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


 
   
  
 

 Chapter One 
 
    Nov 29, 2019 
 
      
 
    The attack was not unexpected.  They’d known Candace Axtell’s arrival at the U.S. Embassy the day before would surely trigger an attempt to either recapture her or else kill her outright in some highly visible show of force.  Her miraculous rescue from the WIJO jihadists three months earlier had been a huge embarrassment for WIJO and her presence anywhere in the Mid-East was not something WIJO could ignore. 
 
    Thus, all the vehicles in their little convoy were armored and capable of withstanding small arms fire.  And, more importantly, the Team Twenty-Two guys had been thoroughly checking all along the route between the embassy and their compound nearby to make sure no shoulder fired heavy weapons would be anywhere within range.  Wearing full beards and local attire, the members of this Special Forces A-Team had blended in easily with all the Pakistanis and Afghans, no problem.  Most had learned enough Pashto to get by and anyone who hadn’t done that yet was paired with someone who could manage the language well enough for the two of them. 
 
    Team Twenty-Two had been reconstituted as the Army’s quick reaction force for dealing with any paranormal or supernatural elements.  Although its designation had remained the same, hiding them in plain sight, the Army had expanded their roster and authorized the rank of Major for their detachment commander.  This had all happened after Missy, Tracy and Oliver had led them in Candace’s rescue.  Over half the guys, in spite of having now finished their original tours, were staying on rather than rotating back to any new unit.  Yeah, they considered it quite a privilege to now be working with real supernatural witches! 
 
    When bullets suddenly began impacting their sedan, Colonel Chory turned to Major Grimes and asked, “You sure we can keep going and drive through all this without any RPG’s hitting us?”  He wasn’t really worried but wanted Candace and Oliver to hear the major explain, again, how the situation was fully under control. 
 
    Major Grimes looked at each of them and answered, “Yes, as long as we don’t get pinned down and give the bastards time to bring in anyone new, my team is reporting we have nothing to worry about.  They found a few elements with some heavy weapons trying to move into position earlier but those have all been neutralized.  This attack isn’t really from any well organized group but only represents what could be brought in at the last minute.  After all, we’ve only been here since yesterday and we’re leaving tomorrow morning … they had to take a chance and try throwing at us whatever they could pull together right now.” 
 
     Candace wasn’t all that concerned either but she could see Oliver was not happy.  They had been well briefed on all the security precautions and knew both the embassy and their compound were completely safe.  This two mile stretch in between, through the streets of Islamabad, was the only vulnerable section; that was why this attack was not unexpected.  She said, “Hey, this is their only opportunity to get at us, right?  We knew they’d have to try something.” 
 
    Oliver said, “Yes, but I’m feeling a little bit helpless right now.”  There was quite a bit of noise from both the incoming rifle and machine gun fire plus the even louder sounds from all the return fire which their escort vehicles were providing.  Knowing they were probably safe inside their vehicle wasn’t quite enough … especially since all he could do was ride along in back and merely hold Candy’s hand. 
 
    Ka-rump! 
 
    Just then there was an explosion and the armored jeep in front of them ran off the road to their right, smashed up against a parked truck and then careened back in front of them.  The driver in their sedan barely missed colliding with it, swerving left and going around at the last minute.  Major Grimes said, “Shit!  That was a grenade and it took out that jeep’s front tires.” 
 
    Up ahead, several vehicles suddenly appeared, coming right at the two remaining convoy vehicles in front of them, a sedan and another armored jeep.  Obviously, a last ditch effort was being made to try and stop their progress.  Behind them was the third sedan in their convoy plus a truck and two additional jeeps. 
 
    As planned, each of the three sedans turned down the nearest side street and headed off in different directions.  An armored jeep went along with each sedan while the truck stopped where the disabled jeep had ended up, providing cover while those from the jeep quickly climbed into the back of the truck. 
 
    Major Grimes listened on his headset as one of his Team Twenty-Two guys reported in and then he announced to those inside the car, “All set … everyone from that jeep got picked up okay and no casualties.”  After listening further, he added, “None of the attackers followed us … we’re in the clear now.  They didn’t know which of our sedans to chase after and only managed getting one of their vehicles to follow after Papa Bear.  Our forces stopped the rest of them in all the congestion back there and they’re now mostly in retreat, abandoning their vehicles.” 
 
    Papa Bear was the sedan which had been in front of them, Baby Bear the sedan behind them while, of course, their sedan was Mama Bear.  The plan called for using three identical sedans to cause confusion.  The code name for Candace was Goldilocks which, her being a young beautiful girl with blond hair and blue eyes, the guys had all thought was quite appropriate.  Oliver’s code name was Harry Potter.  While he didn’t have a scar on his forehead, he did wear rimless glasses, had dark hair and was a witch.  Never let it be said the Army didn’t have any sense of humor. 
 
    Just a few minutes later, they were passing through the gates at their compound.  They pulled over and waited.  Baby Bear appeared not long afterwards with Papa Bear right behind.  They waited until the reports came in advising all their escorts had also gotten back safely and then they proceeded further inside, finally stopping near the operations center and parking next to the other two sedans. 
 
    Colonel Chory said, “All right, that went well!”  He smiled at the others and then quickly exited the vehicle.  Major Grimes waited for Candace and Oliver to get out and then followed along behind.  The soldiers from the other two sedans were gathered around, obviously elated at how well things had gone during their little skirmish.  They were counting how many bullets had impacted each of the sedans; it was quickly established that Papa Bear had been hit the most. 
 
    One of them called out, “Hey, Candy!  We wanna get one of these special cars for you to use back home.  Whadda ya think?” 
 
    Four of the soldiers were Military Police guards who had come over from the U.S.  with Candace.  They, along with four other MP’s also along on this tour, had been providing her around the clock protection for the past three months.  As the niece of General Blake, the current CENTCOM commander responsible for operations in Afghanistan and the Middle East, she had been given special attention ever since her safe return from WIJO’s hands. 
 
    The Worldwide Islamic Jihad Organization, or WIJO, was a terrorist group comprised of former Al Qaeda and Taliban extremists from Afghanistan and Pakistan.  They had threatened to publicly behead Candace unless forty detainees were released.  Since those detainees were all former terrorists not likely to be set free, WIJO had been making a statement against the U.S.  But, Candace had been rescued just hours before her scheduled execution, ruining their scheme.  The tables had been turned and rather than WIJO being able to embarrass the U.S., it had been WIJO which had lost face and been made to look bad. 
 
    Candace asked, “Do these cars come in pink?”  She and Oliver laughed and headed for the entrance, not waiting for any reply.  They’d gotten used to joking with their guards who were very dedicated to their job.  Major Grimes followed along behind. 
 
    With all the other security forces also helping keep Candace safe, her guards were very pleased to be participating on this tour.  It was actually less stressful for them than back home, in spite of running the gauntlet like they’d done today.  Now that they were inside the compound, they could pretty much relax for the next several hours.  None of them minded actually “seeing some action” on occasion versus the normal routine of having to be vigilant all the time. 
 
    Half an hour later, Oliver and Candace were seated in the VIP section of the main cafeteria along with several key embassy staff members who had all managed the ride over with no difficulties.  Major Grimes had already joined them but the colonel was still busy with briefings and phone calls; he’d sent word to start the dinner without him. 
 
    Donna Flatley announced, “On behalf of everyone here at the embassy, Candace, I hope your visit with us has been beneficial and provided an understanding of all we do … and maybe provided you with some special insights.  We’re sorry about the incident which just occurred but, as you yourself acknowledged yesterday, you’re still very high on WIJO’s hit list and have opted to conduct this special tour anyway.” 
 
    Donna was one of the cultural affairs officers and had been specifically assigned to assist with Candace’s visit.  She’d been given very little advance notice, due to General Blake not wanting word to reach WIJO until the last minute, but she had done an excellent job in arranging things nonetheless, especially since Thanksgiving had been a holiday.  She had managed getting most of the embassy staff personnel to meet with Candace during the past two days. 
 
    Team Twenty-Two, of course, had made all the security arrangements and they had been planning this tour well ahead of time.  They were the only ones, besides General Blake and Colonel Chory, who knew about Oliver being a witch.  No one else knew any details concerning Candace’s rescue or how Oliver, as a finder witch, had helped locate her.  He was her fiancé and everyone else assumed he was merely along to keep her company, unaware he was also checking each location for other supernaturals.  While “P” Branch was not aware of any supnats being in the Mid-East, General Blake wanted to make sure. 
 
    Candace said, “Thank you, Donna!  This has really been helpful and exactly what I was hoping for.”  She had already explained the day before how her experience being held captive by terrorists had changed her.  After her father, a Lieutenant Colonel in the Army, had been killed seven years earlier in Afghanistan, she had then focused totally on taking care of her mother and her sister.  When her dad’s jeep had run over the improvised explosive device which had ended his life, that event had almost destroyed her mother as well.  Candace had been forced to step up, become the responsible one and raise her younger sister while her mom had deteriorated into an alcoholic stupor. 
 
    But, when she’d recently been kidnapped, sold to terrorists and faced with how WIJO had wanted to publicly behead her to make a statement and embarrass her country, she had wanted to deny them any opportunity for using her to further their cause.  After her dad had died fighting such people and such evil, she had been more than willing to die if her death could then somehow prevent that.  So, upon her return after a truly miraculous rescue, she was now determined to serve her country, standing up against its enemies.  She knew she could never be a warrior … she wasn’t like Missy or Tracy.  No, but she could do her part. 
 
    Her mother had slowly recovered, with help from her uncle, and had been in AA for the past two years.  And, her sister was older and no longer needed her help.  So, her focus now could be on preparing for a career where she could best make a contribution to her country.  And, this embassy tour her uncle had arranged was indeed helping with that. 
 
    Candace continued her comments to Donna and the others by saying, “I realize I’m only in my second year at college but I intend to graduate with a degree in Political Science and all the qualifications needed to join the Foreign Service.”  She paused and looked at her soulmate.  Turning back to look at everyone else gathered there, she smiled.  “Oliver has his degree and is already working as a social worker.  But, we’re pretty confident his qualifications will be considered desirable and he can join me, wherever I end up going.” 
 
    While they all enjoyed their meal, the conversation about life in the Foreign Service continued and both Candace and Oliver were enthralled.  Donna and the others shared many anecdotes and, by the time Colonel Chory finally joined them, the mood was very festive.  He waited until the meal was over, the embassy staffers had all said their goodbyes and departed, and it was only the four of them still sitting there.  Then he said, “There’s been a change of plans.” 
 
    Major Grimes laughed right away and said, “Sergeant Hernandez wins fifty bucks!  He predicted there’d be new orders before we were finished here.” 
 
    Oliver grinned and said, “Is there anything you Army guys don’t place bets on?  I know there was even some betting on how many bullets our vehicles got hit with on the way over here.” 
 
    The colonel ignored both men and looked at Candace.  “Rather than going to Kabul tomorrow we’re going to Ankara.  Your uncle is concerned about how quickly your enemies managed finding out about you being here, so if there’s been any leaks about your itinerary, he wants to change things up.  Plus, he can’t get to Kabul for a few more days and he really does want to see you.” 
 
    Candace said, “That’s fine with me.  We’ll do the embassy in Turkey first and then finish with the one in Afghanistan.  I wouldn’t want to miss seeing him either.  He’s the one who made this tour possible for us.  Besides, this way Oliver will have finished checking for supnats at all three locations and can give him a complete report.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Two 
 
    Nov 29, 2019 
 
      
 
    When the lightning bolts began coming down from the dark storm clouds which had suddenly gathered overhead, everyone inside the large circle Tracy had set was able to experience power and energy being drawn through them.  A lot of power and energy.  Except for John, they were all witches.  They had been inside circles before and had often provided their support to other witches in the past.  But, even so, they were really quite amazed at what Tracy was now doing. 
 
    Cra-a-a-ck!  Boom!  Crack-crack-crack-boom!  One after another, the lightning bolts zigzagged down and the display was awesome! 
 
    They were at a small park in Marblehead with a few acres right on the ocean having a nice view of the harbor.  It also had a small lighthouse and, to the east, less than a half mile out to sea, there was a small uninhabited island.  John had thought this would make an excellent target for Tracy.  She was bringing down her lightning bolts and hitting that island without risk of any property damage and the thunderstorm activity would merely be considered some sort of meteorological anomaly. 
 
    It had been two months since Tracy had last used her power in a way which provided her the release she needed.  Lighting a few candles or creating a few balls of light was simply not enough for her anymore.  As the weeks went by, the energy she would draw in from all around herself would gradually accumulate, even though she wasn’t purposely drawing that energy.  She could go for a few months but then she had to toss her fireballs around or send down her lightning bolts. 
 
    Just as his sister Missy needed to Shift every once in a while and be a cat, John knew his soulmate Tracy needed to burn off some of her special energy.  This was normal, something powerful witches experienced as they grew and developed.  And, yeah … now that she’d bonded with him, she’d become a very powerful witch indeed.  Tracy needed to use her ability and expend some energy, just to keep from going a bit crazy. 
 
    So, John had called Desiree Yerger from the Salem coven earlier in the week and they’d talked about this.  Would she or any of her fellow coven members be interested in coming out to watch Tracy do her stuff that Friday afternoon?  Oh, yes!  Then, later that evening, he and Tracy would attend a special meeting with all the witches.  And, yeah … he agreed to bring Missy and Mike.  Yes, Missy would finally get introduced to the entire Salem coven, as Mike had promised them. 
 
    Desiree had been very pleased at John’s invitation and had brought several other witches along, including her own daughter Delilah.  They were not disappointed.  Tracy’s demonstration exceeded all expectations and this was in spite of the wonderful reputation her mentor Millie Pratt from the Texas coven had given her.  All agreed Millie had not exaggerated … far from it! 
 
    Desiree had come down to a New York coven meeting with five other witches from Salem, back a few weeks earlier, when they’d all first learned about Missy.  Missy the werecat-witch from Salem whom none of them had ever heard about before!  This had all evolved after Robert Ulrey had gone to them asking for finder witches to join Millie and Oliver as part of his new FBI Psychic Division. 
 
    Desiree was an air witch and had ended up agreeing to join Robert’s Division after being introduced to Missy, Tracy and Oliver at that meeting in New York.  Candace Axtell had been there and had shared her story about how those three young witches had rescued her from WIJO.  While the highly classified details for that operation had not been revealed, that hadn’t been necessary.  Desiree, like everyone else at that meeting, had been very impressed. 
 
    Like other finder witches being recruited by Robert, she had wanted to do her part, helping the authorities locate kidnap victims and missing persons.  While trusting anyone in the government was very difficult for a witch to do, Robert had proven he was special and had more than earned that trust.  His offer to provide official FBI credentials was very convincing.  While claiming to be a psychic was an acceptable cover, that didn’t always provide the credibility the finder witches needed for what they did.  Now, with Robert’s Division, they had the government’s official endorsement plus added resources not possible before. 
 
    Of course, no one had anticipated how some of Robert’s witches would soon end up helping to locate terrorists.  But, not only had that happened, with countless lives saved because those terrorists had been prevented from detonating explosives amongst the crowds of onlookers at three different Thanksgiving Day Parades, but Missy McCrea had played a very active role in that as well.  While the general public would never know the details, there now were those in the U.S. government who were very appreciative.  Although this partnership of theirs with witches would always be kept secret, that’s exactly what these recent events had brought about: a partnership. 
 
    Even Angelina Dangelmeyer, leader of the New York coven and well known for her anti-establishment views, was now a supporter of this new arrangement.  Of course, her son Troy was one of the finder witches who had helped stop the bombing which otherwise would have taken place right there in New York City.  Although it had only been twenty-four hours since then, she had already contacted the other eleven covens in the U.S.  Her message was clear:  rather than hiding from the world, witches were now saving the world!  It was the dawn of a new era. 
 
    Thus, with not only Desiree’s encouragement but with word from Angelina as well, the witches from the Salem coven had come out to meet and watch Tracy, one of the leaders in this new alliance.  Yes, Tracy and Missy were at West Point and the consensus was this actually was a very good thing.  While there were those witches who might not have fully embraced this latest notion as yet, they were all being told not to view these girls as rogue witches but instead as representatives from the supernatural community in the vanguard for this new era. 
 
    John was not really all that concerned about the various perceptions by all the witches around the country.  Rather, he merely wanted Tracy to have this opportunity to mix and mingle amongst more of her own kind … amongst other supernaturals.  He knew how much it meant to her, having them there.  Plus, by allowing her to draw energy through them and reinforcing her, they were enabling yet further growth of her powers and abilities.  And yes … any incremental growth would be permanent.  While Tracy had already managed to become extremely powerful, she was still growing and gaining, developing more and more.  Yeah, for various reasons, she might end up being one of the most powerful fire witches of all time. 
 
    Her bond with him was one of those reasons, of course.  A very big reason.  But, his focus was not on helping her become powerful but rather on making her happy.  And, watching her stand there, her arms outstretched as she brought down more and more bolts of lightning, directing them to strike the island off shore again and again?  He knew she was experiencing great happiness.  She was fulfilling her potential, indeed being “all she could be”.  That they had found each other, surely with some help from those Fabulous Fates, was something he in turn would forever be thankful for. 
 
    Desiree had an added reason for wanting to come and watch Tracy.  Her daughter Delilah, who insisted on being called Lila, was a fire witch and had only recently been coming into her full powers at sixteen.  Lila was in awe of everything Tracy was doing, totally mesmerized. 
 
    Finally, Tracy lowered her arms and turned around, turning her back on the sea.  She had a huge smile on her face and her brown eyes were sparkling.  “Thank you, thank you, everyone!  That was really special!  I think it will get me through the next few weeks until Christmas vacation.”  She walked over and slipped an arm through one of John’s arms and hugged him close, raising her lips so he could kiss her.  He gladly obliged with a quick, light kiss while the others murmured their approval. 
 
    Desiree said, “Special doesn’t really adequately describe what we’ve all just witnessed and participated in, Tracy.  That was beyond anything which any of us have ever seen or experienced before.  Wow!”  She laughed and added, “Millie tells me your ability with creating and controlling fireballs is equally as impressive.” 
 
    Tracy giggled and said, “Her mentoring these past three years has been very helpful.  And, you know how helpful it is having my soulmate John in my life now.” 
 
    John pulled her even closer, wrapping his arms around her and grinning at the others.  “Thank you all for coming out for this today.  It really means a great deal to my girl here.  And, we’ll be there at your meeting tonight with my sister Missy.  Those of you who’ve not met her yet will finally get your chance.  I don’t think you’ll be disappointed!” 
 
    A male voice asked, “Is it true what they’re saying?  Your sister can not only Shift forms and become a werecat but she can also exist in between, in spirit form?” 
 
    Another voice said, “Don’t forget the teleporting … we want to know about that too!  I hear she can travel hundreds of miles in the blink of an eye, right?” 
 
    “That’s what I’ve heard,” said John.  “Of course, I can’t say I’ve actually seen her when she does these things … after all, she’s invisible when she does them!”  That got several laughs from the group. 
 
    Tracy said, “Stop teasing them, John!”  Looking at the others she added, “I can say I’ve seen her do these things.  And, let’s not forget her telekinesis abilities.  We’ll just have to wait and see what Missy McCrea will show everyone tonight!”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Three 
 
    Nov 29, 2019 
 
      
 
    Missy and Mike, meanwhile, were busy entertaining their other family members out at the state forest in Andover, one of Missy’s favorite places where she could enjoy being in her cat form.  Her brother Patrick was there, hoping he’d finally get to watch her make herself invisible.  Likewise, Heather and Donald had come along and so had Michelle and Aaron; both “newly engaged” couples had very much wanted to be there. 
 
    While Donald had almost managed getting used to the fact his future wife’s sister was a supernatural, this was all very new to Michelle and Aaron.  Missy had only revealed her secrets to them two days earlier and hadn’t actually demonstrated all the incredible things she could do.  Yes, they were believers but they were more than ready for the “seeing is believing” stuff nonetheless. 
 
    They all were glad to have a glorious day, weather-wise, with the sun shining down brightly.  Although the temperature was cool and crisp in the low fifties, it did not really seem all that cold since there was little wind.  It was “sweater weather” and as they followed the path through the woods which Missy had selected, their mood was excited and adventurous. 
 
    Michelle kept asking both Heather and Patrick about how they’d managed dealing with all of Missy’s secrets.  They both laughed and pointed out that Missy kept revealing new secrets about herself almost every time they saw her and how they were quite certain Missy was still keeping many things to herself. 
 
    Michelle had said, “Yeah, I get that.  She and Mike won’t say where she was yesterday morning but I know she went somewhere and whatever she was doing, it was something serious.  Mike was locked inside his room for a couple of hours, talking on that special phone he has from the government.  I’ve been learning he does that a lot, translating whatever magic messages Missy might be sending him.  Your sister has turned my brother into some sort of a super-spy.  Geez!” 
 
    Missy had been able to hear all of this, of course, in spite of being several feet ahead.  She stopped and announced, “Hey, we are not out here to talk about my secrets or the government or Mike being a spy.  No, no … we’re here to enjoy ourselves, spending quality family time together, right?  And … maybe … if you’re lucky … to just maybe see if I can do yet more new things!” 
 
    Mike then said, “Missy has experienced being in her spirit form on numerous occasions now, each time by pausing in-between, in the middle of one of her Shifts.  Then, she always completes the Shift, from human to cat or cat to human.  Today, she wants to see if she can merely Shift directly to her spirit form and then?  She’ll try to Shift back to whichever form she started out in, rather than Changing to her other form.” 
 
    Aaron said, “Wow!  I don’t understand any of that but you make it sound as though there’s a big difference.”  He looked at Missy and asked, “You’ll just Shift directly to whichever form you want?  So, becoming a spirit won’t actually be part of doing something else, but will be …?  What …?  You get why I’m confused about this, right?”  He laughed and the others joined him. 
 
    Missy smiled and said, “Exactly!  I never would have thought doing that would be possible but, after existing in my spirit form for so many hours and getting used to controlling my energy that way, I now am confident I can do it.” 
 
    Mike chuckled and said, “What she means is she now has gotten very comfortable out of her own skin.”  More laughter. 
 
    Missy sighed and said, “It’s all about energy and being not only a Shifter but an earth witch as well.  That gives me the extra abilities and power.  You know, before I learned how to draw energy from all around myself, I needed to eat a gazillion calories every day, just to replenish all the energy I was using.  Now, I don’t need to do that as much.” 
 
    “Really?” exclaimed Patrick.  “Funny how I haven’t noticed this.  You still eat more at every meal then the rest of us combined!”  Again, everyone laughed. 
 
    But, Missy knew it was true.  She no longer required the huge quantities of food the way she had before.  Whatever energy her system might need to avoid losing weight and body fat she now was able to get from her surroundings.  It was all a balance and as she had learned to harness and use energy from outside herself, her body had gradually stabilized, with her weight around a hundred and fifty pounds and her body fat at about fifteen percent. 
 
    Learning to Shift, being able to control her forms, these were very important things for Missy.  After her involuntary Change into a mountain lion had happened, she had learned how to go places in her mind, exercise her will and harness whatever energy she needed to Shift back and forth and always be in control ever since.  She had pushed all boundaries and had trained to the greatest extremes possible: mentally, physically and spiritually.  She was very aware of how much the Fates had given her and she took nothing for granted.  That, in turn, had enabled her growth as a supernatural to become almost exponential.  Yeah, she knew she was probably far beyond where any supnat had ever gone before.  But, she trusted her instincts and would continue striving. 
 
    Mike had tried to point out all the risks, all the reasons why this latest idea of hers might not be the best.  But, she had awakened that morning and just knew.  She had discussed it with him and had finally convinced him this was a step she felt she had to take, a completion to something she was experiencing inside.  She was thrilled when he gave his full support, saying it would indeed be best to test herself when it would be easy, while amongst family and on a day when there was no duress. 
 
    When their little group reached the top of a small hill, Missy used her senses to check that no one else was anywhere near.  Then she said, “Okay, first I’ll Change to my cat form, pausing for only a minute or so in my spirit form before re-appearing.  Aaron and Michelle haven’t seen me Shift and I know they’ll enjoy that.  Then, I’ll disappear and spend some time in my spirit form.  That will be my first time, Changing into a spirit directly.  Then, I’ll Change back to my cat again.  I want to do this a few times, making Changes directly, back and forth, again and again.  Since I’ll be re-appearing each time as a cat, I won’t need any clothes.” 
 
    Mike laughed and said, “We can’t have any of Missy’s naughty bits getting exposed out here in the cold, right?  I did bring along this blanket, for when she finally does decide to be human again.”  He unrolled the large blanket he’d been carrying and showed where a hole was in the middle for Missy’s head.  “There will be more than enough to cover the rest of her and protect her modesty.” 
 
    Then, without further ado, Missy disappeared.  There was a shimmer of light and then her clothing just dropped into a small pile where she had been standing moments before.  There were several gasps and exclamations of surprise and Mike laughed.  Then he went over and began picking up her clothes and stuffing them into a plastic bag which he’d brought along for that very purpose. 
 
    Patrick said, “Well, I guess she really can make herself invisible.  Wow!” 
 
    Michelle said, “Wow is right!  I mean … she showed us she could move a chair around and we already suspected she was … well … different and special.  But, hearing her talk about being a spirit and actually seeing her simply disappear like that?  Sorta scary!” 
 
    Aaron was looking around, checking to see if she might suddenly re-appear.  Then he asked Mike, “Are you still able to communicate with her?  That talking inside your head thing she does?” 
 
    “Oh, yes!  And, she’s laughing at you all right now.  She loves the reactions and thinks it’s hilarious.  Wait … she says she’ll pick up that rock over there and … see?”  A rock about six inches or so in diameter was suddenly floating in the air several feet above the ground.  “That’s her, showing off for you!” 
 
    Donald said, “Yeah, she enjoyed showing off like that when Heather first told me her sister had telekinesis abilities.  Missy floated some clothing around in front of me.  Then she appeared as a cat, right out of thin air.” 
 
    As though right on cue, Missy’s typical pulse of energy could be felt and there she was, standing proudly several feet behind Mike at the top of the hill.  She really was enjoying herself and, just to continue showing off, she sat on her haunches and raised one paw up in the air, pointing it at the floating rock which slowly began moving over towards her.  When she then waved her paw in a circular motion, the rock began orbiting up and around, clearly under Missy’s control. 
 
    Mike announced, “Notice how she managed to blink herself back while never letting the rock drop?  She’s very proud of that … she says that really requires a lot of effort and is nowhere near as easy as it looks.”  He started laughing since, obviously, there was nothing about any of this which could possibly be looking easy to anyone. 
 
    Michelle had approached Missy and now said, “Her eyes!  They look almost the same … but, with lots more yellow in them.  I’m guessing that explains why we sometimes notice all those gold speckles when she gets excited, right?”  They all had noticed many times how Missy’s deep green eyes could change appearance and sparkle, filling with yellow or gold specks.  That happened, of course, whenever she got excited or aroused and let her cat in while otherwise remaining fully human. 
 
    Aaron also approached her and said, “And, I actually recognize all those scars on her shoulder.  That’s when she tangled with a black bear, right?  Five years ago?  I remember her telling us about that when we first met her and nosy Michelle here just had to ask about them.” 
 
    Missy finally let the rock drop and strutted around so she was closer to everyone. 
 
    Michelle said, “Those two circular marks on her chest, just below her neck.  Are those scars from where she got hit by some bullets when she was in Afghanistan last summer?  The wounds she somehow healed up from in just a couple of weeks?” 
 
    Mike said, “Yeah, those two plus a third one on her abdomen.  Hey, Missy, roll over on your back so everyone can see.”  Missy did as Mike asked and it was obvious she was enjoying herself.  When Mike bent down and rubbed her tummy, she actually purred.  Mike then pointed to the six inch scar on her thigh, saying, “And here’s yet another bullet wound, from when she got shot by a hunter.  Like with that bear attack, it was during those two years she was gone and lived as a cat up in the mountains.” 
 
    Missy got back up on all four legs, her long tail raised straight up behind her, and padded over to Michelle.  Mike, tell them about the slight risks concerning what I’m getting ready to do now.  You know … just in case. 
 
    “Missy wants you all to prepare yourselves.  When she Shifts this next time, to her spirit form?  Well, since that’s not merely a pause in-between but will actually be a final step, an end in and of itself?” 
 
    Aaron said, “Oh, oh!  I get it, now.  I think you’re saying she might possibly get stuck there. In her spirit form.  She might not be able to return!  Wow!” 
 
    Heather exclaimed, “Missy!  Don’t you dare!  Wait … Mike?  Have you guys considered all the consequences?  I mean … what …?”  She couldn’t continue and just stood there with a horrified expression, looking at each of the others and then at Missy.  “I really don’t understand any of this and I definitely don’t like taking any chances.  You’re dealing with complete unknowns!” 
 
    Mike said, “She doesn’t consider this anywhere near as risky as when she attempted pausing that first time, in-between shifts.  Tracy was with her then but … well … she is very confident now.  I am too.  We just wanted to mention it, in case she does have any difficulties.  You know.” 
 
    Patrick asked, “If she can’t Change back, will she hang around and what … haunt us?  You know … being stuck as a ghost and everything?” 
 
    “Not funny, Patrick.”  Michelle now was worried.  She reached down and began petting Missy on the head, scratching behind her ears and trying to somehow find some way to accept the unbelievable.  Missy really was right there, staring back at her with an intelligent expression.  When Missy began purring loudly, that made it both more real and more unbelievable at the same time. 
 
    Then, Missy went over to Mike, rubbed her head against him for just a brief moment, and calmly walked off, climbing back to the top of the hill where she was now several feet away from everyone.  She was ready.  After only a few seconds, during which she looked at each of the others one last time, she then disappeared in a shimmer of light and was gone.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Four 
 
    Nov 29, 2019 
 
      
 
    Askar-Samar Karimi entered the hotel lounge and looked around.  While it had only been three days since his last meeting here in Istanbul with Arvind Pancholi, many things had changed since then.  Pancholi worked for the CIA at the U.S. Embassy in Ankara but was a double agent, a spy, who had provided WIJO with valuable information coming from an American traitor, a former Homeland Security executive.  That information, which he personally had taken the initiative to obtain from Pancholi, had enabled entry into the U.S. for many of their volunteers, fresh from WIJO training camps, who had then joined existing teams already positioned in several key cities.  But, it was the additional data which Pancholi had wanted to sell which had led to their last meeting.  With this information, Pancholi was claiming WIJO might neutralize a secret U.S. advantage.  The U.S. was using special individuals with special abilities.  Karimi had found all that very difficult to believe. 
 
    He had made no commitment, wanting to see if the plan for bombing the Thanksgiving Day Parade in New York City might yet succeed.  Unfortunately, the WIJO teams at Philadelphia and Chicago had already been arrested, thwarting plans for also bombing the parades at those locations, but whether because of this alleged U.S. advantage or whether New York would also be at risk, Pancholi couldn’t say.  Instead, he’d merely commented, “Either these special individuals are not involved with anything which might happen at that parade or, if they are involved, it’s probably already too late to change anything.” 
 
    What Pancholi had claimed was this U.S. advantage had enabled their finding out other things, such as where the Taliban had hidden its secret base in the Kunar Province and where WIJO had hidden Candace Axtell.  Karimi had been especially interested in the Candace Axtell rescue, since he’d been one of the leaders participating in the investigation right afterward when that embarrassment had occurred.  Who could say if this latest disaster, with all these last minute arrests, might be yet another instance? 
 
    Then on Thanksgiving, WIJO’s entire New York team had been wiped out at three separate locations, apparently by their own explosives somehow going boom all at the same time.  Not only was this impossible to understand, it placed Karimi himself in a bad position.  He had been the one who had directed them to relocate to their remote site in Pennsylvania, after those other teams had been arrested.  And, it had been his recommendation to establish that fallback location, just west of Allentown, since it was only a few hours away from New York City for vehicles travelling over the roads. 
 
    So, yeah … Karimi had demanded this meeting today.  As he headed over to the same booth they’d used last time, he noted Pancholi was already there.  Good! 
 
    Pancholi meanwhile was watching Karimi’s approach with mixed feelings.  While he looked forward with great anticipation to negotiating a high price for all his files which clearly showed the U.S. was now using supernaturals, he was not going to take any chances.  He realized Karimi was on the hot seat as the leader WIJO would hold most accountable for their failure in New York.  And, he knew they must now be questioning all the earlier information Karimi had purchased from him.  Had Karimi been misled?  Was the source of all this info, the American traitor from Homeland Security, the one to blame? 
 
    Pancholi was in the middle and wanted to make certain his own involvement would not be questioned.  Now, more than ever, he needed his unique ability to always know when any person he was dealing with was telling the truth or lying.  Since he was a water witch and could sense and control fluids, that enabled him to do that.  It also enabled him to control all the fluids inside anyone within a hundred feet, thus giving him several ways to kill or torture, should such drastic measures be called for.  He stood and greeted Karimi, using English which they both were fluent in. 
 
    Karimi wasted no time on niceties and immediately demanded, “Tell me why any of the information you have provided us can be trusted.  You know what happened yesterday, right?” 
 
    Pancholi said, “Yes, I know about those explosions in Pennsylvania.  But, none of the information which my source provided is related in any way to what happened to your men.  And, all his information was accurate.  My source was an executive at Homeland Security and provided you with everything you wanted to know about the latest surveillance techniques and equipment which the U.S. agencies are using plus all their procedures and policies.  And, his recommendations for how best to avoid and circumvent those were what enabled your teams to successfully enter the U.S. along with bringing in all the explosive materials and equipment you wanted for them.  How can that in any way have led to these recent events?  There is no connection.  None.  As I told you last time, if things did not go according to your plans, then it would be the new information I was offering which might help in understanding why you would have failed.” 
 
    Karimi was very frustrated but had to concede these points since he indeed could not see any possible connection.  Since none of the other WIJO leaders had yet been able to find a connection either, he so far had avoided any blame.  But, he knew his situation was tenuous. 
 
    “This porn star … you said she attends one of the military academies.”  Karimi’s tone was very derogatory and filled with contempt but was also incredulous at the same time, challenging Pancholi.  “This Cancun Cancan Girl who was dancing and flaunting herself at nightclubs … you claim her actions somehow led to the U.S. locating Candace Axtell.  And, you claim she also served as a soldier with the Special Forces during Campaign Angel’s Wing when that Taliban base was destroyed and many of our leaders were killed or captured.  You say this girl is somehow special and the U.S. is now using special individuals like her.” 
 
    “Exactly!”  Pancholi sat down and gestured for Karimi to do the same.  Once they both were seated, he said, “My source gave you everything you asked for.  But, he did not stop there.  He now is offering you this new information, before offering this to anyone else … all the details concerning individuals like this girl.  He believes his price is very reasonable, one that he can easily get elsewhere.” 
 
    “Twenty-five million dollars?  I told you last time, that is much too high.  And, we are not interested in bidding.  Your Homeland Security traitor needs to come forward, convince us that his information is credible and of value.  We then will make him an offer that is appropriate.” 
 
    Pancholi grimaced and said, “Is that a threat?  You realize I am the one in the middle, right?  You cannot get to him unless I give him up and I will not do that.  I have been in this business for a very long time and it is because I protect the anonymity of my sources that I am able to obtain such high value information.” 
 
    “No, no!  I make no threat.  You don’t think we will kill the goose that lays the golden eggs?”  Karimi smiled but the smile did not reach his eyes.  He was showing off, making reference to the Western fairy tale. 
 
    Pancholi laughed and said, “I think you definitely would do exactly that if you thought you had any other way of finding your golden eggs.  But, for this golden egg, your costs would end up being far greater than the twenty-five million.  How much has this failure of yours already cost you?  How much time do you have before you must provide your leaders some explanation for what went wrong and for how the U.S. managed to locate all your men?  There is no way you can blame my source for this failure.” 
 
    Karimi studied Pancholi and knew the man was right.  He was in no position to go back to his leaders without something.  Killing Pancholi would not help.  Perhaps with torture he might learn where this Homeland Security traitor could be found, but then what?  Pancholi was correct.  There just was no way to blame what had happened on that individual or on any of the information which they’d received from him.  Moreover, unless there was a believable case which he could now provide for how the U.S. might be finding out their secrets, his leaders would quickly lay the blame on him.  He was running out of time.  “You haven’t convinced me that your source’s information about this girl can be my golden egg.” 
 
    Pancholi knew he was okay … he was able to sense Karimi would do him no harm.  And, he understood the man’s dilemma.  He needed to produce a golden egg.  But, what proof could be provided to show these claims were true?  None of the WIJO leaders would understand about supernaturals … they did not really believe in witches.  Then he smiled to himself.  Perhaps they could be convinced the U.S. was using demons.  Demons were something the WIJO leaders would believe in.  Yes, anyone with supernatural abilities would be considered by them to be a demon. 
 
    “I have nothing which proves these special individuals are responsible for your failure with these attacks you had planned for the Thanksgiving Day Parades.  What my information does show is these individuals are doing things not humanly possible.  Yes, they are doing impossible things.  Things like locating and rescuing Candace Axtell.  And, things like finding that Taliban base.  So, could they do things like locate your men in Philadelphia and Chicago?  Things like blowing up your men in Pennsylvania?  Yes, they could.  Or, were these things merely the result of the U.S. having some technology you don’t know about?”  Pancholi stared at Karimi for an answer, but was met with only a stony silence. 
 
    Then he asked, “Or, were they because the U.S. is using demons?” 
 
    “Demons!”  Karimi sputtered.  “You’re saying this porn star is a demon?  Your information shows these special individuals are demons?” 
 
    Pancholi nodded, saying “What else would you consider such individuals to be if they can do things not humanly possible?  If not demons, then perhaps aliens?  All I know, based on the limited information my source has provided so far, is they are doing things which humans are not able to do.” 
 
    “All you have shown me is a video of this dancer.  You claimed this girl’s performance was soon after being badly wounded while serving with a Special Forces unit.  And, then you claimed Candace Axtell was rescued, because of that performance.  But, your claims are not proven facts.  You expect us to pay twenty-five million dollars?  Your source needs to provide us with more proof this girl is really a demon.” 
 
    Pancholi was frustrated.  He did not wish to reveal any more from his files before being paid.  And, since he was supposedly only the middle man, only his source could do that anyway.  Furthermore, while his files clearly showed him that Missy McCrea and Oliver Bessom must be witches, that was partly because he himself was a witch and was able to recognize them.  But, even if he were to show Karimi those files, the man might still insist proof was lacking.  He tried another approach.  “My source can find other buyers willing to pay for this information.  But, we believed the special circumstances with WIJO being adversely affected the most by what these special individuals have done … we believed WIJO would want all this first.  But, if time is not of the essence, as it were, and WIJO is not interested …?” 
 
    Karimi said, “We are interested and time indeed is of the essence.  But, we must have proof concerning these demons.  Go back to your source and get me something which I can present to my leaders.  If this girl is really a demon and attending one of the military academies, as you have said?  Then surely you can provide us with something more to substantiate your claims.  Then perhaps I can arrange payment of your twenty-five million.” 
 
    ----- 
 
    Thus, Pancholi returned to his hotel room in Istanbul without any agreement.  He needed to find some way to add to what he had in his files on Missy McCrea.  Perhaps a meeting with Felipe Benedict, the Homeland Security traitor in Paris, might be appropriate.  He wanted to learn whatever he might know about this girl that was not in those files. 
 
    Official working days in Turkey, including government offices, were Monday to Friday.  And, of course, the U.S. Embassy had celebrated Thanksgiving on Thursday.  So, he had taken Friday as vacation in order to meet with Karimi.  Now, after checking flights, he was able to book himself on a flight to Paris for the next morning with a return flight to Ankara on Sunday evening.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Five 
 
    Nov 29, 2019 
 
      
 
    Desiree Yerger had asked Tracy and John to allow her to formally introduce them, similar to when they’d been introduced to the New York coven.  This had been at a meeting she had attended with five other members from the Salem coven six weeks earlier. 
 
    Mike had already met most of the Salem coven members, so he needed no introduction.  He had come along to the meeting when Robert Ulrey had explained all about his new FBI Psychic Division, with an invitation for finder witches to join.  That had been when the coven had first learned about Missy and when Mike had promised she’d come and meet them all at her next opportunity. 
 
    But … Missy wasn’t there yet.  Mike had explained she would be coming a bit later on and he would introduce her once she arrived. 
 
    In addition to the thirteen witches who were members in this coven, several non-member witches had also been invited.  There had been a lot of talk throughout their community about the two witches who were attending West Point, ever since they’d heard about them from Robert Ulrey.  With Angelina Dangelmeyer’s recent message proclaiming these girls as saviors and supernatural representatives, there was a great deal of interest and, with all the non-witch family members who had also come to the meeting, there were now well over forty people crowded inside the hall where this meeting was being held. 
 
    Hiram Carpenter was the coven leader and had watched with some misgivings as everyone had entered.  Finally, when it seemed as though everyone he knew about was there and had taken seats, he approached Desiree and asked, “Are all our guests here?  Can I have Margaret close the circle and put all her wards in place?”  He would always have Margaret Adamson set a circle around wherever they might be conducting any meetings and then put up several strong protection wards.  Once these were in place, there would be no surprises, since no one could get in or out unless she allowed it. 
 
    “Well, actually … Missy McCrea will be coming later.  But, we may as well get started.”  Desiree knew Hiram would not be pleased at hearing this and, indeed, he wasn’t. 
 
    He gave her an exasperated look and growled, “What the hell!  We have this special meeting, all so everyone can get to meet her, and she can’t even be here on time?  What sort of training does the academy provide these days, anyway?”  He didn’t voice his added thought about how lax things probably were, now that the Army allowed women to attend the academy. 
 
    Desiree said, “Now, now, don’t get upset.  I want to introduce John and Tracy to everyone first and that will take several minutes.  Several of us watched as she demonstrated what she could do this afternoon and, believe me, it was very impressive.  After that, Mike Ryan says Missy will be here and he’ll introduce her to everyone.” 
 
    “Okay, but you know I don’t like it when Margaret needs to take down any of her wards for late arrivals.”  Hiram was seventy-two and a strong believer in secrecy and order; witches had needed to stay hidden in order to survive and he was not ready to do away with any of the traditions which had helped his coven over the years, regardless of what Angelina Dangelmeyer might now be saying.  He had accepted the fact that Desiree had now joined this group Robert Ulrey with the FBI was leading, since finder witches had been calling themselves psychics for years and supposedly Robert could be trusted.  However, he had been surprised at Angelina’s turn-about since she had long been very outspoken about her anti-establishment views.  Of course, her son Troy was now in Robert’s group as well, which probably explained things. 
 
    The meeting was soon called to order and Desiree was given the opportunity to talk about not only what she had witnessed that afternoon, when Tracy had brought down her lightning bolts on the little island off shore over in Marblehead, but also about the meeting in New York when she had met not only Missy and Tracy, but Candace Axtell as well.  There had been so much publicity about poor Candace’s plight, back when she was being held by the WIJO terrorists, that everyone there knew about her.  Candace had spoken at that meeting in New York, praising her rescuers Missy, Tracy and Oliver, and Desiree now was able to share some of Candace’s story. 
 
    Then, she introduced Tracy who joined her up front, accompanied by John.  Tracy was dressed in a nice bright red outfit which she had purchased right before the meeting.  She’d explained to John how, being a fire witch, she thought red was her color and appropriate for her going before the coven.  She did really look fantastic, with her dark brown hair, naturally lovely complexion and brown eyes shining brightly.  Her smile was very pretty and everyone liked her warm, Texas accent. 
 
    There were a lot of questions which Tracy was able to answer, all with poise and charm.  And, of course, with her own unique sense of humor.  She was very relaxed in front of everyone and talked about her coven in Texas, her life as an Army brat, her father and grandfather, both West Point graduates, and her own desire to serve her country.  While John wasn’t doing much talking, it was very obvious the two of them were very close.  Everyone knew they were soulmates, of course, and seeing them together up there was special. 
 
    A voice from the back asked, “What was it like when you found another witch was at the academy?” 
 
    Tracy smiled and said, “We were paired up in the same squad during our initial training.  Missy was one of my roommates during those first few weeks and, at first, I was very worried.  All I could be certain about was she was some sort of powerful supernatural.  I had never met a Shifter before.  Missy, of course, had no idea back then about her being a witch in addition to being a Shifter.  I was very cautious until she finally told me she was a werecat.  She had guessed I was a witch.  We’ve been very close ever since then.” 
 
    Another voice asked, “Does the academy know about the two of you being witches?  I’m sure you’re aware that many of us are very concerned about government officials finding out about us.” 
 
    “Well … no one at the academy knew anything for the first year we were there.”  Tracy looked at each of the anxious faces now studying her.  “Missy actually resigned from the academy last summer, so she could go fight in Afghanistan … I’m sure you’ve seen all the magazine articles about her doing that.  Those articles say it was for a special study, women in combat, etc., etc. but … what actually happened?  There were some government folks who had asked her to go over there.  As a werecat.  I’ll let Mike talk about that since he was with her and part of everything.  All I want to clarify is how, when she returned to the academy, and General Blake needed help in rescuing his niece Candace?  That’s when the Superintendent at the academy was finally told about us.  He needed to approve our being away and cover for us.” 
 
    “Did you use your lightning bolts when you helped rescue Candace?” 
 
    Tracy said, “Actually, no.  We can’t talk about that very much since it’s still highly classified.  I can say, however, that my fire balls were very effective!  Our government folks and those in the Army like General Blake who know about us?  They’re very careful about keeping everything top, top secret.  None of you need to worry … they’re very good at keeping their secrets!” 
 
    Mike stepped forward then and said, “Since Tracy has suggested that I explain about Missy serving with the Army, as a werecat, I’d like to do that.  Please know that when she did this, it was all merely reconnaissance and only a very few in the Army were even aware of what she was doing.  The guys in her Special Forces team didn’t even know, other than the captain in charge.” 
 
    “How exactly did that work, then?” asked one voice. 
 
    “Missy roamed throughout the mountains over there and, through her messages to me, she was able to provide some very helpful intelligence information.  For those who may not have heard this about us, I can get Missy’s words in my mind.  She can feel my signals, on an emotional level, so we actually can communicate back and forth.  She’s talking to me right now, actually, waiting for me to say when she should make an appearance.” 
 
    Hiram Carpenter said, “Hold on!  Are you saying this girl is outside, waiting to enter?  We’ll need to have Margaret …” 
 
    Mike interrupted by saying, “Actually, sir, that’s partly why Missy didn’t arrive here with us earlier.  She knows about the protective circle and wards which are typically placed around coven meetings and wanted to see whether she could get through them.  And … she just did.  She’s here now.” 
 
    “What?  But …?”  Hiram stared at Mike with an incredulous expression. 
 
     Mike answered, “I’m not a witch but I understand any of you witches out there should be able to experience her being right in here with us now.  Am I right?”  He looked around and … yeah … they were all suddenly noticing the presence of another supernatural entity.  Like Hiram, most were incredulous and several actually looked a little bit worried with a few who even seemed alarmed and upset. 
 
    Margaret Adamson’s voice could be heard from the back of the room and she was definitely upset.  “This is impossible!  My wards are all still intact but I can feel they’ve somehow been breached and someone has just passed right through them.  This can’t be happening!” 
 
    Back at the front of the room, Mike gestured towards a space to his left and announced, “May I present Missy McCrea, my soulmate, in her cat form.”  With that, a pulse of energy could be felt by everyone and Missy appeared, materializing as a large mountain lion right at the spot Mike was pointing at. 
 
    John couldn’t help himself and blurted out, “I hope no one has any cat allergies!”  He was rewarded by an immediate glance of disapproval from Tracy, obviously warning him he’d better watch himself and keep quiet. 
 
    Missy walked over to Mike and rubbed against his leg, letting him pat her head while she then sat back on her haunches, showing those in the room she was not really a wild animal, in spite of her ferocious appearance.  She was definitely enjoying herself. 
 
    Hiram stood up and said, “This is outrageous!  How dare you make a mockery of these proceedings with this circus performance!”  Clearly, he was caught off guard and not happy. 
 
    Mike raised both his hands, which he held up palms outward.  “Please, folks!  We are not showing any disrespect!  You all know Missy is a werecat.  But, she can also Shift to her spirit form, when she then exists solely as energy.  That’s why she believed she could enter, in spite of the protection circle and wards.  After all … it’s not as though she were an evil spirit … she’s one of you.  She’s a witch!” 
 
    Desiree came up to stand next to the two of them and turned to face the room.  “The rumors are obviously true, about her being able to teleport and be invisible.  And, we all knew she was a werecat, so this shouldn’t be any big surprise.”  Turning to look at Missy, she asked, “It’s okay if we touch her, right?”  When Missy stood and rubbed her head against Desiree’s hip, it was obvious she approved. 
 
    Others then came forward and soon they were all touching Missy, who they could definitely sense was a powerful supernatural and not just the animal she appeared to be.  Missy was careful but eventually, as everyone seemed more relaxed around her, she alternated between purring and growling, and would often show her large fangs.  Yes, she indeed was every bit the physical entity, the cougar she looked like and not merely some illusion.  And yet, her human intelligence was very apparent in her magnificent eyes. 
 
    Hiram was still uncomfortable, but that was mainly due to not being in control of the meeting, which definitely was not going as he had planned.  But, at the same time, he realized he was seeing something rather unique and very special.  He looked at Mike and asked, “You say she can exist as pure energy and that’s how she managed to teleport into this meeting.  I will admit, I have never heard of anyone having this ability.  I didn’t believe those things were possible when I heard the rumors but, as Desiree said, they’re obviously true.”  He glanced at Missy, whom he had not yet touched.  “Can she disappear whenever she wants or …?  Well … I don’t know.  As I said, I don’t know anything about this ability.” 
 
    Mike looked at Missy and then at Hiram.  “She says she’s been learning about this as she goes along.  Today was a big day as she’s actually been testing herself and finding out what her limitations might be.  So far?  She hasn’t found very many, other than having no sense of taste or touch when she’s a spirit.  But, she actually can experience sights, sounds and smells to an even greater extent than when she’s human or a cat.  And, she still has all her telekinesis powers and can communicate with me.” 
 
    Several had gathered around and were listening to all of this.  One voice asked, “Can she show us anything?  You know, disappear and reappear?  And, other stuff?” 
 
    Mike laughed and said, “She thought you’d never ask!  Stand back …”  Suddenly, there was a shimmer of light where Missy had been standing and she was gone.  Then, various objects began rising into the air and floating around the room, to include several chairs. 
 
    Those who were witches could actually experience power and energy being pulled right through them, only more so than at any other time.  Tracy looked over at Desiree and caught her eye.  She had predicted during a private conversation they’d had that afternoon that Desiree would be finding Missy’s power far greater than anything she herself might have caused her to experience, all the lightning bolts notwithstanding.  Desiree’s nod showed she was now acknowledging the truth of that claim. 
 
    After a few minutes, there was an energy pulse and Missy again appeared in a corner at the rear.  But, only moments later, she disappeared, once again in a shimmer of light.  Seconds later, she blinked back again but over in a different corner.  Then, she began appearing and disappearing, each time with either an energy pulse or a shimmer of light, popping up at different locations each time.  The objects floating around the room never stopped but continued their travels, somehow avoiding contact with anyone and seemingly going in random directions.  The people in the room were truly mesmerized and this exhibition of witchy power was something they would never forget. 
 
    Missy finally reappeared up front and came over to Mike.  Slowly, all the various objects went back to wherever they’d started from and gradually, each was set down until at last nothing remained in motion. 
 
    Meanwhile, Mike had pulled out the large blanket with the hole in the center which he’d brought.  He said, “Missy would like to be introduced now, in her human form.”  He placed the blanket over Missy and … this time … after the shimmer of light and pulse of energy, Missy rose to a standing position, with her head protruding through the hole and the blanket wrapped around her human form. 
 
    Missy said, “Hi, everyone!  Thanks for allowing me to demonstrate a few of the things my gifts have enabled me to do!  I will admit, though, when my gift as a Shifter first manifested six years ago, I was not that happy about it.” 
 
    John said, “My sister was a slow learner, back then.  Took her two years before she learned how to Change back.”  This got several laughs and even Tracy seemed okay with his comment.  Most in the room had heard all about Missy’s early history during their meeting with Robert Ulrey. 
 
    Once again, everyone came forward and this time, rather than patting her on the head or rubbing her fur, they shook her hand.  They couldn’t help but stare at her deep green eyes which still contained lots of yellow specks in them.  Noticing how much the looks which Missy’s eyes now gave them were reminiscent of her earlier looks when she had been a cat, they each came away very impressed. 
 
    After about twenty minutes, when most had managed to shake her hand and experience her as a human, Mike held up a small suitcase and announced, “Missy would like to get dressed now, so if everyone could please return to their seats, she’ll be right back.”  Missy laughed and took the suitcase from him and made her way to the rear, where the restrooms were located. 
 
    Tracy said, “We’re all very pleased to have finally met with you folks, here in Salem.  Missy has been down to my coven in Texas and she has also met with the coven in New York, but since she grew up right here in Salem, this has been a very special event for her.  I’m excited that I was included, as this indeed is special for me as well.  Thank you!” 
 
    Mike then said, “Missy is no longer the slow learner like her brother mentioned she once was.  And, since she now knows how you can set protection circles and wards, she is very anxious to learn more about those.” 
 
    Margaret’s voice from the rear asked, “Why?  She got though mine, no problem.” 
 
    Just then, Missy returned, dressed in a simple outfit consisting of blue jeans with a green sweater which matched the color of her eyes and contrasted nicely with her dark red hair.  She hadn’t bothered with any makeup, since everyone had already seen her without any.  Of course, her radiant good looks really didn’t need any.  When she smiled, the vertical crease lines in her cheeks appeared like dimples.  And, of course, her facial features and bone structure were classic, albeit somewhat feline, giving her a look which everyone found interesting and very attractive.  She could look anywhere from just pretty to absolutely stunning. 
 
    Missy said, “I want to protect my family and friends.  While I needed to know if I could pass through the defenses and protections here, in my spirit form … that’s in case I someday need to do that elsewhere, when I’m facing some enemy.  But, more importantly, I’m worried about enemies who might be coming after me and mine.  Tracy and I are fully committed to defending our country and serving in the Army.  We don’t want our actions to bring undue risks back to those we love here at home.”  She reached one arm around Mike’s waist and hugged him close. 
 
    Thus, much of the meeting after that was spent giving Missy an education about all the many ways which, over the years, witches had learned to protect themselves.  Yes, in addition to harnessing and using energy for creating light or fire, controlling fluids and lightning, moving objects and blasting out huge energy pulses, they also could establish countless ways to hide, to block, to protect.  And, it was these things which Missy had come to recognize she needed to learn as well. 
 
    Terrorism wasn’t only happening in faraway places, as recent events had shown.  The fact that terrorists had invaded the U.S. and wanted to bring death and destruction to innocent victims who might merely be in the wrong place at the wrong time?  This was now very real for Missy.  She had fought in Afghanistan, where she’d been badly wounded and might have died.  But, the bombings which had almost happened at the Thanksgiving Day Parades and which, thanks to the Fabulous Fates who seemed willing to help Missy and her witch friends, so they had saved the day at the last minute?  Those had really given Missy a very different awareness concerning the fight to keep America safe.  She now wanted to know everything she could possibly learn about the many ways and methods witches might use to protect those around them.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Six 
 
    Nov 30, 2019 
 
      
 
    The departure from Islamabad and the flight to Ankara had been uneventful.  Their aircraft had been pretty full since, in addition to the eight MP security guards who had come over with Candace and Oliver from the States, now Colonel Chory, Major Grimes and all of the Team Twenty-Two guys were on board, with lots of their weapons and equipment.  Plus, a few of the folks from the embassy in Pakistan, including Donna Flatley, had been drafted to join them on the tour; these individuals knew the key staff personnel at the other embassies and, having already assisted with the arrangements in Islamabad, their help would greatly expedite things going forward.  
 
    After landing, several from Team Twenty-Two quickly got out and checked in with the local security forces on the ground.  They had coordinated things for this tour well ahead of time and the schedule change, with their now arriving a few days earlier than originally planned, was not a problem.  Meanwhile, other team members were busy offloading all the gear.  The MP’s, now fondly being referred to as “Goldie’s Boys” by everyone on Team Twenty-Two, were lending a hand with that.  Naturally, the team had insisted on using Candace’s Goldilocks code name and weren’t instead merely calling them “Candy’s Boys”. 
 
    Candace was very excited and turned to Oliver, saying, “Did you hear that?  Donna says we'll be here at least through Monday, since it’s the weekend and we’ll need to stay that long in order to meet with everyone.”  Even without the last minute switch, over half the staffers would not be back to their desks until Monday morning. 
 
    Oliver nodded, knowing she had been looking forward to visiting Turkey more than the other countries.  Thus, going at a more leisurely pace and spending an extra day or so was all good.  He looked at Donna and asked, “You’ll walk us through the offices today, though, right?  It’ll be interesting to tour them when no one is working and then come back when everyone has returned.”  His ability to sense other supernaturals would allow him to detect residual energy, even when the person wasn’t present. 
 
    “Well, I suppose that can be arranged,” said Donna.  “I hadn’t realized you two might want to do that, but … sure!  Why not?”  She understood there wasn’t really any option for them to do any sight-seeing, due to all the security precautions necessary.  And, Candace’s exuberant enthusiasm about someday joining the Foreign Service was contagious; she could see how this lovely young couple was really thrilled to be touring the various embassies.  Looking over at the colonel and the major, it was obvious they were both fine with this.  She pulled out her cell phone and began scrolling through her contacts. 
 
    Major Grimes heard on his headset from his team that all was clear and they could now leave the aircraft.  There were two sedans, similar to those they’d used in Pakistan, parked and waiting for them at the foot of the stairs.  A few minutes later, they were all travelling over to the compound which would be home base for their stay in Ankara. 
 
    While Donna made a few calls, Candace and Oliver went up to their suite, where their bags were already waiting for them.  Once again, their VIP quarters were luxurious.  Oliver walked over to the windows which provided a nice view of the city.  Yes, staying here for a few days would be really great. 
 
    Candace wanted to wear something other than the Army fatigues which they’d donned that morning for travelling and she insisted Oliver change as well.  Thirty minutes later they went down to have some lunch before going over to the embassy.  Oliver sighed to himself as they descended in the elevator.  He would have really enjoyed taking more time and putting that nice Jacuzzi tub to some good use.  Watching his sexy fiancée strip down to her bra and panties had gotten him very excited.  But, duty called and so he’d made some mental notes for later.  He definitely had some lascivious plans for all the ways he might ravish her then. 
 
    ----- 
 
    Arvind Pancholi had arrived in Paris and wasted no time in making a visit to Felipe Benedict who he knew had a suite in the Le Meurice Hotel.  Benedict was the new identity which this former Homeland Security official was using.  Pancholi had made a point of not only learning where Benedict was staying but also that his former identity had been Philip Arnold.  He hadn’t survived as a double agent, working for the CIA for over twenty years, without knowing full well how to thoroughly research anyone he did business with. 
 
    When Pancholi identified himself on the hotel phone, calling from the bar down in the lobby, Benedict was caught off guard and was not happy.  “How did you get through on this phone, Arvind?  I have left very strict instructions with the staff here … no outside calls …” 
 
    “Ah yes, but Felipe, this is not an outside call.  I’m downstairs in the bar at your hotel.  Why don’t you come down and join me for a drink?  I’m buying, of course.  Or, would you rather have me come up?  Room five-twenty-seven, right?” 
 
    Benedict was really unhappy now.  How the hell had Pancholi found him?  “No, no!  I’ll come down.  Give me ten minutes.  I assume this is an urgent matter, correct?  I trust you have not revealed my whereabouts to anyone else and … well … this better not be an attempt at blackmailing me.” 
 
    Twenty minutes later, Benedict entered the dimly lit bar and looked around.  It was only mid-afternoon so there was not much activity.  He spotted Pancholi siting in a booth at the rear and, after further checking to be sure they would be alone, he made his way over and slid into the opposite seat.  There were only a half dozen others in the bar and none of them were paying much attention or showed any interest in his arrival. 
 
    Pancholi watched as Benedict sat there without saying anything, obviously waiting for him to provide an explanation.  He waved to the bartender, signaling him to come over, saying, “Let’s get your drink ordered.  Will you want anything else along with it?  They have a limited menu, but of course you must be familiar with that, having been staying here since the beginning of October.” 
 
    Benedict did not want anything else but did order a Scotch, not wanting to draw any undue attention.  Pancholi didn’t start talking, except for a few more banal remarks, until after the drink had finally been served and they were alone again.  Pancholi’s drink sat there, untouched.  Benedict took only a small sip of his own drink and then sat back with an expectant countenance, his eyebrows raised.  It was not lost on him that Pancholi knew how long he’d been staying at this hotel and had made a point of telling him that. 
 
    Finally, Pancholi said, “That information you provided me, concerning Missy McCrea.  I believe that to be incomplete.  My client has paid you a great deal of money for these files, based on your assertion that she and this psychic Oliver Bessom were responsible for helping the U.S. government locate and rescue Candace Axtell.  You have included a great deal of very interesting information about this girl, but … there’s no direct proof.  My client is not convinced.” 
 
    Benedict had known there were a few holes which needed to be filled in, but the circumstantial evidence was so overwhelming, he didn’t think anyone would have difficulty connecting the dots.  “Now look, the actions of that task force … task force CAT?  And, their findings?  It was very clear the Axtell girl was kidnapped by a couple of guys working for Jacques Arbogast.  And, Arbogast had those guys killed.  They got blown up and those two psychics were right there in the house with them when that happened.  All this is in those files.  Three of the task force investigators were killed.  Oliver Bessom escaped serious injury but the other psychic and that FBI man who brought them down there, they were both in the hospital for days afterward.” 
 
    “So, what did that prove?  What did any of that matter, since it all happened in Mexico and the girl ended up somewhere over in the Mid-East with WIJO, right?”  Pancholi had read all that in the files, of course, but wanted to push for more. 
 
    “Well, most of those task force findings all came out after Arbogast disappeared.  And, that happened the night after those guys of his got blown up.  He mysteriously disappeared from his club the same night the McCrea girl was dancing there.  She was screaming out the name of one of those kidnappers.  You watched all those videos, right?  This is the same West Point girl who is in all those magazine articles with General Blake, the Axtell girl’s uncle.  There can’t be any doubt the general sent her down to Mexico.  She was definitely involved in the U.S. government grabbing Arbogast.” 
 
    Pancholi had fully appreciated her involvement but wanted Benedict to talk through everything.  He was hoping to learn more than what was in the files.  And, Benedict was not at all reluctant to talk, obviously anxious to provide satisfactory answers.  “Yes, yes.  It’s clear the girl was involved and it’s indeed interesting she served with the Special Forces during that campaign of General Blake’s in Afghanistan.  As I said, you included a great deal of interesting information concerning her background.  But, even if she helped make Arbogast disappear, so what?” 
 
    Benedict was getting a bit frustrated with having to spell everything out.  He said, “So, that’s when Manuel Rodriguez asked me to check her out … right after Arbogast disappeared and before WIJO announced they had the Axtell girl.” 
 
    This was new information and Pancholi immediately said, “There’s no mention of Manuel Rodriguez in the files.” 
 
    “Of course not,” said Benedict.  He sat back with a smug expression.  “He paid me so the U.S. government wouldn’t be aware of his operation.  There were no files on him until Arbogast was grabbed.  Arbogast worked for him.  Who did you think sold the girl to WIJO?  I understand they paid Rodriguez with drugs rather than money.  That was through some intermediary, of course.  He controlled all the drugs going into the U.S. until he too mysteriously disappeared.” 
 
    Pancholi was very interested in all of this which indeed was new information.  He wondered if WIJO was even aware it had been Rodriguez they’d actually paid.  Raising his eyebrows he now asked, “He disappeared?”  Then, he began to chuckle.  “That’s when you decided to disappear, right?” 
 
    “”Exactly!  Not all that long after the Axtell girl was rescued, that CAT task force from Mexico went to Bogota, Colombia.  Only, they renamed themselves the JAT task force, since they were now the Jacques Arbogast Team.  Some government agency called “P” Branch was using information obtained from Arbogast to have them go after Rodriguez.  It was when “P” Branch started questioning why so little was known about the Rodriguez organization that I knew I needed to get away.  And, when I then learned how Rodriguez had disappeared, I knew I needed to stay away.  So, I came here.” 
 
    Pancholi was very excited to learn about the Rodriguez organization and about this “P” Branch agency.  He talked to Benedict for a long, long time after that.  He knew he was hearing the truth, thanks to his own special gift.  And, while it was obvious Benedict had fled and could no longer access whatever the U.S. government might be doing, he did reveal the name of someone who might know even more about when Rodriguez had been grabbed.  Benedict had actually dealt mostly through Pablo Estaban, second in command for the Rodriguez organization.  And, this Pablo had apparently remained behind and was now assisting whoever had replaced Rodriguez. 
 
    He’d have to change his flight and call his superior at the embassy, asking for a few more days off.  A trip to Bogota to see this Pablo Estaban now seemed like a very good idea.  If Estaban could confirm his suspicions about the McCrea girl, who he believed had to be a very powerful supernatural working for General Blake and this “P” Branch agency?  Then he could go back to Askar-Samar Karimi and demand full payment of the twenty-five million dollars he wanted.  He might even ask for a few million more, depending on just how much new information he obtained.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Seven 
 
    Nov 30, 2019 
 
      
 
    Mike’s parents had invited a huge crowd over for an impromptu “engagement party” to celebrate Aaron and Michelle’s future wedding at a yet to be announced date.  Since Mike would be best man and Missy one of the bridesmaids, the date needed to be when they were available.  So it would probably be a June wedding, either the first or second weekend, and various venues were being researched for price and availability. 
 
     Missy’s entire family was there since they wanted to spend as much time with her as possible prior to her returning to the academy the next evening.  And, Mark and Alice were there, as they also wanted to see Missy.  They had celebrated their first anniversary only the week before.  They also wanted to see Tracy, of course; Mark was John’s closest friend and they had now gotten to know her pretty well.   
 
    Missy had awakened that morning and, finding Mike’s big naked body still entwined with hers, she had taken full advantage.  She was now in a really great mood, still sated from the wonderful night -- and morning -- of lovemaking with her mate.  Her cat was very pleased and she had to keep herself from actually purring.  Her eyes, of course, were filled with yellow specks, sparkling away, so those who knew her were well aware of how happy she was. 
 
    Alice recognized the signs and immediately asked her, “Will we be eating any ice cream tonight, Missy?  How many scoops will you be having?”  This was their little joke, going back to when she’d described having experienced her first orgasm.  When Missy had said they needed to celebrate with ice cream, she’d laughingly said she’d need to have three scoops, one for each time Mark had managed making her climax the night before.  Ever since then, of course, whenever the subject of having ice cream came up, the number of scoops equated to how many orgasms they’d had. 
 
    Missy giggled and said, “This is definitely a night for celebrating but … umm … I can’t say for sure just how many scoops I’ll need.  Quite a few, though … especially if I include this morning in the count.”  They both broke out laughing hysterically. 
 
    Tracy came over and said, “Hi Alice!  What are you and Missy laughing at?”  While not in on this particular joke, she recognized from the way Missy’s eyes were glowing that the girls had to be talking about something naughty. 
 
    Alice smiled demurely, feigning complete innocence, while Missy continued giggling.  Alice said, “Oh, you know … just the usual silly stuff.  Nothing special.  Missy was sharing a few details about how much she’s been enjoying herself these days.” 
 
    “Ha, I’m sure you mean how much she’s been enjoying Mike these days, right?”  Tracy chuckled and added, “Of course, time management is one of the skills we’re taught at the academy.  I’d guess, based on how her eyes look right now, she’s been managing her time with Mike to reach some new levels.” 
 
    Missy finally managed to stop giggling long enough to speak.  “Pul-lease don’t stand there making comments about how I’m spending my time with Mike!  Not with my brother’s scent emanating from you the way it does.  Wheh!  I’m surprised Alice isn’t able to …” 
 
    “Very funny,” interrupted Tracy.  “Enough about what only you can smell.  Nosy cat.”  Looking at Alice, she said, “How are all your Roseanne Fund girls doing?”  As Director, Alice had managed to expand operations, reaching out now to a huge number of young girls that otherwise might be victims.  They’d needed protection and Alice had been able to provide that, using Sal D’Amato’s organization to provide the muscle when and where needed.  “You’ll let me know if you want a fire lit under some guy’s ass, right?” 
 
    Alice laughed, knowing Tracy was a fire witch and more than capable of doing exactly that, should any of her girls have anyone needing to be taught a lesson for bothering her.  “Oh, Ben and Sal are handling things like that better than ever … especially since Sandy has now gotten so interested in helping.”  Besides protection, the money in the fund was paying for education and career development, plus various social service resources such as psychologists.  Whatever assistance might be needed by any of the girls to deal with abuse or potential abuse, Alice and her team were providing it.   
 
    Alice, of course, had survived three years of abuse by her stepfather starting when she had only been thirteen.  After Missy had stopped that and arranged for her to see a psychologist, she had managed to gradually heal and deal with all the emotional damage she’d experienced.  Her husband Mark, who was her boyfriend at the time, had also really helped with her recovery.  Alice was a junior in college now, studying how to help others.  Her ability to do exactly that was what had enabled so much expansion of the Roseanne Fund operations.  Hence, her rise from being on the board to being its Director.  Of course, having the mobster Sal D’Amato providing both the funds and the muscle had also helped; this had earned her the reputation as “the crazy mob lady”.  And, now that Sal’s daughter Sandy was involved, Sal’s support was even greater than ever.  Alessandra D’Amato was not yet sixteen and had almost been raped only the month before while being held by kidnappers.  She was now seeing Alice on a regular basis. 
 
    Missy asked, “How is Sandy doing?”  Having been the one to rescue Sandy, killing her attacker at the last moment before he could finish his assault, she felt a special connection.  Missy had insisted on letting her get with Alice, especially since Sal wouldn’t allow his daughter to talk about what had happened to anyone else, not even her own mother.  Sandy, like Sal and his assistant Ben, did know Missy was a witch.  How ironic that the witch who had confronted him and forced his release of the girls he had intended on selling as sex slaves – they became the first group of Roseanne Fund girls – had ended up being the witch who had saved his daughter. 
 
    Alice answered, “Really, really well.  And, she keeps asking me more and more questions about you.  She loves the way her dad and Ben seem to have so much respect for you.  She gets why they’ll never acknowledge that, of course.  I mean, if any of the other families were to find out?  Hell, if any of their own capos were to learn how they believe in witches?  No, she knows how bad that would be.  So, she’s keeping your secrets, don’t worry.” 
 
    “Well, I’m more worried whether she’ll keep from getting herself into more trouble chasing boys.”  Missy sighed.  “That’s what led to her being grabbed.  She just had to sneak out and go partying, remember?” 
 
    The three friends continued discussing all the trouble which young girls often got into while partying with boys, especially if there was some drinking going on.  Others came up and joined them, adding to the stories, while congratulating themselves on having somehow gotten through all those high school years without being too badly traumatized from all the various adventures they’d lived through. 
 
    Things continued being busy and hectic, going the way most parties went, so Missy didn’t have any chance to pull Heather aside for a private talk.  Finally, she managed doing that and once they were alone in one of the spare rooms upstairs, she closed the door and looked at her sister. 
 
    Heather wasn’t sure why Missy had been so mysterious about dragging her upstairs for this little chat and right away she said, “Okay, Missy.  What’s going on?” 
 
    Missy smiled and said, “Relax!  I only wanted to ask about when you and Donald are planning your wedding.  Have you decided anything yet?” 
 
    “Oh, well … we figured maybe June.  Just like Aaron and Michelle are thinking, since you’re either busy at the academy or else doing Army training and there aren’t that many opportunities.  As my Maid of Honor …” 
 
    Missy interrupted and said, “Why not when I’m home for Christmas?  I don’t think I’ll have to be over in Afghanistan this year.” 
 
    Heather laughed, saying, “But that only gives us a month and I doubt we can arrange things that quickly.”  She was surprised Missy would even suggest this. 
 
    “Okay, but … how many days late is your period, Heather?” 
 
    “My period?  Why, I’m a few days overdue but that’s happened before.  Whenever I get stressed, you know?  Between my busy work schedule and the holiday celebrations and knowing Donald was probably going to propose …”  Heather suddenly paled visibly as she realized Missy obviously was asking all this for a reason.  “What?  What do you know?  Are you going to say I’m pregnant?” 
 
    Missy nodded her head and said, “Congratulations!  I was guessing you didn’t know.  That’s why I wanted to get you aside, away from the others.  I didn’t want you to be blindsided by this in front of anyone.  Will Donald be happy?” 
 
    “Wow!”  Heather sat there a moment, stunned and silent.  Then she brightened and said, “Oh, yes!  He’s going to be thrilled.  We both will be very happy to have a child.  We just hadn’t anticipated being happy quite this soon.  I get why you’re thinking our wedding ought to be next month.  Gee!  This is indeed a surprise!”  She giggled. 
 
    Missy smiled and said, “Oh, well … you might say this is more of a double surprise.  You see … you’re having twins!” 
 
    ----- 
 
    Later, after Heather had shared the news with Donald, Missy had needed to explain things once again.  Yes, she was able to sense there were two embryos.  No, she didn’t yet know if boys or girls or one of each.  Yes, she was absolutely positive.  No, she had no idea whether either child might be a supernatural.  And … yes … because of their family genetics, that was indeed a very real possibility.  They’d talked about that earlier, of course, when Missy had revealed to Donald how she was a werecat-witch with all her many abilities. 
 
    Heather and Donald were very excited and, while wanting to wait a couple months before sharing their news with the rest of the world, they did let Heather’s parents know.  Plus John and Patrick.  All of a sudden, they needed to plan for a wedding which would now be only a month away. 
 
    The afternoon eventually transitioned into early evening and, thanks to yet another beautiful day outside with the temperature in the mid-fifties, most of the cooking was done on a couple of barbeque grills out on the patio.  There were burgers and hot dogs, chicken and steak tips, and lots of other food as well.  And drinks.  Yes, Michelle’s dad had indeed planned all this, having known Aaron would be proposing, and this party really hadn’t been all that impromptu an event after all. 
 
    Missy had just finished enjoying her second helping of steak, cooked extra rare, when her smart phone rang.  From the ringtone, she knew it would be Marcia Goodding.  “P” Branch had an aircraft standing by at Logan airport, just in case.  Marcia and her husband Les had spent this holiday weekend in Boston.  Missy looked at Mike and said, “I think we may need to say our goodbyes.”  Then she answered her phone. 
 
    Marcia said, “Missy, I hope your visit home has gone well.  But, as we had warned might happen, your help is needed.  Oliver is very sure he’s sensing residual energy from a very powerful witch over at the embassy in Turkey.  They were merely touring through the empty building over there today, since it’s the weekend and most folks are off.  But, he could definitely feel something, from one of the offices.  He even thinks it’s maybe from a water witch.  His mother was a water witch, you know.” 
 
    ‘Yeah, I remember that.”  Missy sighed.  “I’m guessing the person who belongs to that office isn’t anyone in the “P” Branch database.” 
 
    “He’s not.  The man’s name is Arvind Pancholi.  He’s originally from India but has been working for the CIA and the Foreign Service for maybe twenty years.  It’s possible, of course, that he’s merely a latent witch and there’s nothing to worry about.  His position isn’t at a very high level but, if it turns out he might be a spy?  Well … there’s definitely a lot of stuff which he has access to.” 
 
    “And, what makes you worry I might be needed over there?”  Missy had reviewed various possible scenarios with Drew Martinson, the head of “P” Branch.  She knew any unknown supernaturals found at any of the U.S. Embassies would be considered a very high risk until properly cleared.  This was why “P” Branch had been keeping an aircraft ready to whisk her over there, ever since Oliver and Candace had started their tour. 
 
    Marcia said, “Well, the man is currently not home and no one knows where he might be.  If he comes back to work Monday morning and checks out okay, that’s one thing.  But …” 
 
    Missy interrupted and said, “Yeah, if he doesn’t check out okay or, worse yet, if he doesn’t show up for work, then my abilities might come in handy.  I understand.  It’s what we talked about.”  Both Drew and General Blake had asked if she was willing to deal with possible situations like this.  Unknowns which potentially might be her country’s worst nightmare.  And, she’d told them she wouldn’t refuse any call to duty like that, but only after she first discussed it with Mike and got his full support. 
 
    “Okay then,” said Marcia.  “Your buddy Sergeant Town will pick you and Mike up.  You’re at his house, right?” 
 
    “Yeah.  We’ll be ready.”  Missy smiled to herself.  Sergeant First Class Henry Town had served with her while she was with Team Twenty-Two during Campaign Angel’s Wing that summer.  He was still assigned to this Special Forces team which had been reconstituted as the Army’s quick reaction force for dealing with any supernatural elements. 
 
    That had happened after she and Tracy had rescued Candace.  After the team had watched what Tracy did with her fireballs, burning up half a village, full disclosure had been necessary.  The team’s roster had been expanded since then and their commander had been promoted.  Thus, Major Grimes was now a major. 
 
    Sergeant Town was back in the U.S. due to his temporary assignment to West Point where he was assisting Major Khan with the special language class which General Blake had asked for.  Missy and a dozen others were learning Farsi and Pashto by taking an accelerated, intensive and total immersion course.  This was almost every day, in addition to all their other West Point classes and duties. 
 
    Missy knew Sergeant Town had to be thrilled about returning to the Mid-East and rejoining his team, even if only for a few days.  She wasn’t at all surprised he’d spent Thanksgiving up in Boston with Les and Marcia, rather than staying down at the academy during the holiday break. 
 
    As for her and Mike?  Well, they’d been able to enjoy themselves for the past forty-eight hours, free from any other responsibilities.  And, they’d continue being together for this new challenge.  So, it was all good. 
 
    Missy had advised “P” Branch she’d need to be at a hundred percent if and when they had her dealing with any unknown supernaturals.  And, that meant her Mike needed to be somewhere within five hundred miles, where she could fully experience him.  Otherwise, she would need to deal with the very huge void which being separated from him would cause her to feel inside.  While she could still function with that void and had done so a few times already, she wouldn’t be at a hundred percent.   
 
    An hour later, she and Mike were on the “P” Branch aircraft and headed for Turkey.  With the time difference, they’d be arriving in Ankara sometime late Sunday evening, local time.  Maybe she would get the chance to confront this Arvind Pancholi that night, if he’d returned to his home by then.  Otherwise, she’d be helping with the investigation as everyone tried to determine just who this witch might be and what had he been up to for the past twenty years.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Eight 
 
    Dec 1, 2019 
 
      
 
    Sami Massallah was ushered into the small office where Colonel Chory and Major Grimes were waiting.  He had flown commercial that morning, from Kabul, and this meeting was in secret.  As the CIA’s top Special Operations Group (SOG) operative in Afghanistan, he carried no identification which might associate him with the U.S. but worked under deep cover.  His reports were typically sent back via secure satellite links to Charles Winword back in Washington D.C. 
 
    Born and raised as a U.S. citizen, his Turkish ancestry, appearance and ability to speak that language had helped him rise to his current high position within the CIA’s most clandestine branch and he had been serving in the Middle East now for many years.  He had been brought into the very small circle of officials who knew about supernaturals and had been acting as liaison to Team Twenty-Two since mid-October.  It had been Intel from his operative right there in Ankara which had led to locating and stopping the WIJO bombing threat on Thanksgiving. 
 
    He had met with Major Grimes several times now but this was his first meeting with Colonel Chory.  Major Grimes made the introductions and they then discussed what little they’d managed to learn about Arvind Pancholi since Oliver had identified his office as having residual witch energy. 
 
    Colonel Chory said, “Tell me about your informant here in Ankara.  He’s the one who first reported hearing some things which could only have come from that Homeland Security traitor.  We’re now wondering if this Pancholi might have helped with getting that info to WIJO.” 
 
    Sami said, “Well, Mamdouh Ozdemir isn’t normally a source for information concerning WIJO.  He works in the Turkish Ministry of Foreign Affairs and I recruited him several years ago to infiltrate some of the anti-American groups here in Turkey.  As you know, after the U.S. invasion of Iraq in 2003 there have been several such groups.  Many here are opposed to the way the U.S. always favors and supports Israel.  Of course, some of these individuals are now actively supporting WIJO.” 
 
    “And, your guy learned there were high level secrets concerning U.S. border security which one group here in Ankara obtained and sent on to WIJO, right?”  Colonel Chory had been briefed how those secrets had to have been leaked by that traitor Philip Arnold, the official who had fled right after Manuel Rodriguez had been taken.  Thanks to Missy, Rodriguez had willingly agreed to going into the permanent custody of “P” Branch.  And, yeah … he had identified Philip Arnold as his source at Homeland Security who had been covering for him as well as feeding him all sorts of information.  The worldwide hunt for this traitor had so far been unsuccessful. 
 
    Sami nodded and said, “It was Mamdouh who brought me the information concerning the three attacks WIJO was planning against our Thanksgiving Day parades.  He heard his group leader and someone with WIJO discussing those plans.  But, he never managed to learn where his group leader had originally gotten all that leaked information which the Homeland Security traitor provided.  This witch Pancholi might be that guy, acting as go-between.  Do we know where he is right now?” 
 
    Major Grimes said, “Not yet.  The fact he’s probably using false identification papers to travel is suspicious.  If he were using his own ID’s, we would have located him by now.  We have facial recognition software searching through airport and train station departure photos, but he probably managed to hide himself from those.” 
 
    “Oliver seems pretty certain this witch is no longer anywhere in Ankara.”  Colonel Chory had listened to Oliver’s explanation that morning, all about energy and what Oliver could and could not sense, what he could and could not track, etc.  He was convinced.  Pancholi was gone.  Oliver was now staying near enough to Pancholi’s home where he could sense the man’s return, should he come back, but yet far enough away so Pancholi wouldn’t detect him. 
 
    Sami said, “And, Missy will be arriving later tonight?  I don’t mind saying this … I really am excited I’ll finally get to meet her.  I was told she somehow managed those mysterious explosions which took out that final suicide team before they could bomb the New York City parade, right?  Do we know how she managed that?  I mean, I realize she’s this powerful witch and also a werecat, but … well … I haven’t heard any details on this.” 
 
    Colonel Chory laughed.  “General Blake hasn’t provided me with any actual details on that either.  But, he claims she definitely did that.  Oliver says she keeps discovering more and more abilities and supposedly she can now teleport and make herself invisible.  The major and I are also very excited about having her back over here again.  If what Oliver says is true about what a water witch might be capable of doing?  We sure as hell will need her to deal with Pancholi.  Oliver says his air witch powers and abilities are absolutely no match and will be completely useless against a water witch.” 
 
    ----- 
 
    Askar-Samar Karimi was both frustrated and a little worried.  He had returned to his office in Herat the day before, after that disappointing meeting with Pancholi in Istanbul, only to learn about the unsuccessful attack in Pakistan where, once again, WIJO had been embarrassed because of Candace Axtell.  That had led to this meeting today with WIJO’s other Western Afghanistan leaders; all the mistakes and poor decisions related to what had happened in Islamabad were being thoroughly reviewed.  The meeting was well attended by over two dozen of their top leaders along with another forty military and quasi-military members. 
 
    There were many places to assign blame.  First, of course, was why hadn’t their Intel sources, both in the U.S. and in Pakistan, known about this girl’s visit until she was already at the U.S. Embassy?  It had come as a complete surprise when she had turned up there on the same day as the failed attack on New York City’s Thanksgiving Day Parade.  Next, why hadn’t their local forces in Islamabad been able to succeed? 
 
    True, there had been little opportunity since the girl had only stayed a couple days and could not be targeted while in the embassy or at the compound or at the airport, as security for those locations was impenetrable.  That really had only left when she was travelling back and forth between the embassy and the compound, which was when the attempt had been made.  Unfortunately, she had been very well guarded and her attackers had not been successful. 
 
    One of the leaders at this meeting said, “I’ve listened to the explanation about there being more than one vehicle so the exact vehicle this girl was in was not known.  But, why then weren’t all the vehicles blown up?  Or, even one?  While her capture would have been preferred, it would have been very good to have killed her.  Instead, once again we are portrayed as incompetents.” 
 
    The intelligence officer giving the briefing explained, “Even though they had little notice and no time to bring in any significant forces, there were several teams equipped with mortars, RPG’s and other heavy weapons.  Unfortunately, those teams were all attacked and either stopped or killed.  We believe this was by U.S. Special Forces teams which had anticipated all the locations and routes which might be used for deployment of such weapons.” 
 
    Another leader said, “So, the U.S. dangles as bait this Infidel who escaped from our base near Kushk last August, knowing we would attack, and then counters that attack?  Once again, we have failed and are made to look foolish?” 
 
    Karimi listened as the discussion continued and the complaints about all the recent failures were voiced.  And, while those failures were frustrating, it was his own association with the teams they’d sent to Philadelphia, Chicago and New York City which was making him worried.  While his role, having obtained key information leaked by that Homeland Security traitor, would have greatly advanced his rise within WIJO’s leadership had the attacks been successful, now he was tainted with the failures. 
 
    Most were discounting all the initial reports which they’d received as propaganda.  No one could really explain whatever top secret capability had enabled the U.S. government to make arrests in Philadelphia and Chicago, capturing all their trained volunteers who had infiltrated there.  Even more baffling were the mysterious explosions which had killed their New York City team.  Simultaneous explosions at three different locations. 
 
    But, what kept bothering Karimi was how those initial reports had claimed psychics were providing assistance to the FBI.  Just as Pancholi had claimed FBI psychics had reportedly helped in Mexico where Candace Axtell had initially been kidnapped.  Only, Pancholi was saying these psychics weren’t really psychics.  No, that description was obviously false, hiding the fact the U.S. was using special individuals with special abilities.  Special individuals like that porn star, the dancer.  Individuals doing things not humanly possible. 
 
    Doing impossible things like locating and rescuing Candace Axtell.  And, things like finding that Taliban base.  Pancholi claimed the girl dancing so outrageously had been a soldier, fighting in Afghanistan when that base had been captured.  She’d been badly wounded and yet, only a few weeks later?  She’d been dancing down in Mexico in ways not really possible.  Not for a normal human.  Coincidence?  Pancholi had said this porn star and those psychics were demons. 
 
    Karimi began reviewing in his mind what he’d learned after Candace Axtell had escaped.  He’d gone out to that village near Kushk to assist in the investigation.  There had been mysterious fires burning all throughout the village.  And, several of the deaths there had been very strange, with no visible wounds.  How had they died?  No one had seen anything but yet?  The Axtell girl had vanished.  True, there had been some gunfire but the entire incident had been very unusual.  Impossible.  Many things simply could not be explained.  And, these were things Pancholi had known nothing about.  These were things only known by himself and a few others who had gone out there with him.  Yes, maybe demons were responsible.  If so, however, he was going to need some very clear evidence to prove that. 
 
    On hearing someone mention Candace Axtell’s name he quickly tuned back in to the meeting.  A voice was saying, “It’s not likely we can succeed in Ankara.  The security is too solid there with no likely places we could attack.  But, we’re hearing the girl will next be going on to the embassy in Kabul.  Possibly there we might have a better opportunity.  We cannot afford any more mistakes so it would be better to merely let her leave and go back home rather than once again be seen to attack and fail at killing her.” 
 
    ----- 
 
    Missy and Mike had been briefed about Arvind Pancholi and, since Les was in constant contact with “P” Branch via satellite radios, they’d been getting various updates as quickly as they’d been available.  Their aircraft seemed almost empty with only the five of them in the cabin.  There were two pilots up forward, of course, but they were out of sight. 
 
    Most of the seats were typical of those in commercial business class, excellent for when they’d want to sleep, and Marcia had served some excellent meals.  They were seated now in the special area set up like a small conference room, with their seats all facing one another and a couple of small tables nearby.  Yes, it was all very plush … just another benefit of “P” Branch having unlimited resources. 
 
    Sergeant Town had been surprised at all the gear which had been stowed on board.  While Team Twenty-Two would have Missy’s rifles, if she needed them, her uniforms, special little back packs, and even her two throwing knives with their sheaths … all these as well as uniforms for Mike and various other unique items were there on the plane.  He especially liked the GPS collar she’d worn while a cat for two weeks while roaming all through the Korengal Valley and the Hindu Kush mountains.  After almost a year of bringing Missy around to various places, Les and Marsha had accumulated quite a supply of such things. 
 
    Mike looked up from reviewing his passport and said, “Michael Jones again, huh?”  Glancing over at Missy’s passport, he added, “And Melissa Smith?”  These were the “Alias Smith and Jones” identities they’d used a year earlier when they’d come over to Afghanistan for Missy’s recon up in the Hindu Kush mountains. 
 
    Les said, “Sure!  We didn’t think either of you would want to use your real identities in Turkey or anywhere else we need to visit during this trip.” 
 
    Marcia asked Missy, “How much do you know about what a water witch might be capable of doing?”  They’d been discussing various possible situations should Pancholi turn out to be a spy.  It was safer to assume he was guilty until proven innocent. 
 
    Missy said, “Actually, there’s a lot I’m sure I don’t know.  Oliver told me a little about his mother and I do know a few of them.  Tracy’s coven in Texas has one, the New York coven has two and the Salem coven also has two or three, I think.  I’ve not met all that many witches, of course, but I’m getting to meet them more and more!” 
 
    “Isn’t your plebe Emily’s twin brother a water witch?” asked Mike.  He’d met Scott Robinson who was on the freshman swim team at Colgate.  Mike was captain of the swim team at his college and, while it was in a different division, they had a lot in common and knew a lot of the same people.  Emily was not a witch but attended West Point and Missy was responsible for supervising her performance. 
 
    “Yes, he’s one of the ones I was thinking about from the New York coven.  Emily says she can never tell any fibs ‘cuz he’ll always rat her out.  They can sense whether someone is being truthful even better than any lie detector, because of their ability with energy associated with fluids.  More than half a person’s body weight is water.” 
 
    Marcia said, “Our database mentions how most witches have no power or ability when over water, as they get all their energy from the air or the earth or from fire but water witches are able to draw it from water and often can then act as an energy source for those other witches.” 
 
    “Yep, that’s true,” said Missy.  “Like right now, while we’re flying over the ocean, I can’t pull any energy from around myself.  Of course, since I’m also a werecat, I have all this special energy from within, so I too can act as an energy source to others.  That’s why I can Shift forms.  Remember the last time, Marcia, when we were bringing Candace back home from Afghanistan?  Tracy was drawing from me so she could float those light spheres of hers all around.”  She giggled as did Marcia.  That had been a fun time. 
 
    Les said, “Our database also mentions how water witches can use their ability to control fluids so they can affect anyone within a hundred feet or so.  If they’re powerful enough, they can stop the flow of blood, make the water inside a person boil or freeze, or … you know … torture or kill them slowly or quickly.” 
 
    “That’s why Oliver is saying he can’t help much,” said Marcia.  “Other than finding this guy Pancholi, which he can do from more than a hundred feet away, he says all he could do otherwise would be maybe put up some defensive wards.  He’s not even certain those would work, depending on how powerful the guy might be.” 
 
    Sergeant Town said, “Well, it’s a good thing our Missy can Shift into her spirit form.  I doubt he can affect her then but she’ll still be able to kick his ass.  Hoo-yah!”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Nine 
 
    Dec 1, 2019 
 
      
 
    Arvind Pancholi had sent out several email requests to his various contacts and, by the time he arrived in Bogota, Colombia, he had some answers back.  Over the years, his being in the CIA had enabled him to find a great many contacts and informants.  He’d wanted more info on this drug dealer Manuel Rodriguez and also on that mysterious agency inside the U.S. government known as “P” Branch, so he’d reached out to these individuals, promising payment in return for whatever information they might come up with. 
 
    Benedict had told him quite a bit about Rodriguez and his vast criminal organization but had known hardly anything about “P” Branch.  Likewise, of course, he’d known nothing about supernaturals.  Hence, the fairly low price Pancholi had needed to pay for the files on McCrea and Bessom in the first place.  And, it wasn’t surprising Benedict had not understood the significance of there being that secret government agency.  This “P” Branch had obviously been supporting McCrea, Bessom and whomever else from the supernatural community the U.S. government had managed getting help from.   
 
    After checking into his hotel and ordering from room service to have his dinner served up in his room, he downloaded all his email replies.  There wasn’t much about “P” Branch but he was able to confirm what Benedict had told him about Rodriguez.  He had some excellent sources, of course, so there was plenty more.  Manuel Diego Lefevre Rodriguez had also been known as “the Frenchman” and had been greatly feared.  He had mainly operated from his estate outside a small town about twenty kilometers from Bogota.  His organization had controlled the bulk of the drugs being exported to the U.S. and the cartels had all known better than to attempt going around him. 
 
    Both in Colombia and in several other South American countries, the major cartels had all been dealing through the Frenchman.  Rodriguez’s crime organization had grown so large, controlling illegal activities in all areas, that accepting his terms had become the best option for those drug cartels.  Now that he had disappeared, some of the cartels were attempting to deal direct but most were still working through the organization he’d left behind.  Evidently, for various reasons, that was still the better option. 
 
    In addition to controlling drugs, the Rodriguez organization had controlled many of the other illegal activities throughout South America and Mexico.  Candace Axtell had merely been one of the many young girls kidnapped by local talent at one of the many locations under that wide ranging control.  For just a few hundred dollars, these local men would take all the risks involved with the initial kidnappings.  Then, after his organization had made certain the girls’ disappearances had truly left no trace behind and had prepared false identification papers and passports, it arranged for each girl to be transported and sold to an overseas buyer.  Rodriguez had several people handling all such activities for him but none of the links in those chains of control could be connected back to his organization.  Likewise, the money trail could not be followed back to him either. 
 
    Murder had often been used as an expedient method for severing any possible ties and dealing with his enemies.  Worse, Rodriquez was known to have those who opposed him forced to watch while their wives and daughters were raped and killed.  Then, they themselves were finally disposed of.  It had been fear rather than loyalty which had kept Rodriguez in power. 
 
    Ironically, it had actually been Rodriguez’s orders to kill the two guys who had kidnapped the general’s niece.  Benedict explained how this all came out after Jacques Arbogast disappeared, obviously into the hands of those at “P” Branch.  Arbogast had only been carrying out orders when he’d arranged to have them blown up in their own home.  That, of course, had almost killed the FBI “psychics” who had managed bringing the CAT task force investigators out there to arrest them.  Pancholi knew those psychics had to be finder witches and from “P” Branch rather than the FBI. 
 
    And, after Candace Axtell had miraculously been located and rescued?  That same task force had left Cancun and gone to Bogota, chasing after Rodriguez.  No doubt, Rodriguez was now either dead or also in the hands of those at “P” Branch.  But, Pancholi was going to learn what those left behind in his organization might know, starting with that number two man, Pablo Estaban. 
 
    Then, according to the emails he was looking at, he should probably try to also meet with Carlos Mancini, the man who had replaced Rodriguez.  He had just finished sending out a few more emails, seeking some info on this Mancini, when room service knocked on his door.  Dinner had arrived. 
 
    ----- 
 
    Missy and Mike really enjoyed their reunion with Colonel Chory, Major Grimes and the Team Twenty-Two guys along with Candace and Oliver, of course.  This was inside a special conference room, out of sight and secure.  Only those who knew about supernaturals were present.  Colonel Chory led the briefing as to what was known and what they could only guess about, at this point.  Arvind Pancholi had been an agent for the CIA for many years but not at a very high level.  Likewise, his role at the embassy had not been very important.  As for his possible powers and abilities as a witch, all they had to go on was what Oliver had sensed.  After some discussion, all were agreed on the go forward plans. 
 
    There had been no luck finding Pancholi and, according to the man’s supervisor at the embassy, he was not due back on Monday but was taking some vacation.  While that supposedly would only be for a few days, the supervisor explained nothing was definite and he really had no idea where Pancholi might have gone or why he’d needed this last minute vacation. 
 
    They were introduced to the CIA’s special operative Sami Massallah and thanked him for his help both in discovering the planned Thanksgiving Day attacks and then, when they’d needed personal items for tracing the WIJO teams, he’d been able to identify which training camps had been used.  Team Twenty-Two had then raided those camps and been able to ship back enough gear and other stuff left behind that finding those teams had been possible, tracking their residual energy. 
 
    Finally, having said their goodbyes to everyone, Missy and Mike retired to their VIP room, down the hall from the one Candace and Oliver were staying in.  They had no sooner closed and locked the door when Missy just disappeared, leaving her clothing behind to fall on the floor.  Moments later, she reappeared over on the bed, still in her human form.  She was laughing at Mike who was still standing there, staring at her with an amused expression on his face. 
 
    Missy could barely stop giggling but managed saying, “Hey, I hope you got enough sleep on the plane and aren’t too jet lagged or anything.  Now, let’s see how quickly you can get naked and join me over here!”  She was really amped up, full of mischievous energy, and definitely wanted to play.  Her eyes filled with yellow specks and began that amorous glow which Mike had learned meant his mate was especially horny. 
 
    “I see you obviously don’t want any pussyfooting around!”  Mike laughed and quickly removed his clothes, watching appreciatively as Missy made quite a show of arranging pillows, turning back the covers and crawling between the sheets.  He wasted no time in joining her there.  He was fully aroused by that time and pulled her into his arms, pressing his hard erection where she couldn’t help but notice it. 
 
    Missy wriggled up against Mike’s big hard body, positioning herself so his wonderful shaft was right at her entrance and she began rubbing the slick wet folds of her sex all along its length, which grew even harder as she did so.  She had relaxed all her controls and, having done that, found she didn’t need any foreplay.  She was ready and wanted him to know it.  When he pushed himself inside, sliding slowly until he filled her completely, she moaned.  They both began moving and soon found their rhythm as he pulled back and pushed into her, again and again, somehow plunging deeper each time, thrust after wonderful thrust. 
 
    Mike loved it when Missy’s body was joined with his, moving with him yet managing to somehow move all on its own, her “magnificent muscles and fabulous flesh” showing just how fantastic her enjoyment and pleasure was, even while she worked at pleasing him.  She met each of his thrusts with welcoming movements which only she was capable of making, in spite of her never wanting to allow her supernatural abilities to affect their lovemaking.  She couldn’t help it … she was what she was. 
 
    Mike knew when Missy’s spasms and convulsions began so quickly that she was already beyond her threshold and well into her orgasmic state; this was unique and special, something only she was capable of.  Yeah, this would be one of those times when she would simply continue, her multiple orgasms building so each one was more powerful than the one before, bringing her to an incredible place.  She began yelling and screaming which quickly brought him over the brink as well.  His orgasm was powerful and, momentarily, he went off to some mindless place himself.  By the time he managed being aware of her once again, she had almost finished.  He squeezed her rear and held tight as she at last went limp, totally spent. 
 
    Mike knew the past several days had really taken their toll on Missy, in spite of how normal she was acting with everyone.  Instead of being able to slowly unwind, returning to the academy where she’d only need to deal with the stresses and challenges associated with all her training there, she’d been rushed over here to deal with yet another crisis.  It hadn’t been any surprise she’d taken this opportunity to completely let go with him. 
 
    He waited a few moments and then asked, “Hey, Missy?  Are you back yet?  Do you know where you are again?”  He chuckled as her exhausted body gave him no reaction whatsoever.  No, she was gone, as only she could go, oblivious now as that body of hers recharged itself.  Her passionate release on occasions like this was so complete and so powerful, it truly would knock her out. 
 
    Mike sighed and pulled her close, shifting them both so they were no longer lying in that huge wet spot they’d made on the bed.  Wrapping himself around her, he too relaxed and soon drifted off to oblivion as well. 
 
    ----- 
 
    Tracy signed herself back in at the academy and then made her way over to her room.  John had driven her down and she was still experiencing that post-coital glow from the quickie he’d insisted on.  Her fault for having suggested having sex in the back seat of his car after they’d driven north four days earlier; now, he seemed to think doing it there was somehow extra fun.  Of course, it had indeed been extra fun! 
 
    Twenty minutes later there was a knock on her door.  When she opened it, Sally Navarro was standing there, obviously bursting with excitement.  She invited her in and then said, “Missy isn’t back yet.  I’d tell you where she is but then … you know …” 
 
    Sally interrupted saying, “Yeah, yeah … you’d have to kill me and don’t want to clean up the mess.  Ha, ha!”  She had only recently learned about Missy and Tracy being supernaturals and had actually witnessed the three explosions Missy had caused, killing the WIJO terrorists.  She and her boyfriend Troy Dangelmeyer had been in the “P” Branch helicopter, tracking them from high above when that had happened. 
 
    The terrorists had already been wearing their suicide vests and Missy hadn’t wanted to risk anyone being blown up by them during any attempted arrests.  After triggering their own explosives, while in her spirit form, she’d then blinked herself back to Mike’s bedroom.  Sally hadn’t had any chance to talk to Missy since then.  When their helicopter had returned and landed at Newark Airport, she and Troy had then gone on to her home for Thanksgiving.  He’d stayed with her until bringing her back to the academy an hour earlier. 
 
    “You and Missy … wow!  That’s all I can say, Tracy.  Your secrets are safe with me, of course, but I just have to say something about this.  So, yeah … wow, wow, wow!  Okay?”  She broke out laughing and watched as Tracy closed her door. 
 
    “Alrighty, then!  Okay.  Sure!  But, never mind the little secrets Missy and I may have been keeping.  Missy tells me you and Troy now have identical scents which means you’re fully bonded.  All.  The.  Way.  Soulmates.  Welcome to our world, where having great sex is not only great sex but also enables your witch soulmate to fully develop all his powers and abilities.”  Tracy was now the one who broke out laughing.  She began wiggling her eyebrows up and down and asked, “Well?  Spill, Sally!  How was your holiday and how was Troy?” 
 
    Sally actually blushed but it was obvious how happy she was.  “Troy is more than I’d ever dreamed possible.  We had such a great time!  And, my parents even like him.  Lots!  They know I’ve been hurt before and were ready to give him a hard time about treating me right but … well … he just couldn’t have been nicer.  They could see he really does care about me.” 
 
    Tracy was thrilled since she also knew about all those times Sally had been hurt.  “When I asked you to spill, I wasn’t asking for you to talk about your parents.  Now, how was it with Troy?” 
 
    Again, Sally blushed, but only a little.  “You know how it was.  I’m totally in love with that man and I don’t care about how that helps him be a witch.  He tried explaining what you just said, how we’re soulmates and how he has already experienced some changes, some increases in what he can do … you know.  But, that doesn’t matter to me.  What matters is he really says he loves me and I’m the most important person in the whole world for him.” 
 
    “Well, like I said when you first came in … welcome to our world.”  Tracy was getting a big kick out of how love-struck her friend was and was also pleased Sally now knew about witches.  She didn’t have many non-witch friends whom she could talk openly with about some of the things she and Missy had been doing.  And, she did like Troy.  She even liked his mother.  Sortof.  “Hey, have you met Angelina yet?” 
 
    “His mom?  Well, not yet … but, I’ll be staying there at his home for Christmas.  He says he’ll introduce me to his coven then as well.”  Looking over at Missy’s bed she asked, “So, where is Missy, anyway?  It’s way late now … I know she can magically just make herself appear but, what about signing in?” 
 
    Tracy laughed and said, “Oh, she really is out chasing after spies.  Our Superintendent knows she’ll probably be a few days late returning.  I’m sure he’ll cover for her.  Sergeant Town is with her, if that matters.” 
 
    Sally was one of the ones taking the extra language class and knew Sergeant Town was only back on temporary duty, still assigned to the Special Forces unit which Missy had served with that past summer.  “Are these spies here in the U.S. or is she back overseas again?” 
 
    While Sally had recently been introduced to the supernatural world, Tracy knew she hadn’t yet learned all about “P” Branch.  And, although Troy had agreed to join the other finder witches with the FBI Psychic Division, he hadn’t learned about them either.  She said, “You did hear me explain how if I told you, etc., etc. right?  You really do not want to know.” 
 
    Sally laughed and said, “You’re right!  I really don’t want to know.  I’m betting those government folks who Troy was helping … um … they’re much higher up than that FBI Division he’s part of now … never mind.  Troy and I talked about that.  He doesn’t want to know either.”  She let out a long sigh. 
 
    Tracy nodded and said, “Hopefully, you and Troy won’t need to know.  Then again, you did agree to take that extra language class with us.  You do know General Blake requested that special class, right?  Now that the genie is out of the bottle, I’m not sure you can really put it back in again.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Ten 
 
    Dec 2, 2019 
 
      
 
    Missy woke up that Monday morning feeling especially great.  Ankara, a city of five million people, was situated like a bowl surrounded by mountains and high hills.  Her body had drawn energy from those mountains and hills all night long and, combined with the wonderful lovemaking she had enjoyed with Mike right before blissfully passing out, she now was feeling more alive than ever before.  She had learned to really appreciate all the things she could feel and experience while in one of her physical forms, now that she’d been in her spirit form a number of times.  There was nothing like having absolutely no sense of touch, taste or physical feelings whatsoever to heighten her awareness of how special it was when she did have those senses. 
 
    She quickly roused Mike and then they both showered and dressed for the day.  Their Army fatigues had no names, ranks or insignias and Missy wore no makeup or jewelry.  They didn’t really want to get noticed and, luckily, no one seemed to pay them any attention as they made their way back down to their special conference room.  They slipped inside and joined Les and Marsha for breakfast. 
 
    Meanwhile, Candace Axtell was in the cafeteria, wearing a very pretty dress and looking gorgeous.  She had been in Ankara now for two days and everyone knew who she was.  Being beautiful and famous, she was quite the celebrity and her entourage was definitely drawing quite a crowd of interested onlookers.  Colonel Chory and Major Grimes were there, as were “Goldie’s Boys” and various embassy staff personnel, both those who had come along from Pakistan and those from right there in Turkey. 
 
    Sami Massallah had avoided being seen in public with any of them, of course, and would be meeting with his operative Mamdouh Ozdemir secretly to learn what, if anything, he might know about Arvind Pancholi.  Having a suspect he could now name and provide a photo of might help Mamdouh in his efforts to uncover secrets on his end. 
 
    The plan was for Candace and Oliver to tour the embassy, as had been arranged.  They’d be able to meet with everyone, as they’d done in Islamabad, with Colonel Chory introducing them and assuring they received the full VIP welcome.  Since the colonel was acting on behalf of General Blake, this carried the full weight of the CENTCOM commander, but that was hardly needed due to Candace’s own celebrity status.  Oliver, of course, would be able to sense if any other supernaturals might be there. 
 
    Missy waited just long enough for the embassy to confirm Pancholi hadn’t shown up for work and then she Shifted to her spirit form and blinked herself to where Staff Sergeant Brent Carter was watching Pancholi’s home, a townhouse.  Her teleporting ability enabled her to find and go to any person she already knew, provided that person was within five hundred miles.  And, Carter was one of the guys she’d been close with that summer, fighting side-by-side with him on several occasions. 
 
    Her bronze star award had been for dragging him and another team member to safety.  After seeing them each go down, she’d gone out under enemy fire to pull them back from their exposed positions, in spite of having already been hit once herself.  She’d been shot twice more while doing so but had still managed saving them before passing out. 
 
    Thus, she quickly took herself right to where Sergeant Carter was waiting for her.  Using Mike to communicate with him on their special radio headsets, she then had him point out where to go.  She had studied a map of the area the night before, during their briefing, so once Carter identified the exact location, she was able to go on, no problem.  She could tell he was finding it a little hard to believe she was actually right there with him, only invisible.  He grinned broadly, however, once she tugged a little bit on his beard right after she had Mike tell him she’d be doing that. 
 
    She was glad she had now learned a little bit about protection spells since it was very likely Pancholi had warded his place.  She therefore proceeded with some caution, rather than simply blitzing directly inside.  Having experienced what it was like to pass through wards when she’d visited the Salem coven was already coming in handy.  And, sure enough, Pancholi’s place did have a protection circle and several strong wards which she was able to detect. 
 
    She had no idea whether Pancholi might notice when she breeched these protections of his.  Margaret Adamson had certainly noticed but, of course, she’d been right there, inside her circle.  Once a witch was some distance away, according to what she’d been told, his or her ability to notice would fade.  The wards themselves, however, would remain at full strength, only fading gradually over time. 
 
    At any rate, she worked her way around, then up above and finally down below, sensing what was there.  She could tell the resistance would be minimal for her entering from directly under his place and coming up from there.  So, she did that and had no difficulty passing right through.  Once she was inside, she could no longer detect any wards or energy spells.  She went to work, then, searching carefully throughout his home. 
 
    She needed very little light to “see” but she did need to move things around in order to examine them.  Reading any books or documents required opening them up and paging through the contents, “experiencing” one page at a time.  This was tedious and not very helpful since she wasn’t able to read any of the foreign languages and only a few things were in English.  She made certain to place them all back in their original locations and moved on.  There was a desktop computer but it was off and she made no attempt to power that up.  Let the government experts handle pulling any data from that, should doing so be needed. 
 
    She spent the entire day in there, checking with Mike every so often.  Carter remained on watch outside along with two other Team Twenty-Two guys.  Pancholi never showed up, unfortunately; she’d have been quite happy to have him walk in so she could confront him.  She conducted as thorough a search as she could but nothing was jumping out which might be useful. 
 
    The man not only lived alone but apparently never had any visitors.  His scent was the only one she was able to experience.  What struck her the most about him and convinced her he really must be a spy of some kind was how he really had left behind nothing of significance.  His personal belongings could all be abandoned and easily replaced.  There were no keys.  She had already learned, while they were trying to trace him, that he apparently didn’t own any vehicles and only used public transportation. 
 
    Other than some utility bills, his mail was yielding nothing … mostly just a few magazines and some recent junk mail.  She found no bank accounts, no credit card accounts, no identification papers or passports, no deeds or property records … whatever he needed, he either had taken it all with him or else he could access it electronically. 
 
    This was not typical of a home in which someone lived a normal life, especially for as many years as he’d been there.  No, this seemed more like a temporary place for him with hardly more than what might be found in a hotel suite.  Just his clothing and some toiletries but no photos or special personal items.  There were inexpensive prints hanging on the walls but these were merely for decoration and didn’t reveal much about him as a person.  The kitchen wasn’t stocked with much either, other than some canned goods, some coffee and some tea.  There was little in the refrigerator.  She guessed he probably ate out most of the time.  There were a couple bottles of wine. 
 
    The more she searched, the more convinced she became.  Pancholi had been living in this townhouse in constant readiness for taking off at any time and never returning.  Whatever he might own that had meaning or value was somewhere else and not here.  She found no secret compartments or hidden places and, being able to pass right through all the furniture as well as the walls, floors and ceilings, had there been any such places she would have found them. 
 
    ----- 
 
    Colonel Chory looked at the others and said, “So, we’re not much further ahead today then we were yesterday.”  They were once again gathered in their special conference room back in the compound.  Missy had described what she’d noticed inside Pancholi’s town house and Sami had briefed them with what little info his operative Mamdouh Ozdemir had been able to provide.  Looking at Oliver, whom he’d spent the day introducing to everyone at the embassy, the colonel added, “I suppose the fact Oliver couldn’t sense any other supernaturals over here today is good.” 
 
    Les said, “While we haven’t obtained any proof Pancholi is a spy, everything we’ve learned about him is all very suspicious, pointing to that.  And, from what Sami’s told us, there definitely was someone right here in Ankara feeding WIJO with leaked information.  If and when Pancholi returns, we should be able to grab him easily enough.  No one at the embassy was told about him being a suspect, right?”  They’d agreed the night before to not explain anything to Pancholi’s supervisor. 
 
    “No,” said Major Grimes.  “And, I’m leaving Warrant Officer Morley plus six others from my team back here to watch his place and wait for him.”  Warrant Officer Thomas Morley was his assistant commander and had been fully briefed on what a water witch might be capable of doing.  “They’ll make certain to apprehend this guy with at least two men positioned more than a hundred feet away, ready to take him out with tranquilizer rounds if needed.” 
 
    Oliver said, “If he doesn’t return in a week or so, you can confiscate his office equipment from the embassy.  There’s enough residual energy from his mouse and keyboard and the seat from his chair … those can be used by any finder witch to get a signal, once he’s somewhere inside of a hundred miles or so.”  Looking at Missy he added, “And, Missy knows his scent, of course.  Hopefully, you’ll find some way to narrow the search area so this can help you get him.” 
 
    Marcia asked, “What more can we learn about the WIJO connection?”  Looking at Sami, she continued with, “Can Ozdemir find out any more from that group leader who was passing info on to WIJO?  I realize this is closing the barn door after the horse has fled but still … I’m sure General Blake must be asking his Intel team who over here was behind those Thanksgiving Day Parade attacks, right?”  She looked at Candace and added, “Not to mention who was responsible for holding poor Candace.” 
 
    Sami chuckled and said, “You mean, whoever might have survived what Missy and her friend Tracy did?”  He gave Missy an admiring glance.  “I realize that was merely a surgical strike and you two didn’t actually kill everyone out there but I’ve received several reports now from my sources.  There was a group of WIJO high officials who went out to Kushk to investigate.  They executed the top individual at that camp just to make a clear statement about those who fail in their duty.  I understand he was actually only second in command but the one in charge had already been killed during your attack.”  He looked back at Marcia and said, “At any rate, to answer your first question, my operatives have been working on locating and identifying all the WIJO leaders as top priority.” 
 
    Colonel Chory said, “Yes, I know General Blake’s been getting those reports of yours from Charles Winword’s office.  We can ask him tomorrow how well his Intel team is doing with what they have so far.  He’ll be there when we arrive in Kabul.  He’s hoping Missy might come along with us, since she’s already over here anyway.”  Looking at Missy, he said, “He doesn’t think another day or so away from West Point will matter but, if you want, he can call the Superintendent for you.” 
 
    Missy said, “That won’t be necessary, sir.  The Supe was briefed about my possibly coming over here back when this tour for Candace and Oliver was first arranged.  This way, if Oliver finds any more witches at our embassy in Kabul, I’ll be right there, merely a blink away.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Eleven 
 
    Dec 3, 2019 
 
      
 
    Askar-Samar Karimi returned to his office after yet another special meeting with the other leaders.  Once again, they’d wanted to review recent events, looking for some assurance their future plans had not been compromised.  With three of their teams all captured or killed, were their other teams at risk? 
 
    What those three teams all had in common, aside from their intended targets and the Thanksgiving Day attack date, was each team had contained many new members, all volunteers recently sent from various WIJO training camps.  Since Karimi had provided the Intel helping to get those new members into the U.S., he had been thoroughly questioned.  In addition, not only had those volunteers managed to infiltrate, using his Intel, but likewise all the explosives and equipment sent separately had been cleared through customs because of Intel he’d obtained from the same source. 
 
    Although the Intel had proven accurate and reliable, helping place many WIJO trained personnel into other teams as well, they didn’t want to take any chances.  Even more a concern, were their special shipments somehow being tracked?  These had all arrived safely enough but what if the U.S. had merely been clearing them in order to determine final destinations?  Could that have been what had happened to their teams in Philadelphia, Chicago and New York? 
 
    Karimi asked his special assistant, Kahliq Abdul Tabish, to join him.  Tabish had been at this meeting and had watched and listened while Karimi had been answering all the various questions the leaders had asked him.  He gestured for Tabish to close his office door and then he waited for him to be seated.  Tabish had been with him for a long time and he wanted his advice. 
 
    Tabish sat down and said, “They don’t trust your spy in Ankara very much.  Even if all the information he sold you was good, they now suspect either he or that Homeland Security traitor might be playing us.  Your spy is with the CIA, right?  Either one of them, or possibly both of them … yeah, one or both might be feeding us those procedures we used for our shipments and then tracking them once they’re inside the U.S.  I can see that.” 
 
    Karimi shook his head and said, “While they’re all scrambling in there to explain things in ways which make sense, that’s not really possible.  Our shipments were not tracked.  And, what about those explosions?  How were all those suicide vests and explosives detonated at the same time?  No, those were not somehow tracked and then also fitted with remote controls as was suggested at our meeting.  Giving these cursed Infidels credit for high tech abilities which we can never discover is not helpful.” 
 
    “What other explanation is there?  After all, the U.S. technology is the best in the world.” 
 
    “No, no, not that.  I have been reviewing some of the other ways the U.S. has been hurting us recently, ways that have nothing to do with any shipments into their country or any Intel they might have provided to us.” 
 
    Tabish asked, “You mean like how that girl was rescued?  Candace Axtell?  Ever since you returned from your investigation into that, you’ve been saying there’s more to it than we know.” 
 
    “Yes, and my spy in Ankara is trying to sell me some files which just might reveal more.  He claims the U.S. government has special individuals with special powers.  According to him, they were definitely involved in rescuing that general’s niece and may have been how our teams were located and how those explosions in Pennsylvania were triggered.” 
 
    “Special individuals?  Special powers?”  Tabish was skeptical and that was obvious by the tone in his voice. 
 
    Karimi said, “Yes.  Demons, actually.  While I realize that’s rather difficult to believe, it’s not impossible and explains a lot of things which otherwise cannot be explained.” 
 
    “Such as?”  Tabish shook his head from side-to-side, grimacing, and then continued, saying, “I can just see what our leaders would say if you try blaming all these recent disasters on demons!” 
 
    “Some examples are how half that village where the Axtell girl was being held was set on fire.  How several guards were all found dead but with no wounds, including Ashraf Quasim al-Hussain, who we had in charge out there.  How the U.S. forces somehow located the girl in the first place.  Just as they located our teams and prevented them from attacking those Thanksgiving Day Parades.” 
 
    “Wow … you can obtain proof those are all connected?” 
 
    “Not yet,” said Karimi.  “I’ve asked my spy to obtain some actual proof before I agree to pay him anything.  So far, this is merely a lot of coincidences and mysteries, but this even goes back to some earlier events.  He claims one of these so-called special individuals was there when that Taliban base was destroyed in August.” 
 
    Tabish raised his eyebrows and then nodded.  “Many of our leaders were killed or captured when that happened.  The U.S. was behind all that, of course.  Our leaders should have left that base once those three Germans escaped.  That’s when the location must have been discovered … it was only a matter of time after that.  Maybe you should add that rescue to your mysteries, right?” 
 
    Karimi stared at Tabish in surprise.  “You are correct, of course!  I hadn’t actually considered that particular mystery but it fits.  My spy claims the U.S. succeeded because these special individuals helped during that campaign.  Tell me more about those Germans and how they escaped.  I remember hearing something about them but since it wasn’t anything our leaders were involved with or concerned about …” 
 
    Tabish said, “Well, I heard this from one of our leaders who did leave the base shortly after that incident.  This was early this year, in January, remember?  There was a press conference in Germany showing these three men who the Taliban had kidnapped and were holding for ransom.  It was claimed the U.S. Special Forces rescued them.  Only, there was never any attack out there.  Those men had been chained up and their prison cell was deep inside the base.  Somehow, they simply vanished.  By the time it was noticed they were missing, that press conference in Germany was already happening.” 
 
    “No attack?  But, surely there must have been commandos who went into that base.  And, how were they picked up and flown to safety?” 
 
    “Maybe,” said Tabish.  “But no trace was ever found … that’s why I say it’s a mystery.  Plus, there was one mysterious death.  He wasn’t a guard but had maybe just been in the wrong place at the wrong time.  His body was discovered very near the ventilation shaft through which these prisoners escaped.” 
 
    “Why was his death mysterious?” 
 
    “Well … he had no wounds, no obvious cause of death.  Just like those guards you say died at that village, right?” 
 
    “Ahh!”  Karimi was very excited about this information.  “Now you see why I want to see the files on these demons my spy can identify.  Our leaders can triple check all those special shipments but that won’t help if these demons are real and can find our teams anyway.” 
 
    “Do you know what those shipments contain?” asked Tabish.  “I’ve not heard anything about the plans our leaders have for our teams over there.  They’ve been keeping that a big secret.” 
 
    “Well, I don’t know the specific targets but I do know what the training was which our teams received.  Rather than parades, they will be attacking open stadiums where sporting events are being held.  Those shipments contained special drones which can be fitted with highly toxic biological agents.  These drones can be remotely controlled, of course.  We obtained the drone technology from the U.S. and the toxins, a new strain of botulism with no antidote, are from Iraq.” 
 
    “What about anti-drone technology?  The U.S. has gotten very careful ever since someone actually landed a drone on the White House lawn a few years ago.  Don’t all their airports and sports stadiums now have equipment to protect against drones?”  
 
    Karimi smiled and said, “Oh, yes!  But, thanks to all the info my Ankara spy obtained for me from that Homeland Security traitor, we should be able to fully disable those defenses right before we launch our drones.  My role in our successful attacks will of course be appreciated.”  
 
    Tabish said, “So, yes, these drones can maybe release toxins at, say, a football stadium filled with thousands of spectators, huh?  Perhaps at several football stadiums, all at the same time?  Excellent!  I can understand why our leaders are so anxious about trusting your spy and making sure our remaining teams cannot be stopped.  We will prevail and make our statement for the whole world to see!  Death to these Infidels!” 
 
    ----- 
 
    Both jets had safe flights from Ankara to Kabul and landed safely.  The Army’s jet brought Candace Axtell and her entourage while with the “P” Branch jet had all those now travelling with Missy.  General Blake was there waiting for them and security was at the highest level; there were no attacks.  The media coverage was extensive, but it was all for the general and his niece; Missy and those in the “P” Branch jet were all ignored and managed to process through customs and immigration unnoticed. 
 
    Once again, Candace and Oliver went over to the embassy for the full VIP tour while Missy and Mike went to the military compound where they holed up in a quiet conference room with Les, Marsha and some of the Team Twenty-Two members.  Since the general was now showing his niece around, Colonel Chory stayed there with them as well. 
 
    Marsha said, “We now have the complete file from the CIA on this Arvind Pancholi but, like everything else so far, it doesn’t really tell us much.  He was supposedly only a low level operative, not really cleared for anything important, but as the years went by, he managed to gain everyone’s trust.”  Looking at the colonel she asked, “Didn’t his supervisor have anything to say about this guy that might help us?” 
 
    “No, Arvind was quiet, kept to himself, never complained or made any demands and was always just there.  His manner was very obsequious.  He was simply part of the background, taking care of various things without needing to be told.  People asked him how to do all the little mundane things since he always seemed to know and had been around for years.  If the copy machine broke, he’d get it fixed.  If they ran out of coffee, he’d take care of it.  Whenever there was a problem with the heating or the air conditioning, they’d call Arvind.” 
 
    “What about a social life?  According to his file, he’s never been married.  Did he have any girl friends?  Or, was he gay?  Missy says he’s never had anyone over at his place.” 
 
    The colonel said, “Since we didn’t want anyone thinking he was a suspect, I really couldn’t delve too deeply into questions of that nature.  Hopefully, he’ll return from his last minute vacation and we can pick him up.”  Just then his cell phone rang and he answered it, saying, “Colonel Chory.”  After listening for several seconds he looked over at Missy.  “Oliver has identified two supernaturals.  The general has them isolated in an office, under observation.  He’s asking if you could visit and check them out.”  He turned his speakerphone on and placed his phone on the desk. 
 
    Missy said, “Sure!  I’ll be right there.  Should I come to where Oliver is or to where you are, sir?”  The plan was for her to go in her spirit form and communicate through Mike, who would relay her words back to the general by phone. 
 
    The general’s voice answered, “Come to me, Missy.  Oliver and Candace are continuing with their tour but I’ve stayed behind so I can interview this couple.  They’re not witches and Oliver doesn’t think they recognized him as a supernatural.  I’ve asked them if I could have a private word with them and they’re in their office, waiting for me now.” 
 
    Missy didn’t need to ask anything further and, stepping back from the others in the room by ten feet, she paused and then disappeared.  There was a shimmer of light and then her clothing dropped to the ground.  Marcia went over and picked up her things. 
 
    Missy found the general waiting just outside an office, as he’d said.  Mike, tell him I’m here.  I’m going into the office to determine whatever Oliver has sensed about these two.  While Mike was explaining this to the general, she entered the room where two people were seated, waiting nervously. 
 
    She noticed they were indeed supernaturals.  Although she had never met any shifters other than Carlos, she had no difficulty recognizing them both as werewolves from their scent.  And, they were obviously mated.  Interesting!  Her ability to sense they were bonded as mates was by something more than merely their scents from sleeping together; it was by their mutual energy.  But, they were not witches and didn’t seem to react to her presence.  That was a good thing as now it wouldn’t be necessary to explain anything to them.  While the general could confront them about their being shifters, he needn’t acknowledge how he knew that about them or disclose having other supernaturals helping him. 
 
    Missy explained all this to Mike who then repeated it over the phone and advised the general he could proceed with his interview.  Mike included Missy’s assurances that he would be safe in there since she could easily handle them in the event they actually attempted doing anything, either in their human forms or as wolves. 
 
    General Blake smiled to himself after listening to Mike.  He pocketed his phone and positioned his Bluetooth headset on his right ear so he could continue communicating with Mike.  Then he opened the office door and walked inside.  “Thank you for agreeing to this meeting, Mr. and Mrs. Tremblay.  I’m General Blake.  You both are originally from Canada, right?” 
 
    The man said, “Yes, sir!  I’m Gene Tremblay and this is my wife, Amanda.  We’re from a small town north of Montreal but we became U.S. citizens right after graduating from the University of Illinois.” 
 
    The general nodded and smiled at them.  “So, you’ve been together since college.  And, then you joined the Foreign Service together?” 
 
    Amanda said, “We actually were high school sweethearts, general.  We liked the idea of travelling around the world together and our jobs in the various embassies we’ve been assigned to have made that possible.  I understand your niece and her fiancé are interested in doing this also.” 
 
    “Yes, that’s why I’ve arranged this tour for them.”  General Blake had not yet been debriefed on their complete history, which his staff was now thoroughly researching.  After Oliver had identified the couple, the general had done some quick checking with the embassy staff and had learned this couple worked as translators there in the embassy.  Not only were they fluent in French and English but Amanda also knew German and Italian while Gene knew Arabic.  According to the preliminary information he’d received, this was their third embassy assignment and their records during the ten years they’d been working for the U.S. government were exemplary. 
 
    Gene Tremblay was studying the general while his wife talked.  He was not comfortable with being singled out along with his wife for this private session.  Now he asked, “Sir, did you have any special reason for wanting to interview my wife and I?” 
 
    “Well, yes.  Yes, I wanted to talk to you both about your secret.  That’s why this is a private meeting.  I’m very concerned about security.”  The general looked at each of them and he could tell they were indeed somewhat alarmed by his words. 
 
    Gene said, “What … what do you mean?  What secret?”  While he was trying to brazen through, Amanda had paled noticeably and was looking around with a very fearful expression. 
 
    General Blake said, “You both are shifters.  Werewolves.  That’s what concerns me.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Twelve 
 
    Dec 3, 2019 
 
      
 
    Arvind Pancholi drove the rental car out to the estate which had formerly been owned by Manuel Diego Lefevre Rodriguez.  He’d spent the previous day doing further research and getting prepared for this meeting, which he’d managed to schedule for three p.m. that afternoon.  Then, he’d spent the evening with an expensive call girl named Maria at her place, as was his normal custom.  He always insisted he go to them and never allowed anyone to stay with him, even when he was merely travelling and staying at hotels. 
 
    Paying for sex had not only been best from the standpoint of maintaining his secret life as a spy and double agent, but he considered himself far better off for having avoided any emotional entanglements and involvements.  He was quite certain his monetary costs, in spite of always paying very high prices, had been far less than what he’d have needed to pay otherwise.  And, of course, while he did have his favorites whom he would go back to again and again, he also really enjoyed finding fresh, new girls.  The girl last night had not disappointed him and, depending on how his meeting today went, he might make arrangements to see her yet again. 
 
    He would be meeting with Carlos Mancini, the man now in charge of Rodriguez’s organization, but he’d been assured Pablo Estaban would also be there.  He had mentioned Felipe Benedict’s former name, Philip Arnold, from back when Arnold had been with Homeland Security, explaining there were some open matters for which Estaban’s presence might be needed.  He had not revealed anything further, stating his business was very confidential and he would only explain things when actually meeting with Mancini in person. 
 
    When he pulled up in front of the large estate, after being cleared through the gate and driving along the lengthy driveway, he was told to leave the keys in his car for the valet.  Then, he was escorted inside where the security check was similar to what he typically went through at the airport.  After exiting the high-tech full body scanner he was brought to an office where three men were waiting for him.  His escort closed the door after he entered but remained right outside along with one other man; the two were obviously standing guard. 
 
    Carlos Mancini introduced himself along with Pablo Estaban and another man named Rafe Santiago.  From his research, Arvind knew Rafe was Carlos’s second in command and that Pablo was merely assisting with the transition from the Rodriguez organization.  What he was not prepared for, however, was finding Carlos to be a shifter, a supernatural.  Wow!  He wasn’t sure how that changed things but he realized he really needed to be careful. 
 
    He didn’t know what kind of Shifter Carlos might be.  Fortunately, unlike how witches could recognize other supernaturals by their energy, the opposite was not true; shifters only had enhanced senses and those wouldn’t necessarily reveal his being a witch.  He felt safe enough, provided his words didn’t stray too far from the truth and he didn’t betray himself by showing any fear.  Just as he could always tell when someone wasn’t truthful, he suspected a shifter’s senses might enable Carlos to determine quite a bit.  Hence, the need to proceed with extra care. 
 
    Arvind said, “Let me show you my credentials before we go any further.  I’m with the U.S. government.”  He produced his CIA identification card which he gave to Carlos for examination.  He was glad he’d decided to use his CIA identity for this meeting.  “I’m travelling under a different name, of course, but I wanted you to know who I really am.” 
 
    Carlos looked at the card and gave it back.  “Okay, Mr. Pancholi … why would someone from the CIA want to see me and why would I want to meet with you?  You told us this was about Philip Arnold and his relationship with Manuel Rodriguez.  You claimed there were some matters which you believed I might be very interested in.  Pablo confirms there was a relationship and he is here, as you requested.”  He glanced over at Pablo and then back at Arvind.  Then he gestured towards the chairs and they all sat down. 
 
    “Well, as I’m sure Pablo has probably told you, this Philip Arnold was actually working for Rodriguez,” explained Arvind.  “He received a great deal of money to protect the Rodriguez organization from not only Homeland Security but from other U.S. agencies as well.  All that ended when Manuel Rodriguez mysteriously disappeared.” 
 
    “Ah, I see,” said Carlos.  “And, since it’s no secret I am now heading what was the Rodriguez organization, you are maybe here to serve me with some sort of notice, perhaps?  Is that why you’re here?” 
 
    “No, no!  Not at all, Mr. Mancini, not at all.  While it may be true the U.S. government is now watching you and the former Rodriguez organization very closely, that’s not why I’m here.”  Arvind looked at each of the three men, letting his words sink in.  “I’m interested in finding Philip Arnold.  He’s mysteriously disappeared also and he has apparently been selling many secrets to foreign enemies.  He is a traitor to the U.S. and the CIA has been tasked with finding him, rather than Homeland Security.  I’m sure you can appreciate why this job has fallen to our agency, right?” 
 
    Rafe Santiago said, “Why do you come to us?  And, even if we knew anything, which we don’t … why should we help you with that?” 
 
    “I wanted to see whether Mr. Estaban might know anything helpful,” said Arvind, looking directly at Pablo.  “He was the go-between and had many dealings with Philip Arnold during the past few years.  That’s why I have come here.”  Now he looked back at Carlos and Rafe and said, “Your assistance in finding this traitor might go a long way towards how the former Rodriguez organization … which of course is now your organization … might be looked at in the future.  By all those U.S. agencies.  Or, shall we say … how some activities might be overlooked, rather than pursued.” 
 
    Now it was out there.  Without being specific, the olive branch had been extended.  If Carlos was willing to cooperate with finding Arnold, things might be easier for him.  Without stating how or why Homeland Security, the DEA, the Border Patrol, the FBI and all the other U.S. agencies which were all actively waging war against drugs might be interested in what activities Carlos and his organization might be doing, there was an offer on the table.  From the CIA.  A deal, not unlike all those other deals which it was well known the CIA had made in the past.  The end always justified the means when such deals were made.  Right? 
 
    Carlos was not ready to make any commitment but it didn’t seem as though he had anything to lose.  He had no reason to dismiss this Pancholi character and didn’t really want to anger the CIA.  He realized the “government friends” who had helped Missy McCrea make Rodriguez disappear were most likely separate and distinct from the CIA.  And, although those friends of hers had of course helped him with being the one to replace Rodriguez, nonetheless he was far from being on friendly terms with all those other U.S. government agencies. 
 
    Missy had once explained how her government friends were monitoring all the paranormal and supernatural activities around the world but did so mostly on a “non-interference” basis and did not get very involved with chasing criminal organizations or participate very much with all those other agencies.  They were busy enough just handling what they had on their own plate. 
 
    “As Rafe has explained,” said Carlos, “we really don’t know anything which might be helpful.  But, I’ll let you question Pablo a little further, if you like.  As you’ve said, he did have many dealings with Arnold over the years, acting on behalf of Rodriguez.”  Looking at Pablo, he asked him, “Can you think of anything which might help the CIA locate this Homeland Security traitor?” 
 
    Pablo was relieved that Carlos seemed okay about his talking freely to the CIA about Arnold.  “No, I’m sorry.  I’ll be glad to help but I have no idea where this Arnold may have gone.”  He had been walking a very fine line ever since Rodriguez had left and Carlos had taken over.  He knew it was very necessary that he continue making Carlos happy.  Or else!  The alternative was not anything he dared to think about.  He was still having nightmares about what had happened that night when Missy McCrea had forced Rodriguez to leave. 
 
    Arvind began asking some questions which Pablo had no difficulty answering.  Clearly, Arvind was fishing, looking to understand how things had worked between Arnold and Rodriguez, reviewing various activities and delving into depths greater than what was on the surface.  Arvind knew quite a bit, which Pablo assumed he’d learned from Homeland Security.  Then Arvind began asking about the JAT task force.  The Jacques Arbogast Team. 
 
    Arvind said, “So this task force came to Bogota from Cancun, where Arbogast had operated, and even their name designated they were getting their information from Arbogast.  He had been working for Rodriguez, right?  And, they were here in Bogota conducting an investigation into the Rodriguez organization, in spite of how Arnold had helped cover things up for years?” 
 
    Pablo nodded and said, “Yes, that’s true.  After that task force grabbed Arbogast, they ended up coming here.  Only, Rodriguez didn’t think they were really getting all their information from Arbogast.”  He glanced at Carlos and suddenly became quite nervous.  Maybe he’d just made a mistake, telling this CIA guy how there’d been doubt about Arbogast being the source.  He’d never directly asked Carlos about this but had taken it for granted that Carlos had been the one who had leaked information about Rodriguez. 
 
    Arvind of course noted Pablo’s distress right away and that helped confirm what he’d suspected.  The fact that Carlos was a supernatural, had a prior history where he’d been running a criminal organization in Miami for ten years, and had then somehow ended up being the one to replace Rodriguez?  He was guessing Carlos must have had some help and probably had worked directly or indirectly with someone in the U.S. government.  But, he still couldn’t quite see how things were connected. 
 
    He continued, saying, “Well, the U.S. government has many sources beyond Jacques Arbogast.  We know he was responsible for kidnapping Candace Axtell, for example, but he wasn’t responsible for her being over in Afghanistan so she could be rescued the way she was.”  Arvind knew bringing up Candace Axtell, without acknowledging who sold her to terrorists, would probably get a reaction.  And, it did.  Pablo’s distress increased considerably. 
 
    Pablo had vivid memories about Missy McCrea and recalled her saying how she’d been the one to rescue Candace from the WIJO terrorists.  This whole conversation was forcing him to recall things from that night when she’d shown up.  He’d been trying to forget that night and had avoided talking about it to Carlos or anyone else.  He had no intention of discussing anything further now. 
 
    Arvind pressed on, saying, “Arbogast was merely one of Rodriguez’s middle men, acting for Rodriguez, right?  How much did Rodriguez get paid for her, anyway?  I understand he was paid in drugs rather than money.” 
 
    Carlos interrupted and said, “Why are you dredging all of this up and what does it have to do with finding Philip Arnold?”  He could see how Pablo was getting worked up and he wanted to change the subject. 
 
    “Well, the payment probably doesn’t matter,” answered Arvind.  “And, Arnold wasn’t in the loop for the rescue operation.  But, he was providing Rodriguez with some rather unusual information, right while all of that was going on.  Right after Arbogast disappeared.  Since it makes no sense, we naturally are curious whether it might be related to his own disappearance.  These reports which Arnold was sending down here were maybe the last things Rodriguez asked him for.  Then, Rodriguez disappears.  Right after that?  Arnold disappears.  We’re merely looking for possible connections.” 
 
    Carlos could see Pancholi didn’t realize where Rodriguez had gone.  But, it wasn’t a surprise the CIA hadn’t been in the loop.  They probably suspected he was responsible, since he’d taken over and was running the organization now.  “Look, when Manuel Rodriguez decided to leave, he did that on his own.  I had nothing to do with that.  I merely stepped forward to help run things after he left.”  He looked over at Pablo and said, “Pablo has been assisting me.  But, we know nothing about Arnold.” 
 
    Pancholi nodded and said, “Okay, then.  I see.  So these reports about a West Point Cadet named Missy McCrea?  We do know she helped in Cancun with Arbogast being grabbed …”  He stopped because as soon as he mentioned Missy’s name, Pablo reacted.  He was visibly terrified and made no effort to hide his discomfort.  In addition, it was obvious both Carlos and Rafe knew who Missy was.  And, since Carlos had likely received help from someone in the U.S. government, maybe that wasn’t all that surprising.  Maybe it was starting to become clear how things might be connected. 
 
    Carlos stood up and said, “We have cooperated fully, Mr. Pancholi.  But, we have nothing further we can tell you which will help.  Please go.  This Philip Arnold worked for your Homeland Security.  We’re down here in Colombia and simply don’t know anything.  Yes, Rodriguez paid him for various services.  But, so what?  Obviously when Rodriguez left, Arnold got worried.  So he left.  He was a traitor and he didn’t want to get caught.  Good luck with your search.” 
 
    Pancholi smiled and stood up as well.  “Very well.  I am very grateful for your cooperation.  I will be sure to mention how you have been open and forthcoming, should anyone ask.”  The meeting was clearly over and he wanted to leave without stirring things any further.  But, he would definitely be getting with Pablo Estaban later.  Whatever had caused such absolute terror in that man was something he very much wanted to learn more about. 
 
    Ten minutes later, he was driving his rental car back towards Bogota.  This meeting had indeed provided him with some excellent insights and a much better understanding of things.  Yes, he would arrange to see that same girl Maria as last night.  Things were going well and he felt fully deserving of a nice reward.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Thirteen 
 
    Dec 4, 2019 
 
      
 
    Tracy had been up for only a half hour when she suddenly sensed Missy’s energy entering the room.  Well, she’d gotten the call the night before that her roommate would be returning and planned to teleport back once the “P” Branch jet was within five hundred miles.  Sure enough, a few moments later, Missy’s characteristic energy pulse was accompanied by Missy herself re-appearing, back in her human form.  Oh, goody! 
 
    “Hey, Tracy!  Did ya miss me very much?”  Missy giggled as she went over to where she kept her clothes and selected some undergarments to wear.  “I’m thrilled to be back, of course, but when we get a chance, there’s so much to talk about!” 
 
    “I’m sure there is and I can’t wait to hear about everything.  And, yeah … great to have you back again.  This place just isn’t the same without you.”  Tracy smiled at her friend and then said, “You cut things pretty close.  You’ll have to hurry if you want to make your formation but I know that won’t be a problem for you.  I trust you got some sleep on the plane since we have a full day ahead of us here.” 
 
    “Oh, yes.  I got enough so I can push through any jet lag, no problem.  And, you know how great the meals always are, thanks to Marsha.  So I’m good.”  Missy had continued to dress herself while she talked and soon was wearing the appropriate uniform for the day.  She didn’t need to shower or even comb her hair, thanks to always materializing from any Change all fresh and clean with perfect hair. 
 
    Tracy was ready now as well and the two girls left their room together and headed out, but each then went off in a different direction since they were assigned to different units.  Missy was in B Company, third Regiment while Tracy was in D Company, second Regiment.  They also had different majors and, for those subjects they had in common, their schedules had them taking those at different times. 
 
    Missy’s major was Defense & Strategic Studies which combined various subjects and disciplines to understand the nature of war and the role of the military as an instrument of national power.  It would provide both theoretical and practical understanding of the use of force for policy ends.  Her goal, of course, was to eventually serve in the Special Forces and perhaps someday lead one of the Delta Force teams. 
 
    Tracy was a Psychology major but wanted to attend flight school after graduation and become an attack helicopter pilot. 
 
    They didn’t see each other again until after dinner when they both arrived for their language class in Pashto and Farsi with Major Kahn.  Sergeant Town had actually managed getting back and was there as well.  Of course, not being able to teleport like Missy, he had only just arrived after driving down from Boston where the “P” Branch jet had landed.  He and Mike had gotten off there and the jet had then flown with Les and Marsha down to Washington, D.C. where it was normally based. 
 
    Their classroom was one of the ones which just about everyone at the academy now referred to as Kelsey’s Korner, named after Kelsey Powers who had set up after-hours tutoring assistance the year before.  Now, not only were her third year yearling classmates continuing to get help but fourth year plebes were as well.  Several other cadets assisted her in this but everyone still looked to her as the one in charge. 
 
    Kelsey was also one of Missy’s former roommates and Missy had convinced her to take this special language class which General Blake had asked for.  Her boyfriend Mitch Cooper, also a third year cadet, had eagerly agreed to take the class since he knew it would help his career.  Of course, in addition to having an incredibly high IQ, Kelsey had a real ear for proper pronunciation so the others in the class looked to her for corrections whenever Major Khan or Sergeant Town were not around.  Since it was a total immersion course, they all practiced using both languages even when not in class. 
 
    Twelve cadets, all yearlings like Missy, plus Captain Bonomo, one of their TAC Officers, were taking this course.  The cadets were all close friends and really enjoyed the chance to be together for this class since their other classes often had them scattered far apart.  Yes, it was extra work, but they were all good students and considered the effort well worth it.  Khan’s Klass at Kelsey’s Korner.  KK@KK.  Six days a week and they found themselves looking forward to it more and more. 
 
    Missy was warmly welcomed back, just as she’d been at all her other classes, and easily joked and bantered with everyone about the two days she’d missed.  Naturally, in this class, all this was in Pashto.  The hour went by quickly … Major Khan really was an excellent instructor … and then many stayed for several minutes afterward, continuing to talk about academy life as well as how they’d spent their Thanksgiving vacations.  But, she and Tracy were finally able to talk freely once the group at last broke up with everyone going off in different directions. 
 
    Missy quickly related how things had gone once she’d joined Candace’s tour.  She told Tracy all about Arvind Pancholi who was still missing and highly suspected of being a spy.  Then, when she finally mentioned how Oliver had identified two supernaturals in Kabul who had turned out being werewolves, Tracy really got excited. 
 
    “Wow,” she exclaimed.  “You weren’t kidding about having lots of things to talk about.  Werewolves?” 
 
    Missy nodded and said, “Yeah.  You should have seen their reactions when General Blake told them he knew what they were.  I was right there the whole time, in my spirit form, just in case he needed me.  He told me afterwards how knowing I was there really helped, even though I was invisible.  They didn’t know and never did find out I was there, since they’re not witches and couldn’t sense my energy.” 
 
    “Did they try and deny it?  Tell him he was crazy?  I mean …” 
 
    ‘No, but they needed lots of assurances from him that he wasn’t going to expose them or arrest them before they could relax enough to talk about it.  He handled them pretty well, explaining why two off-the-grid supernaturals being there in the U.S. embassy was suspicious.  He never did actually explain how he managed to identify them as werewolves but kept asking them to explain stuff until he was satisfied they weren’t spies or any threat to our national security.” 
 
    Tracy asked, “Were they able to do that?  What was their story, anyway?” 
 
    “Well, you probably know this but I had never thought about it before.  Werewolves always want to live in packs rather than have anyone being a lone wolf.  Only, there aren’t that many werewolves so it’s very difficult for them.  They are really careful about keeping secret while, at the same time, they try to increase their numbers.  Since it’s a rare genetic thing, that means they are always concerned about breeding.  The best chance for giving birth to more werewolves is when both parents are werewolves.  Even then, it’s maybe only fifty-fifty.” 
 
    “Uh, oh!  I can see how that might cause some problems.”  Tracy shook her head as she considered what a werewolf breeding program might entail, amongst a very small population.  “It’s like with all those hillbilly incest jokes only maybe not so funny, huh?” 
 
    Missy laughed and said, “Exactly!  To avoid marrying cousins or, worse, brothers and sisters, they make arrangements with other packs.  That’s what happened with Amanda.  She was born in Germany but once she reached puberty and was able to Shift?  She was sent to Canada to live with the pack over there.  It was an exchange, actually, with one of the young Shifter girls from that Canadian Pack going to Germany.  Arranged marriages are pretty much like back in the Dark Ages, with the pack always coming first.” 
 
    “Wow!  And you thought you had it bad, forced to live alone in the mountains for a couple of years.  At least you did manage to get back to your family.  These girls are forced to leave home, go live with strangers and then marry whomever they’re told to mate with, huh?”  Tracy shuddered with revulsion as thoughts of such barbaric treatment entered her mind.  “I suppose it’s necessary, though, if you want to sustain all those wolf packs without in-breeding.  Ugh!” 
 
    Missy said, “Things got really complicated for Amanda.  She was living with the Tremblay family and was supposed to mate with Dylan, the oldest son of the Alpha.  He’s supposed to be Alpha himself some day in the future when his father steps down.” 
 
    Tracy raised her eyebrows, expectantly.  “Only, I’m guessing Dylan isn’t the one she’s with now, is he?” 
 
    “No, she and Dylan’s younger brother Gene fell in love.  They were in all the same classes in high school, were living under the same roof, were always together … they couldn’t help themselves, according to what they told General Blake.  As you can imagine, once they started having sex, there was no keeping that a secret.”  Missy giggled, saying. “You think I have a sensitive nose?  Wolves are ten times more sensitive than cats.” 
 
    Tracy laughed, understanding why things had gotten complicated.  “So what happened?  Why couldn’t …” 
 
    Missy answered without letting her finish.  “Long story short, they were evicted from the pack.  And, they can never go back.  They also can never go to any other pack since Gene isn’t really an Alpha and what they did was such a big no-no.  The way Gene tells it, his brother wanted to kill him and his father would have been okay with that, only his mother insisted they be allowed to just leave instead.  So, they went away to college, which his mother paid for.  That was at the University of Illinois and, after graduation, they got married, became U.S. citizens and joined the Foreign Service as translators.” 
 
    “So, they travel around the world, keeping a low profile, avoiding other packs, and someday?  Will they have some kids and start a pack of their own?” 
 
    Missy nodded and said, “That’s been their plan.  They even have waited on having kids until now, so they can get close to having their twenty years of service in before any kids they might have will reach puberty.  They have not been selling secrets to foreign governments.  Nope.  They’ve been keeping secrets of their own and being really careful.  That’s why they managed not showing up in the “P” Branch database.” 
 
    “What about the packs they came from?” asked Tracy. 
 
    “Oh, yes,” said Missy.  “Les checked and “P” Branch knows about both of them.  But, with less than fifty percent from any pack ending up being able to Shift, Gene and Amanda weren’t flagged.  Once Gene left home and didn’t return?  It was assumed he was yet another who hadn’t inherited the werewolf genes.  And, Amanda was completely off the grid.  They hadn’t even tracked her from Germany to Canada at all.  It’s quite a daunting task trying to identify and keep track of all the supernaturals around the world.” 
 
    Tracy knew that; it had been why General Blake had encouraged Candace and Oliver to go on this tour.  Since Oliver was an air witch, his ability to sense other supernaturals was especially good.  And, of course, he’d done very well.  No doubt, the general was already looking at having him visit more embassies along with various other key facilities throughout the Mid-East.  She asked, “What happens to Gene and Amanda now?  You said General Blake handled them pretty well.” 
 
    “They’ll continue on, business as usual, working for the embassy and staying with the Foreign Service.  But, the general did introduce them to Les and Marsha and explained they needed to stay in touch from now on.  Amanda said she wasn’t surprised to learn there was this agency which was aware of werewolves.  She and her husband really didn’t know much about other supnats, however.  They’d always been pretty focused on packs and keeping their secrets.” 
 
    “Did you and Mike get to meet them?” 
 
    Missy shook her head and said, “No.  Since they had no need-to-know about other supnats, we all thought it best if they didn’t learn about me.  Candace and Oliver were introduced but that was okay.  Nobody mentioned about Oliver being a witch.  I stayed away so they wouldn’t scent my being a cat.  We kept Mike away for the same reason.” 
 
    Tracy giggled and said, “After all the joking about how you can always scent who has sex with whom, you finally need to deal with others knowing about you?” 
 
    Missy smiled and replied, “That actually happened almost two years ago when I first met Carlos.  He scented I was mated to someone right away, even though Mike wasn’t even with me.  I’m quite certain Gene and Amanda would have been amazed to meet Mike and then get a whiff from him of my cat scent.”  
 
    “Hmmm … a whiff?  You do mean he’d be reeking of your cat scent, right?”  Tracy was enjoying having the tables turned, for once, where she was now the one able to poke fun.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Fourteen 
 
    Dec 5, 2019 
 
      
 
    Drew Martinson turned off the DVD player and, looking around at each of the others gathered there, he explained, “We only have these two videos showing the actual bus explosions.  The first bus was being filmed by the FBI helo and the second by our “P” Branch helo.  However, there wasn’t any helicopter surveillance out at the farm where the third bus disintegrated in a similar fashion.  But, as you know, both Homeland Security and the FBI have since examined what’s left at each site and have determined all three buses were blown up in exactly the same manner.” 
 
    The Homeland Security Secretary said, “Yeah, in each case, someone supposedly detonated their own suicide vest.  Once that happened, all the other explosives went boom as well.  There’s no evidence your witches did this.  Nor is there anything which suggests these buses were blown up by any other means.  The media has been having a field day, of course, making up all sorts of conspiracy theories.  The fact these explosions were practically simultaneous does look suspicious.” 
 
    It had been almost two weeks since their last gathering and this meeting had been called by the Secretary of Defense so Drew could clarify a few things and answer any questions the others might have.  The prior session had been about the crisis concerning the pending WIJO attack.  Now, of course, it had been a week since that attack had been avoided, thanks to the “P” Branch team.  As before, key officials from Homeland Security, the FBI and CIA, both houses of Congress, high ranking cabinet members from the White House and various military representatives were there. 
 
    Congressman Barrows said, “Let’s all be very clear about exactly what did happen out there.”  He glanced at several others and then confronted Drew, saying, “Your witchcraft team did this, right?  Your hit squad decided to take things into their own hands and …” 
 
    Charles Winword from the CIA interrupted in a loud voice, saying, “Hold on a minute!  According to these FBI reports, those terrorists were all wearing their suicide vests.  They would never have surrendered.  The “P” Branch team had no choice.  And, let’s not forget … without Drew’s witches, these guys would never have been located in time.  I don’t want to even think about what might have happened had they not been stopped.” 
 
    “Okay, okay,” said Barrows, holding up both hands, palms outward.  “If this had been a strike by our police or military, we certainly could justify that.  But, this was witchcraft.  And, while justified in this instance, I’m only pointing out what we in this room have apparently now sanctioned.  The US government is now using secret, supernatural, invisible, hit squads.  Everyone okay with that?” 
 
    It took several minutes before everyone managed to settle back down after the many heated discussions which broke out all around the room.  Finally, the Defense Secretary called the meeting to order and then said, “We can debate what limits might be needed for using supernaturals but, fortunately, we actually do have them helping us.  In the past, we merely had asked “P” Branch to monitor them.  This year, however, we are now recognizing they can play a key role in our Nation’s defense.  Recent events have proven we need them.  WIJO has teams here in the US and is no doubt planning other attacks.  We need to do everything possible to protect this country.”  Turning to the Homeland Security Secretary, he asked, “What have we learned from the terrorists we now have in custody?  Tell us what you and the FBI have found out about them.  Are there any other cells?  What’s our risk?” 
 
    The Homeland Security Secretary said, “There has not been any official admission from WIJO they had planned any attacks here but, since those attacks were so effectively stopped, that’s not a surprise.  They don’t want to acknowledge their failures.  And, they can’t put any negative spin on this, accusing the US of false arrests.  The terrorists we grabbed in Philly and Chicago were caught with explosives which they shouldn’t have been holding.  Most were in this country illegally and we are gathering evidence showing they spent time in WIJO training camps.  As for the ones who got blown up?  Like I said, WIJO doesn’t admit to failure.” 
 
    The FBI Director added, “There’s no evidence those buses got blown up by anything other than their own passengers, detonating their suicide vests.  I really don’t see how Drew’s team managed that.  Whatever witchcraft was used, it left no trace.” 
 
    Ted Hanson, Deputy Secretary of State, laughed and said, “His special asset strikes again.  His special female asset, a-k-a the angel of death.  I’m sure glad …” 
 
    “Ted!  We’re trying to understand what our risk is,” said the Defense Secretary.  He was clearly annoyed at how the discussion was being sidetracked.  Looking at the Homeland Security Secretary once again, he asked, “What do we know?” 
 
    The Homeland Security Secretary was uncomfortable admitting to the treason by one of his own, but there was no avoiding it.  “We’ve been able to backtrack and, knowing that traitor Philip Arnold sold WIJO our secrets, we’ve determined how all these individuals managed getting into this country, along with all the explosives and equipment we confiscated.  However, no one is willing to talk.” 
 
    The FBI Director said, “Actually, we have gotten something from two of them.  That guy we captured from the cell in Philly who was with the New York team?  In that blue SUV riding ahead of that first bus?  He was very upset when our team stopped his vehicle and arrested him.  He tried to say he was innocent but his fingerprints prove he’d spent time out at that farm.  So had the guy driving the SUV … turns out he was one of the New York cell’s leaders.  Anyway, they both were very unhappy about their buddies all getting blown up in those buses and, initially, they accused us and made some threatening comments.  Then, once they realized they were being arrested, they clammed up.  Apparently, there’s at least one more cell.  Somewhere in Boston.  And, it will make us sorry.  Whatever they’re planning, it’s going to be even bigger than having a few guys blow themselves up at a parade.” 
 
    ----- 
 
    After the session with the Secretary of Defense and other officials, Drew returned back to his office.  “P” Branch was in a nondescript building conveniently located right in Washington, D.C. and occupied the entire seventh floor.  Les and Marsha were already there waiting for him along with Robert Ulrey and Major Schermerhorn. 
 
    The major was General Blake’s stateside Intel officer and “P” Branch liaison; he had helped with finding the terrorists and had been up in the helicopter with Robert, Millie and Troy when their search had proven successful.  He then had witnessed firsthand what Missy had done. 
 
    Marsha asked, “How did it go over there?  Is everyone satisfied with the way things are settling back down in spite of the media circus we’ve been having?” 
 
    “Pretty much,” said Drew.  “WIJO has quietly ignored all the accusations, refusing to acknowledge they had any involvement, and the general public isn’t aware there were actual attacks planned at those parades.  The arrests of the terrorists in Philly and Chicago have been linked to the New York terrorists but that’s due to the explosives and equipment all being common.” 
 
    Les said, “Yeah, there’ve been some articles in the news about the parades as possible targets but there’ve also been so many articles about other possible targets, it’s all just speculation.  Homeland Security and the FBI are getting lots of kudos, regardless.” 
 
    Drew nodded his head and said, “The Defense Secretary is pleased.  But, there were some comments about our using secret supernatural hit squads.  Not everyone is pleased about that.  While they are appreciative about our having thwarted these terrorists and no one is suggesting we return to our “non-interference” policy, several folks are feeling as though some rules are needed.  It’s like last summer when we sent Missy back to Afghanistan.  Rule number one is making certain nobody ever learns how we’re using supernaturals.” 
 
    Robert said, “Maybe too many folks have now been allowed to learn about them.  I’m not worried about the witches who are working in my Psychic Division.  But, knowingly or unknowingly, we’ve unleashed Missy and Tracy and … I just don’t think the general public will ever be okay finding out what they can do.” 
 
    Major Schermerhorn laughed and said, “I’m still having a hard time accepting what those girls can do!”  He doubted he’d ever forget the way those three buses had exploded, one-two-three.  “I’m glad they both are at West Point and seem truly dedicated to serving our country.  So far, they’ve managed well enough so all their accomplishments are remaining a secret.  I suppose that’s keeping you guys here at “P” Branch rather busy, though, right?” 
 
    “Speaking about keeping busy,” said Drew, pausing to look at each of the others.  “The FBI Director mentioned there’s a terrorist cell up in Boston, for sure.  Maybe others.  And, based on the threats from a couple of the men we’ve captured, they’re planning something pretty big.  We’ll be working to track shipments as well as search for more infiltrators, using what we’ve now learned about the cells in Philly, Chicago and New York.  And, the CIA will be alerting all their Mid-East operatives.  But, for now, we really have no Intel to go on.” 
 
    “Will we keep going, then?” asked Robert.  “With our Thanksgiving Day Parade task force?”  He was referring to the recent task force which Homeland Security and the FBI had formed when searching for the terrorist cells in Philly, Chicago and New York.  Many local law enforcement representatives had been included. 
 
    Drew said, “Basically, yes, only with different leadership.  That asshole Jonathan Pritchard won’t be involved.”  Pritchard was the Homeland Security official who had prematurely forced the arrests in Philly and Chicago.  That had then triggered the evacuation by the New York cell out to their farm in Pennsylvania.  Had Troy and Millie not managed finding them in time, the attack on the parade in New York City would not have been prevented. 
 
     “Several key members from that task force are being sent to Boston,” continued Drew, looking at Robert.  “I’d like you to join them.  Bring as many witches up there as you can.  Your team of psychics has earned lots of credibility for having found these terrorist cells.  Although few know any actual details, most are aware it was your team which somehow located them.” 
 
    ----- 
 
    Missy put away her smart phone and turned to Tracy.  It had been almost time for lights out when the call had come in.  “P” Branch had provided them with special phones, secure with the latest encryption technology.  “Marsha says there’s yet another terrorist cell up in Boston.  Maybe others.  So far, that’s about all they’ve been able to learn from the prisoners.  A couple guys boasted about how big the retaliation would be, getting revenge for those buses which got blown up.” 
 
    “That’s not good!  I really hate the way this seems to be an endless whack-a-mole thing.  Every year it gets worse!” 
 
    Missy nodded and said, “Yeah, I know.  And, it’s very frustrating when we don’t even know where to aim our next whack.  All we can do is keep training here at the academy and wait.” 
 
    “Well, waiting while we have loved ones in Boston isn’t easy.  If anything ever happened to John?  I don’t want to think about him being at any risk.”  Tracy suddenly choked up and needed to wipe tears from her eyes. 
 
    Missy was moved by how emotional her friend was getting.  “Don’t worry and don’t think thoughts like that.  You just can’t.  We have the best resources in the world working to keep America safe.  We even get invited to help sometimes, since our government is okay about witches.  I think that’s a lot better than how for so many years, all the witch covens lived in constant fear of being found out and persecuted, like back in the old days.  Right?” 
 
    They both turned in and switched off the lights in their room.  Neither one was able to fall asleep right away, however.  Somehow, they really weren’t feeling all that great about how things were for witches in today’s times.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Fifteen 
 
    Dec 6, 2019 
 
      
 
    Arvind Pancholi wanted to spend a few more days in Bogota so he called his supervisor Len Krohelski back at the embassy in Ankara.  It was already Friday and he knew he would not be getting back to work by Monday.  He used the special cell phone the CIA had provided him which would not reveal his location.  Just in case.  Then, after his call, he was very glad he’d taken that precaution. 
 
    After explaining about needing some more time off, which Len agreed to without giving him a hard time, he was almost ready to say goodbye.  But Len’s next words caught him completely by surprise. 
 
    Len said, “You missed all the excitement we had back here last Monday.  Remember that girl who WIJO was going to behead but who then somehow escaped?  Candace Axtell?  She was right here.  Her uncle General Blake arranged it.  She’s touring several embassies since she now wants to join the Foreign Service someday.  We gave her the full VIP treatment, of course.  I have to admit, she was very impressive.  What a beautiful girl and so brave!  She’s a bigger celebrity right now than most movie stars.” 
 
    “That’s really interesting.  I’m sorry I missed out on seeing her.  I haven’t been watching TV or following the news.  Did they make a big deal out of her visit?” 
 
    “Oh, yes!  She had quite an entourage with her, between the Army brass, the media folks, our embassy escorts … oh, and yeah … and her fiancé, of course.  Very exciting.” 
 
    Arvind almost missed it but then he asked, “Her fiancé?” 
 
    “Sure.  Oliver somebody … they both are interested in embassy work.  We showed them through all our offices and explained what the various assignments here involved.” 
 
    A sudden feeling of dread sent a chill down Arvind’s spine.  “Who did you say her fiancé was?  What was his full name, Len?  Do you have that?” 
 
    There was a pause and then Len answered, “Here it is.  Yes.  Oliver Bessom.  He stayed really close to her the entire time.  It was obvious the two of them were very much in love …” 
 
    Arvind didn’t really pay attention to much else his supervisor had to say and soon he managed saying his goodbye.  Then, he stared out his hotel room window for several minutes, thinking it all through.  Oliver Bessom!  The finder witch who had located Candace was now her fiancé.  And, he’d been all through the embassy offices right there in Ankara.  Impossible!  But, clearly, that had happened.  And, just as clearly, he realized he would not be going back to Ankara.  He knew the US government would be now searching for him.  They would know he was a witch and would have questions for him.  Questions he had no intention of ever being there to answer. 
 
    He was pleased with himself for having always lived with all his valuables stored safely where only he could get to them.  He had established multiple identities and had not left anything behind which anyone could trace.  Thanks to the internet, he could access both his funds and his important documents from anywhere in the world, no problem.  A lifetime living as a spy who always was careful was now paying off.  Yes, he was well prepared for that day when he’d need to go on the run.  And, that day had just arrived.  How fortunate he was already far, far away and in a place where nobody would ever think to look for him. 
 
    It was time to pay Maria another visit!  While this was somewhat earlier than what he’d planned on, he wanted to celebrate his good fortune. 
 
    He had already arranged for Maria to be exclusively his for however long he was staying in Bogota, paying her three days’ worth ahead of time and promising to keep paying like that indefinitely.  He’d learned she was quite familiar with Pablo Estaban and Manuel Rodriguez and how things had been run before Carlos had taken over.  That had convinced him it would be worthwhile to make such an arrangement.  That, and the way she seemed to really enjoy herself while giving him some of the best sex he’d ever had.  She was actually part of the reason he’d wanted to stay some extra days. 
 
    ----- 
 
    Askar-Samar Karimi was not happy.  His emails to Arvind Pancholi had not been answered and his contact in Ankara who usually arranged his meetings with Pancholi was saying the man had not shown up for work at the embassy all week.  Supposedly, he had taken some vacation.  He had not been at his apartment and the last time anyone had seen him in Ankara was before the meeting when he’d met with Karimi in Istanbul on November 29th. 
 
    Well, he indeed had demanded Pancholi go obtain more proof for him at that meeting.  But, he also had said time was of the essence at that same meeting.  Realizing he had no way of contacting his spy until the man finally resurfaced again was troubling.  Perhaps he needed to find some other sources to prove this demon theory was how the US had managed to have so many successes these past several months.  He could not sit around waiting for Pancholi. 
 
    Candace Axtell had gone back home to the US after successfully parading herself through three different embassies with the news coverage escalating so by the time she’d finished in Kabul, she was being portrayed as possibly the greatest nemesis WIJO had ever faced.  The failed attack in Islamabad had greatly enhanced that reputation.  There were even stories about the MP’s who were constantly surrounding her.  For some strange reason, these men were being called “Goldie’s Boys” and the media seemed to be glorifying them as well. 
 
    Word had come down from their leaders.  For now … she was to be left alone.  There were to be no more “failed attempts” until long after all the interest in stories about her had faded away.  WIJO needed to demonstrate something successful which would far outweigh any interest in some college girl who happened to have an Army general for her uncle. 
 
    Had their Thanksgiving Day Parade attacks been successful, there wouldn’t be anyone writing stories about Candace Axtell.  Those attacks of course had failed so badly the WIJO leadership was avoiding any possible ties to what had happened, claiming it all to be false propaganda being spread by the media. 
 
    Meanwhile, those same leaders were very anxious to succeed with their plan to have drones release toxins at some big sports event in the US.  That was top priority now.  And, they were holding him directly responsible for making sure those drones and those toxins were not discovered by the US authorities. 
 
    So, worrying about whether some demon porn star was somehow going to reveal what and where those special shipments were?  That was definitely making him unhappy. 
 
    ----- 
 
    “Hey, Missy, will Mike be coming down this weekend?” asked Sally.  They were in a large group of their classmates seated around tables at Cullum Hall; most of them were also KK@KK members, taking the special Farsi and Pashto course.  They were celebrating the end of their first week back as well as there being only one more week of classes.  Then, there would only be a week of exams before finally being released for Christmas. 
 
    Missy laughed and said, “No, he won’t be coming down here until two weeks from tomorrow when I finally get to sign out to go home.  Between my basketball games, my shooting matches, my classes and exams, my mentoring Emily, our extra language course, helping out with Kelsey’s Korner and all the zillions of other fun tasks we have going on here between now and then, there’s just no time.  I’m still doing makeup assignments for those two days I missed.” 
 
    Sharon said, “Hey, we’re all busy like that until Christmas.”  She, like Missy, was on the West Point women’s basketball team.  “About the only time we’ll not be busy doing something else will be a week from tomorrow when we’ll all be watching the Army-Navy game.”  They’d all caravan by bus leaving early that morning for Philadelphia.  Although they’d spend the night in a hotel and caravan back the following day, there’d be no opportunities for any outsiders; all their activities would be much too structured.  “I suppose you’re going to still somehow manage seeing Troy, though, huh?”  They all knew how completely gaga Sally was now about her latest boyfriend. 
 
    Sally pouted and replied, “Hey, I’m as busy as everyone else here.  But, it just so happens my swim meet schedule works just right with Troy’s schedule and I’ll get to see him on Sunday.  He was asking whether Mike would be here then.  He’s already talked to John and knows he won’t be coming down.” 
 
    “He wanted to come down,” said Tracy.  “But, I promised to give Donald some extra help and this weekend will be the only opportunity.”  Donald Quigby was a plebe and she was his team leader just like Missy was team leader for Emily Robinson.  He’d been hoping she’d clarify some things about the academy’s Honor Code for him.  Now that his lacrosse season had ended, he finally was available when she wasn’t busy with her fencing team or some other conflict. 
 
    Gary said, “Let me guess.  You, Missy and the other Quigby girls are setting him up again with Emily Robinson, right?  How come Kelly and I never had any help like that from our team leaders last year?” 
 
    Tony started laughing at this and said, “Gary, you and Kelly never needed any team leader help.  If anything, your team leaders needed the help.  They kept losing track of the two of you but could never prove you were off somewhere together.  You always managed coming up with the best excuses!” 
 
    “Now, now, let’s not be jealous about Gary’s creativity!” exclaimed Kelly, quick to defend her guy; they’d been a couple for more than a year.  “But, in spite of what a lovely match we girls think Donald and Emily might be, Emily will be busy.  She and Missy have a Combat Weapons match tomorrow and a Rifle match on Sunday and I’m sure Emily will be out at the range practicing.  Right, Missy?” 
 
    “Yeah, she will, especially since I can’t shoot on Sunday due to the conflict with my basketball game.  Our team is relying on her to take my place.”  Thanks to both her own ability plus Missy’s expert help, Emily was now one of the best shooters on their team. 
 
    Sharon said, “Too bad our game is in Newark and we have to board the bus before your Rifle Team finishes their match.  Then again, the last time you managed doing both the same day, the stench from you shooting first and not having time to shower before our game?  Whew, that was pretty bad.” 
 
    Kelsey giggled and said, “Oh, yes!  And we all know how sensitive Missy’s nose is to any lingering scents, right?”  She’d been Missy’s roommate, along with Sharon, during first semester the year before.  It was no secret to any of the group sitting there how Missy was able to notice scents.  While only Tracy and Sally knew Missy was a supernatural, the others had all learned about many of Missy’s special abilities. 
 
    Kelsey then went on to say, “Since Missy brought up helping out at my tutoring sessions, I’m still looking for some more signups … we need lots of tutors now, due to everyone wanting to cram for end of term exams.”  Due to the huge successes from all her earlier sessions, there were over two hundred cadets currently signed up for help in various subjects. 
 
    She would get lots of volunteer assistants to tutor these subjects, though.  They had all learned how they too benefited greatly, typically scoring really well on their own exams.  There was no better way to learn a subject than by teaching that subject to others.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Sixteen 
 
    Dec 7, 2019 
 
      
 
    Pablo Estaban had agreed to this meeting.  If the CIA was getting ready to move against Carlos, as Pancholi had hinted on the phone, then it indeed was in his best interest to listen to what his own options might be.  The very fact that Pancholi was still in Bogota seemed ominous.  And, the man seemed to know a lot about how things had been run, prior to Carlos and Rafe taking over.  Again, there had only been hints and nothing which had been discussed so far could be viewed as any disloyalty on his part to Carlos.  In fact, he could always claim he was trying to prove his loyalty to Carlos by coming to this secret meeting.  Alone. 
 
    He even had been the one to name the restaurant.  A private meeting with Arvind Pancholi to discuss matters which might affect the Mancini operation.  Sure.  What harm could that be?  Nobody could claim he was doing anything other than working for Carlos by coming here.  Right? 
 
    At first, Pancholi was very gracious.  They enjoyed a delicious dinner and a few drinks, all supposedly paid for by the CIA.  Pablo was relaxed but remained cautious, not wanting to commit to anything.  And Arvind -- they were on a first name basis now -- Arvind was explaining how impressed he was with how well the Rodriguez organization had operated back when Manuel and Pablo were running things. 
 
    They joked about how many folks still referred to Manuel as the Frenchman.  Yes, “fear the Frenchman” had been a common remark, frequently mentioned.  Of course, the man was gone, so those now saying this openly were feeling free to do so.  Arvind said it was assumed Manuel was dead and Carlos was somehow responsible. 
 
    Pablo was quick to say, “No, no!  I was there that night when Manuel left and Carlos was not involved.  He and Rafe were right there with many witnesses that night.  We even have it all on our security video tapes.  Manuel walked out and climbed into a car which was there waiting for him.  Then, he disappeared.  But, he has sent us several signed documents since then.  He’s turned over his organization to Carlos.  All those documents have been examined by experts and are genuine.” 
 
    Arvind nodded and said, “Perhaps, but surely those signatures could have been forced.  Blackmail, maybe.  I’m only telling you what I’m hearing.” 
 
    Arvind had learned a great deal from his many sources over the past few days.  But, it had been Maria who had helped him the most.  She’d explained how those working for the Rodriquez organization for years were all affected, now that it was the Mancini organization.  Working girls like herself had really benefited.  Not only had those who sold drugs been allowed to make arrangements through other channels, if they wished, but the many girls in the sex trade had also been given their freedom.  No one was being forced to sell themselves. 
 
    There had been quite a shakeup and working for Carlos and Rafe was very different.  Like most of the drug dealers, many of the girls had eventually ended up remaining part of the Mancini organization, since it was their best option.  Especially now, with no more worries about being beaten or worse.  There was still a lot of residual hatred towards Pablo, however. 
 
    Pablo said, “It doesn’t really matter anymore what others believe.  Manuel is not coming back and Carlos is now in charge.  Nobody wants to challenge him.  He may do things very different from Manuel but he’s now the one in power.  He knows how to stay in power.” 
 
    “Why didn’t you replace Manuel?” asked Arvind.  “You were his number two.  I’ve heard many thought you would take over rather than now just be helping Mancini.”  He’d heard many had been very worried about that, in fact, and were still concerned.  But, he’d also learned Carlos Mancini had proven himself during those years he’d been in Miami.  And, the one thing he seemed to have in common with Manuel Rodriguez was that none of his enemies had ever managed to prevail against him.  Most were now dead. 
 
    Pablo had of course thought about taking over the organization.  But, even if he could somehow manage getting rid of Carlos and Rafe, he was much too fearful about what Missy McCrea might do.  Her threat to change him into a frog or some punishment even worse was something he would never forget.  No, he’d not tempt fate or, since he was convinced she indeed was a demon, he’d not tempt the devil.  The she-devil. 
 
    “No, no.  It wasn’t the right time for me to step up.”  Pablo wondered whether the CIA was planning to take out Carlos.  If so, then he could not be blamed.  He studied Arvind closely and asked, “Why is the CIA so interested in how things are being run down here in Colombia?” 
 
    “Ah, well.  It’s not that we’re interested so much in Colombia.  But, that task force which came here?  From Cancun?  The US Army was in charge of that.  And, that girl Missy McCrea?  She was from West Point.  Again, the US Army.  As I mentioned the other day, we’re merely looking for possible connections.  We want to find Philip Arnold.  Why was Rodriguez asking Arnold to send him those reports on the girl?” 
 
    On hearing Missy McCrea’s name, Pablo paled noticeably.  His reaction was so strong Arvind would have noticed even if he wasn’t gifted with being a water witch.  It was almost as though Pablo had actually met the girl and … oh!  Wait!  Was that possible?  That would explain things a great deal. 
 
    Arvind went on to say, “Missy McCrea did visit Mexico and then Arbogast went missing.  Did this girl have anything to do with Rodriquez going missing?  Or with Arnold’s disappearance?  Are there any connections?” 
 
    “I wouldn’t know anything about that,” said Pablo.  But, his demeanor was saying just the opposite.  As before, he was clearly terrified by merely the mention of Missy McCrea. 
 
    Arvind was impressed.  Somehow the girl had managed doing something causing that fear, convincing Rodriguez to sign over his organization to Mancini and convincing Pablo to help with that.  Whatever supernatural powers and abilities she was using must be very special.  And, yeah … she had to have come down there in person.  Then, something Pablo had said registered.  Something about having a video tape for the night Manuel disappeared. 
 
    “Tell me about this video which proves Carlos was not involved.  I assume there were security tapes that night, correct?”  Arvind studied Pablo’s reaction to this question and could see this was true.  “Can you make copies of all those tapes for me?  Your assistance will be greatly appreciated and would go a long way towards things maybe being easier for the new organization down here.  You know … in case Carlos and Rafe disappear.  In case, say, you might someday be the one running things.” 
 
    ----- 
 
    General Blake had remained in Kabul after his niece had safely departed.  He had enjoyed seeing her and was very pleased with how well her tour had gone.  He was especially pleased with the way Oliver had identified other supernaturals being at the embassies.  While the two werewolves Gene and Amanda Tremblay were fortunately not a threat, it was now increasingly clear that the water witch Arvind Pancholi was probably the middle man who had provided critical information to WIJO, sold by the traitor Philip Arnold. 
 
    While Pancholi had only a minor role in the CIA, that job and his position in the embassy had been enough.  As a double agent, he’d probably been able to sell many secrets over the years which had no doubt caused some problems for the US. 
 
    Sami Massallah had just finished briefing General Blake and Colonel Chory on just how much information Pancholi might have accessed and how badly this might have hurt, in addition to whatever data he’d obtained from Arnold.  They’d also been discussing what the FBI had learned about there being more WIJO terrorist cells in the US, with one in Boston being of particular concern.  
 
    The general asked Sami, “Do any of your CIA sources inside WIJO know what might be planned for this Boston cell?”  It had been Sami’s informants who had helped them avoid the Thanksgiving Day Parade bombings. 
 
    Sami said, “No, nothing yet.  They’re all hearing plenty about how pissed off the leaders are and how badly they want to retaliate but, so far, no word on just what actions might be planned as revenge.” 
 
    Colonel Chory asked, “What about who was paying for the data Arnold provided?  Now that we believe that came through Pancholi by way of that anti-American group in Turkey … have you been able to trace back to Pancholi meeting with anyone?” 
 
    “Actually, I may have some information about that.  One of my operatives over in Herat has maybe learned something.  She has been sleeping with various low level members within WIJO and one of them, a guy named Kahliq Abdul Tabish, has mentioned how his boss has been meeting someone in Istanbul.  Tabish likes to celebrate whenever his boss is out of town and she’s the one he likes to celebrate with.  At any rate, this Tabish is an assistant to Askar-Samar Karimi, one of the WIJO leaders who has been rising within their organization for a few years now.  And, the dates when Karimi was visiting over in Istanbul are dates when Pancholi was not home.” 
 
    The general asked, “Can you place Pancholi in Istanbul on those dates?  And, what do we know about this Karimi?” 
 
    Sami said, “About the dates, no, but we have been interviewing Pancholi’s neighbors, checking through his utility companies, reviewing his phone records, backtracking as much as we can.  Nobody knows where he goes and we can never find any record of his traveling under his own name, but we can establish when he’s been out of town.  He could easily have met with Karimi on the dates in question.”  Looking back and forth at the general and the colonel, he continued.  “Karimi is in his early forties but runs a huge saffron business; supposedly his company exports millions of dollars’ worth every year.  I think he inherited the company but has greatly expanded operations and more than doubled its profits due to all those exports.  And, as I said, he’s becoming one of the top WIJO leaders in Herat.” 
 
    Colonel Chory said, “That info about the dates seems very circumstantial.  Does anything else connect this Karimi to the group in Ankara?” 
 
    “Yeah, that’s why my informant thought the Istanbul trips might be important.  She was aware we had learned about the bombings from our guy Mamdouh Ozdemir in Ankara.  She helped us earlier when we wanted to know about WIJO training camps.  The New York City team had trained at the camp near Herat and she was one of our sources for learning that.”  Sami looked at the two officers and then added, “Mamdouh thinks it was the WIJO organization in Herat which was behind those planned bombings.  While that’s because of stuff he’s learned which -- to use your words, colonel -- is all very circumstantial, it does all add up.” 
 
    “That’s interesting,” said the colonel.  “That also checks with what our Army Intel sources have come up with.  While we haven’t identified any names before now, we are hearing the Herat leaders are most likely behind things.” 
 
    The general said, “Alright, then.  Let’s all focus on Herat and try to learn more about what might be planned for this Boston cell.”  Looking at Sami, he added, “I’m sure you’ve reported all this back to Charles Winword who will pass it along to the Defense Secretary and Drew Martinson over at “P” Branch.  Have your girl stay close to this Tabish so she can learn more about Karimi.  We’ll be making him one of our top persons of interest over there at WIJO.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Seventeen 
 
    Dec 8, 2019 
 
      
 
    Tracy was satisfied Donald Quigby now understood all the finer nuances about the academy’s Honor Code and would have no trouble in the future, either with exam questions which might come up or when asked anything by upperclass cadets, looking to catch him off guard so they could give him demerits; testing plebes about academy trivia was one of their favorite pastimes. 
 
    She said, “You’re all set now, Donald.  Go … and may the Force be with you!” 
 
    Donald was very grateful.  His team leader was an expert on the Honor Code, thanks in part to her father and grandfather, both West Point graduates.  His own father was a Sergeant Major, due to retire the end of the year.  He had been very prejudicial against women in the Army and especially against them being at West Point.  That bias had caused both he and his brother Ronald, now a firstie in his final year, to initially hold very negative views about females at the academy. 
 
    But, he now credited Tracy for changing his views.  She, along with all the other “Quigby girls” she’d organized to help him, had really made a difference.  He would not be making it through this extremely difficult plebe year without them.  Of course, his brother had also now changed his views as well, largely due to Tracy’s roommate Missy.  He and Ron had both argued with their dad, pointing out how many women could indeed meet all the academy standards, often exceeding them by great margins.  They’d earned the right to serve as officers in whatever capacity they might choose. 
 
    “Thanks, Cadet McGonagle.”  He addressed her formally in spite of being in her room where being less formal was allowed.  Her door was open, as required by protocol.  He’d made it a habit to always speak to any upperclass cadet this way, no matter what the circumstances. 
 
    Tracy said, “If you hurry, you might get to watch the end of the Rifle Team’s competition.  I bet your girlfriend Emily will be making our team proud and I know you’ll enjoy seeing that.” 
 
    “She’s not my girlfriend,” protested Donald sheepishly.  Of course, he actually did have a huge crush on Emily Robinson and couldn’t help blushing.  What had started out as mischievous matchmaking by those Quigby girls had in fact been welcomed by them both.  He and Emily had found they really did enjoy each other’s company and had continued to build on that; they now really were in a relationship although there was never enough time to do much about it.  They still hadn’t even kissed.  Plebe life was such that opportunities for such things simply didn’t happen, unless there was a lot of careful work and planning. 
 
    Tracy laughed, fully aware of his discomfort.  “She’s not?  Okay, well then … I’ll be sure to alert the media.  Newscast at eleven.”   
 
    Donald smiled and shook his head.  He was used to her jokes and said, “I guess I could go over there, of course.  Nothing better on a Sunday afternoon than watching my classmates compete out on the rifle range.”  His earlier plan to do that without it being noticed by the Quigby girls had obviously failed but he still did want to watch Emily compete.  He wanted to be there for her no matter how well she did. 
 
    Tracy watched as Donald hurried out.  While not the most gifted academically, there was no one who worked harder or was more determined to do well.  Some of that, of course, was due to always competing with his older brother, who seemed to have a much easier time with his subjects.  But, Donald had many admirable qualities and she was growing very fond of him.  She hoped he and Emily continued to hit it off.  They made a nice couple. 
 
    She headed over to Cullum Hall where she suspected she’d find some of her friends gathered and, as she entered the building, she noticed energy from another witch.  She could feel it wasn’t from Missy, who she knew was in New Jersey anyway, and quickly guessed it was from Sally’s boyfriend Troy Dangelmeyer.  Sure enough, she found the two of them sitting with her friends.  Sally obviously was showing him off and looked radiant, happier than ever. 
 
    Tony and Marcus were there, with their girlfriends Cassie and Chandra.  Both girls attended the same college in New York City and managed to visit most weekends now.  Gary and Kelly were there as were Mitch and Kelsey.  Kelsey was looking almost as radiant as Sally, since the conversation was about the big win for Army’s football team the day before; Mitch Cooper was the team’s star running back and his performance had been key in their victory. 
 
    Everyone greeted Tracy and she joined in with their conversation.  It was late in the afternoon and there wasn’t much time left until visitors would have to leave and the cadets would all need to get busy with their various duty assignments.  Then, of course, there’d be their studies.  Cadet life was mostly hard work of some sort with few windows of opportunity for relaxing like this.  But, the satisfaction in what they were accomplishing, striving towards their goals and overcoming all obstacles along the way was very rewarding. 
 
    Sally made a point of pulling Tracy aside, after about ten minutes had passed, and quietly asked her, “What have you and Missy heard about searching for any more terrorists up in Boston?  Troy tells me Robert Ulrey has him on standby, along with a few more of the Psychic Division witches, but other than that, he doesn’t really know too much.”  She knew her witch classmates had connections to those government officials in high places which she and Troy hadn’t wanted to ask about earlier. 
 
    “Nothing much, really, other than that’s where the Turkey Day task force is now.  As you know, Robert’s team is part of that task force.”  Tracy shrugged her shoulders.  “The FBI is still interrogating everyone they arrested but so far that’s all they’ve learned.  Boston is where there might be more bad guys.  Try not to worry, though.  Everything possible is being done to find them and stop them before they can do anything.” 
 
    ----- 
 
    Missy and Sharon were enjoying their bus ride back to the academy.  They’d won their game and it looked like this year their women’s basketball team would be doing even better than it had the previous year.  While a couple good players from the year before had graduated, the improvement by the remaining players this year was more than making up for that loss.  And, the new plebe year players were showing a lot of promise. 
 
    Their coach, Irina Borovsky, was still congratulating each of the girls, gradually working her way down the aisle in the center of the bus.  She stopped near them and said, “Nice teamwork, you two.  And, Missy?  Those jump shots of yours?  Let’s see more of them, okay?”  Missy had scored four times from beyond the three-point line and those twelve points had definitely helped assure their victory. 
 
    Missy played guard and always managed to draw lots of fouls due to her aggressive yet skillful play.  Since she almost never missed her foul shots, that typically racked up several points for her team in every game.  Today she’d ended up scoring twenty-seven points total while Sharon, who played forward, had scored thirty-one.  Their teammates had started calling them the Dynamic Duo after some of their earlier games and in today’s game, they had more than earned that title. 
 
    After Coach Borovsky moved further down the aisle, Sharon turned to Missy and said, “Hey, Ginger tells me she’s really worried about her sister.  I think that’s why she didn’t play as well as usual today.”  Ginger Gettmann also played forward on their team and was in the year ahead of them. 
 
    She had been the one who’d warned about the Caesar Club, the secret sex club which Missy had ended up exposing the year before.  While most at the academy considered Missy a hero, there were a number of guys who greatly resented her for how that had turned out, with many of their friends forced to resign.  Missy, of course, felt indebted to Ginger. 
 
    “What’s happening with her sister?” 
 
    “Well, she’s been trying to break up with her boyfriend but that hasn’t been going very well.”  Sharon grimaced.  “Up until Thanksgiving, she thought she’d truly found ‘the one’, you know?  Smart, handsome, star on their college football team, lots of money which he freely spent taking her places and buying her presents.  Perfect.” 
 
    “So, why breakup with him?  I know there’s more you’re not telling me yet.”  Missy was patient, but Sharon seemed reluctant to divulge the whole story. 
 
    “Ginger’s sister Bridget is just starting college this year and really wasn’t prepared for how this guy swept her off her feet.  She was blinded by all the attention.  At first it was all fabulous fun.  Then?  She learned he’s not merely related to some pretty big criminals but is actually working for them.  Gambling, loan sharking, enforcing … he’s bad news.  Right there at their university.  Really bad news.  She knows she was such an idiot for not seeing it at first and for ignoring stuff.  But, now she’s telling him to leave her alone and he’s saying, sorry, but that’s not going to happen.” 
 
    Missy said, “Let me guess.  She already started sleeping with him, right?” 
 
    “Yeah.  Ginger says he wasn’t her very first but, well … Bridget is rather inexperienced.  Now she realizes she’s in way over her head.  The guy is insisting she continue putting out for him.  And, get this.  If she dares talk about any of his extra curricula activities?  While he hasn’t said exactly what he’ll do, his warning has been very clear.  She doesn’t want to know what will happen to her.  It won’t be pretty.” 
 
      “Okay,” said Missy.  “Ginger and Bridget are from Connecticut, right?  So, where does this guy come from?  Give me a name and I’ll tell my friend Alice.  Bridget can become one more of her Roseanne girls.  Problem solved, right?” 
 
    Sharon nodded her head.  She’d known Missy would probably say that.  “Well, maybe.  Only, here’s the thing.  That mob family this guy is part of?  His uncle is Raymond Morelli.  Thanks to you educating me all about the New York mob families, I recognized him right away.  I’m sure he’s one of the ones your buddy Sal just finished making peace with, right?  After you saved his daughter Sandy for him last month?”  While Missy and Tracy had kept a lot of secrets and didn’t go into detail about the stuff they did reveal, they’d shared enough information with their closest friends that Sharon was at least aware of some of the things which had been going on in recent months. 
 
    Missy smiled.  Salvatore D’Amato was hardly one of her buddies but she of course did have quite a history with him now.  The recent mob war had ended once his daughter had been rescued.  That, of course, had been thanks to Missy.  And, it was his henchmen who dealt with all those who might be a threat for any of the girls Alice was helping.  It was now widely known how the Roseanne Fund girls were all under Sal’s protection.  This was no doubt why Sharon had been reluctant to talk about Bridget’s predicament. 
 
    “You’re worried about another mob war?”  Missy raised one of her eyebrows and stared at Sharon. 
 
    “No, I’m worried about you maybe getting into this somehow.  You can’t save the whole world, Missy.  As you like to say, we shouldn’t try to boil the ocean.  Where do we draw the line?” 
 
    Missy smiled and said, “Well, we do protect our own, Sharon.  And, Ginger is one of us.  So, her sister gets to be inside of wherever that line might be.”  She could see Sharon already knew that.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Eighteen 
 
    Dec 9, 2019 
 
      
 
    Edward Collinsworth took a seat next to Robert Ulrey in the large conference room.  This was at the FBI’s office in Boston and, although he was normally part of their Organized Crime Division rather than Counterterrorism, he’d been one of the ones detailed to the special task force to deal with the threat to the Thanksgiving Day parades.  Like with Robert, the FBI wanted him to continue on in that task force. 
 
    “Hi, Robert.  Glad to see they’ve got your division still working on this.”  Ed looked around and saw Major Schermerhorn sitting on Robert’s other side; he’d met him down in Philly and they nodded to one another.  “Are those two psychics I met in Philly also up here?”  He’d met Millicent Pratt and Oliver Bessom and been very impressed. 
 
    Robert said, “Sure, Ed, they’re both here.  And, I’ve got more people on standby, ready if we need them.”  Millie was staying with Desiree Yerger in Salem while Oliver had just flown up the night before from D.C. and had checked into a hotel near the airport.  They both were now working full time for Robert.  While Millie had been retired, Oliver had needed to quit his job as a social worker; his role in the FBI Psychic Division was now demanding all of his time.  While the division had initially been created to assist local law enforcement in their search for kidnap victims, the recent need to find terrorists had taken priority. 
 
    In addition to the FBI and Homeland Security at the meeting, there were representatives from U.S. Immigration and Customs, Transportation Security, Border Patrol, plus several local law enforcement agencies.  And, of course, various U.S. Military personnel were also in attendance.  Even the Coast Guard was there.   
 
    Dale Hewson from Homeland Security was introduced as their new leader.  He wasted no time and quickly told the group gathered there what the government investigators had managed to learn so far.  He also explained they were giving their joint task force a new name.  Since they were now focusing on the Boston area, their team would be called the Boston Anti-Terrorist Team or BAT Team. 
 
    Hewson said, “There are more than two hundred individuals on our BAT watch list who have been identified as having ties to radical Islam and who are living within a hundred miles of Boston.  Most live within ten miles.  These all need to be investigated.  Over five hundred others have been supposedly cleared but their names and dossiers will be kept on file, just in case.  Unfortunately, so far, none have been connected to any of the terrorists from New York, Philly or Chicago. 
 
    “Then, there are all these names of those who recently managed to enter the U.S. but then disappeared, their work visas apparently false.”  Dale flashed the list up on the screen but since this was also in their handouts, he didn’t dwell on them and moved on. 
 
      “Our investigators have learned, in hindsight, how many have managed getting in using trains, buses, boats and even by merely walking across the border, all at locations where clearing immigration was not that difficult.  Knowing the U.S. policies, procedures, protocols and vulnerabilities, all due to the information provided by Philip Arnold, has enabled WIJO to get their people into position, joining the existing terrorist sleeper cells already here, waiting for them.”  Hewson didn’t like mentioning Arnold but it hadn’t been his fault there’d been a traitor in Homeland Security. 
 
    “Even more difficult is tracking all the cargo which has cleared customs and then, like the suspect terrorists, has now disappeared.  False paperwork was presented, again taking advantage of where the U.S. was vulnerable and what Philip Arnold had provided.  While most of this missing cargo will eventually be determined as okay and merely missing due to administrative errors and oversights, there will no doubt be some shipments which are now with the terrorists.”  Hewson looked around the room at everyone.  They all knew about the explosives, suicide vests and other materials which had ended up in New York, Philly and Chicago. 
 
    Then, he ended his briefing by saying, “Thus, in spite of reports we have a cell here in Boston, getting ready to cause some major catastrophe, our BAT Team has very little to go on.  Sifting and sorting through all the possible leads will take a lot of effort and a great deal of time … time which we don’t really have, if the WIJO retaliation threat is real.  We need a break of some sort and we need it right away.” 
 
    A voice from the back said, “Hey, what about the FBI psychics?  That’s where we got our breaks in those other cities, right?” 
 
    Hewson looked over at Robert Ulrey who stood up and faced the rear.  Robert said, “I’ve got several psychics from my team up here on standby but as of right now, we don’t have anything for them to go on and they aren’t yet able to give us anything.” 
 
    There were some more questions and the discussion went on for several minutes, but nothing very helpful was identified. 
 
    They all were then divided into various groups, each given some specific mission or approach to follow.  As with any investigation, it came down to working hard to develop leads and then working even harder to see where those leads might take them.   
 
    ----- 
 
    Ironically, there was another group meeting going on at the same time in a warehouse located in Dorchester only four miles away.  This group was led by Abdullah Zahir and the purpose of the meeting was how to best deploy the drones they would be using to disperse some special toxins which WIJO had provided.  These toxins contained botulism mixed with some other chemicals so the airborne transmission would actually be best in cold, dry air.  Since their first target was the New England Patriots final home game right there at Foxborough on December 29th, a clear day would be ideal.  But, even if it snowed, their attack would still be successful.  The stadium would be completely full, regardless of the weather, and thousands of diehard fans would be doing exactly that: dying hard. 
 
    Zahir had been leading this cell for four years and was very excited his group had been selected for this mission.  He was especially pleased about the target which was one he had recommended.  Yes, he was determined to bring Jihad home to Boston, which many Americans referred to as the Hub of the Universe. 
 
    His resolve to succeed only increased when their New York team was blown up and those in Philly and Chicago were all arrested.  He didn’t know how those other teams had been identified and, from the communications he’d been having with those back in Herat, the WIJO leaders didn’t know yet either.  
 
    They had insisted on his checking once again for possible tracking devices, either on the shipments which he had carefully stored away or on any of the team members who had recently joined his group or on anything else which his team might have come in contact with during the past six months.  Yeah, they were paranoid but he had just finished complying with their request. 
 
    His assistant Yuri Qabani had gone through all their living spaces and vehicles, electronically sweeping with the latest scanning device which had just arrived, thanks to arrangements made by those back in Herat.  They hadn’t trusted him and had insisted on arranging for this special device which they had ordered and had delivered to a new post office box.  Since all their drones, laptop computers, remote controls and other equipment were now inside those vehicles, he was satisfied there were no bugs.  Yuri would be checking the empty storage lockers where he’d initially been storing these items, but he was certain nothing would turn up there.  No, there was just no way his team was going to be located because of any tracking devices. 
 
    As for the special toxins which would be dispersed, these were safely being stored at Yuri’s home.  Only he and Yuri knew this and Yuri’s home had been the first to be swept.  There were no tracking devices or any electronic surveillance devices of any kind where either he or Yuri lived; that had always been a concern and a top priority for them both. 
 
     “Why must we no longer attend any mosques?” asked Nasir Fadal, one of the new men.  He had trained for months in Herat and had arrived just three weeks ago.  Like most of the other new members, he would be remotely controlling one of the drones.  Their roles did not require their suicide; they would be protected by special gas masks when the toxins were released.  They would then drive away from the stadium parking lot in the vans used to bring in the drones and inside of which they would remotely control these drones once launched.  Risk of discovery was minimal but, if caught, they then were prepared to die. 
 
    Zahir answered, “Our leaders believe that is but another of the costly mistakes which led to the arrest of our brethren in Philadelphia.  While, like you, they had successfully infiltrated and were hiding, they were all using the same mosque.  It has been learned how investigators from Homeland Security were asking many questions at that mosque and then, later that same day, the arrests were made.” 
 
    “So much for freedom of religion here in America,” said one angry voice in the group.  Other comments were made as well and the hatred amongst them for all Americans was very obvious. 
 
    Zahir quickly demanded silence and said, “In three weeks, when we succeed in bringing death to thousands of these infidels, our message will be clear and our revenge will have begun.  Yes, that will be a new beginning with many more successful demonstrations yet to come.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Nineteen 
 
    Dec 10, 2019 
 
      
 
    Askar-Samar Karimi finished his review of all the reports back from their U.S. teams, each one assuring no tracking devices had been found and none were possible.  While he could present these to his leaders to prove he was not responsible for any failure which might occur, he was not satisfied.  He needed more.  He needed evidence they were dealing with demons which the U.S. government had somehow summoned.  He needed to hear from Arvind Pancholi. 
 
    Just then Kahliq Abdul Tabish knocked at the door to his office and said, “I think you have a call from your spy.  He only will say he’s your friend from Istanbul and won’t give us any name.  He’s on the telephone but using some sort of special satellite phone which is being routed so we cannot trace his call.” 
 
    Karimi said, “Well, he does work for the CIA so I guess I’m not surprised we can’t trace him.  Patch him through to my line and be sure to record our conversation.” 
 
    Tabish nodded and left.  Moments later Karimi’s phone rang and he picked it up.  “Yes, hello, what can you tell me?  And, why are you calling me on the telephone?” 
 
    Pancholi’s voice answered, “I do have some information for you.  But, my position with my former employer has been compromised.  I cannot return there.  To be clear, my position with all my former employers is now compromised.  You understand?” 
 
    “Yes, I understand.”  Karimi knew he meant both the embassy and the CIA had somehow identified Pancholi as a spy. 
 
    “You can watch another video which I have uploaded for you,” continued Pancholi.  He then provided the URL for the website where the video he’d prepared could be found.  It would show Missy McCrea with Carlos Mancini at Manuel Rodriguez’s estate.  “You need a password, of course.  It’s eight letters, all lower case.  You recall our conversation about a dancing girl and some golden eggs?  The password actually consists of the two four letter words which you used to describe that girl.  Do you know it?” 
 
    “Yes,” answered Karimi.  He knew the password.  Porn star: pornstar.   
 
    “I will call you back in thirty minutes.  We then will discuss things further.”  Pancholi hung up. 
 
    Karimi sighed and went to find a secure computer where he could download the video.  He doubted it would be worth twenty-five million but was hoping whatever else Pancholi might have to go along with it might somehow be worth that price. 
 
    While waiting for Pancholi to call back, Karimi watched the video three times.  It was the red headed dancer, this time in a dark green gown with long hair.  She was at some sort of party or event with many guests, none of whom he recognized.  But, it was the same girl.  That he was sure of.  It was date stamped as September 28, 2019.  That was a month later than when Candace Axtell had been rescued. 
 
    When his phone rang, he answered right away.  “What is this?  And, again I ask why you are calling me.” 
 
    Pancholi said, “I am calling so we can discuss what I’ve sent you.  You recognize the girl, yes?” 
 
    “Of course.  But, I don’t recognize anyone else or the location.” 
 
    “Well, the guests and the location, as well as that date, can all be easily verified.  You wanted some evidence.  Do you know who Manuel Rodriguez is?  He ran an organization in Colombia for many years.  A very large operation.”  Pancholi waited for a response. 
 
    Karimi finally said, “No.  What kind of operation and why is that important?”  He was growing impatient but Pancholi’s tone was so confident, he suspected he’d soon understand. 
 
    Pancholi said, “Manuel Rodriguez is the one who sold Candace Axtell to WIJO.  It was his organization which kidnapped the girl and it was he who received your payment.  I understand that payment was in drugs.  Millions of dollars’ worth, correct?” 
 
    While Karimi did not know all the details, he personally had arranged for the death of Sinbad, the one whom WIJO had dealt with.  They had assumed Sinbad must have double crossed them, somehow planting a tracking device on the Axtell girl and then selling the girl’s location to the U.S.  They had no other explanation for how the girl had been rescued.  Not until Pancholi had insisted the U.S. was using individuals with special abilities.  Demons. 
 
    “It is true that drugs were provided in exchange for the girl.”  Karimi did know they’d delivered eighty million dollars’ worth, per Sinbad’s instructions.  Once delivered, there’d been no way to recover or trace any of it.  “You are saying this Rodriguez received that payment?” 
 
    “Rodriguez has been controlling all of the drugs exported from South America for many years now.  I have some evidence of this fact in the files I am offering but you don’t need my evidence; you can easily learn all this in other ways.  Until recently, all drug shipments went through him and he made a nice profit on every transaction.  It was his distribution network which received the drugs WIJO paid.” 
 
    “Until recently?” asked Karimi.  He was starting to sense where this might be going. 
 
    “Until the night of that meeting at his estate near Bogota on September twenty-eighth.  That’s the location where that video was made showing all those guests … they do provide some very clear evidence.”  Pancholi paused to be sure Karimi would understand the significance of his next sentences.  “Since that night, Rodriguez has disappeared and Carlos Mancini has been in charge of the Rodriguez organization.  You can easily establish this by other means as well.  But, what you won’t easily establish is the identity of the girl who is with Carlos that evening.  No one knows her or where she went.  It’s merely assumed she was one of Carlos’s many mistresses who is no longer with him.  She appeared from nowhere for that one evening and then, like Rodriguez, has disappeared without a trace.” 
 
    Karimi knew Pancholi was referring to the girl who had been dancing in Cancun and who was attending one of the military academies.  So, with this latest video which provided some very clear close-up views of the girl, now perhaps he could establish her identity.  Even so, he would still need all those files from Pancholi’s source if he wanted to convince his leadership the U.S. was using demons.  If the U.S. government was sending this girl out to find people and to make people like this Rodriguez disappear?  She, and others like her, as Pancholi was claiming? 
 
    Recalling another claim Pancholi had made, Karimi said, “When this girl was in Cancun, there was a task force from the U.S. searching for Candace Axtell.  You said this girl was part of that task force.” 
 
    Pancholi laughed and said, “Yes!  The Candace Axtell task force.  They changed their name to the Jacques Arbogast task force, right after Jacques Arbogast disappeared and the Axtell girl was rescued.  Arbogast worked for Rodriguez and his men did the actual kidnapping.  His disappearance was the same night as when this Cancun Cancan girl performed her dance in his nightclub.  Are you seeing a pattern perhaps?”  Chuckling further, he added, “This Jacques Arbogast Team came to Colombia and was in Bogota when Rodriguez disappeared.  But only this girl visited the estate that night.  Whatever she did, she did all by herself.” 
 
    Karimi said, “Okay, okay, I will try to arrange payment for the amount you have requested.  But, I first want to see those files.  Once I am satisfied with all the information, then I will arrange for payment, as before.” 
 
    Pancholi said, “I need to convince my source you can be trusted to make this payment.  I will explain your situation and your demands.  I think he will agree.  Then, I will upload the files to that same website.  You’ll be able to access them using the same password.  Give me one hour.” 
 
    ----- 
 
    An hour later, Karimi was reading all about Missy McCrea and Oliver Bessom.  It took Karimi another hour to sift and sort through all the information.  Then, he called in his assistant, Kahliq Abdul Tabish.  It was time to prepare a summary which he could present to their leaders at the next general meeting.  And, he needed to arrange for payment being made to Pancholi’s source. 
 
    Karimi first asked Tabish to review what he had concerning Missy McCrea.  The information in the files went back seven years to when she was just a little girl playing soccer.  Incredible.  Missing for two years.  Returning from somewhere in the mountains but without any clear explanation; only a mystery.  Then, more activities on the athletic fields.  Her winning a mixed martial arts championship.  Earning her third degree black belt in karate.  Her going to West Point where she was a top student, played on several varsity teams and was setting new records in marksmanship.  Lots and lots of photos, several with General Blake.  Many articles in newspapers, magazines and on the internet. 
 
    Tabish kept grunting as he went through the files and looked at the photos and the videos.  Finally, he looked up in amazement and remarked, “This girl was serving with the Special Forces in Afghanistan?  She’s the special individual you told me was there when that Taliban base was destroyed in August?” 
 
    Karimi nodded and said, “While her involvement in that and all our other problems since then is all circumstantial, this still is evidence, just as my spy promised.  This Missy McCrea clearly played some role in not only finding and possibly rescuing Candace Axtell but in going after all those responsible for the girl’s kidnapping.  Just look at the photos of her and General Blake, all before his niece was kidnapped.  Obviously, the general unleashed this strange girl to use her special abilities, whatever they are.  She’s in the Army and he keeps her at that academy, hiding her in plain sight, in between whatever assignments he gives her.” 
 
    “Well, the U.S. government obviously considers her special.  And, just as your spy points out, this Missy McCrea was carried off the battlefield, seriously wounded in August, but then was dancing in Mexico in September, performing in ways not humanly possible.”  Tabish once again played one of the Cancun Cancan girl videos.  “This girl is either possessed by a demon or else she indeed actually is one.” 
 
    Karimi then had Tabish review all the information concerning Oliver Bessom.  He too had played a role in finding Candace Axtell.  And, he was now engaged to marry the girl!  He had accompanied her to Pakistan, Turkey and Afghanistan during her recent tour.  Pancholi claimed this man also had special abilities and was the reason his own role as a double agent had surely been revealed. 
 
    What really had caught Karimi‘s attention was how Bessom had joined the FBI Psychic Division and been searching in Philadelphia just prior to the arrests made of all WIJO’s men there.  Pancholi’s source had managed to include a great deal about this new group of so-called psychics at the FBI. 
 
    As before, Tabish was very impressed.  He looked up and said, “Wait … according to this, Oliver Bessom was over in Pakistan when our men from New York were killed.” 
 
    Karimi said, “Yes, but Cadet Missy McCrea was nearby at West Point.  There are just far too many coincidences involving these two individuals.  While there is no proof they are demons, the circumstances certainly suggest they are somehow connected to the many recent events which have caused problems for WIJO.  And, only if they indeed have special abilities, as my spy is claiming, could those events have happened the way they did.  The U.S. government is using demons against us!”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Twenty 
 
    Dec 11, 2019 
 
      
 
    It was late when Tracy got back to her room after another long, full day.  She was hoping to email John and then turn in early but she found Ginger Gettmann waiting outside her door.  Ginger looked upset. 
 
    “Where’s Missy?  Where have you guys been?” 
 
    “Gee, what’s wrong, Ginger?  I was helping at Kelsey’s Korner after that extra language class of ours finished and Missy’s been over at one of her Combat Weapons meets tonight.  She should be … wait … I think she’s coming now.”  Tracy could feel Missy’s energy signature and knew she was just entering their building.  “Come on in and wait in our room.”  She opened her door and ushered Ginger inside. 
 
    Ginger came in but remained standing, anxiously waiting for Missy.  Then finally, as Missy entered, she quickly demanded in a loud voice, “What the hell have you done?  My sister tells me she just learned she’s now a Roseanne Fund girl and I should ask you what that means.  Her ex is really, really pissed off about that for some reason and she’s worried.”  Her tone was clearly accusatory. 
 
    Tracy quickly went over and closed the door on hearing Ginger raise her voice. 
 
    Missy said, “Relax.  It means she’s safe and her former boyfriend better leave her the hell alone.  Or else.  So, yeah … I’m sure he’s pissed.” 
 
    “Are you crazy?” yelled Ginger.  “Do you have any idea who his uncle is?  ‘Cuz, he told her that’s who he was going to complain to.  Then, he says he’ll be back and she’d better be ready to be extra nice.  She’s terrified now!” 
 
    Missy knew the only way Ginger’s sister could have learned about being a Roseanne Fund girl was if her ex had told her.  That meant the guy must have already been approached and been given a warning.  “Oh, I don’t think Ray Morelli will be letting his nephew go anywhere near your sister.  Why did she say you should ask me?” 
 
    Ginger stared at her.  “So you do know who his uncle is.”  That gave her pause and she seemed to calm down.  “My sister says she called someone named Alice.  Her ex told her to tell this Alice he’d be paying her a visit also.  He’s the one who gave her Alice’s phone number.” 
 
    Missy smiled and said, “Ahhh, well.  I can definitely say Morelli won’t be letting his nephew do that.  Alice is the Director for the Roseanne Fund.  Morelli knows she’s doing that for Sal D’Amato and messing with her would be starting another mob war.  It’s barely been a month since they made peace.” 
 
    Ginger looked over at Tracy and then back and forth at the two of them.  She sat down on Missy’s bed.  She could see both girls knew a lot more about all these mobsters than she did.  “I think I’ve heard of him.  D’Amato.  And, yeah.  There was a lot in the news about the recent mob wars.  What have you gotten my sister mixed up with, Missy?” 
 
    “Well, the way I heard it, your sister got herself mixed up in this.  You told Sharon your sister was sleeping with Morelli’s nephew but then decided she wanted out.” 
 
    “I’ve been so worried,” said Ginger.  “When she told me all about this guy and how he’s in the mob and everything …” 
 
    Tracy said, “Salvatore D’Amato has a daughter in high school.  She’s really close with Alice.  And, Missy and Alice grew up together.  So, Missy sort of has this connection now to D’Amato.  Tell your sister she’s in good hands and not to worry.” 
 
    Ginger again stared at them both.  “Why do I get the feeling there’s a lot you two are not telling me?”  Then she sighed.  She was suddenly feeling much better about her sister.  And, she knew Missy kept lots of secrets and had lots of friends in high places.  Apparently, she also had friends in the mob as well.  “My sister will really be okay?” 
 
    Missy said, “Yeah.  And, now that I know that asshole actually bothered her?  And threatened Alice?  After he was warned?  Well … I’ll be making some calls, Ginger.  And, no … you won’t want to know and your sister won’t want to know.  Trust me on this, okay?” 
 
    After Ginger left, feeling much, much better about everything, Tracy said, “Well, it’s gonna get interesting now, isn’t it?  That boyfriend might just find he’s no longer poking Ginger’s sister and is now poking the bear instead.”  She giggled. 
 
    Missy laughed.  Leave it to Tracy to find something humorous about the situation.  “I’ll let Alice know.  And, I’ll give Ben a call as well.  No sense taking any chances.”  Ben Marchitto was Sal’s right hand man and would send some guys up to watch over Mark and Alice for a few days.  He also, of course, would have some added muscle assigned to watch Morelli’s nephew in addition to the guys which Alice already had taking care of Ginger’s sister. 
 
    Tracy said, “What about all those wards we put around Alice?”  She and Missy had together placed protection wards around everyone in Missy’s family, Mike’s family, as well as Mark and Alice.  “Anyone gets too close and, blinkety-blink, you’re there, right?” 
 
    Again, Missy laughed.  Blinkety-blink?  “I prefer keeping that option as Plan B.  I mean, if there’s no phone booth handy where I can leave my clothes …” 
 
    “You and your plans!” giggled Tracy.  Now that everyone had smart phones and all phone booths were definitely a thing of the past, she knew it would be her job to go police up Missy’s clothing, if and when Missy did need to disappear. 
 
    There was a knock on their door.  Tracy looked at Missy with raised eyebrows, questioning who it might be at such a late hour. 
 
    Missy called out, “Come on in Sally!” 
 
    Sally came in and closed the door behind her.  “Hey, I just heard from Troy.  He’s going up to Boston tomorrow.  He doesn’t need to attend any more of his classes and only has exams left.  Those don’t start until next Monday.  He’ll come back down for his swim meet on Friday but then go right back to Boston afterwards.” 
 
    Missy asked, “What’s happening?”  She knew he must have been asked to help the task force with their search somehow. 
 
    “Millie and Oliver are getting some trace energy signals.  Robert Ulrey had all the stuff which they’d noticed any energy from brought up there.  You know … that stuff the Army sent back from Afghanistan.”  Sally had learned how various items had been sent back after being confiscated during raids on WIJO training camps.  She knew that’s how the terrorists arrested in Philly and Chicago had been located. 
 
    Tracy said, “Hey, that’s great news!  I’m sure your Troy can help with following those signals.” 
 
    “The signals are very weak and it’ll be difficult to pinpoint any locations.  But, with lots of you witches up there all working together?  Maybe you can triangulate somehow, right?”  Sally knew Missy and Tracy were not finder witches but she was including them in the group anyway.  She realized there was a lot she didn’t know.  The more she’d learned about the supernatural, the more she’d started feeling it was just way too much for her to ever fully understand.  So much had happened in the two weeks since Troy had shared his secret, along with explaining about her friends Missy and Tracy. 
 
    “Well, we’ll be here if they need us,” said Tracy.  “Of course, if Troy needs more power, we can see if the Supe will give you a special nookie pass for the weekend.  You know … more nookie, more power and those terrorists won’t be able to hide.” 
 
    Missy laughed and said, “Very funny!  Only, I don’t think anyone has explained to our Superintendent about any of that.  Sally, please don’t get your hopes up.” 
 
    Sally actually did look somewhat disappointed.  Then she said, “You two are teasing me now.  No fair!” 
 
    Tracy said, “Oh, no.  Not really.  If Missy wanted to tease you, she’d be saying how your scent clearly proved Troy was already supercharged from all the nookie he got here last Sunday.”  She pointed at Missy and added, “See?  She’s not denying that.  And, neither are you!  So, obviously, it must be true!” 
 
    Sally said, “Ooooh, that’s it!  I’m outta here!”  She laughed and left them. 
 
    Missy said, “You’re in rare form tonight, Tracy!” 
 
    “Yeah, well … I’m glad somebody is getting laid if it can’t be me.” 
 
    Missy laughed.  “When I think about how much you’ve changed in the last year …” 
 
    “Don’t you dare say it,” said Tracy.  “A year ago …” 
 
    Missy interrupted quickly, saying, “A year ago you were still a virgin.  But then, you wantonly seduced my poor innocent brother and it’s been nothing but talk about how much you enjoy the ‘high hard one’ ever since.  And, that’s not a baseball reference.” 
 
    Tracy grinned.  She loved bantering with Missy and knew Missy enjoyed it too.  “I’ll tell John you said he was innocent.  I’m sure he’ll get a kick out of that.  Since you’ve now brought up some athletic references, can I ask how your weapons match went tonight?  You obviously have already showered, which I’m very grateful for, since you’re not stinking up our room right now.” 
 
    “Well, we won.  It wasn’t even close.  You’ll be glad to know my protégé Emily has proven she has as much skill with her M9 pistol as she’s already demonstrated with her M4 rifle.  I’m claiming most of the credit as her mentor and coach, of course.” 
 
    “Well, she may not be a supernatural but maybe her twin bond is helping.  Like you, she’s still super human.”  Although Emily’s brother Scott was a water witch, maybe some extra abilities were in her DNA and helping with her marksmanship nonetheless.  Tracy then said, “Speaking of twins … what’s the latest with your sister Heather?” 
 
    Missy said, “She’s had it confirmed.  She even posted the ultrasound photo showing her two babies on Facebook.  It’s still too early to determine whether boy or girl but, so far, everything looks great.” 
 
    “When’s her actual due date?” 
 
    “Well, it would be mid-July but, with twins, they typically take them a bit early.  Most likely, she’ll need a caesarian, depending on how big they get.  I’m thinking July 4th would be nice.  Every year, they’ll think the fireworks are for them.”  Missy giggled. 
 
    “Any date yet for the wedding?”  Tracy knew it would be during their Christmas break.  She was already planning to spend that with John in Massachusetts.  Of course, arranging things on such short notice was a real challenge and she hadn’t yet learned whether things had been firmed up. 
 
    “Yep.  Sunday the twenty-second, the first full day after we leave here.  That’s only eleven days from now but my mother is making it happen.  I can’t make the bridal shower this weekend but, other than that, everything else is all coming together.  Heather already has her dress and has picked out what she wants me to wear as Maid of Honor.” 
 
    “Where are they going for their honeymoon?” 
 
    Missy said, “Hawaii, for two weeks.  They’ll be there during Christmas and New Year’s.  Donald wants to make their time there as special as possible.  Once the twins are born, he knows there won’t be much time for doing anything except taking care of the babies.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Twenty-One 
 
    Dec 12, 2019 
 
      
 
    Colonel Chory waited until his call to General Blake went through.  The connection was on a secure line and at first he only got the general’s aide.  Finally, the general himself was on the line.  “Good morning, sir.  We intercepted a very interesting call, thanks to the increased surveillance we put on the WIJO offices over in Herat.  This was the day before yesterday.  When your niece was mentioned during the conversation, that naturally got some attention and the transcript was forwarded up the chain.  I saw this yesterday but you weren’t available until now.” 
 
    “Well, if it concerns my niece, you should have insisted on getting through,” said the general.  “Is she in any danger?” 
 
    “No, no, nothing like that.  And, this could wait until this morning.  There’s some talk about the people responsible for kidnapping your niece.  But, there’s nothing about any current threat which might affect her.  We’ve confirmed the caller was talking to Askar-Samar Karimi.” 
 
    “Send me the entire transcript right away.  Does this caller identify himself?” 
 
    The colonel said, “No, and Karimi doesn’t identify him either.  The incoming call could not be traced but they were speaking English and when our surveillance team heard your niece mentioned, they recorded the entire call.  Karimi ended up agreeing to arrange payment for some files.  Whoever this caller was said he needed to check with his source.  We were wondering if he might be Arvind Pancholi and if his source might be Philip Arnold.  But, Arnold had already fled prior to the date mentioned.” 
 
    “What information would be on those files?  And, what date was mentioned?” asked the general. 
 
    “We’re not sure what’s in the files.  But, there was some video which Karimi watched and that’s what convinced him to pay.  Apparently, this video shows some guests at a meeting on September twenty-eighth.  Near Bogota.” 
 
    “Shit.  I was in Bogota that night!” exclaimed the general. 
 
    This was actually news to the colonel.  “Okaaaay.  Then, maybe you will understand more once you read the transcript, sir.  I’ve just uploaded it to our secure server so you can access it.” 
 
    The general said, “Good.  Hold on a minute.”  He waved for his aide to come over and then had him connect up his electronic tablet to the secure network the Army was using in the Mid-East.  Five minutes later, he had located the message waiting there from the colonel and downloaded it.  After reading it twice, he said, “This has to be from Pancholi.  He must have learned about the Cancun Cancan girl from Arnold and whatever he’s providing Karimi in those files is not good for us.” 
 
    “Who is this Cancun Cancan girl, sir?” asked the colonel. 
 
    The general laughed and said, “Missy McCrea, of course, the same girl who’s on that video in Bogota on the twenty-eighth.  She forced Rodriguez to agree to his disappearance.  We brought that bastard back with us after that night and he’s now confined by our friends over at “P” Branch.” 
 
    “Ahhh, now I see,” said the colonel.  “So, Karimi can tell his WIJO leaders some very interesting things about your West Point cadet.” 
 
    “If Arnold knew about her being in Cancun then he also knew about our FBI psychics down there, Millie and Oliver.  And, it’s possible that Pancholi will have recognized them as finder witches.  Who knows what else he’s been able to determine.  Can you get Sami Massallah to find out what Karimi does with this info?  He still has that operative of his sleeping with Karimi’s assistant, right?” 
 
    ----- 
 
    Ray Morelli stared at his nephew and said, “Pauli, what the fuck you want from me?  You wanna know about those guys from that Roseanne Fund?  You do whatever they say, that’s what.”  He looked over at Russ Simonetti, his second in command.  His expression clearly showed how ridiculous he considered his nephew’s request. 
 
    Paul Morelli said, “But, Uncle Ray … I looked into that stupid organization.  There’s only some college girl in charge, claiming all her Roseanne girls are protected.  Alice Mathews, from up in Boston.  Her phone number is right there on Google.  I hear she hires some goons to go around and try …” 
 
    “You looked into it?” yelled Ray, exasperated.  “Did Google tell you how she’s running that stupid organization for Sal D’Amato?” 
 
    Paul suddenly realized he’d made a huge mistake.  “D’Amato?  No.  No, I had no idea.”  He suddenly felt very uneasy, thinking about the threats he’d made.  He’d even told that Gettmann bitch how he’d be paying a visit to the bitch in Boston.  Alice.  Fuck!  “What’s the connection?  I mean, she’s up in Boston …” 
 
    “Look, Sal set all that up just over a year ago.  At first, we all thought he was crazy.  The fund was paying to help some girls with their problems and paying for their education … whatever they needed.  Just a charity tax write-off, right?  Only whenever any girl needed some protection, D’Amato’s guys would show up.  So, it was much more than a tax thing.  And, we’re not talking about some hired goons, okay?”  Ray looked at his nephew to be certain he was following everything. 
 
    Paul said, “They didn’t tell me they were in D’Amato’s organization.” 
 
    Ray laughed.  “They knew who you were.  You can be sure of that.  I’m guessing they explained your girlfriend was now a Roseanne Fund girl, right?  That should have been a clear enough warning.  Since you’re in my organization, you should know what that means.” 
 
    “But, I still don’t get it,” said Paul.  “You say the other families all thought Sal was crazy, doing this.” 
 
    “Sure, crazy like a fox.  More and more young girls are suddenly untouchable.  Sal’s guys only give one warning.  If that’s not good enough, they get very creative with how they send their next message.  After that, anyone doesn’t leave these girls alone?  More permanent solutions are provided.” 
 
    “So, how does that help Sal?” asked Paul. 
 
    Ray smiled and said, “You know we have a lot of girls working in our organization, some with pimps but a lot of them all on their own.  The ones on their own have been leaving us to go work for Sal.  They want their little sister or maybe it’s their niece or best friend … they want them to maybe become a Roseanne girl, get it?” 
 
    “Oh.”  Paul realized he was in way over his head.  “So, he gets the tax write-off but then he gets increased revenue from all these other girls.  So, maybe it’s not costing him all that much.”  Yeah, he was getting it now.  Sal was one smart bastard.  And, he could see his uncle wasn’t going to help him.  He was on his own. 
 
    Ten minutes later, right after Paul had left, Ray turned to Russ and said, “Kid gets more ass than a toilet seat but wants to have me interfere?  Not gonna happen.  You have someone keep an eye on him, okay?  Make sure he stays away from this girl he wants.  And he sure as hell better stay away from D’Amato’s girl Alice.  We don’t want anything to mess up any of our plans and we sure as hell don’t need some of D’Amato’s guys getting interested in us right now.  Jeez!” 
 
    Russ said, “I’ll take care of it, Ray, don’t worry.”  But, he was not pleased.  The last thing he needed, in addition to their upcoming move into some of Sal’s territory, was having to now play nursemaid to this college kid who couldn’t keep it in his pants. 
 
    ----- 
 
    Robert Ulrey had managed getting Edward Collinsworth vetted, clearing him to be included in this operation.  While not disclosing that his psychics were actually witches, he had explained some of the unique methods which they used to do their searching.  In particular, Ed now understood how they could utilize the various equipment items from WIJO training camps to possibly locate individuals who had spent some time at those camps and therefore had established a connection to those items. 
 
    Ed had already met Millie and Oliver and was now introduced to the others all gathered around a large conference table.  They were operating out of Hanscom Air Force Base in Bedford, rather than setting up shop in either Boston or Logan Airport.  Their “P” Branch pilots were again using helicopters on loan from the local National Guard and this base provided a better location for a number of reasons.  Although they were part of the BAT task force, it was preferred to keep their Psychic Division operations separate.  In addition, Hanscom provided easier access for everyone versus trying to commute in and out of the city. 
 
    With Troy Dangelmeyer and Desiree Yerger, they now had someone for each of the cardinal directions: north, south, east and west.  While the energy signals from the equipment were weak and the possible individuals who had some connections to the items were few, there definitely were two or three such individuals somewhere in the Boston area.  Interestingly, they had all trained at the Herat training camp; no energy signals were noted for any of the items from the other training camp, near Kabul. 
 
    After getting briefed, Ed looked over at Major Schermerhorn and said, “So, if these items were all sent back by the Army, based on Intel which the CIA provided, can we find out from either the Army or the CIA what was going on out at that Herat training camp?”  He’d already learned how the terrorists who had gone to the cell in New York City had all been at this Herat training camp. 
 
    The major said, “So far, not much about the actual training operations has been revealed.  It was all very hush-hush, top secret, etc., etc.  While informants knew the camp location as well as which barracks were used by the trainees, that’s all they could find out.  That was enough to go on and our Team Twenty-Two participated with the Afghan military in the raids on those camps, but no additional Intel was obtained.” 
 
    “Your Team Twenty-Two?” asked Ed. 
 
    “Yeah, that’s the Special Forces unit which sent back all this stuff for us.  They covered up the confiscation by setting fire to the barracks.  WIJO didn’t have a clue as to how any of their guys were found over here in our U.S. cities.  That may have just changed, however.”  The major looked at Robert and asked, “Have you briefed the team on the latest Intel concerning Pancholi?” 
 
    Robert said, “Not yet, but I want to do that right now.  Listen up everyone!”  He waited until all the others stopped their side meeting conversations and were giving him their full attention.  “We just learned this afternoon about a phone call which took place recently.  Arvind Pancholi contacted one of the WIJO leaders and agreed to provide some information.  By now, we believe they know about our FBI psychics Millie and Oliver helping with the search for Candace Axtell.” 
 
    Major Schermerhorn said, “Philip Arnold was probably his source for that info, since he was still with Homeland Security when that search was going on.  But, General Blake thinks this Pancholi has provided WIJO with even more recent info.  We can’t be sure, but they might also know how Millie and Oliver helped search for the terrorist cell in Philly.” 
 
    Troy asked, “Who was Philip Arnold?”  He had already learned about Pancholi being a water witch from talking with Oliver. 
 
     “Who is Arvind Pancholi?” asked Ed. 
 
    Robert explained, “Pancholi worked for the CIA and the U.S. Embassy in Turkey but is suspected of being a double agent.  He’s now on the run.  We’re pretty certain he’s the middle man for Arnold, one of our former Homeland Security executives turned traitor who disappeared in September; he’s been selling our secrets to WIJO ever since.” 
 
    Millie asked, “Why does General Blake think they know about us helping in Philly?” 
 
    “Because of the more recent info discussed in that phone call.”  Robert looked around at everyone and then looked at Ed.  “Pancholi knows about one of our recent operations in Colombia which happened after Arnold defected.  And, he probably knows about Oliver’s recent visit right there in Ankara.  We think that’s why he’s now on the run.” 
 
    Major Schermerhorn said, “The general has arranged for some added security … when we leave here today and until further notice, there will be a protection detail for each of our four psychics.  We’re dealing with terrorists so we’re not taking any chances.” 
 
    This news caused somewhat of a stir and it took a few minutes before everyone settled back down.  Then, Robert got them all focused on their plans to search the local area.  Based on what all four witches had agreed they could sense, they’d be doing this somewhere south of Boston.  Oliver would work down from the north, Troy up from the south, Millie in from the East and Desiree in from the West.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Twenty-Two 
 
    Dec 13, 2019 
 
      
 
    Askar-Samar Karimi and Kahliq Abdul Tabish returned from their meeting with the WIJO leaders and, once back in Karimi’s office with the door closed, they took their seats.  Karimi was behind his desk with Tabish in his usual seat in one of the chairs.  They were both frustrated but especially Karimi.  The meeting had not gone well. 
 
    Karimi said, “They were not convinced!  And, they only approve payment of ten million dollars.  I must ask this Pancholi to earn the rest by getting us more information about these demons?”  He stated this question in an incredulous tone. 
 
    “Well, they didn’t really believe you about them being demons.”  Tabish was careful to say “believe you” rather than “believe us”, not wanting to be included.  But, Karimi didn’t seem to notice this. 
 
    Karimi fumed as he said, “They still want to credit U.S. technology for most of the things which our evidence proves this Missy McCrea and the others are responsible for.  While they can see this girl was indeed involved, they think her role was merely as false propaganda.  All those magazine articles about her fighting along with the Special Forces?  Being wounded?  Merely stories to hide what the U.S. was really doing.  Her being there the night Rodriguez disappeared?  Again, merely as a distraction and not much more than that.  Even her dancing on those videos?  Probably some of that was trick photography rather than being real.” 
 
    “Well, they’re interpreting the circumstantial evidence differently.  That’s why they’re insisting you demand more from your spy.” 
 
    “Pancholi will not be happy with this.  I have to wait until he calls me since we no longer have any way to contact him.  But, once he sees his payment is only ten million, that will probably be fairly soon.” 
 
    Tabish said, “You heard them warn about not trusting him.  They seem more worried about your spy revealing our plans to the U.S. than they are about your demons.” 
 
    Karimi stared at Tabash.  He was finally noticing all the references to himself, such as “your spy” and “your demons”.  His mood darkened even further.  “If my spy decides to go sell his information to the U.S. because we didn’t pay him the agreed amount, it will not be my fault.  I explained how his providing us with all this information in advance was proof he could be trusted.  But, now?  If we don’t pay?  That’s out of my hands.” 
 
    ----- 
 
    Rafe Santiago said, “You have a message from Missy McCrea, Carlos.” 
 
    Carlos looked up from his desk and waved for Rafe to come in.  After Rafe had done so and closed the door, Carlos asked, “What does she say?”  He and Missy had arranged for secure communications back and forth, back when he was helping her take down Rodriguez but they hadn’t been sending many messages since then. 
 
    “She’s asking if you know or maybe have met with a man who might be calling himself Arvind Pancholi.  Or, he may be using an alias.  She included a photo.  It’s Pancholi.”  Rafe handed him the message and the photo. 
 
    Carlos read the entire message and looked up.  “He’s a witch?  She says if we’ve met face-to-face, he definitely knows I’m a Shifter.  Fuck!  She’s saying he’s a former CIA agent but has been selling information to WIJO.  Information from that traitor Philip Arnold.  Son of a bitch!  That bastard wasn’t here looking for Arnold.  What the hell was he doing here?” 
 
    Rafe smiled and said, “Since she’s asking, I’m betting he must have found out whatever he was here looking for.  If you recall, he did ask about her.  Right at the end … he mentioned knowing she helped with Arbogast being grabbed, remember?” 
 
    “Yeah, I remember.  We should check with Pablo.  Since this Pancholi wasn’t here looking for Arnold … and since Missy is checking with us … whatever he was really after must be causing her some backlash.  Send Missy a message explaining what we know and telling her we’ll be checking further into all this.” 
 
    Rafe nodded and said, “Consider it done.  And, what about Pancholi?  I hear he’s still in Bogota.  He likes shacking up with one of our girls … calls herself Maria … he’s been paying her for exclusive service.” 
 
    “Well, let’s go pay him a visit.  Bring Pablo along.  My guess is whatever this Pancholi learned he somehow got from Pablo.” 
 
    ----- 
 
    Arvind Pancholi logged off and then cursed.  His account only showed a deposit of ten million rather than twenty-five million.  Those rat bastards were shorting him?  He looked at his watch but, due to the time difference, he doubted Karimi would still be in his office.  He’d have to call when it would be morning over there, which wasn’t for several hours yet. 
 
    He glanced at his watch again and noted it was Friday the thirteenth.  He wasn’t superstitious but even so, he considered this a bad omen.  While he’d known there was a risk to his being paid when he’d sent Karimi all those files, there simply was no way to have revealed enough evidence to be convincing otherwise.  The classic Catch-22.  And, the information he’d provided had certainly been valuable.  They’d deposited ten million.  They probably wanted to negotiate further.  Typical. 
 
    He had planned to spend the evening with Maria so he finished up and then headed over to her place.  The celebration wouldn’t be quite as good as what he’d been hoping but he could use his time with her to help deal with the frustration he was feeling towards WIJO. 
 
    When he stepped out of the elevator on her floor, he noticed right away that another supernatural was nearby.  It wasn’t a witch and he was pretty sure it must be Carlos.  Okay.  He could handle him.  If he tried to leave, Carlos probably had some of his people nearby, ready to interfere with that.  He continued to Maria’s door and let himself in, using the key she’d given him.  “Hello, Maria.  Who else is here with you?” 
 
    He didn’t wait for her reply but walked into the living room area of her suite.  Maria was sitting there, looking very nervous.  And, as he’d guessed, she was not alone.  Carlos, Rafe and Pablo were all there.  Carlos was seated but Rafe and Pablo were standing behind him. 
 
    Carlos said, “Mr. Pancholi, we need to discuss some things.  I’m afraid you misrepresented yourself during our last meeting.  You are no longer with the CIA and you are not looking for Philip Arnold.  I think you need to explain.  Take a seat.” 
 
    Arvind said, “If you have brought any of your people with you, are they all fully aware of just what you are, Mr. Mancini?”  He doubted Carlos had shared his secret with very many others.  He hoped he maybe could take advantage of that. 
 
    Carlos chuckled and said, “Missy tells me you are able to sense some things about me.  Are you threatening to expose me?” 
 
    “Ahh, so you indeed do know Missy McCrea.  I was pretty certain that was the case.”  Arvind looked over at Pablo and, once again, he could sense the man was extremely nervous.  “Your man Pablo seems to be quite afraid.  Just mentioning her name seems to be causing him some distress.  Whatever did she threaten him with?” 
 
    Pablo was unable to just continue standing there.  He exclaimed, “She’s a demon!  She threatened to turn me into a frog.  She turned Carlos into a huge cat.  She makes objects fly, she makes lightning strike, she comes straight from the fires of hell!” 
 
    Maria found all this extremely confusing and quite terrifying.  She asked, “Is it okay if I just go lie down in my room, please?”  She kept looking from one man to the next, knowing she was completely helpless.  But, they all simply ignored her. 
 
    Arvind looked at Carlos and laughed.  “A huge cat?  How interesting!”  He looked at Maria and asked, “Don’t you want to see your boss become a cat?  If you leave now, you might miss all the fun!”  He laughed some more. 
 
    Rafe had moved up next to Pablo and now forced him to take a seat in one of the chairs. 
 
    Carlos said, “You are playing a dangerous game, coming here, making threats, interfering with my operation …”  He glanced at Pablo and added, “Going to my people behind my back.” 
 
    Arvind wasn’t worried but at the same time, he didn’t want to make Carlos his enemy or fight with him.  While he could quickly control the fluids in others, making them boil or freeze or stop flowing, he could only do so for one person at a time.  And, he really wasn’t sure what would happen should Carlos decide to Shift.  Thus, attempting anything on either Carlos or his second-in-command, Rafe, was probably not in his own best interest. 
 
    “I think I’ll leave then,” said Arvind.  “No more games, no more interference.  If that’s okay with you, Mr. Mancini?” 
 
    Carlos said, “Actually, that’s not okay.  I’d prefer for you to remain.  Right here.  In this lovely suite.  You can even have Maria stay with you, if you’d like.  Or not.  But, I’m afraid your leaving is not an option.  Not just yet.”  He hoped he could keep Pancholi under house arrest until Missy sent someone down to deal with him. 
 
    Arvind raised his eyebrows and said, “I’m leaving.  Sorry.  And, if you try to stop me?”  He didn’t really want to hurt Maria so he looked at Pablo.  Yes, he could make his point by demonstrating with Pablo.  He had already drawn plenty of energy within himself back when first entering the room.  He extended his arm and pointed at Pablo. 
 
    Pablo suddenly gagged and convulsed, writhing horribly in his seat.  No coherent sounds came out and then, blood began flowing.  It flowed from his eyes and ears and nose, all at once, with his body showing more evidence of the agony he was experiencing. 
 
    Maria screamed and Rafe pulled out a pistol which he aimed at Arvind. 
 
    Carlos yelled out, “Put it away, Rafe.  I don’t want him killing you as well.”  He was amazed at just how quickly poor Pablo had been affected and figured his friend Rafe might never get the chance to use his gun if he didn’t stop him right away.  He had made a mistake in coming here.  He’d seen what Missy and Tracy were capable of.  He should have known better than to confront a witch the way he’d done with Pancholi. 
 
    Arvind said, “I’ll leave now, even though it’s not okay with you.  And?  If you have others outside?  They too will join Pablo over there.  In hell.” 
 
    Pablo had finally stopped moving.  It was quite obvious he would never move again.  He was very dead.  Maria, meanwhile, was in shock and had started sobbing uncontrollably.  Carlos and Rafe didn’t move a muscle, obviously impressed with what Arvind could do. 
 
    Arvind slowly backed his way towards the door he’d used to enter from.  He opened that and stepped outside the suite, closing the door behind him.  He went over to the elevators and waited until one stopped and opened for him, all the while keeping close watch on Maria’s apartment.  No one appeared and he got into the elevator and went down.  No one interfered with his leaving the building and when a taxi stopped for him, he returned to his hotel.  It was time to check out and leave Bogota. 
 
    Back in Maria’s apartment, Carlos went over to Maria and slowly pulled her up and walked her into her bedroom.  She collapsed on the bed and he left her there.  He said, “Stay in here until someone says you can come out.”  He then closed her door and returned to deal with what remained of Pablo. 
 
    Rafe looked up at him and said, “I guess I should be thanking you for ordering me to stop.  Otherwise, I’d probably be dead just like Pablo here, right?  Shit!  Witches!  I never would have believed this if I hadn’t seen it.” 
 
    Carlos nodded sadly and said, “My fault.  I never should have tried anything.  Send my apologies to Missy.  I’m sure this Pancholi will have left the country before anything can be done.  Let’s get some people up here to dispose of Pablo.  And, find someone who can hold Maria’s hand until she’s okay.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Twenty-Three 
 
    Dec 14, 2019 
 
      
 
    The Army-Navy game has often been referred to as “truly one of the greatest spectacles in all of sports”.  As Missy marched out with her classmates onto the Lincoln Financial Field, home of the NFL’s Philadelphia Eagles, she indeed was experiencing all the excitement and energy which being part of a great spectacle entailed.  The stadium had seating for almost seventy thousand and would be getting completely filled for this game with hundreds more crowding inside and standing. 
 
    Missy sent one of her mental messages to Mike. This is it!  It’s time for my regiment … we’re marching out there right now! 
 
    After falling out for formation at oh-dark-thirty back at the academy, she and her company had started boarding their buses at seven that morning.  Their arrival in Philly had been a little after ten.  Finally, just after noon and still three hours before kickoff, the USMA Corps of Cadets March-On had begun.  The academies alternated each year and it was Army’s turn to be first; the Brigade of Midshipmen from the Naval Academy would be going second.  The pomp and pageantry for a rivalry which had been going on for more than a hundred years was now officially underway! 
 
    Mike was watching the game along with John and Troy.  They were at his apartment back in Medford, Massachusetts in front of a large flat screen TV.  It was too early, however, for any TV coverage as yet.  Before the game started there would be these academy march-ons, interviews with various generals and admirals, as well as many other events which he and the guys wouldn’t be seeing.  Of course, from “listening” to Missy all morning, he was able to explain things to the others.  And, he knew she was really amped up. 
 
    Missy was bursting with pride as she marched out with almost four thousand other cadets, all wearing their dress gray uniforms, their full length wool overcoats and their gray service caps.  The overcoat capes were all worn flipped back over each shoulder.  Like all the other women, she had her hair tied back in a tight ponytail knot.  Their company formations were eight abreast. 
 
    Once all thirty two companies were in place on the field, with everyone facing in one direction, they soon were removing their caps in unison and yelling out, “We are Army!  Sink Navy!”  Then, they donned their caps once again, did an about face and gave a salute which they held for several moments. 
 
    This was followed by the academy’s “rocket yell”, given with appropriate arm waving.  The crowd cheered them on loudly in appreciation for the great enthusiasm so evident amongst the cadets.  Then, Missy and her classmates all marched back off the field so Navy could have its turn. 
 
    After the Midshipmen had similarly marched on, demonstrated an equal amount of enthusiasm and marched back off, there was the Prisoner Exchange.  Mike and John knew all about this tradition, of course, but it was all new to Troy.  When Mike relayed what Missy was telling him and announced how this was now happening, Troy wanted to know what it was all about. 
 
    John chuckled and said, “Where else would you find students swapping schools for an entire semester just for a football game?” 
 
    Mike explained, “Yeah, during junior year, a dozen or so Midshipmen and Cadets from each school get to spend a semester in enemy territory attending the other academy.  They’re supposed to get a taste of life and experience training from the viewpoint of their brothers-in-arms.  This supposedly fosters mutual respect and opens the gates of communication between rivals.” 
 
    “Wow!  Unbelievable!”  Troy shook his head and added, “Only in the military would anything like this ever happen.” 
 
    John said, “Right!  And, so this year’s prisoners just got marched out to the center of the field in this formal ceremony where they got exchanged and reunited with their classmates.  Now they can watch the game from their own side of the stadium.” 
 
    Mike laughed and said, “Yes, but then they’ll be returning to the wrong academy later to finish out the rest of the semester.  Believe it or not, Missy thinks it would be really cool if she somehow were selected for this next year.” 
 
    Just then, the pre-game TV coverage came on and they managed to watch as the Army Ranger and Navy Seal parachute teams landed out in the center of the field.  And then, just as the two football teams were coming out for their warm up drills, there was a flyover by four Apache helicopters followed by four F-35 jets.  Missy told Mike to assure the others that all this was an experience which they really needed to be there in the stands, like she was, to fully appreciate. 
 
    Right when Army was preparing to kick-off to Navy to start the one hundred twentieth game between them, Mike heard Missy tell him, Hey, I can see the president!  He’s not that far away from where I’m sitting. 
 
    Sure enough, the TV announcer was explaining how it was traditional, when US presidents came to the game, for them to spend half the game sitting with one side and then the other half sitting on the opposite side.  The camera briefly flashed to where the president was now seated with Army and then quickly returned to follow the flight of the ball which had just been kicked deep into the end zone.  Navy opted not to attempt any return and instead chose to start on their own twenty-five yard line. 
 
    Although Navy had been dominating the number of wins over the past twenty years and thus had more overall wins, Army had been doing well in recent years.  With another winning season this year, Army had already been selected for a bowl game even if they lost to Navy.  But, none of those other games mattered as much as this one did. 
 
    Navy managed to score first, kicking a field goal, but then Army scored a touchdown to end the quarter in the lead.  Both teams scored field goals in the second quarter, so the score at halftime was ten to six with Army still ahead.  Army’s offense managed to dominate the time of possession and thus their fans in the stands began getting very optimistic. 
 
    Halftime entertainment was filled with cheerleader presentations, patriotic songs and included a huge American flag which was unfurled and spread out across more than half the field.  Missy kept sharing her thoughts with Mike but he kept most of those to himself.  Meanwhile, John and Troy debated whether they should have tried going to the game, in spite of how little time they’d have been able to actually see Tracy and Sally, due to how strictly regulated everything was for the cadets all during their stay in Philly. 
 
    Mike joined in the discussion and announced, “Next year, I’m going.  Let’s all agree to be there, no matter what.  I want to share this experience with Missy even if I don’t end up seeing her at all.  Just our being there in the stands rather than merely watching it on TV … that’s what will really matter.” 
 
    The second half got underway, with Army receiving the ball and starting a nice drive.  But, Navy stopped them and then went all the way down the field to score a touchdown and take the lead.  Army fans were soon cheering again, however, once their team came right back and managed to get to the red zone, threatening to score for sure.  Unfortunately, when Army’s quarterback suddenly got sacked during a play-action maneuver which went nowhere, he lost the ball and the turnover gave Navy a chance to protect their lead and possibly extend it. 
 
    At the end of the third quarter, Navy was almost within field goal range and attempted a deep pass which, had it not been intercepted, would have given them another touchdown.  Instead, Army took over.  And, as they had done for most of their games that year, they let Mitch Cooper carry the ball again and again, gaining yardage each time in spite of how Navy tried to defend against his running. 
 
    Army ended up victorious, twenty-four to thirteen, after once again dominating time of possession throughout the last quarter due to Mitch and their running game along with some key stops by Army’s defense.  After the game, in accordance with the long standing tradition, the teams met in the center of the field and sang each team’s alma mater, first to the fans of Navy’s losing team and then to those of Army’s winning team. 
 
    For all the cadets at West Point, it was a very good day! 
 
    ----- 
 
    Not long after the game ended, Troy left Mike and John and headed over to Hanscom AFB.  His day shift guard followed along behind in his own vehicle.  Later, there’d be someone else covering him for the night shift.  He had mixed feelings about having this protection detail watching over him but, ever since agreeing to work for Robert Ulrey, his whole life had taken quite a turn. 
 
    Terrorists.  Would he and the BAT Team be able to find them?  And, was there maybe someone now trying to find him?   
 
    After joining the others in their secure operations center, he looked to see who would be providing an update on what their search so far had accomplished.  He wasn’t surprised to see Major Schermerhorn step forward and ask for everyone’s attention.  The major clicked the video controller he was holding and a map of Boston’s Dorchester area appeared on the large screen in front of them. 
 
    “Here are the areas from which our four psychics here are getting signals which might have some connection with our special items.”  The major used his pointer to indicate several city blocks.  Everyone knew these items had been selected from the equipment sent back from the Herat training camp.  “The good news is, everyone is sensing residual energy from the same items which in turn are providing some faint signals coming from these particular Dorchester neighborhoods.  The bad news, of course, is those signals are so faint we can’t narrow down to any specific buildings and thus this area is still quite large with many possible places which will need to be searched.” 
 
    For the past two days, each of the four witches had been taking turns, six hours at a time, with various items.  Troy and Oliver had been up most of the night for their shifts while Millie and Desiree had just finished with theirs. 
 
    Ed Collinsworth said, “Well, this gives us a much smaller target area than all of Boston, so I say it’s actually pretty good news, regardless.  When looking at our BAT watch list, we can narrow it down to less than twenty names.”  He had cross referenced and identified all those who had any connection to addresses within the designated area; this list now appeared up on the screen.  “I can’t say I understand how you psychics are actually doing this, but …”, he glanced around and added, “I’m starting to think we might really be making some progress.  If you are correct, we should be able to find these guys.” 
 
    Robert said, “We’re not ready to share this with the entire BAT Team yet but I am giving it to Dale Hewson.  We need his resources to start surveillance of these people and he assures me there won’t be any premature actions which might spook our suspects.” 
 
    “Thank goodness for that!” exclaimed Millie. 
 
    The discussion continued for another thirty minutes and then the meeting broke up and they all headed for home.  They were hoping to enjoy being off for Sunday while they waited to hear from the new surveillance teams about any developments they might come up with. 
 
    While Nasir Fadal and none of the others who had trained in Herat had their names on the list, both Abdullah Zahir and Yuri Qabani were amongst those who would now be getting looked at by these new teams.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Twenty-Four 
 
    Dec 14, 2019 
 
      
 
    “Ready yet?” asked Missy with just a touch of impatience in her tone.  She’d just returned to her hotel room looking for Tracy.  They’d returned after the game to change into their “civilian” attire and, after quickly getting into a pair of jeans and her “Go Army” tank top, she’d gone down the hall to talk to a few of her other classmates.  The euphoria amongst the cadets after beating Navy was growing at an exponential rate, helped along by their learning they were now getting an extended curfew, in honor of the big win, so they could stay out extra late partying. 
 
    Tracy called out from the bathroom, “Hey, we don’t all have super-speed like some folks, you know!”  She walked out wearing a yellow outfit and cowboy boots, looking great.  She had decided to dress up and definitely was ready-to-go. 
 
    “Hey, isn’t that the outfit you wore when we went dancing that night in Cancun?” 
 
    “Well, yeah … thankfully, it’s something that goes nicely with the white sweater your brother gave me for Christmas last year.  I only wish he were here to see me wearing it.”  Tracy pulled the sweater on but left it unbuttoned.  Since the dress was sleeveless with a low neckline, the sweater would keep her from getting any chill. 
 
    Both girls now had their hair combed out, worn in the pageboy style which met the academy regulations.  Tracy had applied makeup and some eyeliner and mascara so her dark brown eyes really stood out.  Missy had dressed down and hadn’t bothered with any makeup, trying to not stand out.  Her green eyes, however, were filled with yellow speckles and she was radiating so much energy, there was little hope of her not commanding attention, in spite of how casually she was dressed. 
 
    They locked up, took the elevator down to the lobby and went looking for their friends.  They found them in the hotel bar which was completely filled with excited cadets; it was standing room only with very few actually seated.  In spite of most cadets being underage and very little alcohol being served, the hotel’s bar was still making a huge profit.  Their waitresses were jostling back and forth with platters of food and pitchers of soft drinks, trying to cope with the huge demand.  The overflow from the restaurant out into both the lobby and the bar was quite large but the hotel had anticipated this, of course, and was well prepared. 
 
    They found their friends had all gathered near Mitch Cooper who was the hero of the game.  He was at a large table in one corner and, with Kelsey nestled closely next to him, was accepting congratulations from an endless flow of his classmates.  Sharon, Sally, Kelly and a few other girls were seated at a nearby table with Marcus, Tony, Gary and several guys standing next to them. 
 
    As Missy and Tracy approached, there were several welcoming calls and a couple of seats were quickly offered as guys rushed to make room for them.  Tracy received several complimentary remarks on how nice she looked.  The ratio of men to women was five-to-one and, with the atmosphere overflowing with testosterone, being chivalrous was now a competition.  Any girl there was definitely getting special attention, whether she was dressed up or not.  Their football team had won and it was time to party hearty! 
 
    Various hors d’oeuvres and appetizers were currently being devoured with more food and beverages on order and expected to arrive shortly.  Gary announced, “My dad told me I could run a tab and he’ll take care of paying the bill, so dig in!  I’ve already ordered for everyone!”  Gary’s dad was a Brigadier General who had recently rotated back for a stateside assignment.  It turned out he’d been at the game and, since Army had won, he was gladly treating all of Gary’s friends.  Gary added, “There should be plenty to eat, even with Missy here with us!”  This got several laughs. 
 
    Missy said, “Hey, that box lunch they gave us before the game was hardly enough … did anyone else almost faint out there during our march-on?” 
 
    “The real question is did anyone else sneak some food onto the bus for the ride down here?” Tracy asked.  “I’m sure Missy would’ve keeled over without all the extra snacks she probably brought.” 
 
    “I did not bring any snacks!” protested Missy. 
 
    Her denial was ignored and the conversation quickly returned to the game highlights.  Then, someone started singing on the other side of the room and pretty soon everyone in the bar joined in.  The place was completely filled with West Point cadets and Army fans; the celebration now got well under way. 
 
    Missy and Tracy looked at one another and similar thoughts were going through their minds.  Yes, they were supernatural beings, but today?  Today, they were human beings and it was very, very good to just be that. 
 
    ----- 
 
    At another bar, the mood was not at all celebratory but quite morose instead.  Paul Morelli and his two companions were drinking heavily and their complaints were growing louder and more frequent.  Their bookie Lenny had just called and was demanding several thousand dollars from the three of them.  Right away. 
 
    The guy on Paul’s left said, “I still can’t believe fucking Army won that game.  I was way up this season and now I’m gonna be way down.  Shit!” 
 
    “Same here, Frank,” replied Clay on Paul’s right.  “But Pauli lost more than both of us combined.  Whatever happened to Navy being such a sure thing?” 
 
    Paul looked back and forth at the two of them and said, “I say we change our luck and go grab some money from this fucking bookie instead of paying him.  Why should D’Amato’s organization take advantage of us?  Ain’t it enough he’s interfering with me seeing my girlfriend?” 
 
    He’d been making some nice money all year long by helping one of his uncle’s bookies.  He and his two buddies had been handling things at his college campus, not only taking bets but also, when needed, enforcing the collections.  But, when he’d heard Navy was the heavy favorite for this game, he had wanted to score big and maybe take some revenge in a backhanded way at the same time.  So, he’d placed a huge bet with one of D’Amato’s bookies and had encouraged his two friends to do likewise.  That had now backfired. 
 
    Clay asked, “You can’t be thinking about hitting somebody works for D’Amato?  You know that’s the only way you can get any of his money, right?  By killing him.  Are you crazy?”  While they hadn’t participated in the recent mob war, they’d needed to be extra careful until a truce had finally been declared.  All the families had been hitting one another’s businesses, casino’s and night clubs, grabbing cash and drugs worth millions, all the while claiming they were only retaliating for attacks brought against them by the others.  The collateral damage had been extensive and it still hadn’t been determined, as far as they knew, just how the war had started.  D’Amato had been the one to end it, however, which was why Clay thought breaking the truce would be so crazy. 
 
    Frank said, “You’ll have to somehow take out that bodyguard of his as well.  Tiny.  Shit.  That guy’s a fucking legend.  I know you’re trying to impress your uncle, Pauli, but he’s not gonna like you …” 
 
    Paul interrupted quickly, saying, “Nobody needs to find out it was us, okay?  Not if we do this right.  And, nobody’s gonna want to do anything that looks like they’re breaking this fucking truce that D’Amato is taking credit for.  Especially not anyone in D’Amato’s organization.  That’s why I think the timing is actually good for this.  We just need to make sure it looks like an accident.” 
 
    ----- 
 
    Lenny Giddings had been supplementing his restaurant business income for ten years as a bookmaker for Tommy Muccio, a capo in Sal D’Amato’s organization.  It had been easy to wash all the extra money, using his restaurant, and Tommy had always provided him with plenty of protection.  Life had been good.  But, then Tommy had been killed during the recent mob war and life had gotten much more complicated. 
 
    Barely a week after Tommy’s death, the capo who replaced him -- Vincent Cappiello -- was found dead, an apparent suicide, and most of Vinnie’s crew had then disappeared.  There were lots of rumors about that but it was pretty certain the disappearances were permanent.  Sal had ended up dividing Tommy’s territory up amongst his other capos and Lenny now reported to Tyler “The Terror” Terada. 
 
    The good news was Tyler had assigned one of Tommy’s former bodyguards, Tiny, to now be his protector.  Tiny weighed over four hundred pounds and whatever name he may have originally had, it had long ago been forgotten and he was now only known as Tiny.  He was not very bright but was extremely loyal to the organization.  He did as he was told and had earned quite a reputation.  The very formidable Tiny had been out running errands when Tommy had died.  Many believed Tommy might still be alive had Tiny maybe been there that night. 
 
    The bad news was Tyler had insisted on a twenty percent increase in his weekly take.  If Lenny hadn’t needed to increase payments to Tyler, he never would have accepted the bets from Paul Morelli and his two buddies.  But, there had been a lot of recent betting on Army winning and he’d needed to balance those with some heavy bets on Navy.  So, when Morelli had called him, he’d said okay.  Now that Army had won, he was feeling much better about that decision.  He only needed to collect and all would be good.  And, with Tiny right there to help, he wasn’t too worried. 
 
    ----- 
 
    It was almost midnight when Paul knocked on the door at Lenny’s restaurant.  Frank and Clay stood just behind him.  The restaurant had closed at ten and all the workers were gone but Tiny was there and opened up for them.  They were expected.  After patting them down for any weapons, Tiny led them back to the office where Lenny was waiting. 
 
    “Hey, Pauli, good to see you.  You got my money, right?”  Lenny was seated at his desk and watched warily as the three college kids were ushered into his office.  They had obviously been drinking but had shown up, as he’d demanded.  He wasn’t sure why they’d picked him to place their bets with rather than any of the bookies in Ray Morelli’s organization, but hey?  Why look a gift horse in the mouth, right? 
 
    Paul said, “Well, we brought you half.  You said to come by tonight so we figured we’d bring you that much now and bring you the rest later.”  He pulled a large brown envelope out of his coat pocket but held onto it.  “Or, maybe instead of our just paying you the rest later we wondered if maybe you’d be interested in an arrangement.” 
 
    Frank and Clay stayed a few steps back as Paul approached Lenny’s desk.  Tiny was armed with a large revolver within easy reach inside his shoulder holster; he stood with his arms crossed, slightly back from the three visitors, eyes focused on Paul’s movements.  The office was not that big and was now a bit crowded but Tiny wasn’t really expecting any trouble from these college boys. 
 
    “What sort of arrangement?” asked Lenny.  He was instantly suspicious and not at all pleased.  If these idiots thought they … 
 
    Paul suddenly turned around and rushed straight at Tiny, tearing open the envelope which he pressed tightly over Tiny’s nose and mouth.  Paul had thoroughly soaked a handkerchief with chloroform and then had sealed it tight inside this envelope.  Meanwhile, Frank and Clay each tackled Tiny at the same time, holding onto the huge man’s arms.  All three attackers knew they needed to hold their breath.  Unbelievably, due to Tiny inhaling a large breath as he reacted to all of this, he quickly lost consciousness and stopped struggling.  Paul then pulled Tiny’s revolver out and spun back around to face Lenny. 
 
    “What the fuck!” Lenny exclaimed, completely caught off guard.  He hadn’t even tried to reach for the revolver inside his desk’s top drawer.  “You assholes can’t get away with this,” he shouted.  He started to stand up but stopped and just stared at the gun now pointed at him. 
 
    Paul kept the gun leveled at Lenny and said, “Yes, we can and yes, we will.  You’re going to open up whatever safe you have here and give us all your money.  Otherwise, we’ll be causing you all kinds of pain.”  Frank and Clay came around and quickly pinned Lenny in his chair so he couldn’t move.  Paul said, “I’m gonna go grab some knives and stuff from the kitchen and be right back.”  He turned and left the office. 
 
    Lenny stared at Tiny, sprawled on the floor, out cold.  He couldn’t believe what had just happened.  Looking back and forth at Frank and Clay, he said, “You kids realize what you’ve done?  It’s not too late yet.  Let me up and … and …”  He slowly realized he couldn’t really think of any solution. 
 
    Then Paul returned with several kitchen knives, a large meat cleaver and a few other items. 
 
    Thirty minutes later there was a large explosion inside Lenny’s restaurant.  While the circumstances of the apparent gas leak would look suspicious, there really would be no evidence to show this leak and the subsequent fire had not been an accident.  Autopsies on the bodies of Lenny and Tiny would not reveal anything other than smoke inhalation as cause of death.  And, Lenny’s charred remains wouldn’t reveal how badly he’d been tortured prior to succumbing. 
 
    Paul and his two buddies stayed out late at a neighborhood bar, celebrating their now being almost ninety thousand dollars richer.  Paul kept bragging how he’d known that chloroform he’d stolen from the university lab weeks earlier would come in handy someday.  Yep!  That day had arrived.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Twenty-Five 
 
    Dec 15, 2019 
 
      
 
    Russ Simonetti was awakened by the phone ringing and as he reached to answer it, he looked over at the clock.  Almost five a.m.  He knew this wouldn’t be good news.  His first thought was Ray Morelli might be calling him but then he could see from the caller ID it was one of his guys. 
 
    “Hey, boss?  Sorry to bother you like this but you’re not gonna believe what happened last night.”  The voice saying this was both apologetic and incredulous.  “I can’t be sure but I think Pauli may have done something bad.  You know how I’ve been following him around, keeping an eye on him like you said, right?” 
 
    Russ answered, “Yeah, what about him?” 
 
    “Well, I didn’t think that much about it at the time but then, when I heard about the fire …  shit!  I think he burned down that restaurant belongs to Lenny Giddings.  And, it looks like Lenny and his bodyguard … you remember Tiny, right?  Used to work for Tommy Muccio?  Well, him too.  Him and Lenny.  They were inside the place when it happened.” 
 
    “Let me get this straight,” said Russ.  “You’re saying Lenny’s restaurant got torched?  By Pauli?” 
 
    “Yeah, well … he and two of his buddies were there right before it happened.  I saw them go in and about a half hour later, I saw them come out.  Then, I followed them over to this bar where they got really tanked.  I kept out of sight so I couldn’t hear what they were talking about but they were pretty excited.  Celebrating something, you know?” 
 
    “Okay, okay.  So, what about the restaurant?” 
 
    “It had this big explosion and fire.  Turns out that was not long after these kids left the place.  That can’t be any coincidence.  And, there were two bodies in there.  Cops are saying it’s Lenny and Tiny.” 
 
    Russ asked, “Anyone see them going in and coming out besides you?” 
 
    “Well, I can’t be sure but I don’t think so.  It was close to midnight when they went there.  No one was around.  I figured they was either collecting on some bet or, more likely, maybe paying up after losing.  You know Lennie’s a bookie, right?” 
 
    “Of course.  But, why would Pauli be placing bets with someone in D’Amato’s organization?”  Russ paused as a couple of reasons suddenly came to mind.  “Never mind that.  What are the cops saying?” 
 
    “So far, everyone’s saying it musta been an accident.  No evidence of foul play.  And, with Tiny there?  Hard to believe anyone could get the drop on him and Lenny, you know?  They’re gonna investigate, of course.  But, the bodies were found back in Lenny’s office and the explosion happened out in the kitchen.  Probably a gas leak.  Then, kaboom and a big fire.  Who knows what really happened?” 
 
    Russ said, “Yeah, only like you said … this can’t be any coincidence.  Shit.  Thanks for letting me know.”  He hung up the phone and began worrying about how Ray would react to this news. 
 
    ----- 
 
    Ironically, at almost the same time, Ben Marchitto was listening to a very similar report about the fire at Lenny’s place from the man he’d had following Paul Morelli, ever since getting that warning from Missy. 
 
    His guy had only been making sure there’d be no problems for either the kid’s ex-girlfriend or, even more important, for Alice Mathews.  And then, last night?  Surprise, surprise.  The kid had made a late night visit to Lenny’s restaurant.  That had seemed rather unusual since Lenny was in Sal’s organization.  Afterwards, right after the kid and his two pals had left, when the place had blown up?  Unbelievable!  The question now, of course, was whether these kids were doing this on their own or was the kid’s Uncle Ray maybe starting something. 
 
    Ben realized he’d be reviewing and sorting all this out with Sal and they’d then be taking some appropriate actions, accordingly.  At the same time, he also realized he and Sal were finding themselves indebted yet again to Missy McCrea. 
 
    ----- 
 
    After the usual routine, which was tedious, Arvind Pancholi finally managed getting Askar-Samar Karimi on the phone.  He’d been busy leaving Bogota and this was his first real opportunity to make contact.  He didn’t waste time with a lot of words, but instead demanded, “Where’s the rest of the payment you promised?  My client has provided you with everything we agreed upon but you have failed to keep your end of the bargain.” 
 
    Karimi replied, “Your info was inconclusive and merely circumstantial.  My leaders were not convinced and therefore what you provided was not enough for full payment.  You are lucky I was able to arrange even partial payment.” 
 
    “Well, it’s lucky you did or else I’d be going elsewhere with this.  There are other buyers who would be willing to pay.  There is more than enough evidence showing why the U.S. was successful in rescuing Candace Axtell, making Jacques Arbogast and Manuel Rodriguez disappear, and interfering with WIJO’s plans to attack those Thanksgiving Day Parades.” 
 
    “My leaders acknowledge the U.S. was successful and are pleased with obtaining all your information,” admitted Karimi.  “However, they consider the McCrea girl to merely be a distraction without having any special abilities.  Much of what you provide concerning her might only be fake news.  You have no proof about her or the other individuals having any so-called special abilities.  They say you are demanding too much money, exaggerating the value of your reports, attempting to give undue credit to this girl and that Bessom character for accomplishing what the U.S. can easily do with their technology.” 
 
    Pancholi said, “No, no!  Your leaders are giving undue credit to U.S. technology.  They are making a big mistake.  And, if they have invested in any other attacks planned against the U.S., it will end up being a very costly mistake when those plans are also thwarted, not by technology but by these same special individuals.”  He’d known Karimi would find it difficult convincing them demons not only existed but were actually being used by the U.S. government. 
 
     “Well, that is why my leaders want you to get us more information about them.  Perhaps then, depending on what evidence you can provide, the full payment to your client will be approved.” 
 
    ----- 
 
    Dale Hewson hung up the speaker phone after briefing the Homeland Security Secretary on all the latest arrangements.  He’d explained how surveillance teams were being sent out to watch everyone on the BAT watch list that lived or owned property inside the Dorchester area designated by Ulrey’s psychics.  In addition, each of those suspect individuals was being thoroughly checked to determine whatever data might exist concerning their backgrounds, businesses, relationships, travel histories, other relatives, anything that might prove useful in the event it turned out they might be terrorists. 
 
    Ed Collinsworth had been on the call and was seated across from Dale in a small conference room along with a few other BAT Team members.  Dale looked at Ed and asked, “Why do I get the feeling he’s a real believer in what you FBI guys are coming up with?  No offense, but our agency isn’t usually that open to committing our resources like this.” 
 
    Ed laughed and said, “Hey, Robert Ulrey has included me on his team and I now know a lot more about what his psychics are able to do and how they helped stop those Thanksgiving Day attacks by WIJO teams earlier.  But, I can’t share those details.  It’s classified.  Your boss must have gotten some high level briefings on all that.  I’m sure he has the clearance and knows how reliable this probably is.” 
 
    “Okay, okay.  So, this designated area you have identified?”  Dale was still looking at Ed.  “Your psychics say there are some guys in there who went through the same WIJO training camp as those guys down in New York did?  The ones who all got blown up on those buses?”  He looked at the others in the room and said, “Anyone else finding this hard to believe?” 
 
    The woman on Dale’s right said, “If they can be so sure about terrorists coming here from the same training camp, why can’t they be more specific about where we can find them?” 
 
    Ed explained, “Look, it doesn’t work like that.  But, they’re going to keep trying.  Robert’s brought in four psychics and they are all sensing the same thing.  They might be able to sense a more specific location but, since they’re so sure about this general area they’ve already designated, it just might be quicker for us to find these guys using Dale’s resources and putting our suspects in this area under surveillance.  At the same time, we don’t want to spook them into running.  We almost missed those guys down in New York.” 
 
    “Lucky they all got blown up …” Dale started to say.  Then he stopped and his expression changed.  “Holy shit!  There wasn’t anything lucky about that, was there?” 
 
    Ed said, “I don’t have any specific info on those three different explosions which wiped them all out.  Let’s just say I don’t think Robert’s psychics are thinking there was any luck involved in those explosions.  They do think they were lucky they located those guys before the buses arrived at the parade that day, however.” 
 
    The woman on Dale’s right said, “But, if your psychics located them, then that means those explosions …?” 
 
    Dale said, “Exactly!  That means our government somehow triggered all those explosions.  And, my boss obviously did receive some high level briefing and knows all about that.  Damn!” 
 
    ----- 
 
    Missy and Tracy had only been back in their room for twenty minutes when Emily knocked on their door.  The bus ride back from Philly had been uneventful with most cadets catching up on sleep they’d missed from partying late the night before.  Missy opened the door so Emily could enter and asked, “Hey?  What’s up?” 
 
    Emily came in and said, “Well, that was a really great game, huh?”  She then paused and seemed a bit nervous which wasn’t really typical for her.  She seemed to be struggling with how to ask something, which again, was not typical.  Usually, she was very bubbly and effervescent, freely chatting about whatever.  Neither Missy nor Tracy thought she had come there to talk about the football game. 
 
    Tracy said, “This has to be about a boy, right?  Did Donald do something?”  She had noticed Emily and Donald celebrating with all the others down in the hotel lobby and had also noticed how very obviously together they’d been for most of the evening. 
 
    “Oh, no!  He didn’t!  I mean, he …  I mean, yes!  It’s about Donald,” said Emily, flustered.  “But it’s not that he did anything.  It’s about my wanting him to maybe do something.  Only …” 
 
    Missy laughed and said, “Only he doesn’t know you come from a supernatural family.  Your brother is a witch.  Your grandmother is a witch.  We get it.” 
 
    From the relieved expression on Emily’s face it was obvious Missy had guessed correctly.  She said, “Donald’s been a perfect gentleman.  And, you know how shy he is.  Even after all the teasing you’ve all done.  You know.”  She looked at Tracy and added, “You and all the other Quigby girls.  He actually gets why you’ve done all that and how it’s helped him.” 
 
    “Soooo, you’re wishing he maybe wasn’t such a perfect gentleman then,” said Tracy.  “Only, if he starts getting bold or, more likely, if you decide to encourage him to do some things?  I sorta went through something similar when I finally told John how I was a witch.  I was so worried he’d reject me.  I fully understand your dilemma.” 
 
    Emily said, “He asked about maybe visiting me during Christmas break.  He wants to meet my family.  I already know his brother Ron, of course, and I did get to meet his dad one time.  So, he’s thinking it might be nice if he comes to see me at home and …”  She sighed. 
 
    “Well that ought to be okay,” said Tracy.  “Your family doesn’t need to admit anything about the supernatural.  We witches are used to keeping our secrets.  So, what’s the problem?” 
 
    “The problem is I really, really like Donald and I don’t want to keep leading him on while keeping secrets.  I had a boyfriend in high school.  But, I just couldn’t tell him this stuff and, well … it ruined our relationship.  Once we started having sex?  Well, never mind all that.”  Emily shivered, obviously not enjoying the memory.  “I promised myself I’d never get serious again unless I could share my secrets.” 
 
    Tracy said, “Okaaaay … so go ahead.  Share.  You know you can trust him, right?” 
 
    “Yeah, but my brother Scott will never agree.  He doesn’t trust anyone who isn’t already a member of our supernatural community.  That’s why I couldn’t tell my boyfriend.  Scott told me I should only marry a witch.  That was one of the reasons he didn’t want me coming here to West Point.” 
 
    “That’s so wrong on so many levels!” said Tracy.  Then she giggled.  “I know you’re not looking to get married anytime soon but I do see how you might want to go to the next level with Donald.  As our friend Angel Meriwether likes to say, us Woo Poo U girls might be postponing any trips down the aisle to the altar until after we graduate but we sure as hell haven’t taken any vows of celibacy.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Twenty-Six 
 
    Dec 16, 2019 
 
      
 
    Abdullah Zahir and Yuri Qabani had been keeping their recent team members quite busy since those individuals had arrived from Afghanistan.  Zahir ran a very busy trucking business, thanks to getting several subcontracts from other firms.  It provided excellent cover for his team, driving his trucks and vans all over Boston, picking up and dropping off various items.  And, it enabled him to rent the large warehouse and huge parking lot where all these vehicles were kept when not in use. 
 
    Now that all their drones and special equipment were inside the dozen vans they’d obtained and specially configured, they’d been able to focus on continuing the training which the team had started in Herat.  Each day, two or three of these vehicles would head out from their warehouse and go over to Roxbury, while the rest of the team carried out their normal assignments for Zahir’s business. 
 
    Franklin Park in neighboring Roxbury was ideal for their practicing all the various elements of their planned attack.  In one corner, it had some old bear dens which were part of the original Franklin Park Zoo when it had opened in 1912.  These were abandoned in the 1950’s and had fallen into disrepair since then.  They were surrounded by twenty-six acres of woodland and even had an old stadium within.  Raw rusting spikes, once keeping the bears inside, now hung menacingly overhead.  The little concrete ponds where the animals once played were filled with trash and weeds, the stone carvings were covered with graffiti and the entire area was pretty much ignored with very few visitors.  Yet, it’s convenient location to streets and parking lots nearby allowed easy access and excellent simulation for what they were planning to do at Foxborough. 
 
    There were no nearby anti-drone devices to worry about, which was yet another reason for using this area as a training site.  They could launch their drones in whichever parking lot they were using that day and then, from inside the van, remotely control their flights and practice maneuvering all over their target area.  Each drone was fitted with a camera which enabled the operator to clearly see on his control monitor what the drone was flying over and near to.  In addition, the drones had proximity sensors so when several drones were in the air at the same time, each operator could keep track of all the other drones and avoid any mid-air collisions. 
 
    Naturally, they were using dummy canisters rather than the real ones which would disperse their special toxins during the actual attack.  It had taken awhile for everyone to achieve the necessary proficiency.  Each had started with only his own drone in the air.  Then, once familiar with controlling that, a second drone had been added, operated by another team member. 
 
    They were now at the point where a third and then, even more drones could be added.  There were several differences from when they’d done all this back in Herat.  But, they’d been making all the needed adjustments and their progress had been excellent.  Their attack was now less than two weeks away.  They needed to be ready and they would be. 
 
    Nasir Fadal had remained back at the warehouse that day and approached Abdullah Zahir.  He asked, “What will happen if Vadim Assad and his guys are unable to disable the anti-drone systems at this football stadium?”  They all had been briefed several times on how they’d need to wait for Assad’s signal before launching their drones.  “Will we all then give up and simply drive away, without any attack?” 
 
    Zahir answered, “You don’t need to worry about that.  His guys will succeed.  Our leaders have invested a great deal of effort and money in learning what systems are being used and exactly how to defeat them.  We have explained all this to you before.” 
 
    While the radar and acoustic technology for identifying drones was indeed highly advanced, the FAA had not approved use of any military grade defense systems for either jamming or destroying drones.  The FAA did not like anyone taking aircraft out of the sky, either manned or unmanned.  Thus, the airports, prisons, power plants, arenas, stadiums and so forth all needed to rely heavily on systems which would merely hack into the drone’s operating system to take control and force a landing outside the facility’s perimeter.  These systems, in turn, were vulnerable by virtue of not being military grade. 
 
    Knowing which frequencies a particular defense system would be using for its hacking meant that system could in turn be interfered with.  And, the components for the device which could cause this interference could be easily carried into a football stadium, passing through the security check.  While the range of this device was short and the interference would be temporary, it would provide Zahir’s team enough time to deploy their drones, fly them into position and disperse their deadly toxins.  All that was needed was to assemble each device, connect the special battery for power and activate it within a hundred feet of wherever the stadium’s defense system was located. 
 
    As had been learned by the WIJO leaders, Gillette Stadium in Foxborough had their anti-drone defense systems in three separate locations.  Each of these systems was different but the devices which Assad and his men were bringing in would interfere with the appropriate frequency for each of them.  This info had indeed cost WIJO a great deal of time and money to obtain but, since the stadium was not really a military facility, the info had been available. 
 
    Fadal said, “Yes, you’ve explained everything but if things don’t go as planned and we don’t get Assad’s signal, we need to know what to do.  Give up?  Or, maybe we should launch our drones anyway, sometime before the end of the game.  Perhaps we can still manage dispersing enough toxins to cause some deaths and thus claim a victory.” 
 
    Zahir sighed and said, “No, we cannot risk exposing any failure.  Not after what happened to our teams at Thanksgiving.  Everything needs to go as planned.  If there is no signal from Assad by end of the third quarter, everyone should simply leave.  We will then determine what went wrong and attack on another day.” 
 
    ----- 
 
    Arvind Pancholi’s flight from Washington, D.C. to Boston arrived almost on schedule, in spite of the lousy weather.  He’d entered the U.S. the day before using one of his fake identities and, after determining from one of his sources that Oliver Bessom was no longer in Washington, D.C. with Candace Axtell but instead had joined Robert Ulrey in the Boston area, he’d opted to go on up there as well.  He hadn’t wanted the complications of any visit to West Point and, since he was guessing Missy would be going home for the holidays, Boston seemed a better place for him to stay for the next few weeks. 
 
    While he had no definite plans for getting more information or finding evidence that might satisfy the WIJO leaders, he’d needed to leave Colombia and had decided he may as well come and take a look at these two witches who had obviously been helping the U.S. government.  From an appropriate distance, of course, since he didn’t want to be identified. 
 
    One of his informants had explained about Robert Ulrey’s new role with the FBI and how his Psychic Division was supposedly helping locate kidnap victims.  While Pancholi could appreciate how this provided excellent cover for the U.S. government to use finder witches, he doubted there were any recent kidnappings being worked in Boston.  Although he wasn’t aware of just what WIJO might be planning now, he knew they had trained several teams and were using the info from Philip Arnold which he’d provided them through Karimi for carrying out more attacks.  If Ulrey and Bessom were now in Boston, then it was highly likely the mysterious “P” Branch and other U.S. government agencies were closing in on one of those WIJO teams. 
 
    And, when they did?  He’d be there to see it happen and would hopefully obtain enough new info to convince Karimi to pay him the rest of his money.  It was still his goal to be enjoying a life of leisure while cruising the Mediterranean and he wanted his full payment, as had been agreed. 
 
    ----- 
 
    Ray Morelli and Russ Simonetti were still discussing the problem which Pauli had created for them when they received word that Sal D’Amato was insisting on a meeting.  Face-to-face.  Right away. 
 
    “What the hell!” said Morelli.  “This can’t be good.  Is it possible Sal somehow learned it was my fucking nephew who torched that restaurant?  I thought you said there were no witnesses.” 
 
    Simonetti grimaced and said, “My guy didn’t think anyone else was there but, hey?  Anything is possible.  He was merely following Pauli around and never expected anything like this would happen.  He wasn’t really looking that closely to see if anyone else might have been there.  He only learned about the fire later on since he followed those kids after they left and didn’t actually see it when it happened.” 
 
    “Well, I can’t think of any other reason Sal would be asking to see me right now.  Fuck!  We’d better get this over with.  Make the arrangements.” 
 
    Two hours later, Morelli and Simonetti made their way into the restaurant which had been agreed upon for the meeting.  They had several others with them but, like the group who had accompanied D’Amato, all but two of their men waited outside.  Both families were following protocols and there’d be no violence.  Bringing their men along provided assurances of that, for both sides. 
 
    Salvatore D’Amato was waiting at a corner table, along with Ben Marchitto.  Again, as per protocol.  They exchanged greetings and were seated, with the two bodyguards who they’d brought inside taking a separate table.  They recognized both Billy Martin and Donny Delgato, the two bodyguards Sal had brought inside who likewise were seated at a nearby table.  A waiter came over and took their order for drinks and then quickly disappeared. 
 
    Sal didn’t waste any time and said, “Ray, I asked you here because some of your people have broken the truce.  What’s it been six, seven weeks?  Already you starting up again?”  He was aggressive and demanding, and seemed quite certain about his accusation. 
 
    “No, I’ve not started anything, Sal.  What are you saying I’ve done?”  Morelli looked back and forth between Sal and Ben.  While he wanted to profess his innocence it was obvious from Sal’s tone that Sal had some sort of evidence.  “Is this about that restaurant owned by Lenny Giddings?  I heard there was a fire.  But, you can’t think …” 
 
    Sal didn’t wait for him to finish but said, “Here’s what I know, Ray.  I know your nephew Pauli and two others were there that night.  And, right after they left, that fire broke out and both Lenny and his guy Tiny died in that fire.  I know all this because I had reason to place your nephew under surveillance.  He made some threats concerning the girl who runs one of my foundations.  The Roseanne Fund.”  He shook his head, projecting sadness.  “Threats against one of my charities, Ray.  Not even one of my businesses.” 
 
    Morelli slowly realized all the possible denials which he and Russ had considered making were not going to work.  “I did not authorize that, Sal.  I have no idea why my nephew might have done what you’re saying but, believe me, it was nothing which I approved of.  If he did anything, he was acting on his own and definitely not doing anything which I’m responsible for.” 
 
    “Ah, but you see?  That’s the thing, Ray.  You are responsible for your nephew.  And, all the other families will see it that way.”  Sal’s tone was now very cold.  He’d been insulted.  This was a matter of great importance.  “An example needs to be made.  You attack me and so maybe I should be attacking you.  But, I’ve arranged this truce we have and going to war over this isn’t in anyone’s best interests.  You can see that, right?” 
 
    Yeah, Morelli and Simonetti could see that all right.  No, it would never be acceptable to give the other families any hint that D’Amato would tolerate what had happened.  At the same time, it hadn’t been an act of war or anything worth breaking the truce. 
 
    Just then the waiter approached and everyone sat back, waiting until the drinks had been served and the waiter had left again.  The tension in the air was palpable. 
 
    Morelli said, “Look, I’m not saying I don’t accept responsibility, if my nephew really did something.  I’m only saying I never gave any direction for such a thing.  It’s like you say, Sal.  This certainly couldn’t have been any act of war.  Maybe this was an accident of some kind.  A mistake.  Whatever happened during that meeting somehow went sideways.  Pauli and his friends maybe panicked, tried to cover up.  I just don’t know right now.  This is all news to me.” 
 
    “Two of my people are dead, Ray.  And, the way it happened?  Nobody’s gonna believe it was any accident.  So, you have to make payment.  Everyone needs to know you are sorry for this mistake.  So, we can keep the peace.”  Sal looked at Ben and said, “What do you suppose the other families will consider to be an appropriate tribute?  A peace offering, right?  What can Ray, here, give me?” 
 
    Sal and Ben had already discussed this fully, of course, so Ben was ready with his answer.  “Everyone knows how you and Ray have argued before about that hotel of his over on Lexington Street; the one with the private casino on the top floor.”  The area around the hotel had traditionally been in Sal’s family while the hotel itself had always belonged in the Morelli family. 
 
    Simonetti said, “You can’t be serious!  That’s worth several million and you know it.  That restaurant and whatever book Lenny was making can’t be compared with Ray’s hotel and casino!” 
 
    Sal smiled and said, “I think Ray’s agreeing to sell me that hotel for, say, two million dollars?  Yes, the other families would see that as him taking responsibility for his nephew’s mistake.  Then we can all continue, business as usual, with no worry about any wars.” 
 
    Morelli and Simonetti continued their protests but they’d been outmaneuvered.  In order to avoid the situation escalating and leading to another mob war, they needed to accept Sal’s terms.  The hotel and casino were indeed worth at least ten million and once title transferred to Sal, that neighborhood would forever belong exclusively to the D’Amato family.  The loss in casino revenues was even more of a hit for the Morelli family. 
 
    But, there’d be no way to hide this.  Even making Pauli and his two friends disappear would not prevent word of what they’d done from somehow getting out.  The cops would get brought in to investigate and there was simply no clean way to cover things up.  The risk of exposure was too great and Sal would then have all he needed to insist on retaliating against the Morelli’s, with support from the other families. 
 
    Thus, it was finally agreed.  Papers would be drawn up for the sale and word would go out this was the agreed upon repayment for what Morelli’s nephew Pauli had done.  All the other families would understand.  And, peace would be preserved.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Twenty-Seven 
 
    Dec 17, 2019 
 
      
 
    Colonel Chory looked up at Gene and Amanda Tremblay and said, “I’m glad you’re bringing this to me.”  Then he looked back down at the document they’d brought over from the embassy and read through it once again.  They’d asked if they could come over and meet with him alone and so he’d anticipated it might be related to something supernatural.  And, he had guessed correctly.  He was the one to whom General Blake had told them they should bring anything like this. 
 
    Gene said, “I probably never would have considered this report as being very significant only Oliver Bessom was just here, two weeks ago.  My wife and I actually got to meet him, along with Candace Axtell.  So, although this write-up doesn’t really take very seriously what this Askar-Samar Karimi presented about demons to his leaders over in Herat, it caught my eye.  While those leaders may not have believed what Karimi was saying …” 
 
    Amanda couldn’t resist asking and interrupted, blurting out her question.  “He really does have special abilities, doesn’t he?  Oliver Bessom.  Just like it says there.  I’m guessing Oliver being here was maybe how the general figured out about Gene and I being werewolves.  He and those other people who are named.  Of course they’re not demons but they are supernaturals of some kind, right?  Just as we are.” 
 
    The report was one of the recent documents which Gene had translated for the CIA.  Ever since General Blake’s visit, he and Amanda had been asked to help when such items had been intercepted and needed to be translated.  It was in Arabic and, although not the official language in Afghanistan, Arabic shared the same alphabet with Pashto and was sometimes used by Afghans.  More and more, lately, some of the WIJO leaders in Kabul had been using Arabic for their secret messages.  Fortunately, Sami Massallah’s CIA operatives had been successful in getting many of these. 
 
    The colonel smiled and said, “Yes, you’re correct.  It was Oliver who told the general about you two.  He was checking for supernaturals at each of the embassies during that tour he and Candace were making.  He’s a witch, a finder witch.  And, just as Karimi is saying in this presentation he made, Oliver helped locate and rescue Candace and later, he helped locate WIJO terrorist groups in Philadelphia and Chicago right before coming over here on tour.” 
 
    Gene said, “Wow!  Amanda and I knew there were witches out there and maybe some other kinds of supernaturals besides werewolves as well.  But, we’ve never met any.”  He paused to think over what he’d learned since being confronted by the general.  “That couple we met with the general … Les and Marsha Goodding?  They’re in some special agency and we’ve been keeping in touch with them, as the general asked us to.” 
 
    Colonel Chory nodded and said, “Yes, good.  That agency is called “P” Branch and they keep track of all the supnats around the world.  In some instances, they do more than just monitor them.  The demons Karimi talks about in his presentation are all supnats actively helping the U.S. government and this “P” Branch provides them support for doing that, as needed.” 
 
    Amanda asked, “How did Karimi find out so much about them?” 
 
    “We know he’s been buying info from a couple of traitors.  One of these was at Homeland Security and the other was working at our embassy in Turkey.  The man in Turkey was also supposedly working for the CIA but, as it turns out, he was really a double agent selling secrets to WIJO.”  The colonel shook his head and grimaced.  “We have a worldwide search trying to find these two traitors but, so far, they’ve eluded us.  We’ve been monitoring Karimi’s calls, however, so we knew he had probably received some info like this.  Now, thanks to this document you’ve brought me, we know exactly what he’s briefed to his leaders and how they’re dealing with it.” 
 
    “Well, Amanda wanted me to clear it with you before giving it to the CIA.  We were told if we found or saw anything unusual, to always check with you first.  I mean … we don’t know who else knows about supernaturals.” 
 
    “Quite right.  I’ll take care of getting this document sent to the right places.” 
 
    Gene said, “That will be good, then.  And, what Karimi says in there about those so-called demons?  If that stuff is really true?  I mean, I see why his leaders don’t want to believe him.” 
 
    The colonel laughed and said, “Oh, what Karimi presented was pretty accurate.  What’s ironic is the traitor who provided him with all this info?  The double agent who was in Turkey until Oliver visited there?  He’s a demon himself.  A water witch.  I can see why WIJO might label all of you supnats as demons.  That’s much easier than trying to understand about witches and shifters and whatever else might exist in the paranormal and supernatural world we apparently are living in.” 
 
    ----- 
 
    Because of the eight and a half hour time difference to Washington, D.C., it took a couple of hours after the Tremblays left his office before the colonel could arrange for a secure conference call with both General Blake and Drew Martinson.  Drew got Les, Marsha and some of his other staff members to join him on the call and was also able to get Charles Winword from the CIA to call in.  Once everyone had exchanged greetings, Colonel Chory explained about the document he’d just obtained and gave them a quick summary of what was in it.  Since he’d sent them a scanned copy by email, they were also able to glance through it while he talked. 
 
    Charles said, “It’s lucky we started using Gene Tremblay to do these translations for us.  I don’t know if any of our other translators would have recognized how significant this stuff about demons is or who Karimi’s source might be.  They might have dismissed this as nonsense.  From what you’re saying, the reaction by those WIJO leaders over in Herat was mostly about how Karimi’s informant was making wild claims which really couldn’t be proven.  They were all focused on the several million dollar reduction in payment for his client.  Obviously, that client was Philip Arnold and Arvind Pancholi was Karimi’s informant.  What’s interesting is it looks like Pancholi was able to include quite a bit of added information.” 
 
    Les said, “Well, we know Pancholi was down in Colombia and obtained that video from Pablo Estaban.  We heard him telling Karimi how it shows Missy’s visit to Rodriquez.  We were worried he might have figured out quite a few things … that’s why we now have a protection detail following all of Robert Ulrey’s people around.” 
 
    “The good news,” said Drew, “is that in spite of how accurate everything was in Karimi’s presentation, it didn’t convince anyone in Herat that we’re using demons.  He couldn’t prove we could only have accomplished all we did with people having special abilities.  Since the document was mostly about demons and these leaders all bickering about not paying for what couldn’t be proven, I doubt other translators would have bothered sending this on up the chain of command.  Had Gene Tremblay not flagged it, we might never have seen it.  Either that or, by the time we did, it would have been too late.” 
 
    Drew looked around at his staff at the conference table, and then continued speaking into the phone, saying, “The bad news, of course, is that several of the WIJO leaders in Kabul, according to this document, actually have started thinking Karimi is making a good argument.  They want to take some action now rather than wait for Karimi to get any more proof.  We’ll give a heads up to our protection detail in Boston.” 
 
    General Blake said, “It’s interesting to see how political all these WIJO leaders are.  In Herat, they’re still on the defensive about how we rescued my niece, while over in Kabul?  They’re not yet over how several of their high ranking members were captured at that Taliban base we wiped out last summer during Campaign Angel’s Wing.  We’ve talked about this before, how they’re always more concerned about not getting blamed for anything.  As a result, they avoid accepting responsibility and everything else always has a much lower priority.  That really affects how most of their decisions get made.” 
 
    “Yes,” said Marsha, “except this Karimi seems willing to take some risks and he has some supporters in Kabul.  So, I’m thinking the bad news is actually good news.  If we can continue interfering with whatever plans WIJO might have, Karimi can eventually say he told them so.  That will help him advance inside WIJO and by our continuing to monitor everything he’s doing, we can continue our interference in all those plans!” 
 
    ----- 
 
    Missy finished her end of term exam for Landpower, the entry level course for her Defense Strategic Studies major.  It had required analysis of some historic cases using the Clausewitzian Critical Analysis methodology which she’d learned that semester and she was confident she’d done well.  She had already turned in her final paper for this course and so was done with it for now.  Next semester her DSS course would be Military Strategy and she was already looking forward to it. 
 
    Once outside, her thoughts were all about what was next in the immediate future.  This was the second of her end of term exams, with three more regular courses remaining.  Plus, she had Farsi and Pashto with Major Kahn which was extra.  As she headed over towards Cullum Hall she spotted Sally and Tracy, who had just finished taking their Psychology exam.  She caught up to them and asked, “Hey, how’d it go?  I was just thinking about everything I still have left to do.” 
 
    Sally and Tracy left the group they were with to join Missy.  Sally said, “Great!  Glad that’s behind me.  I’m not worried about the rest of my subjects since I know helping out at Kelsey’s Korner will pretty much get me ready for those.  My last swim match was last week so I’m free to do that every night now.” 
 
    Tracy said, “Me too!” 
 
    Missy laughed and said, “Yeah, me too, almost.  I do have my last basketball game tomorrow night.  At least it’s a home game.  And, no more shooting matches.  Hard to believe we’ve almost finished another whole semester here.” 
 
    “I know, I know.”  Sally looked around to be certain they were alone and continued, saying, “I’ve learned and experienced more this semester than everything I ever did before, combined.  Just sayin’!”  She laughed. 
 
    Quoting from one of her dad’s favorite old TV shows, Kung Fu, Tracy said, “Ah yes, Grasshopper!  You have done well!” 
 
    Missy giggled and added, “Careful, Sally, or she’ll start spouting what my brother likes to call her wondrous witch wisdom and then you could be here all night.” 
 
    They went into Cullum Hall and sat down at one of their favorite tables. 
 
    Tracy said, “Very funny, very funny.  You know how I love John but, sometimes, he can be a bit much.  He’s the one who spouts off and gets carried away, not me.”  She tried putting an innocent expression on her face but couldn’t quite manage it.  “Speaking of boyfriends, what’s the latest on what Troy’s been doing up in Boston?” 
 
    Sally said, “Well, he returned to New York yesterday to take some exams in school and he’s glad to be taking a break.  He says they’ve all been getting a bit frustrated with things in Boston.  They keep going around and around but can’t seem to pinpoint any locations better than what they’ve already done.  All they’ve come up with so far is a general area in a very large neighborhood.  The energy signals are simply too faint.  They’re lucky they even managed to do that much.” 
 
    “Hey, that’s still something,” said Tracy.  “Hopefully the task force up there can search through all the suspect locations in that area and maybe find some incriminating evidence.  Then they won’t need to rely only on what Robert’s psychic team is sensing.” 
 
    “Troy says they need probable cause to get a warrant for any searches and no judge will accept what a psychic says as good enough probable cause.”  Sally shrugged and glanced briefly over at Missy.  “He says they might wanna try using Missy for checking out a few of the places that seem likely.  Oliver told him all about how she found those explosives in Philly and Chicago.” 
 
     “Hey!  I’m sitting right here!” said Missy, smiling.  “But, yeah … that might work but only if they can narrow the locations down like they did in Philly and Chicago; otherwise, it’ll be like looking for a needle in a haystack.” 
 
    Tracy giggled and said, “Well, if there’s even a ghost of a chance …?”  She paused, left that hanging and looked expectantly over at Sally. 
 
    Sally of course chimed in with, “Then we know just the ghost, who will do her most, to succeed!”  While she and Tracy began laughing hysterically, Missy merely raised her eyebrows and gave them both one of her most exasperated looks.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Twenty-Eight 
 
    Dec 18, 2019 
 
      
 
    Dale Hewson was in an excellent mood and brought several of his key task force personnel in for an update.  The news was good.  He waited until everyone had arrived and taken a seat in their conference room and then announced, “We think we’ve found them!  There’s a company called Zahir Transportation Services in Dorchester, operating with a large warehouse right in the middle of that designated area which Robert’s psychics identified and the owner is on our BAT watch list.  So are a couple of his employees.” 
 
    A voice from the back asked, “What makes you think they might be the terrorists we’re looking for?” 
 
    “Well, our surveillance teams have reported some very suspicious activity for some of their vehicles.  Every day a few of their vans get driven over to parking lots near the Franklin Park Zoo and then, next thing you know, some remote controlled drones are out flying around.  Sure enough, when these drones eventually return and land, they’re from these vans.  We’re still working to identify the guys in those vans but what’s significant is, other than the drivers, they’re not in any of our databases.  We’ve been checking payroll records for this company and there are several new individuals who don’t seem to be listed as employees.  And, facial recognition isn’t showing these new guys as having any valid driving licenses issued.” 
 
    Edward Collinsworth said, “Well, that’s a red flag.  Same thing was true for those WIJO cells in Philly, Chicago and New York.  The new members were all in this country with false work visas and once they cleared immigration, they disappeared and dropped completely off the radar.” 
 
    “It’s these new guys who seem to be working all the drones,” said Dale.  “I’m sure they’re being careful.  Each of the drivers does have a license and is on the company payroll, so they wouldn’t flag anything if they were stopped for some reason.  We’re not only trying to identify the new guys but we’re now also checking backgrounds on all the employees.  As I mentioned, Zahir and a couple of his men were already on our watch list.  This is a rather large group which has apparently been operating here, in plain sight, for some time now.” 
 
    Major Schermerhorn said, “What do we know about these drones of theirs?” 
 
    “Oh, they’re very advanced and clearly not anything available on the commercial market,” said Dale with obvious excitement.  “Let me show you what one of our surveillance teams recorded.”  He started playing a video on a large monitor over on the wall.  Four drones came into view and could be seen maneuvering at a height of about two hundred feet.  The camera taking the video hadn’t been very close but as they watched, it zoomed in for some close-ups and then backed out again.  “That’s why I’m pretty certain we’ve found the terrorist cell we’re looking for.  Look at what they’re doing!  They’re definitely practicing for a deployment of some kind where multiple drones can be used over a target area.  I can’t guess where that might be but, if they’re planning to attack somewhere, you can be sure we’d better stop them.” 
 
    Major Schermerhorn said, “Those drones don’t seem large enough to be carrying much in the way of explosives.  Even so, there are lots of nasty things which they might be used for.  If that threat we heard about was accurate, we could be very sorry if they succeed.  We really need to know what they’re planning.” 
 
    Dale said, “Well, we’ve already discussed how we can’t get search warrants based on anything Robert’s psychics have told us.  And, I’m pretty sure we can’t get search warrants merely because we see these drones, either.  While this definitely looks suspicious, there’s been no criminal activity as yet.  All we can do is wait and watch.” 
 
    “True,” said Ed.  “Unless we can make any arrests good by catching them in the act of doing something really criminal, all we’d be doing would be warning them.  Grabbing a few guys for false visas won’t stop whatever they’re planning.  If that’s all we have, we won’t even be able to hold them.  They’ll claim harassment and be back out on the street right away.  We can’t take any chances.” 
 
    Another task force member said, “How about we do an illegal search of that warehouse and take a closer look at those drones while we’re at it?  We won’t be able to use anything we find in court but at least we’ll know more about what we’re dealing with.  Is there any way we can do that without their knowing about it?  As Ed just said, we can’t take any chances and we don’t want them catching us since that’ll make our surveillance much more difficult.  We might end up missing whatever their big play might be when the time comes.” 
 
    Dale said, “That’s a great suggestion but, as you and Ed are saying, we absolutely cannot afford to tip these guys off.”  He had no intention of embarrassing Homeland Security by repeating the same mistake Jonathan Pritchard had made.  He looked at Robert Ulrey and smiled.  “We don’t want to ask Robert’s psychics to go find these terrorists all over again should they manage eluding our surveillance.” 
 
    Robert laughed and said, “No, please!  Once was enough!”  He thought about the suggestion for an illegal search, however, and then he thought of Missy.  “My psychics might have a way of finding out more about what’s inside that warehouse without any risks.”  He looked around the room and said, “Let’s not forget it was my psychics who not only found those terrorists in Philly and Chicago but also told us about the explosives and suicide vests.” 
 
    “You’re right!” exclaimed Ed.  “I forgot about that.  We were brought in and began our surveillance because of their reports about explosives.”  He looked at Robert and the major and was puzzled.  He’d listened to their explanation about using equipment items from WIJO training camps to locate people from those camps.  Now, as he wondered how the explosives and vests had been identified, he realized there was maybe a lot more which he had not been told about.  He decided he’d better wait to ask his questions later. 
 
    The discussion continued for another half hour, with Dale handing out assignments to various team members.  Robert was told as long as his psychics didn’t alarm any of their suspects, then by all means, he was to report back on whatever info they might sense by doing whatever the hell it was they did. 
 
    ----- 
 
    Paul Morelli knew he was in serious trouble.  According to his father, his uncle Ray was more upset than ever before and he, Pauli, was the cause.  Ray had been forced to sell his Lexington Street property to D’Amato and lose face with all the other families.  The cost for one of these was in the millions while the cost for the other was incalculable. 
 
    The fact his father was explaining this to him meant Pauli’s life had actually been spared.  However, he was now finished as far as anything to do with the family business was concerned.  Those bets he’d been taking at school for his uncle’s bookie?  Forget about it!  Any future in Ray’s organization?  Not gonna happen!  And, he’d better be careful not to fuck up again or his father wouldn’t be able to intercede in his behalf.  Pauli would be executed. 
 
    The same was true for his two buddies, Frank and Clay.  They’d been interviewed and, since Pauli had been the leader and had actually done the two killings, their lives were being spared.  But, they were now out as well.  For those with poor judgment, there were no second chances. 
 
    “How could you be so stupid?” asked his father, shaking his head.  “Now you got no future!  You’re lucky to still be alive.  If it weren’t for your mother, I doubt Ray would be giving you this pass.  He sure as hell wouldn’t be doing it because of me.”  There had been many conflicts over the years between the two brothers but their wives had always been close. 
 
    Paul said, “What I don’t get is why Uncle Ray didn’t just deny it was me.  I doubt he’d be so pissed off except for D’Amato’s people blaming me.” 
 
    His father sighed and said, “D’Amato was having you followed, thanks to you shooting your mouth off and making threats about some girl he’s got running his charity fund.  That damn Roseanne Fund thing has ended up diverting so much revenue from the other families over to D’Amato it’s no wonder he had somebody watching you.” 
 
    “But, that was before I talked to Uncle Ray.  He warned me to stay away and I was doing that.” 
 
    “Oh, so instead you decide to place bets with one of D’Amato’s bookies?  That’s how you stay away?” 
 
    Paul knew he had royally messed up and there was no hope for fixing things in the near future.  He had no response to his father’s accusation.  He was dismissed shortly thereafter and went off to be by himself.  He needed to think things through. 
 
    He realized his big mistake was in getting caught.  He hadn’t been careful enough.  The more he thought about his situation, the more furious he became about the recent events which had led him to where he was now.  Fucking D’Amato and that damn Roseanne Fund.  And, fuck that Alice Mathews!  Yeah, things had been going just fine until she interfered.  Well, maybe he’d focus on interfering with her.  Get some revenge.  Yes, D’Amato had been worried he might mess with her, huh?  Well, all right then!  If she was so important to his organization, let’s see how badly that organization would miss her! 
 
    Only, he’d learned his lesson.  He’d make certain he didn’t get caught.  If anyone was watching him or watching her, he’d simply make sure he found a way to avoid being seen.  Later?  When the fucking D’Amato organization was hurting because of his “interference”?  Because he’d made Alice Mathews disappear?  Maybe then his Uncle Ray might even be willing to forgive him. 
 
    It all depended on his being careful and doing it right this time.  He had finished all his classes and exams at school.  The next couple weeks could be spent focusing on his new goal.  Avoid any surveillance.  Go up to Boston and do some surveillance of his own.  And then?  When there was an opportunity to grab that Mathews girl without being caught?  Oh, yeah!  When life handed you lemons, you made lemonade right?  You just needed to add plenty of sugar so it was sweet.  Well, he was already looking forward to finding out exactly how sweet he could make all this end up being! 
 
    ----- 
 
    After some further discussion, Robert Ulrey was able to get Drew Martinson’s approval for having Ed Collinsworth join “P” Branch on an arrangement similar to when he himself had been brought on board.  And, along with that, Ed’s assignment at the FBI would also be changed, with his joining Robert’s Psychic Division full time.  In addition to showing a strong interest for doing this, Ed had passed all the checks and been fully vetted.  Robert was very pleased to be getting the added help. 
 
    He explained to Connie, his ex-wife but now both his fiancée and partner, “Ed’s been asking more and more questions lately, so it will be a relief to fill him in on everything our supernaturals have really been doing.  Not to mention, I really need the help since we now have so many activities for my division.” 
 
    Connie laughed and said, “Tell me about it!  I’m the one who has been trying to keep all those activities organized for you.”  She had been a huge help as finder witches from all twelve covens in the U.S. had been slowly agreeing to join Robert’s division.  Word of mouth had helped with that, of course, but since Robert had been so very busy, it had many times fallen on Connie to meet with these witches.  She had proven to be really effective in allaying their fears and concerns about joining a government agency which was aware of who and what they were. 
 
    “And, you do know how much I appreciate that.”  He smiled at her.  “I’ve been so tied up with chasing terrorists that our goal for helping local law officials around the country with locating kidnap victims has been secondary.” 
 
    She said, “Not to worry.  I’ve been sending our other staff members out to work those kidnapping cases with your psychics and they’ve been very successful.  Many agencies are now singing the praises for the help your division has provided and, at last count, there have now been sixteen victims who were saved.” 
 
    Nodding, he said, “And I hear our staff members have been really amazed as well.  Since most don’t know our psychics are actually witches, it’s been interesting.”  As with Ed, there were a few staff members to whom he’d needed to explain about the supnats but most didn’t need to know yet and hadn’t been cleared. 
 
    Connie asked, “When will Missy and Mike be able to help check out this warehouse over in Dorchester?”  She knew it was partly due to getting them involved that Robert had wanted to bring Ed on board. 
 
    “Drew will talk to Missy but he knows her last exam is Friday morning.  He’s guessing she’ll be willing to teleport up here once she finishes with that.  Mike will be available then and Drew will clear things down at the academy for her disappearing.” 
 
    “I’m sure Tracy will help with that as well.  It’s been convenient having them be roommates this semester.  It will be interesting next semester when they both have new roommates who aren’t supnats.” 
 
    Robert laughed and said, “It will be interesting to see Ed’s reaction when Missy joins us up in the helicopter.  We’ll be flying over the area so I can point out to her the warehouse and any of the vans which might be parked over near the Franklin Park Zoo.  Most likely, she’ll pop in like she did last time, in her cat form.  Mike will be on the radio with us and can communicate anything she wants to say.” 
 
    ”Will you have any of the witches with you?” 
 
    “Oh, sure!  Troy is in New York and Oliver is back in Washington, D.C. but Millie and Desiree are still here.  Having a couple of my psychics with me in the helicopter will reinforce this whole business of it being they who are doing all this.  When I provide my report to the rest of the BAT Team afterwards, it will be assumed the two of them were somehow able to sense things while flying with me in the helo.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Twenty-Nine 
 
    Dec 19, 2019 
 
      
 
    Ben Marchitto answered the phone and then, looking over and seeing Sal was free, he told him, “Sal, your daughter is on the phone!”  They were both in Sal’s upstairs study, which he used as an office and preferred being in on most days. 
 
    Sal picked up his phone and said, “Hey, Sandy!  What’s up?”  Ever since her kidnapping and amazing rescue, he’d been making himself much more available to her and they had actually grown a lot closer. 
 
    Sandy said, “Hi Dad.  Just checking with you on something.  You know how I’ll be finishing up here tomorrow, right?  Is it okay if I go stay with Alice for a few days before coming home?”  From her boarding school near Danbury, Connecticut, it was only about a three hour drive to Boston.  She knew her two bodyguards would take her up there and stay nearby, no problem, provided Sal approved. 
 
    “Sure, that sounds good.”  He was always happy to see his daughter spend time with Alice.  He knew how much that was helping her in dealing with everything she’d experienced during her kidnapping ordeal.  “Anything special going on?” 
 
    “Actually, yes.  Alice will be staying up there all weekend since she and Mark are going to a wedding on Sunday.  She says I’m welcome to go with them.  Missy will be there too since it’s her sister getting married and she’s the Maid of Honor.” 
 
    “I see.”  Sal was momentarily taken aback, thinking of Missy doing something so normal and being with her family.  “Wonderful!  I’ll have Ben tell Santos to bring you wherever you say.  I guess I don’t need to be worried while you’re at that wedding.” 
 
    They talked for a few more minutes and then said their goodbyes.  Sal turned to Ben and explained, “She’ll be staying with Alice until Monday.  Let Santos know he and Remy are to drive her up there and keep a close watch until they get her back home here.  They can relax a little on Sunday, though.  She’ll be attending a wedding and security there won’t be a concern.” 
 
    Ben raised his eyebrows and asked, “Why not?” 
 
    Sal smiled and said, “’Cuz the wedding is for Missy’s sister.  I can’t think of any safer place to be then right there where Missy is, can you?”  They both chuckled in agreement. 
 
    Then Ben said, “Funny to be talking about Alice and Missy like this, isn’t it?  Almost like they were normal girls … friends of the family.” 
 
    “Well, you won’t hear me admit this to anyone other than you, Ben, but those two girls have definitely changed my opinion about a lot of things.  Especially about women.  I’ve been rethinking some of the directions where I want our businesses to be going.  And, I am now giving consideration to when Sandy eventually graduates from college.” 
 
    “What sort of new directions?  And, are you maybe thinking Sandy might have a role here someday?”  He knew the only future Sal had ever seen for his daughter before this was for her to be married.  While Sal was expecting his son would someday take a leadership role in the organization, that had never been a possibility for Sandy.  Until now, perhaps. 
 
    “Well, Sandy is growing up and I’m beginning to see how women are also capable of running some things.  Look what Alice has done with that Roseanne Fund.  Even though she’s still going to college full time.  What is she?  A junior up there?  And, look at everything Missy has accomplished.”  Sal paused and then shook his head.  “We know she has those witch powers and abilities but even so.  They’re not writing all those magazine articles about her because she’s a witch and the Army didn’t pin those medals on her because of that either.” 
 
    Ben thought he knew where this was going.  “You’re thinking of making your businesses more and more legitimate so Sandy won’t have to deal with pimps, whores, bookies, drug pushers, loan sharks or any of our various illegal activities, aren’t you?”  He grinned as he sat back and waited for Sal to react. 
 
    Sal stared at him for several seconds and it was obvious that had been exactly what he’d been thinking.  Finally, he smiled and said, “Maybe we’ve just grown so big now we don’t need those activities so much anymore.  Look at this Lexington Street property we just bought.  We’re gonna make millions with that, right?  We’ve been using our real estate investments, casinos, restaurants, entertainment businesses and so forth to launder our money.  But, if I understand what our accountant is telling us, we hardly need to do that anymore.  We can go completely legit during the next couple of years and our profits will still be greater than right now.” 
 
    Ben was nodding his head.  He said, “It all depends on our having smart people to manage things for us, doesn’t it?  Ones we can trust.  I know you’ve always been counting on your son but maybe you can also count on Sandy as well.” 
 
    ----- 
 
    When Kelsey arrived and took her seat at the large round table in Cullum Hall, a small cheer went out from everyone and the KK@KK sign was pulled out and prominently displayed.  She laughed and looked around.  Sure enough, all the cadet students from their Khan’s class in Farsi and Pashto were there.  She said, “Sorry I’m late but with tomorrow being the last day for our exams, you know how crazy things have been.” 
 
    Kelly said, “Hey, don’t apologize!  As usual, you’ve done a great job.  Angel says she thinks she actually passed today’s exam in Political Science and it’s all due to your help.”  Kelly had bonded with Angel Meriwether back during Beast Training and they’d remained close ever since.  Angel was a natural leader with a strong, outgoing personality and a bawdy sense of humor; she was well liked by her classmates but she really struggled scholastically to keep up.  Thanks to all the tutoring she’d received in Kelsey’s Korner, both last year and now this year, it looked like she was no longer at risk for washing out. 
 
    “Well, I may have organized things somewhat,” said Kelsey, “but it’s because everyone here and many others have volunteered to help as assistants so much.”  Kelsey was always modest about what she’d started and was quick to credit others.  “But, tonight was our last night.  I know I’ll start things back up by middle of next semester but for now?”  She sighed with a huge smile.  “Kelsey Korner is kay-ell-ooh-ess-eee-dee, Klosed!”  Everyone laughed. 
 
    Gary said, “While we’re handing out congratulations for jobs well done, how about that win by our Dynamic Duo here at last night’s basketball game?  Sharon beat the buzzer with her come-from-behind three-pointer after Missy stole the ball and fed her yet another miracle pass.”  Everyone cheered and both Sharon and Missy stood to take quick bows. 
 
    The celebratory mood was contagious and they continued by praising Mitch for the gazillionth time for beating Navy in their now epic football game.  Then they started cracking jokes in Pashto.  For some reason, the guys all thought off color jokes were okay as long as they were using a different language.  Of course, when the girls would then correct their pronunciation for some of the raunchiest words, that cracked them up even more. 
 
    Excitement about getting away on Saturday was another topic.  They already knew, from previous sessions like this, what everyone was planning for Christmas break.  Even so, there was plenty of bantering about who would be visiting whom and, since they all knew it would be Sally’s first time meeting Troy’s mother, there was plenty of speculation as to how that might go.  Sally was a Jersey girl with lots of attitude and both Missy and Tracy, who had already met Angelina Dangelmeyer, were voicing some dire predictions. 
 
    Finally, Marcus stood up and announced, “Hey, we all still have one last exam tomorrow so we’d better break this up and go do some last minute studying.”  While that was met with audible groans, they all acknowledged that was best and soon everyone was trudging off to the barracks.  
 
    When Missy and Tracy were alone in their room, Missy said, “I’m all set for my Statistics exam but I do need to pack my bag for you to bring back.”  She went over to her closet and began sorting through her things. 
 
    They’d discussed earlier how Robert wanted her to join him up in the helicopter as soon as she was available Friday afternoon.  She’d be returning to their room and then teleporting directly into the helo, leaving it for Tracy to bring her clothes and personal items.  John would be down to get Tracy on Saturday at the normal release time for her and the other cadets to start their vacations. 
 
    Tracy asked, “Someone called the Supe to clear your early departure, right?”  Once again, Missy would not be signing out but merely disappearing. 
 
    “Oh, yes!  And Captain Bonomo will be covering for me here as well.” 
 
    “Well, I probably won’t see you before the wedding but John and I will be getting constant updates from Les and Marsha on anything we need to know.  Will you have any time with Mike or will this ghost mission of yours be keeping you too busy?” 
 
    Missy laughed.  “I should be able to thoroughly search whatever places they want me to check out, do some spying on our suspects and then join Mike at his apartment sometime Saturday.  We can then leave it for the BAT surveillance teams to keep track of all these guys after that.  I’m just getting info on whatever it is this Boston cell might be planning and trying to understand why they have all these drones they’ve been practicing with every day.” 
 
    “Yeah, but poor Mike.  You’ll probably have him relaying all your observations for hours and hours.  I realize you may not need any food or rest while you’re doing things in your spirit form, since you can drain energy from your surroundings as you go, but he’s only human.”  Tracy giggled.  “By the time you arrive at his place, he’ll be all worn out and too exhausted to do anything but sleep.  No nookie for you!” 
 
    “Ha, ha!  We’ll have to see who is more exhausted on Sunday, Mike or John.” 
 
    Tracy giggled and said, “Hmmmm!  Are you suggesting your brother …” 
 
    Missy quickly interrupted saying, “I’m saying he needs to be in top form for my sister’s wedding, so no nookie for you!”  They both had a good laugh after that.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Thirty 
 
    Dec 20, 2019 
 
      
 
    Robert was standing by at Hanscom AFB with Major Schermerhorn, Ed Collinsworth, Millicent Pratt and Desiree Yerger, ready and waiting to go.  They would be going up with him, along with the two FBI pilots, Wes and Chris, in their Black Hawk helicopter on loan from the National Guard.  Ed was now a new member of “P” Branch, cleared and fully briefed about supernatural activities and how Robert’s psychics were actually witches. 
 
    The pilots were also members of “P” Branch and had been telling Ed their stories about Missy, what she had done before and how today’s operation would be similar, only hopefully without any big explosions.  Ed was still trying to fully grasp what everyone kept telling him about Missy. 
 
    “So, she can make herself invisible, teleport from West Point right into our helo in an instant, and then communicate through her boyfriend who will be on the phone and radio with us.  Am I right so far?”  Ed looked around for confirmation and noted everyone was nodding their head to indicate all this was true.  “She can find us okay, ‘cuz she knows us already, but we need to point out all the places we want her to go check out since those are all new to her.”  Looking at Robert, he said, “And when you told Dale your psychics could maybe tell us what’s inside that warehouse without any risks?  It was because it’ll be Missy down there and no one will ever even see her or know she was there.  Wow.” 
 
    They were making somewhat of a production out of this so-called reconnaissance trip, making it known how their two psychics would be riding in the helicopter, hoping to “sense” something more concerning the Zahir Transportation Services in Dorchester which the BAT surveillance teams were now closely watching.  Of course, whatever Robert would end up providing in his report would be what Missy would be telling them. 
 
    Major Schermerhorn said, “What our finder witches are able to accomplish, albeit pretending they’re psychics, is amazing enough.  Most folks can accept some paranormal activities even though not understanding them.  But there’s no way to explain what Missy can do.  We can merely let her results speak for themselves, claiming it’s all from our psychics while keeping her activities completely secret.  We do, of course, give full briefings to those in our government who’ve been cleared to know about supernaturals.  And, yes … that’s on a need-to-know basis only.” 
 
    Just then Mike called and announced Missy was finishing up with her last exam and would soon be heading back to the barracks.  That gave them about a half hours’ notice since it would take Missy that long to return to her room, remove her clothes and put away her things; she then would teleport up to wherever they might be. 
 
    Wes and Chris immediately went out to get their aircraft ready.  Robert and the others followed shortly afterward and twenty minutes later, they were in the air and headed towards Dorchester.  They planned on circling the area without getting too close, to avoid alarming any of the suspected terrorists. 
 
    Communication was established with “P” Branch, who not only linked them with Mike but also let them hear reports coming in from all the BAT Team members doing surveillance on various Zahir Transportation Services members and associates.  None of the BAT Team members could hear anything from Mike or from those in the aircraft, however. 
 
    Millie and Desiree sensed when Missy arrived amongst their midst and moments later, Mike announced, “One large cat will now be joining you!”  Everyone experienced her typical burst of energy, and then she appeared, materializing in the center of the aircraft; she moved forward and sat on her haunches near the pilots where she had a nice view through the windshield and could see things clearly down below. 
 
    Chris glanced back with a huge grin and said, “We were kinda hoping for a naked female with naughty girly bits instead of this ferocious furry feline.”  Missy bopped him on his helmet with a flick of her tail and growl-purred, after which he hurried to say, “Hi Missy!  Welcome aboard!” 
 
    Mike told them, “Missy says ‘Hi’ to everyone, welcomes new member Ed and warns Chris to focus on flying.  She figures it’s easier for everyone up there to talk to her and point things out if she’s visible.” 
 
    Ed was truly mesmerized but since the others were all treating this as normal, he tried to do the same.  As Robert and Millie talked about the Zahir Transportation Services warehouse, property boundaries and vehicles which could be seen below, it soon was obvious from the intelligent expression in Missy’s yellow-green eyes that she fully understood them.  Mike’s voice began voicing questions to them which only she could be asking since he wasn’t up there seeing anything. 
 
    Then, when she disappeared in a shimmer of light, Ed stared at the empty spot where she’d been sitting and tried to accept everything he’d just seen as being real rather than it merely having been his imagination. 
 
    Mike’s voice began describing everything Missy was able to see, hear and smell as she began her search, starting with the perimeter and then checking each vehicle.  They had agreed she should do the warehouse last.  She explained none of the trucks and vans parked outside contained anything suspicious and all seemed typical for a transportation company.  This was based on her doing a simple first pass but she promised she’d go back and do a thorough check later, if it seemed worthwhile.  
 
    Missy took her time, in spite of this only being a quick pass through; as was her custom when dealing with suspects, she committed each individual’s scent which she encountered during her search to memory; these scents were all filed away in one of her mental compartments.  She would later recognize whenever meeting anyone in person or even if merely noticing their scent somewhere. 
 
    She had just started to work her way around the warehouse itself, having finished all the vehicles, when a van drove into the yard.  One of the garage type doors began rising up and, once the van entered inside the warehouse, the door closed back down.  The warehouse was huge, with several such doors along one side.  Missy decided this was as good a place as any to start and quickly went inside to see what she could find out.  She knew all the vehicles were being watched by BAT Teams and asked Mike, Any report on what this van which just drove up back here has been doing today? 
 
    Yeah, answered Mike, communicating that with his emotions which Missy could experience.  He’d been hearing reports about this vehicle while it had been returning. 
 
    Since Mike could only clearly communicate yes or no, Missy asked, Is this one of the vans with a drone and was it out near that zoo today? 
 
    Again, he indicated yes. 
 
    Mike knew there were three more vans now returning from the Franklin Park Zoo area as well, all with drones.  Reports were these drones had been doing quite a bit of flying around and obviously the operators had been practicing for something.  As Missy kept asking him questions with yes or no answers, he eventually managed to communicate all of this to her. 
 
    Missy noted there were three men in the van: a driver up front in the cab and two others in back where they couldn’t be seen, due to a partition at the back of the cab.  The van was inside a huge bay which could hold several vehicles.  There were three men waiting near where this van was, standing just ahead of it.  She noticed two similar but empty vans were parked over on the opposite side from where this one had pulled in. 
 
    The driver got out and joined the three men.  Then, one of the rear doors of the van opened up and the two men inside climbed down.  They joined the others and all six headed further inside the building.  There were short greetings called out back and forth but no real conversations.  The two who’d been inside the van both spoke in Pashto and Missy was pleased she could understand what they were saying. 
 
    She worked her way through the van, just to register scents, and then quickly followed after the men.  She planned to return to examine each of these vans later; she wanted to learn as much as possible about the drones. 
 
    She found the six men had passed by a number of offices and had joined a dozen others who were all gathered together in a large conference room.  Two men were up front, speaking to them in both English and Pashto and it didn’t take her long to determine the man doing most of the talking was Abdullah Zahir and the man next to him was being addressed as Yuri.  She knew Zahir was the owner of the company.  Mike?  Abdullah Zahir is here. 
 
    She waited several moments and then asked, Isn’t there a Yuri Qabani on the BAT watch list?  She’d noted Yuri also seemed to be someone in authority, besides Abdullah, and she thought she remembered his name from what Drew had provided. 
 
    Yes! 
 
    Drew Martinson had briefed her over the phone the other day and had then emailed her with info which “P” Branch had quickly pulled together concerning Zahir and his known associates.  While she was mind-speaking with Mike, she was checking out each individual there and memorizing their scents.  She was also sensing their personal energy so anytime in the future, if she wished, she could instantly teleport to wherever they might be, provided that was within her apparent boundary limitation of five hundred miles. 
 
    There was a large monitor on one wall and it provided views of several entrances.  The door to the bay which the first van had entered was opening again and, while she watched, more vans were arriving.  She immediately teleported herself right back into the bay since she wanted to check each of the individuals while still in their respective vehicle.  Just as with the first van, each of the three additional vans which pulled in had a driver up front and two additional men inside, back in the rear.  Also like the first van, the cabs had partitions which blocked any view into the interiors. 
 
    Once she’d scented each person and noted which van they’d been in, she returned to the conference room where Abdullah was waiting for the nine recent arrivals to make their way back there.  Clearly, something had been scheduled and she was right on time.  Mike, it looks like there’s a meeting about to start.  You’ll need to relay everything I tell you.  She knew everything he would say would get recorded. 
 
    In addition to the nine who had just driven up in the three vans, several more individuals now came in from various offices and other places within the warehouse.  The conference room soon filled up completely and the last few to enter needed to stand since all the seats were taken.  There was definitely an air of expectation and excitement building amongst them. 
 
    Missy continued to register each person’s scent and was grateful she could do this in her spirit form.  Her three senses while a spirit were even more enhanced.  She was experiencing a world of sights, smells and sounds through which she could move instantly, going from place to place and person to person with merely her intent to do so.  Although she had no sense of taste or touch, she didn’t need them. 
 
    Abdullah began speaking in Pashto and everyone settled down and gave him their full attention.  He quickly got to the purpose of their all being there.  “Yuri and I are satisfied with all of the training.  Everyone has done well and all our preparations are complete.  We are now ready and in nine days we will show the infidel Americans what our WIJO leaders think of them.  We will avenge our fellow members who have been captured or killed and by striking here in the U.S., we will cause all Americans to live in fear from now on.”  He paused to allow the excited responses by his audience to ripple throughout the room. 
 
    “This is now the beginning!  Here in Boston!”  Abdullah was very excited and raised his fist in the air.  “Since our plans for Philadelphia, Chicago and New York were interfered with, it will begin here instead.  And it will be all of you who will make this happen!  There will be others coming after you but history will be marking this event as even more important than nine-eleven.” 
 
    These words were definitely inciting all those in the room and many began cheering loudly.  Although spoken in Pashto, Missy had understood every word.  It was obvious they were filled with hatred towards everyone in the U.S. and their determination was indeed frightening and disturbing for Missy to experience.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Thirty-One 
 
    Dec 20, 2019 
 
      
 
    Robert and the others returned to their conference room at Hanscom after just over an hour’s flight.  That had been long enough for establishing their claim about examining the Zahir property.  Missy didn’t need them up in the helo anymore; she was continuing with her recon and Mike was dutifully on the phone, relaying all her messages back to everyone. 
 
    Robert stepped away into a side office and reported in to Dale Hewson, updating him on what they’d just accomplished and giving credit to Millie and Desiree.  His psychics could now confirm this was indeed the WIJO terrorist cell.  Further, and even more important, they could predict this cell was planning an attack on December twenty-ninth.  While this was only “psychic knowledge” and not any actual evidence which they could use for making arrests, Dale agreed all the BAT task force resources would now focus on getting that evidence.  Robert’s psychics had been accurate last time, for stopping those Thanksgiving Day attacks.  The task force had some time yet and with redoubled surveillance efforts, they definitely could stop any attacks from this cell.  Dale was very pleased with this progress and thanked Robert for the help his division was providing. 
 
    Drew, Les, Marsha and a few others were in the “P” Branch conference room down in Washington, D.C. and were still controlling all the communications.  When Robert ended his call with Dale and rejoined the others, they filled him in on the latest info which Missy had reported.  Zahir had finished his meeting and had released everyone; they would be free for the next several days but were to remain on call.  Then, everyone was to report back there in a week. 
 
    Missy was searching through every inch of the warehouse and would do the same for each of the vehicles inside.  She had already provided them with some added details on the drones.  These each weighed about twenty pounds, had four rotors positioned on a diameter of three feet with four blades on each rotor, were fitted with a small camera and had a height of fifteen inches without the camera.  In addition, on close examination, they had a small tank which could hold and disperse liquids.  However, this was not obvious and any casual observer would probably view the drones as being merely recreational. 
 
    She had not located any explosives or weapons or suspicious fluids which might be dispersed.  This group was being very careful and not risking getting caught with anything which might incriminate them.  Even the drones, while very advanced and high tech, were not illegal.  Neither were all the computers inside the vans which were being used to control these drones.  Perhaps, once the manner in which all this high tech equipment had been obtained was discovered, there might then be some crime they could prove, but that would require some further investigation.  Otherwise, while no doubt in violation of some FAA regulations, that fell far short of proving terrorism. 
 
    Major Schermerhorn explained, “From the videos we have plus what Missy is telling us, the specs for those drones are pretty much the same as for some military models being manufactured right here in the U.S.  Supposedly, those models are only being sold to our military so we need to check for reports about any missing or stolen shipments.  They are designed to actually look like ordinary hobbyist items but can disperse various liquids, gases, powders, etc. for crowd control or neutralization.”  He had sat through several classes on drones at the Pentagon, as part of his Intel background.  “What about the stuff these drones were spraying over that zoo today?”  Three of the BAT Teams had noticed this and reported it.  “I thought someone was going out there to check on that, now that all the vans have left.” 
 
    Les said, “Yes, and that was new.  At least, none of the earlier surveillance teams ever noticed any spraying being done like that before.  It’s looking like today was maybe a final rehearsal with the drones actually dispersing something.  It was probably only water but with that speech Zahir just gave, they believe they’re now ready to do something catastrophic.” 
 
    Earlier that week, Robert’s team had discussed possible drone targets in the Boston area, both with Drew and the others at “P” Branch as well as during some of the BAT Team meetings.  Dale Hewson already had a map set up with colored stick pins marking various locations. 
 
    Robert said, “Since we now have a date for their attack, combined with knowing this involves multiple drones dispensing some sort of liquid, we should be able to narrow down their likely targets.  What’s happening December twenty-ninth where large crowds will be exposed and vulnerable?” 
 
    Ed said, “Well, the Patriots are playing that day out at Foxborough; that’ll have close to seventy thousand people, regardless of the weather.  But, I gotta believe the anti-drone systems at Gillette Stadium have all the latest stuff … probably similar to what’s used at Logan Airport.  Potential drone attacks would be a worst nightmare otherwise.” 
 
    “Yes, but what if those systems can be disabled?” asked Les.  “Suddenly, those nightmares will become very real!” 
 
    Everyone began suggesting targets, commenting about the extent those locations were being protected with anti-drone systems and speculating as to what might disable such systems.  The discussion went on for several minutes and then Mike suddenly interrupted to announce Missy had just joined him at his place and wanted to ask a few questions. 
 
    Missy said, “Hey, everyone!  I thought I’d check back in to learn more about these drones I’m seeing in their special vans.  It seems pretty clear this must be the Boston cell which was mentioned by one of the captured terrorists.  I’m guessing these drones can spray something which might kill a lot of people, right?  What should I be looking for?” 
 
    While talking on Mike’s phone, she went over and grabbed the fluffy bathrobe she’d asked him earlier to have out, ready and waiting for her.  She grinned at the way he was watching her while she slipped it on, covering up her nakedness.  She hoped they’d manage finding time later for some of the things she could sense he was thinking and feeling to go along with all those lustful looks he was giving her. 
 
    “Yes,” answered Drew, forcing her attention back to the business at hand.  “There are a lot of possible toxins which indeed would be very lethal.  With a coordinated attack like what these men seem to have been practicing for, their drones might disperse enough to kill thousands.  Finding whatever liquid agent they have won’t be easy since it can be disguised and packaged into bottles, cans, or canisters which will appear harmless and won’t require that much space or any special storage.  Think about maybe a case of beer or soft drinks, for example.” 
 
    “Well, I can go back and do a more thorough search but, so far, I haven’t noticed any suspicious liquids or containers.”  Missy thought for a moment, reviewing everything she’d seen during her check through the warehouse and the vehicles inside.  Then she said, “Before I do that, though, I have another reason for my checking in with everyone.  I saw some equipment in one of the vans … some unusual devices which I’ve never seen before; I don’t have any idea what they might be used for.  I didn’t try describing any of them to Mike since I figured it might be better if I actually did that in person.  I doubt these are for Zahir’s transportation business so I’m guessing whatever these devices might be for, it’s probably related to the attack they’re planning.” 
 
    Once she described the items and answered a few questions about them, it didn’t take long to determine what she was probably seeing.  Major Schermerhorn said, “Those are special transmitters and I’m betting they can jam or interfere with whatever anti-drone systems are being used at their target.  We were already talking about how they would need to disable whatever protection was in place.” 
 
    Marsha asked, “Are they illegal?  Can those devices be the evidence we need?” 
 
    “Unfortunately, no,” said Robert.  “Even if it could be proven these were already preset for whatever frequencies were being used by whichever protection system was at their target, it would still be too circumstantial without other proof that location was their target and these men intended to attack there with something dangerous or lethal.” 
 
    Drew said, “We have to assume they actually know all the frequencies they need at their target.  Homeland Security has already warned how a lot of their data was compromised once Philip Arnold turned traitor.  And, WIJO has already demonstrated they can get their personnel into the U.S. along with equipment and explosives, due to knowing those secrets.  Making the necessary changes to avoid all the places we’re become vulnerable because of Arnold will take time.” 
 
    Missy said, “Well, I was able to get up close and personal with each of these guys today.  Maybe instead of trying to search through buildings and vehicles I should be popping back in on each of them, spying where your surveillance teams can’t go, seeing and hearing what each of these guys are up to.” 
 
    Ed was astonished at this and couldn’t help asking, “You can do that?” 
 
    Missy laughed and said, “Just as I was able to find you up in that Black Hawk today, I now can find any of these guys any time I want and instantly be right there, lurking invisibly wherever they might be.  And, I’ve also learned enough Pashto this semester so I can understand most of what they might be saying.” 
 
    Robert said, “Welcome to our world, Ed, where we don’t need warrants to search places or listen to conversations but where none of what we learn can be used in court.  As Dale and I were discussing earlier when I briefed him on what we’ve done today, this so-called psychic knowledge is great for determining what actions our BAT team needs to stop from happening and what evidence we need to go and gather, but we need to let the BAT team actually go do their work.  It’s a waiting game but at least we know which players to watch.  And, we can take appropriate action at any time, once that time is right.” 
 
    “Meanwhile,” said Drew, “maybe we can learn more.  Who are the leaders back in Afghanistan who have planned these attacks?  How are they communicating to the cell leaders over here?  What other plans have they made?”  He looked at Les, Marsha and the others gathered around the “P” Branch conference room table, all of whom he’d recently been brainstorming possible paths forward.  “Missy?  Can I ask you to teleport yourself down here for a private meeting with us?  We have some ideas but those depend on your willingness to spend part of your home leave doing some things away from home.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Thirty-Two 
 
    Dec 20, 2019 
 
      
 
    Missy had kissed Mike goodbye, after promising to return to be with him before going on any “P” Branch missions, and had teleported down to where Marsha was.  Once she’d dressed herself in the clothes Marsha had there waiting for her, the two of them headed back to the conference room where Drew and the others were still gathered. 
 
    While Marsha had now accumulated quite a bit of clothing for her from earlier Missy missions and had selected one of the sets of Army fatigues and combat boots which Missy had used before, the underwear was new.  New, expensive and very sexy!  Wearing such naughty niceties under her military garb was definitely fun!  As Missy entered the room and took her seat, she noted the satisfied smirk on Marsha’s face; she was obviously pleased about what she’d done concerning Missy’s wardrobe. 
 
    Drew and the others greeted Missy warmly.  Drew then nodded at Les for him to start.  It was clear everyone there was already aware of what he’d be saying. 
 
    “We know you’ll be at your sister’s wedding on Sunday,” Les began.  “You probably have family things planned for tomorrow as well, right?” 
 
    Missy sighed and said, “Well, yes … but I promised Drew I’d search all through wherever this latest terrorist organization has been operating.”  She looked over at him.  “Now that we’ve confirmed Zahir Transportation Services is the cell we were worried about, we need to make sure they get arrested.  Right?  But, those arrests need to be based on solid evidence.” 
 
    Drew said, “Our BAT task force will continue working on that and you’ve been a huge help.  They’ll have their surveillance teams assigned to watch all of Zahir’s people, both those who are new as well as those who’ve been with him for years.  We’d like you to briefly visit each of those people tonight, just as you were telling us you could do, having been up close and personal with everyone at that warehouse.  That way, we can be sure we’ve located everyone and have someone watching them at their home or wherever they’ve gone after today’s meeting where Zahir gave them all that nice pep talk.” 
 
    Missy stared at Drew and then looked back at Les.  She knew there was more. 
 
    Les smiled and said, “You can probably do all that by noon tomorrow, right?  Let Mike know where each person is and, once he confirms a BAT team is there watching, go on to the next person.  You can probably take a quick look around but I don’t think you need to do any thorough search.” 
 
    “Maybe spend a little time being thorough at Zahir’s home,” said Marsha.  “Yuri Qabani’s place might be worth a look as well.  But, this is basically just to identify everyone for the BAT teams.  We are confident they can take things from there.  You can go be with Mike and your family.  Until Monday.”  She looked at her husband. 
 
    Les continued, saying, “We want to fly you back to Afghanistan on Monday.  Only, we’ll be stopping at strategic points along the way, each one within or close to that five hundred mile limit of yours for teleporting.  That way, once you’ve established all these places which you can experience and become familiar with, you’ll have them to use as stepping stones later … places to which you can quickly teleport.  We’re guessing you can then get yourself back and forth in mere minutes.  Right?” 
 
    Missy laughed and said, “Maybe!”  She knew she’d been able to do that when she’d gone out to Chicago a month ago, stopping half way on a mountain she’d been familiar with.  But, what if multiple stops were beyond her ability?  It was over sixty-five hundred miles to Kabul, and that was going direct.  Finding all these locations where she could stop along the way would make the distance much, much greater.  “I’m pretty sure it will take me a few hours, but … probably no jet lag!”  She giggled.  “Show me all the places you’ve picked out.” 
 
    Les nodded to a woman sitting with a keyboard and mouse in front of her.  After she made a few keystrokes the large screen on one wall suddenly came to life, showing a world map with several locations marked with large red stars.  Les explained these were all the places they’d selected. 
 
    From Boston, their first stop would be at Charlottetown, Prince Edward Island.  Next would be Happy Valley-Goose Bay, Newfoundland.  Then Kuujjuaq, Canada.  Then after flying to Iqaluit, Canada they’d need her to find a spot at least ten miles further east, to be within five hundred miles of their next stop at Nuuk, Greenland.  Then after Nuuk it would be on to Tasiilaq, Greenland.  That was six stops. 
 
    Reykjavik, Iceland.  Torshavn, Faroe Islands.  Glasgow, Scotland.  Bergen, Norway.  Kiel, Germany.  Linz, Austria.  Cluj-Napoca, Romania.  Istanbul, Turkey.  Adana, Turkey.  Ma’an, Jordan.  Medina, Saudi Arabia.  Riyadh, Saudi Arabia.  Abu Dhabi, United Arab Emirates.  Sur, Oman.  Fourteen more stops, so twenty so far. 
 
    When they landed next in Karachi, Pakistan, they would again be a few miles too far; she would need to go out a few miles to find a spot within five hundred miles of their previous stop, Sur.  Then, finally, it would be on to Kandahar, Afghanistan.  There would be no need to continue on to either Kabul or Herat since she had already been to both of those places.  So, twenty-two stops total. 
 
    Missy said, “I can see you’ve been thinking about this for a while now.  What about the airports at all those locations?  I’m betting we can’t use our usual jet.  We’ll need something much smaller, right?” 
 
    Les nodded at the woman controlling the computer and the screen on the wall suddenly began showing a video.  He said, “Well, “P” Branch has an old de Havilland DHC-5 Buffalo which is perfect for this.  It can land and takeoff from practically anywhere.”  The video showed an aircraft dropping down and landing inside a baseball field and then, after getting into position on one end, taxing back down the field and taking off again.  “We’ve updated it with all the latest upgrades plus lots of goodies, of course.” 
 
    Marsha said, “Since the normal range for one of these is a little less than seven hundred miles at max payload, it will seem normal for our stopping at all these places in order to refuel.  Since these stops will only be for refueling, with nobody even getting out of the aircraft, we won’t need to clear customs and immigration and can get right back in the air again very quickly.  We estimate only twenty minutes or so on the ground at each stop.  That’ll give you time, of course, to get out and explore while in your spirit form.” 
 
    Drew wanted to further reassure Missy about the aircraft.  He said, “Of course, your flights won’t be at max payload, even with the extra fuel tanks we’ve added, so actual range will be closer to fifteen hundred miles due to having more fuel and less weight.  You’ll have plenty of margin.” 
 
    Les said, “We’ll have four pilots, taking turns two at a time and flying straight through except for the stops, so your arrival in Kandahar should be in less than forty-eight hours.  That way, you can be back home again Christmas morning.” 
 
    “While I appreciate your planning all this so I get back for Christmas,” said Missy, “I don’t think I can teleport back quite as fast as what you’re thinking.  I’ve always materialized to either my human or cat form in between teleporting any long distances.  I don’t even know if I can make so many jumps but, assuming I can do those, I will need to spend a few minutes at each stop.  I’ll probably do that as a cat but, doing the math, that will take me a couple of hour’s total for all these stops.  At least.  Maybe more.  Maybe lots more.” 
 
    “Oooookay!” said Les.  “Well, we knew we were asking a lot.  Would it help if we started late Sunday night?  You can actually sleep during each of these flight segments, right?  General Blake thinks it’s important to enable you to teleport your way back and forth.  Just to be ready.  You know … just in case he needs you over there.  This just seemed like a good opportunity for doing that.  It’s in between your sister’s wedding and Christmas …” 
 
    Missy was suspicious and asked, “Why not wait until after Christmas?  I’ll have eleven days before I need to be back at the academy.”  She looked at the others and could see they obviously had further plans for her. 
 
    “General Blake would like you to come back after Christmas,” admitted Drew.  “He thinks having you spy on some of the WIJO leaders over there might really make a difference.” 
 
    ----- 
 
    Mike was not happy about the latest demands.  Missy had explained they were merely requests, not demands, but … in Mike’s view … the “P” Branch team knew she wouldn’t say no.  Hence, they were demands.  “Look, I don’t mind you going back out tonight.  Helping stop these terrorists is important and your unique ability to teleport back to each of these guys, locating them and making sure the BAT task force will really have all of them under surveillance?  That’s a good idea.  Then?  They shouldn’t need you after that.”  He stared at her, again all wrapped up in that fluffy bathrobe she’d been climbing into each time she’d materialized that day.  She looked sexy as hell, regardless.  Very distracting! 
 
    He sighed.  “I suppose I can even see this crazy plan … what did you say they were calling it?  Operation Lily Pad?  Where you hop-hop-hop half way around the world, again using your unique teleporting ability?” 
 
    “Yep,” she giggled.  “Marsha thought it would be cute and misleading, since anyone outside the agency would assume it was some sort of frog reference, rather than actually being about a cat.” 
 
    Mike rolled his eyes and shook his head.  “Okay, okay.  I get it.  The Army wants to be prepared.  But General Blake doesn’t really need you going back over there again.  During your Christmas break?  He’s taking advantage.  He wants you over there, just because you can be his invisible spy.  His supernatural soldier.  He’d love having you stay there and spy for him all the time, the hell with you going to West Point.  The hell with what you want.  Or, what you need.  He’s rationalizing.” 
 
    Missy said, “Did I tell you Oliver and Candace are doing another Mid-East embassy tour?  They’ll be over there visiting Israel and a few other places.”  She’d just learned about this from Marsha.  She hoped changing the subject might help since there was no arguing with what Mike was complaining about.  It was all true. 
 
    He said, “See?  I’m not surprised.  The general is taking advantage of them as well.  Proves my point.”  He stared at her, shaking his head and shrugging his shoulders in an exaggerated manner.  He was well aware she knew he was right but she still wanted to do whatever they were asking of her anyway. 
 
    But, he also knew she would only do so if he agreed.  It was up to him.  She always insisted what he wanted came first and he believed her.  He could say no and she’d stay home with him.  Only, if he did ask her to say no to this, she would be hurt.  She really wanted to always help, always rescue, always give one hundred percent.  It was who she was and why he loved her so much.  With a huge sigh, he asked, “Can I be over there with you?  When you go back after Christmas?”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Thirty-Three 
 
    Dec 21, 2019 
 
      
 
    Tracy was beyond excited and as they drove away from the academy in John’s car, she exclaimed, “Free at last, free at last!” 
 
    John laughed and said, “I thought you loved being there.  Why so much enthusiasm about escaping?”  He glanced quickly over at her, noting how she was practically bouncing up and down in her seat, and then he looked back at the road ahead.  “Excited much?” 
 
    She really was and getting to be with him for the next two weeks was the main reason.  Of course, she didn’t want to come right out and admit that since he already had a big enough head, so she quickly began babbling about how West Point was always so confining, her time there so constrained, any chance to relax and enjoy life nonexistent, etc., etc.  It was all pure bullshit but she knew he got a big kick out of hearing her go on and on, complaining.  Since he was able to exaggerate about life with an even greater amount of blarney than she could, she understood how much he appreciated hearing her do it. 
 
    John listened to her for several minutes and finally said, “Soooo, in other words, you’re saying you love being there.  What I said in the first place.”  They both laughed. 
 
    She said, “Well, it’s also true I’ve been looking forward to your sister’s wedding.  I think family events are great.  I’m an only child so having your family make me feel included the way they do is extra special.” 
 
    John was her soulmate and they were totally committed to one another, which had already helped increase her witch powers exponentially.  But his whole family had embraced her as one of their own and the way her heart was moved by that, experiencing this second family she now had, was overwhelming.  “I wish other families would welcome outsiders the way yours does.” 
 
    He quickly picked up on that sentence and asked, “What other families?  What outsiders?”  They hadn’t talked much recently but their email communications back and forth usually allowed him to keep up to speed about everything affecting her.  “Are you worried about the reception Sally might get when Troy finally brings her home to meet his Mommy Dearest?”  He’d met Angelina. 
 
    Tracy laughed and said, “No, I wasn’t but I suppose it’s possible the welcome she gets there might not be all that wonderful.  She and Troy can handle her though.  No, I actually was thinking about Emily and her family.  Donald wants to visit her at home and she’s facing a real dilemma.” 
 
    “Donald Quigby, that plebe you’ve been mentoring?  I think you did mention something was going on between him and Missy’s plebe Emily.  Only, I thought he was so super shy around girls …?”  John had really enjoyed Tracy’s stories of poor Donald being braced by all the Quigby girls which she had sicced on him.  All for his own good, of course.  Especially the instances when it was Kelsey … her boobs would render any man speechless … yeah, a guy couldn’t help babbling when forced to stare at the way her breasts would bob up and down, just from her breathing … 
 
    Tracy interrupted his musing to say, “Oh, he is!  He is!  Except he isn’t shy around Emily.  And, she really likes him.  They’ve really clicked and are very open to one another, both intellectually and emotionally.  There’s all kinds of chemistry between them.  She’s looking to maybe take things to the next level.  I mean, I don’t think they’ve even kissed one another yet.” 
 
    He laughed.  “Since you said this was about families welcoming outsiders, I’m guessing it’s because Donald isn’t a witch.  But, she isn’t one either, right?  I know her twin brother Scott is a witch but Missy told me Emily wasn’t a supernatural at all.  Unless her marksmanship counts.  I understand she’s really amazing at all those shooting competitions.” 
 
    “Scott wants her to end up marrying a witch.  That’s the dilemma.” 
 
    “Oh!  Wow!” 
 
    Tracy said, “Yeah.  Exactly.  Scott plans on being very active in the New York coven and does not trust outsiders knowing about witches or knowing any of their secrets.  Maybe that’s selfish but you can’t really accuse him of being paranoid.  History has shown governments and officials in authority have always persecuted witches.  He’s unwilling to risk exposure and doesn’t trust the whole military-industrial complex.” 
 
    “Doesn’t he trust his sister?” 
 
    “Oh, he trusts she won’t betray them but her going off to West Point?  He’s not happy about that.  He was hoping she’d quickly get discouraged and come running back home.  Then, if she were to settle down and marry a witch, all would be good.” 
 
    John nodded and said, “But if she chooses not to come running home?  Then, she’s not welcome to return.  And, she’s not welcome to bring any outsiders back with her, especially if they’re from the military.  I get it.  But, that’s really terrible!” 
 
    “As I said, a dilemma.  And, Emily is doing really, really well at the academy.  Your sister has helped with that a lot, of course, but Emily has been thriving there.  She’s getting good grades, is passing all the physical fitness tests and is really making a name for herself at all those marksmanship competitions.” 
 
    “Aaaand … has maybe found a boyfriend!”  John laughed. 
 
    “He can only become her boyfriend if she can share her secret with him.  Of course, that means he needs to be someone she can trust, even if they later breakup.  Otherwise, it won’t work.  She’s already learned that from other relationships, both those which others have told her about and from her own actual experience as well.” 
 
    John remembered how conflicted Tracy had been when she’d shared her secrets with him.  He knew she was relating to Emily’s dilemma but feeling helpless all at the same time.  “I don’t suppose saying to just ‘wait and see’ is much help, huh?” 
 
    “Not when your potential boyfriend is so super nice and super shy.  He’ll just continue being all proper, holding back until she can show him she’s ready for more.  And, she can’t do that if she’s gotta keep this big family secret.  Likewise, her family won’t welcome him since he’ll always remain an outsider.”  Tracy giggled and added, “What I said in the first place.” 
 
    “Yeah, you did.”  He laughed.  “Of course, if you’re interested in even more outsider drama, guess who Mark tells me his lovely wife is bringing with them to the wedding tomorrow.” 
 
    “Who?”  She knew Mark was John’s closest friend so wasn’t surprised he would know this.  The guys talked to each other all the time.  “Has Alice taken on someone new as a project?”  Alice was always reaching out to help young girls get whatever assistance they needed. 
 
    “Alessandra D’Amato.”  He glanced over to see her reaction to his news.  “Mark tells me Sandy isn’t allowed to talk about her ordeal with anyone else … not even to her own mother.  So, Alice can’t recommend anyone to whom she can go.  Besides, you know how much she hero-worships Missy.  When Sandy asked about visiting this weekend, Alice figured bringing her to this wedding would be a good idea.  Mark actually thinks so too.” 
 
    “Well, there you go.  Once someone finds out about us supnats, it’s much better to include them in our normal everyday doings than to have them remain as outsiders, forced to keep our secrets.  Hmmmm!”  Tracy pondered, not for the first time, whether those Fates who often seemed to have a hand in how things played out, were being fickle or were actually being fabulous. 
 
    They continued to chat pleasantly about one thing or another and, due to not hitting any bad traffic, managed the trip back to John’s apartment in well under four hours.  Like Mike, he had moved into his own place just off campus for privacy and security reasons.  It would be wedding central at his home and he definitely didn’t want to bring Tracy there.  That had been okay for a few days over Thanksgiving but now they wanted lots of alone time.  Alone time with each other. 
 
    Salem was only ninety minutes from his place in Easton.  They’d be going back and forth for the wedding and all the family activities over the holidays.  But for today?  It was time to freely frolic.  John actually picked Tracy up and carried her across the threshold.  It was her first time being at his apartment and he enjoyed making a big deal out of that. 
 
    Tracy giggled at his behavior and, once he put her back down inside, she looked around.  “Ooh, are all these flowers ‘cuz I’m staying here?”  She beamed at him appreciatively.  There were yellow and white roses in several vases scattered around; he’d gotten three dozen of each and the affect was special. 
 
    “Of course!  I know all you Texas gals like seeing things get done in a big way, so this is part of your welcome.”  He dropped her two suitcases and closed the door.  They’d left Missy’s suitcase in his car. 
 
    Tracy was suddenly feeling very antsy, after being so excited and then having to ride for hours and hours in the car.  She knew what she wanted from him for the other part of her welcome.  But, first she had to pee.  “Where’s the bathroom?” 
 
    He pointed and said, “That would be door number two on the right!” 
 
    She could see there were only two doors and knew the other one was for his bedroom.  She quickly announced, “Well, when I come out, I’m going to be checking that door number one on the left.  And, I’m hoping I’ll be finding you on the other side, ready to do me in a big way.  ‘Cuz, I’m horny as hell and I can’t take it anymore!” 
 
    John loved it when she misquoted stuff from old movies.  And, since he was more than happy to oblige her wanton wishes, he ended up doing her several times during the next few hours.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Thirty-Four 
 
    Dec 21, 2019 
 
      
 
    Arvind Pancholi had spent the last few days following Robert Ulrey around.  From a considerable distance, of course.  He hadn’t risked getting anywhere near Oliver Bessom who no doubt could have sensed him after having visited Arvind’s workplace back at the embassy in Turkey.  He knew finder witches could sense the energy they were focusing on within a hundred miles.  But, they needed to be focusing on that energy in order to do that, which was why he hadn’t been too concerned.  While Bessom might sense his presence well beyond the one hundred foot radius typical for all witches noticing other supernaturals, it wasn’t likely Bessom would notice him provided he stayed at least a mile away. 
 
    Since the informant who had advised him about Bessom leaving Washington D.C. had included the fact Besson was staying at a hotel near the airport, when Pancholi had landed and picked up his rental car, he had immediately driven north, checking into a Marriott Hotel in Peabody.  That was over fifteen miles away from the airport (and Bessom), was located close to major highways and was only about a mile and a half from Missy McCrea’s home in Salem.  He’d confirmed there were no witches or other supernaturals anywhere nearby and had then established this as his base of operations.  He’d settled into his luxurious suite and connected his laptop to the internet. 
 
    He had developed many sources during his years in the CIA and most were not actually aware of his real identity.  He’d been careful and that was working for him now.  Most believed he was working within a U.S. government agency.  Thus, after two days of piecing together various bits and pieces from these sources, he’d learned about the BAT Team and how Ulrey and his psychics were supporting them.  He’d even learned Ulrey was working out of Hanscom Air Force Base. 
 
    Things got easier once Bessom flew back to Washington D.C.  He’d then been able to approach close enough to start taking some photos.  Hanscom had two entrances but he figured the people he was interested in would probably be using the north gate.  After spending the day grabbing photos of everyone who drove onto the base, he’d sent them all to one of his sources.  Thanks to local law enforcement having access to the FBI’s facial recognition software, his source got back to him a day later with identifications for most of the people in his photos.  Routine searches had been performed in a manner which avoided raising any flags, with the results uploaded and relayed back to his source and then on to him. 
 
    Of particular interest to Pancholi were identifications for Robert Ulrey, his ex-wife Constance, Millicent Pratt from Texas, another witch named Desiree Yerger who lived in Salem, a Major Schermerhorn from the Army, and another FBI agent named Edward Collinsworth.  Of course his source hadn’t identified Pratt and Yerger as witches -- he had done that himself when they’d arrived, together, driving slowly past where he was taking photos.  He’d later been greatly elated to learn the identities of these two since he didn’t have any other way of learning what Millicent Pratt looked like or where she might be staying.  Further checking revealed an address for Desiree Yerger in Salem. 
 
    Although he wasn’t able to find out many details concerning the BAT Team’s investigation, as that was all highly classified, he did manage to learn the size of this task force was quite large, with participation by Homeland Security, the FBI, several local police agencies, representatives from the U.S. military, and even the DEA.  And, he was able to learn they were there in Boston because one or more of the captured WIJO terrorists had talked.  So, as he’d suspected, Robert Ulrey and his Psychic Division were not looking for any kidnap victims.  No, they were searching for more WIJO members just as they’d done in Philly, Chicago and New York. 
 
    He was confident that by following Robert Ulrey around, he’d eventually be in the right place at the right time.  He was also guessing Missy McCrea might be getting involved, now that West Point had released their cadets for Christmas break.  Yes, he’d be able to provide a lot more info to Karimi to earn the rest of the money which was owed to him.  That, and maybe more money besides.  Karimi’s leaders were going to regret not heeding his earlier warnings about there being demons! 
 
    ----- 
 
    Missy roused herself from a deep sleep and found Mike’s big body was still engulfing hers … he hadn’t moved since crawling into bed next to her about six hours earlier.  He’d wrapped his arms and legs around her, pulling her close and then had immediately fallen into an exhausted stupor.  Poor guy!  She had snuggled right into his tight embrace, inhaled his wonderful scent and then … with his limbs entwined like that all around her … she had relaxed completely and promptly drifted off into dreamland herself. 
 
    That had been after keeping him up all night and well into early morning, relaying all her reports as she had visited each of the terrorist cell members and waited until a BAT surveillance team was in place and able to cover all possible exits.  While several members were already being watched, with their home locations established earlier, there were many others who lived in places not previously known about or who hadn’t gone to their homes.  Missy enabled the BAT task force to find and account for every one of them and, in turn, manpower and resources were assigned accordingly. 
 
    She had carefully searched the homes of the two leaders, as Marsha had suggested, and that had proven worthwhile.  In Yuri Qabani’s garage, carefully hidden in a back corner, she had found what had to be the deadly toxins which the drones would dispense.  These were in half-liter cans disguised as fruit juice containers.  She counted three cases, neatly stacked in wooden boxes with twenty-four cans in a case.  What convinced her was the scent from the wooden boxes … there was a distinctive saffron odor which, though faint, she recognized as coming from somewhere in the Mid-East. 
 
    Finally, she’d found some clear evidence proving what this group was planning to do.  Or, there would be, once a lawful manner of finding and seizing this evidence could be arranged.  Everyone at “P” Branch had been very excited to learn about these so-called fruit juice cans and, since these were from outside the U.S., it was agreed the contents were highly suspect. 
 
    Since two-way communication was better than merely having Mike relay her reports, Missy had teleported back to Mike’s place several times so she could talk directly with everyone over the phone.  The entire operation had been a huge success and when she and Mike had finally signed off that morning, they knew their work was done.  Others would indeed be able to take things from there.  WIJO’s latest plans in Boston would fail, just as their plans at Thanksgiving had failed. 
 
    Missy had sustained herself during all of her activities, just as Tracy had predicted, by drawing lots and lots of energy from her surroundings.  Her ability as an earth witch to do this had become second nature to her now.  And, because of how much and how often she had used this ability, combined with how her overall power as a witch had increased so much, she had finished up back in her human form with her mind and body fresh and fulfilled.  Mostly. 
 
    Mike, however, was only human.  So, in spite of how much his interest had sparked when she’d finally removed that fluffy bathrobe and crawled into bed?  It had been sleepy time for him almost before his head had hit the pillow.  Yep, again that had been just as Tracy had predicted. 
 
    Missy began pushing some of her special energy into Mike.  She had learned she could do this and guessed it was due to the unique bond which she had with him.  And, ahhh, yes!  Mike began to stir and Missy, with an inward smile at Tracy’s prediction about there being no nookie, began wriggling her naked body against his awakening body in a way which experience had proven would more than guarantee there would indeed be lots and lots of nookie very, very soon. 
 
    ----- 
 
    Paul Morelli was very pleased with himself.  His decision to come up to Boston and stalk that Alice Mathews girl was looking like a really great move on his part.  He’d been very careful, was being smart and was doing everything right this time.  First, he’d managed to elude everyone doing any possible surveillance on him; there was no way anyone had followed him up here, knew where he was or what he was doing.  Second, he’d been successful in not only locating where Alice was staying but in also identifying all the guys doing security detail, watching over both her and her husband. 
 
    He was now familiar with all these security guys, knew where they were staying, knew when they came on and off shift, knew all the routines … he even knew what they ate for breakfast!  Yeah, there were two separate teams.  One team, for sure, were Sal D’Amato’s guys.  Not a surprise, after what his uncle Ray had explained.  But the second team?  They had been a big surprise, at first.  They were from his uncle’s organization!  Once he thought about it, though, it was obvious and made sense.  That threat he himself had stupidly made about paying the girl a visit?  That had been taken seriously and Russ Simonetti was trying to make sure he wouldn’t be doing exactly that. 
 
    Paul inwardly was pleased.  While it meant he needed to deal with the extra guys, it also meant when he succeeded in grabbing the girl, there was no way his uncle would get blamed.  Hell, his uncle couldn’t be responsible … he was helping guard the girl, right?  Just as Paul had determined prior to coming up here, success for his plan only depended on not getting caught.  He was confident his uncle would later be rewarding him. 
 
    What was interesting was he could see these guys all knew each other.  The guys Simonetti had sent were nodding back and forth at D’Amato’s guys, obviously all checking with one another as they came and went.  That worked for him.  They’d be over confident and would never see him coming, when he finally made his move. 
 
    And then, late the previous day?  Jackpot!  He couldn’t believe his luck! 
 
    He’d watched as an SUV had driven up with two more guys whom he recognized from D’Amato’s organization.  At first, he’d figured they were merely there providing more security for the Mathews girl.  But, when Sal’s daughter Alessandra hopped out and went inside, he’d realized it was the opportunity of a lifetime.  Yes, he was in the right place at the right time and was more certain than ever that his decision to come up to Boston had been the right move.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Thirty-Five 
 
    Dec 22, 2019 
 
      
 
    Heather was pleased with how she looked.  She knew she was somewhere between nine and ten weeks along, with twins no less, yet she still wasn’t really showing.  Of course, she had great genes and had always kept herself in shape with diet and exercise, which no doubt was helping.  She’d gained a few pounds and wasn’t restricting her diet at all but, nonetheless, as she studied herself in her bedroom’s full length mirror, she decided she looked just fine for her wedding day. 
 
    Her mother thought so as well.  “You look so gorgeous in that dress!  You’re going to love how you look in all your wedding photos!” 
 
    “Thanks, Mom.”  Her mother had worked many miracles, making sure all the arrangements would be perfect.  And, they were.  “In case I forget to say this later, I can’t thank you enough.  You and Dad have really gone all out for us … Donald and I really appreciate everything.” 
 
    “Well, we just want you to be happy.  And, we’re glad to celebrate this special occasion.  You know how much your Dad loves having these big family events.  We all do.” 
 
    Yes, she knew.  Even Missy had managed finishing up with some last minute gotta-save-the-world-assignment and was now there, getting dressed.  She had arrived earlier that morning, teleporting in from Mike’s place.  Heather marveled at the way her sister would change back to her human form and always be fresh as a daisy.  Poof!  There she’d be, no need for a shower … even her hair would be tangle-free. 
 
    “Do you know if Missy’s dress fits her okay?  I mean, she didn’t go and add or lose twenty pounds, did she?”  Heather knew her sister could bulk up or slim down, depending on any number of things, using and controlling energy in unbelievable ways. 
 
    “Your sister assured me she has now stabilized her weight and she promised to stay that way for your wedding.  Her dress should fit nicely.  We’re finished up here so let’s go downstairs.  You’ll be able to see for yourself.  It’s almost time to get into the limos and head over to the church.” 
 
    They left the room and as soon as Heather appeared at the top of the stairs, they immediately heard Patrick’s voice down below begin singing, “Here comes the bride, here comes the bride!”  Heather slowly began her descent, her gown’s elongated train swept up into her mother’s arms right behind her.  By the time they reached the bottom, a crowd had gathered.  Everyone oohed and aahed while Heather’s brother continued to sing, purposely being annoying until their father finally made him stop. 
 
    Patrick, John, Mike and her father were wearing tuxedo’s which matched.  These were different, however, from the matching tuxedos which Donald, his best man, all the groomsmen and Donald’s father would be wearing.  Donald and his entourage were already at the church waiting for the limos to arrive with Heather, her family and her bridesmaids.  It was time to go. 
 
    Heather quickly checked for Missy and, sure enough, her sister looked great.  Her gown, like those of the bridesmaids, was a soft lavender color but its one-shoulder neckline and sleeve design made it distinctive, setting her apart as the Maid of Honor.  It also covered up most of Missy’s scars, which was an added benefit.  Missy had not bothered with her long hair extensions, wanting to keep her short pageboy look so she wouldn’t be competing with the bride.  As Missy approached, eyes sparkling with gold specks and a huge smile on her face, Heather could feel the energy from her sister.  They exchanged air kisses and hugs. 
 
    Missy said, “You’re looking more beautiful than ever!  Donald is a lucky, lucky man!”  Then, just because she could, she pushed some of her energy into her sister.  While not enough so Heather would notice, it would help get her through the day.  She was pretty sure it was the healing energy she’d pushed during Thanksgiving which had resulted in her sister’s lack of any morning sickness. 
 
    Missy then focused on Heather’s babies to see whether she could tell anything about them yet.  Mike!  I think I’m sensing twin girls!  But, maybe it’s too soon?  We’ll wait a while before saying anything. 
 
    Mike came over and smiled at Missy, acknowledging what she’d told him but without giving anything away.  Then he complimented Heather and, looking at their mother, went on to add, “Mrs. McCrea … you’re looking really beautiful as well.” 
 
    Julia laughed appreciatively and, handing Heather’s train to one of the bridesmaids, began to quickly shoo everyone out the door and into their respective limos.  She did look nice, with her dress a deeper shade of lavender than the others.  As she watched everyone scramble into the vehicles, her heart was filled with pride.  Yes, they all looked nice, including Tracy in her pale yellow dress.  She could only marvel at how they really were one big, beautiful, happy family.  And, of course, there were two more family members on the way. 
 
    ----- 
 
    Arvind Pancholi had followed Robert and Constance Ulrey to a church in Salem.  He’d been curious at first but then it became obvious folks were gathering there for a wedding; he’d taken a position across the street and waited to see who else might show up.  Then, a few minutes later, both Millicent Pratt and Desiree Yerger arrived, accompanied by a young girl who was obviously the Yerger woman’s daughter -- and, from the energy he could sense coming from her -- a witch.  Needless to say, his interest was piqued. 
 
    He positioned himself even further away and waited patiently.  When several limousines pulled up, his patience was rewarded.  He could sense the presence of two powerful witches in spite of his being almost two hundred feet away.  Of course, he was focusing; he’d been expecting more witches might arrive.  And then, Missy McCrea emerged from one of the vehicles.  He easily recognized her and could see the family resemblance to the bride, who was not a witch. 
 
    He eventually noticed the other witch, a dark haired girl who he assumed was either a friend or possibly a cousin.  Then he recalled something he’d read in Arnold’s files concerning Mexico … there had been another West Point cadet down there with Missy … Tracy McGonagle.  Yes!  This girl matched that description. 
 
    He kept his distance but managed to carefully take photos of everyone.  He thought he was far enough away to avoid detection.  After all, they were going to a wedding.  He was focusing on them but they weren’t focusing and wouldn’t be checking for him.  Even if anyone were somehow to sense a witch was in the area, they’d most likely assume it was merely one of the local witches who lived in Salem. 
 
    But, he was wrong.  Since he had never returned back home to Turkey after hearing how Oliver Bessom had been touring through the embassy there, he had not learned his apartment had been visited by Missy.  As far as he knew, Missy had either been at West Point or else at her home during that period.  No one had mentioned there being any girl with her distinctive red hair being part of Candace Axtell’s entourage.  This was his first time experiencing Missy’s presence and he had no way of knowing she had ever experienced him in any way. 
 
    Missy, however, had visited his home in her spirit form, had even penetrated his wards and thus had experienced him well enough.  And, she had learned from past experiences to always check her surroundings whenever emerging from any vehicle, searching for anything her enhanced senses might detect.  Whatever scents, sounds and energies were in the area, if significant in any way, would trigger her memories.  Her situational awareness was highly developed and second nature to her now.  Thus, she sensed Pancholi right away. 
 
    Mike, I’m sensing Arvind Pancholi’s presence somewhere across the street from the church.  I can’t see him … I doubt there’s any danger … but I want you to ask Tracy to put up some wards, just in case. 
 
    Mike was surprised but covered it well.  He knew Missy needed to focus on being Heather’s Maid of Honor, that the bridal procession was about to begin and thus she couldn’t take any time to deal with this.  He stepped over to where John and Tracy were standing and told them about Missy’s news and her request. 
 
    Tracy said, “Oh, wow!  Okay.  I can do that.  You two stay with me … we’ll just walk around out here for a bit before going inside.”  She immediately began focusing on drawing energy from all around.  Then, while the three of them casually walked back and forth in front of the church, from all appearances merely queued to enter behind the others in the wedding party, she quickly placed a few protective wards.  They followed the others inside where she stopped and placed a few more.  “That’ll do for now, guys!” 
 
    They then proceeded down the aisle to where Granddad McCrea, Patrick and the rest of the McCrea family were waiting.  Sure enough, once they reached their seats, the music changed and the ceremony officially got underway with Julia, mother of the bride, being escorted down to her seat. 
 
    John nodded to his best friend Mark who was seated two rows back with Alice and Sandy D’Amato.  He saw Millie, Desiree and Lila were in the row behind them.  Lila smiled at Tracy who nodded her head, acknowledging she noticed they were there.  But, all eyes quickly turned to watch as the wedding procession continued.  Everyone stood to watch and many began filming with cameras or cell phones. 
 
    The bridesmaids and groomsmen, four each and paired together arm-in-arm, came marching slowly down the aisle.  Missy came next, walking alone.  Next came the flower girl, scattering rose petals from a basket, with the ring bearer right behind.  Donald and his best man were already waiting up front, having entered from the side earlier.  Finally, Heather and her dad made their way forward. 
 
    After lifting Heather’s veil and kissing his daughter briefly, Philip McCrea handed her off to Donald.  It was a very poignant moment.  He left them and joined his wife while Missy arranged Heather’s train and veil.  The ceremony was now officially underway. 
 
    There were close to two hundred in attendance and it was truly a wondrous and joyous occasion.  In due time, vows were exchanged, then the rings.  Finally, the couple were announced as man and wife, after which they kissed.  There were cheers and applause as everyone experienced an exuberant sense of happiness radiating from Heather and Donald.  And finally, the recession began with the bride and groom leading the way. 
 
    Outside the church, more photos were taken but since the receiving line would be over at the reception, it wasn’t long before Heather and Donald climbed into the lead limo and left, leading the way.  The hotel where the reception was being held was only a short ride away, near the ocean and the Salem Willows area, with Marblehead across the harbor.  There was a gazebo facing the water on the hotel grounds where many more photos would be taken, right when the sun was going down.  Since sunset would be shortly after four p.m., they wanted to hurry. 
 
    ----- 
 
    Paul Morelli had followed Alice Mathews and her husband plus the D’Amato girl from Boston to a church in Salem where he could see a big wedding was about to take place.  The husband had driven them in their own car with three SUV’s for the security guards following along behind.  But, amazingly, once the three of them had entered the church, it looked like all of D’Amato guys drove off and left them.  The two men from his uncle’s organization did park their SUV down the street and seemed to settle in to watch and wait, but Paul wondered when D’Amato’s men would return. 
 
    When the wedding was over, he followed as everyone headed over to a big hotel.  He was careful to not be seen by his uncle’s guys but saw no sign of anyone from D’Amato’s organization.  Would this perhaps provide an opportunity for him to make a play?  He had more chloroform soaked hankies ready in sealed bags. 
 
    ----- 
 
    Tracy met up with Millie, Desiree and Lila and they wasted no time in setting wards all around the perimeter of the wedding venue.  Millie explained how this could be done such that all the wedding guests were not affected but anyone not a guest or not part of the support staff would have difficulty getting close.  Anyone who then managed getting through the wards regardless would trigger a warning which each of them would sense.  They could then identify whomever it was and deal with him or her accordingly. 
 
    While the air witches weren’t capable of much in the way of offense and Lila was too young and inexperienced to do much with her fire witch powers, Tracy had more than enough fireballs she could conjure up if needed.  And, of course, there was always Missy if things ever really got out of hand. 
 
    When they were done and standing at the entrance to the huge ballroom, John asked, “How do these wards work, anyway?  Do you use some magic words which somehow filter out the bad guys?” 
 
    Millie answered, “Not magic and not words exactly, no.  It’s with our intent, our exercising our will … any words we use or think are merely part of that.  But, our wards are energy and are set to sense energy.  Anyone who is an outsider will be reluctant to come anywhere near, preferring other distractions instead.  Someone who prevails by exercising their will, in spite of our wards, will disrupt the energy field in a way which we will all sense.  Even Lila.”  She smiled at Desiree’s young daughter, whom she’d gotten to know pretty well during her stay with Desiree these past several days. 
 
    “Ignore him,” laughed Tracy.  “He’s always trying to find some magic, which I’ve explained to him a thousand times just doesn’t exist.” 
 
    John waited until Lila had moved a little bit away, out of earshot.  Then he said, sotto voce, “Hey, I find magic with Tracy, every single night we’re together.  Why, just last night …” 
 
    “John!  Please!” snapped Tracy in exasperation, obviously annoyed.  “Not helping!”  When she saw the way he was laughing at her, that finally made her actually blush.  Well, it had been quite a night! 
 
    Robert and Connie walked up just then and they were quickly filled in about the situation and the wards which were now in place.  Connie asked, “How was Missy able to sense this person?  She never met him, right?  I thought she needed to actually get up close and personal, since she’s not a finder witch.” 
 
    Tracy said, “She visited his place in Turkey.  She told me if he ever came around, she’d probably recognize him.” 
 
    “When she’s in her spirit form,” explained Millie, “I’m guessing she can experience someone simply by being where that person spends their time and leaves lots of their residual energy.  It’s what we air witches can do and when she’s a spirit?  Well, it’s probably very similar.  Isn’t that why she’s been able to home in on all these terrorists here in Dorchester?  As a spirit, she can find someone’s energy and go to them almost instantly, right?” 
 
    John couldn’t help himself and blurted, “Actually, my sister just does it all with magic!” 
 
    While the others all rolled their eyes, knowing he was joking, Tracy’s eyes flashed him a clear warning.  She did not want to hear any more from him about magic. 
 
    They checked the seating plan displayed on a large poster board and noted how Julia had them all at two tables over on one side.  John and Tracy, Mark and Alice, Millie and Desiree, Robert and Connie would be at one, while Julia and Philip, Mike and Missy, Granddad and Patrick, Sandy and Lila would be at the other.  The bride and groom had their own special table.  Slowly, they made their way in to find their assigned places and await the arrival of the newly married couple. 
 
    Before long, with all the outdoor photos taken care of, the wedding party made their grand entrance.  This, of course, was met with much fanfare and excitement.  A receiving line was formed and they began greeting all their guests.  Soon the room began filling up with a real party spirit.  Donald’s best man took special care of all the envelopes which were presented while Missy made certain all the gifts were collected in one place.  Missy also attended to anything Heather needed, whether that be an adjustment for her gown or veil, holding onto her wedding bouquet or merely getting her a glass of water. 
 
    Mike stayed near John and Mark during all this, half listening to them while getting an almost constant flow of Missy’s mental messages.  His soulmate was bursting with more emotions than Mike had ever seen her display and, although he’d long ago become used to experiencing her in his mind, today he actually found it distracting.  She was amped up to the nth degree and it was all he could do to send back his own emotions, so she was able to experience him in return. 
 
    Meanwhile, Patrick found himself with two young women, both attractive and almost competing for his attention.  Actually, he quickly realized, there was no almost about that.  They most definitely were competing.  As soon as each had been introduced to him, they began asking him question after question, hanging on his every word, clearly vying for him to focus on them individually. 
 
    Lila had recently turned sixteen while Sandy was now only weeks away from her sixteenth birthday.  Both girls were sophomores while Patrick was a junior, several months older than they were.  Even so, they both were far more mature than he was.  Granddad McCrea was oblivious to all the teenage angst and meandered off, looking to get a drink at the bar.  Since Patrick’s parents and sisters were still busy at the receiving line, he suddenly found himself alone at his table with only these two young ladies. 
 
    From Lila, it was all about how wonderful it was that she could talk openly with him about her being a witch.  From Sandy, it was equally as wonderful that she could talk openly about witches and the supernatural, in spite of her not being a witch.  Back and forth the conversation went, both girls looking for his views about dozens of things and then sharing how they felt about each of his responses. 
 
    He worked at entertaining them since he was not at all immune to their charms.  Just the opposite.  He found himself drawn to each girl in different ways and for different reasons.  Of course, while he may have lacked their level of maturity, he had three older siblings from whom he’d learned a great deal over the years.  John, in particular, had always loved to flirt and be charming, always ready with a joke.  The flirting had ended once Tracy came along, of course, but John’s playful manner had definitely influenced Patrick.  He now found himself greatly enjoying himself and playing out his role to the max. 
 
    Sandy was very Italian with an attractive face, taking after her beautiful mother.  Typical of her heritage, she was full figured with wide hips and a narrow waist … curvy, busty and buxom.  Her dark hair and eyes were seductive but she had inherited high intelligence from her father which quickly shined through.  She definitely was a lot more than just a pretty face and figure. 
 
    Lila was Dutch-Irish with light coloring and a slim figure, a few inches taller than Sandy.  Her dirty blonde hair was natural and she wore it long and straight.  Her bright blue eyes sparkled and when she smiled, her face really lit up.  She was every bit as smart as Sandy and had a very mischievous side as well.  She was a girl who would always keep a guy on his toes, just trying to keep up. 
 
    By the time his parents finally arrived at the table, followed by Missy and Mike, Patrick found himself rather smitten … with both girls!


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Thirty-Six 
 
    Dec 22, 2019 
 
      
 
    Missy had not forgotten about Arvind Pancholi.  She could sense he was still in the area, somewhere outside, no doubt spying on them.  That’s what he was, after all.  A spy.  She began thinking how ironic it would be if she could turn the tables and spy on him.  Then, several tables over, she spotted Lisa and Marie.  They were sitting with Bethany, Heather’s former roommate in college. 
 
    When Missy worked her way over and approached them, Beth said, “Hey, Missy!  Long time, no see!  But, we’ve been reading all about you in those magazines.  Did you really leave West Point to go off and fight in Afghanistan?  With the Special Forces?” 
 
    “Well, I did that during the summer but I’m back at the academy again.  Long story.” 
 
    Lisa said, “Oh, we’re all dying to hear your long story.  Armando never stops talking at the office about you and your various exploits.  I think he’s finally given up all hope you might come work for him, though.” 
 
    Missy laughed and said, “Hey, he hired you and Marie, right?  What’s he need me there for?”  Armando Sanchez headed up the FBI’s Organized Crime Division in Boston and, based on Missy’s recommendation, had hired the two girls.  First, that had been for co-op assignments while they’d finished up their degrees.  They’d been at the same college as Heather and had alternated with her and Beth, taking turns using the same apartment in Boston when the other two went home and did their co-op jobs.  Then, upon graduating and completing their FBI Academy training, they’d joined Armando’s division permanently. 
 
    Lisa had studied criminology while Marie’s specialty had been computer science.  Marie now spoke up, saying, “All true, all true!  We’ve become such great workers for him we’ve even stopped doing any more modeling gigs.”  Both girls were absolutely gorgeous and modeling had paid for all their schooling.  It was how they’d met one another, way back when.  They’d been in a committed relationship ever since. 
 
    Missy asked Marie, “Remember how you messed with Jonathan Baxter’s computer?  You installed that special software of yours, giving you remote access?” 
 
    “Yep, sure did!” laughed Marie.  “We’ve been screwing with him ever since.  He keeps changing his computer but, every time he does that?  Since we know every detail about his identity as well as all of his passwords, whenever he next accesses the Internet?  Whamo!  We’re right back in there, accessing every file he has on his new computer!”  She giggled as she looked over at Lisa.  “We’ve even relented and started letting him watch porn again, just so he doesn’t realize we’re still in there, doing stuff.” 
 
    “Yeah,” said Lisa.  “We just don’t let him do any videotaping of his own.  He’s pretty much given up even trying to do any of that.”   Missy had helped them access his computer after he had managed to install spy cameras, filmed the two girls in very explicit detail and then sold the sex tapes to some porn sites.  That would have hurt their getting modeling jobs, not to mention the debilitating invasion of privacy issue.  Once Marie had turned on file sharing and been able to hack back into his computer remotely, she’d gotten all of those tapes deleted and they’d not suffered any further embarrassment. 
 
    Missy said, “I was wondering … can you do that to anyone’s computer?  You know … gain access remotely when they connect to the Internet?  Then, get your secret special spyware software downloaded onto their machine and start copying all their files, sending them back to your own computer?  Without them ever knowing?” 
 
    Marie looked at Missy closely and realized this wasn’t merely an idle question, just to satisfy her curiosity.  “Well, only if I know some of their passwords.  Then, maybe!  It’s easiest when I know their email account and whatever password they use for that.  But, it’s still rather complicated.  And, completely illegal of course.  I’ll need to know their IP address.  It would really help to have them click on a file which I send them or possibly get them to click on a link I’ve set up on the web.  Then, once I’ve opened up a port …” 
 
    “You’re losing me.  Let me put it this way,” said Missy.  “If I can access someone’s computer and use it to log into one of those websites of yours … click a link?  Download whatever?  Run your program?  Will the program then clean up after itself, hiding all traces that anything has been done, etc., etc.?” 
 
    Marie smiled and said, “Ahh, now I see.  Just like we did with Jonathan’s computer … only you want to do that on your own, without my actually being there this time for the initial setup.  Click a link?  Sure!”  She wasn’t going to ask how Missy could get inside someone’s place, manage turning on that person’s computer, enter any password to boot up, etc., etc.  Missy obviously had a plan.  She gave Missy the URL for one of her websites and explained what she would need to do.  “Ten minutes, tops.  Then you can shut back down.  Leave.  I’ll have access and can take it from there.” 
 
    “Great!  You already know about Robert Ulrey and his new division.  I’ll have him work with you on this … make you and Lisa part time members … you’re already FBI.  You both may need to sign some more non-disclosure stuff but that shouldn’t be a problem.  I’m not going to say what all the legal issues might be but, believe me, you won’t get into any trouble and you’ll be doing your country a great service.” 
 
    ----- 
 
    Paul Morelli waited about forty minutes and then had no difficulty avoiding his uncle’s two men and entering the hotel.  For some reason, he did have difficulty getting into the large ballroom where the wedding reception was going on.  But, he persisted and finally managed slipping inside where he could see all the guests, now mostly seated at tables.  It wasn’t likely Alice Mathews or her husband would recognize him but the D’Amato girl might, so he was careful.  Since it was pretty busy in there and his attire wasn’t all that different from what the hotel staff members were wearing, he figured he could blend in.  People had no reason to pay him much attention. 
 
    After searching for a few minutes, he spotted them.  They were sitting across the room, over with the bride’s family where a couple tables had been set up off to the side.  He continued to watch.  Surely an opportunity would present itself and he wanted to be ready. 
 
    ----- 
 
    Tracy felt the disturbance to their wards and it made the hair on the back of her neck begin to rise.  She looked at Millie and Desiree and could see they too had noticed something.  When Lila, sitting at the next table, stopped mid-sentence with whatever she was saying to Patrick and turned to look at her, she was certain.  Someone was there who didn’t belong.  However, that person was not a witch or a supernatural.  She’d have been able to sense another supnat anywhere nearby.  So, it was not Arvind Pancholi. 
 
    Millie said, “There’s a young man standing just inside the doorway almost directly across the room from where we are.  Why don’t we all go to the ladies room?  Check him out?” 
 
    “I’ll bring Lila with me and head over to his right,” said Desiree.  “You and Tracy approach him from his other side.  We’ll go nice and easy.  Let’s see what he’s doing over there.” 
 
    Slowly, first two and then the other two got up and casually began wending their way amongst the tables, neither pair going directly towards the man.  He took no notice of their gradual approach and then, it was too late.  They somehow were standing there, right in front of him. 
 
    Tracy said, “Excuse me … do you have an invitation?” 
 
    Paul had not expected anyone to engage him in conversation but had prepared what he thought would be an acceptable response for any questions, just in case.  He looked at Tracy and smiled.  “Actually, no.  I’m staying here in the hotel and couldn’t help noticing all the activity in here.  Looks like quite a wedding.  Very impressive.  I’m taking notes.  You know … for my girlfriend.  She and I … well, someday … maybe … you know.”  He was really pouring on the charm, which usually worked. 
 
    “Oh, well … in that case … is she here?  Your girlfriend?” asked Tracy. 
 
    “Ahh … no, I’m alone.  Up here on business.” 
 
    “Too bad.”  Tracy acted disappointed while Millie, Desiree and Lila stood idly by, waiting for her.  Then she told him, “The thing is … this is really a very private affair.  You haven’t been taking any pictures have you?  Watching is okay but no photos.  Can you show me your cell phone?  We only want to make sure.” 
 
    It became obvious to Paul these four women were not going anywhere else but were intent on questioning him further.  He said, “I haven’t taken any pictures.  I was just passing through.  I’ll be on my way now.”  He tried to move towards the doorway but found his path was blocked and he couldn’t leave without creating a scene. 
 
    Just then Tracy pulled out her cell phone and started taking pictures of Paul. 
 
    “Whoa!  Wait a minute!  You can’t do that!” he exclaimed.  He went to grab her phone but she quickly stepped back and, again, he was faced with the risk he’d be creating a scene.  His original plan was now foiled … clearly, there’d be no opportunity for him to grab anyone.  Worse, his ‘don’t get caught’ plan wasn’t working either. 
 
    Once again, he moved towards the doorway and this time, the path was clear.  The women all stepped back.  They were letting him go.  He went. 
 
    Millie and Desiree kept their distance but did follow him and saw that he exited the hotel.  Desiree said, “I wonder what that was all about.  Let’s get back inside.” 
 
    Meanwhile, Lila came up to Tracy and gushed, “That was awesome!  The way you challenged that guy?  Wow!”  She could see Tracy was sending the photos to someone and asked, “What’s next?” 
 
    “Well, let’s just say I have friends in the government who will gladly identify this asshole.  I bet I get a text before we can even return to our seats.”  They started back to their tables and, sure enough, before they’d reached them Tracy’s phone dinged.  When she checked her message from “P” Branch, she nodded her head and grimaced.  Then she said, “What-do-ya-know!  Paul Morelli.  No wonder our wards reacted to him.” 
 
    Lila asked, “Who is he?  Should I know him?” 
 
    Tracy laughed and said, “No, you shouldn’t.  But, I’m betting your new best girlfriend Sandy over there will recognize who he is.  Let’s go show her his photo and see.” 
 
    Lila was not pleased to hear Tracy joke about Sandy being her girlfriend.  Not!  She realized Tracy had to have noticed the two of them taking turns flirting with Patrick and she was a teeny bit embarrassed.  But, only for a moment.  Oh, well!  She then was indeed curious to see whether or not Sandy would recognize the photos. 
 
    Sandy reacted immediately, saying “What’s Pauli Morelli doing here?”  Although Tracy, Missy, Alice and Sandy discussed that question at length, they never did establish any definitive answer.  However, one thing was clear.  He had been up to no good.  His triggering their wards was proof of that. 
 
    Missy ended by saying, “Well, we’ll be watching closely for him from now on.  And, Sandy?  Be sure to let Ben and Sal know about this.  Somehow, I’m betting they’ll want to have a conversation with Paul’s uncle Ray.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Thirty-Seven 
 
    Dec 22, 2019 
 
      
 
    Missy had briefed Robert and Mike about her plan to spy on Pancholi.  Although he never came anywhere near the wedding reception, she’d been able to sense his presence off and on all evening.  Finally, around ten p.m., she sensed he’d finally left the area for good.  Not long after that, Heather and Donald said their thankyou’s and goodbye’s, walked the gauntlet through all the sparklers which suddenly appeared in everyone’s hands to cheer them off, and departed in their heavily decorated limo which noisily left the parking lot, dragging several tin cans along behind. 
 
    Missy sighed, leaned back against Mike, wrapping his arms around herself as she watched them go and announced, “And a great time was had by all!”  The day really had gone well. 
 
    Mike bent down, nuzzled her ear and asked, “How long will this Pancholi Plan of yours take?”  Missy and her plans.  Her plans always needed to be named with capital letters.  Unfortunately, he doubted his plan for taking her upstairs to their hotel room for a couple of hours of lovemaking before her Operation Lily Pad departure was still on the agenda. 
 
    Missy sensed what he was feeling and sighed, saying, “Sorry, Mike.  I can’t say for sure but it will probably take several hours.  I’ve already texted Marsha to have my plane go on up to Prince Edward Island without me.  That will save me some time since I can teleport up there to join them once I succeed with accessing Pancholi’s computer.” 
 
    Mike realized she was thinking ahead, working out the timeline which she had explained to him in great detail earlier.  Any delays now, right at the beginning, would mean she might not return in time to celebrate Christmas with him and her family.  And, once again, she was dealing with many unknowns, testing her abilities and doing things no one had ever done before.  While he knew getting over to Afghanistan would be okay, her teleporting all the way back?  Stopping only a few minutes at each of her so-called lily pad stops as she did that?  He said, “Hey.  You know how much I love you, right?  Go do what you’ve got to do.” 
 
    They went back inside the hotel and a few minutes later, up in the room which they’d originally booked for a last night together, he watched as she removed all her jewelry, kicked off her shoes and stepped out of her dress.  She handed that to him, gave him a long, lingering kiss and then stepped back a few feet.  When he saw the shimmer of light from her Change and watched her bra and panties drop to the floor, he could only marvel yet again at how much she filled up his life, even when she disappeared. 
 
    ----- 
 
    Arvind Pancholi had returned to his hotel and believed he’d made some significant progress that day.  He’d finally seen Missy McCrea and had taken photos of her and everyone in her family.  He’d determined she actually was the only supernatural amongst them.  He was pretty certain he’d get confirmation from his source that the dark haired witch was Tracy McGonagle.  He’d emailed his source with her photo right from his phone before even returning to the hotel. 
 
    Robert Ulrey was running this so-called Psychic Division of his to mask the U.S. government’s employment of witches.  Of course, while Arvind could sense supernaturals and thus identify each of them, that unfortunately wasn’t evidence he could provide Karimi to convince those WIJO leaders.  He would need to gather more data.  But, he was confident his plan to follow Ulrey around would eventually result in getting what he needed. 
 
    He stopped and enjoyed a delicious meal at the restaurant right there in his hotel.  He hadn’t yet gone looking for any female companionship.  He couldn’t help thinking about Maria down in Bogota.  He’d have to make a similar arrangement sometime soon.  That had been very enjoyable.  One of his better such liaisons.  He felt certain there would be girls available when he wanted them.  He’d simply been too busy. 
 
    He was getting into the elevator to head up to his suite when he suddenly could sense another supernatural was nearby.  Instead of going up to his suite, he got back out of the elevator and began walking around.  He wanted to identify whoever this person might be.  His earlier feeling of euphoria quickly evaporated.  He began searching all through the various places on that floor of the hotel.  This unknown person was powerful, a witch, and yet?  There was more.  He had never quite experienced anyone or anything quite like this before. 
 
    After finishing the entire first floor, he ascended the stairway and repeated his search, checking everywhere on the second floor.  He couldn’t seem to get any closer or move any further away from this mysterious presence.  Very unusual. 
 
    He took the elevator up to the top floor of the hotel.  Still, no real difference.  He went back down.  He could sense this strange source of supernatural energy was a constant.  He began to wonder about being so close to Salem, a location steeped in witchcraft lore.  Its history was perhaps the most notorious for all of the U.S.  Was he simply experiencing something coming from there?  Maybe. 
 
    He finally went up to his suite.  Again, there was no change.  His sense of this strange energy remained the same.  He decided he may as well ignore this anomaly as he couldn’t see how he was affected, in any case.  And, he was anxious to check his email to learn whether his source would confirm the McGonagle girl’s identity.  Plus, he wanted to upload all the photos he’d taken so he’d be able to identify everyone else who had been at this wedding. 
 
    After pouring himself a glass of wine and sitting down at the small desk in the living room section of his suite, he booted up his computer. 
 
    ----- 
 
    Missy had been following him around for close to an hour now but was pleased to find he was staying in a large suite which had a separate bedroom area from the living room and kitchen/dinette areas.  And, as she’d anticipated, he wanted to check email, go online and thus had finally set up his laptop, powered it on and keyed in his access password.  She relayed that password to Mike.  Hey, it looks like he’s using one of those CIA laptops with the operating system in English.  She’d been a bit worried his system might be using a foreign language with keyboard settings she wasn’t familiar with, such as one of the dialects used in Turkey or India. 
 
    She watched him login to his secure VPN account (which was not one provided by the CIA) and open up his email; again, she relayed the passwords on to Mike.  Oh, guess what?  He’s got an email which identifies Tracy!  Wow.  Bet she’ll be really thrilled about that.  He must have sent her photo to someone earlier today.  She watched as he read some of his other messages. 
 
      And, now he’s transferring a whole bunch of photos which he took today into some folders on his computer.  She watched as, once he’d finished that task, he then began uploading the folders, zipped as attachments, to some emails he composed and subsequently sent.  Looks like, between what he took at the church and at the reception, he’s got pics for just about everyone.  He’s emailing these to someone.  Make sure to have Marie find out who is getting these … he must be asking for further identifications on all of us.  She could sense Mike’s affirmative to her request. 
 
    Arvind next checked several internet sites.  He was not in any hurry to end the evening and Missy patiently watched and waited.  Finally, Arvind logged out, shut down his computer and put it away.  Then he finished his wine, got ready for bed, turned on the TV in the bedroom and eventually settled down for the night.  After a half hour, he seemed to have fallen asleep.  Missy waited several minutes more. 
 
    Satisfied he truly was in a deep sleep, she went into his living room and materialized, making the Change with as little a burst of energy as possible.  She waited a few minutes and then peeked into his bedroom to check on him.  She’d been worried he might wake due to that burst of energy which accompanied her Change but, luck was with her.  He was still in a deep sleep. 
 
    Quietly and carefully, she brought out his computer and booted it up, entering his password which was accepted with no problem.  Once it was up, she waited a bit for it to fully stabilize.  Then, after logging into his VPN account, she fired up his internet browser.  She was getting ready to type in the URL for Marie’s website when she suddenly heard Arvind begin to stir.  This would not be good. 
 
    She was sitting at his desk, naked.  And, his computer was up and running.  If he decided to get up, she’d have to somehow knock him out before he had any chance of noticing.  She was prepared to do that but held her breath, hoping it wouldn’t be necessary.  After several anxious moments, she sensed he was not awakening but merely tossing in his sleep.  Whew!  She took a breath, greatly relieved.  Then she returned to her task. 
 
    As promised, it didn’t take long to go to the website Marie had provided, click on the appropriate link, download the file, unzip the program and finally run the program.  Mike?  Still awake?  When she sensed he was paying attention, she continued her message to him.  You can let Marie know her program seems to be running exactly as she’d explained it would.  I’ll run that little test she wants me to do at the end and, once that confirms success, I’ll be logging out and shutting down.  But, let her know she’ll be able to do her magic once he powers up and connects to the internet again. 
 
    She was careful to put the computer back exactly where she’d found it and then checked around to be sure she wasn’t leaving any trace of having been there.  She Shifted, once again into her spirit form.  And now she waited, making certain her shimmer of light when doing so had not awakened Arvind.  Since his TV was still on, she hadn’t been too worried but she wanted to make certain before she left. 
 
    Mike, things here are all set.  I’m off to join Marsha and my plane up in Charlottetown.  Love you more than I can possibly say.  I’ll try to show you how much on Christmas when I return.  They’d talked about how once she left Prince Edward Island for Newfoundland, she’d be out of range and losing contact with him.  He could reach her after that by using the radio, of course, calling “P” Branch and having them set that up.  They did plan to connect and stay in touch during her various flights during the next two days. 
 
    ----- 
 
    The four pilots for Operation Lily Pad were men who had worked several years for “P” Branch, had learned about supernaturals and had all flown Missy across the ocean for one or more of her past trips.  Two had even seen her when in cat form.  But, none had fully understood how she could teleport.  Marsha had explained things to them yet again, when they’d left Boston without Missy on board. 
 
    The plane had two lavatories but one was now marked for women only.  Marsha had a robe waiting in that one, should Missy choose to arrive in human form.  And, Missy did eventually choose that option after first teleporting to where Marsha was, leaving the plane still in her spirit form and checking around outside.  Once she’d experienced enough of the area so she knew she could teleport back to it later on, she’d returned to the plane and materialized inside the lav.  She didn’t need to worry about how much energy she was releasing this time. 
 
    “Hi, everyone!” she said, stepping out of the lavatory and wearing her robe.  “I’m all set here so we can take off for our next hop.” 
 
    Les and Marsha greeted her warmly while the others still seemed somewhat startled, gaping at her in spite of having known she’d be arriving exactly the way she’d just done.  But, everyone quickly recovered and before long, their plane was taxiing down the runway and taking off.  Operation Lily Pad was underway!


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Thirty-Eight 
 
    Dec 23, 2019 
 
      
 
    Tracy woke up and realized several things all at once.  She was in a hotel room in Salem since they’d opted to spend the night right there rather than driving back to John’s place after the wedding.  John wasn’t in the room so he was probably bringing her back some freshly brewed coffee plus a few pastries from somewhere downstairs.  Her body felt really great with just a little soreness in all the right places … it was still thoroughly satisfied from all their lovemaking the night before.  And, she was on vacation.  She and John could continue doing fun things together for several more days. 
 
    John opened the door and entered, carrying a tray.  When he saw her awake and looking at him, he said, “Morning, beautiful!” 
 
    She giggled and said, “Unlike your sister, who can make her appearance perfect in a blink, I think I need to spend some time making myself presentable before you can refer to me with that particular adjective.”  She pushed back the covers, climbed out of bed and slowly made her way towards the bathroom. 
 
    “Well, your ass sure looks pretty perfect and presentable right now, just the way it is.  I especially like that hickey I gave you on your left butt cheek.” 
 
    “You didn’t!” exclaimed Tracy, stopping to glance down and back behind to check herself out.  “Oh, you did!  You pervert!  How dare you!”  She massaged the area with her hand and realized that was one of the areas of soreness she’d been experiencing earlier.  Feigning mock horror, she said, “I’m going to get you for this!” 
 
    He laughed and said, “I’m counting on it!”  He continued to admire the way she looked, standing there naked and twisting to get a better look at what he’d done.  “You better hurry into that bathroom or I’m going to give your right butt cheek a matching hickey.” 
 
    She glared at him and disappeared into the bathroom, closing the door and then locking it with an audible click. 
 
    “Don’t be very long in there!  Your coffee will get cold.  And, we’re meeting Robert and Connie for brunch in about an hour.” 
 
    When they joined the other couple and took their seats, Tracy looked very presentable indeed.  As did John.  Connie said, “There you are.  Such an attractive couple.  Sleep well?  I know I did but I don’t think we can say that about Robert.  He was up, on the phone half the night.” 
 
    Robert said, “Well, I actually did get a few winks in.  But, I had to keep checking with Mike and Drew.  And, with Marie, of course.  She and Lisa were very excited about what Missy told them she wanted to do.  I’ll need to bring them both into my Psychic Division as special consultants.  It’ll be fun to eventually explain how Missy managed accessing Pancholi’s computer.  Which, by the way, Mike tells me she did.  Marie is now anxiously waiting for the guy to connect to the internet again so she can start copying whatever files he has.  Drew wants me to have them both sign all our typical paperwork and then he says I can explain about supernaturals.  He’s already cleared them for that.” 
 
    John said, “Great!  And, if they need to be convinced that witches really do exist and can do magic tricks, Tracy here will gladly light a few fires, maybe toss around some of those fire balls of hers, and …” 
 
    “Pleeeeese, John!” exclaimed Tracy.  “Enough with the magic jokes!  I thought we agreed you’d stop.” 
 
    He laughed and looked at Robert and Connie with an exaggerated expression of false innocence.  “Nix the magic tricks.  She’ll maybe just bring down some lightning bolts, hit the same tree three times.  That should work.  But no magic.” 
 
    They waited until their waitress came and took their order.  Once she left and was out of earshot, John asked, “What if all the files are encrypted?  Will you then need to arrest him?  Somehow force him to give you access?  That’ll be rather difficult, since he’s not likely to cooperate and it’ll be dangerous for anyone to even approach him.  You do realize water witches can kill anyone within a hundred feet or so, right?” 
 
    “Yes, Oliver warned everyone all about that.  His mother was a water witch but didn’t actually kill anyone.  If Pancholi is powerful, which we’re guessing he probably is,” said Robert, “then yeah … he’s dangerous.  That’s why Missy’s plan to merely spy on him is a better option.  Now that she’s experienced him in person, she can always find him later on and neutralize him, if that becomes necessary.” 
 
    Tracy said, “I’m going to place my bet on Lisa and Marie.  Missy told me all about those two.  Hacking and decoding stuff?  Even if a foreign language?  They’ll figure it out.” 
 
    “That’s what Missy told Drew.  She convinced him they’ll be a big help, especially if she manages accessing other computers later on as well.”  Robert smiled.  “She said Mike thinks General Blake is taking advantage, wanting her to be his invisible spy, his supernatural soldier.  But, she’s actually all in for that plan, ready to go anywhere, help interfere with terrorists, do whatever she can.  Access enemy computers like she’s doing with Pancholi’s.  Even so, she also wants to earn her commission by graduating from West Point so she can have a career in the military, based on her human abilities.” 
 
    Tracy nodded and said, “Yeah, her vision is that’s how she can help her country the most.”  She looked at John and then back at Robert and Connie.  “Me too.  We both want to be witch-warrior-women.  Only, in her case, that’s a witch-werecat-warrior-woman.  We believe the Fabulous Fates want that for the two of us.” 
 
    ----- 
 
    The Secretary of Defense looked around the room.  While not as many key officials were there, in person, as had been at his earlier special sessions, most of those not present had called in and were still able to participate.  Terrorist threats trumped Christmas vacations.  He said, “Okay, let’s get started.”  Everyone calling in had already identified themselves over the speaker phone and initial greetings had been gotten out of the way. 
 
    The Homeland Security Secretary said, “I’ve received a status update from Dale Hewson who reports directly to me.  He’s in charge of our Boston Anti-Terrorist Team, our BAT task force.  He has surveillance teams watching everyone associated with the Zahir Transportation Services up in Dorchester.  They’re the WIJO cell we were warned about at our last meeting.” 
 
    Congressman Barrows asked, “So, you think you’ve found them?” 
 
    “Yes, thanks to Robert Ulrey’s witch-psychics, we’ve identified this group.  We know they’re planning to use drones next Sunday to disperse some sort of deadly liquid where there’ll be a large crowd.  The New England Patriots are playing at Foxborough that day and we think their game is the most probable target.  But, in any case, Dale tells me we’re watching everyone and will stop any attack before it can get started.” 
 
    Barrows looked over at Drew Martinson and said, “Witchcraft again?  No, wait.  Witch-tech.  Isn’t that what we agreed to call this?” 
 
    Drew said, “Yes, these are the same witches who identified all the terrorists and helped prevent those Thanksgiving Day Parade attacks.” 
 
    “Does that include your invisible angel witch?” asked Deputy Secretary of State Ted Hanson.  “Why don’t you have her call into this meeting?  We understand the need for keeping her identity secret.  Have her disguise her voice or something.” 
 
    “That’s a good suggestion and perhaps for some future meeting, we’ll have her do that,” answered Drew.  “At the moment, she’s en route to Afghanistan and not available for today’s session.” 
 
    The Homeland Security Secretary said, “From what Drew told me, I understand she actually listened to the leader of this group, Abdullah Zahir.  He mentioned doing this for WIJO and stated next Sunday was when their drones would be used.  There’s no doubt his group is the cell we were warned about.” 
 
    “Well, what are you waiting for?  Go arrest them all!” said Barrows. 
 
    The Defense Secretary said, “They will be arrested, once there’s enough evidence for doing that.  Or, if nothing turns up beforehand, they’ll be arrested when they actually start out next Sunday.  Then we’ll have them red-handed, just like when we arrested those terrorists in Philly and Chicago.” 
 
    Barrows said, “Okay, I get it.  We can’t have the news media squawking about illegal searches or false arrests.  And this angel witch can’t testify.  We can’t just say our psychics know about these attacks.  Soooo, catch them red-handed.  Understood.  And, I suppose if that fails, you can always send angel witch back in like you did last time.  I mean, once you accept the fact the US government will use secret, supernatural, invisible, hit squads then, as long as we don’t get caught doing it, there’s nothing stopping us.  Right?” 
 
    “Congressman, your sarcasm is not appreciated,” said Charles Winword from the CIA.  “And, you should be more grateful we actually have witches who are willing to help protect us.” 
 
    “Drew,” asked Hanson, “what’s going on in Afghanistan?  Why is your girl headed back there?” 
 
    “Well, that’s General Blake’s idea.  He wants her to do some more spying on the WIJO leaders.  It’s only a precaution, of course.  But, just in case this attack in Boston isn’t the only thing WIJO is planning, the general wants to have our secret, supernatural, invisible, spy try to learn whatever else might be about to happen.  Hopefully, we then can stop that before any American citizens get killed.” 
 
    On that note, the meeting was adjourned. 
 
    ----- 
 
    Missy was enjoying herself.  She always enjoyed being with Les and Marsha and she found the pilots for this trip were also fun.  Then, of course, there was all the food.  Even though she didn’t truly need to eat the way she used to, replacing the huge energy drains which her frequent Changes were causing, thanks to how she now could draw energy in from all around instead, all the meals she was being provided were still very, very enjoyable.  Ahh, yes!  Missy did indeed love to eat! 
 
    She’d settled into an easy routine for each of the stops.  They’d land at the airport and, while the plane was being refueled, she’d teleport back to their previous location, find an appropriate spot to Shift, and then materialize in her cat form.  Thus, she could be certain she’d be able to find her way back to each place again later, no problem.  She’d prowl around for maybe ten minutes and then she’d teleport back to the plane.  She was able to do all this in a lot less time than what was needed for the plane to be ready again for takeoff to their next stop. 
 
    When they landed in Iqaluit, Canada, however, she did take some extra time, since before teleporting back to Kuujjuaq she first explored the area right there, in her cat form, going a few miles east to find a spot she could identify which was closer to Nuuk and within her five hundred mile max range from that stop.  Then, it was off to Kuujjuaq, spend some time there, and finally return to the plane.  It was actually ready by that time and they flew on to Nuuk.  Once there, she had no problem returning back to the spot she’d selected in Iqaluit. 
 
    After taking off from Nuuk, en route to Tasiilaq over on the other side of Greenland, one of the pilots asked her to explain her teleporting.  She was enjoying a nice steak but didn’t mind describing what was involved. 
 
    “Teleporting requires an exercise of my will,” she explained.  “After I Change into my spirit form, I first must focus on where I want to go, then sense the spot or person at that location and then … presto! … I can go there.  Once I choose to go, it only takes me a second.  Or, maybe only a nano-second.  It seems instant.”  She took another bite of her meal. 
 
    Les said, “Once she’s at a location, she can explore while still a spirit but that takes normal amounts of time.  She can see, smell and hear while using her enhanced senses.  Even so, she says she still needs to have at least some amount of light to see things, just as she would as a cat.” 
 
    Missy finished chewing and said, “Yep!  No x-ray vision or anything for me.  I can move through objects, no problem, but I still need to see what I’m doing.  If there’s no light, I’m blind.  And, since I can’t feel or taste anything, I’m not able to feel my way along.  I will merely move myself blindly along until eventually emerging back into the light.  I will admit … that part is a little weird.” 
 
    “Are you always able to sense your destination before you start?” asked Marsha.  “I mean, what happens if you can’t sense the place?” 
 
    Missy said, “That’s exactly why I’m bouncing back and forth on this trip, as we go.  I really do need to sense that destination.  I can’t just go off into nowhere … it has to be some place definite.  From what I learned about myself earlier, right now my reach seems to be limited to about five hundred miles.  Of course, who knows whether that might increase as I get older?  I’m still a young witch, after all.  Millie and all the older witches keep saying I might continue to gain more and more power for at least another five years.” 
 
    The two pilots who were keeping her company along with Les and Marsha simply shook their heads, back and forth, in unison.  One of them muttered, “Right!  She’s still a young witch!” while the other one said, “She’ll have even more power five years from now”.  They laughed, got up and headed over to where they’d be resting until their shift would begin.  They were taking turns with the other two pilots, on for four hours at the controls and then off for four hours resting or relaxing. 
 
    She talked on the phone to Mike, of course.  She also talked to Drew who filled her in on how his meeting with all the government officials had gone. 
 
    When Missy finally wanted to get some sleep, she told them she could do that better while in her cat form, so when she returned from their stop on the Faroe Islands, she Changed into a mountain lion and then slept all the way to Scotland. 
 
    ----- 
 
    When Arvind Pancholi booted up his computer and again checked his email, he was unaware there was a program running in the background which began sending copies of his files to a special server on the Internet.  He didn’t bother shutting down right away and, thanks to the excellent speed which the hotel’s Wi-Fi network provided, it only took two hours for a complete clone of his hard drive to be saved “up in the cloud”. 
 
    In addition, Marie was able to remotely access his computer and install more of her programs, finishing what her initial programming had started.  She now would have a log of every keystroke Arvind would make, which … over time … would enable her to identify all his passwords and access files and accounts which he had “up in the cloud” as well.  Yes, she would now “own” everything Arvind had accumulated and, if and when needed, she could steal his identity and just about everything else of his as well. 
 
    She and her partner Lisa would soon find themselves an invaluable resource for this “P” Branch they had agreed to join.  They would learn about supernaturals.  And, their lives would forever be changed.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Thirty-Nine 
 
    Dec 24, 2019 
 
      
 
    Mike spent the day at home with his family.  He explained Missy was again off doing Army stuff but would be joining him Christmas Day.  Michelle and Aaron looked at him knowingly but weren’t about to betray any secrets. 
 
    His dad said, “That’s good.  It’ll be nice having you both around this year.  We really missed you last year when you …” 
 
    “Actually, Dad, Missy and I will be going away again this year.  We’re leaving the day after Christmas … sorry!” 
 
    “What?  Oh, no!  Not more Army stuff, is it?  Tell me you’re maybe going skiing or something.” 
 
    Mike shrugged.  “Sorry, but as a matter of fact, we’ll be helping her government friends for a few days.  I’m not exactly sure when we’ll be back.”  He’d tried explaining to his parents on more than one occasion how he and Missy felt obligated to provide occasional assistance to an important agency which he wasn’t at liberty to name.  His parents had seen some of the special telecommunications equipment which he’d been provided with. 
 
    Michelle recognized he was floundering and, trying to be helpful, she said, “Aaron and I have some news!  Missy told Mike we can schedule our wedding for June seventh and she’d be available then.” 
 
    Her dad was not mollified and grumbled, “Sure, unless she drags him off to help that mysterious secret agency at the last minute.”  He stared at the two of them and realized his daughter knew more than he did about whatever it was her twin brother was up to with Missy. 
 
    “Dad, it’s not a secret agency,” said Mike.  “But, what we do is classified and that’s why I don’t tell you which agency it is.”  He had explained this to his parents before as well. 
 
    “Yeah, okay.  But how come your sister …?” 
 
    Mike sighed and said, “She doesn’t know which agency it is either.  And, she doesn’t know what assistance we’re providing.  It’s all classified.  But, Missy has many secrets and she has shared some of those with Michelle.  That’s all.” 
 
    Their mother said, “Enough.  Let’s enjoy today and tomorrow.  And talk about Michelle’s wedding.”  She didn’t understand why there had to be all these secrets but she did know her son was totally committed to his girlfriend Missy.  She had long ago realized his happiness was with her and accepted the mysterious bond which the two of them seemed to have.  But, since that wedding would have to wait until Missy graduated, she’d focus on Michelle and Aaron and all of their plans for now.  She knew June would be there before they knew it and there was much to do before Michelle’s wedding day arrived. 
 
    ----- 
 
    Kahliq Abdul Tabish was again enjoying the special favors of a certain female with whom his sexual fantasies had always been fulfilled and his desires completely gratified.  Husnia was expensive but he would gladly pay double what she asked.  As usual, he’d waited until Askar-Samar Karimi was out of town, assuring there’d be no surprise demands or interruptions, and then he’d gone over to her place.  Karimi was not very tolerant concerning extramarital affairs and would never approve of his assistant engaging in such activities. 
 
    Of course, were Karimi to learn his assistant not only enjoyed such things but that the particular female Tabish had chosen to play the role for his fantasies was also playing a different role, acting as a spy for the CIA, he indeed would not be approving.  But, fortunately for Tabish, Karimi had never found that out. 
 
    After two hours of very rigorous activity, Tabish was done, once again feeling that wonderful sense of exhaustion, euphoria and boneless lassitude which she always made him feel.  He would prefer staying right there and spending the night but their arrangement did not allow for that.  No.  As usual, he needed to leave in as discreet a manner as possible and return back home.  Although his wife wasn’t really interested in him, she would notice his absence all the same.  He didn’t want to risk having her complain and then have Karimi getting suspicious. 
 
    Husnia watched as he slowly began getting dressed and, knowing this was a good time to question him, she asked, “Will you be seeing me again soon or is your boss returning from Kabul right away?” 
 
    He smiled and said, “Yes, I am hoping you are available.  He has several more meetings over there during the next few days so I’ll definitely have more opportunities to be with you.  You know how much I enjoy our sessions together!” 
 
    She laughed and answered, “But of course!  You are my favorite client so I will always make time for you.”  She went over and began buttoning up his shirt for him.  “Will Askar-Samar be talking to any WIJO leaders about that theory of his?  You know … how there are demons helping the U.S. government?”  During some of his earlier visits, she had managed getting Tabish to tell her all about what Karimi had presented.  She also knew how the leaders in Herat had been unconvinced, rejecting the theory about demons. 
 
    “Yes, it’s the main reason for these meetings.  There are several leaders over there in Kabul who have read his reports and want to discuss his theory.  They are worried about possible interference with some of their current plans and don’t want to ignore any warnings, no matter how crazy they might sound.” 
 
    ----- 
 
    Missy emerged from the lavatory after teleporting back from Oman, tugging the belt for her robe a little tighter.  She looked at Les and Marsha with a somewhat quizzical expression, raising her eyebrows.  Then she asked, “Do I look any different?  Have I lost any weight?  It’s getting harder for me to know whether the energy I’m pulling in to replace what I’m using is the right amount.  After so many Changes, I can’t be sure about that anymore.  Maybe I’m losing track or … I don’t know!”  She sighed. 
 
    Les looked at her appraisingly and said, “Beautiful and voluptuous as ever.  Of course, with that bulky robe you have on, I can’t really say for sure.”  He looked over at his wife and grinned.  “Maybe Marsha can examine you more closely if you’re really worried.” 
 
    Marsha smiled at him and said, “No, Les, she’s not taking off her robe.”  Looking at Missy she asked, “Did you have to travel very far this time before you could sense where you needed to go?”  They had arrived in Pakistan and the airport was several miles beyond the five hundred mile limitation so she knew Missy had first needed to prowl around outside as a cat until she was within five hundred miles and could sense the previous airport. 
 
    After that, Missy had teleported back to Oman, Changed there, waited a few minutes, and then finally had teleported back to their plane.  So, she’d made three Changes in a very short time period.  And, that was after Changing more than forty times since they’d started out, less than forty hours earlier. 
 
    “Actually,” said Missy, “I think my awareness radius is increasing.  I can’t sense places a thousand miles away yet but I think my limit is now a lot more than only five hundred.  Maybe it’s because I’m drawing in and consuming so much energy.  You know how when you exercise lots, your muscles grow, right?  I think I’m doing something similar, only with how I use energy.  I know I can feel lots more energy is now available for me.”  Her eyes began blazing with golden specks, the color blinking from green to yellow to green in rapid succession. 
 
    “Whoa, girl!  Careful!  Don’t self-destruct on us!”  Les glanced over at Marsha and it was obvious how anxious he suddenly was.  “If all this is too much, too fast, we can stop.  Give you more time.”  He was concerned since he knew for her return to the U.S., she’d be stopping only a few minutes between Changes at each of her spots.  Maybe all these rapid Changes were more than what she could manage. 
 
    Missy said, “Hey, we only have one more flight and then we’ll be in Afghanistan.  All our lily pads will be in place and I can hop on home for Christmas!”  She moved over to take her usual seat.  “Let the pilots know we can take off now.  And, let me see what you’ve prepared for my last meal before I start that long journey back.” 
 
    ----- 
 
    Sandy arrived back home after getting to spend all of the previous day with Alice.  They’d talked about so many things!  Her week long ordeal after being kidnapped, her almost being raped with certain death to follow, and all the terrifying feelings which she’d experienced back then?  Those were all ancient history now, thanks to her earlier talks with Alice.   
 
    No, this time their conversation had been all about her life at boarding school and the necessary restrictions because of who her father was.  They’d reviewed her role as daughter in a major crime family.  And then they’d talked all about victims and abuse.  About all the ways Alice was helping the Roseanne Fund girls.  About why those girls needed help. 
 
    Sandy realized there were those who had power and privilege and that one day she would be one of those people.  She understood what a tremendous responsibility that would be.  She was resolved to step up and to help.  She now had a real purpose, some lofty goals and a determination to make a difference. 
 
    But, when her dad’s security guards Santos and Remy safely delivered her back inside her father’s compound and she saw him standing outside with Ben, waiting to greet her?  She knew she couldn’t really share very much of that with him.  So, when he asked how her visit went, she simply answered, “It went great, Dad!  I had such a wonderful time.  And, wait until you see all the pictures I took at the wedding.  Missy’s sister Heather looked so beautiful.  Missy, too.  Everyone did.  And, everyone was really nice to me.” 
 
    She then decided to tease him, just a little, so she continued in a rush of words, practically babbling, “I got to sit with Missy and her parents at the reception.  And, her brother Patrick was also there at our table.  He’s my age but he’s a year ahead of me in school.  I got to dance with him.  I think I’m in love!”  She giggled.  She figured making that last statement would get a rise out of her father.  And, of course, it did. 
 
    Sal said, “Whoa!  Slow down.  I’m glad you had a nice time.  But, let’s not have any talk about you being in love.  I haven’t even approved of you dating yet.” 
 
    “Oh, Da-a-a-a-dy!” exclaimed Sandy in exasperation.  She looked at Ben and said, “Please tell him!  This isn’t like when I went sneaking out to that party.  Alice was there the whole time as my chaperone.  You can get a full report from her.” 
 
    Ben smiled, glanced quickly at Sal and then looked back at Sandy.  “Your father doesn’t mind you dancing with boys.  And, I’m sure Missy’s brother is a very nice young man.  Once you finish high school, get your college degree, maybe work a few years after that …”  He chuckled as he watched the expression of mock horror on her face and realized she knew he was joking with her.  Of course, Sal probably would prefer she postpone dating the way Ben was suggesting but, the reality was, his little girl was growing up. 
 
    Sandy then said, “One thing that happened was strange.  Missy wants me to mention this.”  She pulled out her phone and went through her messages until she found the one from Tracy with pics attached.  She held her phone so they could both see the photos which she pulled up.  “Paul Morelli showed up at the wedding.  We talked about why he might have been there but we couldn’t really decide.” 
 
    “Are you saying he approached you?  What the hell!” exclaimed Sal. 
 
    “No, he never got anywhere near us.  Missy’s friend Tracy stopped him and took these photos.  He was standing over on the other side of the room and told her he was only looking and taking notes about the wedding.  He made up some excuse about doing that for his girlfriend.  Missy thinks he was either stalking me or stalking Alice and that you’d want to know about it.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Forty 
 
    Dec 25, 2019 
 
      
 
    Mike was awakened very early when Missy teleported back, crawled into his bed, pressed her body up against his and said, “Merry Christmas!  I’m back!”  She was definitely amped up with energy and very aroused.  He’d seen her like this before, after she’d been in her spirit form for prolonged periods, deprived of any sense of touch.  Her body was now demanding some major physical attention and her mind was filling his head with her lusty cravings and desires, begging him to get busy and work hard at satisfying her.  He was more than happy to give her all and everything he possibly could. 
 
    Not quite an hour later, after he’d helped her experience several orgasms, she finally collapsed on top of him and fell into her coma like state.  He’d seen her do that before as well.  She was out cold, her energy finally drained enough so she could sleep.  He knew she needed a few hours to revive.  Whatever doing all the things she had done had, in turn, done to her?  And, he was pretty certain she’d again stretched some boundaries.  Well, he knew somehow, she would fully recover and be better than ever.  But, he also knew she truly needed him to do that and it made him very happy their mutual love for one another was part of that whole process. 
 
    Yeah, he had accepted the fact his soulmate was not human and their bond was supernatural, as was she.  In spite of his being human, she wanted him anyway and no one else.  She needed him and had opened herself up to him completely.  He slipped out from underneath, leaving her splayed out in the bed between the sheets; he then adjusted the blanket and bedcover so she’d be warm and comfy.  Next, he waited patiently for her to finish her recuperation; he wanted to be there for her when she woke up later on. 
 
    After resting for only a couple of hours, Missy’s subconscious forced her back to an awakened state.  After all, it was Christmas.  She knew they had places to go, people to meet, celebrations to enjoy, family members to participate with. 
 
    Her entity had just manifested itself in human, cat and spirit forms, drawing and using huge amounts of energy each time, over and over and over again.  Then, with her body thrumming and craving sensations, she’d bonded with her Mike and her entity had managed to sift and sort through all she had experienced, finally able to settle back into a balanced state, achieving release with him and then getting some needed rest.  She stretched slowly and looked around, finding him sitting right there, waiting for her. 
 
    “Morning, Mike!  Mmmm, thanks for being here for me, thanks for being you!” 
 
    “I thought you’d be out for a few more hours, Missy.  Are you really waking up or will you roll over and go right back to sleep?” 
 
    She sat up and smiled at him.  “I’m good.  I’m really good, actually.  I feel great.  Healthy, strong, normal, rested, ready and raring to go!”  She climbed out of bed and went to look at herself in the full length mirror he had on the door inside the bathroom.  “Looks like I’m still me!  Same face, same hair, same ugly scars, same boobies and nipples, same everything!”  She giggled and asked, “Do I seem the same to you?  How was our mad, passionate lovemaking?  Good as ever?”  She already knew how he felt since she could always sense his emotions.  It was fun teasing him. 
 
    Mike laughed and said, “Stop admiring your bare, naked fanny in there and get dressed.  We’re supposed to spend a few hours with my family before we go over and visit with yours.”  It was really good having her back. 
 
    Twenty minutes later they were in his car, heading for Salem.  She filled him in on all the details of her trip, describing all the stops they’d made on the way over and then how it was for her coming back.  “Going over”, she explained, “was actually more difficult for me then coming back.” 
 
    “How so?” he asked. 
 
    “Well, on the way over, it was my first time at each place and I needed to spend enough time getting that location fixed in my mind so I could return back there.  I did that while in my spirit form, after Changing from my human form inside the plane and teleporting outside.  Then, once I was sure about that spot, I teleported back to the prior location, Changed into my cat form, spent a few minutes being physically there, and finally teleported back to the plane.  Inside, I Changed back to my human form and told everyone I was set for taking off and going on to the next place.  It was more effort and more Changes then coming back home, when all I had to do was teleport to a location, Change and be a cat for a couple of minutes, focus on my next stop, teleport there in my spirit form, Change to a cat, etc., etc.  Much less effort.” 
 
    Mike nodded and then considered some of the things Missy had told him in their various other conversations regarding what it was like for her when Changing.  He asked, “What about maintaining your energy balance?”  He knew she needed to use her witch powers for harnessing energy from outside herself for all these Changes since she wasn’t able to simply eat lots of food to restore what she was using, the way she had done in her earlier years. 
 
    “Yes, that’s a concern and it’s why I was checking myself out this morning.  As you know, I can quickly lose body fat along with some muscle mass and it then is lots more work for me to put it all back on.” 
 
    He knew she considered being at a hundred and fifty pounds with fifteen percent body fat to be her ideal size.  He did too since she was incredibly sexy at that weight, with her feminine curves filled out in all the right places to soften the way her rock hard muscles would make her look otherwise; Missy had developed her incredible physique in a truly amazing manner.  Yeah, he just loved her body! 
 
    ----- 
 
    When Missy and Mike finally arrived at her house, it was almost time to sit down for the big Christmas meal which her mom was preparing.  They’d enjoyed their time with Mike’s parents, his sister Michelle and her fiancé Aaron but had only eaten a few snacks, saving their appetite until now.  On entering, Missy said, “Wow!  Nothing says lovin’ like something from the oven!”  She took several deep breaths, inhaling the aromas and savoring the scents with obvious pleasure. 
 
    Patrick said, “Hey, everyone!  Watch out … wild wily werecat here!  She will whistle, wail, wheedle or whisk whichever way will win wonderful whatevers!”  This was met with groans and laughter. 
 
    Tracy however did glare accusingly at John who immediately said, “Don’t look at me!  He came up with that all on his own!”  There was more laughter. 
 
    Julia announced, “Places everyone!” 
 
    Soon grace was said and they were all helping themselves to generous portions, complimenting Julia on what a fabulous feast she had once again served up for them. 
 
    As Philip poured some red wine for everyone but Patrick, he announced, “Heather called this morning.  It was actually late at night for her in Hawaii, of course, but she wanted to wish us all a Merry Christmas and say thanks once again for everything we did making her wedding such a wonderful event.  She and Donald are really enjoying their honeymoon and, even though they miss us, they are already wishing they could stay over there even longer.” 
 
    The conversation continued about the wedding and how family events like that really enriched all their lives.  By the time dessert was served, they were definitely enjoying that special joy which could only be experienced when surrounded by family and loved ones.  Naturally, that soon led to some bantering and Missy couldn’t help but ask about Patrick’s two new girlfriends. 
 
    “Yes!” said Tracy.  “Lila confided to me she’s actually had her eye on Patrick for a while now.  Since he’s a year ahead of her at school, she hasn’t really had much of an opportunity to get to know him.  Until now, of course.  Now she’s very interested.” 
 
    John loved being able to contribute to Patrick’s discomfort and said, “From what Mark told me, Sandy spent most of the day after the wedding telling Alice how very interested she is in Patrick.  She’s already wondering when Alice can manage arranging another opportunity …” 
 
    Patrick wanted to say something in his own defense.  His problem, however, was he had very mixed feelings and liked both Lila and Sandy a great deal.  They were very different and yet he had found each girl to be more exciting than anyone else he’d ever met before.  He glanced woefully over at Missy, who had started this. 
 
    She recognized he was conflicted and came to his rescue.  Sort of.  “Clearly, my little brother will need to spend lots and lots of quality time with both of these new girlfriends.  Of course, you all know how much I love a competition.  This is gonna be great!”  With that, everyone broke out laughing and soon afterwards the conversation moved on to new subjects. 
 
    Inevitably, of course, the question came up as to where Missy would be going.  Yes, she admitted it was back to Afghanistan.  No, she would not be doing this officially; once again, she’d be helping General Blake as a “supernatural soldier”, in secret. 
 
    Missy explained, “Mike will be there and, this time, I will actually get to be with him.  Some of the time.  So, it’s really still a vacation for me, from West Point.  And, I shouldn’t be in any danger.  I’ll just be an invisible spy, checking to be certain there aren’t any threats we don’t know about.”  She knew John and Tracy knew about the WIJO threat to disperse toxins using drones at the Patriot’s game on Sunday but Patrick and her parents didn’t need to know those details.  Besides, the FBI and Homeland Security were completely on top of that.  Nothing would happen.  No toxins would get out. 
 
    The time passed quickly and, before they knew it, it was time to say their goodbyes.  Tracy and John were leaving in three days for Texas to be with Tracy’s family for a few days but Missy and Mike were, of course, leaving for Afghanistan the next morning.  As Philip and Julia watched first John driving off with Tracy and then Mike with Missy, they realized their children were really grown up now.  Heather had moved out and was now actually married.  John and Missy had likewise “moved on” and were living their lives as adults.  Even Patrick was growing up, having girlfriends and in less than two years?  He also would be going away at college. 
 
    But, not to fear.  The empty nest syndrome was not likely to be that bad for them since there were twin grandbabies already on the way!  Life was good! 
 
    ----- 
 
    Paul Morelli had followed the Mathews couple that day, first from their place to a house in Salem, which he guessed belonged to a family member.  They’d spent several hours there until finally returning back home in Boston.  The D’Amato protection detail had trailed along, which wasn’t any surprise.  He knew avoiding them and grabbing the girl would be difficult.  But, where there was a will, there was a way.  And, he sure wanted to do this!  Badly! 
 
    He’d called home that morning and, as expected, his father had been extremely pissed, demanding to know why he’d been seen up there, etc., etc.  His uncle had heard from Sal D’Amato and was not happy, which he’d immediately communicated to his father.  It took Paul quite a bit of explaining about his “new girlfriend” in Salem.  Of course, he’d invented her so he could claim it was all just a coincidence. He hoped his story about shacking up with this new girlfriend, which was also his excuse for not being home for Christmas, would satisfy everyone. 
 
    Of course, it meant he absolutely could not get caught but since that was his intent anyway, nothing had changed.  He simply needed to grab that fucking Mathews girl and make her disappear forever!  Somehow.  Soon.  Then he’d find some girl he could pay enough to be his alibi and all would be fine.  One step at a time.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Forty-One 
 
    Dec 26, 2019 
 
      
 
    Missy waited until Mike fell asleep before leaving.  They’d made love and afterwards they’d talked about her teleporting, his catching a morning flight to join her and a few other things.  Then they’d made love yet again and, finally, with both of them fully sated and very happy, he’d drifted off to dreamland and she’d started her journey. 
 
    She didn’t need sleep since she’d be pulling energy all along the way and would arrive in Kabul alert and ready to go, if not exactly fresh and rested.  Like all the other abilities she had mastered with effort and experience, maintaining her energy balance while teleporting was now one more she figured she’d managed to perfect. 
 
    When she arrived in Torshavn on the Faroe Islands and Changed into her cat form, she actually took a few extra minutes to stay right there and reflect on just how amazing all this teleporting really was.  She was almost one third of the way to her destination.  And yet, she also knew she was in the North Atlantic, halfway between Iceland and Norway, and couldn’t think of being anywhere else more remote than this.  Less than an hour earlier, she’d been in bed with Mike.  And, In another hour or so?  She’d be in Afghanistan.  Yep.  Amazing! 
 
    For millions of years, these islands had stood alone and uninhabited, a group of eighteen major islands with an area of five-hundred-forty square miles.  Now, they had a population of maybe fifty thousand.  They did not, however, have any mountain lions so she was careful to stay out of sight.  There were some mountains, which she liked; she felt especially alive drawing some energy from them to maintain that balance she needed.  Since she could, she pulled a little extra.  Then, in a shimmer of light, she Shifted to her spirit form.  It was time to continue onward. 
 
    Scotland, Norway, Germany … Saudi Arabia … Oman.  So many stops, each so unique.  Perhaps someday she’d be able to really visit some of them.  She arrived in Kabul a little before noon which, considering the eight hour, thirty minute time difference and her not departing until after midnight, was doing pretty good.  And, she was ready to go, as she’d anticipated.  Again, doing pretty good! 
 
    Les and Marsha had once again arranged to use the special office and living quarters at Camp Eggars.  That’s where they’d been set up during Missy’s first visit to Afghanistan, when she’d done all that recon the year before.  Ever since Missy’s return that summer, when she’d been assigned to Team Twenty-Two and Les and Marsha had again needed a place to stay and work, the Army had set aside these facilities just for them.  Major Flament was still there and was very happy to again be acting as liaison. 
 
    Missy Changed back to her human form inside the bathroom and found her clothing was there (fatigues, boots and … yes … that fancy underwear Marsha insisted on providing), as promised.  After getting dressed, she went out and found not only Les, Marsha and Major Flament waiting in the office but Colonel Chory, Sami Massallah, Major Grimes and several members from Team Twenty-Two as well.  They were all thrilled to see her and, for several minutes, she was very busy just greeting each one of them.  Then Major Flament, Major Grimes and the Team Twenty-Two men said their goodbyes and left so Colonel Chory and Sami could start briefing her. 
 
    Sami began by saying, “My informant tells me Askar-Samar Karimi has made a special trip here to Kabul, just so he can talk about demons.  Or, to be more specific, to talk about his theories based on all the reports Arvind Pancholi has given him.  As you know, those include a great deal about you, Missy.  He arrived here three days ago from Herat and has been meeting with some very high level WIJO leaders ever since.” 
 
    “So,” she asked, “will everyone Arvind is accusing of being a demon become a target?  Will these WIJO leaders maybe send anyone to harm us or our families?” 
 
    The colonel said, “We’ve had security teams watching Robert and everyone in his Psychic Division for a while now.  And, Millie told Robert how you and Tracy have placed wards around your families and friends.” 
 
    Sami said, “General Blake thinks having you listen in on whatever Karimi and these leaders are discussing might be more proactive.  Not only can you learn if they are taking any actions against you and yours but maybe you’ll find out whatever attacks they might be planning.  Like the attack that’s planned for Boston.  We think these leaders are the ones responsible for that as well as for those Thanksgiving Day Parade attacks.  And, my informant hears they are worried about possible interference with some of their current plans and thus don’t want to ignore any warnings.  That’s why they’re interested in whatever theories Karimi might have about demons.” 
 
    Missy nodded as she listened to all this.  “I guess I’m curious why the general didn’t ask me to come spy on these leaders before now.” 
 
    Colonel Chory laughed and said, “Oh, he’s thought about it, Missy.  Ever since he learned you have this ability to be invisible and teleport.  But, our Intel on these WIJO leaders has been evolving.  Until now, we never were certain who or where the top leaders were.  We know they don’t often visit their headquarters here in Kabul and we don’t have any confirmed locations for where they hide out.” 
 
    Sami said, “We think we have a couple of names but we aren’t all that sure about them.  Mullah Kahtar and Shahid Aziz.  Unfortunately, we don’t have good photos.  They’ve been very careful since the assassinations we managed on their earlier leaders.” 
 
    Colonel Chory said, “But, once we’d learned about Karimi coming here, we’ve been keeping close tabs on him.  And, we figure by having you spy on him, we’ll finally be able to identify all those top leaders.” 
 
    Sami added, “And, find out whatever they’re planning.  Hence, Operation Lily Pad!”  They all laughed. 
 
    ----- 
 
    Drew Martinson and several “P” Branch members were gathered in a conference room at their Washington D.C. headquarters while Robert Ulrey and his team were gathered at Hanscom AFB.  Marie’s presentation was visible at both places on large screen video monitors and, thanks to the government’s secure net, it was not visible anywhere else.  She and Lisa were showing them several files and emails which they’d obtained from Pancholi’s computer. 
 
    “Getting all this information is really great work,” said Drew.  “We’ve been trying to locate Philip Arnold for three months now and haven’t had any good leads.  According to this, he’s staying at the Le Meurice Hotel in Paris using the name Felipe Benedict.  Pancholi was actually meeting with him when Candace and Oliver were at the Embassy in Turkey.” 
 
    Major Schermerhorn said, “That must have been when Pancholi learned about Manuel Rodriguez; Carlos told Missy about him visiting down there in Bogota not long after that.” 
 
    Lisa said, “Marie and I don’t know all those names but we could see where this Philip Arnold was the source for lots of stuff about Missy, so we figured you’d want that.”  She was still a little bit nervous, in spite of repeated assurances by Robert that the illegal invasion she and Marie had made into Pancholi’s computer and personal data would be okay, covered under National Security provisions, since the people Pancholi was selling information to were terrorists making attacks against the U.S. 
 
    Drew explained, “Arnold is a traitor who worked for Homeland Security.  I’ll have the CIA put him under surveillance.  We’ll want to retrieve all the files he’s stolen and we may need you and Marie to help us with that.” 
 
    Marie laughed and said, “You mean you’ll maybe need our help if you can get Missy into his computer the way she did with Pancholi’s and get our remote access software installed onto it.” 
 
    Robert said, “Exactly!  Which brings up the real reason we’re having this meeting.  We’re hoping Missy can get your software installed on some computers over in Afghanistan being used by top leaders in the WIJO organization.  Drew has some CIA and NSA experts who can help you with whatever you need to know concerning the Afghan language or any other foreign languages, if needed.  And, they think those computers will have Linux operating systems.” 
 
    “And,” said Marie, “you want us to create something on a website which Missy can access and to provide her with instructions.  We understand.”  She and Lisa had been partially briefed about Missy being a witch and about supernaturals; she knew the experts Drew was mentioning would not be aware of any of that. 
 
    Drew said, “It’s really important that your remote access software not be discovered by any of these people.  There are a lot of lives that depend on that.” 
 
    Lisa laughed and said, “Don’t worry!  Marie’s worked for over a year at making her special Missy Virus software impossible to find; once a computer is infected, it’s done.  She owns it.” 
 
    Robert said, “You girls call it the Missy Virus?  Why am I thinking we do not want to know any details about that!” 
 
    ----- 
 
    Tracy and John were enjoying a fun day in Boston, having dropped Mike off at Logan airport that morning and then parking near Quincy Market.  There was just enough fresh fallen snow to make the city look really pretty, but not enough to interfere with strolling through all the shops and food courts or watching the various street theater performances. 
 
    Being the day after Christmas, the atmosphere was filled with a vacationing spirit and somehow seemed more relaxed.  Frantic shoppers were no longer racing around, replaced instead by those making a few returns at a more leisurely pace, and other visitors who were just there, as they were, to enjoy the day. 
 
    They’d wanted to spend the day just by themselves and would do another round of visiting the next day, with their flight to Texas the morning after that.  They’d again be very busy with all the necessary visiting once down there, so they were appreciating this alone time a great deal.  It was therefore an unwelcome interruption when Tracy felt her wards over at Alice’s place suddenly flaring up. 
 
    “John, something’s happening and it’s not good.  Wow!  I’ve never felt this before!” 
 
    “What?  What do you mean?  What are you feeling?” he asked. 
 
    “Millie described this but, you know, actually experiencing my protection wards being triggered like this?  Someone is trying to harm Alice.  I can’t say how but they must really be filled with malice to be making me feel my wards getting triggered so strongly.” 
 
    “You have wards around Alice?” 
 
    Tracy said, “Sure!  Missy does too but, since she knew she’d be away, she asked me at the wedding to reinforce her wards.  As you know, I already had some wards around the reception; it was easy for me to transfer them to Alice when we left.  We were worried that asshole stalker might go after her or Sandy.” 
 
    “Who, Morelli?  That guy you chased off at the wedding?” 
 
    “Yes, and I’m guessing it’s probably him right now.  That’s maybe why I’m noticing this so much.  His evil energy is really doing a number on my wards!” 
 
    John knew these protection wards would not physically stop an intruder but reacted to whatever the intentions of that person might be.  If someone was determined to get through the wards, they could do so.  And, the greater their resolve to cause harm, the greater reaction Tracy would have when the wards were triggered. 
 
    He had Mark’s number on speed dial and quickly tried ringing his friend.  His call went to voicemail. 
 
    Tracy got through to Robert and quickly briefed him, getting his assurances the FBI would have a team check out Alice’s place immediately.  Since there were BAT surveillance teams nearby, watching the terrorist suspects in Dorchester, he assured Tracy it would only be minutes before personnel would be where Alice lived in Boston. 
 
    She and John hurried to where his car was parked and soon they too were on their way.  She dialed both Alice and Mark while John was driving but neither picked up.  Not good.  And, she was feeling all pins and needles from how strongly her wards were reacting.  Definitely not good! 
 
    Meanwhile, Paul Morelli was congratulating himself on how well his luck was going.  First, he’d been able to sneak past the two D’Amato security guards and get into the apartment building where the Mathews girl and her husband lived.  He’d used the old trick where you ring the bell and announce you have a delivery to get one of the residents to buzz you in.  That had worked.  Then, he’d quickly disappeared inside the building and had stayed hidden for an hour.  The resident had of course come down to see why no one had come up with a package but, finding the lobby empty, they’d given up and gone back up to their apartment. 
 
    Then he’d made his way up the stairway to stand near the Mathews’ door on the third level.  And he’d waited some more. 
 
    Sure enough, his patience was rewarded.  Just over an hour later, the door had opened and the husband had walked out, alone.  Mark Mathews.  Probably an errand to run.  It didn’t matter.  He had been ready with one of his chloroform soaked handkerchiefs and managed to quickly subdue Mark without being seen, either by Mark or by anyone else.  It took a few minutes for Mark to pass out but his struggles had been feeble due to the fumes he inhaled.  Then, once Mark was out cold, Paul found Mark’s keys, opened the apartment door, listened for a minute, dragged Mark inside and closed the door again.  Now, it was time to get that bitch Alice. 
 
    Although he had no way of knowing this, it was his violent attack on Mark which had triggered Tracy’s wards. 
 
    There was music playing, which Paul figured was helping … the girl Alice hadn’t noticed anything as yet.  She did notice when he came charging into the kitchen, however.  But, she didn’t manage to scream before he forced a handkerchief into her face.  Like her husband, she was soon unconscious as well.  And, it didn’t matter that she’d seen his face.  She was never going to be seen or heard from again. 
 
    He merely needed to get her outside and into his car without anyone seeing him and all would be good.  He looked around and, again, luck seemed to be with him.  There was a nice six-foot-by-nine-foot rug on the floor in the living room.  Perfect.  He quickly rolled Alice up inside of this rug, hoisted her up onto his shoulder and, after glancing around quickly to make certain he was leaving no trace evidence behind, he went out into the corridor and closed the door. 
 
    There was an elevator but he wanted to avoid the risk someone might get on that and notice him so he returned to the stairway.  All was quiet and he started down, carrying Alice wrapped inside the rug without difficulty.  This was indeed his lucky day. 
 
    Until it wasn’t. 
 
    Before he reached the lower level, someone rushed inside down below and he could hear their steps coming up.  Towards him.  He quickly turned around and began climbing back up, hoping to elude whoever was using the stairs, after which he could again make his descent.  But, carrying the girl slowed him down and, since she had seen him and could identify him, dropping her to make good his escape was not an option.  He could hear the other person was climbing rapidly and would soon overtake him.  Fuck! 
 
    He turned back and started down again, hoping to pass this person without incident.  But that didn’t happen.  As soon the person came within sight and saw Paul with his bundle, he raised a revolver and aimed it right at him, yelling, “Freeze!  FBI!  Don’t move or I’ll shoot!” 
 
    At first Paul thought about trying to bluff his way out by threatening he’d kill the girl unless allowed to leave, but he quickly realized that was futile.  He’d be identified and his Uncle Ray would know.  Likewise, actually killing the girl so she could not identify him and attempting escape without being identified was also not going to succeed.  The FBI had arrived here definitely looking for him and no doubt had all escape routes covered.  He’d fucked up and gotten caught.  How that had happened he couldn’t figure, but?  He was done. 
 
    The FBI guy advanced slowly, gun still trained on Paul, and ordered, “Put the girl down.  Slowly!” 
 
    Paul did as he was told and backed away with his hands raised.  Another FBI man appeared on the stairway above, weapon also pointed at Paul, and slowly came down the steps.  Then Paul was grabbed and turned around, his face pressed up against the wall while he was quickly handcuffed with his hands behind his back.  Yeah, he was done. 
 
    When Tracy suddenly came rushing up the stairs, Paul recognized her as the one who’d taken photos of him at that wedding reception.  He stared at her and then asked, “Do you know who I am?” 
 
    Tracy said, “You’re Paul Morelli and your Uncle Ray will need to pay Sal D’Amato a lot of tribute for you attacking Alice like this.  She better be okay!”  She quickly went to check on Alice who the first FBI guy had now unwrapped from the rug. 
 
    Paul didn’t really pay much attention after that.  His life was over and this girl, whoever she was, had obviously had something to do with that.  The FBI men led him down the stairs after two others came up to attend to Alice.  As he was brought out into the lobby he saw several others all gathered around.  Yeah, they’d somehow all come here looking for him.  How he’d fucked up, he didn’t know, but … yeah … his life was over. 
 
    An hour later, John and Tracy were talking with Mark and Alice, back in the Mathews’ apartment.  The medical techs had left after declaring both victims to be okay and very, very lucky.  The techs had also given some detailed instructions which Tracy assured them would definitely be getting followed since she and John were staying right there for the night. 
 
    Earlier, Robert made an appearance but once the FBI guys finished taking statements, gathered what they needed for evidence and finally took their leave, he left with them.  The two D’Amato guards had also briefly appeared, apologized profusely for not stopping the attack, and then had made themselves scarce.  It was obvious Mark and Alice wanted to be alone with their two friends. 
 
    Once they’d talked through the evening’s events several times, Alice finally summed them up.  “This attack on me was because of the work I do, helping the Roseanne Fund girls.  And, I’m okay with that.  I am grateful for this last-minute rescue tonight.”  Looking at Tracy, she said, “But, you and Missy and your supernatural friends can continue doing your part to go and save the world.  I’ll continue saving all the young girls which being Director for this Roseanne Fund allows me to help.” 
 
    Tracy and John both looked directly at Mark. 
 
    Mark grimaced slightly and said, “Alice and I have discussed all this many times.  It’s what she wants to do and I’ve told her I’m in.  I’m all in.  I’m proud of what she’s doing and I want to help, however I can and regardless of the risks.  Again, though … thanks for the rescue tonight!”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Forty-Two 
 
    Dec 27, 2019 
 
      
 
    Missy had started her third eight-hour segment staying close to Karimi when she sensed Mike once again being within her range.  He had taken regular commercial flights with layovers in New York and Dubai and was finally arriving in Kabul that day at two p.m. local time. 
 
    She’d been as up close and personal with Karimi as it was possible to get, her spirit entity staying right with him ever since Sami had pointed him out to her the day before.  A tedious task, indeed.  She’d been able to brief Les and Marsha about him during the two break periods she’d taken, about one hour each, back at the Camp Eggars office in her human form.  Now that Mike was there, she’d be able to communicate through him whenever she wanted or needed to. 
 
    More importantly, she felt herself once again being complete with her other half now back.  She sent him a mental message, Mike, I’ve really missed you! and felt him respond in kind.  Ah, yes, with Mike there she could focus so much better.  She began sending him more messages. 
 
    Mike actually began getting Missy’s messages an hour before landing.  After clearing customs and immigration at the airport, he found Les waiting for him.  “Hey, Les, thanks for picking me up.”  He too felt more himself now that Missy was in his head once again.  He’d stopped trying to understand their bond long ago.  It was enough to experience it and for that, he was a very happy person. 
 
    Les said, “Hey yourself, Mike!  Welcome back to Kabul.”  They went outside and climbed into the sedan sitting there, waiting.  Once inside, Les told the driver to head back and twenty minutes later they were inside the office with Marsha, Major Grimes and Sami.  After everyone had exchanged greetings, welcoming Mike back, Les began his briefing on what Missy had been doing and what the latest status was for their operation. 
 
    “She did her vanishing bit right after Sami got her close enough to identify Karimi.  He was returning from another meeting with the WIJO leaders to the hotel where he’s been staying.  They have a headquarters right here in Kabul and he’s been visiting there every day since Tuesday.” 
 
    Sami said, “What Les isn’t saying is how freaked out I got when she did that.  Knowing she could disappear and being there when it happens?  Very different!  I had to pick up her clothes and boots … we had ducked into an empty room … then she said “Later!”, disappeared in a shimmer of light and her clothes just dropped to the floor.  She was gone.” 
 
    Mike laughed and said, “Yeah … she’s such a fun person when she does that.”  He chuckled and the others laughed. 
 
    Marsha said, “We waited here until late last night; she was gone almost eight hours.  Then, we finally felt that energy burst of hers coming from the bathroom down the hall.  She came out and stayed with us for maybe an hour before returning to be with Karimi.” 
 
    “It was a little easier watching her clothes collapse on the floor when she did that shimmer of light thing of hers again,” said Sami.  “I guess everyone else is used to it by now but I’m not sure I’ll ever get really comfortable with it.  Jeez!” 
 
    Mike smiled and then asked, “What’s she learning about Karimi?” 
 
    Les said, “She was able to watch him boot up his laptop.  She’s learned his password for that and she watched him read his email.  Then, when he went to bed, he left the computer open and running so she managed to browse without needing to Change into her human form.  Her telekinesis ability allows her to press keys and do what she wants with little risk.  I mean, if he were to wake up and see his screensaver not working, she figures that wouldn’t be much cause for alarm.  She was careful though; she says he slept through it all anyway.” 
 
    “We’re still waiting for Lisa and Marie to send instructions for their Missy virus,” said Marsha.  “Once we have that, you’re supposed to signal her so she can come back here and learn what she’ll need to know so she can download and run that.” 
 
    Mike raised his eyebrows and asked, “Their Missy virus?  You mean their remote access software?” 
 
    The others laughed and Les said, “Yeah, apparently they started calling it that going back to when Missy helped them do something similar once before.” 
 
    Now Mike laughed, recalling how Missy had explained about Marie and Lisa hacking into Jonathan Baxter’s computer and messing with him ever since.  “Oh, right!  Missy told me they’d really improved it since then but I don’t think she knew they’d named it after her.  It’s what she installed on Pancholi’s computer, right?  Sooo … you want her to get that on Karimi’s computer?” 
 
    “His and that of any other WIJO leaders she can manage,” said Sami.  He looked over at Major Grimes.  “According to what Drew Martinson has told us, those girls have been able to not only get all the files Pancholi has on his computer but those he’s stored up in the cloud as well.  And, all his financial stuff.  They own him now.” 
 
    Mike nodded and said, “Yeah, they had good reason to do that during that other time Missy helped them.  And, like Missy said, they’ve been improving the software ever since.  Okay.  You said she was able to browse around in Karimi’s computer.  Does that mean the software might work on his computer as well?” 
 
    Les said, “It has a Linux operating system and the emails are in both English and Pashto.  But, Missy says she was able to navigate okay.  Point and click.  Her knowing Pashto helps, of course.” 
 
    “Drew is having some language and IT experts provide the girls some assistance so their software will work,” said Marsha.  “That’s why we’re still waiting for them to provide it to us.  They’re revising and updating and testing.  We should get something later today.” 
 
    Major Grimes said, “Missy went back last night and got to read many of Karimi’s emails.  He has messages from Pancholi and she can see where he’s been able to download files from him as well.  She can see a lot of the stuff he has obtained but she doesn’t know how to access wherever those files might be stored up in the cloud.  Hopefully, the Missy virus will allow us to get all that later.” 
 
    Mike had been getting messages from Missy all during this briefing and now he said, “Missy is telling me these meetings Karimi has been having this week are all about his reports, based on Pancholi’s data.  And here, unlike back in Herat, they seem to be listening to him.  She says he’s telling someone back home that he’ll be here one more day.  Does the name Kahliq Abdul Tabish sound familiar to anyone?” 
 
    Sami said, “Yes!  That’s his assistant and who my operative Husnia has been spying on.  She says she learned from Tabish that the leaders here in Kabul are worried about Karimi’s theory about demons and invited him here to discuss that.  General Blake is concerned since, if these leaders are worried, maybe there’s more planned than what we know about … we think they’re the ones behind what’s happening in Boston.” 
 
    Mike nodded and said, “Hence this Operation Lily Pad.  Yeah.  Understood.” 
 
    Major Grimes said, “If Karimi will only be here one more day, it sounds like he’s finally going to brief the higher-ups.  The way this WIJO organization works, they have layers and layers of lower level personnel who insist on screening whatever might be getting presented to the top leaders.  Or, maybe I should say, those at the top are the ones insisting on things being done this way.  At any rate, Karimi’s theories must be carrying enough weight that he’s finally getting to present them to the top.  I’m glad Missy is here and will be able to spy on that.” 
 
    Mike said, “Missy is telling me Karimi is entering the WIJO headquarters right now.  It looks like that meeting is maybe finally happening.” 
 
    ----- 
 
    Karimi was no longer nervous.  One advantage about having to make his presentation at so many lower level meetings was that, now when he was finally in front of the top leaders, he was fully prepared.  Just about all possible questions had been asked and he’d managed to provide appropriate answers for all of them.  He was ready. 
 
    First, of course, there were the introductions.  In addition to those he’d briefed earlier, the three top leaders were now there.  Mullah Ahmed Kahtar, Mohammad Nabir and Shahid Omar Aziz.  Men he’d never met before but whom he’d been told were the ones in charge, making all the key decisions.  They had made a special trip into this WIJO headquarters to listen to his presentation.  He was honored just to be in their presence.  And, if they valued his information, his future in the organization would be assured. 
 
    Kahtar and Aziz seemed to defer slightly to Nabir who was sitting in the center with them at his right and left.  All three men had full, heavy beards and were wearing dark turbans.  They were not young but they were not that old, either.  Nabir’s beard was the only one with a little grey in it.  He spoke first, after the preliminaries had been gotten out of the way. 
 
    “Askar-Samar Karimi, we have heard about your demon theories.  You claim the U.S. government is employing individuals with demonic powers to interfere with our attacks.” 
 
    Karimi said, “That is correct.  I have obtained extensive information and this documentation is from reliable sources.  I’ve checked and corroborated almost all of these facts with other sources as well.  And, I have photos and videos.  The U.S. Army and other U.S. government agencies are definitely using individuals with special abilities.  And, these abilities go far beyond what any normal human beings can manage.” 
 
    He then spent over an hour detailing all the various ways in which the U.S. had succeeded in defeating the Taliban and WIJO members, going back to rescuing the three German captives a year ago, locating and then destroying the hidden base in the Korengal Valley that summer, helping the Afghan military capture and kill hundreds during that campaign, rescuing Candace Axtell and stopping all three of their Thanksgiving Day Parade attacks. 
 
    While proving demons were responsible for these things was not an easy task, it was clear that many of the U.S. victories and accomplishments could not be explained any other way.  And, the circumstantial evidence was very convincing.  It was of particular interest to these leaders how the head of the criminal organization in Colombia, Manuel Rodriguez, had mysteriously vanished.  This, after they learned it was Rodriguez who had been responsible for kidnapping and selling the Axtell girl to them, in exchange for drugs worth eighty million dollars. 
 
    And yes, they also agreed there was indeed way too much information pointing to West Point Cadet Missy McCrea.  Unlike the leaders in Herat, these leaders did not believe her exploits were merely false propaganda.  No, her history and the various videos Karimi showed them were convincing; she was far more than any mere distraction. 
 
    Missy, of course, found Karimi’s presentation very interesting.  And, for the most part, quite accurate.  All the conversations were in Pashto and she was pleased she could understand almost all of them.  She was also busy during all this with experiencing each of the new leaders, adding their unique energy signature to where she kept her awareness of every person she had ever met.  Just as by their scents, she would now be able to identify each of them by their energy, their very essence.  And, she could now search for and locate them, whenever she wanted, provided they were anywhere within her range. 
 
    Mullah Ahmed Kahtar said, “In summary, the U.S. government has this agency called “P” Branch which is somehow involved along with the FBI’s Psychic Division and the U.S. Army.  They have these demons working for them as so-called psychics for the FBI and as cadets at West Point.  The problem, of course, is the U.S. government can claim plausible deniability to any accusations we might make.” 
 
    “In other words,” said Shahid Omar Aziz, “it will do us no good to make those accusations, especially since we are not taking credit for the failures which Karimi is saying these demons have caused us.” 
 
    Mohammad Nabir nodded in agreement and said, “Our concern now is not with showing the world how the U.S. has been defeating us, blaming demons.  No, it is with making certain these demons do not interfere with our future plans.”  He looked at all the others gathered there and noted they were in agreement.  “Askar-Samar Karimi, you will continue to gather evidence about these demons.  I want you to communicate directly with Shahid with any future information.” 
 
    Mullah asked, “What about further payment to Karimi’s spy?”  The fact that, so far, only ten million had been provided had been brought up.  “We don’t want this information being provided to others”. 
 
    Mohammad said, “That is true.  We can provide an additional five million and promise to pay more in the future.”  He looked at Karimi and asked, “Will that satisfy your source?” 
 
    “Yes, I believe that will be acceptable.  I have always told him that his demand for twenty-five million was too high.”  Karimi added, “He is over in the U.S. right now, working to obtain more for us.  I recently received many new photos and other data which I have not yet included.”  He did not mention how all the recent attachments and files from Pancholi had been mysteriously corrupted, which was the reason he’d not included them. 
 
    “Very well then,” said Mohammed.  “Thank you for providing us with all this.  We will review what possible actions we might take.” 
 
    With that, the meeting was over.  Everyone left knowing that Karimi would now be reporting to Shahid and that the three leaders would further discuss amongst themselves what WIJO would do concerning these demons.  No mention was made concerning the ongoing plans and that was disappointing to Missy.  Evidently, these leaders were not willing to discuss such matters in front of Karimi and the others. 
 
    Missy returned to the Camp Eggars office.  She was eager to see Mike and knew she’d be returning and paying each person a visit once Lisa and Marie had their remote access software ready.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Forty-Three 
 
    Dec 28, 2019 
 
      
 
    Sally Navarro and Troy Dangelmeyer were making the rounds at the New York coven meeting, following along behind Troy’s mother Angelina who was introducing Sally to all those who had come to this special gathering.  It was special due to Angelina’s insistence on everyone coming to meet Sally. 
 
    Yes, in spite of all the dire predictions about Sally not obtaining approval, here she was being presented as though she were royalty.  Angelina had recognized how her son’s power and ability had increased in ways only possible when a witch bonds with their soulmate.  She was now proudly presenting them as though they were already married; evidently, witch soulmate status trumped any civil ceremony. 
 
    Troy would always recall how the initial meeting between these two had gone.  Sally had been nervous but had come inside his home and waited patiently while he presented her as the love of his life.  He knew his mother had been ready to challenge this non-witch who couldn’t possibly be good enough for her son but who had somehow seduced him into thinking he loved her. 
 
    But then Sally said, “I’m so happy to finally meet you!  Troy has told me so many wonderful things about his amazing mother … I was beginning to think he was maybe making them all up.  But, now that I’m here, I can see he was not exaggerating!”  Then she gave Angelina one of her dazzling smiles. 
 
    Angelina was quite taken aback and found herself quite mesmerized by this lovely, beautiful girl.  She stared at Troy and said, “He talks about his mother?”  Somehow, she couldn’t recall what she had intended on saying. 
 
    Sally laughed and said, “Of course!  All the time.  He’s been visiting me at the academy all semester and we’ve actually talked about a lot of things.  But … he always brings up stories from when he was growing up.  He told me how hard you’ve worked to raise him after losing your husband.  You’re his inspiration, you know!  He only explained about you and him being witches during Thanksgiving.  By then, I felt as though I already knew you from all of his stories.” 
 
    Somehow, Angelina and Sally found they were really getting along, and this continued all during Sally’s visit.  Angelina even got a kick out of Sally’s feisty Jersey Girl ways, so quick to express some attitude about various topics.  Sally was independent and not bashful about expressing her views, even when those were opposite to Angelina’s.  But, it was the depth of Sally’s love for Troy and his love for her … so obvious when seeing them together … that completely won over Angelina’s heart.  So, yeah … she had insisted on everyone in her coven coming that night to meet her son’s soulmate. 
 
    Sally of course was absolutely thrilled.  And, she actually found herself really liking Angelina, in spite of how often they found themselves having opposing views.  She was respectful for how this very strong woman had been leading her coven for several years.  The Christmas vacation at Troy’s home these past few days had been one of the happiest times Sally had ever had.  Naturally, getting to spend the nights in bed with Troy had a great deal to do with that. 
 
    There were almost a hundred people who had come to the meeting.  While there were only twelve active witches in the coven, the number of relatives and latent witch members made this coven assembly one of the largest in the U.S.  It had deep roots going back centuries into Germany and Europe.  The more Sally learned about the coven and its history, the more she appreciated what a significant role Angelina had as its leader. 
 
    Since many believed Troy would someday follow his mother and become the coven’s next leader, Sally’s position at his side and as his soulmate was actually a big deal.  She’d need to someday take her place in this hierarchy, regardless of not being a witch herself.  Fortunately, she felt fully capable of whatever responsibilities might eventually come her way.  As long as she had Troy and as long as she could fulfil her destiny as an officer in the Army?  She believed she could handle anything. 
 
    Troy was being questioned about his role in the FBI even more than about his life away at college.  His mother had been very vocal: her son and the others working for Robert Ulrey were in this new alliance between witches and the U.S. government.  Rather than hiding, witches were now helping.  The times had changed and the threat from terrorists was greater each year.  Help from supernaturals was needed. 
 
    After Sally heard Troy finish explaining to yet another well wisher how the FBI business was indeed top secret, she managed to finally pull him aside.  “Look, isn’t that Emily Robinson over there?  I’m going to go talk with her.  I need to be with another cadet after all of these witches!”  She laughed and he laughed with her. 
 
    Emily was there with her brother Scott and the rest of her family but, when she noticed Sally coming her way, she made a point of breaking away and going to meet her.  The two quickly filled each other in on how their vacations were going. 
 
    Sally said, “So, Donald was here visiting until yesterday?  I know you’re really sweet on him.  How is that going?”  She’d heard a few things from Missy and Tracy. 
 
    Emily blushed and said, “It’s going great, all things considered.  I’ve managed to keep the big secret about Scott and my grandmother being witches.  But, I think my brother might actually be almost ready to let me explain about that.  He and Donald spent a lot of time together.  It turns out they really hit it off.  Donald, of course, has no problem interacting with guys.  Just with girls.  He’s always had a ton of guy friends.  But Scott?  Not so much.  He’s been reluctant to open up to non-witches and has very few friends.” 
 
    “I think I see what’s happening,” laughed Sally.  “Donald shows up, obviously gah-gah about you but, at the same time, being the perfect gentleman.  Since he’s visiting you, your brother can’t help but start talking to him.  Next thing you know?  Donald’s charming ways and macho-man personality gets Scott to relax, open up.  Now they’re best bro’s!”  Both girls began laughing hysterically. 
 
    ----- 
 
    Arvind Pancholi was very pleased.  Another five million dollars had been deposited into his account and Karimi was saying more might still be available.  He merely needed to keep providing information about these demons.  Oh, and figure out why all the recent files, photos and videos which he’d sent had gotten corrupted.  He’d asked Karimi to send them back so he could have someone examine them and determine what computer glitch had messed them up. 
 
    In addition to staying close to Robert Ulrey while staying far enough back to not be noticed, he’d been exploring Salem.  Surprisingly, while he had indeed noticed the occasional witch being in the area, he was not sensing the city to be as witchy as its reputation.  Almost all of that was mere hype.  Advertising and marketing, for the tourists.  And, thankfully, that strange “presence” he’d noted when he’d returned to his hotel that night after the McCrea wedding was gone.  It had not been there when he’d awakened the next morning and had not returned since then. 
 
    He had noted both Missy McCrea and her cadet friend Tracy McGonagle had spent much of Christmas day at the McCrea household but he hadn’t seen either of them since then.  Millicent Pratt, Desiree Yerger and Delilah Yerger had been staying at the Yerger household.  Millicent and Desiree had made a few visits out to Hanscom AFB to meet with Robert Ulrey.  He was fairly certain he’d identified a few of the others out there who were part of Robert’s team, but none were supernaturals. 
 
    He had tried learning more about the so-called BAT task force which Homeland Security was running out of a Boston office but security had been very tight and he’d not learned much.  He was pretty certain there was a hunt in progress for WIJO terrorist cell members but since he had no real solid data on that, he’d not yet shared that with Karimi. 
 
    Besides, it was not his intent to assist WIJO in whatever they were doing.  He merely wanted to be there and document how the “demons” he was watching might interfere with any attacks.  He was confident he was in the right place at the right time.  More millions would then be sure to follow. 
 
    For evening entertainment and to reward himself, he’d succeeding in locating an agency which provided attractive and willing girls whom he’d visited at their hotels.  So far, however, he’d not liked anyone as much as he’d enjoyed Maria in Bogota.  But, finding fresh young girls was an enjoyable goal, in and of itself.  He knew the agency had many more for him to choose from. 
 
    ----- 
 
    Sal D’Amato was enjoying one of his best years ever.  Christmas had been very nice, with the whole family home for the holidays.  His son was doing well in college and his daughter was surprising him more and more, now that he was actually tuning in and paying attention to what she had to say.  And, she was very good about keeping secrets. 
 
    He was taking full advantage of Ray Morelli’s nephew being arrested.  That attempted kidnapping of his Director Alice had made the papers nationwide, of course, and Sal had twice warned Ray beforehand.  That idiot Pauli had actually gotten caught red-handed.  Third time was the charm.  Ray knew when he was beaten and had already agreed to “sell” several more properties to him.  Yes, Sal’s real estate holdings alone would now make him one of the wealthiest businessmen in New York. 
 
    The men he’d had watching Alice had explained what happened.  He’d been pissed at their not preventing Pauli from getting inside her apartment building but, probably, that couldn’t have been stopped.  And, he’d spoken to Alice.  She’d told him her witch friends had protected her.  Incredible. 
 
    More and more he was finding himself indebted to witches!  He and Ben had discussed this strange turn of events.  But, since there was peace amongst the families and his businesses were now providing him with his biggest profits yet, he was happy. 
 
    ----- 
 
    John and Tracy were enjoying an especially fun night, making love.  They’d flown to Dallas that morning and had visited with her family all that day.  Now it was play time.  The preliminaries were over and their activities were way, way beyond foreplay.  Tracy was wearing her cowboy boots, her cowboy hat and nothing else.  And, she was in the throes of a passion fueled by unreleased energy which she’d been gradually soaking up for weeks.  But, she was getting close. 
 
    John lay on his back with her astride, partially supporting her body up above by gently squeezing her breasts.  Tracy was riding him, hips forward, shoulders back, head up, eyes closed, her arms flying back and forth as she gyrated up and down, focused on that one sensitive place which was now making her forget all else.  John was deep inside and she moved faster and faster, driving all her weight on him, oblivious to all but reaching that orgasm which was … almost … oh, yes … so close … just starting … 
 
    She indeed had changed during the past twelve months.  She truly had been quite innocent when she’d first seduced John.  But now?  Sex was fun.  Role playing?  Absolutely.  Make-up sex?  Sure.  Wild, uninhibited sex?  All the better.  John was her soulmate and exploring all the possible ways to have great sex with him was exciting.  Her body now craved it, needed it, loved it, had-to-have it.  Oh, yeah! 
 
    And then, as Tracy’s spasms of sensation started?  As the convulsions of such wonderful pleasure finally began hitting her with an overwhelming power?  She began her most joyous yell, in complete free-fall.  “Eeeeiiiii-hahhhhhh!”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Forty-Four 
 
    Dec 29, 2019 
 
      
 
    Colonel Chory said, “Here are some more messages from Marie.  But, they’re in Arabic.”  He and Les had been on their computers, waiting for further data from Lisa and Marie, ever since Missy had returned two hours earlier.  She’d now managed installing the Missy Virus onto all the computers owned by the key leaders, except for Mohammad Nabir who didn’t have one. 
 
    The Operation Lily Pad team had been reviewing various items which had been successfully extracted from these computers by Lisa and Marie, ever since Missy had started installing the virus the day before.  She’d been working non-stop, going from place to place, person to person, learning passwords and waiting for opportunities when she could access each of their computers.  The rest of the team had been checking to see what WIJO might be planning as data had been processed and provided to them. 
 
    For Karimi and Kahtar, Missy had managed to merely use her telekinesis ability to log into the specified website, click on the link, download the appropriate file and finish the installation per Marie’s instructions.  For Aziz and a couple of others, she’d needed to Change to her human form in order to boot up their computers, infect them with the virus, and allow Marie about thirty minutes to extract some files; then, she had shut back down, put the computers away, and finally Shifted back to her spirit form.  Naturally, all this had to be when the owner was either away or asleep. 
 
    It had been a good thing she didn’t need sleep since she’d been working without stopping ever since returning to Kabul three days ago.  She kept extracting whatever energy she needed from her surroundings as she went along.  During the few break periods when she’d returned to the office, she’d helped with translations since much of the data they were obtaining was in Pashto and “P” Branch didn’t have any translator on their staff back home for that language. 
 
    Marsha told Colonel Chory she’d have Gene and Amanda come over right away.  They had all agreed earlier to bring the Tremblays over to translate if any Arabic data turned up; both were on standby at the embassy.  It was time they got to meet Missy and learn more about what ”P” Branch was doing anyway. 
 
    Twenty minutes later the werewolf couple arrived and some introductions were made.  Missy waited back in Mike’s room until they called for her; she thought it might be best to wait until Colonel Chory finished explaining a few things.  And, sure enough, when the Tremblays entered the office and got to meet Mike, they immediately noticed Missy’s scent.  They didn’t say anything but it was obvious they were very surprised about something. 
 
    “Missy was right!” said Marsha.  “Are you two noticing any unusual scents?”  She began giggling. 
 
    Gene looked around and said, “Does Mike Ryan here work with any wild animals?  We do notice there’s a strong cat smell which seems to be coming from his direction.” 
 
    “I don’t work with any wild animals,” said Mike.  “But, I suppose you could say I do sleep with one.  My girlfriend Missy is a werecat.  And, she does have a wild side.”  This got several laughs. 
 
    It then took a few minutes for the colonel, Les and Marsha to further clarify what “P” Branch did and how they were using supernaturals to help in the fight against WIJO.  The colonel reminded the Tremblays of the document they’d translated for the CIA back two weeks earlier which had been all about demons.  Then he said he wanted them to meet Mike’s werecat, one of the demons which that document had referred to. 
 
    Missy came in and shook hands with Gene and Amanda.  She said, “I’m very pleased to meet you.  You’re the first werewolves I’ve ever met.” 
 
    Amanda said, “Well, you’re the first werecat we’ve ever met.  But … Missy McCrea?  Your name was one of those we read about in that document.  Gene and I thought you were a witch, like Oliver Bessom.” 
 
    Missy smiled and said, “Actually, I am a witch as well as a werecat.  Lucky me!” 
 
    Colonel Chory said, “Lucky us, actually.  Missy and her various supernatural abilities are the reason we have more documents for you to translate.”  He presented them with the Arabic messages and Gene quickly sat down and began translating them to English.  They were from Shahid Aziz to one of his assistants. 
 
    Major Grimes began telling Amanda how Team Twenty-Two supported whatever operations came up which involved supernaturals and the Intel obtained during such operations.  “Missy has not only confirmed for us who the top WIJO leaders are but has also given us actual locations where these men have been hiding.  My team will now be able to keep close watch on them.” 
 
    Just then Gene said, “Hey?  Isn’t today December twenty-ninth?  These messages talk about some drone attacks which are scheduled for today.  I’m only skimming through these messages quickly since I figure you need to know this.  Supposedly, these drones will disburse some very toxic biological agents which will then kill thousands of people.” 
 
    The colonel said, “Well, we have a WIJO terrorist cell under surveillance in Boston and will be arresting them later today.  Due to the time difference, that won’t be for a few more hours.” 
 
    Gene said, “Yes, Boston is mentioned.  Do you have surveillance teams watching at the other two locations?” 
 
    There was a pause as the significance of what Gene was telling them suddenly became clear.  Then, several spoke at once, answering, “No!  What are the other locations?” 
 
    “Dallas and San Francisco,” said Gene.  “WIJO wants to make a big statement by attacking three football stadiums all on the same day.  There’s some mention of their three attacks on some Thanksgiving Day Parades all being stopped and so …” 
 
    Les was quickly checking on the internet and found that, indeed, there was a game scheduled at the AT&T Stadium in Arlington, Texas for the Dallas Cowboys and another at Levi’s Stadium in Santa Clara, California for the San Francisco 49ers.  He said, “We’ve got to notify Drew at “P” Branch right away!  He needs to contact Homeland Security, the FBI and whoever else might be able to respond ASAP.  There’s very little time and stopping these attacks won’t be easy!” 
 
    Colonel Chory said, “Unfortunately, it looks like General Blake was right about there being more attacks planned.  I only hope we’re not too late!” 
 
    ----- 
 
    Tracy and John got the call late that morning.  After a long conversation with Drew Martinson they got off the phone to talk about things.  John was very upset and wanted Tracy to really think about this latest situation.  While he had agreed to stay on the phone with “P” Branch later that day, as things unfolded, so they could monitor what actions the various agencies were taking to hopefully stop the attack, Tracy had insisted on their doing more than that.  She’d asked Drew to arrange for tickets to the game so she and John could be there. 
 
    “You can’t do anything, Tracy!” exclaimed John.  “This is crazy!  Why are you insisting we actually go to the game?  Don’t you realize if any of those drones manage to disperse whatever toxins they might be carrying, we just might be committing suicide?” 
 
    Tracy said, “Well, I can’t live with myself if anyone does get killed by those terrorists and I maybe could have prevented it.  I have to be there.  I can’t help with what’s happening out in California but I am right here.”  She stared at John and knew she was asking him to risk his life since, if she went to the game, he too would go.  Then she again said, “I have to be there.” 
 
    John sighed but knew she was going, no matter what.  And, he knew he was therefore going, no matter what.  She might need him and he would always support her.  That’s just the way it was.  No matter what. 
 
    ----- 
 
    Missy was not surprised when Drew told her Tracy and John would be at the Dallas game.  There had been a lot of calls made during the past hour and during that time, she had considered various possible actions, looking to see what, if anything, there was that she could do.  “Drew, I think I can get to California in time.”  Although it was already noon on the East Coast that was only nine a.m. on the West Coast.  Kick-off time for the 49ers game would be one p.m., so she had four hours.  “Can you somehow arrange it so when I arrive, I can find one of the agency’s special, super-duper radios or cell phones so I can call in?  I’ll need to know what’s happening when I get there.” 
 
    Drew said, “But Missy?  We’ve only established places for your teleporting which go back and forth to the Mid-East.  I know you’ve been up and down the East Coast over here but how will you get out to the West Coast?” 
 
    “You’re forgetting how I can teleport to any place or to any person which I might know within five hundred miles.  And, all my West Point classmates have gone home for the holidays.  I have people I can find in just about every state in the U.S.  For example, my former roommate Kelly Wong is home right now, somewhere out in the Silicon Valley.  That’s not very far from Santa Clara, right?” 
 
    Drew said, “You’re right.  She’s probably only ten or fifteen miles from the stadium.”  He paused as he realized Missy could probably manage getting there, just as she’d explained, in just a few hours.  It meant she’d no doubt be again testing her limits, wherever the hell those might be, but Missy had never hesitated to give one hundred percent.  And, of course, that hundred percent value kept getting bigger and bigger as she constantly gained more and more power. 
 
    “Can you also have some clothes waiting for me?  Maybe you could put the phone and the clothes in a hotel room or some other place where I can find them.  How about if I call you when I get to the States?  I can pop in at Mike’s place and do that.  You then can tell me where my stuff will be and who out there in California I can talk to about everything.” 
 
    Ten minutes later, after hugging Mike, giving him a big kiss, and saying goodbye to everyone in the Camp Eggars office, she disappeared in a shimmer of light and was gone.  Moments later, a mountain lion appeared near the airport in Kandahar, but only for a minute.  Before anyone noticed, it disappeared in a shimmer of light.  Missy was on her way!


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Forty-Five 
 
    Dec 29, 2019 
 
      
 
    “P” Branch had never been so busy or had so many lines of communication open to other government agencies.  Homeland Security, the FBI, the CIA, NSA, the Pentagon, as well as half a dozen others: all were involved.  The Secretary of Defense was keeping the President informed. 
 
    Law enforcement teams were scrambling to get into position, understand the threat as well as the rules for engagement, learn the ad hoc chain of command, and on and on.  Medical alerts were likewise going out and mobilization plans for catastrophic events were all being readied in Texas and California.  Meanwhile, in Boston, the BAT task force was now executing its plans; the surveillance was ending and the time for making arrests was now at hand. 
 
    When Missy called Drew from Mike’s apartment, he brought her up to speed on all the various activities and the progress which had been made during the two hours it had taken for her to teleport back there. 
 
    “Things have gone very well out at Foxborough,” he explained.  “The BAT Team did a great job and arrested everyone, no problem.  Since none of these guys were carrying any weapons, when they were forced to stop and pull over, there were no significant incidents.  One vehicle did try to accelerate after being stopped but it was quickly cut off and forced to pull over again.” 
 
    Missy asked, “And, the toxins?” 
 
    “All accounted for.  None of the containers had even been opened yet.  As predicted, these guys were not putting the stuff into their drones until after they were parked down at Foxborough.  Otherwise, the risk would have been too great.  Any leakage while they were en route and they’d never make it to the stadium.” 
 
    “So, all arrests were good and the incriminating evidence clearly shows what they were planning?”  Missy was glad to hear the terrorists had never made it to the stadium, regardless. 
 
    “Oh, yes,” said Drew.  “We’ve got the three men with those devices to knock out the stadium’s anti-drone defense system.  And, we’ve been filming all these guys for the past week, documenting how they’ve been working together.  Thanks to our knowing their plans ahead of time, we’ve been able to gather all sorts of supporting evidence.  Our case is solid.” 
 
    “What about at the other stadiums?” asked Missy.  “From what we could decipher from those messages Aziz sent, the drones and toxins are the same for all three targets.” 
 
    “That should help,” said Drew.  “We’ll try stopping all vans going anywhere near those stadiums.  That’s going to require some tremendous resources, however.  And, we can’t be positive they’re using vans like up there in Boston but that does seem pretty likely.  There will be helicopters overhead, helping identify any vehicle which might be carrying a drone.  But, there are thousands of trucks and vans out there.” 
 
    “Has the Dallas game started yet?  Have you heard from my brother?” 
 
    “Yes, and yes.  The game has been playing for an hour.  John and Tracy are positioned up near the top of the stadium and we have John on an open line so we can keep them updated.”  Drew wasn’t sure if Missy could answer his next question, but he had to ask.  “If any drones do get up there … can Tracy stop them?  You know … without toxins being released?” 
 
    Missy said, “I honestly can’t say, Drew.  I admit I’m worried.  She would need to hit each drone with one of her fire balls and then have that fire be hot enough to completely incinerate everything so the toxin never gets dispersed.  I don’t know if she can pull enough energy to do that.  The power required to be that accurate and produce that high a temperature?  Off the charts.  And, it’s not like she’s got her entire coven inside a circle with her.  She only has John.” 
 
    “Let’s hope it doesn’t come to that,” said Drew.  “Just as I’m hoping we won’t need your help in California.” 
 
    “Well, I can’t shoot down any drones.  My plan is to find those devices these guys are using to disable the anti-drone systems.  I’ve seen them in that one van at Zahir’s place so at least I have an idea what to look for.  That way, any drones can be disabled and flown under control by someone in the stadium.  Do you have a name for me?  For when I get out there?  You really should have your person be up there in that control room.” 
 
    “That’s an excellent suggestion,” said Drew.  “I will have her do that.  Ilka Levinston.  She’s from our “P” Branch office in Los Angeles but was vacationing up near San Francisco.  She knows about witches and I’ve sent her your file and explained about you being able to teleport.” 
 
    “Great!  Will she have some clothes and a phone out there for me, like we talked about?  And, I probably should have a ticket to the game.  That way, I can start out in my human form.  Once I Shift to my spirit form, I won’t be able to communicate.  Mike’s still in Kabul, after all.” 
 
    “There’s a Holiday Inn Express right in Santa Clara.”  Drew gave her the address and the room number.  “I don’t think I can get a ticket into that room but Ilka will have one waiting for you.  She’ll let you know where you can meet her to pick it up.” 
 
    Missy thought for a moment and then laughed.  “Right!  I can’t very well just present myself at one of the gates and identify myself to pick it up.  No ID.” 
 
    After she got off the phone with Drew she continued studying maps of the Santa Clara area and Silicon Valley.  She had booted up Mike’s computer right after arriving and had already been memorizing things while talking to Drew.  Now she looked up the hotel address and noted where it was located.  Okay.  She was good to go.  She Shifted to her spirit form and focused on a classmate she knew who came from a farm near Hershey, Pennsylvania.  Ah, yes!  Moments later she was there.  She found a good spot where her cat form would not be noticed and Shifted. 
 
    When she arrived in the Silicon Valley, it was not yet noon local time.  Her friends Kelly and Gary were indeed out there, visiting at Kelly’s home.  She stayed in her spirit form and drifted over the area, searching for Santa Clara and then for the Holliday Inn Express.  She realized she was getting really, really good at this whole teleporting thing. 
 
    She quickly made her way into the room where Drew had promised she’d find clothing and a phone.  Yes, sure enough, those were right there on the bed.  She Changed back into her human form and quickly got dressed.  In addition to the cell phone there was a small purse with two hundred dollars in cash.  She checked the contacts on the phone and, sure enough, both Drew and Ilka were in there.  She called Ilka first and identified herself. 
 
    Ilka said, “Missy?  You’re here already?  Wow.  That was fast.  Do your clothes fit okay?”  They talked for a minute and then Ilka explained where Missy could meet her, outside the stadium.  The cash was for the cab fare. 
 
    Missy went out and climbed into a cab which the hotel had waiting for her.  She tipped the hotel’s man who had arranged for the cab and told the driver to take her out to Levi’s Stadium.  While riding there she called Drew.  She was merely checking in and explained she was not in a secure location so her side of the conversation might be limited. 
 
    Drew filled her in on what had evolved during the past hour, which hadn’t been much for California but in Texas there had been progress with some arrests at the AT&T Stadium parking lot.  Five vans had been found with drones and canisters which all looked the same as those in Boston.  Again, no weapons were found so these actions had been fully contained, without yet getting much notice by the media. 
 
    The big search was still going on at both locations and Drew assured her that Ilka would be kept fully in the loop for any developments. 
 
    ----- 
 
    Ilka Levinston watched as Missy stepped out of the cab near the gate she’d designated for their meeting.  She had read the file, looked at the photos and watched the videos, so she recognized Missy right away.  She had monitored several witches over the years but this was the first Shifter she had ever encountered.  Her first impression on seeing Missy in person was some surprise at how normal Missy appeared.  Very pretty of course, in spite of no makeup and the rather plain outfit.  But, after all she’d read and seen, somehow she’d been anticipating more. 
 
    As Missy approached, Ilka stepped forward and said, “Hi, Missy!  I’m Ilka.”  They shook hands and Ilka looked into Missy’s deep green eyes.  Okay, she realized.  Missy’s eyes were definitely more, with all those gold specks.  She could definitely see this young girl was radiating an energy which was special. 
 
    Missy said, “Thanks for meeting me out here.”  She accepted the game ticket which Ilka handed her.  “Did Drew explain about the devices these people are using to disable the anti-drone systems?” 
 
    “Yes, he did.  He sent photos of the ones the FBI obtained from the arrests at Foxborough.”  Ilka and Missy both got in line and gradually moved closer and closer to the gate entrance.  “I’ll bring you up to the control room.  Two FBI agents are already up there and have been briefing the folks here at the stadium.  Drew promised they’d clear the two of us to join them up there.  They won’t have any idea why we’re there but they understand that’s on a need-to-know basis.  They should be okay with that.” 
 
    Missy nodded and then they both presented their tickets and were cleared through security.  As they made their way inside and headed towards the bank of elevators, Missy was impressed.  She’d played soccer in some large stadiums, had been to NFL stadiums to watch the Army-Navy games and had watched the New England Patriots play on TV.  But, being right there, in person, at this stadium was very impressive.  It had opened only five years earlier and everywhere she looked?  She was finding things which positively amazed her. 
 
    But, she needed to stay focused on her mission.  Just as when she’d paused out on the Faroe Islands and wondered about someday being able to visit for real, rather than merely passing through, she hoped that maybe someday she might actually be able to experience surroundings like this when not on any mission.  With Mike, of course. 
 
    She followed Ilka onto the elevator.  They went up and got off on the top level.  Then they made their way through several walkways and corridors until finally entering the control room where the stadium’s various security systems were managed, including the anti-drone system.  Missy wanted a full briefing on how everything worked, where the equipment was located and where there might be vulnerabilities to devices which could interfere with the defense system signals.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Forty-Six 
 
    Dec 29, 2019 
 
      
 
    Arvind Pancholi had returned to his hotel room and was busy uploading all the photos and videos he’d taken.  He’d been able to get fairly good coverage of the arrests made out at Foxborough.  Robert Ulrey had led him there, of course, and he was confident all his evidence linking Ulrey and Ulrey’s team of demons to these arrests would be conclusive and enough to justify payment of a few more millions of dollars into his account. 
 
    He called the agency he’d been dealing with and arranged to spend the evening with yet another of their young lovelies.  He was given the hotel address and room number.  He would arrive promptly at eight p.m. and had paid for the entire evening.  Yes, this would be yet another fine celebration! 
 
    ----- 
 
    John nodded while holding the phone to his ear and looked at Tracy.  He told her, “They’ve made another arrest.  That’s nine vans with drones so far which they’ve managed to find.  But, they are very worried there might be one or two more.  And, they have not had any luck inside the stadium … they can’t say whether their anti-drone defense system might suddenly be compromised.  Assuming WIJO knows the correct frequencies, once those devices get turned on the stadium will be vulnerable. 
 
    Tracy had been scanning the skies overhead and drawing energy in from all around.  She hoped she’d be ready if any drones somehow managed getting into the airspace up above.  Yeah, that would be a nightmare.  So many lives would then depend on her, including her own and John’s.  Yes, she was afraid.  But, she knew that was okay.  She would do all she could, regardless of all the fear she was experiencing on the inside.  That’s what a soldier did.  They gave their all, in spite of any fear. 
 
    ----- 
 
    Ilka and Missy were both listening on their phones, getting constant updates from “P” Branch.  The game had finally started ten minutes earlier.  The FBI had made a couple of arrests but, as with over in Texas, no luck yet in locating any of the devices which might disable the anti-drone defense system.  Like at the AT&T Stadium, there were about seventy thousand spectators now there and electronic devices of all kinds were being brought into Levi’s Stadium.  Finding the unique units which WIJO had specially designed which could be turned on and suddenly start broadcasting blocking frequencies?  An impossible task! 
 
    Ilka said, “The FBI experts are saying the devices they captured in Foxborough would have needed to be placed within one hundred feet of each location where the stadium’s anti-drone system would broadcast its frequencies in order to interfere with them enough to effectively disable them.  And, at Gillette Stadium, there were three locations but here we only have two.  So, does that make the job easier?” 
 
    “Yeah, it helps a little bit,” said Missy, “but I don’t think there are enough surveillance people here to cover these two locations adequately.  And, due to being at opposite ends of the stadium?  I can probably only cover one of those locations.  Assuming these guys are timing things so they’re acting at the same time, it might be too late before I can get back to the second location.” 
 
    They’d been briefed on where the Levi’s Stadium systems were located, how they worked and which location the systems would land any drones which these systems would take control of, provided they were not disabled.  The good news was once control of any drone was taken over, the drone would ignore any outside signal which might activate its dispersal mechanism. 
 
    Ilka asked, “When you say you can cover one location … what does that really mean?  How can you cover it, exactly?” 
 
    Missy looked at her and asked, “You’ve read my file, right?  You know about my being invisible, teleporting, etc., etc.” 
 
    Ilka smiled and said, “Yes, I’ve read your file but I’m not sure I understand all the etc., etc. stuff.  I mean … if you find one of these devices, what can you do?” 
 
    “I’ll shut it off, of course.” 
 
    “But, if the guy who brought it in here is watching or has it with him?” asked Ilka.  “I’m guessing he’s going to stay right there to make sure nobody shuts it off.  These people will gladly commit suicide to further their cause, right?” 
 
    “Oh, well.  In that case … I’ll shut him off as well.  I actually hope he does stay right there.” 
 
    Ilka had read the file which had explained about Missy’s abilities.  The file had not, however, provided details of any of her actual exploits.  She stared at Missy.  “You aren’t saying you would kill this person, are you?” 
 
    This gave Missy pause as she realized how “P” Branch had been monitoring supernaturals for years but had not interfered.  Their personnel weren’t really that involved with taking any direct action.  “Well, I guess I could simply knock him out rather than crushing the life out of him.  Would you prefer that?” 
 
    Ilka decided she would have a long talk with Drew later, when this was all over.  She wasn’t quite sure what she believed this innocent looking young girl might be capable of.  “Yes, Missy.  That would be preferable.” 
 
    “Alrighty, then!”  Missy sent one of her energy pulses out, just to further disturb poor Ilka.  “Let’s get me somewhere I can Change and leave my stuff.  I’ll be sure to call you once I return.  You know … so I can explain about any devices which I might find or any bodies which I might leave lying around.” 
 
    Ilka grimaced.  Yeah, she was definitely going to have a talk with Drew.  She and Missy went down to an “employee only” ladies room which wasn’t being used that day since everyone else on duty was male.  Once inside, Missy placed her cell phone on the small shelf over the sink and said, “Just put these clothes over in the corner for me, Ilka.  Thanks!”  She took two steps back and vanished in a shimmer of light. 
 
    Ilka was not prepared and watching Missy’s clothes collapse and her disappearing like that was indeed a shock.  She realized this strange Shifter girl-witch had no doubt intended to shock her.  Maybe she needed to have that talk with Drew before all this was over. 
 
    ----- 
 
    Missy wasted no time and quickly teleported to first one and then the other of the stadium’s anti-drone system locations.  She was able to move around at high speed, while taking note of all the probable spots which someone might try to position a device like those she’d seen back at Zahir’s place.  She easily spotted several surveillance people who were either FBI or else local law enforcement. 
 
    There were lots and lots of spectators, though, and she could see that finding one man who might be activing the type of device she was looking for would be very difficult.  He would no doubt have smuggled it into the stadium in separate pieces, each appearing quite benign.  Then, perhaps he’d slip inside a stall in one of the men’s rooms, assemble the device so it was ready, tuck it back inside his coat and make his way up to where he wanted to activate it.  He would have visited the stadium at some earlier time to identify just which places he might best position himself. 
 
    Once the device was activated, she couldn’t guess how long each of these individuals might then remain there, assuring it was not disturbed.  It would take several minutes for the drones to get into position in the airspace above the stadium.  Presumably, these guys would want to quickly exit before getting exposed to the toxins being dispersed. 
 
    Time slowly, inexorably dragged on.  She guessed these terrorists were maybe waiting for the start of the second half.  There would be a huge crowd rushing around during the half time activities, which would provide added cover for the terrorists to make their moves.  And, when the second half was starting, the stadium would be completely filled with spectators to max capacity.  Further, it would probably be easier to exit the stadium with everyone else in the stands being focused on the game once again. 
 
    Missy hoped all the drones were being captured out in the parking lots, as had happened at Foxborough.  But, that wasn’t very realistic due to the short notice and difficulty in checking hundreds, perhaps thousands of vehicles. 
 
    The halftime activities came and went and still no arrests inside the stadium.  The surveillance people were actively stopping and searching people and she couldn’t fault their efforts.  There were plenty of angry complaints and a few guys actually needed to be ejected due to becoming violent.  They had started drinking hours before the game and by the time they were asked to agree to being searched, they were very drunk.  And, quite rowdy. 
 
    Then, upon returning back to one of the locations, she found not one but two men who were avoiding the surveillance people and seemed out of place.  Sure enough, she noted one of them was carrying a device under his coat.  The other man seemed to be there to provide added protection, if needed.  She moved in and, yes, the device was similar to those she’d seen.  As she watched, the man holding it reached inside and appeared to be switching it on.  A small LED began glowing, indicating it had indeed been activated.  He then covered it back up with his jacket. 
 
    The other man was speaking into his cell phone, obviously giving someone a signal that the device at his location was now operational. 
 
    Missy was now very experienced at knocking a man out by hitting his carotid artery and she wasted no time.  It didn’t matter that she was in her spirit form; her telekinesis ability combined with the power she could now harness was more than enough.  The man with the cell phone dropped to the floor.  The man with the device followed soon after.  Missy wrenched the device out and turned it off.  She then separated the battery.  Done and done. 
 
    She didn’t wait any longer but quickly teleported to the other location.  She did not find any men there acting suspicious and it took several minutes before she located where a second device had been placed.  Although she was moving really fast in her spirit form, there were a lot of places to check.  She quickly turned the device off and separated the battery from it, as she’d done with the first device.  Okay. 
 
    She teleported up into the airspace above the stadium.  Sure enough, there were several drones approaching.  She quickly dropped back down into the control room and was relieved to find the man assigned to operate any drones which the system might detect was busy doing exactly that.  He had the drones under his control and as she watched, they all were maneuvered out to the designated landing area which was a good distance away from the stadium.  She knew there were people there ready to secure each drone and carefully extract the toxin contained inside so it would not be dispersed.  Everything seemed to be under full control, thank goodness! 
 
    She headed back to the ladies’ room to Change, get dressed and check in with Ilka.  Hopefully, she’d learn things were also under full control over in Texas.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Forty-Seven 
 
    Dec 29, 2019 
 
      
 
    Tracy and John, meanwhile, had continued watching and waiting all through the first half of the game and then through the halftime activities.  In spite of an intensive search going on inside the stadium, none of the devices which could disable the anti-drone defense systems had been found.  And, like at Foxborough, there were three locations which needed to be protected. 
 
    Then, shortly after the start of the second half, John heard on the phone what he’d been dreading.  There were two drones up and heading towards the stadium.  He had just finished telling Tracy when he heard there was a third drone as well.  Damn! 
 
    They were standing at a spot which was centrally located up on the highest level and, due to everyone else now watching the game, they were somewhat separated from any other spectators.  They studied the sky above and then John said, “I see two of them.  See?”  He began pointing but Tracy saw them as well. 
 
    Tracy had prepared herself, as best she could, pulling in all the energy she could manage.  Now, focusing on the first drone which was fast making its way towards them, she extended her arm and pointed.  Her ability to control fireballs, light and lightning was all about exercising her will and directing the energy which she’d harnessed.  She did that now and with an almost laser like precision, she directed a ball of fire right onto that drone.  She further focused on making that fireball as hot as she could make it. 
 
    The explosion in the air was enormous and, as she’d hoped, nothing but ash seemed to remain afterwards.  She turned towards the second drone. 
 
    John had felt her pulling energy and power.  He’d experienced this before, whenever she had been demonstrating what she could do.  Each time, however, he had been inside a circle with others.  This time?  No circle.  There were no others.  She was pulling on the bond she had with him. 
 
    Tracy glanced at John to check he was okay and then focused on that second drone.  Again, she pulled all the energy she could find.  Again, she extended her arm and pointed.  Moments later, another huge explosion.  And, like with the first one, nothing but ash seemed to remain.  She had exerted herself more than she’d ever done before, determined to make her fireball not only hit the drone accurately but be as hot as possible. 
 
    She sagged at the knees and had to grip the railing to stay upright.  Then she looked at John.  His face was pasty white and he clearly was not feeling well.  She realized she was draining him, pulling on their bond.  Well, there was no one else and she had needed a tremendous amount of energy and power.  But, she’d done it.  The two drones were gone. 
 
    John smiled at her gamely but then looked back out at the sky above.  And pointed.  The third drone was now visible and heading right towards the center of the stadium.  Then he said, “Tracy, you take whatever you need and don’t worry about me.  Just destroy that third drone!” 
 
    Tracy focused her attention back out at the drone and didn’t notice when John collapsed beside her.  She continued to focus as yet again she extended her arm and pointed.  This was it.  Time for all and everything.  She strained and pulled and harnessed every bit of energy available … she knew she needed it.  Finally, she let loose and released it at the drone. 
 
    Later?  It would be said the crowd believed the mysterious pyrotechnic display overhead must have been to celebrate the touchdown which the Cowboys had just scored.  Three incredible explosions, far more powerful than mere fireworks.  The air was filled with smoke and ash but that drifted away and never really came down inside the stadium itself. 
 
    There was a strange incident at that game which did not get much attention.  A young couple were found unconscious, lying on the upper deck.  They were rushed away in an ambulance sometime during the fourth quarter.  Too bad.  They missed seeing the Cowboys win their final game of the season. 
 
    “P” Branch had gotten very worried when they lost contact with John.  They alerted the stadium personnel to check the upper levels, which led to discovery of the couple and their timely evacuation.  When the report from the hospital was received stating both John and Tracy were fine, merely suffering from something similar to heat exhaustion, everyone was greatly relieved. 
 
    That included Missy who had checked in with “P” Branch after confirming things were truly being handled in California.  She learned which hospital in Dallas and after saying her thankyou and goodbye to Ilka, she teleported there as quickly as she could.  Since she could indeed be very quick, that was really only a matter of minutes. 
 
    She first popped in on John and found he indeed was awake.  He seemed okay.  She pushed some of her healing energy into him and could “feel” it was enough and he’d be fine.  She could not actually experience taste or touch in her spirit form so this “feeling” was actually inside her essence.  But, she knew. 
 
    She then popped in on Tracy and found her to also be awake and okay.  And, alone.  So, in a burst of energy, she Changed into her human form and promptly announced, “Hey, Tracy!  Never say I wouldn’t give you the shirt off my back.  See?  Here I am, standing naked right in front of you, just so I can push some healing energy into your sorry ass.” 
 
    Tracy began laughing hysterically.  Then she said, “I hope you didn’t do this in front of your brother!” 
 
    Missy said, “Nah!  But do tell him what he missed.  I pushed my energy into him right before coming to see you but I didn’t bother materializing.”  Then she pushed her healing energy into Tracy until, again, she could feel it was enough. 
 
    Tracy said, “I’ve heard everything is good now at all three locations.  So, are you going to stay and visit?  If so, please find something to wear, okay?” 
 
    Missy giggled and said, “Nah!  You guys are okay.  And, I miss Mike.  I’m outta here!”  She disappeared in a shimmer of light. 
 
    Moments later, a nurse looked in and, looking all around, she asked if Tracy was talking to anyone.  Tracy merely smiled at her innocently until she gave up and left. 
 
    ----- 
 
    Missy next checked in with “P” Branch when she was back in Mike’s apartment.  She wanted to be sure she could continue on back to Kabul.  And, back to Mike. 
 
    Drew got on the line and they talked for a few minutes.  Then he said, “You know how Lisa and Marie are now extracting data from everyone’s computers?  As you might expect, the WIJO leaders are just now learning of their complete and total failures over here.  They are definitely not happy.  I’m quite certain some heads will roll.” 
 
    Missy laughed and said, “Good!  And, I’m sure you mean that literally right?” 
 
    “Probably,” agreed Drew.  “One other thing.  I don’t know if I should mention this.  But, the girls are still getting data from Pancholi, checking what he’s up to.  And, it seems he was out filming things at Foxborouh today.  He plans to send a big report over to Karimi which implicates Robert Ulrey and all you witches, aka demons.  They’re corrupting the data, as they did before, but they say eventually?  Pancholi will find a way to get everything to Karimi.” 
 
    Missy thought for a moment about this news.  “Have the girls been able to extract all the data they need from him?  Can they empty out his bank accounts and destroy all his data, if needed?” 
 
    “Sure, why?” 
 
    Missy said, “Maybe it’s time I paid Arvind a visit.  Is he at his hotel right now?” 
 
    “Well … I can’t be sure since we don’t have him under surveillance at the moment.”  Drew paused and then said, “There’s a note here from Lisa that he’ll be visiting a prostitute at eight.  That’s only an hour from now.”  Marie had managed hacking into Arvind’s phone and thus the girls were now tracking all his calls. 
 
    “Weeeeelll … that can work.  Can you have this girl arrested and held for a couple of hours?  I’ll let you know later on when she can return to her place.”  For the second time that day, Missy asked for the address of a hotel and a room number.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Forty-Eight 
 
    Dec 29, 2019 
 
      
 
    As Arvind Pancholi made his way through the hotel lobby and over to the elevator, he noted that mysterious supernatural presence which he’d noted before was once again back.  Well … he was in Salem.  Okay.  He went up in the elevator, got off on the appropriate floor and made his way down to the room number which he’d been given.  No change.  Like before, this presence was a constant. 
 
    He knocked on the door.  He was looking forward to an enjoyable evening.  It was always exciting when he got to be with a fresh, new girl. 
 
    When the door opened, he found himself staring at Missy McCrea.  She was wearing a fluffy bathrobe.  And, she was definitely the source of that supernatural presence he’d been experiencing.  She smiled and waved for him to come inside. 
 
    “Arvind, I think it’s time you and I had a little chat.” 
 
    For a brief moment, Arvind felt a sense of fear grabbing at his insides.  But, he quickly ignored that and entered the hotel room.  He was confident he could handle this witch.  At the same time, he was both careful and curious.  For a girl who was only nineteen, she certainly had done a lot and been involved in a lot of amazing things.  And, her beautiful smile was hard to ignore.  Yeah, he had fantasized about her and now, here she was. 
 
    “Missy McCrea.  You are even more beautiful in person than on all those videos.  Should I be honored that you have arranged with the agency to be my date for this evening?”  Arvind was pretty certain she was not associated with the agency in any way and was trying to figure out how she could possibly have found him. 
 
    Missy said, “I can’t imagine any scenario where a traitor like you might be honored.  And I definitely am not your date for the evening.”  She walked to the center of the room and then turned back around to face him.  “Carlos told me what you did to poor Pablo.  It’s that incident which makes it impossible for you to join Manuel Rodriguez and a few others.  They’re in prison, of course.  But, if you were there, their guards would be at risk.  No, no.  We can’t have that.” 
 
    Arvind nodded his head and said, “I’m glad you realize you’ve more than met your match.  I am curious, of course.  How did you learn I would be here tonight?” 
 
    “Are you hoping to glean more information to pass along to your good friend Askar-Samar Karimi?  If so, let me assure you.  That won’t happen.  Your days of spying on me and betraying the U.S. to WIJO?  Those days are over now.” 
 
    “Ah, but you see?  I have so much more to tell him.  All about how demons have helped the U.S. interfere with WIJO attacks.  He has promised to pay me very well for this information.”  Arvind smiled at her condescendingly.  “It seems I will maybe have one less demon to talk about, of course.  You understand.  Just as you say I cannot be arrested, I’m afraid I cannot allow you to interfere.”  He began drawing energy and power from his surroundings and was appreciative of his proximity to the Atlantic Ocean. 
 
    Missy knew he was planning to kill her.  She could sense the way he was pulling energy and preparing to unleash his ability to control fluids upon her to the fullest extent possible.  She asked, “What if I’m more powerful than you, Arvind?  Are you really preparing to kill me without even knowing all the things that I might be capable of?” 
 
    Arvind was no long interested in debating with her.  He had no choice but to kill her and move on.  He extended his arm and pointed at her.  Just as he’d done with Pablo, it was time.  He pushed all the energy he could manage right at her.  He no longer cared what things she could do but only wanted to see her dead. 
 
    When he saw the shimmer of light appear, he was elated.  Yes!  She was done for.  But then she disappeared completely.  He looked around but did not see any reappearance.  He had wondered if she might also be a Shifter in addition to being a witch.  But if so?  Where had she gone? 
 
    Missy could feel the energy from Arvind.  But, in her spirit form, she had been extracting energy for days, again and again and again.  She’d needed it to sustain herself while constantly working with no food or rest.  She’d not eaten or slept but had instead become an expert at extracting energy.  Maintaining that balance.  It had possibly become her greatest ability. 
 
    She could heal.  She could Shift forms.  She could move objects around with greater and greater amounts of power.  She could exist in her spirit form as pure energy, her essence maintaining a perfect balance by constantly replenishing all that she expended.  Yes, she could draw energy into herself.  And, now she did so, extracting energy form Arvind. 
 
    He kept pushing and she kept drawing it in.  He slowly began to realize things were not quite right … he sensed he was starting to feel drained.  Then, he understood.  He was being drained.  That Shifter-witch Missy McCrea was somehow still there, her presence could indeed still be felt, and she was draining his energy.  Arvind tried to stop but found it was too late.  She was quite literally draining the life right out of him! 
 
    It did not take long.  Missy saw Arvind collapse, his very essence now completely gone.  She knew she had taken it.  All of it.  She felt different.  And, yeah … this “feeling” was actually inside her essence.  Draining energy from one single source the way she had done with Arvind?  She realized that had somehow changed her. 
 
    But, Arvind was lying there dead and she needed to ask Drew Martinson to take care of things.  It would not be good for the body to be found in this hotel room.  Better would be if he were found back in his own hotel room.  Maybe in his bed.  She wasn’t sure what an autopsy would reveal.  There would need to be some sort of determination for why the man had died in his sleep.  But, what were government friends for if they couldn’t manage things like this? 
 
    She teleported back to Mike’s place, Changed in an exceptionally large burst of energy, and then called Drew.  She wanted to be sure she could finally continue on back to Kabul.  And, back to Mike.


 
   
  
 

 Epilogue 
 
    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.


 
   
  
 

 From the Author 
 
      
 
    Thank you for reading Missy’s Operation Lily Pad, my sixth 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 Lily Pad 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. 
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