    Missy focused on her soulmate and was able to teleport to his apartment up in Massachusetts an instant later.  She found Mike sitting at his desk, in front of his computer and wearing his headset.  She knew he’d been there all day, connected to Robert’s team out at Hanscom Air Force Base as well as to “P” Branch.  Just as he’d been doing since she had started out the day before, he was being her link back to them.  His love, devotion and support for her were overwhelming at times and she paused so she could just experience being there.  With him.  This was one of those times and she allowed her essence to accept and enjoy being overwhelmed by him yet again.   
 
    After blissfully basking in Mike’s presence for several moments, she finally told him, Mike, I’m here.  With a pulse of energy, she Changed. 
 
    Mike felt her energy pulse and looked over to where she was standing, only a few feet away.  With a big grin, he held his arms out and she came into his embrace and hugged him close, inhaling his scent and squeezing him tight.  He kissed her and she kissed him back, flooding him with her love, her emotions affecting his emotions, as always. 
 
    Neither was in any hurry to end this kiss, enjoying it tremendously.  Finally, Mike managed to pull back.  When she opened her eyes and looked up at him, he told her in a husky voice, “I’m glad you’re here, Missy.”  Staring into those amazing eyes, it was a real struggle for him not to lose himself in those emerald green depths, glowing with golden speckles, and completely forget about anything but her. 
 
    Missy knew she would rather stay right there in his arms, experiencing the way his love was flooding her with positive energy, then do anything else in all the world.  However, she also knew duty called and she needed to put on her big girl panties and … oh, wait!  She wasn't wearing any panties!  She definitely needed to put some article of clothing on since she was completely naked!  Giving him a huge grin, she stepped back and then went over to grab a robe from his closet.  “When I got your signal, I came right away.  What’s up?” 
 
    He loved watching her movements as she walked away and then covered up that perfect body of hers.  After a wistful sigh at her no longer being naked, he said, “Robert would like to talk to you.  Troy located where that Zhu-Gung gang is staying.” 
 
    “Oh, good!  That’s wonderful,” said Missy.  “Now maybe we can cause some disruption in their lives as payback for the way they disrupted our lives last Sunday.  I also want to stop whatever they might be doing for Morelli before things escalate out of control.” 
 
    Mike smiled and told her how Ben had called, hoping for the same thing. 
 
    After hearing all the details about that, Missy said, “So, Robert actually went to a meeting in Sal’s office.  Wow.” 
 
    Mike said, “He’s still down in New York but he’s been staying on the phone with his team up here, waiting for me to get you to call in.”  Taking off his headset and switching over to speakerphone, he said, “Hey, everyone.  I’ve got Missy on the phone now.” 
 
    Once all the greetings were over with, Robert’s voice came through, saying, “If Missy can take some time from whatever is happening with Abu Habib and his group down in D.C., maybe she can check into what’s happening at this apartment complex Troy found over here in Brooklyn.  If she teleports to my location, I can join the surveillance folks we’re putting around the place and she’ll know where to go after that.” 
 
    Missy said, “Okay, unless there’s something else really urgent, I can be there in just a few minutes.  But, before I do that … what should we do about Ayleen Malik?  She’ll be telling Habib how I had Congressman Barrows flying around the room in his chair.” 
 
    “Oh, yeah … Drew told me about that,” said Les.  “It was quite a demonstration, that’s for sure.  But, let’s consider just how that information might affect our enemy.  The WIJO leaders already have a long list of mysterious things they’re wondering about.  That’s why they think you’re a demon and don’t know what to do about that.  They assigned those agents to watch you and look how that’s turning out.  Maybe if we feed more and more crazy information back to these leaders, that might keep them so worried about dealing with you and any of our other demons that they don’t attempt any more attacks over here.” 
 
    Marsha said, “My husband makes an interesting point.  And, it’s something we’ve talked about here at “P” Branch.  We don’t want any of our enemies claiming the U.S. is using supernaturals but they can only make claims like that if those claims are credible.  And, can be proven.  If WIJO announces we have people flying around in their conference room chairs, who will believe them?” 
 
    “Hey, all right.  I think I see,” said Missy.  “As long as they can’t prove anything, I can maybe pull a few more crazy, unbelievable stunts.  I’ve been trying to decide how to deal with the agents they have watching Oliver Bessom.  What if I mess with them in ways that further add to all this demon lore but, as Marsha is saying, don’t provide them with anything the outside world would ever believe?” 
 
    Lieutenant Colonel Schermerhorn said, “Hey, I like that idea.  Operation Demon Lore.  Why not?  The crazier, the better!  If WIJO wants to know all about our demons, let’s give them even more impossible, unbelievable, nonsensical items to worry about.  Right?  Let me be the first to say this.  Hell of an idea!”  There were audible groans at that comment and then some laughs. 
 
    Dale said, “A decision will be needed concerning Congressman Miller.  I’ll let my boss at Homeland Security know what’s going on.  I’m sure he’ll discuss the situation with the Defense Secretary.  While I can agree with what you’re saying about Ayleen Malik, Miller is no doubt sharing lots of classified information with her.” 
 
    “Yes, I’ll brief Drew as well,” said Les.  “The Defense Secretary will definitely be interested in what Drew recommends.  Now that Marie can use her spy software to control whatever reports Habib and Khaqad are sending back to WIJO on their computers, do we have an opportunity?  If we allow Miller to continue in his congressional role and we let Habib’s spy continue sleeping with him, then WIJO will believe they have the upper hand.  But, we can probably control all the information he can access.  Anything we really don’t want being reported, Marie can corrupt so it’s unreadable.” 
 
    “Yes, and to mitigate any risks with that plan … just in case they don’t use their computers,” said Missy, “I can always visit wherever they might go, listen in on conversations, take appropriate actions, and control the situation.” 
 
    “Well, I think we’ve done all we can do, for now,” said Dale.  “We’ll let the higher ups make the call.  I think we need to get back to what Robert was asking.  Are things with Abu Habib and his group under control right now so Missy can go check out those witches from Hong Kong?” 
 
    The consensus by everyone on the team was that Missy should go help Robert.  She said goodbye, gave Mike a quick hug, Shifted to her spirit form and moments later she told Mike to tell everyone she was now in New York with Robert.  It was time for her to become familiar with all the Zhu-Gung members. 
 
    ----- 
 
    As Robert drove past the apartment complex which Troy had identified, he heard Mike announce, “Missy says she can definitely sense four witches.  She’s going in there now to search the place.” 
 
    Robert knew she no longer needed him to show her what Troy had found.  He continued on to meet with the leader of the surveillance team.  He wanted to update him that his Psychic Division would soon be providing more info on their targets. 
 
    Mike explained, “As we’ve done before, I’ll provide Missy’s running commentary on what she finds plus her detailed description for each individual she encounters in there.  Oh … and this time?  Rather than Disney character names, she’ll use Chinese Zodiac names.  After those twelve are gone, she’ll just use some more animal names.” 
 
    When she’d done a similar search for WIJO terrorists, she had assigned each of them a name to go with her description of what they looked like, what they were wearing, etc.  She had even named four individuals who hadn’t been present whom she had identified solely by their scent. 
 
    As Missy now entered this building, she focused on locating the witches right away.  She knew they’d be sensing her presence and she wanted to watch their reactions.  She hoped they’d assume she was merely a random witch who happened to be in the area and they’d choose to ignore her.  She found them all up on the top floor. 
 
    Wagner Shen was very concerned and talking to Richard Hwang and two other male witches.  They had all quickly gathered in the same room and were indeed trying to determine what significance they should give the powerful witch presence that suddenly could be felt in their midst.  But, since they were talking in Chinese, Missy couldn’t understand what they were saying. 
 
    She described them to Mike, assigning the names Monkey and Dragon to Wagner and Richard.  She told him she could sense Monkey was an earth witch and Dragon was a fire witch, and the two of them seemed to be in charge.  The other fire witch she named Snake and the water witch she named Horse.  All four were talking excitedly and it was obvious they were not happy. 
 
    They gave orders to various other members of their group who came and went.  Several left with Snake, some with Horse and others hurried off on their own.  All entrances were checked as well as up on the roof and out on the balconies and fire escapes.  For the next twenty minutes, Missy could see they were definitely looking for her.  Then, they seemed to accept she was nowhere in their building and things settled down. 
 
    She went around to all the various rooms.  While there were many apartments in this building, which had five levels, only the top floor was being used by members from this group.  The lower floors all consisted of two-bedroom units with a kitchen, living room, dining area, laundry room and two bathrooms for each, plus a small outdoor balcony.  There were fire escape ladders connecting all the balconies.  Each floor contained eight such units, four on each side, with a common corridor down the middle as well as two elevators, one on each end. 
 
    The top floor, however, was arranged with a completely different layout.  Half the floor contained a huge common room, an immense kitchen, a large dining room, two conference rooms, two bathrooms, a laundry and utility room, and one elevator.  The other half contained twelve bedrooms, eight bathrooms, a central corridor and the other elevator.  Four of these bedrooms were large with only a single bed while the other eight bedrooms had two beds in each. 
 
    Missy did a quick survey of this top floor, establishing it was where the Zhu-Gung members were all staying, and then went through the four lower levels.  Once satisfied the occupants on those floors were not associated with the group from Hong Kong, she returned to the fifth floor to conduct a thorough examination.  In addition to the four witches, there were nine men and four women.  Seventeen in all. 
 
    She took her time, identifying each person’s scent and essence for herself and then telling Mike all the details which the surveillance team would need, along with the specific animal name which she assigned each of them.  Two of the women were paired up with two of the men and Missy could scent both couples had been sexually active within the past week.  All of the others had either left their partner in Hong Kong or were single, since they were not sleeping with anyone else in their bed and had not recently had any sex. 
 
    There were some electronic devices but she was unable to gain access to any of them.  From what she could tell, they all were using Chinese languages and she didn’t know enough to determine which dialects those might be.  She told Mike she would not be logging into any websites to download any software during this visit. 
 
    She was thorough and did spend several hours spying on the group.  But, they did not head out to conduct any attacks that night and whatever plans they might have for future attacks were not anything Missy was able to learn.  None of their conversations were in English.  She stayed until Mike confirmed all her info had been processed and given to the surveillance team which Robert had watching this group.  Then, she teleported back to Mike.  She had done all she could, for now.  She’d be available and could return on a moment’s notice, if and when needed.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Thirty-Eight 
 
    Feb 16, 2020 
 
      
 
    It was just after midnight and Mike was more than ready to quit for the day and have some alone time with Missy.  The strain of just sitting there all day, repeating all her mindspeak messages for the others to hear as she went teleporting about, investigating WIJO terrorists and then the Zhu-Gung organization … this had definitely taken its toll on him.  After he got off the phone, putting away his headset and stepping away from his computer, he anxiously waited for her return.  And then, there she was.  Experiencing her energy pulse as she Changed forms was always a special thrill.  This time, knowing she was there just for him, her sudden appearance made everything all right; his spirit was rejuvenated and his soul was deeply satisfied.  She would now be his at last. 
 
    Missy had purposely not announced her arrival this time, knowing Mike would enjoy having her appear without warning.  She loved how she was always aware of his feelings and emotions.  Like her other abilities, this one had increased exponentially and she was extremely grateful for such a special gift. 
 
    Instead of saying anything, she pushed some of her energy into him. 
 
    Mike recognized this and said, “Hey, no more of that supernatural stuff.  I’ve been fantasizing all day about this moment.”  He began removing his clothes and tossing them away until he too was naked.  “I want my reward for helping out with this latest adventure of yours and I’m glad to see you’re finally here, ready to grant my every wish.”  He scooped her up into his arms and carried her into his bedroom. 
 
    She giggled and said, “Your every wish, huh?” 
 
    “Oh, yes!  All my deepest, darkest, most decadent desires.  You must work very hard to satisfy each and every one of them.”  He tossed her onto the bed and began crawling over towards her. 
 
    “Well, it’s obvious what one of those desires must be since you’ve managed getting this very hard.”  She reached down and grabbed onto his erection, guiding it towards the sensitive flesh between her legs.  As she began rubbing the velvety soft head of his manhood all along her folds, now wet from her own high state of arousal, she was rewarded with groans of approval from Mike.  Yes, she knew how much he enjoyed her doing that. 
 
    Of course, having spent so many hours being “out of body” with no physical sense of touch, Missy’s “in body” experience with sensations she could now feel was greatly enhanced and magnified.  Letting all her controls be set completely free while making love with Mike was beyond wonderful.  As on prior occasions, when she’d enjoyed having sex right after returning to her human form, her body once again responded with almost no need of any foreplay.  She was ready and aching for Mike to be inside her, filling her and stretching her, touching all those places she needed him to be touching.  She wanted him to be thrusting into her, harder and harder and harder.  “Hurry, Mike!  Pleeeaaase?  Oh, yes!” 
 
    Yeah, Mike knew she was anxious to have him hurry.  Pushing into her and stopping, he said, “Patience, Missy!  We’re doing this my way, this time!” 
 
    When she was as aroused as she was right now, he often would allow her to be the one on top.  He’d then let her impale herself upon him and be in control, riding him with great abandon.  But this time, he wanted to stay in control.  This time, it was his reward.  He wanted to take his time, forcing a much longer, slower buildup.  He wanted to control the pace so their mutual passion would bring them to higher and higher places. 
 
    Missy felt him slowly withdraw after stopping only a few inches inside.  She tried to tilt her pelvis upward but he had anticipated that and kept pulling out.  She moaned, the anticipation now agony.  She wrapped her legs around him and he began pushing back into her, going deeper this time but again stopping to slowly pull back out.  She tried to force him in deeper, using her inner muscles to milk him while again tilting her pelvis upward, but to no avail.  His big body wasn’t cooperating and he remained in full control. 
 
    Mike finally pushed all the way in, going as deep as he possibly could, and was rewarded with several inaudible moans from Missy.  Her breasts were crushed against his chest and he shifted so he could kiss her, thrusting his tongue into her mouth.  She kissed him back, pushing her tongue into his mouth and wrapping her arms around him.  They continued to move, their lovemaking an experience thoroughly satisfying for them both.  And, before their night was done, Missy did satisfy all of Mike’s deepest, darkest, most decadent desires. 
 
    Of course, she also found that Mike did exactly the same for all of hers. 
 
    ----- 
 
    When Missy woke up and glanced over at the clock on Mike’s bedside table, it was almost 7:30 a.m.  She lowered her head and snuggled closer to Mike’s big body for a few moments more and then began untangling her limbs from his.  As usual, her body had managed to wriggle up as close as possible to his while she’d slept. 
 
    Mike stirred when he felt her slipping away and, now awake, he said, “Hey, beautiful.  You’re looking mighty good today.”  He watched as she climbed out of bed and pranced over to the bathroom.  She really did look great and even the scars on her shoulder and back were attractive.  Of course, he realized he was still feeling some residual euphoria from the way they’d made love before finally drifting off to sleep. 
 
    Missy said, “Thanks for the compliment but I’m pretty sure you’re blinded by what your libido might be saying right now.”  She continued into the bathroom and called out, “Sorry we don’t have more time.”  She really wanted to start messing with those WIJO agents watching Oliver.  First, however, she wanted to relieve her bladder. 
 
    When Missy returned, Mike said, “Have you decided how you want to deal with Abu Habib and his people today?” 
 
    “No, not yet.  I’ll play it by ear.  But, I do intend to add to whatever demon lore they already have to talk about.  I’ll want you to get Oliver on the phone right away so I can have him participate.” 
 
    Mike had gotten out of bed and pulled on a robe.  Now he came over and wrapped his arms around Missy.  “I’ll do that.  Robert’s team said they’d be up and available early this morning.  We’ll tie Oliver in on our call and the team can update him on our latest strategy.  I’m sure he’ll be glad to play whatever role you want him to.”  He knew she was leaving and he squeezed her tight and kissed her lightly on the lips. 
 
    Missy kissed him back and then stepped a few steps away.  “I love you, Mike!  Thanks for last night.  I’m not sure when our next opportunity to be together again might be.  Bye for now!”  She disappeared in a shimmer of light and was gone. 
 
    ----- 
 
    Missy teleported down to Bassaym Al-Bari and found him at Khaqad’s place.  Although Aasif and Fahim were also there, none of Bassaym’s team members were present.  Neither were Khaqad or Habib.  She quickly teleported out to where each of Bassaym’s guys had gone.  Ayoob and Dima were together in a black Honda Civic, parked where they could watch Candy and Oliver’s place from out front, while Rami and Layeq were in another Honda Civic, only gray; they were watching the place from the rear.  She then found Nouri two blocks away, buying several cups of coffee at a drive-thru stand.  He was driving a dark blue Ford Taurus. 
 
    Hey, Mike.  I’m thinking it might be fun to mess with the cars these guys are using.  She described each vehicle, its license plate number and the location of the two parked cars.  Have Oliver come outside his front entrance and walk over to one of the military police guards stationed out there.  Then, have him point at the black Honda.  I’ll make the horn start honking and it won’t stop.  Tell Oliver to ask his guard to go over to see what’s happening.  That will probably cause the WIJO agents to try leaving.  But, they won’t get far.  Should be fun! 
 
    Missy waited and, sure enough, a few minutes later she saw Oliver emerge from Candy’s apartment building and approach the military policeman who was closest to where the black Honda was parked.  After a short conversation, Oliver looked over at the Honda and pointed.  Right away, Missy made the horn begin beeping. 
 
    Ayoob was in the driver’s seat and when his horn went off, he immediately reacted.  After staring down at the steering wheel in surprise, he then pushed and released the horn button several times.  Dima began yelling at him to make the horn stop but, of course, Missy kept putting enough pressure on the button to cause the incessant noise to continue, regardless of what Ayoob tried to do. 
 
    When they noticed the military policeman was walking towards them, they agreed it was time to leave.  Ayoob hurriedly started the car and began pulling out from his partking spot.  Missy then used her ability to control fluids to lower the temperature of the gasoline in the line where it was approaching the Honda’s carburetor.  Since gasoline is a mixture of many different hydrocarbons as well as various additives, its properties change at extremely low temperatures and gums, sediments and eventually waxy substances will all settle out.  More importantly, the fuel will no longer vaporize properly and then the car’s engine will no longer run.  When their car stalled in the middle of the street, still honking away like crazy, Ayoob and Dima were completely frustrated.  The car wouldn’t start and the horn wouldn’t stop. 
 
    When the military policeman came up and knocked on the driver’s window, Ayoob lowered the glass and sheepishly tried to explain, in broken English, that he could do nothing.  The conversation was made more difficult, of course, due to the noise from the car’s horn.  Eventually, Dima got out and he and the military policeman pushed the stalled car over to the side of the road where it would no longer be blocking the street.  Various bystanders all came over and when someone suggested disconnecting the car’s battery cable, they did that and were finally able to make the horn’s loud noise stop. 
 
    Missy told Mike to have Oliver walk around to the back of Candy’s apartment and do the same thing, all over again.  She had twice noticed Nouri slowly driving past in his Ford Taurus but he’d not wanted to stop and had kept going.  When she teleported over to Rami and Layeq’s gray Honda, sure enough -- Nouri had parked nearby.  With two coffee cups in his hands, he walked up to the Honda’s passenger side and while handing the coffee’s to Layeq, he began explaining what he’d seen happen to Ayoob and Dima. 
 
    Nouri was speaking in Pashto and Missy was able to understand him well enough.  She told Mike how unhappy all three agents were about what was going on.  When Oliver appeared around the corner, Nouri returned to his own car but merely sat in the driver’s seat, watching to see what might happen. 
 
    Oliver approached the military police guard, a woman this time.  She was stationed out back and he began to talk to her.  Both Oliver and the policewoman then looked directly over towards the gray Honda and Oliver again extended his arm and pointed.  Missy made the Honda’s horn start beeping and it was Déjà vu all over again.  Rami was unable to make the horn go quiet and, not yet knowing the only way that would happen would be to disconnect the battery, he too finally decided to start the car and attempt leaving.  His car didn’t get very far before it also stalled and could not be restarted.  Oliver stayed behind to watch while the policewoman walked over towards the stalled car.  Layeq got out and went over to get Nouri, hoping he could help them deal with this problem.  Their assignment called for keeping a low profile but that just was not working out very well. 
 
    With the policewoman directing traffic around them, Layeq and Nouri pushed Rami’s car over to where it could be parked and no longer was blocking the road.  Rami had by that time talked on his cell phone to Ayoob and learned how he had managed getting his horn to stop blaring.  He popped the hood on his car and explained to Layeq what was needed.  A few minutes later, there finally was silence at last. 
 
    Missy stayed and monitored what all these agents were saying to each other.  When it was suggested they could maybe attempt reconnecting the battery in order to try restarting the car, Ayoob announced he’d give that a try.  He got back into the black Honda and had Dima see what would happen.  Missy was there and made the horn immediately start honking as soon as Dima touched the electrical cable to the battery’s terminal.  Right away, he disconnected in order to stop the noise. 
 
    Oliver went back inside and the military guards returned to their posts.  Tow trucks were called to come take the rental cars away.  All five agents then climbed into Nouri’s Ford and, with baited breath, they carefully pulled out and returned to Khaqad’s place. 
 
    Within the hour, the rental car company delivered two replacement cars to them.  The company also promised to determine what might have caused the strange problems for the two cars which had been towed away.  The company then would let them know. 
 
    When Bassaym and his team eventually learned, later that day, that absolutely nothing had been found wrong with either of the returned cars, this only confirmed their suspicion that Oliver had used his demon powers to somehow cause the horns to be stuck and then the vehicles to stall.  Of course, once the gas lines had warmed up to normal temperature, the fuel then had no problem and the cars had started and run normally.  There was no evidence to show what might have caused the stalls.  Likewise, the horns worked just fine, since Missy was no longer making them honk. 
 
    Abu Habib began to realize that dealing with demons was indeed a difficult task.  While his report would contain talk of a man flying around a conference room in his chair, of recording equipment being pulverized, of a camera being yanked away and tossed overboard, of cars having horns which could not be stopped and engines which could stall out and not be started?  All of these things just seemed preposterous.  Yet, so were the reports of buses being blown up, all at the same time, of drones being incinerated and of anti-drone defense systems being inexplicably turned back on. 
 
    Missy had been hovering at Khaqad’s place and enjoyed listening to the lengthy discussion which Habib had with Khaqad and the men about all of this.  She was still there when the news finally broke about Mamood and the three others being arrested, along with how warrants had been issued for Aasif and Fahim to also be arrested.  Yes, she was pleased with all the reports which she was sending back to Mike, for him to share with Robert’s team. 
 
    When Aasif and Fahim decided to leave the country and Missy saw them pack up and leave for the airport?  She suggested the FBI intercept them there.  She followed them to make sure and watched when the arrests were made.  Oh, good! 
 
    Now, what else could she do that might further complicate things for WIJO?


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Thirty-Nine 
 
    Feb 16, 2020 
 
      
 
    Nell stopped at her room to change clothes for her date with Ron and was surprised to find Tracy there, studying.  “Hey?  What’s this?  A three day weekend and you’re not out partying somewhere?  Where is John this weekend, anyway?”  She’d known he wasn’t coming down but hadn’t heard why not. 
 
    “Oh, well, first of all,” said Tracy.  “I am finishing this Psych paper which we both have due on Wednesday.  Thus, at least one of us will have it done.  Hence, no partying for me.  As for my wonderful boyfriend, soulmate, lover and man of my dreams?  We really had a great time last weekend and he also has a ton of schoolwork he needs to get caught up on.  Soooo …” 
 
    Nell laughed and said, “Oh, I know you had a great time last weekend.  You haven’t stopped talking about that all week.  I can only say it’s a good thing Ron has been taking me out, so I haven’t had to keep listening to how mind-blowing your sex life is lately.” 
 
    “Ahh, well.  Since we’re talking about mind-blowing sex now.  Just how have those dates with Ron been going?”  Tracy was thrilled at the way things had turned out.  Her roommate had been glowing all week, in spite of only just starting out in this relationship. 
 
    “Well, you know there’s no sex stuff happening between me and Ron.  But, I did enjoy a very nice good night kiss last night.” 
 
    “Wonderful!  Was that the first time your firstie kissed you?”  Tracy giggled at her own pun. 
 
    “Actually, Friday night’s kiss was our first.”  Nell chose to ignore the play on words in the question, since it was the only way she could cope with Tracy’s crazy sense of humor.  “But, last night’s kiss was our best!”  Just thinking about how nice it had been made her feel warm and she actually blushed. 
 
    “Aaaand, here I thought you wouldn’t kiss and tell.  Congratulations!  I’m glad to know you’ve at least progressed to first base.  With your firstie.”  Tracy wasn’t going to let a bad pun go without milking it for all it was worth.  “Your second big event, of course, besides that 100th Night Ball next week, will be when said firstie gets to second base with the second year cadet he’s cadating!” 
 
    Nell couldn’t help but laugh at that.  “You are incorrigible, Tracy!” 
 
    Twenty minutes later, she met Ron at Cullum Hall.  Marty and Karen were already there, as were several other couples.  Being someone’s date like this … being part of a couple … this was an experience she’d not had since high school.  None of her boyfriends back then had been anyone special but she’d gone out a few times.  Her social life had been put on the back burner once she started at West Point.  And now?  Things had evolved.  Although Ron would be graduating and who knew what would happen after that, for right now, she was really pleased to be part of a couple. 
 
    Ron was also quite excited about having a date.  His social life during the past three and a half years had been nothing much.  Sure, there had been a few “dates” while he’d been a member of that Caesar’s Club, only those girls really didn’t count.  There hadn’t been anyone he wanted to talk to about anything real; all the conversations had been superficial and meaningless.  And, he’d been unaware of how the girls back then had been forced to go on all those dates. 
 
    Friday night had been a lot of fun, ice skating at Tate Rink with a lot of other cadets.  And, with Nell, of course.  He had to hand it to his brother Donald for recognizing how that would be a great date opportunity.  While girls at West Point weren’t necessarily competitive skaters, they typically had enough athletic ability to do okay on a pair of skates.  He and Marty had found both Nell and Karen were indeed capable skaters and they’d all had an exhilarating time.  When he’d walked Nell back to her barracks that night, he’d felt giving her that goodnight kiss had been appropriate. 
 
    That had set the stage for their Saturday night date and Nell had been very happy to go off alone with him.  He had never talked to a girl as much as he’d talked to Nell that night.  And, when he’d pulled her into his arms for a kiss, he’d never felt the way he’d felt kissing Nell.  From the way she’d kissed him back, he was quite sure that unique feeling had been mutual.  Somehow, without quite knowing when it had happened, they’d connected on several levels and now he couldn’t stop thinking about her.  Their kiss had gone on and on for several minutes.  And today?  He couldn’t wait until they got a chance to do some more of that kissing, all over again.  When the relationship was meaningful, that made all the difference. 
 
    Karen said, “Hey, Nell?  What did you and Ron end up doing last night?  You two disappeared and no one seemed to know where you’d gone.”  She had stayed with Marty and several others and hadn’t realized until later that Ron and Nell were no longer with them.  Of course, she’d been focused mostly on Marty and what he’d been saying.  She’d tuned out most everything else while they’d been talking.  Even though they’d stayed right there in Cullum Hall, it had been a special time for her. 
 
    “Well, we wanted to get away for a bit.  I’d tell you where we went but, as my roommate would say, then I’d hafta kill ya!”  Nell giggled. 
 
    Karen rolled her eyes, well aware of how Tracy loved to joke about everything.  Seeing Tracy and John together the previous weekend, she now recognized where a lot of Tracy’s sharp witticisms were coming from.  The way the two of them constantly played off one another had been a constant source of hilarity for the rest of the group. 
 
    “Is your roommate still planning to take us shopping tomorrow?” asked Karen.  Rather than military dress uniforms for the 100th Night Ball, cadets wore semi-formal civilian attire and so did their dates.  Tracy had insisted on going with both Nell and Karen to help pick out their cocktail gowns since neither had brought anything appropriate with them this year, never dreaming they’d need to. 
 
    Nell smiled and said, “Oh, yes.  I even caught her studying today.  Tracy won’t admit it’s because she’ll be busy with us but I know she feels responsible for our needing to buy things.” 
 
    “Oh, according to Missy, it’s more than just her feeling guilty.  Supposedly, Tracy believes the people who claim money can’t buy happiness just don’t know where to go shopping.”  Karen laughed and Nell did too. 
 
    Marty greeted Nell and then pulled Karen aside.  He asked, “Hey, you told me you used to be friends with Danielle Portis, right?” 
 
    “Sure, why?” 
 
    “Well, I just heard her name mentioned,” said Marty.  “There’s a big scandal concerning a bunch of our women’s rugby players.” 
 
    Karen was puzzled and said, “But, Danielle doesn’t play rugby.  And, what’s the scandal about, anyway?” 
 
    “Maybe she’s not on the team but she’s mixed up in this somehow,” said Marty.  “I don’t have any details but supposedly there are some girls on that team who’ve been cheating.  At least a dozen girls are involved in this.  I didn’t recognize any of the other names since they’re all plebes.  The only reason I recognized Danielle’s name was because you’d mentioned she was a friend of yours.” 
 
    “Wow,” said Karen.  “She’s been avoiding me lately since I stopped listening to her complaints about Missy.  I told you about those.  But, I don’t understand how she could be mixed up in any cheating scandal.” 
 
    “From what little I know, it’s complicated.  I’m sure we’ll find out eventually.”  Marty shrugged and looked over at Ron and Nell.  “Let’s join the others and celebrate the big victories for our Rifle team and our women’s basketball team.  They both won big even though your roommate is away on some mysterious assignment.  You sure you can’t tell me what she’s up to?” 
 
    Karen laughed, thinking about how Nell had recently avoided answering her question.  “If I knew, I’d tell ya, but then I’d hafta kill ya!”  Of course, she actually had no clue.  She knew Missy had reported to the Superintendent on Thursday and had left the academy on Friday.  Captain Bonomo had stopped by to explain everything was okay and Missy would return on Monday.  She knew Missy did have her secrets. 
 
    ----- 
 
    Barry watched the crowd and tried to stay focused.  It was his job to provide protection and it was something he was proud of.  He’d been handpicked by Tommy Muccio for this role and that had allowed him to take care of his family.  His mother had struggled to raise him and his two sisters ever since their father had been killed years ago.  His dad had worked for Tommy in the D’Amato organization and Tommy always assured them the organization would take care of its own.  When Barry had gotten old enough to help out, Tommy had put him to work and become his mentor. 
 
    Tommy had warned him to stay away from drugs and had explained how petty crimes, gambling, auto theft and such would never be worth it.  So, he’d trained to be a bodyguard and rather than join the military he’d become a soldier in the D’Amato organization.  That had eventually led to assignments for that Roseanne Fund and his protecting Bridget Gettmann. 
 
    Unlike most Roseanne girls, who were victims of abuse from family members, step fathers or their mom’s boyfriends, Bridget had become a target after rejecting her own boyfriend, Paul Morelli.  Bridget claimed she only knew her sister had somehow known somebody who’d known somebody, etc., etc. and that had gotten her on the list of Roseanne Fund girls.  She then had been really happy about Barry becoming her protector. 
 
    When things with Bridget had evolved and he could see she wanted to hook up with him, he waited to first clear that with the latest capo, Tyler Terada, to whom he reported.  He’d been worried but Tyler “The Terror” Terada had said okay, provided there would never be any complaints coming back to him.  Barry needed to keep Bridget happy, or else.  And, he’d been doing exactly that. 
 
    Terada had replaced Cappiello who had replaced Tommy.  Both of these former capos had been casualties during the recent mob war.  Barry had survived that war and because he’d proven himself, he’d then gotten the jobs protecting Roseanne Fund girls. 
 
    Of course, when these recent casino attacks had started up, his assignment had changed again.  Bridget was low risk, with Paul in jail, and so he’d been asked to watch out over here in Long Island.  This particular casino was one of D’Amato’s best places and Barry considered it an honor to be there, especially since Long Island wasn’t even part of Terada’s territory.  He and three others had been added to the normal crew of six guys who provided protection. 
 
    The casino was on the second floor and the public could only access that via the elevators.  The first floor was a popular nightclub and it was his job to circulate through there, staying alert for any potential problems.  The bouncer out front as well as the one at the back door were from the normal crew, as were the two at the elevators on each floor; those guys also covered the stairs.  He and the added three guys were split, two up in the casino and two down in the nightclub. 
 
    He had a sixth sense which usually warned him about people or situations which might not be normal.  And, as he now watched the two oriental men make their way around the nightclub, that sense of his was triggering him to be on high alert.  He headed in their direction and stayed close by, ready for anything.  When they worked their way around to the back, where the stairway was located, he moved to intercept them.  He could see the regular guards had both gotten very busy dealing with something over at the elevators. 
 
    Sure enough, after pausing for only a few moments, the two oriental men started for the stairs.  He had anticipated that and went to block them but, suddenly, all the lights went out.  Shit!  This was what he and the others had been warned about.  He flicked on the flashlight which he’d had clipped on his belt and said, “Hey!  Stop right there!” 
 
    Both of the men did stop but he sensed there was someone else nearby and he quickly turned towards that person, bringing the beam of his flashlight around.  But, he was too late.  His quick movement had saved him from being hit by the first bullet but the second bullet caught him in the chest.  He staggered for a couple steps but then went down.  Someone grabbed the flashlight from his hand and turned it off.  Just as the area was again plunged into darkness, Barry lost consciousness.  It was lights out for him as well.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Forty 
 
    Feb 16, 2020 
 
      
 
    Dale Hewson said, “Mike, I think it’s time we ask Missy to catch up with these Zhu-Gung folks.  It looks like they’re getting ready to cause trouble out in Long Island.”  In addition to getting reports on what was happening with the WIJO agents down in D.C. from both Missy, through Mike, and Ed Collinsworth, the team had also been getting Robert’s updates on what his surveillance team was seeing in New York. 
 
    Marsha said, “Yes, I agree.  I doubt Habib and the others will be doing much more today and Ed will let us know if he thinks Missy needs to go back there.  Let her provide assistance, if needed, to Robert’s strike force.  They might not be able to handle whatever those Hong Kong witches might throw at them. 
 
    Missy’s voice came over the speakerphone asking, “Did either Monkey or Dragon go with the group?”  She had gotten Mike’s signal and had materialized back at his place right away.  She’d been expecting the team to let her know whenever the witches were headed out for any possible attack.  She wanted to know where she should teleport down to now and was guessing one of these two leaders had probably gone along. 
 
    Robert answered, “Yes, they both did.  They took eleven others with them including Horse so I’m worried our strike force will definitely have its hands full.” 
 
    Mike said, “Okay, Missy’s gone!”  After a short pause, he added, “She’s down there now, with Dragon.” 
 
    Missy found Dragon (her name for Richard Hwang since she hadn’t yet learned his actual identity) in the nightclub’s bar area.  He was wearing night vision goggles.  She was aware of several gang members in there also plus a few who’d managed going to the floor above.  Based on their earlier attacks, she was guessing the upper floor might be a casino. 
 
    Mike?  Is Robert’s strike force outside? 
 
    His response was yes. 
 
    They’d better get in here ASAP.  The lights are out and I’m guessing all electrical power may have been turned off.  I think Dragon is getting ready to start a fire at the bar.  I’ll need to deal with that so I might be busy for a bit. 
 
     Richard Hwang was indeed about to use his energy to start a nice fire but hesitated when he sensed the presence of another witch.  He recognized this was the same witch they’d been concerned about the day before but had not been able to locate.  It made him wonder how that could be possible.  He did not believe in coincidences and hoped this witch stranger wouldn’t interfere with the group’s attack.  Since he knew Wagner Shen and some of the others had to be up in the casino by now, he decided to get busy with the fire they’d planned on his starting.  He aimed his energy at the bottles on the shelf behind the wall and focused on those. 
 
    Instead of the usual burst of flames, however, nothing happened. 
 
    Hwang now ignored everything around him and focused solely on pushing his energy with intent.  Some fire streaks did appear in front of him but these disappeared into a void.  What the hell?  He began pushing with all of his ability and willpower.  He definitely could sense the energy which he’d harnessed being sent through.  But, while the streaks of fire did blaze stronger, they still vanished into this strange void. 
 
    He began to aim his fire streaks in other directions but, incredibly, the void went wherever he aimed and all the flames continued to vanish.  Just when it occurred to him this void could only be some supernatural force, he realized the witch stranger he’d sensed must be there and doing something.  He had never heard of anyone having an ability like this and he tried to exert even more force. 
 
    Missy was absorbing all this fire energy, of course, as she had done when she’d drawn Arvind Pancholi’s energy away from him.  But, while this was similar, it was also different.  She was glad she’d experienced Tracy’s fire energy since that actually had prepared her for what she was doing now.  She realized Tracy was actually a more powerful witch.  Even so, she wasn’t sure how much longer she could continue to draw Dragon’s energy into her own entity like this.  Nonetheless, she was determined to not give up.  She also was ignoring everything around her and focused solely on draining Dragon’s energy. 
 
    Meanwhile, the chaos and panic which had initially broken out when the crowd found itself in the dark was abating.  FBI strike force members had rushed inside with enough lights to brighten things up adequately.  These members quickly took charge and guided everyone out while searching for the attackers.  And, since there had been some gunfire, adding to the chaos and panic, it was obvious the nightclub and casino were definitely under attack. 
 
    Things quickly were brought under control by the strike force and arrests were made.  Two of the attackers refused to give up and were killed with three more wounded.  Six other Zhu-Gung members surrendered, including the water witch Missy had named Horse.  Somehow, Wagner Shen managed to escape.  He had also sensed Missy’s presence and when there wasn’t any fire breaking out at the bar combined with the arrival of the FBI strike force, he’d realized he needed to get away. 
 
    And, Richard Hwang, the Dragon?  Only when it was too late did he sense how not only was his fire energy being drained but so also was his life force.  When he could no longer push out any more fire energy, he collapsed.  As he lay there, aware at last he’d surely been dealing with a supernatural force, the witch stranger they’d encountered the day before, he slowly drifted away.  He was spent.  He lost consciousness and died shortly thereafter. 
 
    Missy quickly tuned back in to what was happening all around her.  After noting how the FBI strike force had things well in hand, she next looked around for possible victims.  And, in addition to the Zhu-Gung casualties, there were some others either dead or wounded.  Two of the strike force members had sustained injuries but those were not life threatening.  And, fortunately, none of them had been killed. 
 
    There were three minor casualties amongst the customers.  But, again, none of them had been killed. 
 
    As for the ten guards in D’Amato’s organization, one was dead, two had minor wounds and one person was seriously wounded.  Barry’s chest wound was critical and Missy went to him right away.  She could sense the witch she’d named Monkey was escaping but it was more important that she deal with Barry. 
 
    Missy focused and pushed enough healing energy into him to keep him stable.  Once she knew he would survive his wound and fully recover, after the doctors removed the bullet from his chest and patched him back up, she backed away.  She’d learned from past experience how to sense feedback from those she pushed her healing energy into.  She could sense when they’d received enough and now, she knew Barry would be okay.  She planned to visit him later on when she would give him some additional help. 
 
    Mike?  Have you been getting reports from Robert on the attack down here?  She knew Robert was somewhere outside and was sure he’d been communicating with the team. 
 
    Mike’s response was yes. 
 
    Does his strike force realize Monkey got away? 
 
    After a brief wait, Mike’s response was no. 
 
    Okay, I’m going to his location now.  I’ll let you know where Robert’s surveillance guys can find him.  She knew it would be important to track his whereabouts, especially if he were to contact anyone in Morelli’s organization. 
 
    Missy also sensed her balance was way off.  She had absorbed far more energy than she normally would draw and, while not having any physical body as yet, she knew from past experience she needed to discard the excess energy now being held within her entity.  That whole mass and energy equation was now a concern.  Further, she worried the longer she went before getting rid of some energy, the more difficult it might be to restore her proper balance.  Then?  Who knew what her human form might look like when she Changed back. 
 
    But, her balance would have to wait.  First things first.  She teleported to Monkey’s location and gave Mike that information.  Mike, when the FBI surveillance guys get here, let me know by saying yes. 
 
    Monkey had not returned to the apartment complex where she had originally found him.  Instead, he was at another apartment.  This was also located in Brooklyn but was much smaller.  There were five others staying there, all Chinese like Monkey.  She described each of them to Mike and assigned them names.  And then?  She waited.  Anxiously.  The energy she contained within was really something she’d never experienced before and it made her very antsy. 
 
    Monkey was very agitated and issued several orders to the others, all in Chinese.  Missy couldn’t understand any of those conversation but, as she watched them all, it became obvious they were packing up and preparing to leave.  She let Mike know. 
 
    If Monkey was aware of her presence, he chose to ignore it.  Possibly he was too upset to take much notice.  She saw him get on his cell phone and make some calls.  The first one was in Chinese.  But, the second one was in English and she could hear both sides of that conversation. 
 
    Monkey said, “Hey, this is Wagner Shen.  Is Ray Morelli there?’ 
 
    A voice answered, saying, “I’ll get him.  He’s been waiting to hear from you.” 
 
    After several moments, Ray Morelli’s voice said, “Mr. Shen.  How did it go?” 
 
    “It did not go well,” answered Shen.  “The FBI showed up.  I think they must have been following us.  Either that, or they knew we would be attacking this place.  I am thinking you or someone in your organization must have leaked some information.” 
 
    “No, no!  That is not possible.  The leak must have been on your end.  Or, your guys made some mistake.  What the hell happened?” 
 
    Shen grimaced and was obviously not satisfied with Morelli’s response.  “The FBI knew we were there and they knew we were attacking the place.  They immediately barged in and began arresting us.  I know at least one of my men was killed and probably more.  I was able to escape but I think everyone else was either captured or killed.” 
 
    “Fuck!  This is terrible,” exclaimed Morelli.  “You people should have done better.  I did not expect any failure like this.”  He had raised his voice and was yelling. 
 
    “Well, my people are leaving,” Shen yelled back.  “Our arrangement here is finished.  We cannot operate when you have failed to keep quiet about where we would be attacking.  These were all places which you selected, not us.  We did not leak anything and we did not make any mistakes.  This failure is on you, Mr. Morelli.” 
 
    Missy finally sensed Mike’s yes response indicating Robert’s surveillance guys were now outside.  She relayed what she’d heard Shen and Morelli saying.  Then she told him she needed to leave. 
 
    Mike, am I needed anywhere else right now? 
 
    Mike’s response was no. 
 
    Okay, I need to release some energy.  I’ll join you up there once I sense my balance is normal.  She then teleported directly east until she was out over the Atlantic Ocean.  She dropped into the sea and slowly continued moving east, going deeper and deeper.  Once she was at least a half mile out, she began to release energy.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Forty-One 
 
    Feb 16, 2020 
 
      
 
    Robert had gone into the nightclub and had then provided updates to his team back at Hanscom AFB as well as to Les and Marsha from “P” Branch.  When he heard Mike announce that Missy would be away somewhere and busy for a while, he asked, “What’s going on, Mike?  We don’t need her here but why isn’t she there with you?  I’m sure she wants to hear how things have gone down, from our viewpoint.” 
 
    Mike said, “I’m sure she does.  But, I’m guessing this might have something to do with that dead witch down there.  The one she named Dragon.  I understand you have identified him as Richard Hwang, correct?” 
 
    ‘Yes, that’s right.  He was a fire witch, based on what she told us.  And, I’m pretty sure he was trying to start a fire.  There were a couple of witnesses that think they saw him shooting some strange kind of flames out, only there’s no flamethrower device so they now are confused.  But it was dark and then my strike force guys showed up with lots of lights.” 
 
    Dale asked, “What was the cause of this guy Hwang’s death?  And, how would that affect Missy?”  After a quick pause, he went on to answer his own question.  “Wait, this witch died the same way Arvind Pancholi died, right?” 
 
    Mike had not actually gotten a message from Missy about that.  He said, “Missy was too busy to send me any messages after she told me Dragon was about to start a fire.  She said she needed to deal with him.  I’m guessing she did and that’s why he’s dead.” 
 
    Robert said, “There are no visible causes of death.  He wasn’t shot by anyone on my team.  I think you both are correct and he ended up dying after Missy did whatever she had to do to stop him from starting fires.” 
 
    “Exactly,” said Mike.  “She must have drained all his energy from him.  That’s what happened with Pancholi.  And, that’s why she’s gone away now.  She needs to release all that energy.  Last time, she was able to do that while teleporting back to Afghanistan.” 
 
    Marsha said, “Now I remember her telling me a little about that.  This whole business of her existing in her spirit form, drawing energy in and using energy to do various things … Mike?  Is Missy going to be all right?  None of us really understand how or what or anything about this, do we?” 
 
    Mike chuckled and said, “No, we don’t.  And, Missy keeps telling me she doesn’t understand everything either.  She’s feeling her way along as she goes.  I confess that scares the crap out of me since she always goes all out to help others and fight evil.  If she has limits, she hasn’t reached them yet.  If and when she does?  That’s why I get so scared.” 
 
    Lieutenant Colonel Schermerhorn said, “Mike, none of us take what she does for granted.  Likewise, we don’t take your contributions for granted either.” 
 
    The team continued to discuss the aftermath from the attack on Long Island which had been stopped.  The FBI surveillance guys had been videotaping the Zhu-Gung members from the time they’d left the apartment complex, so they had a very strong case.  In addition, now that Missy had identified Wagner Shen’s location for them, they were outside that place as well. 
 
    Robert wanted to continue with surveillance rather than making any more arrests.  They still wanted to prove involvement by Ray Morelli’s organization.  The team had managed finding documentation showing the apartment complex which Troy had located was in fact owned by Morelli, through various shell corporations.  They were pretty sure this newest location where Monkey had gone would also turn out to be owned by Morelli.  But, they wanted to see whether even more evidence could be found. 
 
    They planned on interrogating all nine of the arrested gang members to see what they might say.  Robert had insisted on having the water witch Missy had named Horse be isolated.  They all knew how dangerous he could be.  While they were hoping there would be further developments which they could use to wrap things up with, they were very pleased with what had been accomplished so far. 
 
    ----- 
 
    When Missy finally showed up at Mike’s place, he was no longer on the phone with Robert’s team.  He had been growing more and more concerned until she’d started sending him messages, assuring him she was okay.  Even so, it wasn’t until another hour had passed before she finally arrived.  When he felt her big energy pulse and turned to find her standing there, he was greatly relieved. 
 
    “Hey, Mike!  Thanks for being patient with me.  I’m only going to stay for a few minutes and then I want to check on this guy from D’Amato’s organization who was badly wounded.  I need to make sure he’s okay and see if I need to push any more healing energy into him.” 
 
    “Welcome back, Missy.  Glad you’re home with me, safe and sound and … you know.”  He studied her closely which, since she was nude of course, he found quite exciting. 
 
    Missy noticed him checking her out and said, “Be honest with me.  Am I too fat anywhere?”  She cupped her ample breasts and jiggled them up and down.  Then, she began pinching her rear end as she twisted around for him to see.  She was voluptuous, or course, but most places on her body were rock hard muscles so she didn’t have many areas to check for excess fat. 
 
    Mike laughed and said, “You do realize my inspection will require lots and lots of work, right?  From very close up and with a great deal of touching.  Do you really need to rush off?  If so, you’ll have to wait for my answer until much later.”  He went over and began rubbing his hands all over her curves and pulled her in for a passionate kiss. 
 
    Missy hugged and kissed him back, but then pulled away with a sigh.  “Sorry, but I promise I won’t be long.  And, don’t worry.  All my senses are screaming at me right now for some more of that touching you’re promising me.” 
 
    Mike grinned and stepped back.  “Go and do what you must do.” 
 
    Missy said, Thanks, I will.  But … I needed to check myself first.  You know … in case my boobs and nipples looked funny, like that last time.”  She giggled as she again cupped her breasts. 
 
    “Nipples look normal,” said Mike.  “Beautiful as ever.  Can’t wait to start sucking on them and making sure they’re still as sensitive as ever.”  He knew how much she loved all the attention he would give her nipples.  Of course, he loved doing that just as much.  Giving her pleasure was the most exciting experience for him and something he truly lived for.  Everything else was secondary. 
 
    “Well then!  These normal nipples will need nothing more than that!”  She tweaked the two pink peaks, now hard and prominent.  She could see Mike was getting aroused with his erection growing hard and prominent inside his pants.  “Gotta go!” 
 
    She disappeared in a shimmer of light and teleported down to where Barry was.  She found him resting comfortably in his hospital bed.  The bullet had been removed from his chest and the monitors he was hooked up to were beeping softly.  She pushed just a little more healing energy into him and knew he would be just fine. 
 
    She was about to leave when a girl entered the room and rushed over, obviously in an extreme state of distress.  When she called his name and asked if he was okay, he roused himself and looked at her. 
 
    Although Missy had never met Ginger’s sister, she recognized the family resemblance at the same time as she heard Barry say, “Bridget.”  She of course recalled what Ginger had told her and Sharon about her sister.  Yeah, she could scent the two of them were lovers.  But, she didn’t need any supernatural senses to see how much Bridget cared about her bodyguard boyfriend Barry. 
 
    She left the two of them to teleport back to her own boyfriend.  She had those naughty nipples of hers that needed some of his special sensitivity experimentation.  And, she desperately needed to lose herself in Mike’s lovemaking in order to finally regain that “balance” which allowed her to do all the things she could do. 
 
    ----- 
 
    Ben Marchitto waited until Sal got off the phone with Robert Ulrey.  They’d already gotten preliminary reports from their people about the attack out on Long Island.  This time, there’d been no robbery.  While they had lost one man and had another man in the hospital, there had been several arrests.  “Can the FBI connect the guys they’ve arrested to Ray Morelli?” 
 
    Sal smiled and said, “Yeah, Robert says there’s financial data showing this group from Hong Kong has been getting support from Morelli.  The places they’ve been staying at as well as the cars they’ve been driving?  All provided by Morelli’s organization.” 
 
    “Hey, that’s great, Sal!”  Ben knew how badly his boss wanted to prove to the other families how his enemy Morelli had been responsible for these attacks. 
 
    “Yeah, and Robert says they have surveillance now on all the gang members who weren’t arrested.  He wants me to wait a bit longer so he can maybe provide us with even more evidence.  He’s got video of these guys proving what they did.  And, if any of the guys they’ve arrested can implicate Morelli, the FBI wants to use their testimony to build a strong case.  They’re hoping they’ll have enough to arrest Morelli.” 
 
    “This Robert Ulrey … it looks like he’s a man of his word.  And, he’s in a position where he can do things, just like he said.  Just like Missy’s boyfriend Mike said.  You do realize how crazy all this is, right?”  Ben stared at Sal and grinned.  “You and the government and your witch Missy.  All getting to be good friends of yours because they’re enemies of your enemy.” 
 
    Sal chuckled and said, “Ben, between how my daughter Sandy is now watching everything I do now combined with my having all these new friends, we might just have to go legit!” 
 
    ----- 
 
    Ray Morelli and Russ Simonetti were having a very different conversation.  Russ had not been able to get Ray to calm down after the disastrous phone call from Wagner Shen.  They’d been getting follow up reports ever since about the failed attack, the FBI arrests and how it now looked like the remainder of the Zhu-Gung group were indeed leaving. 
 
    Ray said, “Those Chinese mother-fuckers!  They’ve ruined everything!  And, there’s no way anyone in my organization leaked anything.  Why, other than you and me, who else was even aware of what we had arranged?”  Ray was not doubting Russ’s loyalty in any way.  They’d been together for too many years and had gone through much too much together for there to be any doubts. 
 
    “There was no leak on our end, Ray.  I’m betting those guys left some clues behind during their earlier attacks.  This ain’t Hong Kong and our FBI and police are a lot better than whatever police forces those Chinese assholes are probably used to.  Our guys would never have left any trail, but these guys?  Who knows.” 
 
    “Well, they certainly haven’t lived up to their so-called wonderful reputation,” said Ray.  “But, what do we do now?  Do I need to worry about them ratting me out?  Can the FBI connect me with them?  Will fucking D’Amato be breathing down our necks sometime soon?  Fuck, fuck, fuck!”  Yeah, there was no doubt he was pissed. 
 
    Unfortunately, there were no good answers for any of his concerns.  He indeed did need to be worried.  He’d made his deal with the devil and the devil would soon be claiming what was his due.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Forty-Two 
 
    Feb 17, 2020 
 
      
 
    When Missy woke up it was again 7:30 a.m.  She’d enjoyed another night making love to Mike and having him make love to her.  His examination of her entire body had been thorough and intense, especially those areas where she was most sensitive.  She was multi-orgasmic and he’d given her a multitude of orgasms.  When her spent and sated entity had finally succumbed to a deep sleep state, her soul had soared and gone off somewhere safe.  She’d been able to have an out-of-body experience without her body Changing forms.  As she slowly returned to an awareness of being back, in her body, able to feel all the physical sensations which her human form allowed, she was very satisfied.  She felt great.  Balanced.  And, she felt one with Mike, her better half. 
 
    Mike woke up, somehow sensing she was waking up.  He pulled her close, crushing her beneath him as he rolled on top.  “Morning, Missy!”  He started nibbling on her left earlobe but then brought his lips to her lips and began playfully nibbling on those as well.  “Mmmmm!” 
 
    “Mike, you’re taking advantage!” giggled Missy, wriggling against him.  She felt his hard erection pressing against her tummy. 
 
    “Mmmmm!” 
 
    “You know we can’t just lay here all day like this.” 
 
    “Mmmmm!” 
 
    Missy laughed and managed to push him over to one side and extricate herself from underneath.  “I’m going to use the bathroom and when I come out, I’m hoping you are planning to feed me something good for breakfast.  I haven’t had a single bite since Friday afternoon and, now that my body is back to normal, it’s telling me I’m starved.” 
 
    Mike groaned and jumped out of bed before she could do that.  He also needed to use the bathroom and, since she obviously wasn’t going to dally all day in bed, he wanted to get in there before she did.  “I have some steak and eggs on the menu, which I’ll get to work on as soon as I come out.  I trust you’ll stay here long enough to eat that before you go disappearing back down to D.C. again, right?” 
 
    “Oh, yes!  And, I want to hear all about yesterday.” 
 
    They spent the next hour and a half enjoying a leisurely breakfast while Mike told her everything Robert’s team had learned about the WIJO agents and the Zhu-Gung attackers.  When they finally called in to the conference room at Hanscom AFB, there were several there and Robert was already on the line.  Missy was able to get further updated on the latest developments. 
 
    Les explained, “Everyone from both locations in Brooklyn packed up and went to the airport last night.  Eight of them managed to catch a late evening flight and the rest boarded one early this morning.  They’re en route back to Hong Kong now, including Wagner Shen, the witch Missy named Monkey.  We decided to let him leave rather than arrest him.” 
 
    “Why was that?” asked Missy. 
 
    “Because he’s a witch and we’re not sure how we want to deal with that,” said Les.  “We have nine of these gang members in custody, including the water witch Peter Hui who you named Horse.  While we’re keeping him locked up separately and always have at least two “P” Branch guards watching him, ready to knock him out with a dart gun if it looks like he might try anything, we’re not sure how long we can do that.” 
 
    Missy said, “I get it.  Holding another witch might be problematic.  I guess you can’t just hide him away with Marco, Arbogast and Rodriguez, huh?”  To avoid word getting out about Missy being a supernatural, “P” Branch was keeping these three criminals locked up at a special facility.  They deserved to be in prison for the rest of their lives and that was the plan. 
 
    Marsha said, “We considered doing that but since we know you can always locate him for us now, we thought we might save that for later.  Meanwhile, we’re hoping we can get some of the ones we arrested to implicate Morelli.  He’s a bigger fish in all this.” 
 
    “A law firm has already come forward this morning, claiming they’re representing these guys,” said Robert.  “I’m sure they’ve been hired by the Zhu-Gung organization with a goal of stopping any of them from talking.  So far, that’s working.  None of them has said anything.  But, I’m betting it’s more they’re afraid of what the witches can do to them if they talk than any reliance on this law firm to help them.” 
 
    “Okay, I guess waiting is best for now,” said Missy.  “And, I know you’re monitoring what this coven is doing over in Hong Kong.  What about Sal D’Amato?  Is he okay with waiting?” 
 
    Robert said, “He’s very appreciative there won’t be any more attacks on his places.  And, I explained about the paper trail we have showing Morelli has provided support to these guys.  He’s willing to wait.  He’s hoping we can get even more evidence and maybe arrest Morelli.  I think he’s good for now.” 
 
     “All righty, then!  What about Habib and his people?” asked Missy.  “I know Aasif, Fahim, Mamood and the others are all being charged with kidnapping, rape and murder.  I still have the rest of today.  Any suggestions on what more I can give these WIJO agents to report about us back to Aziz and their other leaders?” 
 
    Dale said, “We’re still kicking around ideas for what to have Congressman Miller leak to Ayleen Malik.  We’ll work that end of things.  And, since we now know about these safe houses that Habib’s been using, as well as how he’s been sneaking out of his home undetected, we think we can keep a close watch on him and Khaqad.  If you concentrate on Bassaym Al-Bari and his agents, maybe yank their chains some more, that would be good.” 
 
    They discussed matters for a while longer but Missy finally said she wanted to get down to D.C. and said goodbye.  Mike also said goodbye, promising to call back in again once Missy had anything for him to report to the team. 
 
    Missy then said, “I’m glad nobody said anything about my killing that fire witch.  You told me his name was Richard Wagner?” 
 
    “Yeah,” said Mike.  “Why didn’t you want to talk about him?  Everyone knows it was self-defense, what you did.  They doubt any of those FBI guys could have stopped him.  You may have saved some lives.  No one is saying you should have handled him any differently.  I explained how he died because you drained his energy, which he was trying to use to start fires.” 
 
    “Actually, I want to talk about that.  My draining his energy.  You know when I did that to Arvind Pancholi, I ended up being affected by that.” 
 
    “Of course!  Now you have water witch abilities,” said Mike.  “Wait, are you …?  I mean, do you think you might …?” 
 
    Missy smiled and held out her right palm, facing upward.  “I haven’t tested myself yet but, even though I told you I have my energy balance back, I still feel changed by what happened.  Let me see if …”  She focused and suddenly there was a ball of fire hovering above her hand.  This slowly moved over to the kitchen sink and Missy lowered it down while turning on the water facet with her telekinesis ability.  The fireball was extinguished. 
 
    “Oh, wow!” said Mike.  “You’ll need to be careful with that.  I know Tracy likes to say it’s like pulling out a gun and aiming it.  You only do that if you’re prepared to shoot whatever you’re aiming at.” 
 
    Missy nodded and said with a grin, “Yeah, I can’t wait for her to give me lessons.  I know I’m not half as powerful with this as she is, but still … it’s another ability and I’m going to need to practice using it.” 
 
    Mike shook his head and said, “You haven’t even told “P” Branch about your water witch ability.  Only Tracy and I know about that, right?” 
 
    “True, only I’m sure she’s told John; they have no secrets between them.  But, I’m not going to hide any of my abilities.  We just won’t bother to talk about them.  We’ll tell Tracy and John, of course, but we don’t need to explain the details to anyone else.” 
 
    After giving Mike a hug and a kiss, she told him it was time to go.  She removed the robe she’d been wearing, stepped over to the place she’d been using each time she Changed, and once again disappeared in a shimmer of light. 
 
    She teleported directly to Bassaym Al-Bari and found him back at the safe house, talking to Adeel Khaqad.  No one else was there; she could sense Bassaym’s agents were over somewhere in Oliver’s vicinity and Habib was somewhere in D.C. but not at his home.  She suspected he might be at his office and she decided to visit him since she hadn’t been over there yet. 
 
    When she arrived, Habib was alone.  She prowled around until finding a hidden exit, similar to what he’d had at his home.  She investigated that and let Mike know where it came out, which was in another office down the street.  She knew that location would now be put under surveillance whenever Habib was being watched and he came to his office. 
 
    When she returned to Habib, he was on the phone.  Again, her supernatural hearing ability allowed her to listen to both sides of the conversation.  It was in Pashto which, thanks to her language class at the academy with Major Khan, she had no difficulty in understanding what was being said. 
 
    The person on the line with Habib was from a law firm up in New York and he had just visited the four agents imprisoned up there.  Apparently, her admonishment to Mamood not to talk about her had been ignored.  Or, more likely, after waking up the next day, Mamood had convinced himself it had all been a bad dream.  An impossible dream which he could no longer believe had really happened.  The man from the law firm was telling Habib how crazy Mamood’s story was. 
 
    Habib asked, “Has he been telling this to the police up there?” 
 
    “No, no.  He refuses to talk to them.  But, once I identified myself and he knew I would be talking to you, he then was willing to talk to me.” 
 
    “And, he claims this demon Missy McCrea, the very girl he was supposed to be watching … she appeared to him?”  Habib frowned, clearly concerned.  “Was this some kind of a vision, or what?” 
 
    “Oh, he believes she was there.  In the flesh.  She was naked when she first just materialized from thin air right in front of him.  He claims she can be invisible because later?  In the car?  After she forced him to find the dead whore’s body?  She vanished back into thin air.  Only, he claims she was still there in his car with him after that.  He had no choice but to drive up to those cops and surrender.  He says she really is a demon, just like you thought.” 
 
    Habib asked, “Why does he say she was still in his car?” 
 
    “This shirt she was wearing … she’d put that on at the house, right after she first appeared.  Well, anyway, she was wearing this shirt and even though she disappeared, the shirt was still right there, floating above the seat where she’d been sitting.  He knew she was there and that’s why he continued doing what she’d said.  She only left him once he stopped the car.  Then, the shirt simply collapsed down onto the seat.” 
 
    Missy had heard enough.  She told Mike everything and then told him, I’m going to pop in on Mamood.  Since he’s talking to his lawyer, I may as well give him more stuff to talk about. 
 
    She teleported up to Mamood and found him in a cell, all by himself.  She guessed he was being kept away from the other WIJO agents who were surely rather upset with him for bringing back the body of the girl they’d murdered.  He was seated on a bed and she pushed him back against the wall.  It wasn’t anything the cameras would notice, but he certainly noticed.  When he tried to move, he found he was pinned there and couldn’t go anywhere, similar to when she’d done that to him before. 
 
    His eyes opened wide and he looked around with obvious fear.  She began cycling the temperature he was feeling in his arms, hot and cold, same as before.  He knew she was there.  When he started to scream for help, she quickly intensified the painful sensations but, when he quieted down, she reduced them.  Oh, yeah.  He knew it was her.  He knew she had returned, just as she’d promised she would if he talked to anyone about her. 
 
    “What do you want?” he asked.  “Please leave me alone!” 
 
    She momentarily increased the pain in his arms to an excruciating level but then she allowed them to both return to their normal temperature.  She also released the pressure holding him captive against the wall.  Then she slowly pulled him forward, letting him know she still had total control.  Finally, she released him and merely watched. 
 
    Mamood frantically looked around and when he sensed she was no longer holding him down, he leaped off his bed and backed up against the cell door.  He shook his arms out and continued to search for her.  Because of her ability to sense his emotions, she knew his fear was eating him up.  Well, fear of the unknown was very powerful and, no doubt, that’s what he was experiencing.  Good. 
 
    She wasn’t really concerned whether he talked about her again or not.  Either way, it didn’t matter; nothing he could say would be credible.  She decided to go back to the agents in D.C. and mess with them some more.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Forty-Three 
 
    Feb 17, 2020 
 
      
 
    When Karen heard a knock on her door and checked to see who it was, she found a very anxious Lawrence Mallett was there.  She knew Missy was his team leader and she said, “Hi, Lawrence.  Missy isn’t here.  Do you have an appointment with her?”  Whatever Missy’s assignment was, it had been last minute.  Maybe she hadn’t let Cadet Mallett know they needed to reschedule. 
 
    “No, no Ma’am.  No, I don’t.  But, I really need to see her.  It’s important.  Do you know where I can find her or when she’ll be back?” 
 
    “Sorry, but I don’t know where she is.  I’m guessing she’ll be here tonight, though.  Come in.”  She backed up and waved for him to enter.  “Tell me what’s so important and I’ll be sure to let her know as soon as I see her.”  She was about to join Tracy and Nell for their day of shopping but she could spare him a few minutes. 
 
    Larry was undecided but after a couple of moments, he did go in.  “It’s about this whole mess where they’re saying the girls on our rugby team might be cheating.  I know one of them … Cadet Alyssa Foster.  She insists she’s completely innocent.  She has no idea why that Calculus exam was sent to her.” 
 
    Karen had tried to reach Danielle but hadn’t been able to do that.  Not only was Danielle not answering her phone but, according to her roommate, she was refusing to leave her room and wasn’t answering her door unless it was for someone in authority at the academy.  She had completely isolated herself from all her friends.  And, she was not talking to anyone about this cheating scandal which everyone was blaming on her. 
 
    Karen said, “I heard there were some girls on our rugby team involved … Cadet Foster is one of them?” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am, only she didn’t do anything wrong.  I was hoping maybe Missy … I mean, Cadet McCrea ...”  Larry had thought of checking with Missy right away.  He’d gradually come to realize his team leader was someone who always seemed to know how to handle things. 
 
    “Okay, I’ll explain all this to Missy.  Can you tell me more about what’s happened?  You mentioned Cadet Foster received a copy of an exam.”  Karen was curious and wasn’t seeing how her friend Danielle could be involved. 
 
    Larry said, “Everyone on the women’s rugby team got this email from Cadet Lexi Lewis.  She’s a plebe on that team.  A copy of the next Calculus exam was attached, mixed in with some other files.” 
 
    “Everyone got this email?  Wow.  But, I’m guessing this exam was for plebes and that’s why your girlfriend is being accused, right?”  It was obvious to Karen he had feelings for this Alyssa Foster.  And, if everyone on the team had gotten this, no doubt some of the upperclass cadets reported how there might be some cheating going on. 
 
    “Yeah, she has to appear before the Honor Code Board tomorrow.”  The Honor Board consisted of twelve cadets, three from each regiment, presided over by the Brigade Honor Captain.  If they determined someone was severely guilty of violating the Cadet Honor Code not to lie, cheat, steal, or tolerate those who do, they would recommend dismissal of that someone from the Corp of Cadets.  That recommendation would go to the Superintendent and, in almost all cases, the cadet would be leaving West Point immediately afterward. 
 
    “And, does she know what Cadet Lexi Lewis has been saying about this?” asked Karen. 
 
    “Oh, Lexi says it was all a big mistake,” said Larry.  “She’s not admitting to anything.  She’s trying to say it must have been a glitch.  Of course, she’s the one who sent that email, so it seems pretty certain she’ll get asked to leave.  Since she knows lying at this point won’t matter, she probably doesn’t want to incriminate anyone else.” 
 
    “Well, your girlfriend has that in her favor, right?  If it was really a mistake, she can’t be blamed.” 
 
    “I was thinking she’d be okay, since there’s no other evidence,” agreed Larry.  “But, now I hear there is more evidence.  It seems Lexi Lewis was getting these text messages on her phone.  She hadn’t bothered to delete them and when a teammate confronted her about the email she’d sent and asked to see her phone, Lexi gave it to her.  I guess she was pretty flustered and wasn’t thinking or she never would have done that.  You see, it turns out this isn’t the first time this has happened.  There have been other times.  And, each time, she got a text message with instructions explaining how she could download a copy of an exam.” 
 
    “So, who sent the phone messages?” 
 
    Larry shook his head and said, “They came from this burner phone which can’t be traced, other than the calls were from somewhere here inside the academy.”  He shrugged and then added, “But, the phone messages included the user name and password to this Hotmail account where these exams had been uploaded.  The thing is, they were only attached to draft messages in that email account.  But those draft messages then got deleted after twelve hours.  So, that way, there would be no electronic data trail.” 
 
    Karen had heard it was complicated.  “How did you find all this out, Larry?” 
 
    “Alyssa was provided with all this evidence against her.  It’s so she can defend herself at tomorrow’s Honor Board.  All the plebes on her rugby team got this same info.  It shows the cheating has been going on for a while now and every one of them in Captain Jacob’s class is now a suspect.” 
 
    “Okay, but what about that email account?” asked Karen.  “The one where these exams were uploaded to those temporary draft messages?  Have they been able to trace whose account that belongs to?” 
 
    Larry nodded and said, “Sure.  It belongs to Cadet Danielle Portis.  She was in Captain Jacob’s Calculus II class last semester.  They think that’s when she somehow copied all these exam files from his computer and uploaded them to her account.  There’s no electronic data trail but they do know it’s her Hotmail account.” 
 
    “But, wait.  I know Danielle.  I can’t believe she had anything to do with this.”  Karen was finally learning why her friend’s name was included in the scandal. 
 
    Larry said, “Well, the Honor Board will be getting her testimony, first thing tomorrow.  They may not be able to prove it was her burner phone but they can prove it was her Hotmail account.  If she decides to name names, that will be very bad for all the rugby team girls involved in this.” 
 
    ----- 
 
    Ayoob and Nouri had parked their car well away from Oliver’s place and had then approached on foot.  They knew Dima and Rami had done the same, over on the opposite side.  If they needed a vehicle in a hurry, Layeq was parked not far away. 
 
    “This assignment is no good,” said Nouri.  “How can we watch a demon who knows we’re watching him?  Look what this Oliver Bessom did to us yesterday?” 
 
    “Yes, well, that’s why we’re only watching and not trying anything else,” said Ayoob.  “These demons can kill us.  You saw him point at us and get his bodyguards to come over.  We’re lucky he didn’t do more than fuck with our cars.” 
 
    “What about what happened up in New York?” 
 
    “Those guys were idiots!” exclaimed Ayoob.  “You heard what Aasif told Habib.  They kidnapped some whores and got caught.” 
 
    “Yes, but maybe that Missy McCrea demon.  Maybe she had something to do with that.  You heard all the strange things which happened when they followed her around, right?”  At first, Nouri had not paid much attention to talk about recording equipment problems and cameras falling overboard.  But, after what had happened to their cars when Bessom had pointed at them, now he was getting worried. 
 
    Exasperated, Ayoob said, “She didn’t make them grab those girls.  Aasif never should have allowed that.  You know Bassaym would never let anything like that go on down here.” 
 
    “No, but maybe she had something to do with them getting caught,” insisted Nouri.  “Like I said, this assignment is no good.” 
 
    Just then Oliver Bessom walked outside and began looking around.  They couldn’t see the earpiece he was wearing, letting him hear Mike relay Missy’s instructions.  Sure enough, in spite of their being a block away and mostly hidden behind a parked van, Oliver began pointing right at them. 
 
    Suddenly, right in front of them, a ball of fire burst from nowhere and they needed to jump back to avoid being burned.  The fire hung there for a couple moments before dropping to the ground and dying out.  Ayoob stomped on the dying embers. 
 
    Nouri said, “He’s going to do it again!”  Oliver had lowered his arm but was now once again pointing in their direction. 
 
    Another ball of fire appeared, bigger than the first time.  Again, they were forced to back away.  It seemed to take longer this time before it dropped to the ground.  They decided they needed to leave.  There didn’t seem to be anyone else noticing any of this but they could see Oliver continuing to stare at them.  They began walking away. 
 
    They’d only gone ten feet or so when yet another ball of fire burst out right behind them, again just hanging in midair for several moments.  Yeah, they understood.  They needed to leave and stay away. 
 
    Twenty minutes later, they were joined by Dima and Rami who claimed Oliver had done the same thing to them.  They called for Layeq to come pick them up.  Once he arrived, they all climbed in and demanded he drive them back to the safe house where Bassaym Al-Bari and Adeel Khaqad were now waiting for them.  They’d already called in with their reports about this. 
 
    Just as Layeq put the car into gear and began pulling away, a huge fire ball exploded right behind them and his car’s horn began blaring away.  They didn’t dare to stop and continued on their way, hoping the car wouldn’t stall.  After they were at least a mile away from Oliver’s place, the horn finally stopped.  They pulled over and called Bassaym with this latest news. 
 
    Bassaym told them to stay put and said he was coming out to see this for himself.  They did as they were told but were very nervous and didn’t want to sit inside the car.  They all got out and waited on the sidewalk, each man standing several feet from any of the others.  To say they were freaked out would be an understatement. 
 
    When Bassaym arrived, he had Adeel with him.  After a brief discussion, Bassaym said he wanted to drive towards Oliver’s place to check on things.  None of his guys would go with him so he and Adeel left them behind.  They didn’t get far before the horn in their car began honking.  When they stopped their car, the horn stopped. 
 
    Adeel said, “It’s almost as though this demon is telling us to stay away.  See what happens if we try to keep going in his direction.” 
 
    Bassaym started forward again and immediately the horn started blaring, just as before.  In addition, ten feet in front of their car, a huge fireball exploded in midair.  When he slammed on the brakes, the horn stopped.  They watched as the fire burned itself out.  When Bassaym turned the car around and headed away, there were no further problems.  He called Layeq, telling him to bring everyone back to the safe house. 
 
    When they all got back, Adeel called Habib and filled him in on everything.  Their assignment to observe Oliver Bessom had quite literally gone up in flames.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Forty-Four 
 
    Feb 17, 2020 
 
      
 
    Missy returned to Mike’s place and joined in the conversation he was having with Robert’s team.  There wasn’t much new concerning Ray Morelli or Sal D’Amato or with the Zhu-Gung members.  None of the nine in custody had talked yet, which wasn’t that surprising.  Robert said the evidence was solid and there would be no bail for any of them.  He was hopeful on getting someone to implicate Morelli, beyond just the paper trail evidence showing his support which they’d found so far. 
 
    As for Habib and all the WIJO agents in D.C., there were a few developments.  Aasif and Fahim were being extradited up to New York.  They weren’t talking yet but Mamood had been making a lot of noise.  He had been babbling about demons and was now on suicide watch. 
 
    The surveillance teams watching Habib and the safe house where Bassaym and his team were staying had reported in.  Apparently, Habib was in his office and everyone else was back at the safe house.  Lisa and Marie had been monitoring Habib’s messages and he’d contacted Karimi.  They had arranged to meet in London on Wednesday.  Habib had mentioned the surveillance on demons was being abandoned and details would be in the report he’d provide at that meeting. 
 
    There was no decision yet concerning Congressman Miller.  But, he and Ayleen were now being kept under surveillance.  The consensus was that all further information which Miller might obtain would be managed and controlled.  Let him continue for the time being and they’d see whether they could maybe use him to send back some misinformation. 
 
    Missy and Mike said their goodbyes to the team and Mike disconnected. 
 
    Missy said, “Hey, Mike.  I don’t have to be back at the academy for a couple of hours yet.  Why don’t you give me one last examination?  Check me out to make sure I’m really in proper shape to return?  See if you missed anything last night?” 
 
    Mike grinned and said, “You think there might be any areas I didn’t touch upon?  Perhaps my sensitivity evaluation wasn’t thorough enough?” 
 
    “Well, a girl can hope, can’t she?”  Missy batted her emerald eyes which were definitely filled with golden speckles. 
 
    Mike gladly fulfilled all that Missy was hoping for and thoroughly ravished her once again.  When he was done, he definitely had touched upon all possible areas and determined how sensitive they’d been.  They were now satiated and Missy was definitely feeling balanced once again, in every way possible. 
 
    ----- 
 
    When Missy teleported back to her empty room she noticed a garment bag had been left on Karen’s bed, along with a couple of other shopping bags.  She peeked inside and saw a box of shoes in one bag and a matching clutch purse in the other.  Interesting!  Obviously, Karen was getting ready for her 100th Night date with Marty the following Saturday. 
 
    She saw there were two notes waiting for her over on her own bed.  The first was from Cadet Weilgus, one of the firsties in her company.  He was notifying her she’d been selected as a member from B-3 (B Company, third Regiment) to an upcoming Honor Board the next day and that she should check in with him as soon as she returned.  The second note was from Captain Bonomo saying she should check in with the Supe as soon as she returned. 
 
    She quickly got dressed and headed over to the Supe’s office. 
 
    Although it was late, the same master sergeant was there in the reception area.  After she hung up her jacket, he ushered her into the Supe’s office and once again closed the door, remaining outside.  She approached the general and said, “Cadet McCrea, reporting as ordered, sir!” while giving him the proper salute. 
 
    He returned her salute with a smile and said, “At ease, Ms. McCrea.  I was hoping you could let me know how things went this weekend since I helped with your cover story.  The local news reported there were some arrests made.  These men wouldn’t by any chance be the WIJO agents Drew Martinson was telling me about, would they?” 
 
    Missy nodded and said, “Actually, sir, yes they would.” 
 
    “I wondered about that since it was reported they’re from the Mid-East.  But, the arrests were for kidnapping, rape and murder, so I wasn’t sure.” 
 
    “Yes, sir.  One of the victims had been killed by these men earlier in the week.  The other girl had just been grabbed right before I got there.  Thankfully, nothing had been done to her as yet.” 
 
    The general said, “I see.  So, your arrival was timely, then?” 
 
    “Yes, sir,” answered Missy.  “Thanks for making it possible for me to leave here when I did.  There was no way we could have known any earlier.  At least the police now have them all locked up.” 
 
    “Do I need to be concerned WIJO will be replacing these agents now?” 
 
    Missy paused a moment.  Then she said, “It’s not likely that will happen anytime soon.  There were more agents watching another witch down in Washington D.C.  We’ve given them enough examples of what we demons can do that, for now, they’re backing off.  We will know if and when they decide to do anything further.  I’ll let Drew share all the ways we are now monitoring them.  Suffice to say, we think the problem is under control for the near term.” 
 
    “Excellent, Ms. McCrea.  It’s rather difficult for an old soldier like myself to wrap my head around what you do.  The teleporting, the supernatural abilities … I guess you realize that, of course.” 
 
    Missy smiled and said, “Yes, sir!” 
 
    “My office was contacted by your regiment commander while you were away.  He was checking to see when you’d be back from that special assignment I’d given you.”  The general chuckled.  “I assured him you’d be back, no problem.  You’ll be busier than ever for the next few days.  They want you for an Honor Code Board.” 
 
    “I saw a note that I’m to check in with Cadet Weilgus,” said Missy.  “I’m guessing that’s what he wants to tell me.”  She studied the general for a moment, then asked, “My being assigned to this Honor Board isn’t due to any influence from your office, is it, sir?” 
 
    “No, Ms. McCrea.  I have heard there are several female cadets who will be appearing before this board and I’m sure that’s why you’re being asked.  They want a few female participants to assure fairness.  You probably won’t know any of these girls so you can be impartial.” 
 
    Missy understood now.  If a bunch of girls were being charged, the academy would definitely not want them to be examined by an all male board.  “Yes, sir.  Thank you, sir.  I’ll get back to my company now.  I’ll check in with Cadet Weilgus right away.” 
 
    “Very good, Ms. McCrea.  You are dismissed.” 
 
    Missy stood at attention and saluted.  When the general returned her salute, she did an about face and marched herself out of his office.  Then, she donned her coat, nodded to the master sergeant and headed back to the barracks to find Cadet Weilgus. 
 
    ----- 
 
    When Missy left Cadet Weilgus, after being briefed by him on her upcoming duties on the Honor Board, she stopped by Tracy’s room.  Tracy was alone since Nell was out on another date with Ron.  Like Karen, Nell had left a garment bag on her bed. 
 
    Missy knew how Tracy loved to go shopping and said, “Let me guess.  You helped our roommates pick out what to wear for their big dates, right?” 
 
    Tracy giggled and said, “Of course!  Their eyes were opened to a whole new world which exists out there, beyond these academy walls.” 
 
    Missy laughed at Tracy’s exaggeration about academy walls.  “I’m going to also guess these poor fledgling shoppers ended up spending way more than they’d ever imagined.” 
 
    “Oh, no!  That only happens when I take you shopping and “P” Branch is paying the bills.  I think I saved them enough on the cocktail dresses we picked out that they were able to afford the shoes and other accessories I insisted they get.” 
 
    Missy shook her head, knowing the girls’ budgets had surely been exceeded, regardless of Tracy’s assurances.  Of course, they’d be looking gorgeous and it would be fun to see the reactions from Ron and Marty. 
 
    Tracy knew Missy had been busy dealing with WIJO agents and who knew what else, so she asked, “Are ya gonna make me ask or will ya just blurt out what happened this weekend with all the evildoers out there?” 
 
    “Well, since you’re asking … Robert’s team and “P” Branch wanted me to demonstrate what we demons can do.  Operation Demon Lore.  It has to all be done with no possible way WIJO can prove we’re doing it.  The more unbelievable, the better.  I had Oliver go outside and put on a show, pointing at his surveillance agents while I then messed with them a bit.” 
 
    Tracy grimaced and said, “Fuuuuckkk!  I missed out.  You got to have all the fun!” 
 
    Missy laughed at her silly jealous rant.  Then she filled her in on everything concerning Habib and the WIJO agents.  The arrests, the spying she’d done, the discovery about Ayleen and Congressman Miller, how she’d made cars honk and stall, and finally how she’d exploded a few fireballs. 
 
    “Whoa, girl!  Back up a bit,” said Tracy.  “You aren’t sayin’ you drained enough of my firepower to do that, are you?” 
 
    “Oh, I doubt it was from what I got from you.  It was from my confrontation with one of those witches we ran into on Staten Island.  They were members of this Zhu-Gung organization from Hong Kong.”  She explained how Ray Morelli had hired them, how Troy had located them, how she then had assisted with stopping their attack on D’Amato’s casino and nightclub on Long Island and how she’d ended up draining all of Richard Hwang’s energy when he’d tried to torch the place. 
 
    Tracy once again said, “Fuuuuckkk!  I missed out.  You got to have all the fun!”  Both girls laughed at that. 
 
    Missy made her promise to help with her new fire ability.  Then she filled her in on being assigned to the Honor Board. 
 
    “Yeah, everyone’s talking about that,” said Tracy.  “It sounds like Danielle Portis was providing math exams to all the plebes on the rugby team.  Only, that doesn’t make any sense.  Maybe she needed the money or something.  Who knows.” 
 
    “Well, the truth will out.  Eventually.”  Missy knew she wouldn’t be discussing anything once the Honor Board convened until it was all over.  “I better say goodnight.  I did all my written homework but I still have some reading to do before classes start again tomorrow.” 
 
    When Missy finally got back to her room, Karen was there.  “Hey, how are things going with Marty?” 
 
    Karen smiled and said, “Hi, Missy.  Welcome back.  I have no idea what your weekend was like but mine was wonderful.  My mom called and says she’s doing great.  Never felt better.  Shopping with Tracy and Nell was hysterical.  I love my outfit and am really excited about what I’ll be wearing Saturday.  And, yeah … things with Marty are amazing.  But, before I forget … Lawrence Mallett was here this morning, asking for you.” 
 
    “Oh?  What’s he want?” 
 
    “It’s about this latest cheating scandal.  His girlfriend Alyssa Foster is one of the girls being accused.  He claims she’s innocent and … well, you know.” 
 
    Missy said, “Yeah, I heard all about that.  You saw my note from Cadet Weilgus, right?  He’s on the Honor Board looking into this.  I’ve been assigned as well.” 
 
    Karen was surprised at this news.  “Oh, wow!  Really?”  When she thought about it, though, she quickly recognized Missy was a logical selection.  The irony of her poor friend Danielle now having to face Missy on the board was not lost on her.  She was glad she’d never mentioned to Missy all the complaints Danielle had made about her.  Good grief!  It was going to be an interesting week!


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Forty-Five 
 
    Feb 18, 2020 
 
      
 
    Wagner Shen had explained the disastrous events which led to his pulling everyone out of New York and, after arranging for their law firm to represent the nine members now in prison, their returning to Hong Kong.  Shiu-Yuen Chong had immediately called for a meeting of the entire Zhu-Gung coven and Wagner had just finished explaining it all once again, this time to everyone gathered at this meeting. 
 
    Shiu-Yuen Chong said, “While it was necessary to abandon our arrangement with the Morelli family, that causes a huge setback to our plans for New York City and expanding our operations into the United States.  I also am greatly distressed about the loss of two of our witches, Richard Hwang and Peter Hui.” 
 
    “What disturbs me is how the FBI was there,” said Antony Ying, the other fire witch who had returned with Wagner.  “They managed to kill Richard before he could start any fire in there.  I’m sure that’s why they succeeded in stopping our attack.”  He and Wagner had discussed this at length during the flight home. 
 
    “Well, I want to hear more about this mysterious witch you all sensed in Brooklyn,” said Chong.  “Wagner thinks that same witch may have been at the Long Island nightclub during the attack.  Does the FBI have witches working for it in the U.S.?” 
 
    “That seems highly unlikely,” answered Shen.  “I’m more suspicious the D’Amato family might be doing that.  Whoever this witch was, they were very powerful.  We all were able to sense their presence as though they were right in the same room with us but when we checked, there was no one even close to any of the entrances.” 
 
    Chong said, “And yet, you say this same witch was there with the FBI?” 
 
    “They were there at the same time but I can’t say whether they were with the FBI or possibly with D’Amato’s security team,” answered Shen.  “If they were part of D’Amato’s organization and managed to follow us to that nightclub, D’Amato might then have called in the FBI.  Since all our attacks were against his places, he certainly suspected Morelli was behind this.  He might have convinced the FBI they’d be arresting Morelli’s people.” 
 
    “Perhaps we agreed to work with the wrong family,” said Chong.  “The D’Amato family is the strongest of the five families.  Ray Morelli was convinced he could emerge as the strongest by making his arrangement with us.  But, either his organization leaked key information to the FBI or else D’Amato’s organization has a witch as well as some influence with the FBI.  I recommend we approach Salvatore D’Amato.  We could offer our assistance in his battle with Ray Morelli in exchange for an arrangement with terms which are favorable to us.  Then, we can resume our plans.” 
 
    This plan was approved by the Zhu-Gung coven.  Wagner Shen and Antony Ying were chosen to return to the U.S.  They would oversee the law firm representing the nine members now in FBI custody, further investigate how those arrests had been made and how their witch Richard Hwang had been killed, and finally see about making an acceptable arrangement with the D’Amato family. 
 
    ----- 
 
    Dale Hewson and Lieutenant Colonel Schermerhorn had a busy morning.  In addition to following up on Abu Habib and all the WIJO activities down in Washington D.C., they had several important messages which Lisa and Marie had managed to obtain and have translated which concerned WIJO activities in other parts of the world. 
 
    While the aftermath from the attacks in Paris and Rome seemed to be enough to satisfy WIJO, without any significant follow on activities in those cities for the time being, in London it was another story.  There had been a few arrests made but most of the terrorists who had succeeded in releasing that toxic gas in the subway had also succeeded in escaping.  But, the latest message traffic which Robert’s team was now processing suggested these terrorists had returned and were planning yet another attack.  Something bigger and even more deadly. 
 
    The British government was now very receptive to looking at whatever Intel Robert’s team was sending them.  Their MI5 and MI6 agencies were watching one group in particular which they’d located based on that Intel.  This cell was up in Stratford and was suspected to be where many from the subway attack now had gone.  Of course, conducting a proper surveillance required enormous resources and there were several suspect terrorist groups being watched. 
 
    Tracing possible shipments of weapons or deadly toxins was also a daunting and expensive task.  Operations Officer Alister Church had been identified as the single point of contact for funneling Intel from Robert’s team to the Brits.  Over the past few weeks, he and Lieutenant Colonel Schermerhorn had gotten to know one another very well. 
 
    “Dale, should we alert Alister about Abu Habib’s upcoming visit over there and his meeting with Askar-Samar Karimi?” asked Lieutenant Colonel Schermerhorn. 
 
    “No, I don’t think that’s necessary, Colonel,” answered Hewson.  “We have Ed Collinsworth going to London and you’ve got one of your Team Twenty-Two guys headed there to keep an eye on Karimi, right?” 
 
    “Okay, I guess you’re right.  These two aren’t plotting anything against the Brits that we know of.  There’s no need for Alister to get involved in our Operation Demon Lore.  We’re giving him enough other Intel to worry about.” 
 
    Hewson nodded and said, “Yes, this message Lisa just gave us suggests that WIJO cell up in Stratford might be doing something.” 
 
    ----- 
 
    Missy was with Cadet Johnathan Weilgus and another cadet representing third Regiment on the Honor Code Board.  While she was a yearling, the other two were firsties.  The members from the other three regiments were mostly firsties and mostly males, but there was one other female.  She was a plebe.   
 
    After opening statements and some preliminary activities, the board had finally called Cadet Danielle Portis as the first cadet being asked to testify.  She was presented with the evidence obtained from Cadet Lexi Lewis’s cell phone.  This showed the text with instructions for downloading the Calculus I exam from a draft message in a Hotmail email account.  She was told that account had been identified as belonging to her.  “Cadet Portis, do you deny this email account belongs to you?” 
 
    Danielle answered, “No, sir.  But I didn’t …” 
 
    “Just answer the questions we ask you, Cadet Portis.  I understand you agree the account was yours.  Now, did you send the text message to Cadet Lewis which refers to your email account?” 
 
    “No, sir!” 
 
    “Do you deny that the phone which was used to send that message belongs to you?” 
 
    “Yes, sir!” 
 
    “Do you deny obtaining the Calculus I exam from Captain Jacob?” 
 
    Danielle emphatically said, ‘Yes, sir, I deny having anything to do with that exam.” 
 
    Missy was curious since she knew Danielle was telling the truth.  But, this was merely a preliminary hearing and she decided to bide her time and listen to what everyone being accused would have to say for themselves. 
 
    After a few more questions, the board allowed Danielle to leave.  They next asked Cadet Lexi Lewis to be sworn in.  “Cadet Lewis, did you send an email to all your teammates on the rugby team which included a copy of a Calculus I exam?” 
 
    “Yes, sir.  But, that was an accident.” 
 
    “Was it an accident you had a copy of this exam?” 
 
    Lexi was clearly distressed but she answered, “No, sir.  I had a copy, but it was an accident when I included it in that email.  I never intended to send the exam to anyone.” 
 
    “How did you obtain the exam, Cadet Lewis?” 
 
    “I received a text message with instructions on how to download it.” 
 
    “Do you know who sent you that text message?” 
 
    “No, sir.  I have no idea.” 
 
    “Can you explain how the exam happened to be included in your message to your teammates?” 
 
    Lexi had been thinking about this ever since she’d learned of her mistake.  “Sir, I recall downloading the exam twice.  Only, I was sort of distracted when I did that the first time.  When I checked the folder on my computer where I thought I’d saved it, and didn’t find it, I downloaded it the second time.  Into the correct folder.  I never did any search to see where it went when I downloaded it the first time.  But, after I learned about my mistake, my sending it to my teammates, I looked into the folder where I keep all my rugby team files and photos.  It was there.  That must be where it ended up after that first download.  So then, when I attached some photos to my message?  It was included.  By mistake.  I never meant to send that exam to anyone.” 
 
    The board questioned her at length about this, but she continued to claim it was only an accident, a mistake, that the exam got included in her message to the others.  Missy was able to sense she was being truthful.  And, of course, she was admitting to having downloaded the exam. 
 
    “Cadet Lewis, were there any other exams which you downloaded?” 
 
    Lexi had been expecting this question.  “Yes, sir.  There were three earlier exams.  I’m sorry I cheated but I was failing and … and, if I fail, I can’t play rugby.”  She was resigned to having been caught cheating and was now hoping by being truthful, she might be shown some mercy.  She was willing to accept any punishment if she could somehow be allowed to continue at the academy. 
 
    One by one, each of the plebe cadets on the women’s rugby team who were in Captain Jacob’s class were interviewed.  They all denied any cheating and claimed no knowledge concerning exams being obtained and distributed.  Missy was pleased to find that Larry’s girlfriend Alyssa Foster was innocent.  All but one of them were being completely truthful.  However, Missy did sense Cadet Abrianna Ensing was lying about her not cheating. 
 
    When all the testimony had been heard, the board discussed what they’d learned, what they knew and what they didn’t know.  They had talked to Captain Jacob beforehand since he wouldn’t be asked to appear before the board.  He’d been quite surprised and said he had no idea how or when his exams might have been copied.  He did acknowledge they’d all been on his laptop which he typically brought into his classes.  While he couldn’t recall ever noticing any cadet accessing that laptop, he had to agree it had been possible. 
 
    Missy said, “Whoever was using that burner phone to send instructions on downloading those exams was not expecting those instructions would ever be revealed.  We were fortunate Cadet Lewis agreed to turn over her phone the way she did.  Even though the message was from a burner phone and we can’t see who owns it, maybe we can get a list of all the phone numbers which were sent messages from that phone.” 
 
    Cadet Weilgus said, “Although that would be nice to know, we’d need the police to force the phone company to turn over information like that.” 
 
    Missy said, “Oh, well … we don’t want to involve the police.”  She knew Lisa and Marie could provide her with this info, no problem.  She was curious if there’d be some texts sent to Abrianna Ensing’s phone.  But, what she was more interested in was if there were texts or calls to any other phones.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Forty-Six 
 
    Feb 19, 2020 
 
      
 
    When Abu Habib joined Askar-Samar Karimi in his hotel room, again at the Hilton London Metropole, he was both discouraged and disgusted.  Although he did have some more information about the two demons, Bessom and McCrea, he was discouraged that none of this information could be proven and therefore might not have much value.  He was disgusted about the agents who had been arrested. 
 
    He wasted no time and gave Karimi a full report.  Then, he sat back and waited for Karimi’s questions. 
 
    “So, one of those agents who got arrested claims McCrea can make herself appear and disappear.  She also pushed him and tortured him, all without physically touching him?” 
 
    Habib nodded and said, “Yes.  Mamood is now telling everyone the West Point demon is haunting him and continues to make his arms suffer terrible burning and freezing pains.  The police have him under a suicide watch and consider him completely crazy.  They are paying no attention to whatever he’s telling them about Missy McCrea.” 
 
    “And, another agent blames her for his camera being pulled away and tossed overboard, even though she was nowhere near him?” 
 
    “That is correct,” said Habib.  “She was on the ferry but quite a distance away.  Fahim insists he did not simply drop that camera by accident.” 
 
    Combined with the flying man in a chair demonstration which, according to Habib’s congressional spy, McCrea had given when she’d called into that secret meeting, Karimi was now seeing how many of the mysterious accomplishments he suspected this demon was responsible for were indeed possible.  Yes, she and the other demons being used by the U.S. had interfered with WIJO’s plans.  Pancholi had been correct.  He now was convinced of that. 
 
    Karimi said, “I will report all this back to Shahid Omar Aziz and the others.  These demons have great powers and abilities which protect them.  We were correct in not attempting any further attacks or in trying to kill them.  Such actions would only cause us further embarrassments when they failed.  Such failures are not the statements we wish to make.” 
 
    “What instructions shall I give to Bassaym Al-Bari and the agents on his team?” asked Habib. 
 
    “Send them over here.  I’ll have them join our team in Stratford.  It is obvious Oliver Bessom knows who they are,” replied Karimi.  “What concerns me is whether your assistant Adeel Khaqad might also now be compromised.  He was with Al-Bari when Bessom sent fire out to block his car, correct?” 
 
    “That is true,” agreed Habib.  “But, that was the only time he approached anywhere near and Bessom’s warning to Bassaym’s car would surely have happened, regardless.  We don’t know if Bessom was aware Adeel was with Bassaym.” 
 
    “All right, but you need to have him keep a very low profile and stay far away from these demons.  Meanwhile, your girl Ayleen Malik might learn more about what the U.S. government knows about you and your activities.  You have done well in arranging for her to sleep with that congressman.  I will make certain our leaders are aware of that.” 
 
    Habib was pleased at least one of his accomplishments would receive praise.  He said, “Yes, thank you.  While dealing with these demons will be very difficult, perhaps we might yet prevail by knowing the plans and secrets of those who are controlling them.” 
 
    He left Karimi shortly after that.  His movements, as well as Karimi’s, were being watched.  Ed Collinsworth from the FBI Psychic Division and Staff Sergeant Carter from Team Twenty-Two had successfully followed their respective assignments and had not been noticed by either Habib or Karimi.  They were not able to listen in on what had been discussed but, in the overall scheme of things, that probably didn’t matter.  They would no doubt be learning about any WIJO decisions from the subsequent message traffic which Lisa and Marie would manage to intercept. 
 
    ----- 
 
    Lisa and Marie had gone to work on Missy’s simple assignment and had provided her with all the phone numbers which had received messages from that burner phone she asked them about.  There were only two people in addition to Lexi Lewis.  There had been four messages sent to Abrianna Ensing, all on the same dates as those to Lexi.  And there had been several others, dating back to the prior semester, which had been sent to the other person.  These had been to a yearling named Denise O’Beara. 
 
    When Missy learned this, two things were clear.  First, Abrianna had gotten the exams just like Lexi had; she’d lied about not cheating.  And second, Denise needed to be confronted to discover whatever she’d been doing with the person who owned the burner phone. 
 
    After classes had finished and before she needed to meet with the Honor Board again, Missy went over to Denise’s room and knocked on the door.  Denise was alone and as soon as she invited Missy inside, Missy knew the answer to one mystery.  Having been in Captain Jacob’s classes, she was familiar with his scent.  She recognized that scent now and knew immediately that Denise was sleeping with him.  Since Danielle had not been the one to access the captain’s laptop, it was a pretty good guess that Denise had done so.  Hence, all the messages from the burner phone. 
 
    Missy did not enjoy doing this but it needed to be done.  She said, “Hey, Denise.  I’m sure you know some girls on our rugby team are being accused of cheating, right?” 
 
    Denise answered, “Yes, I think I heard something about that.  Why?”  It was obvious from her body language she was on the defensive. 
 
    “Well, I know it would help the Honor Board if you would come forward.” 
 
    As soon as Missy said that, Denise knew it was over.  She’d been living with this nightmare since that first text message demanding she upload a math exam or face exposure.  Somehow, someone had gotten photos of her and Captain Jacob in very compromising positions.  Those had been attached to that first message. 
 
    It was obvious Missy knew something and Denise crumpled.  She sat down on her bed and her tears came.  There was no stopping them.  When Missy sat down next to her and hugged her, that only made things worse.  “I never meant for anyone to get in trouble, Missy.  You have to believe that.” 
 
    Missy said, “If someone was blackmailing you, I can understand that.  But, you need to face this.  Do the right thing.  You know that, right?” 
 
    Denise nodded and said, “I know, I know.  I’ll tell them.  It was me.  I uploaded those exams.  Captain Jacob never knew.” 
 
    Missy could sense all the emotion which Denise was experiencing and wanted to offer her something.  She said, “If you resign from the academy, you can probably avoid explaining how you accessed his computer and why you needed to do that.  You can keep whatever it is you were being blackmailed about a secret.  Would that help?”  She was guessing what Denise was most upset about was not that her stealing those exams would definitely be cause for her expulsion.  No, she wanted to protect her lover and his career. 
 
    Denise stared into Missy’s eyes and realized Missy knew everything.  How, she had no idea.  But, when she processed what Missy had just said, she realized she indeed could simply accept all the blame.  She didn’t need to tell them about her taboo relationship with Captain Jacob.  She could keep him out of it and merely admit she’d done it.  She’d been blackmailed, yes, but she didn’t need to share the details about that.  She had followed instructions to steal the captain’s exams in order to protect her privacy.  That’s what Missy was hinting she could say and that would be enough. 
 
    “What happens when you find out who was blackmailing me?” asked Denise.  “What if they tell everyone about Captain Jacob and me … I mean, about what they were blackmailing me about?” 
 
    Missy had been giving things a great deal of thought.  Knowing the messages had started in the prior semester, she was suspicious about the blackmailer’s motive.  She asked, “Was the first exam you uploaded from his computer a Calculus II exam?” 
 
    “Yes, I had to upload some Calculus II exams last semester.  Then, this semester, they wanted Calculus I exams,” answered Denise.  “Why?” 
 
    “I’m pretty sure I know who was blackmailing you, Denise.  I can’t promise she won’t reveal your secret but I plan to confront her next.  I will make her understand how keeping your secret will be in her best interest.  She’ll need to resign, of course, and she’ll need to admit she blackmailed you and to cheating and to sending exams to her teammates, but she doesn’t need to explain what she was using to blackmail you with.” 
 
    Denise could see Missy was being earnest and suddenly realized if anyone could manage getting her blackmailer to confess and yet keep quiet about her sleeping with Captain Jacob, that person was Missy.  While she had never been a close friend of Missy’s, she knew many of the things Missy had done and had always looked up to her.  Now, seeing the way Missy was being with her, she believed in her. 
 
    “Okay, Missy!  I’m going to tender my resignation, just as you’ve suggested, and I’ll come over and explain to the Honor Board about the messages I received and the exams I uploaded.  If you can convince whomever this other person is to do the same, but keep my relationship with Captain Jacob from becoming public knowledge?” 
 
    Missy smiled and said, “Hey, if you and the captain can somehow end up together after all this blows over?  I hope you’ll invite me to your wedding, okay?” 
 
    Denise began crying again, hugging Missy close once more.  Then she stopped.  It was obvious she was going forward, hoping for the best but willing to do the right thing, no matter what.  Missy left her and headed off to confront Rebecca Klena. 
 
    ----- 
 
    When Rebecca answered her door and saw Missy was there, she was nervous.  She turned to her roommate and said, “Hey, Missy and I need to talk about some things.  Can you leave us for a few minutes?” 
 
    Her roommate said, “Sure, no problem.”  She grabbed some things and her coat and left. 
 
    Missy said, “I’m here because you’ve been blackmailing Denise O’Beara.” 
 
    “You can’t prove that, Missy McCrea!” exclaimed Rebecca.  “How dare you come in here and accuse me of that?” 
 
    “Well, here’s why I’m daring to accuse you, Rebecca.  You had motive, for one thing.  I’m pretty sure your grades on those Calculus exams last semester were much higher after Denise uploaded copies for you to Danielle’s email account.  You somehow took photos of Denise and Captain Jacob together and that was your opportunity.  Then, you wanted to help Lexi and Abrianna so they wouldn’t get bounced off your rugby team.  So, you forced Denise to keep uploading more exams this semester only they were Calculus I instead of Calculus II.” 
 
    “You can’t prove any of that.  Besides, didn’t you just say it was Danielle’s email account?” 
 
    Missy nodded and said, “Exactly.  That was your means.  You were Danielle’s roommate last semester.  I’m betting she bragged about how she and her former boyfriend communicated back and forth using that well-known trick of posting messages in her Hotmail account as drafts.  Once you figured out her password, which probably wasn’t all that difficult, you were all set.  So … motive, means and opportunity.  I know you did it, Rebecca.” 
 
    Rebecca had done it and she could see Missy knew it, even guessing right about Danielle’s bragging.  But, she didn’t want to admit it and she still didn’t think Missy had any actual proof.  “You can conjecture all you want but you haven’t got …”  She stopped when her burner phone began ringing.  It was hidden inside her footlocker so the sound was muted but it was still audible.  She could see Missy was hearing it. 
 
    Missy had been communicating with Mike, of course, and had just asked him to make the call, just in case Rebecca had been foolish enough to leave the phone turned on.  When it began ringing, she smiled.  Yeah, Rebecca had been that foolish all right.  Now she said, “I think that’s your phone, Rebecca.  Now, if you think you can deny it’s yours, I can get Security in here to examine it.  I’m sure your fingerprints are all over it, right?” 
 
    Rebecca had blanched and was now frantically trying to figure a way out of this.  She considered trying to get rid of the phone but, in spite of being an inch taller than Missy and a good athlete, she knew Missy was physically capable of stopping her.  Missy’s abilities were legend and she slowly began to realize Missy had her, dead to rights.  “What … what are you going to do about this?” 
 
    Missy studied her and said, “Here’s what you’re going to do.  You’re going to resign from the academy right now and you’re not going to ever tell anyone what you were blackmailing Denise about.  If you agree to do that, I’ll just let you go.  I’ll explain to the Honor Board that you were the one who Denise will be telling them about.  You can simply leave and go about your life.” 
 
    “Why do I get the feeling there’s a threat in there somewhere?” asked Rebecca.  She knew there was an “or else” in what Missy was telling her to do. 
 
    Missy nodded and allowed her cat energy to fill her eyes with yellow specks.  “I can promise you this, Rebecca.  If you decide to cause Denise any further problems?  She’s also resigning, because of you forcing her to cheat and steal, but that’s beside the point.  If you do anything, anything at all, to cause her and Captain Jacob any problems or embarrassment?  You will have to deal with me.  I assure you, if that happens, you’ll regret it for the rest of your life.”  Missy could put some steel in the way she spoke and she was doing that now.  There was suddenly some heavy energy in the room.  Subtle, yes, but enough so Rebecca was feeling it. 
 
    “Okay, okay.  I get it.  Fuck you.  Your threats are only working ‘cuz I don’t have anything to gain now by ratting on Denise and her captain.”  Rebecca was upset but she also could recognize there was no point in her doing anything else but what Missy was demanding.  She had enough sense to know being spiteful would not help. 
 
    Missy took a plastic bag out of her pocket and said, “Before you go, I’d like you to give me that burner phone of yours.  It’s a key piece of evidence and I intend to have Security present that to the Honor Board.” 
 
    Rebecca reluctantly did as she was told.  Yeah, she really had no other options.  And, she believed Missy was not someone she wanted to ever deal with.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Forty-Seven 
 
    Feb 20, 2020 
 
      
 
    Wagner Shen and Antony Ying had asked for an audience with Salvatore D’Amato and, after being searched and cleared, they were escorted into Sal’s office.  Ben Marchitto was there as well as Billy Martin and Donny Delgato, two of Sal’s security guys, who remained standing while everyone else was seated. 
 
    Wagner said, “We wanted to introduce ourselves to you, Mr. D’Amato.  We represent the Zhu-Gung organization in Hong Kong.  Perhaps you have heard of us?” 
 
    Sal studied the two men and then said, “No, no I haven’t.  But, I will have my people research your organization.  What business are you in?  Why are you interested in me?” 
 
    “We recently were employed by the Morelli family, an adversary of yours.” 
 
    Sal looked over at Ben and then back at the two Chinese men sitting in front of him.  With obvious annoyance, he said in a loud voice, “You have a lot of balls, coming in here and telling me that.  Your organization was the outside help Morelli used to attack my places?” 
 
    Wagner nodded and said, “That is correct.  We had an arrangement and we were following specific instructions from Ray Morelli.  That arrangement ended, however, when the FBI was successful in killing three of our members and arresting nine others last Sunday.” 
 
    “And, why is it you think you can come in here and tell me that without my having the two of you buried in some landfill?” demanded Sal, with obvious malice.  He indeed was finding it unbelievable these men had dared approach him. 
 
    “Ah, well, you certainly could do that to us,” agreed Wagner, inscrutable and unfazed.  “Yes, we are risking that.  But, when your people research the Zhu-Gung organization and you learn more about us, you will find such action would bring consequences.  We know you are the most powerful of the five families here in New York and we believe you would not wish to risk those consequences.” 
 
    “Consequences,” grunted Sal.  He was beginning to appreciate why it had been so difficult for his places to defend themselves.  The calm manner of these two individuals was impressive.  He was also glad Robert Ulrey and his witches had agreed to deal with these overseas outsiders.  The FBI had managed things very well, killing three and arresting nine.  “Okay.  Let’s say I don’t kill you two right now.  What do you have for me?  You said you wanted to introduce yourselves.  Why?” 
 
    “Since we have ended our arrangement with Morelli, we are wondering if perhaps you might be interested in an arrangement with our Zhu-Gung organization.  The terms and conditions would be similar to those we had with Morelli’s organization, only we won’t wish to attack any of the other families.  We are looking to establish ourselves in the U.S., starting with New York City.  Unfortunately, we did not approach you first.” 
 
    Sal stared incredulously at them and said, “By establish yourselves, you mean you want to horn in on our business enterprises.”  Looking over at Ben, he asked, “You believe these guys?” 
 
    Ben said, “Perhaps they believe the arrangement they’re suggesting will benefit the D’Amato organization so that, rather than horning in, they will somehow be increasing your profits.”  He realized there must have been an upside for Morelli to have accepted their terms, in addition to his merely getting some revenge against Sal. 
 
    Antony Ying looked over at Ben with approval and nodded. 
 
    Sal knew Ben was signaling these guys wouldn’t have dared approach him if they didn’t have something to offer.  He asked, “Okay.  Why might I be interested?” 
 
    Wagner said, “The members of our organization who are in prison.  It appears the FBI have a strong case against them.  If they plead guilty and are willing to implicate Ray Morelli in exchange for lighter sentencing … would that interest you, Mr. D’Amato?” 
 
    “If the FBI can make a case against Ray Morelli, his organization might not survive,” said Sal.  He knew Ulrey had promised him evidence he could use with the other families but this was perhaps even better.  If the FBI arrested Morelli …?  “Can you assure me there will be enough evidence for that?” 
 
    “We originally had hoped to replace your organization and Mr. Morelli had promised he would speak to the other families in our behalf.”  Wagner smiled and shrugged his shoulders.  “We are now realizing that was a mistake.  We think replacing Morelli’s organization, with support from you with the other families, might be a far superior entry for us into the U.S.  But, if you are not interested in supporting us, the pleas from our members will not suggest the Morelli organization was involved in any way.” 
 
    “I am not hearing a compelling enough reason for supporting you with the other families.  Why share what might easily be mine to take?” 
 
    Wagner said, “Ahh, yes.  Of course.  But if you should be willing to share, our organization then has much to offer you, Mr. D’Amato.  We believe your higher profits might provide more than adequate compensation for your doing so.  For example, we would be happy to pay a percentage of all gross profits which Zhu-Gung might make in New York, New Jersey and Connecticut.  In addition, we believe you will save much money if all your future drug purchases would be from Zhu-Gung rather than South America.” 
 
    Sal recognized this Zhu-Gung organization obviously had an understanding of how things worked.  There was a reason why there were five families running things in New York City.  A balance of power was needed and that was constantly shifting.  While he might eventually obtain approval from the other families to retaliate against Morelli, based on whatever evidence Robert Ulrey might give him, the others would never allow him to take everything for himself.  Now, if this Zhu-Gung organization should replace Morelli, thus maintaining the current balance, while paying him tribute in return for his support?  A possible win-win which still left it wide open for his expanding in the future? 
 
    “Do you have any other examples, Mr. Shen?” asked Sal. 
 
    “That depends, Mr. D’Amato,” said Wagner.  “My bosses are wondering how the FBI managed to arrive so quickly and make those arrests of our members.  We accused Mr. Morelli of leaks and broke off our arrangement with him.  But, what if there was some other explanation?  What if your organization was somehow responsible for that?” 
 
    “Why would your bosses suspect my organization could be responsible?” asked Sal. 
 
    “Oh, well, we’re from a different culture than yours, Mr. D’Amato.  We harbor all sorts of possible suspicions.  We even wonder about the supernatural.  Do you believe in the supernatural, Mr. D’Amato?”  Although neither Wagner nor Antony were water witches, they were able to sense a reaction from Sal that indeed, he and not Morelli had played some role in getting the FBI to make those arrests.  Of particular interest was Sal’s reaction to being asked about the supernatural. 
 
    The discussion continued for a little while longer but Sal then insisted he needed time to review things.  It was understood he intended to thoroughly research the Zhu-Gung organization.  No commitments were made but it was agreed they would have another meeting once Sal had made his evaluation.  And, yes … it was understood that time was of the essence. 
 
    ----- 
 
    When Karen answered the knock on her door and saw it was Danielle Portis, she was quite surprised.  “Danielle!  Come in, come in.” 
 
    Danielle asked, “Is Missy here?” 
 
    “No, she hasn’t returned yet from that special language class she’s taking.”  Karen gestured for Danielle to enter and she did, going over and sitting on Karen’s bed.  Karen asked, “I tried calling you.  Your roommate said …” 
 
    “I know, I know,” interrupted Danielle.  “I just wasn’t ready to face anyone.  I’m sorry.  This whole Honor Board ordeal … but, that’s all over now.  I’ve been exonerated.  Mostly.” 
 
    “Wow, that’s wonderful!  I knew you couldn’t possibly have done what they were saying.” 
 
    “Oh, well.  I was pretty stupid,” said Danielle with a sheepish shrug.  “It was my email account which was used.  That boyfriend I told you about from last year?  When he suggested I set that up so we could …?  Never mind.  I can see now how he was taking advantage of me.  You were right.” 
 
    “Never mind whatever I said.  Tell me what the board said.”  Karen had heard several versions of the alleged cheating scandal but wasn’t really clear on what truly happened.  Missy hadn’t discussed it since it wasn’t appropriate for any board member to share details during an ongoing investigation. 
 
    “Okay.  Like I said, I’ve been exonerated except for setting up that Hotmail account.  I’ll be doing a few walking tours as punishment for doing that, which is only fair.  It turns out Rebecca … my roommate last semester, right?  Anyway, she knew my password and then she used my account for everything.  She was blackmailing Denise O’Beara about something or other.  She made Denise upload math exams into my account.” 
 
    “Wow!”  Karen was fascinated to learn about this and asked, “So, Rebecca’s the one who sent those text messages to Lexi Lewis using that burner phone?” 
 
    “Exactly!  She was hiding with her burner phone and my email account, so nobody had any idea it was her.  First she had Denise copy exams last semester so she could cheat.  Then, she made Denise keep doing that this semester for Lexi and Abrianna Ensing on her rugby team.  I guess she didn’t want to see them get dropped from the team for failing math.” 
 
    Karen thought about all this information.  Then she started to ask, “Sooo, if Denise copied exams …?” but paused with her question just hanging. 
 
    “Yeah, Denise resigned today,” answered Danielle.  “She came before the board this afternoon and told them everything and then she packed up all her stuff and left.  Rebecca left today as well, only she never came before the board.” 
 
    “How did they know it was her burner phone, then?” 
 
    Danielle smiled and said, “Security presented the phone to the board this morning.  There was a note saying it was hers and they confirmed that by checking fingerprints.  Even though all the text messages had been deleted, that didn’t matter.  The phone number was the one which texted Lexi and Denise.” 
 
    Karen said, “Thank goodness Security got that phone, then, right?” 
 
    “Well, it proved Rebecca was behind everything.  The board believed me once they realized how it was her sending those texts.”  Danielle paused and then added, “That’s why I wanted to see Missy.” 
 
    “What for?  I mean, I know she’s on the board …” 
 
    “Karen, Missy is the one who explained everything to the board.  She told them I had no part in this and how it was my former roommate.  She confronted Rebecca last night and made her turn over that burner phone to Security.  She also got Denise to come forward today.  I don’t know how your roommate did it, but she saved my ass.  Let her know I really appreciate what she did, okay?”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Forty-Eight 
 
    Feb 22, 2020 
 
      
 
    Missy and Tracy had followed their roommates over to Washington Hall after Marty and Ron had arrived at Tracy’s room to escort them there.  Karen and Nell were looking absolutely gorgeous in their new cocktail gowns.  As a finishing touch, Tracy had done their hair and makeup.  Judging by the awe and amazement which their dates expressed on seeing them, the result was perfection. 
 
    A large crowd of their friends had gathered to see them leave.  The 100th Night Banquet and Ball was a big event at West Point and everyone was thrilled and excited.  Of course, none were more so than Karen and Nell and their radiant happiness only made them appear all the more beautiful.  Marty and Ron were obviously very proud and appreciative to be with them. 
 
    As they returned to the barracks, Tracy said, “Ahh, what mysterious ways those Fabulous Fates you’re always telling me about are revealing to us tonight.  “Tis no coincidence yon girls became our roommates.  If I were a poet, I might wax on and on about such things, but … alas and alack … I’m but a weary witch.” 
 
    Missy broke out laughing and said, “Not!  You’re a fearsome fire witch who also has a flair for helping a girl look her very best, which each of our fortunate roomies is finding a great benefit.” 
 
    “Let’s not forget how we hoodwinked them into hooking up with honorable hombres,” giggled Tracy.  Then, in a more serious voice, she added, “Of course, to give credit where credit is due, the budding romances which have blossomed during these past two weeks is all on them.  Who knows where things will go but it’s nice to witness when things at least start out well.” 
 
    “Yes, so true.  Not everyone here finds happiness.” 
 
    “Hey, speaking of which … now that the Honor Board is finished and you can talk about that … what’s the latest?” 
 
    Missy said, “Well, I’m sure you heard about Rebecca Klena and Denise O’Beara leaving.  Since they resigned, the board didn’t need to decide anything about them.  The board is recommending dismissal for Abrianna Ensing, however.  She not only cheated on several math exams but, when asked by the board during the preliminary hearing, she lied about that.” 
 
    “What about Lexi Lewis?  She’s the one who sent that exam to everyone, right?” 
 
    Missy answered, “She did, but she also was the one who gave her phone up when asked and was completely honest about everything when the board confronted her.  Seeing the text messages on her phone was what ultimately broke the case wide open.  That led to all the other girls being exonerated.” 
 
    “So, am I hearing she can maybe stay here?” asked Tracy. 
 
    “The board is recommending walking tours for one hundred hours as punishment.  She also will have to retake all the exams she cheated on.  If she can get through all that, as well as the shame for having cheated, she can stay.  Her life will be pretty awful for the rest of this semester but, if she makes it through, things will be okay next year and she can put it all behind her.” 
 
    “Gee, things are tough enough under normal circumstances.  Do you think she can handle all that?” 
 
    Missy nodded and said, “Yeah, I actually think she can.  She knows she messed up royally but she’s determined and willing to accept whatever she has to put up with in order to continue.  I’ve asked Kelsey to be her new math buddy.  You know how great she is with teaching Calculus.” 
 
    Tracy looked at Missy and once again reflected on how her friend always managed things so others were helped in the best ways possible.  She’d heard how Missy had somehow convinced Rebecca and Denise to resign and given Security Rebecca’s burner phone.  She suspected Missy had influenced the board’s decision on Lexi as well.  No doubt there were more details Missy was keeping to herself.  Rather than take any credit, Missy worked to resolve things for the betterment of all, including the academy. 
 
    ----- 
 
    “Your brother looked pretty happy tonight,” said Emily.  “Do you think he’ll keep seeing Nell after this weekend?”  She and Donald had drifted over towards Cullum Hall after seeing the two couples off at Tracy’s room. 
 
    Donald grinned and said, “If he doesn’t, he’s a bigger jerk than I ever thought he was which, as you know, has always been rather ginormous.” 
 
    Emily giggled and said, “Nell really looked so pretty.  Tracy certainly worked some magic tonight.  She made Karen look great as well.”  Suddenly, she decided she wanted to take the conversation in a different direction.  “Don, you believe in magic, right?  Supernatural stuff … stuff that can’t always be explained …” 
 
    Donald had become very sensitive to all of Emily’s many little ways and he picked up immediately on her switching subjects.  “Sure, of course.  Why?”  He was curious to see where she might be going with this. 
 
    “Well, it’s just things aren’t always quite the way they appear.  I mean, some people have some extra abilities.  Take my brother Scott, for example.  Did you know he can always tell whether a person is telling the truth or not?” 
 
    Donald raised his eyebrows and exclaimed, “Really?  Wow.  That’s pretty amazing.  Of course, he’s an amazing guy.  You know I like him and he seems okay with my seeing you.”  He was still waiting to see where she was going. 
 
    Emily sensed he was merely placating her, agreeing with whatever she said without revealing what he really believed.  Okay.  She had planned on waiting until Parents Weekend, now only three weeks away.  She could wait until then to explain about her supernatural family.  She smiled at Don and said, “What matters isn’t whether he’s okay about that.” 
 
    Donald rushed to say, “Emily, the only thing that will ever matter is whether you’re okay about that.  I was kinda hoping you knew that.” 
 
    “Good answer!  Now … why don’t we find some place where no one will notice us.  I think I want to kiss you as both a reward for your good answer and to show you how okay I am.  You know … how okay I am about that and how okay I am about you.” 
 
    ----- 
 
    Habib had returned to D.C. and sent Bassaym Al-Bari and his five agents on their way to London.  Hopefully, they would prove useful to the WIJO team in Stratford. 
 
    Adeel Khaqad had come over and he’d briefed him on his meeting with Karimi.  In particular, he’d explained about the need to keep their distance from Bessom and McCrea.  For now, they’d see what secrets Ayleen could pry from Congressman Miller. 
 
    Habib said, “Karimi promised he’d provide my report to Aziz and the other leaders, who hopefully will have a plan for dealing with these demons.” 
 
    “What about Aasif and the others?” asked Adeel. 
 
    “I’ve received instructions on Mamood,” explained Habib.  “They want him silenced.  His ranting like a crazy person about McCrea haunting and torturing him is an embarrassment.  Killing Mamood will send the others a message to keep silent.  They’ll have to accept whatever sentencing the U.S. government decides to give them.” 
 
    “I’ll make the arrangements,” said Adeel.  “It may have to wait until Mamood is placed with other prisoners, but don’t worry.  I’ll take care of it.” 
 
    “Good.  I think once he’s gone and can’t explain why he brought that dead girl’s body back, the easier things will go for the others.  Their lawyer can claim Mamood was responsible for everything and maybe they can plead to lesser charges for reduced sentences.” 
 
    ----- 
 
    Robert had returned home but wasn’t surprised when he got a call from Ben Marchitto asking whether the FBI was making a case against Ray Morelli.  He explained, “The evidence isn’t strong enough yet for us to get a conviction, Ben.  We’ll keep working on that but what we need are statements from the men we arrested.  So far, they haven’t been willing to talk.” 
 
    Ben said, “Sal had me do some research on these guys.  We understand they’re members of a criminal organization in Hong Kong known as Zhu-Gung.” 
 
    Robert wasn’t surprised Sal had managed to learn that.  Sal’s organization had excellent sources and it probably hadn’t been that difficult.  “Yes, that’s true.  There were other members over here but they’ve all returned to Hong Kong.  We are pretty sure they won’t be targeting any more of Sal’s properties.” 
 
    “That’s good to know,” said Ben.  “There actually is quite a bit of information concerning their alleged activities.  If true, they appear to be rather formidable with a great deal of political connections.” 
 
    “Yes, I’m afraid that is all very true,” agreed Robert.  “Of course, those connections won’t reach over here.  Our case against the ones we’ve arrested is solid.  They’re all going away for a long time and there’s no chance of any extradition.  The U.S. has no treaty with China or Hong Kong protecting them when guilty of charges here in the U.S., so those charges will stick.” 
 
    Ben said, “Sal was wondering why your Psychic Division was already aware of these individuals.  Was it because supernaturals were involved?”  Sal had definitely noticed when Wagner Shen had asked if he believed in the supernatural.  He and Ben had discussed that at great length after Shen and Ying had left. 
 
    “I’m not at liberty to discuss details of our investigations, Ben.  I think you know that.  I will say this, however.  My division has resources able to deal with organizations like Zhu-Gung.  That is why we were handling it and why we asked Sal to allow us to do that, without any interference.  I will keep my end of our agreement.  The evidence we have may not be enough for us to get any convictions but it’s proof enough for Sal to convince the other families that Morelli was targeting him.” 
 
    “Ah, well.  Good to know.  We appreciate that, Robert.”  Ben had been instructed to take this next step, if it seemed appropriate.  It did, so Ben said, “To show our appreciation, you might be interested to know we recently met with two members from Zhu-Gung.  Are you perhaps familiar with the names Wagner Shen and Antony Ying?” 
 
    Robert was quite surprised at this news since his team still believed those men were in Hong Kong.  “Yes, we know about them.  They were over here, leading the attacks against Sal’s places.  We tracked them back to Hong Kong.  You say they have returned and have approached Sal?” 
 
    “Yes.  They admitted having an arrangement with Morelli.  They suggested Sal consider working with them.  They even offered to have the guys you’re holding testify and implicate Ray Morelli in exchange for Sal’s support.” 
 
    Robert realized that for Sal to be letting Ben tell him this, the decision had been made.  Sal did not want any part of Zhu-Gung and was hoping Robert might once again deal with them.  “I think I understand.  Thank you for telling me this.  If it will make Sal feel better about things, you can tell him both of those men are powerful witches.  Your interests would be well served if you allow us to handle them.” 
 
    Ben was pleased to learn this and he knew Sal would be as well.  Their suspicions were now confirmed.  And, they had chosen wisely.  Dealing with Missy had taught them when witches were involved, they were in way over their heads.  “Do you need anything further from us, Robert?” 
 
    “No, we can take it from here, Ben.  And, again.  Thanks!”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Forty-Nine 
 
    Feb 23, 2020 
 
      
 
    Staff Sergeant Carter had been in London following Askar-Samar Karimi for several days now and he was glad Sergeant First Class Heimbold had joined him.  He’d asked his commander Major Grimes for assistance when it became obvious Karimi was remaining for an extended visit after his meeting with Abu Habib.  The assignment definitely required two people in order to provide full coverage of Karimi’s activities.  
 
    While most of the places Karimi visited seemed related to his saffron business, there were some meetings over in Stratford which clearly were not.  Those had been with the suspected terrorist cell which the FBI Psychic Division had identified to Operations Officer Alister Church.  After their surveillance reports mentioned these Stratford meetings, Carter and Heimbold had been told to coordinate directly with Alister and keep him updated.  They were told to also keep Robert’s team in the loop.  
 
    Lieutenant Colonel Schermerhorn explained to Alister how Karimi’s role in WIJO had become more prominent and how Karimi now worked closely with the top leaders.  In particular, it was suspected he and Shahid Omar Aziz communicated frequently by phone.  Unfortunately, those phone calls were not being intercepted.  For Karimi to be staying on in London suggested the Stratford cell might be making a move in the near future. 
 
    While the Brits had been watching several members of this Stratford cell which was being led by Abdullah Jawara, they had yet to determine what the potential threat might be.  And, there had been no weapons identified, as yet, nor any devices, equipment or containers which might be used for deadly toxins or poisons.  Thus, the priority for surveillance of this particular cell had not been that great. 
 
    Alister was very impressed with the far-reaching coverage which the Americans were providing and welcomed this additional input.  He in turn asked for an increase in resources from MI5 and MI6 for dealing with this Stratford cell.  When six new men showed up and were seen meeting with Karimi and the others in Stratford, it didn’t take long for Robert’s team to identify them as the agents who had been watching Oliver Bessom.  The priority was now increased to the highest level. 
 
    Lieutenant Colonel Schermerhorn called Alister again and said, “Hey, our team is thinking Karimi’s saffron business might be a good cover for getting various things shipped into England and stored at convenient locations for this Stratford cell.  That would explain why you haven’t found them with anything incriminating as yet.” 
 
    “Well, that’s a problem for us then,” said Alister.  “We’ve looked more closely at Askar-Samar Karimi since you alerted us how high-up he is in the WIJO organization.  That saffron business of his does millions each year.  There are many warehouses here which might be storing things for him but until we see any of these terrorists actually visiting one of those places, we aren’t likely to catch them with anything.  It would be impossible for us to attempt any random search and inspection.” 
 
    “Yes, but at least now you can add all those places to your watch list.  If any of these guys then do visit, you should seize them immediately.” 
 
    “Okay, understood,” agreed Alister.  “However, since they’ve been avoiding such visits up to now, it’s more likely Karimi will have normal workers make a last minute delivery from one of these places out to the terrorists.  We might not even know until it’s too late.”  They discussed the problem for several minutes but were unable to find any solution.  
 
    ----- 
 
    When Missy arrived back at the academy that night, after the long bus ride home from their basketball game up at Colgate in Hamilton, New York, she found Karen had just returned from spending most of the day with Marty.  She could sense Karen was feeling rather euphoric and she was glad.  It had been late when Karen had returned the night before and then she’d left early that morning for her game, so they hadn’t had a chance to talk much. 
 
    “Hey, Missy!  I hear you guys won another game.  That’s great!” 
 
    “Yep, we’re on a roll.  Best year ever.  We’ve got some really great players and today’s game wasn’t too difficult.  Hence, our eighty-five to fifty-four score.”  Missy chuckled.  “But, never mind that.  How are things going with you and Marty?” 
 
    Karen sighed and said, “We had the best time this weekend, Missy!  Not only was the whole 100th Night experience wonderful but then today?  I mean, Marty didn’t have to spend the entire day with me but he insisted on bringing me around, introducing me as his girlfriend to everyone and making me feel like a queen.  Then, when we were finally alone …”  Karen started blushing and it wasn’t necessary for her to continue. 
 
    Missy smiled and said, “Oh, oh!  This is starting to sound serious, Karen.” 
 
    “Well, if I can believe half the stuff he’s telling me, he thinks things are getting serious.  He wants to come with me during Spring Break and meet my mom.” 
 
    “Careful, now.  What about when he graduates and goes off to Fort Sill?  You’ll still be back here at the academy for the next two years.” 
 
    “He’s talking about that, Missy.  He even mentions how you and Tracy have been managing long distance relationships with your boyfriends.  He says he wants our relationship to continue.” 
 
    Missy said, “Oh, well then.  So, you two are having a relationship now?”  She laughed.  “That is serious.” 
 
    ----- 
 
    Feb 24, 2020 
 
      
 
    Dale Hewson looked at Robert and said, “From everything Lisa and Marie have gotten for us lately, it looks like WIJO is definitely planning something in London next.  They aren’t focused on anything else right now and Karimi is still over there.” 
 
    Robert asked, “Abu Habib hasn’t been asked to manage anything new over here?” 
 
    “No, we think he’s waiting to see what else Congressman Miller might leak.  He doesn’t realize Ayleen Malik has been compromised and that we’re controlling what information he’ll be getting through her.”  Dale looked at the others in the room and then back at Robert.  “It’s too bad we can’t have some of your witches help out over in London while things here remain under control.” 
 
    Lieutenant Colonel Schermerhorn said, “We could ask Oliver Bessom if he’s willing to go over there.  I’ve already asked Major Grimes to send a couple more guys from Team Twenty-Two.  Whatever WIJO is planning will probably be happening pretty soon.” 
 
    “I’ll be glad to go over there if you think it might help,” offered Ed Collinsworth.  He had recently returned from Washington D.C. since he was no longer needed down there.  “I’ll be back in time for your wedding, though, Robert.  Don’t worry!”  Robert had asked him to be his best man. 
 
    Robert said, “All right.  Let’s give this a full court press.  I’ll talk to Drew about possibly getting Missy to help.  I think she can get there in less than an hour if it turns out we need her.  Hopefully, we won’t need her and the Brits can handle this.” 
 
    ----- 
 
    Oliver gave Candy a hug and a kiss goodbye and headed for the airport.  He was catching the redeye to London and would arrive there the following morning, their time.  Now that the surveillance by WIJO’s agents on himself was over, it was ironic he’d now be helping keep track of Bassaym Al-Bari and the others over in England.  He’d also be there to sense whether any other supernaturals might be in the area. 
 
    He looked forward to meeting up with the Team Twenty-Two guys again.  His life had certainly changed since Millie had asked him to help find Candace Axtell exactly six months ago.  Now he had FBI credentials, was dedicated to helping deal with terrorists and, of course, had found Candy was his soulmate. 
 
    As his good friend Missy would say, what were those Fabulous Fates planning for him next? 
 
    ----- 
 
    Missy listened to everything Drew was telling her.  When he then explained he’d already talked about all this with Mike, she laughed.  “You knew I’d only agree to help over in London if it was okay with him.” 
 
    Drew chuckled and said, “Yeah.  That’s what you always tell us, Missy.  So, I talked to him first.  And, he says he’s okay with it.  If we need you to go over there on a moment’s notice, he understands.  He wishes he could be there and support you but he realizes you’ll manage just fine without him.” 
 
    “Well, I’ll only be half of what I am without him, but yeah … I’ll manage.” 
 
    Drew knew what she meant but at the same time, he knew half of what she was would be far more than a hundred percent of anyone else when it came to dealing with these WIJO terrorists.  “Colonel Schermerhorn thinks if you make an appearance over there, not only will it make a difference, but you can add more to all the demon lore.” 
 
    Missy laughed and said, “Yeah, he’s quite pleased with this Operation Demon Lore thing, isn’t he?” 
 
    Drew answered, “Well, he got pretty excited when Mike told him how you chased those agents away from Oliver.  He’s hoping you and Oliver can maybe scare them into revealing what this Stratford cell might be planning.  If you can stop whatever it is before it gets started, that would be great.” 
 
    “Well, that would be Plan A,” said Missy.  “Plan B is I scare the crap out of Karimi and interfere with things that way.” 
 
    “And, now you know why we’re asking for your help,” said Drew with a chuckle.  “You always find such unique ways of dealing with things.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Fifty 
 
    Feb 26, 2020 
 
      
 
    Master Sergeant Hernandez and Sergeant First Class Harold had joined Sergeants Carter and Heimbold.  The Team Twenty-Two guys had then welcomed Ed Collinsworth and Oliver Bessom from the U.S. and shown them where the Stratford cell members typically could be seen.  Likewise, they’d had a chance to show them what Karimi looked like when he showed up out there.  Now they were all meeting with Alister Church. 
 
    Ed Collinsworth explained, “Our task force has been very successful in recent months, as I know Lieutenant Colonel Schermerhorn has briefed you.  We believe Karimi’s presence over here now is because whatever they’re planning next will be using toxins or poisons which were shipped here mixed in with his saffron shipments.” 
 
    “Yes, the colonel and I discussed that,” said Alister.  “Saffron is very light-sensitive and must therefore be well sealed and protected from light during transport.  The product is usually packaged in cans which are in turn packaged in boxes.  Either that, or the saffron is packaged in corrugated board cartons lined with aluminum.  Typically, the doors of adjacent containers face inwards and block each other.  All this makes conducting any searches just about impossible.” 
 
    “Yes,” agreed Ed.  “And that’s also why toxins or poisons are far more likely than any weapons or explosives.  They can easily be mixed in with these saffron containers and get through whatever inspections are used on the way in.  They released poison gas in your subway last time and it’s a good guess they’ll be doing something similar this time.” 
 
    Alister said, “Right.  And, since this Stratford group isn’t all that far from our water desalinization plant in Beckford, we’re rather concerned that might be their target.  It supplies drinking water for a million people every day.” 
 
    Sergeant Harold said, “Shit.  How far is this Beckford plant from Stratford?” 
 
    “Less than ten minutes by car.  You can walk from there in just over an hour.” 
 
    “How good is the security at these water plants?” asked Sergeant Hernandez. 
 
    “It’s first rate,” replied Alister.  “But, if these terrorists are planning an assault, who knows whether that’s good enough.  Hell, who knows exactly where in the supply the poison might get introduced.  Once the water gets contaminated, even if we learn about that right away, it will become a huge problem.  And, who knows how many lives might be lost.  We really need to prevent whatever it is their planning.” 
 
    They continued discussing what targets this Stratford cell might have, whether all their surveillance measures were adequate and what would trigger taking actions to stop the terrorists in time.  Alister then left to go check with his people at MI5 and MI6. 
 
    Oliver said, “I can understand why you want to run interference beforehand.  Once these terrorists get going with whatever it is, that might be too late.” 
 
    “Yes, that’s why we wanted to get you and Missy over here,” said Ed.  “The way you two chased away Bassaym Al-Bari and his guys?  Is anything like that possible?” 
 
    “Well, Missy did all that, messing with their cars and exploding fireballs near them.  I only did what she had Mike tell me to do,” explained Oliver.  “Since Mike’s too far away, I don’t see how she can communicate with us.” 
 
    Ed smiled and said, “And, that’s why Lisa and Marie fixed us up with this special text-to-speech device.”  He opened up a small suitcase which contained what appeared to be a computer laptop.  “This will transmit anything Missy types into a voice message which we will all then receive in our normal earpieces.  She can blink herself back to the location where we have this setup, type whatever she wants to say using her telekinetic ability, and then blink right back to wherever the action is.” 
 
    Oliver chuckled and said, “You obviously have been listening to either John or Tracy describe her blinkety-blinking, right?”  Everyone laughed. 
 
    Ed went on to explain, “This will even enable two-way conversations.  If she asks any of us a question, whatever we answer will be displayed as text on the screen.” 
 
    Sergeant Hernandez said, “Tell me more about these fireballs you say she’s been exploding.  I thought it was Tracy who did that.  Since when has our wily werecat started throwing those around?  And, how the hell does she manage doing that?” 
 
    ----- 
 
    Askar-Samar Karimi was once again reviewing things over his secure phone with Shahid Omar Aziz.  They’d had several conversations since Abu Habib had visited.  Aziz had been understandably frustrated with Habib’s report on things in the U.S. and was more nervous than ever about demons.  Karimi was also frustrated, of course, but was at least pleased that all the concerns about Missy McCrea which he’d voiced earlier had now been validated. 
 
    It had been agreed that, until they could determine ways to deal with demons, they’d focus on attacking other countries.  The earlier attack in London had gone well and Karimi was now providing his full support for this next attack.  Abdullah Jawara was in charge of the operation and had welcomed the new arrivals from the U.S.  With the added manpower, they were now ready to execute their plan whenever Aziz gave them the command. 
 
    “Have Bassaym Al-Bari and his agents had enough time to learn their roles?” asked Aziz.  “Abdullah has said everyone is ready, but I’d like to get your input.” 
 
    “Yes, these men were very glad to get this new assignment,” said Karimi.  “They are well trained for this type of work and much prefer it rather than surveillance.  Especially since they were not allowed to attack Oliver Bessom.” 
 
    “Well, my orders proved that to be wise, don’t you think?  Had they tried killing that demon, I’m certain they would have failed.  That would have been embarrassing for WIJO, especially with him being with that Axtell girl.” 
 
    Karimi said, “Yes, although the failure by Aasif, Mamood and the agents watching the McCrea girl are almost as bad.  It’s only because their crimes were not related to any WIJO attack that the media are not blaming us.” 
 
    “We will get the media coverage for WIJO that we want once Abdullah’s team succeeds there in London,” said Aziz.  “Once there are thousands of Infidels dying from what we will be putting into their water supply, the world will take notice.” 
 
    ----- 
 
    Sal D’Amato and Ben Marchitto were once again waiting at a corner table with their bodyguards Billy Martin and Donny Delgato seated at a nearby table.  Sal had requested a face-to-face meeting with Ray Morelli and had designated this restaurant, same as for all their prior meetings.  Per protocol, Sal had several other soldiers outside as would Ray, thus assuring no violence. 
 
    Ray Morelli and Russ Simonetti approached, nodded at Sal, and took their seats at his table.  They also had two bodyguards who had come inside and they sat at a nearby table, not far from the one Billy and Donny were at.  A waiter immediately approached the corner table, took their order for drinks and quickly left. 
 
    Sal said, “I’ve asked for this meeting, Ray … just us … rather than taking things before all the families.  Depending on how this goes, I might still ask for a meeting with everyone but I wanted to discuss a few things first.  Maybe we can work this out, maybe not.  We’ll see.” 
 
    Ray was pretty sure which things Sal wanted to bring up but merely said, “Well, Sal, you asked for this meeting.  It’s your meeting.” 
 
    Sal nodded and said, “Okay, good.  Just hear me out and don’t interrupt.  I had an interesting meeting the other day with two emissaries from this Zhu-Gung organization from Hong Kong.  Wagner Shen and Antony Ying.” 
 
    While Ray and Russ both sat there without comment, it was obvious they were surprised.  Also obvious was they were not comfortable at hearing this news. 
 
    Sal nodded and continued, saying, “Mr. Shen admitted he and members from his organization were the ones responsible for all the recent attacks on my casinos and nightclubs.  He told me they had an arrangement with your organization, Ray, and that you specified each place that got targeted.  He explained how you were hoping to eliminate me and after that?  You would convince the families to allow Zhu-Gung to replace me.” 
 
    “Sal, you can’t believe that,” said Ray, trying to express outrage.  Before he could say anything further, Sal interrupted him by holding up his hand, palm facing forward. 
 
    “Oh, I believe it, Ray.  I have evidence from other sources which shows you were supporting all these Zhu-Gung people.  They were staying at apartments which you own, using vehicles you provided and there were various other things which you were helping them with.  I have enough evidence that I could convince the other families you were behind all this, you broke the truce, and you personally are the one responsible.  But … that’s not what I want to talk about.” 
 
    Ray again tried to deny this, saying, “No, no!  Whatever evidence you …” 
 
    Again, Sal held up his hand.  Then he said, “Mr. Shen has offered to have all his guys which the Feds are holding … he blames you for their being arrested, by the way.  He’s offering to have them testify and incriminate you, in exchange for my agreeing to an arrangement similar to the one he claims he had with you.” 
 
    This news definitely shocked both Ray and Russ.  Ray said, “Why would the Feds believe anything those guys say?” 
 
    “Because they’d like nothing better than to arrest you, Ray.  I’m sure they’d even reduce the charges against these Zhu-Gung assholes, that’s how much they’d love to prosecute you.  If they think they can put you away, you know they’ll go for it.  That goes for any of the families.” 
 
    Before Ray could respond, their waiter signaled and Sal waived him over.  The waiter passed out all their drinks and then left again. 
 
    “I don’t want to agree to any arrangement with these Chinese people, as much as I’d love to see you spend the rest of your days in prison with your stupid nephew Pauli.”  Sal looked at Russ and said, “Both of you would go to prison and the Morelli family would not survive.  That’s what the Zhu-Gung organization is looking for.  They want to replace one of our families.” 
 
    Ray realized his worse fears about the Chinese were indeed coming true.  Yeah, they wanted a place in New York and were willing to go with whichever family would give them that place.  It’s why they’d negotiated the arrangement with him, which was now over, just as Shen had said.  He looked at Sal and wondered what Sal wanted. 
 
    Sal continued, “I don’t want Zhu-Gung operating anywhere in our territory, Ray.  And, I don’t want there being only four families … that won’t work and will only lead to yet another war which, like last time, would be very bad for business.” 
 
    “All right, Sal, you obviously asked me here with an offer in mind,” said Ray.  “What’s it gonna take for you not to go with the Chinese?” 
 
    “Like I said, I don’t want to go with them.  Of course, that means they won’t be incriminating you.  I’ll probably have to deal with more problems from them since I doubt they’ll just give up.  So, if I have to worry about them, I don’t want to also need to worry about you fucking with me again.”  Sal stared at Ray for several seconds.  “I need you to honor that truce we have.  I’ll also want a few other things from you as compensation for all the damage you had the Chinese do.” 
 
    “What other things?” asked Ray. 
 
    “You can keep all your territories for selling drugs, pimping prostitutes, doing your loan sharking and whatever other criminal enterprises you got going.  But I want some of your legitimate businesses and properties.  The hotels, the restaurants, the nightclubs, the casinos.  Here’s the list.”  Sal removed a sheet of paper from the inside pocket of his jacket and pushed it across the table.  “You’re selling me these, same deal as those other places you gave me.” 
 
    Ray looked at Sal’s list and his initial reaction was again one of outrage.  Russ nudged him, however, and he stopped to think things over.  This was not a time for him to try going against Sal.  He was not in any position to do that and he’d only be ending up in prison or possibly dead.  His only hope for survival, at the end of the day, was to come to an agreement with Sal.  Maybe he could negotiate something. 
 
    Thirty minutes later, the meeting was over.  Ray agreed to most of Sal’s demands but did manage to keep a few of the properties Sal had asked for.  Of course, he realized that bastard Sal had probably anticipated that as well.  But, it was the best he could come out with, all things considered.  Yeah, those fucking Chinese had really fucked him good.  But, that was his mistake and now he’d have to live with it.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Fifty-One 
 
    Feb 27, 2020 
 
      
 
    Missy was returning to her room after breakfast when Drew called.  He explained the terrorist cell members were acting differently enough that he wanted her to go over and check things out.  Waiting until they actually got their hands on whatever toxins or poisons they might be planning to use might be too late and, rather than risk that, he hoped having her pay them a visit might prevent things from ever getting started.  He asked when she could arrive at the London hotel where Ed Collinwsworth was waiting with the text-to-speech laptop they wanted her to use. 
 
    Missy said, “Once I reach Glasgow he’ll be less that five hundred miles away and then I’ll be able to sense his location from there.  But, I’ll need to make ten stops on the way to Glasgow and stay about five minutes at each place.” 
 
    “Yeah, we were figuring you could get there in about an hour.  How quickly can you leave from down there?” asked Drew. 
 
    “It’ll just take me a few minutes to reach my room.  Karen is still at breakfast so I can undress and Shift right away once I’m there.” 
 
    Drew said, “I’ll call the Superintendent and let him know he needs to cover for you once again.  Thanks for doing this, Missy.” 
 
    After saying goodbye and continuing on to her room, Missy quickly put all her things away, Changed to her spirit form and then teleported to the state forest in Andover, north of Boston, which was her first stop.  She Shifted into her cat form, experienced being back in a physical body for five minutes, then Changed and teleported on to her next stop up in Prince Edward Island. 
 
    When Missy teleported into the hotel room where Ed was waiting, it had been just under an hour from when Drew had called her.  She saw Sergeant Hernandez was there with Ed.  She went into the bathroom, turned on the light, closed the door and Shifted into her human form with her characteristic pulse of energy.  They’d left a fluffy white robe hanging on the door and she put that on, then went out to meet the guys. 
 
    “Hey, Missy!” said Sergeant Hernandez.  “Great seeing you again!” 
 
    Ed said, “Thanks for coming, Missy.” 
 
    “It’s nice seeing you guys and of course you’re welcome,” said Missy.  “Give me a moment to get over my teleporting lag.”  As expected, the guys laughed at that.  Then she said, “Okay, show me how this laptop setup works.  And, what sort of behavior by the bad guys is making everyone so nervous?” 
 
    After checking things out with the laptop which was sitting on a small desk off in the corner, Missy typed out, “Hello, everyone!  Missy here!”  She used her supernatural ability rather than her fingers.  Right away, she saw various replies appear on the screen following her words as Oliver and the three sergeants from Team Twenty-Two all responded. 
 
    When Ed noticed her looking at him with one eyebrow raised, he said, “We’re seeing a definite change in the normal routine for all the guys in this Stratford cell.  We weren’t sure about asking you to come over but when we explained this to Drew, he decided it was better to be safe and have you here.” 
 
    “Okay,” said Missy.  “What’s the normal routine and what’s different today?” 
 
    “Well, with the guys who’ve just joined them from the States, that makes nineteen men whom we’ve identified as members of this cell.  They’re staying at five different apartments and rarely meet up all at once.  Most days, they leave in the morning and go off to work at various places nearby.  Even Bassaym Al-Bari and his guys have gotten jobs.” 
 
    Sergeant Hernandez said, “Several of these guys have managed becoming Gett drivers over here; that’s similar to Uber in the States.  That enables them to drive around in their cars all day.  Since WIJO provides them with cars as well as forged documents, that hasn’t been all that difficult for them to manage.” 
 
    “Yes, and there are plenty of menial job positions in the area,” said Ed.  “But, this morning?  Only two men have gone off to work.  Then, everyone else came over this afternoon to this one apartment for some kind of a meeting.  They’re all still in there.” 
 
    Missy said, “I see.  That does sound ominous.  I can understand why Drew wants me to listen in on whatever they’re saying at that meeting.  Is Oliver positioned somewhere near this apartment?” 
 
    “Yeah, you can stop and see where he is on your way into the place,” said Ed.   “All six of the guys you two chased over here are in there, so you won’t have any problem finding your way.”  Ed didn’t understand exactly how Missy could find people she knew but he’d learned that was one of her many supernatural abilities. 
 
    Missy smiled and said, “I’m on my way!”  She stepped away from the two men and disappeared in a shimmer of light.  She knew they’d pick up her robe and hang it back inside the bathroom for her.  She found Oliver standing in a doorway along with Sergeant Carter.  She could sense the six agents from the U.S. in a building nearby and she quickly teleported inside there. 
 
    She found everyone crowded into one room which was about twelve feet by twenty feet; it had rows of folding chairs arranged in front of a large white dry erase board.  There was a man writing on this with erasable markers and, at first, she wasn’t sure what she was seeing.  As the man talked, however, it became obvious he was reviewing assigned positions on a crude map he’d sketched.  She could understand his briefing well enough, which was mostly in Pashto with a few English words thrown in. 
 
    As was her usual process, she began experiencing each person’s scent and essence which she committed to memory.  She’d type out descriptions and names for each of them later, once she returned to the laptop back at the London hotel. 
 
    Abdullah Jawara had wanted them to hear everything one more time, only this time all together to hear this.  He didn’t want any mix-ups and it was important each man knew not only his own assignment but was aware of what everyone else would be doing.  He’d allowed them all to gather inside, drink some tea and get settled.  His sketch of the Beckford desalinization plant had been prepared ahead of time.  Then, he’d patiently walked them through everything in detail and made certain it was all clear to each person.  Now he was letting them ask questions. 
 
    Bassaym asked, “When the cannisters containing toxins get delivered, why are we to allow the drivers to leave?  Wouldn’t it be better if we killed them?  That way, we won’t need to worry about them talking to anyone before we have dumped the toxins into the water.” 
 
    “There is very little risk of anyone talking,” explained Abdullah.  “These deliveries are not suspicious and we don’t wish to interfere with the normal routine of the saffron companies which are dropping them off for us.  If we don’t allow the drivers to continue with whatever they have scheduled afterward, that would potentially be a greater risk.  Someone might notice and decide to check on them.  Their vehicles probably have GPS tracking and we don’t wish to give anyone a reason to trace their routes to where we took delivery.” 
 
    Abdullah pointed to his map showing a warehouse located less than a mile from the desalinization plant.  Missy looked closely and studied his sketch, memorizing the location.  She could understand how trucks could easily drop off what appeared to be saffron containers without anyone noticing that was unusual.  Even after the attack, if the authorities didn’t already suspect Karimi’s saffron shipments, the delivery to that warehouse would probably go unnoticed. 
 
    Missy continued to examine Abdullah’s map and could see much of what was planned.  Although none of these men were armed with weapons, other than knives, they wouldn’t need them.  One group of eight men would gain entrance to a remote pumping station used to distribute the water and, once inside, overpower the few employees.  After that was accomplished, additional men would stand guard outside and others would enter bringing containers of the toxins which they’d brought from the warehouse nearby. 
 
    While she couldn’t know all the details for this attack, such as how the alarms would be silenced, how the toxins would be introduced into the water and various other matters, she could see enough.  More important, she could see the timeline.  The delivery out to the warehouse was scheduled to happen in less than an hour. 
 
    She teleported back to the hotel room and Changed into her human form.  She needed to talk to the team and let them know about the warehouse and this delivery. 
 
    When she emerged from the bathroom, Ed was there alone.  He asked, “What’s happening, Missy?” 
 
    “I need you to pull up a map of that plant in Beckford.  There’s a warehouse near there which is getting a delivery.  Rather than wait for whatever British surveillance agents might be following these terrorists to get there, we need to get our guys over to that warehouse right away.” 
 
    Ed got busy using his own laptop and soon had the area she wanted up on his display and zoomed in where she pointed to.  When the warehouse she identified came into view, he zoomed in on that so the address was readily visible.  Ed alerted Oliver and the Team Twenty-Two men to head over to that vicinity but to remain out of sight and wait for further instructions. 
 
    Missy explained to everyone, “There will be trucks or vans from one or more saffron companies dropping off some containers there in about forty minutes.  We need to identify those companies since there may be more toxins left behind for future operations.”  She knew Ed was coordinating with the Brits and asked, “Ed, once the vehicles arrive and can be identified, can we determine where they picked up the containers they’re dropping off?” 
 
    Ed said, “I’m pretty sure Alister can get that for us, no problem.  He can intercept the drivers after they leave and find out.” 
 
    “Good,” said Missy.  “Here’s where he needs to have his people move in and make arrests.”  She showed Ed on the map where the pumping station was.  “They should be able to do that before these terrorists actually enter the building if they act quickly enough.  That will avoid anyone inside being hurt.” 
 
    “Okay, I’ll let Alister know,” said Ed.  “But, what about the toxin containers at that warehouse?” 
 
    “I’ll have Oliver and the guys stop whatever vehicle they’re using to bring those over to the pumping station.  I’ll be there, making sure that part goes okay and they’ll be getting my instructions on how to handle things, as the situation develops.  Once their vehicle is stopped, the Brits can move in and make arrests.  Our guys will fade away when that happens.” 
 
    Missy teleported out to where Oliver was as soon as he arrived near the warehouse and called in.  She spotted where each of the sergeants were and then she went inside the warehouse.  There were several employees working at the place, some at their desks and others moving items around using forklifts.  She was pretty sure none of them were associated with the terrorist cell. 
 
    She blinked herself back to the special laptop and sent messages to Oliver and each of the others, telling them where she wanted each of them to position themselves.  Then she blinked back to the warehouse.  The time for her to teleport back and forth was indeed merely a blink. 
 
    The first delivery of a saffron container took place and the van drove away without incident.  It was a large metal box approximately four feet by four feet by six feet.  Missy teleported to the laptop and typed, “First delivery completed.  Are the Brits following that van?”  She knew Sergeant Hernandez was now communicating with Alister and would have identified the van for him. 
 
    On the display screen came Hernandez’s reply, “Yes, they have it and will pull it over for interrogation once well clear of the area.”  Missy knew they didn’t want to alert the terrorists by pulling the van over too soon. 
 
    She blinked back to the warehouse and a few minutes later, watched as a second vehicle drove up, a truck this time.  Another saffron container was dropped off along with some other containers and the truck drove away. 
 
    Almost as soon as the truck was gone, a black Gett car drove up and two of the terrorists got out.  Missy noted one of them was Ayoob, one of the U.S. agents who had been watching Oliver.  They entered the warehouse and presented some paperwork.  Shortly after that, first one of the saffron containers and then the other was opened.  Inside, there were cardboard boxes about one foot by one foot by two feet in size.  These were sorted through and four were selected, two from each container.  These evidently had the appropriate labels called for on the paperwork and were handed over to Ayoob and the other man. 
 
    Missy blinked to the laptop back at the hotel and typed instructions to Oliver to step forward into the road once the Gett car started up and began leaving the warehouse.  She wanted him to point directly at the car once he was visible with the car’s headlights shining on him.  Then she blinked back to watch as the four boxes were loaded into the back of the terrorist’s car. 
 
    So far, all had appeared to be quite routine and merely normal transactions, typical of those the warehouse employees witnessed every day.  But, that changed after the black Gett car started up and began to drive away.  It didn’t get far.  After travelling about a thousand yards, it stalled.  And, its horn began to honk.  Incessantly. 
 
    Oliver had done as Missy had directed and was not at all surprised as he stood there in the middle of the road.  When the two men inside the car attempted to get out, the four Team Twenty-Two guys appeared and stopped them by slamming their car doors closed.  The noise attracted a lot of attention from those inside the warehouse but, when they rushed out to investigate, Sergeant Hernandez called for them to stand back.  Police were on the way. 
 
    It didn’t take long before the police, led by MI5, showed up and took charge.  While Oliver and Team Twenty-Two stepped away and made themselves scarce, the car was searched and the four boxes were confiscated and carefully taken away to be analyzed.  The two terrorists were arrested and Missy finally stopped honking the car’s horn.  The British would never determine why the car mysteriously stopped the way it did; it started and ran just fine two hours later when they got around to clearing the scene.  And, of course the reason for the horn beeping continuously for several minutes was never explained. 
 
    Ayoob knew, of course.  He’d been in the passenger seat and had watched in horror as Oliver stepped out in front of them and pointed.  He wouldn’t get any of the British authorities to pay any attention to what he claimed had been a demon stopping them that night.  But, word of what he’d seen would eventually find its way back to WIJO leaders in Afghanistan.  And, they believed him.  Demons had thwarted their attacks yet again. 
 
    The British authorities were efficient and successfully arrested all the terrorists without any problems or loss of life.  They had plenty of evidence linking all these men because of the earlier surveillance.  And, when the boxes were examined and revealed the presence of a very deadly toxin, the charges against these terrorists became very solid. 
 
    Alister Church called Lieutenant Colonel Schermerhorn and expressed his gratitude to the Americans for assisting them with such a successful stop of WIJO’s planned attack.  He assured him the Brits would always be listening to any future reports from Robert’s task force and would give that Intel the highest priority.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Fifty-Two 
 
    Feb 27, 2020 
 
      
 
    Missy wasn’t finished, of course.  After learning the locations of the two suppliers who had delivered those saffron containers, she teleported to each location and familiarized herself with where each supplier was storing all its other saffron containers.  Then, she teleported to Karimi’s location at the Hilton London Metropole and found him alone in his hotel room. 
 
    She spent some time checking things out and when she located a spare blanket in one of the closets, she picked that up.  Karimi was sitting in front of the television, listening to news of the WIJO terrorists who’d been arrested.  She brought the blanket into his bathroom and Shifted into her human form.  She’d left the door open and she knew the energy pulse from her Changing had gotten his attention. 
 
    She ripped a hole in the blanket, poked her head through that and walked out to confront Karimi.  He was staring in her direction and definitely was surprised to see her.  She pointed at the small flat screen TV and focused her energy on crushing it.  The TV suddenly disintegrated into a large pile of loose debris.  In Pashto, she said, “There!  Now we won’t be distracted.” 
 
    Karimi recognized her right away and was horrified to see her suddenly appear like this.  He started to stand up, saying, “What are you …” 
 
    Missy used her telekinesis ability to push him back into his chair.  She said, “Askar-Samar Karimi, you wanted to know all about my demon abilities.  I thought it was time we talked.”  She went over and pointed at all the debris from the TV and slowly, all the particles rose into the air and then swirled down into the large wastebasket sitting under the desk nearby.  “There.  All cleaned up!”  She smiled at him. 
 
    “Missy McCrea,” said Karimi.  “Yes, I know who you are.  Obviously, you could kill me right now.  I know you killed Arvind Pancholi and many, many others.  Why not kill me?”  He was not a coward and was willing to face whatever fate might lay before him. 
 
    “I don’t kill unless I have no choice.  Like when all those WIJIO terrorists were wearing suicide vests, determined to harm innocent people last Thanksgiving.”  Missy allowed her cat energy to fill her eyes with golden speckles and then blaze away, flashing colors between green and yellow.  “Yes, you know who I am and what I am.  You also know I am not alone.”  She paused a moment and then said, “I want you to tell your leaders we will never allow WIJO to commit acts of terrorism if we can stop you.  And, today?  We helped stop you here in London.” 
 
    Karimi said, “When the world learns the United States has demons killing people and assisting them in …” 
 
    Missy interrupted, saying, “What evidence do you plan to present to the world about me and the other demons?  How will you explain the U.S. has us using our supernatural powers to stop you?  How will you prove we exist?”  She gestured down under his desk.  “Will you perhaps be presenting that wastebasket to prove your case?” 
 
    She smiled at him and, holding out her hand palm up, she said, “Will you perhaps blame demons for the fires which I will be starting soon?”  A small fireball suddenly hovered a foot above her hand.  She held the fire there for several seconds and then it blinked out.  “I’m leaving now so I can go and destroy those saffron shipments you have here in the U.K.” 
 
    Karimi was visibly upset at mention of his saffron. 
 
    “You never should have shipped poisonous toxins using those shipments.  I’ve decided it’s expedient to merely burn them instead of tediously searching for more toxins which you may have sent over here.”  She glared at him and added, “If I had more time, I’d teleport to your fields in Herat and burn those as well.  But, I need to return to West Point.” 
 
    Missy sent one of her little energy pulses at Karimi, gently pushing him further back in his chair.  She said, “You should explain things to all the WIJO leaders back in Afghanistan.  If they attempt any further acts of terrorism?  They will see me stop them again.  I know who they are, where they are and I might decide to visit them as well.” 
 
    She then disappeared in a shimmer of light, letting the blanket collapse on the floor.  She stayed for just a minute to watch Karimi as he slowly stood up, walked over to pick up the blanket, and then stare at the wastebasket. 
 
    ----- 
 
    Missy watched the fire streaks she was pushing into the first warehouse ignite all around the saffron containers.  She had pulled a great deal of energy into herself from all around and was now releasing it with great abandon.  Being in her spirit form, she was not affected by the intense heat in any way and she continued to push out the fire energy she was now capable of controlling with greater and greater magnitude and temperature.  Yes, if any additional toxins had existed in those containers, they were now being incinerated into harmless ashes. 
 
    When she teleported to the second location, she again pulled in energy from all around.  This time, she focused on what she had gradually identified within herself as residual power from when Tracy had asked her to help and she had allowed Tracy to push her excess energy into her. 
 
    The ability she had sensed when draining the fire witch Richard Hwang had not been as powerful as what she’d experienced from Tracy.  True, she had completely drained him while only sipping slightly at Tracy’s energy, but she had felt the changes which all of these actions had made inside her own entity.  As her powers continued to increase, albeit from using them so much, she could sense how all those changes were affecting what she could do. 
 
    She focused, drawing on what she knew Tracy had given her and extending her arm towards the heavens, she called down lightning.  And, it came. 
 
    The first streak from above was not that great and hit harmlessly on the ground a short distance away.  She hadn’t tried to aim where it went and had merely wanted to see if indeed she could call it to her.  Now, she focused once more and began calling for larger and larger lightning bolts which she directed into the warehouse containing those saffron containers.  It didn’t take long before this warehouse was also blazing, consumed by fire which her lightning had caused. 
 
    Missy wanted to maintain a certain amount of balance within herself but, with ten stops to make on her way back to the academy, she wasn’t worried.  She pulled in lots and lots of energy and unleashed it, intensifying the flames consuming the warehouse and again assuring that any residual toxins would all be turned to ash. 
 
    Harnessing and controlling vast quantities of energy, be that as an earth witch, a water witch, or a fire witch?  Yes, it was very satisfying.  Missy decided she’d stop and spend a few hours with Mike before finally returning to the academy.  With the time difference, she’d still be back at West Point before breakfast.  And, nothing helped her restore her proper balance again like making love with Mike. 
 
    With one last look around, she teleported up to Glasgow and Shifted into her mountain lion form.  As always, experiencing her cat nature was a unique pleasure and allowed her to momentarily put all the cares and problems of her human existence on the back burner.  Five minutes later, she Shifted again and continued teleporting back to the U.S.  And, back to Mike, where she would once again become complete and whole.


 
   
  
 

 Epilogue 
 
    Feb 29, 2020 
 
      
 
    It was Saturday and when Missy climbed out of bed, she could sense her roommate Karen was already awake.  With some excitement in her voice, she said, “Happy leap day, Karen!” 
 
    Karen rolled over, looked up and said, “Thanks, Missy.  I see you’re in a good mood.  Any special reason?” 
 
    “No reason.  It’s just good to be here, being all we can be, living the life, loving the moment, experiencing the many millions of little things … you know.”  Missy giggled. 
 
    “Okay, so does your non reason have anything to do with where you were all day and all night Thursday?”  Karen had again been told by their TAC Officer Captain Bonomo that Missy had been tasked with a special assignment.  When she saw Missy had returned on Friday, she’d tried getting her to explain things but, as usual, Missy was keeping secrets. 
 
    Missy said, “Well, if I told you I was over in London helping our government stop that terrorism attack, burned up a few warehouses, tossed down some lightning bolts, got to do things I’d never done before, and even spent the night making mad passionate love to my soulmate Mike … would that explain things?” 
 
    “Yeah, right.  It’s okay if you want to keep your secrets,” said Karen, laughing.  “I know the Supe’s been having you do lots of crazy stuff ever since you came back from that assignment last summer.  I saw all the magazine articles on that.  The military’s women in combat experiment.  You’re their poster girl now.  I’m guessing there will be even more articles, all to convince young women how much the Army loves them.” 
 
    Missy laughed and said, “No, no!  It’s to convince young women to love the Army, silly!  You know … the worldwide travel, the exciting adventures, the opportunity to play with some really neat toys and … let’s not forget … there’s all those sexy guys we get to hang around with.” 
 
    Karen had gotten up during all this and said, “Oh, it’s definitely all those sexy guys.  Yum!”  Shaking her head and grinning at Missy, she added, “Not!” 
 
    Missy realized she really was feeling pretty good.  She said, “It’s all about fulfilling whatever destiny those Fabulous Fates have determined for each of us women.  Mine just happens to be that of a warrior.” 
 
    She was quite pleased with how things were going.  She’d talked to Drew the night before and learned he was pleased as well.  In addition to what “P” Branch was seeing, the monitoring by Robert’s task force was showing everything seemed under control for now.  Even those two witches from Hong Kong had returned home after Sal had rejected their offer. 
 
    Karen chuckled and said, “You no doubt are destined for greatness, Missy.  I’ll be happy if I can graduate from West Point and make my mother proud.  Oh … and find my soulmate someday.  While I don’t envy the warrior stuff in your destiny, I do admit being a little jealous of what you and Mike have.” 
 
    “One day at a time, Karen.  I ignored Mike for many months before starting anything with him.  You and Marty are off to a good start.  Wait and see!” 
 
    Karen nodded but didn’t say anything.  She was feeling very grateful those Fates Missy talked about had paired her and Missy together as roommates.  But she didn’t want to get all mushy and reveal that.  Her life had definitely improved in many ways from having Missy and Missy’s friends become her friends as well. 
 
    Missy sensed what Karen was feeling but kept that awareness to herself.  It was enough to know Karen now trusted her and was her friend.  She loved being at the academy but was looking forward to Spring Break plus Robert and Connie’s wedding in two weeks.  Yeah, her life was good. 
 
    ----- 
 
    Shiu-Yuen Chong listened as Wagner Shen and Antony Ying explained about things in New York.  There would be no easy way for the Zhu-Gung organization to begin operations in the U.S.  No, they even suspected there might be witches they’d have to deal with.  Not only was D’Amato’s reaction to their mention of the supernatural very suspicious, but their lawyer had talked to Peter Hui in prison.  Like Wagner, he’d sensed the presence of a witch at that Long Island casino.  Moreover, he was convinced Richard Hwang’s death there had been because of that. 
 
    “Okay, then.  It looks like our coven will need to do things the hard way,” Chong told them.  “I’m pretty sure there’s a coven right there in New York and we need to talk to them.  They must know who killed Richard and they need to identify that witch for us.  We want them to know we’re coming in and taking over.  Any witch that gets in our way?  They will experience the full wrath of our Zhu-Gung coven!”


 
   
  
 

 From the Author 
 
      
 
    Thank you for reading Missy’s Operation Demon Lore, my seventh 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 Operation Demon Lore 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! 
 
      
 
      
 
    To be notified when P. G. Allison’s next novel is released, go to:  http://eepurl.com/bCtlh5 and sign up for the Missy the Werecat Newsletter.  Your email address will never be shared and you may unsubscribe at any time. 
 
      
 
      
 
  
  
 cover1.jpeg
P. G. Allison
VOL. SEVEN

MISS Y
= @peratio

DEMON LORE

] £ G .
= X o
N g






