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   “Demoralize the enemy from within by surprise, terror, sabotage, assassination.
 
   This is the war of the future.”
 
    
 
   - Adolph Hitler
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   Los Angeles, CA
 
    
 
   “Are you sure you’re not gonna’ puke?”
 
   Sgt. Lena Douglas of the Los Angeles County Sheriff’s department looked worriedly at her new charge, rookie deputy Ernest Roberts; the last thing she wanted was to begin her very long workday having to endure the smell of vomit in the car.
 
   “I’m okay…” he murmured weakly, “It’s just these mountain roads are so… and you’re driving kinda’ fast…”
 
   Lena glanced out her side window and rolled her eyes, “Well, we can’t typically take our time when it comes to calls up here in the Palisades…”
 
   “But the person’s dead…” the pale young man drew careful breaths, trying to steady his roiling stomach.
 
   Lena considered his words and slowed the large SUV, He’s got a point… she mused, deciding that taking an extra minute or two on the winding road leading to Murphy Ranch was preferable to not stopping quick enough in order to let the shaky deputy out to barf. “We’re almost there… but tell me if I need to pull over, okay?”
 
   Roberts nodded, gripping his uniform khaki slacks in tight sweaty fists as he forced the bile back down his throat. This was only his first week on the job and it would be the first dead body he had ever seen. Okay… let’s not go there till we get there… He forced his thoughts to pleasant memories of graduating from the police academy and the happy faces of his proud parents. Racing off to a report of a dead body… He moaned inwardly, this shit always sounds way cooler on TV…
 
   “Okay so let’s review our call again,” she forced the bright tone in her voice; “three people drove up to Rustic Canyon for an early morning hike down through Murphy Ranch when they discovered a dead body strung up on the ranch gate. They said it looked like a woman, nude, hanging by the neck…”
 
   “Yeah… but it seems like a long way to come to dump a body.”
 
   “Agreed, I could see going a long way in order to hide it, but to display it so graphically…” she glanced at him, “what does that tell you?”
 
   He shrugged weakly, “They wanted to show it off in the middle of nowhere?”
 
   “Not nowhere, Deputy Roberts,” she shook her head, “The Murphy family built that ranch back in the 1930’s… pretty much at the urging of a Nazi spy…”
 
   Roberts looked at her in surprise, “Nazis?” he looked shocked for a moment then scoffed, “Oh, please… you’re messing with me.”
 
   “I am absolutely not messing with you, Mister Roberts, these people were convinced Hitler was going to win the war, and some guy who ran an American pro-Nazi organization called the Silver Legion of America settled in with his Silver Shirts…”
 
   His nausea took a small step behind his curiosity and he asked, “What the hell are Silver Shirts?”
 
   “Well,” she shrugged, “this guy named Pelley headed the organization, and his followers wore a uniform similar to Hitler’s Brown Shirts, and Mussolini and Britain’s Black Shirts…”
 
   “And they were all Nazi’s?”
 
   “Technically, I think they were all fascists, but essentially yes.” She felt the large vehicle downshift as the road straightened and gained altitude, “anyway the member’s shirts were a gray color, but they called them silver…” She motioned with her chin up into the rolling hills, “people used to see them patrolling the grounds…”
 
   “And what happened?” Roberts asked, feeling more confident about keeping his breakfast in his stomach where it belonged.
 
   “The FBI raided the place, shut it down. It’s just a ruin now, one hikers tramp through.”
 
   “And this is the first time a murder has ever happened there?”
 
   “Well now, we don’t know if this woman was killed there…”
 
   Roberts looked sheepish, “Oh, yeah…”
 
   “But this would be the first time a dead body has been found there…” She shook her head, “which, when you think about it, is in itself surprising.” She felt the road level off, “There…” she pointed over the steering wheel, “those must be the hikers who called it in.”
 
   Roberts peered at the figures as they approached, supremely grateful the torturous car ride was at an end, “Thank god…” he muttered.
 
   “Okay,” she cleared her throat, “we’re just gonna take their statements, check their ID’s…” she glanced at him, “you listening?”
 
   “Yeah...” he quickly assured her, sitting straighter in his seat.
 
   “We need to record their license numbers and all their contact information, they’re still witnesses in a homicide, even after the fact, investigators will have to contact them again, right?”
 
   “Right.”
 
   “Then we’ll send them on their way and keep the area secure until the coroner and evidence unit arrives.” She pulled the car to a stop in front of the ornate rusted gate, noting how the hikers waited some distance up the road. When she got out of the vehicle, she stopped for a brief moment to regard the remains and pay respects, of a sort, to the nude woman strung up on the Murphy Ranch gate. It almost doesn’t look real. Hung by the neck, the limbs hung straight down, the dirty toes pointing at the dirt, No rigor mortis going here… she’s been dead for awhile. She hooked her thumbs in her utility belt, noticing the long mussed and lifeless blond hair that thankfully obscured the face. There were dark marks on the victim’s chest and abdomen and her eyes narrowed briefly at the emotion that swept over her in a wave; she felt utterly forlorn, I wonder if those are her feelings, she wondered, trapped here now, forever. She shook her head imperceptibly,
 
   “I’m so sorry…” she muttered under her breath before turning to wave at the hikers, intending to interview them further down the road, in the direction of their parked cars.
 
   “Oh my god!”
 
   She heard Roberts gurgle as he began vomiting on Sullivan Ridge Fire Road and she felt her temper flare, “For chrissakes! Do that on the other side of the goddamn road!” She stopped herself, pinching the bridge of her nose in a calming gesture, It’s practically his first day… she drew a deep breath, smiling and waving at the hikers to walk past the gate and down the road, he’s green… She stifled a sudden snort, Yeah; literally, he’s been green for the past twenty-five minutes.
 
   Making soft, high-pitched wheezing sounds, Roberts stood by the side of the road and dry heaved, emptying his stomach of his breakfast while Sgt. Douglas herded the hikers past him.
 
   “Oh my god…” one young woman rasped, covering her mouth as they passed between the corpse on the gate and retching deputy, afraid his gastric convulsions would trigger a return of her own reaction when they discovered the dead woman.
 
   “Don’t feel bad dude,” another hiker informed him as they passed, “we pretty much all did that when we got here.”
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   New York City, NY
 
    
 
   “Found yesterday…” Jordan murmured as she swept through the pages of the autopsy on her tablet. “Oh, jeez…” she whispered when she tapped open a photo of the woman’s body, “Strangled…” she read, “with lying Jew whore carved on her chest and abdomen.”
 
   Her boss, Assistant Director Stewart MacLaine, stared intently at his screen, scanning the same report on his monitor. “We’re treating this as a hate crime for now. L.A.’s gonna’ release the body to next of kin, but we’re getting everything else.”
 
   “This happened in California…” Jordan murmured pointedly, “and we’re getting this case from the L.A. bureau because…”
 
   “She lived and worked here.” Stewart sounded distracted as he typed on his keyboard, “I’m sending you the rest of the paperwork now…”
 
   Jordan checked the time, “Okay, I’ll get started.”
 
   “Have plans tonight do you?”
 
   She chuckled, feeling her neck grow warm under her collar, “As it turns out, I have plans every night now.”
 
   “It’s nice, huh?”
 
   “Yep…” she sighed, “it is.”
 
   “Okay,” he gestured, dropping his hands on his desk with a thump, “so you’re still in my office…”
 
   “I’m still waiting to hear why I’ve inherited a hate crime from Los Angles when I’m now heading up my own organized cyber crime department consisting of myself and a super brainy computer contractor…”
 
   “Ah…” he turned back to his workstation and reopened his email program, “I just forwarded all this to you; the victim’s name was Nancy Ward, she was a middle management employee for a company here in New York called Dynamic Infrastructure.”
 
   “Oh,” Jordan checked her tablet again and began opening the emails that now populated her inbox, “I get it… it’s all starting to come together now.”
 
   “Yep…” he sighed expressively, “this case is all yours.”
 
   “Thank you.” She stood and headed for the door.
 
   “First case now you’re back.”
 
   “Yep.”
 
   “So how was Halloween?”
 
   Her grin was soft, “It was fun...” she said simply, adding, “Thanks for asking.”
 
   “Having a life outside of work…” he said to her as she left, “it’s a good thing, Jordan…”
 
   Between the sale of Catherine’s old house and joint purchase of their new home in Millburn, Jordan accompanied Catherine to her first meeting with Assistant Director Bea McNamara, in charge of Cyber Division. Their subsequent conversations became so mind-numbingly technical Jordan opted to work out in the gym or spent time on the range while they discussed Catherine becoming a paid contractor. By the time Bea officially hired her as an FBI consultant, Jordan had begun seeing FBI psychiatrist Lianna Sackette.
 
   During her slow return to active service, Jordan found herself unable to enter the office she had shared for years with her partner, Don Maynard, killed in the line of duty, and when Dr. Sackette suggested a move, she agreed. Newly in charge of the Organized Cyber Crime Subdivision, the department was comprised entirely of herself and Doctor Catherine Bernard, and she now shared a new office with Catherine on the same floor as Cyber Division so Catherine and Bea could have more immediate access to each other. She was still smiling when she entered the small room and realized it was empty; She and Bea must be working on something… She sat at her desk, turning the swivel chair until she was looking out the window.
 
   After the terrible events that led to the fatal confrontation in the warehouse owned by crime boss Anthony Rossi, Jordan and Catherine spent the end of spring and beginning of the summer in Baja, California with Catherine’s two-year old son Cameron. The extended vacation gave Jordan time to heal from injuries received in the shootouts at the Rossi residence and later at the warehouse that resulted in the shooting death of Catherine’s ex-wife, Alex. When they returned to New York, they found a house to rent and spent the next month engaging a realtor to sell the house Catherine owned in Marlboro, New Jersey. Enrolled in the state’s historical society, the house was a stone colonial built in 1793 and when Catherine bought it several years before it had been a buyers’ market, but now the housing market favored sellers and Jordan privately noted the dollar signs that lit up in the realtor’s eyes every time they met with her.
 
   Before the estate sale that preceded the sale of her house, Catherine retrieved her clothes, mementos of her mother and toys belonging to Cameron and her small, murdered daughter Chelsea. After seeing how painful the experience was for her, Jordan suggested she see Dr. Sackette too, and realizing she needed a neutral third party to discuss matters both personal and professional, Catherine agreed and found she liked the tall athletic psychiatrist. Sometimes she and Jordan met with her together, and when Cameron fell asleep in his car seat on the ride home, they always openly discussed their sessions, whether they were private or not.
 
   Her eyes travelled from the view to the framed picture of her and Don when she had been released from the hospital from a gunshot wound in the thigh, My life is so good now… If you were still here… Her smile was crooked and wistful; the photo had been taken years before and she lost herself in the expressions of deep trust and friendship on their faces, if you were still here it’d be perfect. She sighed, contented, Everything has finally come together… The house they bought was nestled against the foot of South Mountain Reservation in Millburn, New Jersey, and Jordan loved that it was far from Catherine’s old house and sad memories. Part farmhouse part rustic chalet, they loved the beamed cathedral ceilings and paneled walls, and in spite of being in the woods the house filled with light during the day and at night, they felt protected in the shelter of the trees. They also loved that it was only twenty miles to work, thirty-five minutes in reasonable traffic with only one toll road.
 
   Halloween had fallen in the middle of the week and Jordan delighted being at home, helping Catherine dress Cameron in the lion costume that covered him from head to toe. They walked him from house to house, down their small street and up the main road, taking pictures and as much pleasure in Cameron’s first Halloween experience collecting candy as he did. I just wish you were still here, Don… she gazed longingly at the photo, you’d love them too.
 
   Another minute passed until she looked down at the tablet she held in her lap, Back to work… she sighed aloud and stood, preferring to review the new case files in the small auditorium across the hall. Despite the sign indicating the room was not in use, she cautiously opened the door in case someone was inside. Finding it empty, she flipped on the lights and connected her tablet to the control panel on the podium.
 
   She loved that she could open multiple files on the enormous screen covering the wall and she scanned through the attachments Stewart sent her, reopening the autopsy report and clicking open an addendum that covered discovery of the victim’s identity. Huh… Jordan fidgeted idly with the remote as she scanned the report projected hugely on the screen, discovered yesterday hanging on a gate… but the coroner determined time of death nearly four days earlier… Thoughtful, she walked around the podium, still reading, There was evidence of post mortem chemical burns on the underside of the body, caused by contact with solid carbon dioxide… which I believe is dry ice… Her eyes glued to the screen, she draped her arms over the front of the podium, leaning on it for support. Evidence of anal intercourse... also post mortem… She shook her head, It wasn’t enough to just kill her… you had to fuck her in the ass too? Jordan read on, Condom was used… so no DNA. Evidence indicates he climbed on her dead body more than once to… Jordan winced, Jesus, what a pervert. Using the remote, she began clicking through the photos of the body, stopping when she got to a series of close-ups of the woman’s chest and abdomen and the words LYING JEW WHORE, ruthlessly carved into the flesh.
 
   She sighed heavily, clicking through the autopsy report again; Those words were cut into her after he killed her… Her eyes darted back to the photo, Thank god for small favors…
 
   There was a knock at the door and when she turned to see Catherine poke her head inside she quickly closed the files on the screen.
 
   “Oh, my god…” Catherine caught only a glimpse of the photo as she entered the room and closed the door behind her, “Is that our new case?” she asked, crossing to room to take Jordan’s hand.
 
   “I…” She stopped, her mouth briefly clamping shut, “Yes, I guess it is…” She pulled her to the theater-style seats. “Your very first case.”
 
   “What?”
 
   “It just sounds… odd, saying those words out loud.” They sat and Jordan shrugged one-sidedly, “I’m sorry your very first case involves murder.”
 
   “Stewart called and said I should find you so we can get started on it.”
 
   “Yes,” she checked her watch, “I can review the initial files with you before we get Cam from daycare.” She turned to regard her briefly, “The photos of the victim are pretty bad; you don’t have to see them in order to help with this… I need you to investigate this woman’s professional life…” She raised the remote and clicked open a file, “She worked for a company called Dynamic Infrastructure…”
 
   Catherine’s brows disappeared beneath blond bangs, “Really?”
 
   “Heard of it?”
 
   “No,” she shook her head, “dynamic infrastructure is a paradigm for information technology…” A single brow arched on Jordan’s forehead and she stopped, a smile plucking at the corners of her mouth, “have I lost you already?”
 
   “Are my eyes glassy?” She asked drolly and leaned in for a kiss.
 
   Catherine happily welcomed the soft lips before scolding her, “I thought you said no hanky-panky at work…” 
 
   “I did… how about tonight after Cam goes to bed?”
 
   “I’ll hold you to that.”
 
   “Good, so… back to dynamic insta-something?”
 
   Catherine chuckled, “The term dynamic infrastructure refers to how data centers are designed so the underlying hardware and software can respond, or act… in flexible and efficient ways… dynamically… to constantly changing levels of demand.”
 
   “Like on the Internet…”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “But in an actual building…” Jordan sounded uncertain.
 
   “Yes… big businesses like IBM and Microsoft offer dynamic infrastructures; picture an enormous building that houses nothing but servers that offer IT services… information technology…” she clarified.
 
   “The Internet…” Jordan interjected.
 
   “Well,” Catherine nodded, “yes, among a myriad of other online data services…”
 
   “Okay…”
 
   “Dynamic Infrastruc…” she waved her hand, “let’s shorthand this and refer to it as DI…” Jordan nodded and she continued, “by leveraging pooled IT resources, DI can provide flexible IT capacities… so basically it provides seamless, real time IT services that run smoothly and quickly, keeping their customers happy with fast, efficient IT services while at the same time using fewer backup machines and less energy. It’s like keeping the load in the washing machine balanced; the more evenly distributed the clothes being washed, the less likely the load will become unbalanced and stop the washer…”
 
   “Ohh…” Jordan murmured, finally understanding, “Okay…”
 
   “Normally these companies have to keep massive computing resources in reserve to deal with tasks from companies whose online activities peak at say, the end of the month… But if the infrastructure is itself dynamic, it can make their servers deal with peak usage times in a smoother, more balanced way, requiring fewer servers to sit around as backups, cutting costs as well as making the whole place operate more efficiently.”
 
   “Wow...” she slumped in her seat, “I think I got it… So Nancy Ward, our victim, worked for this company, Dynamic Infrastructure… She was a systems analyst manager and after she was murdered… we still don’t know where… her body was transported to a neighborhood in west Los Angeles called the Pacific Palisades…”
 
   “As in, Sunset Boulevard?”
 
   “I…” Jordan’s brow knit in a frown, “don’t know.” She stood and walked to the podium, tapping on the coordinates where the body was found. She chose a Google Earth satellite map and maximized it to fill the wide screen. Both felt slightly disoriented watching the earth rotate as the image zoomed in to an area over southern California. “Huh… so the body was found in the mountains…” She turned her head this way and that as she regarded the pinned location and Catherine left her seat to join her,
 
   “Sunset Boulevard is in town… Hollywood.” Stepping closer she pointed, “And this woman was found in the mountains?”
 
   “Evidently…” Jordan checked her watch, “I’m getting warrants for her residence and Dynamic Infrastructure so you can hack into all her computer stuff for me.”
 
   Catherine planted her hands on her hips, “Will do, boss…”
 
   She tapped all the open files shut and disconnected her tablet, “Let’s get Cam and call it a day…”


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Millburn, NJ
 
    
 
   He seemed to alternate between Jordan and his mother, and this night Cameron chose Jordan to join him in his nightly prayer, beckoning one parent to sit on his bed while the other watched from the doorway of his room. Tonight it was Catherine who watched from the doorway, feeling her heart fill to bursting each time as she watched Jordan and her toddler sitting on his junior bed, quietly reciting the words while their hands simultaneously formed the signs,
 
   “May all beings be happy, content and fulfilled. May all beings be healed and whole again. May all be protected from harm and free from fear. May there be peace in this world and throughout all possible universes.”
 
   Catherine grinned; she had started reciting this prayer with Cameron at night after Jordan rescued him from the Rossi compound where her ex-wife Alex had worked for the mafia crime family. Once reunited, mother and son stayed in the hospital room next to Jordan’s, and each night before sleep, she whispered the mostly Buddhist prayer in his ear while her hands formed the signs in front of him. He could barely articulate the words, pronouncing ‘possible universes’, pottible newnipurses, and although she was sure he understood little of what he was saying, he knew the prayer by heart.
 
   Cameron’s chubby hands reached for her, “’Night Jordan.” He said, pulling her in for a loud kiss.
 
   “Good night, slugger…” she murmured, wrapping her long arms around him and kissing him back.
 
   Catherine stepped forward, bending to wrap her arms around them both, “Good night, honey.” She smiled, kissing him.
 
   “’Night momma…” he mumbled as Jordan tucked the covers around him, the worn Glowworm toy on his left and his sister’s teddy bear on his right.
 
   “Sweet dreams…” Jordan murmured, checking the baby monitor on the nightstand before turning out the light.
 
    
 
    
 
   She finished her nightly habit of rechecking all the doors and windows and found Catherine sitting at the dining table in the kitchen area, bent over her tablet, “I thought you said no work before bed…”
 
   “I know…” she straightened, “but it was hard not to open some of the files once you forwarded them.” She held up a hand, “Don’t worry, I have no intention of looking at the gruesome pictures…”
 
   “I deleted them on your forward…” Jordan confessed.
 
   “Oh,” she blinked, scanning the email again, surprised she hadn’t noticed. “Well, thank you, that quick little flash in the auditorium was enough for me.” She turned her tablet around to face Jordan when she sat next to her, “I was reading the responding officer’s report; Sergeant Douglas made a very insistent point of the significance of the property where Nancy Ward’s body was left.” She shook her head, incredulous, “Nazi’s?”
 
   Jordan read a section Catherine had highlighted, “Well, I guess if no one concluded her murder was a hate crime before they certainly would have after reading this…”
 
   “So she was killed by a skinhead…”
 
   “Who knows?” Jordan shrugged, “I have no idea what direction this is gonna’ take…” she tapped the file closed, “That’s where you come in…” She powered the tablet down and stood, pulling Catherine to her feet and in for a kiss.
 
   “Mmm…” she hummed appreciatively, “why thank you, Agent Hawkins.”
 
   “I look forward to working with you, Doctor Bernard.”
 
   They strolled through the three-bedroom house to their bedroom, Jordan shutting off lights on the way. The house itself was roomy; when shown the place for the first time both women had remarked nearly simultaneously how they liked that it felt big without appearing cavernous. They loved the open design making the living room, kitchen and dining room one large area, surrounded by paneled walls of natural woods and an abundance of double-paned windows that made the house feel at once spacious and cozy.
 
   “Time to brush our teeth…” Catherine grinned, pulling her into the bathroom, “and get ready for bed.” She closed the door behind them and wrapped her arms around Jordan’s waist, “You did promise me some hanky-panky tonight.”
 
   Jordan snickered; “I did…” she murmured and pulled her in for a kiss.


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   New York City, NY
 
    
 
   “Go ahead and work with Bea…” She sighed heavily while she drove, “I’ll pull you when I have the warrants.” 
 
   Catherine gave the free hand between them a squeeze, “What?”
 
   Jordan shook her head, “I need a history of the dump site and since it began as a Nazi stronghold back in the day I’m gonna get on that first… it may take the longest…”
 
   She arched a brow, “Because…” she prompted.
 
   “Because Murphy Ranch was built in the thirties… by rich American Nazi sympathizers… and at that time J. Edgar Hoover ran the bureau…” She glanced from the road to give Catherine a look. “You know he ran the FBI for nearly fifty years like his own private secret police force.”
 
   “I never saw that movie…” Catherine shrugged, “but it was pretty accurate, huh?”
 
   “Unfortunately...” she nodded, “He helped people make valuable contributions to the investigative sciences but he broke the law whenever it suited him. Like Nixon he had an enemies list with people like Martin Luther King Junior on it.” The traffic slowed as they emerged from the Holland Tunnel and Jordan slowed the car, “He made stuff up so he could portray himself as a real hero…” her voice dripped with sarcasm. “And he told lies…” she threw Catherine another sideways glance, “on top of lies… I think he may have been the first corrupt public official to figure out the importance of the modern day shredder.”
 
   “So?”
 
   “So I’m not sure how much information I’m going to find in the bureau’s vault that would have survived his purge. He loved secrets, no matter what they were. President Truman compared the bureau back then to the Gestapo and said publicly that Hoover resorted to blackmail and sex scandals to achieve his own ends and would’ve given his right eye to take over…”
 
   “Take over what,” Catherine looked at her skeptically, “the country?’
 
   “Pretty much…” she nodded, “He was an extremely powerful man in Washington and enjoyed intimidating sitting presidents.” Her eyes flicked to the rearview mirrors to check on Cameron buckled in his child seat in the back, “Every senator and congressman was terrified of him… I may not be able to dig up anything helpful about the dump site…” She threw her a teasing look, “You might have to do all the heavy lifting on this case.”
 
    
 
    
 
   She stared dully at her desk phone, “And you’re absolutely sure?”
 
   “Yep,” the archivist in the bureau’s vault snorted tiredly, “You know how it was back then.”
 
   “Yeah,” she sighed, “I do… and you’re sure there’s nothing else?”
 
   “I’m sure…” She could hear him clicking on his keyboard in the background, “You’re welcome to come look through the files yourself, but very little remains from that period, Hoover had most of them destroyed. Literally, all we have left of that particular case today is from a local newspaper; every piece of official bureau documentation is gone… but for all his power and control, he wasn’t able to erase popular news stories of the time, so I guess we’re lucky to have that tiny article… But you know, at that moment the entire country’s focus had already shifted to Pearl Harbor, so it got little coverage… everyone there was terrified the Japanese were going to land on their shore or bomb from the skies...”
 
   “Excuse me...” she interrupted, “did you just say Pearl Harbor?”
 
   He chuckled, “Oh yeah… wait till you read the article.”
 
   “Uh... okay,” Jordan replied uncertainly as she stared at her monitor, “I just got your email, thank you.”
 
   “Anytime,” he told her, “I’m just sorry there isn’t more.”
 
   Hoover… Jordan issued a silent snort of contempt as she hung up; it’s amazing the assholes this country’s had to endure… She drew a deep breath in through her nose and abruptly shut down her workstation. I might as well do this across the hall… She grabbed her tablet and phone and left the office. Easing the door open to check the auditorium was empty before slipping inside; she flicked on some lights and connected her tablet to the podium console. She quickly opened her email from the archivist and opened the attachment on the long, wall-sized screen; it was a picture file, a screen capture of an old yellowed newspaper clipping from the Los Angeles Times dated December 8, 1941:
 
    
 
   FBI raids Los Angeles ranch. Dozens arrested.
 
    
 
   She leaned an elbow on the podium as she read,
 
   “In the wake of the terrible attack on Pearl Harbor yesterday, agents from the Federal Bureau of Investigation stormed the Murphy Ranch early this morning in the Santa Monica hills, arresting dozens of followers of The Order of the Silver Shirts - members of the fascist group, the Silver Legion of America. The chief of the Home Guard division of the Los Angeles Police Department has declared that a Nazi spy, identified as Joseph Schmidt, was arrested when federal agents raided the Murphy Ranch. Chief Cormack reports that codebooks and evidence of secret radio transmissions to Germany were also discovered at the ranch.”
 
   “Shit.” Jordan moaned and circling around the podium, used her tablet to search the internet for information regarding the ranch’s history. After finding four articles, she placed them side by side on the wall screen and crossed the room to slump tiredly in the front row of the theater-style seats. She limply held the remote aloft and read each article completely before clicking it closed and moving on to the next. More than an hour passed when her phone vibrated,
 
   “Hawkins.”
 
   “Hey, Jordan, it’s Mare…”
 
   She recognized the voice of Agent Mary Fielding from the Scene Investigation Division, “Hey…” Jordan cleared her throat, “I’m still waiting for the warrant.”
 
   “Unbelievable,” she heard her moan, “I can get my guys out to her apartment in another hour, want to meet us there?”
 
   “As soon as I get the warrant, yeah.”
 
   “Okay, call me.”
 
   “The second I get it.” Jordan promised and hung up. Exhaling heavily, she began reading the next article about Murphy Ranch.
 
    
 
    
 
   There was a perfunctory knock on the door and Catherine entered, “Okay… I know my understanding of how this stuff works is based entirely on movies and TV until you set me straight, but does it always take this long to get a warrant in a murder case?”
 
   Jordan still sat slumped in the seat, “This would be the first time I’ve waited this long actually.”
 
   Her head jerked back as she sat next to her, “Really? Wow, that’s saying a lot right there…”
 
   “Stewart’s been calling them for me and he promises it’ll be any minute now.” She leaned tiredly over the arm of the chair and pressed a quick kiss against her lips, “How about I give you a review on what I’ve found so far on Murphy Ranch until he calls?”
 
   “Great…” Catherine settled back and Jordan stood, stretching,
 
   “So… because J. Edgar was such a secretive, ruthless bastard, all official FBI records of Murphy Ranch are missing...”
 
   “If they’re missing, how would you know the FBI had anything to do with the place?”
 
   “A bureau archivist sent me what he had,” Jordan clicked up the article on the screen, “this is a picture of a newspaper article that probably survived in the vault as an oversight because it was misfiled or something.”
 
   “Wow…” Catherine’s eyes widened as she read, “so clearly everyone knew about them up there on their ranch, but the FBI doesn’t make their move until the day after Pearl Harbor is attacked?”
 
   “That’s how we know there was an official FBI file that no longer exists. The archivists really don’t have much spanning that fifty year period; if they did I imagine a whole lot more people would work there. Anyway,” she shrugged, “everything I’m going to tell you now comes from contemporary articles and local historians; in 1933 Jessie Murphy purchased fifty-five acres between what is today known as Sullivan Ridge and Will Rodgers State Park. That much, apparently, is still public record. By 1938, it becomes known to locals that the real owners were a wealthy American couple, Norman and Winona Stephens; he was an engineer with financial interests in silver mining and Winona’s family, the Murphy’s, made a fortune in the thumbtack industry…”
 
   “Thumbtacks?”
 
   “Wait for it,” a small grin plucked at Jordan’s lips, “only real life gets this bizarre; this couple had a real attraction to National Socialism and Hitler's New Order in Germany.” She clicked open picture files of dilapidated buildings, “Winona was really into the paranormal, and she fell under the spell of a mysterious, Rasputin sort of character… a Nazi known locally as Herr Schmidt. He convinced Winona to shell out four million dollars of her family’s money on this place to build a massive compound that would house followers of the Third Reich…”
 
   She clicked up another series of modern day photographs of the ranch on the wide screen, “The plan was to build an infrastructure that would be enough for a small town, including concrete staircases, terracing, sprinklers, orchards, a 400,000-gallon water tank, a fuel tank, and a concrete-walled power station…”
 
   Catherine tilted her head from one side to the other, “The concrete walls on the water tank look like they’re at least a foot thick.”
 
   “Power station too,” Jordan nodded, “evidently the parks service debates tearing them down every few years but the concrete structures were fortified so heavily it would cost a fortune to destroy them so here we are eighty years later and it’s all still there.”
 
   Catherine gazed at the concrete power station covered in colorful paint, “The graffiti is kinda’ pretty…”
 
    “There were also plans for a four-story mansion,” Jordan continued, “the blueprints included twenty-two bedrooms, five libraries, and multiple dining rooms.”
 
   “Jesus.”
 
   She clicked up some photos showing long concrete staircases winding through the hills, “Hikers use these today, but back then the Silver Shirts used them to patrol the grounds… when the ranch was built the intention was to create a self-sustaining Nazi community. According to local rumor, Schmidt conducted séances and led paramilitary marches around the grounds.”
 
   “Really?” Catherine shook her head, “I mean, I believe you, but my god, what morons.”
 
   Jordan snorted, “Agreed, so Schmidt convinced the Stephens’ and apparently anyone else who’d listen that his psychic powers had allowed him to divine that in the coming war with the axis that the German Master Race would destroy America. Their objective was to hole up on the self-sustaining ranch and one year after America's downfall, it would be safe to re-emerge into the wasteland that Los Angeles had become and establish an Aryan Civilization allied with Hitler and his Third Reich.”
 
   “And who’d get to run the country?”
 
   “William Dudley Pelley.” She clicked up a picture of an older man with a scarlet L emblazoned on his gray shirt. “As Adolph Hitler rose in power, he formed partnerships in the United States, including a group called the Silver Legion led by this guy,” she waved the remote at the screen, “Considered an extremist and spiritualist, Pelley founded the Silver Legion of America in 1933 and ran for president in 1936 for the Christian Party. Born in 1890 and largely self educated, he became a journalist and covered the war in Europe…”
 
   “The first world war?”
 
   “Yes, apparently he witnessed some nasty atrocities during the Russian Civil War that left him with an implacable hatred of both communism and Jews. He later became a screenwriter in Hollywood and wrote a lot of Lon Chaney movies.”
 
   “So he already lived in the area…”
 
   “On January thirtieth, 1933, Hitler became Germany’s new chancellor and Pelley founded the Silver Legion of America, he had chapters in nearly every state and membership numbered in the thousands. He modeled the official club costume on Nazi uniforms and called his followers Silver Shirts and Christian Patriots.”
 
   “Wow,” Catherine crossed her arms across her chest, “are we still talking the 1930’s here? Or the two-thousandsies, because these people sound like the demographic for the Fox News Network.”
 
   “No kidding. He published books and periodicals espousing his occult and anti-Semitic beliefs… He even claimed to have had a near death experience at some point in his life so he fit right in with a lot of these people,” She lifted a shoulder in a shrug, “I guess it was easy for him to believe it was his destiny to rule.”
 
   “Until the day after the attack on Pearl Harbor...”
 
   “Yes,” Jordan clicked up a photo of the rusted ranch gate where Nancy Ward’s body had been hung, placing it next to the image of the yellowed newspaper article forwarded to her by the archivist. “On that day,” she spoke as she came to sit next to Catherine again, “FBI agents stormed the place and arrested everyone, including Joseph Schmidt.” Holding up the remote, she clicked up an old black and white FBI Wanted poster of a man in a cap.
 
   “Is that him?”
 
   “Maybe, no one knows for sure, according to the Los Angeles Times this man was arrested and identified as Nazi spy Joseph Schmidt, but no record of his arrest can be found and he was never heard of again.”
 
   “Joe Smith.”
 
   “Yep.”
 
   Catherine’s brows bobbed briefly as she considered Jordan’s words and the pictures on the enormous screen, “What do you think happened to him?”
 
   “Hoover had him executed?” Jordan shrugged, “That’s one strong possibility… but Hoover hatred Roosevelt… he hated communists too, maybe he let Schmidt escape… we’ll just never know.”
 
   “And Nancy Ward’s murder is somehow connected to the ghoulish history of Murphy Ranch?”
 
   “Her murderer carved lying Jew whore into her torso, I’d surprised if it wasn’t.”
 
    
 
    
 
   “Okay, so the hard drive is missing…”
 
   “Excuse me?” Jordan turned to her, convinced she had misheard her.
 
   Catherine stood at the dining room table that served as Nancy Ward’s home workspace. After Agent Fielding had thoroughly photographed and dusted the computer and all its components for fingerprints, Catherine donned latex gloves and lifting the computer from under the table, placed it on top, next to the monitor. While the scene investigators combed the neat one-bedroom residence for evidence of a murder, Catherine deftly slid the side panel off the computer and stopped, her gloved hands poised midair, “The hard drive is missing…” she repeated, adding, “it’s been removed.”
 
   Jordan craned her neck, wincing when she felt the crunching vertebrae, “Dammit. There was no sign of forced entry,” she gestured helplessly, “so she knew her murderer, let the person in… got killed somewhere else and the murderer took the hard drive.”
 
   “How do you know she wasn’t killed here?”
 
   “This place is too neat, unless she was unconscious and died very passively, there’s nothing to indicate the murder happened here.”
 
   “So far…”Agent Fielding insisted from the kitchen area and Jordan amended, with a small smile,
 
   “So far.”
 
   “I found keys on the kitchen counter,” Mary held up a key ring and jangled it, “wanna’ see if her car’s here?”
 
   “Okay,” Jordan looked at Catherine, “you and I are executing the workplace warrant next; we might as well have a look on the way out.”
 
   Agent Fielding brought along one of her technicians and the four took the elevator down to the second garage level.
 
   “Well, what do you know…” Jordan pulled latex gloves from her jacket pocket, “maybe things are looking up.”
 
   “That’s for sure her car…” Fielding double-checked her paperwork, comparing it to the license plate on the back of the shiny silver Lexus. She turned off the car’s alarm with the remote on the keychain and opened the driver door. Without touching anything, all four crowded around and peered inside.
 
   “I’m gonna bet we’re not gonna’ find much in here.” Mary sighed, noting the car’s immaculate interior.
 
   Crouching, Jordan carefully placed her gloved hands on the running board and peered under the seat, “Well, if I had a car like this I wouldn’t junk it up either.” She got up and peered between the seats, “Oh, now this is nice…” she slid her hand between the console and the passenger seat. “Ugh,” she grunted as her long fingers fumbled and strained, “this is really wedged in here.” She finally pulled the object free and dropped it into the evidence bag Mary held out to her, “A cell phone…” she grinned, taking the bag, “how nice.” She suddenly turned back to the car’s interior, “Hey…” she pulled a small penlight from her jacket pocket, “Are those scuff marks?” She pointed the light to the molded plastic under the steering wheel.
 
   Mary and Catherine peered over her shoulders and Mary grinned, “Maybe this car has more of a story to tell us than I thought.”
 
    
 
    
 
   After finding nothing else in the car, Jordan and Catherine left Mary and her team to finish cataloging the apartment and arrange for the transportation of Nancy Ward’s car to the FBI garage. Arthur Mills, the moon-faced Vice President of the Cryptanalytics Division met Jordan and Catherine in Dynamic Infrastructure’s lobby.
 
   “Thank you for meeting us, Mister Mills,” Jordan held up her badge wallet, “I’m Special Agent Jordan Hawkins from the FBI and this is my associate Doctor Catherine Bernard, she’ll be transferring the data on Nancy Ward’s hard drives to our servers.”
 
   His thin eyebrows arched high, “You understand Nancy is one of the leading cryptanalysts in the country,” his voice dripped with disdain, “her work is highly confidential, if she was here today I couldn’t even let you speak to her let alone touch her work.”
 
   “Nancy Ward was found murdered in Los Angeles…” Jordan let that sink in while she produced the warrant from the briefbag slung over her shoulder, “I have a search warrant for access to everything in and pertaining to her work, digital or otherwise.”
 
   Catherine watched as the color drained from the man’s round, smooth face and he sputtered, “Nancy’s dead?”
 
   “I’m afraid so,” Jordan said solemnly and gestured toward the elevators, “Why don’t you lead the way.”
 
    
 
    
 
   She urged the man to sit on a chair in Nancy’s office, recording her interview with him on her phone while Catherine sat at her desk and sent the contents of her hard drives to non-networked servers in Bea’s Cyber Division.
 
   “Weren’t you concerned when she didn’t show up for work for an entire week?”
 
   “N-n-no,” he sputtered, still looking shocked, “it wasn’t uncommon for her to take time off then come back with an enormous amount of completed work to submit.”
 
   “Did Nancy have any friends here?” Jordan asked as she quietly opened the mostly empty desk drawers, careful not to bother Catherine who sat quietly enrapt; her eyes glued to the screen while her fingers flew over the keyboard.
 
   “I…” Mr. Mills shook his head, “not really, a lot of the analysts at her level don’t necessarily form friendships with each other…” He looked dazed, “There are only two who work together as a team in this department… everyone meets to review each other’s work and brainstorm… but Nancy was one of those who always worked independently.”
 
   Catherine barely heard the conversation while she worked; after being given Nancy’s password, she worked quickly to access everything on the dead woman’s networked workstations, and while she watched the massive data packets upload, her hands came to a slow stop over the keyboard. She stared at the data that flooded the screen and absently, her fingertips trailed lightly over the keys. She worked alone here… day after day… Nancy Ward sat here and worked… and now she’s dead. Her eyes drifted from the screen and scanned the neat desk, Looks like Alex’s desk at home… no pictures… no personal items… She shrugged inwardly; Nancy’s apartment looked the same way, professionally decorated… Expensive but it looked so generic… no pictures of family or friends… I wonder if her thing was expensive clothes and jewelry too…
 
   “Doctor Bernard?”
 
   She blinked and looked up at Jordan, “Yes?”
 
   “Are we done here?”
 
    
 
    
 
   “Careful…” she warned, “the fingerprint dust can be annoying.”
 
   Catherine pulled a tissue from the box on her desk and carefully wiped the cell phone clean and tried turning it on, “Battery’s dead...” she mumbled and Jordan saw her dig a cord from a desk drawer and connect the phone to her workstation.
 
   “You can power it from a USB connector?”
 
   “Yeah...” she nodded, watching as the phone booted up.
 
   “Okay…” Jordan sat at her desk, staring at her own monitor, “I’m looking at her financials and so far it’s clear she liked buying high-end clothes, jewelry, and stocks…”
 
   Catherine’s brows arched in surprise, “So why would she have a prepaid cell phone?”
 
   Jordan peered around their back-to-back monitors, “Huh?”
 
   “This is a prepaid cell phone…” She viewed the phone’s contents on her monitor, “She has nearly a thousand minutes and forty-seven service days left on here.”
 
   Jordan left her seat and walked around their desks to look over Catherine’s shoulder, “That’s interesting because I just got done looking at her phone bill and it’s definitely not a burner...” Catherine gave her a bemused look and she clarified, “It’s slang for prepaid…” She pointed at the phone connected to Catherine’s workstation, “But this is the exact same model as her expensive contract phone.” She went back to pull her desk chair around to Catherine’s, “So what did Miz Ward have on this prepaid phone?”
 
   Catherine accessed the components via her keyboard, “Okay, so there’s a thirty-two gig card in here…” She scanned the files, “no pictures, there’s just an audio recording and a video file...” She turned to look at her, “Which do you want first?”
 
   Jordan shrugged, “Video?”
 
   “Video it is…” She clicked open the file, switching to fullscreen and turned up the speaker volume.
 
   “I can’t believe we’re doing this…”
 
   They heard a woman’ voice whisper harshly while they squinted at the dark and fuzzy, shaking image on the screen.
 
   “Shhh…” They heard a man whisper, “no talking till we’re inside.”
 
   “Inside where?” Jordan mumbled and touched Catherine’s arm, “Wait, can you pause that a second?”
 
   She froze the image on the screen; “It looks like Nancy trained the camera on a hand and a metal lock?”
 
   “Yeah, and it was nighttime…” Jordan agreed, staring at the image, “okay, wanted to make sure, hit play…”
 
   They watched as gloved hands fitted a blank key in the lock on a metal gate then tapped it sharply with a small rubber mallet. The lock suddenly popped open and Nancy recorded them slipping inside and pushing the gate closed behind them.
 
   Catherine suddenly felt nervous, “This wasn’t taken at Murphy Ranch’s gate was it?”
 
   Jordan squinted at the image, “I don’t think so…” she pointed, “look.”
 
   Nancy and the man walked silently in darkness until she focused her camera on the hands again fitting another blank key into the lock of a door and striking it with a mallet.
 
   “How’s he doing that?”
 
   “It’s called key bumping...” Jordan explained, “You slide an uncut key into a lock and hit it with a hammer and it forces the tumblers back…”
 
   “Great…” Catherine grumbled, watching as Nancy and her companion pushed open the door and slipped into darkness,
 
   Nancy giggled, sounding giddy, “So now what?”
 
   “Now…”
 
   They heard the male voice as the phone was placed next to a flashlight that illuminated Nancy and her companion standing in front of what looked like a large oblong box.
 
   “Now we prepare…”
 
   The camera’s point of view only showed the couple from the chest down and Jordan and Catherine watched them in silence as they began to undress.
 
   “Oh…” Catherine felt her face grow hot, “Oh, no… they’re not gonna…”
 
   “Oh yes…” Jordan’s eyes flicked to her, “You don’t have to watch this.”
 
   “No,” she shook her head resolutely, “I’m a big girl… it’s just straight sex… as gross as that is.”
 
   Jordan snickered but her brows arched high when she looked back at the screen; Nancy was performing fellatio on her companion, the slurping sounds coming from the speakers becoming progressively louder. She regarded their milky white forms weakly illuminated in the pale light cast from the flashlight; Nancy was kneeling on the floor, her generous fleshy backside glowing and sickly white. She clutched the man’s hips as her head bobbed furiously on the growing erection.
 
   “He’s a white guy…” Jordan mumbled, “no surprise there I guess.” There’s no romance here, Her brow furrowed, it’s just two people stripping off and doing it… Nancy struck Jordan as an average-looking woman; like her companion, she had worn jeans and a dark jacket and pullover.
 
   “Enough…” they heard him rasp harshly, “on the sarcophagus.”
 
   “Whoa!” Catherine paused the video, “Did he just say, sarcophagus?”
 
   Jordan snorted in bemusement, “I think they’re about to have sex in some crypt.”
 
   “Oh, my god…” Catherine muttered and clicked the play button.
 
   Nancy crawled onto a concrete casket on all fours, “It’s cold in here.”
 
   “I promise, my Ostara…”
 
   For the first time Jordan noted the echoing quality to their voices,
 
   “I will come inside you…” He spoke as he climbed onto the sarcophagus behind her, “Here…” Kneeling, the camera only caught his image from the chest down as he fumbled with his turgid saliva-slickened member and Nancy cried out when he thrust inside. “On these most revered remains…” he grunted, “of John Lloyd Stephens…” Grasping her hips, he began pumping in earnest, “Mayan archeologist… worthy of the Ahnenerbe!” Nancy moaned low in her chest as she undulated, meeting his thrusts. “By the pagan birthright given to us from the burial stones of the clan!” He rasped harshly, “The Sippe!” He gasped as he thrust, “In the eyes of the clan… the ancestors…” He grunted, ramming his member home, “we are now married!” Nancy cried out, her body quaking violently in cold, ecstatic release. “Our one flesh will bring forth the new millennia!” Slumping weakly over her, he rested his head on her back, his face turned away from the camera, “Into you I spill my seed…” He gasped in a small, high-pitched muffled voice, “Filling you with the future…”
 
   Jordan and Catherine’s mouths hung open in shock and Catherine’s face colored deeply, “Ho-lee merde…” she whispered.
 
   Jordan watched as he pulled from Nancy’s body and sat her on the edge of the concrete casket housing the coffin of poor Mr. Stephens. “And from you now, my Ostara…” He knelt between her legs, his back to the camera, “I will drink, and make our union complete.”
 
   Catherine squinted at the screen, Well, she was a nice-looking blond… she observed silently, deliberately distracting herself from the sex acts playing on her monitor. But I wonder if her hair color is as fake as those boobs… Her brows arched skeptically as the implant scars beneath Nancy’s full, heaving breasts reflected dully the flashlight’s glow.
 
   “I can’t believe we haven’t seen this guy’s face yet.” Jordan grumbled. Watching as he feasted between the murder victim’s legs, she made mental notes of his description. He’s not an old guy; a small gut, hair looks dark, in this shitty light it could be any color except red… She shook her head in frustration, Hair is on the longish side… but we only really get to see him in profile… and with his hair hanging in his face like that, Bea’s facial recognition program probably won’t get a hit…
 
   “Oh sweet gungnugh!” As Nancy arched back on the concrete lid, she pressed her companion’s head into her center, her hand gripping his hair, “Oh yes!” She curled forward, her body jerking, “Oh Mister Schmidt!” She cried, “Oh, take it all!” She began bucking wildly, “Fuck! Fuck! Fucking eat me!”
 
   Once Nancy’s orgasm diminished, the couple stood and dressed in eerie silence and Jordan shook her head, “This is the weirdest thing I’ve ever seen.” They watched as Nancy’s form filled the screen as she walked toward her phone and the video came to an abrupt end.
 
   “Uh…” Catherine murmured, “wow?”
 
   Jordan snickered, “Wow, for sure…” She rolled her chair back to her desk, “So who is John Lloyd Stephens?” she asked, typing the name into her browser.
 
   “Ostara…” Catherine murmured, typing on her keyboard, “he called her My Os…” She clicked on a reference, “Oh…”
 
   “Oh?” Jordan peered around their monitors.
 
   “Ostara… a Spring-like fertility goddess in Germanic paganism and…” Her fingers flew over the keyboard, “and a quick cross reference with Hitler shows he read a popular magazine by Jörg Lanz von Liebenfels called Ostara…”
 
   “And he was?”
 
   “A former monk who saw a headstone of some Templar knight and went all Aryan-master-race…” She made a soft clucking sound with her tongue, “He may have been the first to openly promote extermination of the lower races…” she gestured with air quotes at the word. “Apparently he wrote a lot about anti-Semitism.”
 
   “Surprising…” Jordan muttered.
 
   Catherine grinned, “Are you being ironic?”
 
   “Mostly.” Jordan motioned with her chin to her monitor, “It turns out John Lloyd Stephens was an archeologist of note for his Mayan research…”
 
   “Was he related to Norman Stephens of Murphy Ranch?”
 
   “Nothing in here says so…” She wagged her eyebrows meaningfully, “but guess where he’s buried?” Catherine shrugged. “The Marble Cemetery here in Manhattan.”
 
   “They had sex in his crypt?”
 
   “In this crypt,” Jordan turned her monitor, showing her a photo of the stone edifice, “to be precise.”
 
   Catherine wrinkled her nose, “Eew...”
 
   Jordan snorted and pulled her monitor back, “Could you try looking for the zippuh, reference he was yelling about?”
 
   “I don’t think he was extolling the virtues of the modern day zipper…” Catherine’s fingers flew again over her keyboard, “Assuming he’s all about the Nazi’s… and Germanic paganism… Huh.” she seemed to nod and shrug at the same time, “Maybe it’s this, spelled; S-I-P-P-E.” She clicked on the pronunciation speaker icon and they listened as a mechanical male voice carefully enunciated:
 
   “Zippuh…”
 
   “Okay,” Jordan gestured, “and that is German for?”
 
   “Clan,” Catherine read from the screen, “kindred, extended family. It refers to a band or confederation bound by a treaty or oath, not primarily restricted to blood relations.”
 
   “He did carry on about the clan, didn’t he?” Jordan rolled her eyes, “I thought maybe he was referring to the Ku Klux Klan…”
 
   “Maybe he was.”
 
   “And the Ahnenerbe,” Jordan read from her screen, “was a Nazi institute whose sole purpose was researching their archeological and culturally superior Aryan history.” Her eyes scanned the Wikipedia page, “Founded by Himmler and other Nazi’s… It comes from an obscure German word meaning, something inherited from the forefathers.”
 
   “So Nancy was into this Nazi stuff too…”
 
   “And her boyfriend is a suspect in her murder…”
 
   “Herr Schmidt.”
 
   Jordan rubbed her forehead with the heels of her hands, “Oh yeah…”
 
   “She had fake boobs and since the carpet didn’t match the drapes…”
 
   “Oh,” Jordan quirked her eyebrows teasingly, “you caught that in spite of the icky straight sex, did you?”
 
   Catherine felt her face grow hot, “Well, I…”
 
   “I’m gonna’ remind you of that tonight… right before bed.”
 
   “Jordan!” she scolded. Jordan only wagged her eyebrows suggestively, making her laugh, “So…” she gestured pointedly at her monitor, “she was blond… Did it strike you she was trying too hard to be the Teutonic maid?”
 
   Jordan shrugged, “I don’t know what these people were into… but I think it’s safe to speculate, at this point, that this whole thing is some sort of effed-up fascist-fantasy gone fantastically wrong.”
 
   Catherine was about to agree when her desk phone rang. She saw Bea was calling and answered, “I’m here…” She fell silent for a moment and looked at Jordan, “Bea’s people finished a preliminary scan of the data on Nancy Ward’s hard drives…”
 
   “Good…” Jordan nodded, “go ahead… I have plenty to do here.”
 
   “I’m on my way…” she told Bea and hung up.
 
   She stood, “Can I poke around on her phone while you’re gone?”
 
   “Of course.” Catherine grabbed her tablet, phone, and left and Jordan took her place at her desk. “I think I still have an audio file of yours to review, Miz Ward…” she muttered aloud, closing the pornographic video file and clicked open the audio file with the mouse. She watched as the audio player opened and the progress bar began playing at zero seconds when she heard Nancy’s low voice,
 
   “Okay, here he comes…” A car door opened and slammed shut, “Guten Abend,” she purred silkily, “Herr Schmidt…”
 
   Jordan stared hard at the screen,
 
   “My Ostara… why do we meet this evening?”
 
   She thought she could hear clothes rustle,
 
   “Not for that.” The silky quality instantly faded from her voice, “Look, I’ve given it a lot of thought and I can’t do this anymore.”
 
   “You can’t do what anymore?”
 
   “It’s all been a fun lark, but really, Joe, you can’t expect me to jump down this rabbit hole with you. It’s one thing to spout all this stuff during sex… the Himmler pillow talk and the rest. But if you think I’m gonna’ end my career for you…”
 
   “Excuse me, your career?”
 
   “Wall Street was scary exciting fun, but this shit, forget it.” Nancy snorted, and to Jordan she sounded dismissive and condescending, “It’s beyond impractical not to mention crazy, reckless and stupid, Joe. I’m not going to prison for some…”
 
   “Prison?” She heard the man scoff, “We aren’t going to prison! We’re going to take all this over…”
 
   “Oh for chrissakes Joe!”
 
   Jordan heard anger creep into his voice, “Joseph…”
 
   “This has ventured into a ridiculous…”
 
   “I can’t believe this!” Jordan jumped when the man exploded, “You’re going to bail on me now… NOW? When we’re so close!”
 
   “No, I’m done…”
 
   Jordan strained to hear beyond the static silence that filled the speakers and long moments passed before Nancy Ward spoke again,
 
   “I mean we can still get together for… Joe?”
 
   “MY NAME ISN’T JOE!”
 
   Nancy suddenly emitted a muffled cry and Jordan’s eyes narrowed as she listened to the unmistakable sounds of a deadly scuffle,
 
   “I decide when you stop!” She heard the man hiss angrily as he strangled Nancy in her car, “You lying fucking whore!” He grunted, “You fucking cunt! I DECIDE when it’s fucking over!”
 
   Jordan pulled the speakers in front of her and resting her chin on her hands, stared hard at the screen. She could hear him grunt with effort and small desperate cries tearing from Nancy’s throat amid dull thuds and muffled sounds of movement, Probably Nancy kicking the dash…
 
   Gradually, the sounds of struggle ceased before he rasped, panting; “I DECIDE!”
 
   She listened for long minutes as Herr Schmidt opened and closed car doors, I think he stuffed her body in the trunk… She closed her eyes, concentrating on the progression of sounds until a car door slammed a third time and the recording fell deadly silent. When she opened them again she stared at the progress bar and listened to staticky silence, So he’s doing what now? She wondered, listening to the hiss of recorded silence; He’s going to put her in his car and drive her to Los Angeles so he can put his superiority on public display… his power. The Decider… She emitted a snort of contempt. At what point did he start having sex with her dead body? And how many times… Jordan’s nose wrinkled in disgust, He must have moved her to his car before going back to her apartment to take her hard drive and cell phone… the one with the monthly bill… her purse… or computer bag… He took everything that had data on it then left her keys on the counter, cleaned off his fingerprints… then began his long drive west.
 
   She sighed, still listening to the static hiss; I need to call around and see if I can find out who sold him the dry ice. If he waited until she started to smell and bought it on the road, then I’m screwed on that lead.
 
   The progress bar continued to creep across the screen; Herr Schmidt was fine with her recording their sex scene in the crypt, maybe he wanted to record the moment for posterity… But Nancy bought a prepaid cell that looked exactly like the phone she already had and recorded their private porno on it… Her brow furrowed, Something had to already be going sideways in their relationship prior to fucking Herr Schmidt on Mister Stephen’s sarcophagus if she recorded it with her secret clone phone she later used to record her own murder with. Why do that? Did she hope to use this conversation as blackmail? She shook her head in frustration, wondering what Nancy could have gotten Joseph Schmidt to admit to besides screwing with Wall Street before he killed her, and she completely implicated herself on that score. What could she have gotten him to admit to that was worse?
 
   The recording came to a silent end and Jordan rose from Catherine’s chair and stretched as she walked to her desk and searched her briefbag for the earbuds she used with her tablet. I need to make a transcript of this then start calling places that sell dry ice… she thought absently as she sat back down at Catherine’s desk, plugging the buds into the right speaker jack, Thank god Catherine wasn’t here to hear this.
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   “Bea’s tech’s are making good progress on what amounted to a ton of data, but a lot of what Nancy did is deep, addictive stuff…”
 
   “Addictive?” Jordan’s hand hesitated a moment before she flicked off the bathroom light.
 
   “She really was a leading cryptanalyst in the field, her work life revolved entirely around RSA…”
 
   “Oh lord,” Jordan mumbled as she followed her to their bed, “I have a feeling I’m going to have a very busy night filled with dreams I don’t understand...” Catherine snickered as she stepped out of her pajama bottoms and crawled under the covers and Jordan’s voice faded, reveling in the sight of the shapely bare backside.
 
   “RSA algorithm… It’s a beautiful piece of mathematics that changed, fundamentally, how we participate in our world.”
 
   Early on in their relationship, they came to an agreement that one of them should be at least half-dressed in case Cameron woke during the night, and Catherine preferred to leave her top on so she’d only have to struggle with her pajama bottoms, although she was aware Jordan really enjoyed it when she went bottomless. Jordan shed her pajama top and bottoms then checked the baby monitor before sliding in next to her. 
 
   “Codes are the most addictively beautiful things a mathematician can wrestle with…”
 
   “You just used the word beautiful twice to describe math…” Jordan chuckled, “Spoken like a true nerdy genius.”
 
   Catherine swatted her playfully and turned off the light on the nightstand, “It’s true, everything we do on the internet is encrypted.” She settled in the circle of Jordan’s arms and sighed, “And all of that encryption is just one kind of number, a prime number.”
 
   Jordan’s brow knit in concentration, “Prime numbers… like three and five and seven…”
 
   “Yes, numbers that can only be divided by themselves and one.”
 
   “Like in Contact.”
 
   “Mmm hmm….” Catherine smiled in the darkened room, “like in one of your most favorite movies, Contact. What makes prime numbers so important to computer code is what happens when you combine two of them and get something called a semi-prime… When you buy something with your credit card, a big semi-prime is used, like a key, to scramble your secret credit card information. Only your credit card and your bank know the two original prime numbers used to make the big semi-prime number.”
 
   “And an algorithm is what?”
 
   “Well, I believe the original root of the word came from the Greek, meaning number, and when it comes to computer language, an algorithm is a set of rules, a process used in making calculations.”
 
   Jordan suppressed a yawn, “A semi-prime is an algorithm?”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “And what’s the RSA part do?”
 
   Catherine pressed smiling lips against Jordan’s neck, “It’s just the initials of the three guys who created it. What they discovered is multiplying two prime numbers and getting the total was simple math; it’s easy to multiply two prime numbers like thirteen and seventeen to get two hundred twenty-one, but if someone tells you to find the two prime numbers that were used to get to two hundred twenty-one, that’s really hard. The common analogy used is frying an egg; it’s easy to fry an egg, but once you’ve fried it it’s really hard to un-fry it.”
 
   “Uh huh…” Jordan sighed sleepily.
 
   “And that is the key to internet codes…” She smiled, letting her hand trail down smooth skin. “Only your credit card and your bank know the two original big prime numbers that can unscramble the huge semi-prime…” She cupped the neatly trimmed mound between Jordan’s legs and grinned when she heard her sigh contentedly. “And those keys, those codes,” she squeezed the flesh and Jordan stiffened slightly in the bed, “Those big semi-prime numbers are private and secure because it would take longer than the age of the universe for any hacker to figure them out.”
 
   “Okay… I believe you,” Jordan breathed, pulling Catherine closer, “don’t stop.”
 
   “So that was Nancy’s job… codes like RSA are considered un-crackable… The biggest semi-prime number so far, I believe, is over seventeen million digits long and takes ten reams of paper to print it out.” Her fingertips stroked the crease between ripening folds and her voice suddenly became silky, “But…”
 
   “Uh oh…” Jordan rasped.
 
   “But while people like her are continuously creating ever larger semi-primes, hackers are building bigger computers so they can crack them.”
 
   “Okay…” Jordan husked, parting her legs and pushing Catherine’s questing fingers further between her folds, “Tell me more...”
 
   “As computers gain in power and new mathematical methods are discovered, cryptanalysts like Nancy know that no matter how powerful a computer is, it can only process one computation at a time…” The tip of her middle finger slipped into a wealth of slick heat and she smiled at Jordan’s soft groan, “So, for the past few years, scientists started designing new computers that can harness the complexity of physics…”
 
   “And uh…” Jordan drew a shuddering breath, “and our victim…”
 
   “Our victim was trying to help her company stay ahead of the hackers by pursuing a new form of code-cracking that uses quantum physics…”
 
   “Ho-oh… ohh…” Jordan rasped as Catherine slid a long, slender digit inside, “oh, my god…”
 
   “Classical computers use data in the form of bits,” Catherine purred, “as in ones and zeros… But quantum bits, called qubits,” Her voice deepened as she breathed in the heat radiating off Jordan’s chest, “use a feature of quantum physics that describes how things can be in two places at once,” She added a second finger to the first, smiling at Jordan’s low, answering moan. “A particle can be a zero” she stroked the digits in time with her words, “and a one and everything in between… all at the same time.”
 
   Jordan bit her lower lip, trying to concentrate on Catherine’s words, “And, uhn…” she rasped hoarsely, “that’s bad cuz’… because?”
 
   “It gives it the power…” She closed her eyes in concentration, determined to control her own rising ardor, “to do several things simultaneously; a quantum chip considers every possible solution, all at the same time. Instead of working sequentially, it collapses to one answer, boom,” She curled the fingers within and firmly stroked the pebbled patch, “Just like that.” Opening her eyes, she tilted her head back to watch when she felt Jordan stiffen, “All you need is more and more qubits… in a really big quantum computer…” Jordan began to shake rigidly and Catherine matched her thrusts with the waves as they rose in intensity, “That would be all that’s needed at this point…” She began to quake uncontrollably and Catherine finished, “to blow the doors off RSA encryption, and break the Internet.”
 
   Soft grunts and cries and quiet whimpers broke from Jordan as she climaxed and Catherine watched for a very long minute until she sagged boneless into the mattress, breathless. Smiling, she stayed where she was, content to wait until Jordan’s hand released hers, still buried between the strong, slender thighs.
 
   “So…” Jordan licked her lips and cleared her throat, “you’re saying…” she panted, “when that happens... we’re all basically screwed.”
 
   Chuckling, Catherine tilted her head for a kiss, “Well, quantum physics could provide the next level of protection too. Nancy was making significant headway into the field of quantum cryptography…”
 
   “Oh, Jesus…”
 
   She snickered, “From what I can tell so far, her job, her work was evolving. Had she not been murdered she likely would have been a part of what will probably be the eventual shift from using semi-primes as codes to employing the quantum Observer Effect, using photon’s of light as encryption codes.”
 
   “Well…” Jordan chuckled weakly and tilted her head for a languid kiss. “I had no idea geeky computer math could be so satisfying.”


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   New York City, NY
 
    
 
   She looked up from her tablet and drew a deep breath, “I still can’t read in a moving car…” She mumbled in self-disgust, “A plane? No problem, but a car? Nooo…”
 
   Catherine quickly glanced from the road to Jordan in the passenger seat, “You okay?”
 
   “Yeah, I used to be able to read in the car when I was a kid and my parents drove us around, but somewhere in my tween years I started getting carsick every time I got in the car… and I stayed that way till I turned sixteen and got my driver’s license.” She lifted a shoulder in a shrug, “Then I got over it except for the reading part.”
 
   “What were you reading?”
 
   “You said you and Bea are investigating some glitch on Wall Street?”
 
   “Trying to, but the bigwigs over there keep refusing her calls. They’re too busy to talk to her and keep sending pat reassurances though their assistants that these crazy market meltdowns that keep making the news are just fat finger errors…”
 
   Jordan turned to check on Cameron, playing with his toys in his car seat before turning back to her, murmuring in a low voice, “Compared to your fingers…” She wagged her eyebrows suggestively, “which are very skilled.”
 
   Catherine snorted in amusement but she still blushed, “Why thank you, Agent Hawkins.”
 
   “So when they said some trader mistakenly typed a B for billion instead of an M for million they meant he made a typo on some trade he was making and created mass chaos.”
 
   “Yes, so far Bea’s been unsuccessful getting a meeting with their IT people. She wants permission to poke around to make sure it was human error and not some illegal hacker shenanigans.”
 
   “And this was two weeks ago Thursday?”
 
   “Yes, why?”
 
   “Nancy Ward had quite a stock portfolio, until two weeks ago when she personally, and not through some financial advisor, sold off more than fifty percent of it the day before that fat finger episode. She made a very nice pile of cash amounting to three hundred and fifty thousand dollars…”
 
   “Yikes.”
 
   “Yes, then she reinvested as soon as the market dropped through the floor…”
 
   Catherine finished for her, “And then she bought in again at the new bargain basement price, because she knew the market would correct back to where it was.”
 
   “And can you guess what happened to that exact amount of money she made that day?”
 
   “I’m afraid to ask…” she said drolly, bringing the minivan to a stop at a red light.
 
   Jordan took advantage of the moment and opened a browser on her tablet, “Her financial records showed it was transferred to an offshore account under the name, Grace Goodale, the same day her body was discovered at Murphy Ranch.”
 
   “An alias?”
 
   “Oh for sure…” Her voice faded as she scanned a Wikipedia page and suddenly snorted, shaking her head, “and Grace Goodale was William Dudley Pelley’s mother.” The light changed and she powered down her tablet as Catherine drove through the intersection.
 
   “Oh great…” Catherine grumbled, concentrating on the road, “I guess I’ll be having a meeting with Bea first this morning.”
 
    
 
    
 
   “So her Nazi boyfriend killed her and took the profit she made on that fat-finger fuck up in the stock market.”
 
   Catherine sat across from Bea in her office, “And what if she and maybe her boyfriend created it in the first place?”
 
   “I knew we were going there!” She gestured frustratedly and picked up her phone. She punched in an extension, watching her lead technician through the glass wall of her office as he picked up his desk phone, “Hey, we need a meeting on that BS market glitch today…”
 
    
 
    
 
   Jordan sat at her desk, staring at Nancy Ward’s driver’s license picture on her screen, So you and your twisted Nazi boyfriend had a little digital adventure hacking Wall Street for a nice pad of cash… and that’s what got you killed? She sat back in her chair, rubbing and squeezing the muscles in the back of her neck, Well, that was a dumb fucking thing to do. Her phone rang and she snatched it from her desk as she rocked forward in the chair, “Hawkins.”
 
   “Agent Hawkins? Agent Falk here, I’m calling you from the field office in Los Angeles.”
 
   Jordan’s brows arched high on her forehead, “Why, Agent Falk, are you calling me with good news, or bad?”
 
   “I was told you inherited a hate crime from us by the name of one Nancy Ward?”
 
   “Yes…”
 
   “Well, as a follow up on our end, I saw your alert for a car containing melting dry ice or dead body smell…”
 
   “Please, Agent Falk,” she pleaded, “no suspense…”
 
   “I think we have one for you; a canine security unit at LAX found an Escalade abandoned in short term parking with New York plates, a rental, and the guy said when his dog passed it he sat, indicating a hit.”
 
   “Their dogs sniff for dead bodies?”
 
   “No, well, his handler said he was trained at sniffing for explosives but he had been trained as a cadaver dog first.” She heard him snort wryly, “They closed down the parking lot and half the airport thinking this car was ready to blow…” His voice faded for a moment, “I just found your email in the bureau directory, you should be getting a bunch of stuff from me in a minute.”
 
   “Okay…” she held the phone to her ear with one hand and clicked open her email with the other.
 
   “Anyway, the guard was smart enough to take some pictures with his phone through the windows of what looked like a soggy sleeping bag…”
 
   “Please tell me you have the car.”
 
   “Oh, we have more than that…”
 
   While he spoke, Jordan repeatedly clicked the check for new email button until Agent Falk’s email appeared in bold on the screen.
 
   “When the handler pointed out his dog was trained in cadaver recovery the bomb squad carefully cleared the car for explosives then hauled it in for a forensic evaluation that produced evidence of cadaver smell, melted dry ice and...” He paused for dramatic emphasis, “our evidence techs are convinced they collected epidermal tissue from the sleeping bag.”
 
   “Skin cells...”
 
   “Yep, results are pending.”
 
   Jordan scanned his emailed report and her heart begin to race, “This was a rental car from New York… rented by Bill Dudley?”
 
   Jordan could swear he was smiling when he said, “Yep.”
 
   “Thank you…” she said fervently, “Thank you Agent Falk… excellent work.”
 
   They hung up and Jordan read the report, scanning the information before opening the first attachment. It was a picture of Bill Dudley’s New York driver’s license. Leaning her elbows on her desk, she leaned forward, studying the picture of the Caucasian male with nearly shoulder length brown hair, parted down the middle, It could be him… it’s probably him. Hard to say, the video on Nancy’s phone never got a good view of his face.
 
   “Goddamit.”
 
    
 
    
 
   “So,” she asked, her voice the soul of innocence, “desperate to get out of the office?”
 
   “The incessant paperwork does get to me sometimes, trust me.”
 
   “Well,” Jordan shrugged, “thanks for volunteering to come along, Stewart, but… you know it’ll be a miracle if Schmidt is actually just sitting on his ass in his apartment.”
 
   He shrugged back, “You gotta’ start somewhere.”
 
   She had shown him Dudley/Schmidt’s apartment building via high definition satellite images, and parked in front of the building. “He’s on the fourth floor on this side; you want to wait down here at the bottom of the fire escape?”
 
   “It’s your case, Jordan,” he grinned, “I just came out for the fresh air.”
 
   She got the building manager to accompany her to Bill Dudley’s apartment and she paused before knocking on the door of apartment 4C, turning to give the older man a reassuring smile when he took a step behind her. She knocked three times and waited several long seconds before knocking again, this time calling through the door, “Bill Dudley… FBI, open the door.”
 
   Two doors opened further down the hall, the residents peeking out fearfully from their apartments. She saw the building manager wave at them wordlessly to shut their doors, a finger held to his lips. Jordan stepped away from the door; her hand on her weapon and knocked again, “Bill Dudley! Open the door, FBI; I need to talk to you!” She withdrew her service weapon from the paddle holster on her waist and turned to let the manager reach past her and unlock the door lock and deadbolt with his master keys. When he stepped away, she opened the door and rushed inside, semi-automatic held at the ready.
 
   She quickly stepped over to the open kitchen area as she scanned the small empty living room, Unless he’s hiding in the bedroom this is gonna be a complete bust… Moving quickly and silently across the thin carpet, she rushed into the bedroom, sweeping it with her eyes as she crossed directly to the bathroom, banging open the door, Dammit… The shower curtain was left pulled back, the linen shelf, such as it was, had no doors, and the sink was free standing. Jordan relaxed, noting the bare mattress as she walked back through the bedroom to the living room. All the windows are closed; this bedroom doesn’t even have a closet for him to hide in… She pulled her phone from her pocket and called Stewart,
 
   “He’s gone; he even stripped the sheets from the mattress in his bedroom.”
 
   “And took his porn too?”
 
   She snorted, peeking down into an open cardboard box left on the floor, “Not all of it, I can see some DVD’s in there.”
 
   “Did he leave anything else? I can see the scene unit coming down the street.”
 
   She sighed heavily as she re-holstered her weapon, “There are some boxes lying around… He has almost nothing in the way of furniture, just a table and one chair in the living room and a mattress on the floor of his bedroom.” She rotated her neck, feeling no satisfaction at the popping vertebrae, “I’ll be down as soon as the evidence unit takes over.” She signed off and noticed the building manager huddled in the doorway.
 
   “You know,” he stood with his hands on his hips, shaking his head, “I have his driver’s license picture in his file here, but I couldn’t even tell you for sure if it was him. He either didn’t come here much, or he came and went when I wasn’t around.”
 
   “I’ll need to see that.”
 
   “Okay.”
 
   “So he was a good tenant?”
 
   “Yeah,” he shrugged, “quiet, always paid his rent on time.”


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Jacksonville, FL
 
    
 
   The doorbell rang again before he got to the door, “Joe Schmidt?”
 
   “Andy?’ The man held out his hand, “It’s Joseph, actually, nice to finally meet you.”
 
   “Hey, you’re really early, but come in…” Andy was slightly shorter and considerably heavier than Joseph was, and he tried not to be too obvious as he let his eyes sweep up and down Joseph’s more slender frame when he stepped past him.
 
   “I’m sorry, I left early in case there was traffic and then there wasn’t any...” He flashed him a charming smile, “I guess I was kind of excited about finally meeting you.”
 
   “It’s okay,” Andy closed and locked the door behind him, “Come on back with me so I can shut my office down.”
 
   Joseph followed him down the hall, “Oh shit,” he apologized, “I’m sorry…”
 
   “It’s fine… Find the place okay?”
 
   “Oh, yeah,” he nodded, “It was a nice direct path right to your door.”
 
   Andy felt a hopeful stirring between his legs and he grinned, “I’m glad I decided to do this, I’m usually happy just being a lurker in those chat rooms.” He stepped into a large room crowded with racks of servers, “Sorry about the heat,” he gestured to the windows, “since I was working in here I left the fans on low.”
 
   “Look, I don’t want to interrupt you if you’re doing something important.”
 
   “Nah,” he sat at his keyboard, “I’ll just be a minute… would you like to go back to the kitchen and get something to drink?”
 
   “Uh… yeah,” Joseph nodded, hooking a thumb over his shoulder, “then you’ll join me?”
 
   “Sure…” he smiled, and then turned back to his multiple monitors.
 
   Joseph stepped into the hallway and hurriedly pulled a pair of latex gloves from his jacket pocket and pulled them on as he peeked into the room. He stepped back inside and pulled a homemade garrote from his other pocket; grasping the palm-length wooden handles in his hands, he pulled the sharp wire connecting them taut, straightening it as he hurriedly crossed the room, afraid Andy would see his reflection in one of the screens. He wrapped the wire around Andy’s neck, crossed his hands behind his head, and pulled the wire tight.
 
   Andy’s fingers flew to his neck at the sharp burning sensation, but when he felt his own hot blood flowing over his hands, he panicked and slammed backwards in the rolling office chair and into his assailant. Joseph dragged him to the floor, and shoving his knees into his back, pulled the wire even tighter, smiling when he felt the sharp line slice through Andy’s esophagus. Panting, he relaxed his hands and stayed where he was; kneeling on Andy’s back as he bucked and convulsed. He felt a dull throb between his legs and chuckled, breathless, while he listened to the low gurgling noises issuing from the dying man’s throat.
 
   “If you think I’m gonna suck your cock,” he chortled in a quiet voice, “you are out of your faggot-fucking mind.”


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   New York City, NY
 
    
 
   “Hey…”
 
   Jordan’s smile was quick, “Hey, hi there…”
 
   “No Schmidt, huh?” Catherine sat at her desk and rolled her chair out to the side so she didn’t have to peek around their monitors.
 
   “Nope…” Jordan clicked her mouse on the send key and slumped in her chair with a heavy sigh, “would’ve been too easy I suppose. When I called you to say Stewart and I were checking out his apartment I forgot to tell you about the car…” She filled her in on the morning’s events, forwarding her Agent Falk’s email from Los Angeles. 
 
   Catherine opened the email and her brows arched high as she scanned the document, “They found his car?”
 
   “Yep,” Jordan waved limply at her screen, “and I just sent our chief medical examiner an email letting her know she’ll be getting a lot of evidential reports from her counterpart in L.A., and to please call me with the results…” She opened another document and her voice faded as she read, “And… and now that Bill Dudley’s financials have come in, uh… it’s clear Dudley is an alias too…” Her voice dripped with disdain, “In case that wasn’t already obvious to us. All the credit card receipts found in the car and that showed up on this are in Dudley’s name… including his rental agreement, ISP and Con Ed bills…”
 
   “No phone…” Catherine muttered, now reading the same report on her screen.
 
   “He probably only buys burner phones, Nancy probably got the idea for getting her burner phone from him. And as much as I’d like to be thrilled we got the car, unless we can come up with some DNA we can run through the database and magically get Dudley/Schmidt’s real identity…” She shook her head, “at this point, all we’re doing is confirming that he killed and transported Nancy to the Pacific Palisades and strung her up on that gate.”
 
   “And his DNA will only be in the database if he already had an arrest or conviction record somewhere?”
 
   “Exactly.”
 
   “But,” Catherine lifted a shoulder in a shrug, “at least now he can’t go home and use this identity anymore.”
 
   “Trust me,” Jordan snorted, “that apartment was no big loss, and if he has hacker skills of his own to create another bogus credit card with another historical Nazi name as an alias, we’ll be chasing him for awhile.”
 
   “And there was nothing in his apartment…”
 
   “No phone, no used razor or toothbrush or anything I could see that would give us some DNA,” she shrugged, “the evidence unit may come up with something, fingerprints would be nice. The place was bare, but clean… except for the boxes of porn videos.”
 
   Catherine wrinkled her nose, “Eew.”
 
   Jordan’s phone rang, “Hawkins.” Catherine watched as she stared at her screen then locked eyes with her. “Okay… okay, we’re on our way.” She said and hung up.
 
   Catherine’s brows arched, “To where?”
 
   “Jacksonville, Florida…” she shut down her workstation and stood, “That was Stewart, a hacker’s body was discovered there in his house.” She began packing her shoulder bag with her tablet and paperwork, “The word faggot was carved into his chest.” She glanced at her, “So pack up, after we meet with Stewart we need to grab Cameron…”
 
   “I…” Catherine stood too, feeling something she rarely if ever experienced, confusion; “But you said no field, work for me…” she made a sweeping motion with her hand, “ever… and now we’re going to a murder scene with a two year old?”
 
   Jordan’s hands froze on her bag and she stopped, “No…” she assured her, then shook her head in self-reproach, “I’m sorry, I meant, well… in a way; Stewart’s assistant is getting us plane tickets for tonight, we’ll fly down, have a nice night at a nice hotel… It’s a four bedroom house so it’ll take their evidence teams all night to catalogue the place top to bottom.” Catherine looked skeptical but she continued, “Then Cam will spend the morning, at least, making new friends and having fun at the daycare in the Jacksonville bureau’s field office … just like here…” She gently took Catherine’s hands in her own, “The body will be long gone, but all of the victim’s computers were left up and running, and they don’t dare turn them off until you can get there and find this guy’s passwords and transfer the works to Bea’s servers here…” She gave the hands a squeeze, “Just like at Dynamic Infrastructure, okay?”
 
   “Okay…” Catherine said, her voice sounding faint and uncertain as she struggled to catch up with the new itinerary. “Will we have time to go to Disneyworld?”
 
   Jordan snickered, “Not this time…” She suddenly cocked her head to one side, “Would you like to go there for Christmas?”


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Jacksonville, FL
 
    
 
   Jordan kept her voice low as they exited the car, “Okay?”
 
   “Of course, Cam thinks we’re having a short vacation…” Catherine smiled, “He had fun last night at the rooftop swimming pool…”
 
   Jordan grinned, “It was a nice hotel…”
 
   “It was… and he’s having fun at the new daycare…” she slid out of the car, “and this could be interesting…” She smiled, “So of course I’m okay.” She longed to grab Jordan’s hand and tuck herself under her shoulder, Remember, she scolded silently, you’re both on the job now…
 
   The agent from the field office in Jacksonville met them at the door of a house Jordan privately categorized as upper middle class,
 
   “Agent Hawkins? Bill Brady, I’m in the hacker division at the bureau here.”
 
   “Agent Brady,” Jordan shook his hand, “This is my associate, Doctor Catherine Bernard…”
 
   “Doctor Bernard,” he shook her hand, “I understand you’ll be cracking Mister Sanford’s hard drives and uploading everything to your division in New York?”
 
   “Yes…” Catherine nodded as she and Jordan followed him inside. “Nice place…” she said, feeling suddenly uncomfortable in the murder victim’s home.
 
   “Tell me,” he turned to Jordan, “will we be allowed a copy of the victim’s hard drives if our hate crime turns out not to be related to yours?”
 
   Jordan detected a tone in the man’s voice, “You’ll be getting a copy of everything here regardless, Agent Brady, none of us can stop working these cases until we catch the person or persons responsible.” They had stopped in the middle of a spacious living room and she turned to him, “Isn’t that right? We all need to do our part, and Doctor Bernard is the best person for this particular job.” She gave him a thin smile.
 
   “Um…” Catherine felt increasingly uncomfortable at the sudden tension between them and held up her hand as though she was back in school, “He has a really nice entertainment center in here, but I don’t see any workstations.”
 
   Jordan looked away from Brady’s humorless eyes and took in the spacious surroundings, “Wow…” she blinked in surprise, “I wonder if he got headaches watching TV on a screen this big.”
 
   “It is theater quality.” Agent Brady was clearly making an effort to lighten his tone and pointed down the hall, “His office is down here.”
 
   Jordan resisted the urge to sigh and gave Catherine a reassuring smile and eye roll as they followed him.
 
   He gestured for them to enter a large room stuffed with racks of humming servers, “What we’ve been able to determine so far…”
 
   Catherine stopped in the doorway and froze, her eyes locked on the dark bloodstains in the thick beige carpet.
 
   Maybe this was a bad idea… Jordan bent close to her ear, “Okay?”
 
   “Yeah.” Catherine said her voice a faint squeak.
 
   “Look at me…” Jordan murmured, waiting until she did, “This is why I don’t want you looking at crime scene photos, but you don’t have to do this in here… Agent Brady and I can drag the monitors into the hallway…”
 
   Brady’s brows arched high on his forehead, “We’ll what?”
 
   “No.” Catherine shook her head determinedly, “I’m okay,” she gestured at the bloodstains, “that’ll be behind me when I sit.”
 
   “Okay,” Jordan gave her shoulder a reassuring squeeze, “I’ll be right here.” Catherine quickly crossed the room, keeping her eyes focused on the three-widescreen monitors on the victim’s desk.
 
   “Jeez,” Jordan muttered, “it’s stifling in here…”
 
   “Yeah,” Brady pointed at the windows, “the fans are on but they don’t seem to blow out much heat.”
 
   Catherine stood behind the singular chair sitting in front of a long narrow desk, supporting only the mouse, keyboard and monitors and silently scanned the content on each of the three screens.
 
   “Andy Sanford began life as a systems analyst…”
 
   Jordan motioned for him to follow her into the hall, “It’s cooler out here...” she said, wanting to let Catherine have the room to herself so she could concentrate, “Can you tell me who found the body?”
 
   “A friend came by yesterday morning… an ex-boyfriend. He called it in around eleven.”
 
   “An ex?”
 
   “An amicable ex,” he shrugged, “he was pretty freaked out.”
 
   “I saw the photos.” Jordan folded her arms across her chest, “Murder by garrote is always gross…” She shook her head in sympathy, Andrew Sanford had died painfully; the wire his killer wound around his neck sliced into his flesh, arteries and esophagus. It would have hurt like hell but it would have been over a lot quicker than the death he gave Nancy. She shrugged inwardly, If this was Dudley/Schmidt too. The pictures taken of the body lying on the carpeted office floor where Catherine now worked showed a moderately overweight Caucasian male lying on his back in the middle of the computer-crowded room. His blood soaked t-shirt had been ripped down the front and the word FAGGOT carved sideways on his body. The first letter was cut into soft belly flesh just above the navel and the final letter, the T, was carved between sagging fleshy male breasts. Andy Sanford’s face had purpled in the struggle to breathe and his swollen tongue extended from his mouth. Seeing all that blood would have been bad enough, but if his ex saw his eyes… those eyes’ll haunt him for a long time. Andy Sanford had died with his eyes open wide in terror and agony and bulging from their sockets.
 
   “Anyway,” Brady continued, “as I was saying, according to his friend; he started out as a systems analyst. He was successful but he developed an online gambling problem and soon found himself doing hacker favors for people he owed money to.”
 
   Jordan brows arched, “Really? RICO charges?”
 
   “No,” he scoffed, “nothing that big, but he got caught, he got probation and as soon as he was allowed to have a computer again he became a hedge fund manager.” He copied Jordan as he spoke, folding his arms across his chest, “Now this was five years ago, apparently he was pretty smart, and when he started betting against the subprime industry in 2008 he made himself a massive profit.”
 
   She was listening, but she was watching Catherine when she finally sat down in front of Sanford’s keyboard. “How massive?”
 
   “Seventy billion dollars.”
 
   Jordan started then shook her head, “That’s Billion with a B?”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   Her jaw dropped and she stared at him, incredulous, “No.”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “How?”
 
   Brady shrugged, “As I understand it there were quite a few people like Sanford who made a killing and a half on that sub-prime thing.”
 
   “Okay, but seventy billion.” Jordan shook her head, astounded.
 
   “And he was considered a minor player.”
 
   “You’re kidding.”
 
   “Oh I wish I was, Agent Hawkins.”
 
   “And you’re absolutely sure he had that much?”
 
   “All the financial reports I’ve managed to view so far substantiate it… He bought this place and tricked it out with some awesome electronics and he has some really nice cars out in his three-car garage… but he was quite reclusive and almost never went out. His ex said he bought everything online and had it delivered; groceries, whatever… even his cars.”
 
   “Holy crap…” Jordan muttered and Agent Brady finally smiled,
 
   “Tell me about it. The ex had his own key and said he always let himself in and when he heard thumping he called to Sanford and found him here. The cops found the backdoor open, so maybe the thumping was his killer slamming out the back way.”
 
   Catherine barely heard them as she worked, letting her fingers fly over the keyboard as she looked deep into Andy Sanford’s hard drives. The murderer had hacked into many of Andy’s offshore and Swiss bank accounts and was in the process of stealing one hundred million dollars in ten million dollar increments when he was interrupted. Where were you trying to send Mister Sanford’s money? Catherine followed the digital trail and found the simultaneous transactions had not been completed, Mister Sanford’s ex came in the door and you bolted, didn’t you? She stared hard at the screen; Oh my, Mister Schmidt… your codes are showing. She absently ran the pads on her fingertips over the keyboard; I’ll bet this is code Nancy wrote for you when you hacked Wall Street… Her eyes narrowed; Do you write code too, Herr Schmidt? Or did Nancy write all your code and you simply used it as your own, like Alex used my programs to... She blinked abruptly and sat up.
 
   “So we’re really hoping the murderer heard him come in, panicked, and ran out leaving fingerprints?” Jordan sounded hopeful but Brady shook his head,
 
   “No, our evidence unit found lots of smudging, like latex gloves were worn. They may come up with something when all is said and done. But so far… we got nothing.”
 
   “Oh no…” Catherine turned to them, pointing to the center monitor, “you have a lot more than that.” Jordan and Agent Brady stepped back into the room and she turned back to the screen, “The code used here was injected yesterday, beginning at ten forty-six.” She clicked up a window filled with lines of code, “The murderer hacked Sanford’s database for user names and passwords in order to access the encrypted folders where he kept all his banking information…” She pointed at the screen, “He was in the process of stealing one hundred million dollars from Swiss and offshore accounts and transferring the funds to his own offshore accounts when he was likely interrupted…” Her voice faded abruptly and she paused, forcing her thoughts away from her own ex’s betrayal and painful memories. “None of the transactions were completed… and he left in such a hurry he didn’t purge the system or run any destructive programs to cover his tracks.”
 
   “And the name on the destination accounts?”
 
   Catherine smiled, “Grace Goodale.”
 
   “And who is that?” Brady asked.
 
   Jordan gave him a look, “An alias used by our murderer… We’re screwed on the offshore but you can contact Interpol and get them to freeze the Swiss accounts.”
 
   “Doctor Bernard can you make me a list of those?”
 
   She turned to him briefly, “Sure.”
 
   Jordan leaned over her shoulder and peered at the screen, “So aside from him using Grace Goodale as an alias we don’t have proof it was Schmidt?”
 
   “Oh yes, we do,” Catherine pointed at the screen, “this code will act like a fingerprint. Remember when I told you about encryption codes?” Jordan looked at her in bemusement. “When we talked about prime and semi-prime numbers?”
 
   Jordan’s face colored, “Yes...” she flashed her a private, feral grin.
 
   “He probably plugged in a flash drive loaded with his program to auto run when it’s connected to a non-home device… He downloaded his code to hack the victim’s bank accounts, but he was interrupted before he could complete his transactions and delete, or cover his tracks… So his code is still in here.”
 
   Jordan arched her brows, “And…”
 
   “So when you find Mister Schmidt and his programs, I’ll have to run a comparison but I’ll bet this code will match his so you can link him, inextricably, to this murder.”
 
    
 
    
 
   “Want to read a book, or watch a video?”
 
   Cameron watched his mother’s hands forming the signs and signed back, “Dog Book.”
 
   “Okay…” Catherine said aloud, tapping open the library on her tablet, “Favorite book about doggies… comin’ up.”
 
   Jordan finished buckling his seatbelt then sat back in her own seat, waiting for a moment when no one on the plane was looking her way so she could slide her paddle holster around to the small of her back, By the time we get back my jacket’s going look like a wrinkled accordion… She clicked her seatbelt into place, stifling a yawn. After Catherine finished uploading the entire digital contents of Andrew Sanford’s collection of networked servers, they picked up Cam from the bureau daycare center and Jordan drove them to the small local zoo where they had lunch and she and Catherine took turns taking pictures of each other holding Cameron up to see the animals. She watched Catherine as she watched her son expertly tap the book open at the beginning and gaze intently at the picture of the dog that filled the screen.
 
   Catherine could feel her eyes on her and she looked up, “What?”
 
   She shook her head and signed, “It was a mistake to bring you to the victim’s house, I’m sorry. I said no fieldwork for you…”
 
   “It was not a mistake,” Catherine kept her signs small but she still signed emphatically, “I just didn’t anticipate the blood stains…”
 
   “If you have nightmares I will never forgive myself…”
 
   “I won’t, Jordan… please, I was just startled, really. We see worse things on TV all the time.” She held her hand out over Cameron’s head and Jordan took it,
 
   “Okay.” She said aloud, kissing the small palm and Catherine pulled her in for a quick kiss.
 
   “And Cameron and I had a very good mini-vacation, thank you.”
 
   Still gazing fixedly at his doggy picture book on Catherine’s tablet, Cameron agreed, “Good vacation, Jordan.”


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Winthrop, MA
 
    
 
   “Jason Wong?”
 
   “Yes?”
 
   “My name is Joseph,” he extended the bouquet of flowers he held; “I’ve come to extend an invitation from an anonymous group of hacktivists for an important upcoming event.” Joseph thought Jason looked like he was still in his twenties.
 
   Not taking the flowers, Jason shoved his hands in his pockets, “Uh, huh… and We Are Anonymous makes house calls to recruit new members?”
 
   He smiled, “Would you believe us if we sent you an email?”
 
   Jason snorted and shrugged, “Alright…” he stepped back, “come on in.”
 
   He handed him the bouquet and stepped inside the beautifully appointed home, “Nice place… settled in okay?”
 
   Jason left the flowers on a side table and closed the door, “Yes, it’s great. What else do you already know about me so we can save some time here?” He led him through the two-story brick Colonial home and into the back half and Joseph licked his lips, trying not to show his surprise at the stunning views of the harbor,
 
   “Nice view.”
 
   “I was lucky; I never even considered a waterfront property… I have my agent to thank for that.”
 
   “I am not from WAA; I am a member of a sub-group, we call ourselves Fawkes Frackers.”
 
   “I’ve heard of you.”
 
   “We are aware of your stunning success in the subprime market…”
 
   Jason sat on one of the couches facing the bank of windows that faced the harbor, “You’re kidding, you’re here looking for a donation?”
 
   “No.” Joseph took the seat opposite him, feeling less distracted having the stunning view at his back. “We are aware of your many unique talents, only one of which was the killing you made in the market a few years ago.” He pulled his cell phone from his jacket pocket and relaxed, crossing one leg over the other, “We are also aware that you have a prankster side to your online activities… and an awareness of social issues relating specifically to inequality.”
 
   “Okay,” Jason laced his fingers together behind his head, “you definitely have my interest peaked.”
 
   “Good.” Joseph tapped his phone and swiped his finger across the screen, “then all you have to do to accept our invitation…” He tapped the screen again and stood, holding his phone out to him, “is send an instant message to this address for access to a private chat room.”
 
   He took the phone and stood, “Just like that?” He snorted in disbelief, “I log on in a chat room and I’m in Fawkes Frackers?”
 
   “No.” Joseph shook his head, “We are currently extending only limited membership for one particular event we think you could contribute to. Full membership will only be considered after completion.” He pointed at his phone, “All the information you need to help you decide will be provided during the chat.”
 
   “Okay,” he gestured to a beautiful oak desk that held only a lamp and a laptop, “let me boot up…”
 
   Joseph followed him, “Is that all you have?” He sounded incredulous, “Just the one laptop?”
 
   “No,” he snorted, “I have a home office upstairs, but this is networked into it, I didn’t want to junk up this room.” He set Joseph’s phone down next to the laptop he powered on and turned to him, “Want a beer? I got some Space Barley; it’s made from barley grown on the International Space Station.”
 
   “What?” Joseph blinked, “Uh, wow… no thanks, I just dropped in on you, you’re probably expecting company or something. I’ll just wait till you get through then I’ll go.”
 
   “Nah,” he crossed the room to a bar area and opening a refrigerator set in the wall, withdrew two beer bottles, “it’s okay, I’m only expecting family and that’s not for a couple days.” He passed him a bottle as he walked back to his laptop, “Have one.”
 
   “Okay.” Joseph took the bottle and twisted off the cap. He followed Jason back to his desk and stood between it and the panoramic window. He gazed out at the boats, wanting to indicate he was affording him all the privacy needed to enter the password to unlock his laptop and log on.
 
   “Okay…” Jason said in a quiet voice, concentrating as he quickly created a new email account for safety and sent an IM to the email address on Joseph’s phone, “and what do I say?”
 
   “Enter your name, first and last…” While he spoke, Joseph walked back around the desk and placed his beer quietly on an end table. “Then enter these words; what good fortune for governments that the people do not think.” He slid a hand into his jacket pocket and froze when Jason turned in his seat to look at him,
 
   “Really?”
 
   “Yes,” he nodded, feeling sweat beginning to bead on his upper lip, “really.”
 
   Jason shrugged, “Okay…” He began typing and Joseph quickly pulled two latex gloves from his jacket pocket and pulled them on his hands,
 
   “What good fortune…” he repeated as he pulled the garrote from his other pocket, “for governments that the people do not think.”
 
   “Well,” Jason finished typing and hit the enter key, “that’s intense, who said that?”
 
   In one smooth movement, Joseph stretched the wire taut between his hands and quickly stepped behind him, murmuring, “Adolph Hitler.” He quickly dropped the wire in front of Jason’s face and crossing his hands behind him, pulled as hard as he could, closing the wire tight around his neck.
 
   Jason reacted instantly, he was unable to comprehend what exactly was happening to him but he reacted violently nonetheless and braced both his sneakered feet against the edge of the heavy desk and kicked with all this might. Joseph grunted aloud and fell backward, nearly losing his grip on the handles of the garrote. Jason and his swivel chair landed on top of him and he pulled the ligature even tighter, not bothering to get out from under the dying man until he felt blood soak his shirt.
 
   Grunting aloud with effort, he rolled Jason’s chair, still supporting his limp form, off to the side and relaxed his hands. Panting, he struggled onto his knees and shoving Jason's body face down on the carpet, again took hold of the wooden handles. Kneeling on the man’s narrow back, he crossed his hands and tightened the deeply imbedded wire again, his eyes squeezing closed with effort until he felt and heard the wire sever Jason Wong's windpipe with a soft popping noise. “Ah!” he snorted in relief. “Sinewy little Jap motherfucker…”
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   Hearing and feeling Jason die beneath him left Schmidt with a growing erection in his pants and leaving the garrote around Jason’s neck, he sat up on his knees so he could pull off the bloody latex gloves, careful not to pull them inside out. Discarding them for the moment on the floor, he pulled another pair from his pocket and pulled them on his hands before fishing a condom from his back jeans pocket.
 
   “Here’s a little gift for you, Jason.”
 
   He snorted in amusement, “Stupid fuck...” He jerked the dead man’s pants down past his buttocks then unbuttoned and unzipped his jeans, “As soon as I’m in charge I’m having all you idiot hacktivists hunted down…” He pushed his jeans and underwear down and suddenly stopped. Gazing admiringly at his stiff member he said, “It really is my time, this time.” He rolled the condom onto his erection, “And I’m going to take my time… and purge my bloodlust so I can concentrate on more important matters.”
 
   Grunting and wincing with effort, he jammed the lubricated tip of his sheathed member into Jason Wong’s backside and pumped inside the still warm body, “Everything is mine… Mine to have… mine to take.” He thrust hard, and gritting his teeth growled, “MINE!” Trembling rigidly, his eyes and veins bulging, his lips pulled back in a feral snarl as he climaxed, and he suddenly laughed aloud when he felt his buttocks cramp as they clenched spasmodically. His eyes closed and he rasped, “All of this is mine, you fucking piece of dirt!”
 
   Panting and breathless, he licked his dry lips and winced as he pushed himself back onto his elbows and pulled his now limp member free with a quiet plop. Straddling the body on all fours, he carefully pulled the condom from his shrinking, dangling penis, making sure no part of it touched his clothes and sat up. Holding the used condom aloft, he looked around the spacious room and stopped when he turned to look out at the stunning view of the harbor from Jason’s panoramic windows, “Huh…” he muttered, “it’s getting dark, isn’t it?”
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   “Everything is mine. Mine to have… mine to take.” He thrust hard, and gritting his teeth growled, “MINE!” Trembling rigidly, his eyes and veins bulging, his lips pulled back in a feral snarl as he climaxed, and he suddenly laughed aloud. His eyes closed and he rasped, “All of this is mine, you fucking piece of dirt!”
 
   Catherine woke with a start and she clapped her hands over her mouth to stifle a scream. Her eyes wide and staring, she held her body rigidly still, afraid she would wake Jordan. She closed her eyes, willing her muscles to relax and rolled carefully onto her other side. Facing away from her, she drew a shaky, quiet breath and realized she was cold. Bad dream… She forced her eyes open, but everything’s okay. Everything’s okay, nothing’s going on… Jordan would be awake if it wasn’t… She drew a deep, clearing breath and covered her mouth when she coughed. Jesus that was scary though. She sniffed and slid smoothly from the bed, headed for the bathroom. Her brow furrowed, Shouting about time…. Was someone yelling about time, or was it mine? Jeez, how stupid to be so rattled about a nightmare I can’t ever remember now.
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   “Shit.”
 
   Schmidt’s head lolled on his shoulders and he released the slender hips, gasping painfully when Jason's body slumped to the side and his penis pulled painfully from the ruined backside.
 
   “Fucker… you shouldn’t have pissed me off.”
 
   He stripped off the second condom and stood on legs that trembled and shook. In spite of Jason Wong’s spare frame, Schmidt expended a lot of effort dragging his body to the wine cellar and when the body bent at the pelvis around the doorframe, he lost his temper. Shouting angrily, he grabbed the dead man by his hair and the waistband of the pants bunched around his knees and yanked him inside. The body had collapsed in a slumped kneeling position, folded in on itself with Jason’s forehead resting on the cold floor, between his knees, his exposed backside raised. Frustrated tears had brimmed in Schmidt’s eyes, and enraged he pulled another condom from his back pocket and sodomized the body again, shouting incoherently when he climaxed a second time. He stumbled back into the large room and discarded the second used condom where he disposed of the first, in the bar’s sink. Turning on the water, he poked it down the drain and flicked on the garbage disposal, listening to the smoothly grinding gears for a few seconds before flicking it back off. He finally pulled his jeans back up, sucking in his small gut so he could button and zip the fly.
 
   Straightening his shoulders, he walked back to the wine cellar. He knelt next to the body and untangling the wooden handles of the garrote, pulled them down towards the floor. Deeply embedded in Wong’s flesh, he closed his eyes and pulled the buried wire straight, jerking it from the dead man’s neck and this time when he left the cellar he closed the door behind him.
 
   He rinsed the garrote in the sink and after drying it and his gloved hands with a hand towel, wound the wire around the handles and shoved the device back in his jacket pocket. He made a slow circuit of the room, lowering the blinds and closing them, “No more view…” he said in a quiet, singsong voice, “All gone.”
 
   Double-checking to make sure all the doors were locked, he climbed the stairs to the second floor. “Ah…” he smiled as he stepped into Jason’s home office, a room with a desk that overlooked the same harbor view. A small rack of four servers sat against the far wall and he took care to close the blinds before sitting down at the desk. The upstairs computer was on and he could see it was networked into the servers and downstairs laptop, “Just like you said it was.”
 
   He pulled a flash drive from his shirt pocket and plugged it into the computer. Smiling, he leaned back in the swivel chair, his gloved hands resting on the arms. At least I can take my time transferring the funds, but from now on only offshore accounts… Accessing Swiss accounts is too dicey and time consuming. He shook his head in relief, still smiling as he watched program windows rapidly open and close on the screen as the software on his flash drive hacked into Jason Wong’s hard drives, looking for banking information. No fucking interruptions this time.
 
   He sighed deeply and suddenly yawned. “Oh great,” he groaned when he looked down, “not again…” Blood stained the front of his shirt and jacket and flicking his eyes at the monitor, muttered, “That’ll take a while…” He stood and searched across the hall for Jason’s bedroom. Once inside, he quickly opened the closet and pulled a similar-looking bomber jacket and a polo shirt from the hangers. “This should fit okay…” he muttered, heading downstairs to look for a plastic bag.
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   She watched the elevator doors close before asking, “Could we really go to Disneyworld for Christmas?”
 
   “Why not?’ Jordan grinned down at her, “Sounds like fun the more I think about it.”
 
   “Cam is still young enough not to feel like he’d be missing out on anything having Christmas somewhere else…” She briefly took Jordan’s hand, giving it a squeeze. 
 
   “We should start ordering ornaments and lights.” Jordan’s smile faded, “Are you keeping up with sign language with Cam because my parents are deaf and you’re hoping I’ll invite them over at some point?”
 
   Catherine looked at her in genuine surprise, “No, Jordan, I don’t want to sound like a broken record but I meant it when I said I wanted him to know sign language because it’s the language you taught me when I was unable to speak.” Her eyes flicked to the flashing floor numbers above the elevator doors and taking her hand again, looked up earnestly into unreadable blue eyes, “I believe having a voice is second only to having love in your life.”
 
   Pulling her close, Jordan placed a gentle kiss on her lips. “Thank you…” she said, her voice thick with emotion, “because I don’t know if my parents and I will ever…” She sighed, “You know, reconnect.”
 
   “I want us to be a happy family first, Jordan; you, Cameron and me. Anything else that comes along is just icing on an already amazing cake. Only you can decide when or if you want to connect with them again, I only care about being with you. Okay?”
 
   “Okay.”
 
   “What would you like to do for Thanksgiving?”
 
   “I do not want to cook.”
 
   Catherine snickered, “Me neither.”
 
   “We could just have a nice turkey dinner delivered and spend the holiday at home…” Jordan’s eyes flew open wide, “And, we could get our Christmas tree and decorations for the house and just go nuts decorating the place.” She wagged her eyebrows, “Huh?”
 
   Snorting softly, Catherine grinned, “Cam’ll love it,” she assured her, “and so will I.”
 
    
 
    
 
   They could hear the phone ringing in their office and Jordan hurried inside to answer it, “Hawkins.”
 
   “Yes, Agent Hawkins, my name is Edith Niles; I’m the chief medical examiner here in Suffolk County Massachusetts. I’ve just finished an autopsy on a murder victim we identified as a hate crime and when I entered the specifics of the injuries in the national database, we received an alert from your office.”
 
   Jordan shot Catherine a look, “Thank you for calling, can you give me a brief description of the body?”
 
   “Jason Wong, a twenty-eight year old Asian male, computer programmer, strangled by garrote, sodomized… more than once, and the word chink carved into his chest. Does that sound like something you’ve been working on?”
 
   Jordan sank in her desk chair feeling deflated, “Yes, Doctor Niles, I’m afraid it does.”
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   The victim’s hard drives had been digitally stripped clean of data so Jordan checked out a bureau car and made the four hour drive to Winthrop alone. She parked in front of the two-story brick colonial house surrounded by yellow crime scene tape and held her badge wallet up for the police officer stationed at the front door.
 
   “Hello, I’m from the bureau…”
 
   “Agent…” The older man nodded and opened the front door, “I’m the only one here so you’ll have to show yourself around.”
 
   “No problem…”
 
   “And the crime scene unit removed the hard drives like you asked and left them in a box on a desk back there.”
 
   “Okay,” she nodded, “thank you.”
 
   She stepped inside and he closed the door behind her. She waited for the county coroner to email her the autopsy results, including the crime scene photos, and then put in a call to the detective in charge of the homicide. He had little to tell her except the victim’s mother had called her son and when he failed to answer or call her back after an hour she made the twenty minute drive from Boston and found him lying dead in his wine cellar. The local authorities found a bouquet of flowers left on a table by the front door and bloodstained area of the carpet by the downstairs desk but little other evidence.
 
   Jordan looked at the flowers as she walked down the hall to the large room in the back of the house. Well, her eyebrows arched as she took in the décor of the place, the realty listing for this place certainly nailed it… She entered the large room and placed her hands on her hips, stopping for a moment to regard the panoramic view, I would definitely describe this place as a stunning waterfront property with spectacular views of the harbor. The listing she found on the web indicated Jason Wong’s four bedroom home had high quality finishes including a state-of-the-art kitchen, solarium, And an incredible outdoor deck and patio that blend naturally with the coastal landscape… she noted drily.
 
   She turned; hands still parked on her hips and regarded the dark dried bloodstains on the carpet by the desk. She took out her phone and took a picture of a yellow Ethernet cable lying on the carpet next to it. The cable was plugged into an outlet at the bottom of a support beam, And the other end plugged into what… was there a laptop on the desk? She wondered, seeing the small cardboard box sitting where a laptop could have been and made a mental note to remember to take the box of hard drives for Catherine. She did say the chances of her being able to restore anything on these drives was remote… but it’s worth a try.
 
   Sighing heavily, she pulled a latex glove from her jacket pocket and slid open the sliding glass door. She drew in a deep breath, savoring the salt sea smell of the ocean and walked out onto a covered patio. She walked to the seawall’s edge and gazed out at the sailboats moored in the harbor. According to the listing, you had Riparian rights out to two hundred seventy-five feet, Mister Wong. She rotated her neck, waiting until the vertebrae stopped popping before sighing again. Luxury may have certainly, ‘come to life’ here in your home, ‘designed and styled for today's discerning buyer.’ But it certainly wasn’t a lucky house for you, was it?
 
   She turned and went back inside. Stopping in the middle of the room, she regarded the paintings of sailboats and old sailing ships that hung on the walls then returned to the desk, this time standing behind the swivel chair, Schmidt would have stood here with his garrote… She held her hands in front of her as though she held the assassin’s device in her hands, He brought flowers, told some bullshit story to get in, and Wong turned his back to him while he was sitting here… She froze when she saw the beer bottle sitting on the desk and turning in place, looked around her; You offered him a beer… she thought, staring down at the dried ring on an end table, and he left it there so he could kill you… then he cleaned up. He drank it or dumped it and made sure he took it and your laptop and stripped the hard drives upstairs.
 
   She found the wine cellar and stood just outside the door, remembering the coroner’s photos of Jason Wong’s body; found lying on his side in a fetal position, his pants bunched around his ankles, “Jesus, Schmidt,” Jordan asked aloud, “what is with you and fucking dead people in the ass?” She turned from the room and stood behind the bar. I’m hungry… she thought, and checked her watch. Crossing her arms, she leaned on the counter and shook her head. The county evidence techs said they found no fingerprints on the keyboard or mouse in his upstairs office or anywhere else in this place. Doorknobs and anything he touched he wiped clean… She emitted another deep sigh and stared down dully at the sink. He would have been careful enough to take his used DNA-filled condoms with him too. She reached in her pocket and withdrew a small penlight. Or did he think that was too icky so he flushed them down the toilet? She shined it into the opening of the garbage disposal, using the penlight to push aside the partial rubber closure. Or maybe he stuffed them down here… Smiling, Jordan left her penlight on the counter and pulled latex gloves from her jacket pocket. She pulled them on her hands then pulled a small plastic evidence bag from the other pocket. Gripping the bottom of the bag in one gloved hand, she carefully pulled it inside out with the other, wearing it like a mitten. Using the penlight to keep the rubber closure pushed to one side, she shined it to the far side in the disposal unit and carefully pushed her other hand inside. Closing her eyes in concentration, she carefully gripped the strip of latex caught in the cogs of the grinding ring and gingerly pulled it free. Silently triumphant, she pulled her hand from the sink erator and pulled the evidence bag over the shredded condom. Her grin was triumphant as she zipped the bag closed and held it up so she could regard the ruined condom inside,
 
   “Gotcha’…”
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   Her eyes were slightly unfocused as she ran the pads of her fingers over the keys in a small circular motion, feeling them as they passed from the middle row to the bottom, from the bottom to the middle, from the middle to the top and back again. She’d been perusing the myriad of files she uploaded from Nancy Ward’s work stations and found nothing of a personal nature, let alone any reference to Joseph Schmidt.
 
   But she did keep journals… Catherine opened a file where Nancy kept notes and articles, She was meticulous about keeping a record of damn near every thought she ever had about algorithms, Super Position… cortical cryptography. The pads of her fingers still passed lightly over the keys and she stared at the screen for a moment longer. I wonder how Jordan’s doing… I hope she makes it home for dinner tonight… Her breaths became slow and regular, and her eyes drifted closed while she considered her day; I’m glad Doctor Sackette, I mean, Lianna, could see me. She smiled, unaware she was doing so; she was grateful to have such easy access to the psychiatrist and she deeply appreciated the relationship she and Jordan had with her, I’m glad not every session has to end with a major revelation or me crying.
 
   Drawing a deep breath, she yawned and opened her eyes, Jeez, if I keep on like this I’ll be ready for a nap… I am supposed to be working. Since she actually sat at the murdered woman’s desk, she pictured Nancy working there, her fingers flying over her keyboard at Dynamic Infrastructure.
 
   She was smart, her brow furrowed and her finger pads resumed their lazy travel over the keys, she never would have kept a personal diary on her work drives… She closed her eyes and pictured herself sitting at Nancy’s desk, trying to see the monitor and keyboard as Nancy would have. Her breathing evened out as she relaxed into the image and looking down with her closed eyes, saw Nancy’s hands as they flew over her keyboard. If she did keep a personal journal, she would have kept it online, and after making entries at work… she would have covered her tracks, careful to delete her browsing history…
 
   Her eyes flew open just as her desk phone rang and when she saw the caller ID, she snatched it from the cradle, “Jordan?”
 
   “Hey…” she heard her voice, “I’m on my way back, how are you doing?”
 
   Catherine leaned back in her chair, grinning as she stared out the window, “I’m fine, I can’t believe you finished so fast.” Her eyes darted to the time stamp in the corner of her screen, “You can’t have been there long.”
 
   “Didn’t need to be,” She thought she could hear a smile in her voice, “The county evidence team did a good job recording and collecting the scene but I still found a used condom in the garbage disposal.”
 
   Catherine’s nose wrinkled, “Eew.”
 
   “I know.” She heard her snort, “I’m on my way back, but you and Cam’ll be on your way home in a while and since I have to take this straight to the lab, I’ll keep the car and meet you there.”
 
   Catherine slumped in her seat, “Oh…”
 
   “I know, this’ll be the first time we’ve had to commute separately, but it was bound to happen sooner or later.”
 
   “I suppose,” Catherine grumped. “I missed you today. We haven’t been apart for this long in a while, you know.”
 
   There was a pause until Jordan said, “Wow, you know what? That’s right. No wonder I’m driving so fast.”
 
   “Well, slow down!” She chuckled, “We need you home tonight.”
 
   “Okay,” she heard the smile again, “I’ll see you two then.”
 
   “Okay.”
 
   “I love you.”
 
   “I love you too.” She hung up, still smiling and stared back out the window; This is the life I wanted. Sitting up straight, she rolled her chair back to her desk and stared at the screen, Okay, so where was I?
 
   If Nancy Ward kept a personal journal… In unconscious imitation of Jordan, she rotated her neck and stopped, she would’ve kept it online… She closed the open files on her screen and opened a browser. Her fingers hesitated just over the keys; She would have kept one where and under what user name? Her eyes narrowed as she stared at, into and through the screen, I could make a program that scans for likely user names… A single eyebrow rose, Of course that means I’d have to hack into the website to do it. She sighed heavily and sat back in her seat, And Jordan would need a warrant of some kind, I’m sure… dammit.
 
   She stared at her screen, at an impasse, But I’m a contractor and Jordan isn’t here today… and what do I know? Maybe I wouldn’t need a warrant. Sitting up, her fingers flew over the keyboard, It’s not like I’m looking to commit some kind of fraud or read anyone else’s private stuff online, I’m just looking for a journal of a murdered woman…
 
   It took her less than an hour to construct a program that allowed her to enter online journaling sites and surreptitiously scan the listed user names and passwords, comparing them to a list of likely words Nancy might have employed in the creation her journal’s account.
 
   Of the nine sites she found, it wasn’t until she ran her program on the seventh, CloudJournal.com that her program had a hit. She had been ordering Christmas lights and decorations online when the alert window filled the screen. “Okay…” she muttered, closing the browser she had been shopping with and studied the results. Her program found a user name Ich Bin Ostara, written in scarlet red Rockwell Extra Bold font, the same font used by the Silver Legion of America. Tamping down her growing excitement, she clicked open the account and grinned at the user photo Nancy Ward had uploaded of herself, her blond hair flowing over bare shoulders.
 
   “Well, finally…”
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   “And throughout all possible universes…”
 
   Jordan grinned, watching them from the doorway of Cameron’s bedroom; I wonder if he wonders what pottible newnipurses are…
 
   “’Night Jordan…” he called to her from the bed and she joined them, bending to encircle Cameron and his mother in her arms and smothered them with kisses, making them giggle.
 
   “Good night, Cam.”
 
   Catherine rose from the bed and together they exited the bedroom, Jordan closing the bedroom door behind her. She waited until they got to the kitchen before Catherine spoke, “Did you have dinner, or are you starving?”
 
   “Starving, as soon as I personally handed off my evidence to the tech who took official custody I jumped back in the car and drove home.” She opened the fridge, “I’m more than happy to have a sandwich.”
 
   “I’ll have one with you; I just heated up spaghetti-o’s for Cam… He does love that stuff.”
 
   She snickered as they pulled items from the fridge, “And how did the rest of your day go?”
 
   Catherine pulled a spatula from the drawer and turned to her, “Does that mean I can talk about work at home?”
 
   She shrugged, “Well, I guess it’s going to get harder not to… but if you have bad dreams or it keeps you up at night then we don’t. We have plenty of other things to talk about…”
 
   “Ooo!” Catherine’s eyes lit up, “Like how I bought lights and Christmas decorations online today… was that okay?”
 
   Jordan grinned, “Of course it is.”
 
   “I wanted to make sure; cuz’ I think we should at least buy our tree ornaments together as a family…”
 
   “Sounds like we need to schedule a trip to the mall...”
 
   Catherine pulled her in for a quick kiss, “Thank you…”
 
   Jordan pulled her back for another, “You’re welcome.”
 
   “Okay, so I found Nancy’s personal journal online…”
 
   She looked surprised, “You’re kidding.”
 
   “I am not, considering what she and Schmidt were into I figured if she had one she would have kept it remotely on one of those online journaling sites. Although…” She pressed her lips together anxiously, “to find it I had to create a program to search for certain key words that she would have been used as a user name and or password…”
 
   Jordan held the knife she wielded midair until the dollop of mustard dropped from the blade and onto her bread, “And the only way you could use that program was to hack into the site first.”
 
   “Um…” Catherine concentrated on cutting thin slices from the block of cheddar cheese; “yeah…” she dragged the word out, not looking at her.
 
   “How many sites did you hack into?”
 
   “Not many.”
 
   “How many?”
 
   “Seven.”
 
   Jordan’s brows arched high on her forehead and she erupted in laughter, making Catherine cast a worried glance over her shoulder towards Cameron’s bedroom,
 
   “Shhh!” She hissed, “For heaven’s sake, Jordan!”
 
   She was still holding the knife so she covered her mouth with her arm and giggled helplessly.
 
   “I only hacked in so I could run my program under their software like a common anti-spam program; I promise you, I was very careful, none of their IT people will ever know or trace it back.”
 
   Jordan finally sniffed and shook her head in silent admiration, “Of course they won’t...” she snickered, wiping her eyes. “Did she indentify Schmidt by his real name?”
 
   “Not from what I’ve read so far…”
 
   She shrugged, “That’s okay, I’m hopeful the condom I found was his and not the victim’s from some previous encounter… It turns out this young guy was another one of these hedge fund managers who cashed in five years ago…”
 
   “Another one?”
 
   “Yep, it looks like Joseph Schmidt’s current raison d’être is stealing tons of these guy’s money after he kills and rapes them.”
 
   “How much this time?”
 
   “I ran his financials and one hundred million dollars was transferred from ten offshore accounts…”
 
   “Transferred to Grace Goodale?”
 
   “Yep…” Jordan slapped the top slice of bread onto her sandwich, “And we can’t touch ‘em.”
 
   “Lord.” Catherine finished making hers, “Only decaf tea for me.” She said when Jordan opened the refrigerator.
 
   She got them each a bottle of decaffeinated tea and they made their way to the dining table, “Victim Number Three was only twenty-three years old when he made a killing on the subprime market.”
 
   “I hope he enjoyed himself the last five years.”
 
   “Yeah, me too…”
 
   They ate in silence for several minutes and when they were nearly finished Jordan asked, “So you found Nancy’s online diary?”
 
   “Yes, I downloaded the entire contents…” She paused to wipe her lips with a napkin, “I read as much of it as I could till it was time to get Cam, it’s quite extensive.” Her tablet lay on the table and she pulled it to her, powering it on, “There’s her daily musings and files of articles Schmidt must have sent her on the Nazi’s and their many views on creating a new world order…” She opened a file and dragged her finger pad down the screen, “She kept this journal for nearly two years, and from what I can tell, she started it soon after meeting Schmidt.”
 
   “When was her last entry?”
 
   “The night she was killed.” Catherine knew that would be Jordan’s first question and she tapped open the final page and read, “I’m meeting with him tonight, this ridiculous bullshit has got to stop. I’m going to record the conversation. I have to be very careful not to implicate myself, and when he admits what he did I’ll have enough to make sure he never drags me down with him if he refuses to stop living in his fantasy world.”
 
   “What he did…” Jordan repeated, shaking her head, “I don’t suppose she was more specific?”
 
   “Not in this entry.”
 
   “But we were right,” Jordan rose from the table and collected their plates, “she was hoping to get him to confess or admit to something she could use as blackmail against him.”
 
   “Well,” Catherine took a sip of tea, “you were right.” Her brow furrowed and she shook her head, “I don’t get her; here,” she pointed at her tablet, “she says she’s going to use her recording of that conversation to blackmail him, but in the transcript of that conversation she tells him she wants out of his scheme but she still wanted to see him, how? Socially? Sexually?”
 
   Jordan left the dishes in the sink and returned to the table, “Maybe Nancy didn’t have a lot going on in her life outside of work,” she lifted a shoulder in a shrug, “maybe she really liked his sick Nazi stuff in the bedroom,” she snorted, adding, “and cemeteries.”
 
   “Agreed, but still…” Catherine shuddered, “yuck.” She tapped her finger on a bookmark she created, “I sent you a copy of this, obviously, and I didn’t have time for a thorough read… But I think she really just wrote about Schmidt in here, how she thought he was so brilliant… in the beginning anyway. She liked his ideas… I take it she was a bigot too.” Jordan gave her a look. “Oh yes, when she talks about Schmidt making Nazi references about the master race and all that stuff I did read at least one entry where she said she avoids the black and Asian guys at work.”
 
   “Great.” Jordan muttered sardonically and tilted the bottle of tea to her lips.
 
   “I know, anyway, she wrote about recognizing almost immediately in their relationship that he was steadily drawing her deeper into his world. He started sending her articles… She wrote how excited she felt reading them at work when she should have been working and then wiping all traces of her online Nazi reading jaunts from her hard drives in case her supervisor checked up on her activities…”
 
   Jordan looked puzzled, “She was pretty high up in the food chain, why would she have to worry about her boss spying on her?”
 
   “It’s not uncommon for employers to check surreptitiously on their staff, especially if they’re really smart and might be entertaining offers from a competing company.”
 
   “Before you and Alex left that company…” she thought for a minute, “Symteck. Did your employer ever spy on you?”
 
   “No…” Catherine scoffed, “When Alex and I started… well,” Her voice was edged with momentary exasperation, “Alex mostly wanted us to start our own company, and she wasn’t very discreet about it. When corporate got wind of it…”
 
   Jordan nodded, “They threatened to sue you both if you took any of the programs you wrote for the company with you.”
 
   “That is standard business practice.” She shrugged, “The digital business world is full of people who will work for one company, quite loyally for a period of time, then get a job working for a competitor who wants them to lay their previous employer in the dust… so to speak.”
 
   “So Nancy felt wicked and naughty reading Schmidt’s Nazi crap when she should have been working…”
 
   “And she played along quite happily, thinking it was all great fun, especially when they started LARPing.”
 
   Jordan looked mystified, “When they started what?”
 
   “LARPing,” Catherine chuckled, “it means, Live Action Role-Playing.”
 
   “Oh god,” Jordan rolled her eyes, “I think I know where this is going.”
 
   Her brows disappeared beneath blond bangs, “Oh yes. He called her his Ostara and he was her Thor…”
 
   “Thor…” Jordan groaned. “Oh my… lofty.”
 
   “I’m sure it felt that way.” Her smile faded, “She wrote about his fantasy of destroying America, as William Dudley Pelley had envisioned, but digitally, and then bringing it back online and becoming its ruler. She said he told her how all the other countries would fall in line or be destroyed. She said he spoke avidly about racial purity and how they would both begin The New Master Race,” she waved a hand dismissively, “and so on...”
 
   Jordan’s brow furrowed “But it was more than a fantasy for him…”
 
   “Toward the end she wrote about how it felt like scandalous scary fun, being with him, and it’s interesting in all her writings she was careful not to implicate herself over the Wall Street thing in writing…”
 
   “But she blew it and slipped when she confronted Schmidt in her car.”
 
   “And he killed her.”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “When he began talking about bringing his plans online and how he was finally ready to begin the final destruction of America that she thought he was starting to lose it and decided to withdraw her involvement.”
 
   “So,” she drew a deep breath in through her nose, “he could be targeting these hedge fund guys who made it big back in the economic crash five years ago so he can build a financial war chest… but he did steal from her the exact amount of money she made in the Wall Street glitch.” Jordan quirked a brow, “There wasn’t that much more in that account, he could have cleaned it out. Why didn’t he?”
 
   “Trying to make a point?”
 
   “Between that and all his Nazi aliases, it does seem like he’s working hard to craft symbolic meaning into everything he does.”


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   New York City, NY
 
    
 
   When they got Cameron from daycare, she suggested they go out for lunch and surprised them afterwards by taking them to an enormous toy store that had a special section for Christmas decorations. She hadn’t stopped smiling for thirty minutes, watching Catherine and Cameron eagerly shop for tree ornaments; noticing that while Cameron picked out mostly ornaments that represented his favorite things like fire trucks and dogs, Catherine’s choices were more symbolic of their new life together. The shopping basket Jordan carried was full of ornaments shaped like animals and popular cartoon characters and her eyes brimmed when Catherine placed a lighthouse ornament in the basket,
 
   “We have to hang this one in the middle of the tree.”
 
   Jordan nodded and cleared the lump from her throat, “Absolutely.” She dipped her head for a quick kiss on soft lips. “Along with the polar bear family of three and the Teddy bear angel…” She felt an insistent tug on her jacket and she looked down into earnest brown eyes,
 
   “Jordan,” Cameron spoke and signed simultaneously, “When do we get the Christmas tree?”
 
   She grinned at his perfect execution of the sign for Christmas tree she taught him, “In a couple more weeks, can you wait that long?”
 
   He stared off, out the large picture windows, considering her words, “I’m not sure…”
 
   Her phone chimed in her jacket pocket “Fair enough...” she chuckled and pulling it from her pocket answered, “Hawkins.”
 
   Catherine motioned to take the basket from her and murmured to Cameron, “Time to get back, let’s check out, okay?”
 
   Jordan followed them, saying only, “That’s great, I’ll be about twenty minutes…” before hanging up. When they got in line, Jordan stuffed her phone back on her pocket, “CODIS got a hit on the DNA…” she whispered in Catherine’s ear. “We should have his real identity by the time we get back.”
 
    
 
    
 
   She hurried down the long corridor to the bureau’s medical examiner’s office and knocked on Dr. Samantha Lucas’s office door,
 
   “Come in…”
 
   She entered and closed the door behind her.
 
   “Why, Agent Hawkins, how nice to see you.”
 
   “Don’t keep me in suspense,” she begged, “just tell me you found him.”
 
   Dr. Lucas was an attractive woman, Jordan guessed she was in her forties and she chuckled, “Warren Neville Jeffers… I sent you digital copies of everything but, here…” she handed Jordan a thick sheaf of papers and stood, motioning for her to follow, “The old school part of me prefers seeing this stuff printed out.” Her office was spacious and a large conference room table sat at the far end, “Once we got the DNA profile from the condom we ran it through the database and got a match for an offender profile down in Florida.”
 
   “Florida?” Jordan’s brows rose in surprise, “So he knows Florida.”
 
   “He was a low level IT programmer.” She took the stack of documents from Jordan’s hands and began spreading them on the table, “He got into sextortion on a rather grand scale and is in their system as a convicted sex offender.”
 
   Jordan’s eyebrows rose as her eyes fell on the image taken from Jeffers’s driver license, printed large on the page; “That’s him…” she said in a quiet voice, “that’s Schmidt.” She stared in silence at the picture of a man approaching middle age; the loosening skin at the jaw line and the crow’s feet, like parentheses around his eyes. Straight, collar length mousey brown hair matched the brown eyes, Not exactly the picture of Aryan perfection, are you?
 
   “Schmidt’s his alias?” Dr. Lucas asked.
 
   She nodded. “One of many, probably...”
 
   “Well then, you have that tiny sample of ejaculate caught between the latex folds and CODIS to thank for the match.”
 
   “And…” she tapped her finger on his picture, “Warren Jeffers, for being too lazy to either flush his used condom or take it with him.” CODIS, the generic term for the bureau’s Combined DNA Index System, maintained databases of criminal DNA profiles on a national level and Jordan breathed a sigh of relief, “I was beginning to worry I’d never get a break in these murders.”
 
   “That could have easily been the case,” Lucas agreed, “in every one of the autopsies performed on these victims so far, no trace evidence had been recovered. The epithelial cells recovered from the vehicle left at LAX were identified as having come from the victim.” She shook her head, “The only thing he leaves for us to find is evidence of a bleach cleanser, the chemical composition perfectly matches a popular bleach product that comes in disposable wipes.”
 
   Jordan muttered, “And no fiber evidence has been found yet either.”
 
   “He either travels with his own small portable vacuum cleaner or he’s very lucky…” She pointed to his arrest and conviction record, “His case was quite impressive actually,” Dr. Lucas half sat, half leaned on the immense table, “over a two year period he managed to gain access and control of literally hundreds of women’s computers in Florida, California, Texas and both Carolina states…”
 
   Jordan was incredulous, “Hundreds?”
 
   “Yes, he was also convicted of identity theft…” she waved her hand at the spread of paper on the table, “I didn’t read the particulars, but he was convicted and sentenced to twenty-four years and only served three.”
 
   “Goddamit.” Jordan picked up a sheet with the official seal of the Florida state prison department.
 
   “Well, back then these cyber crimes were quite a new phenomena… lots of states just didn’t know what to make of them yet.”
 
   “He got out six years ago.”
 
   “Good luck finding him.” She stood and gave her a pat on the shoulder, “Given this is victim number three, that we know of, I’m sure he’s going to have a fourth.”
 
    
 
    
 
   Catherine was sitting at her desk when Jordan got back; “Hey…” she greeted her with a distracted smile, “So?”
 
   “Warren Neville Jeffers.” Jordan answered, briefly waving the stack of printouts before plunking them on her desk with a thud, “He hails from Florida, educated in Texas, and is a convicted sex offender…” She accessed her email while she spoke, “He was specifically convicted of sextortion, a term we use here to describe someone who digitally invades someone’s life in order to blackmail them. I scanned his case in the elevator and the specifics got very complicated very quickly.” Catherine peered at her around their back-to-back monitors, her brows arched. She held up the printouts Dr. Lucas had given her and waved them helplessly, “They said Jeffers was a Ratter? Or he did ratting?” She shrugged and plopped the papers back on her desk with an exasperated sigh. “Do you know what that means?”
 
   “Ratting,” Catherine nodded, “yes, an RAT is a remote administration tool.”
 
   Jordan snorted, smiling, “I knew you’d know.”
 
   She grinned back, “It’s a toolkit hackers use to gain access to people’s computers.”
 
   “Figures…” Jordan muttered as she typed on her keyboard, “I’m sending Bea a facial recognition request for her massive database so we can get a hit if he tries traveling on rail… or planes or toll roads…” She clicked the send button and opened a new email, “And now I’m forwarding you his record; would you read it and translate all the computer stuff for me?”
 
   “Of course…” She checked her email, “Got it. Speaking of; I have a meeting with Bea in…” she checked the time, “half an hour, I’ll read this and get back to you after… is that okay?”
 
   “Yep.”Jordan was staring at her screen, “What did you send me?”
 
   Oh…” Catherine peered around their monitors again, “that gigantic file is Nancy Ward’s online journal, complete with her links and attachments, everything.”
 
   “Oh yeah…” Jordan rotated her neck, “I think I’ll read this on the big screen across the hall.” She got up, grabbing her tablet and walked around to Catherine’s desk, “Unless something new develops that’s where I’ll be when you’re done for the day.” She bent to give her a kiss and Catherine gladly tilted her head, humming softly when their lips met,
 
   “I’ll get you when I’m done.”
 
    
 
    
 
   Jordan got up stiffly from the theater-style seat and stretched. She checked her watch and groaned; she had been reading Nancy Ward’s personal journal for over an hour, Oh, my god this is so boring! She groaned silently, Nancy Ward did not deserve the death Jeffers gave her and she may have been a computer code genius but, Jesus! She raised her arms over her head and rotated her hands at the wrists while she stretched again, She wrote like she was still in high school.
 
   She wearily grabbed the remote she left on the armrest and clicked to the next entry; She wrote about Schmidt, I mean, Jeffers, like he was some cool, anti-establishment antihero of the senior prom. She wandered over to the podium and propped her elbows on it, leaning against it for support. The entirety of their relationship was confined to either the bedroom or their chats online about how much better the country would be if Hitler had won the war.
 
   She shuffled wearily back to her seat and continued to read, slumping in the cushioned chair,
 
   “Himmler was intensely interested in Germanic paganism, I love the letter of his sent to me by Thor where he wrote to the head of the Ahnenerbe that he believed ancient Germans enacted laws and marriages upon ancient stones at burial places of the Sippe. He said this custom was used until 1930: If there was a girl in a village who had reached marriageable age and not found a man, the father went out on the new moon with the girl and the villagers. The girl was placed on the ancestral burial and the villagers stood in a wide circle around her, facing outward. Speaking beforehand with a villager, one of the blood-community, the father arranged for the man to couple with his daughter. The sexual act took place on the ancestral burial ... What was done was in the sight of, and on the grave of, the ancestors."
 
   “Thor said we’ll do this too, and I can’t wait for the joining of Thor and Ostara. It makes my loins tingle with anticipation and longing.”
 
   “Lord.” Jordan grumbled and used the remote to click up the next entry. Same boring crap, she scanned the hugely illuminated page on the wall and clicked up the next, 
 
   “I love how he always whispers in my ear how the world should have been. How it could have been, had Hitler won. I love when he switches from that to how he’ll initiate the return of the Silver Shirts. By the time he starts grunting about bringing decadent America to its knees, I am ready to come.”
 
   “To quote Catherine,” Jordan muttered, “Eew.” She clicked up the next entry, reading with increasing speed until she was scanning the pages of Nancy Ward’s journal almost as fast as she could click to the next entry. Her concentration was total and more than half an hour passed when she suddenly blinked, “Whoa…” She stood and took a few steps toward the podium, “What’s this?” She had rapidly scanned another journal entry about Nancy’s latest sexual escapade and was about to click to the next when she noticed a file folder at the bottom of the page, it was labeled, “Herr Schmidt.”
 
   She clicked open the file and leaning against the podium, folded her arms across her chest. It contained just one document and another file folder called, “Keep this for my protection.” She clicked open the document first.
 
   “I cannot believe he sent this to me. On the one hand, it shows he meant what he said; we are of one flesh now, so he now trusts me with his innermost thoughts and beliefs. On the other hand, this goes way beyond LARPing. If he’s serious about all this… but he can’t be, this can’t be real for him!”
 
   A single brow arched on Jordan’s forehead and she clicked the brief document closed, “You kept this file for your protection…” she said aloud, “well,” she clicked open the folder, “whatever’s in here didn’t do that, now did it?” It contained another document, “Oh, for chrissakes…” She groaned until she caught the file name and the hand with the remote froze midair, “The War of the Future.” Jordan felt a chilling thread of fear down her spine and double-clicked it open,
 
   “This is for you, my Ostara, commit it to your heart, so it may embolden you and give you both strength and succor for what awaits us in our future together.”
 
   Her eyes dropped further down the page to the heading:
 
    
 
   MANIFESTO
 
    
 
   “Demoralize the enemy from within by surprise, terror, sabotage, assassination. This is the war of the future.” - Adolph Hitler
 
    
 
   These are my most favorite quotations of the man who should have become Führer to our country and the world:
 
    
 
   “Humanitarianism is the expression of stupidity and cowardice.”
 
    
 
   “Hence today I believe that I am acting in accordance with the will of the Almighty Creator: by defending myself against the Jew, I am fighting for the work of the Lord.”
 
    
 
   “Struggle is the father of all things. It is not by the principles of humanity that man lives or is able to preserve himself above the animal world, but solely by means of the most brutal struggle.”
 
    
 
   “The great strength of the totalitarian state is that it forces those who fear it to imitate it.”
 
    
 
   “The great masses of the people will more easily fall victims to a big lie than to a small one.”
 
    
 
   “The very first essential for success is a perpetually constant and regular employment of violence.”
 
    
 
   “Universal education is the most corroding and disintegrating poison that liberalism has ever invented for its own destruction.”
 
    
 
   “What good fortune for governments that the people do not think.”
 
    
 
   “I do not see why man should not be just as cruel as nature.”
 
    
 
   “It is not truth that matters, but victory.”
 
    
 
   “Any alliance whose purpose is not the intention to wage war is senseless and useless.”
 
    
 
   “He alone, who owns the youth, gains the future.”
 
    
 
   Struggle was how the Aryan race attained greatness and its destiny is to rule, utterly. As a corporal in the First World War, Herr Hitler was spared by an English soldier/sniper in a wooded battlefield. They looked into each other’s eyes, and the Englishman let him go. Then one night, while eating dinner in a trench, Herr Hitler heard a voice telling him to get up and go over there. He described it as sounding like a military command. No sooner had he done so than a shell exploded over the group he had been sitting with and everyone was killed. Clearly, Herr Hitler had a destiny that could not be denied.
 
    
 
   Astrologist Madame Helena Blavatsky sold a popular book introducing the Aryans; she taught Spirituality via séances, tarot cards, etc. But it was Guido Von List who realized the Aryans were not Persian, but German. It was he who recognized it was German Racial Destiny to acknowledge itself as the Master Race. I will reprint their books and Lanz von Liebenfels’s Ostara magazine for the superior masses so they might be educated as to their actual history and destiny.
 
    
 
   We must defend ourselves against the lower, inferior races. Through insidious interbreeding by Jews, blacks, Asians, all of the inferior races are destroying us from within. It was Liebenfels who described the mongrolization of the races. He said the inferior races don’t have to take arms against you, they destroy you from within. He advocated for racial purification. His solution? Extermination via sterilization and castration.
 
    
 
   It was Erik Jan Hanussen, the famed astrologer, who predicted Hitler’s luck would change in 30 days, resulting in power. He gave him a good luck charm, a mandrake root from his hometown, a root resembling a man and presented it to Herr Hitler on New Year’s Day 1933.
 
    
 
   Hanussen inscribed some verses (encapsulated and hung around the mandrake root’s neck) wherein he described a league, a bond between himself, the mandrake and Hitler. The verses said Hitler would have unlimited power and good fortune as long as he held true to this bond between himself and the mandrake and Hanussen, but if the bond was broken, all would end in flames within 12 years. 
 
    
 
   30 days later, Hitler was chancellor of Germany.
 
    
 
   Then, during a séance on Feb. 26, Hanussen had a vision of a burning building. The next day, the Reichstag, Germany’s parliament burned to the ground. After the Kaiser died, Hitler became Germany’s leader. Occultists, astrologers, etc. were rounded up. Why? Hitler rejected them, convinced no one could dictate his life to him, not the stars, no one. He believed himself to be the messiah, the master of his own fate. And so on June 30, 1934, in order to protect his need for ever growing power, he targeted 200 people for death, including Hanussen, breaking their bond. This occurred during The Night of the Long Knives. Hitler doubted the power of the occult, but his inner circle held true believers. 
 
    
 
   June 1941. Hitler invades Russia, but the month before, Rudolph Hess flew to England to negotiate peace on a day of a major conjunction of the planets, deemed by the astrologers around him to be very powerful. Hitler publically condemned him, his occultism, his use of an astrologer, and declared him a disgrace. Occultists continued to be rounded up alongside common scum: communists, gypsies, Jews, and homosexuals. Yet Heinrich Himmler, Reichsführer of the Schutzstaffel, the SS, the Protection Squadron and the architect of the holocaust, remained a devout occultist. Himmler believed the Aryan race was forged through conflict and war, creating a stronger race. 
 
    
 
   Himmler was interested in mysticism and the occult from an early age. He, now the lone occultist in Herr Hitler’s inner circle, cleaved to his beliefs and searched for proof of Aryan and Nordic racial superiority from ancient times. He promoted the cult of ancestor worship, particularly among members of the SS, as a way to keep the race pure and provide immortality to the nation.
 
    
 
   Himmler's private rooms were dedicated to the tenth-century Saxon King Heinrich the first (also known as Henry the Fowler) and he kept them decorated in period fashion. Himmler shared his Christian name with the king, he believed he was his reincarnation and therefore, was an honorary member of the royal clan. His father had been tutor to Prince Heinrich of Bavaria, the young Himmler was named for him and he was also the Prince's godson. At midnight each July 2, the anniversary of the king’s death, he would commune in silence with King Heinrich.
 
    
 
   Himmler recognized German racial superiority. He understood the immense supernatural power of the occult and dedicated his life to the preservation and promotion of The Master Race. But winning the war was not as important as wiping out the lower races to Herr Hitler, and he routinely rerouted trains that should have been heading for the front with troops, so they could ferry more people to the extermination camps instead.
 
    
 
   The thousand year Reich lasted only 12.  
 
    
 
   Herr Hitler came to power January 3rd to 31st, a pagan holiday, one of the 8 pagan Sabbaths. He committed suicide on another pagan Sabbath, April 30, called Beltane (Walpurgis Nacht) the night when witches gather.
 
    
 
   3 weeks after Hitler’s suicide, in British custody, Himmler swallowed a cyanide capsule. 
 
    
 
   I wonder how different our world would look today if Hitler had been steadfast in his beliefs and what we could have become had Himmler succeeded in empowering The Master Race to take dominion over the world.
 
    
 
   But Herr Hitler’s rejection of fate and the occult ultimately doomed him, his destiny, and his Reich. He should have trusted Himmler! Himmler, who only expanded his occult beliefs!
 
    
 
   Both their suicides were the fault of Herr Hitler’s lack of, and abandonment of faith in Germanic pagan beliefs. 
 
    
 
   However, Himmler also failed; he should have used the inferior races for labor across the country instead of just in extermination camps. When I rise, I will control them by creating a sub-division within my new Ahnenerbe in charge of controlling the breeding program. Selectively breed for stupidity, strength and sterility with a limited lifespan, provided they are not eliminated by other means, extermination, etc. until we have perfected our totalitarian/utopian state and can rid ourselves of them utterly.
 
    
 
   The vernal equinox, Ostara, inaugurates the New Year on the Zodiac calendar. From this point, the day overcomes the night. It is the time of rebirth. It is a time of great fertility.
 
    
 
   Just as Herr Himmler was the reincarnation of the 10th century Saxon King Heinrich, I know I am, at once, the reincarnation and biological offspring of Herr Joseph Schmidt, the man who worked the hardest to bring America to a new world order. I may not have been able to realize the astounding psychic abilities he had, but I acknowledge the greatness of my destiny, and I will fulfill that great destiny and bring the world again into light, saving it from itself when I take my place as the greatest leader this county has ever known.
 
    
 
   Himmler failed, but his words are still of great value, even today, especially today;
 
    
 
   “My honor is my loyalty.”
 
    
 
   “The best political weapon is the weapon of terror. Cruelty commands respect. Men may hate us. But, we don't ask for their love; only for their fear.”
 
    
 
   “We know that these clashes with Asia and Jewry are necessary for evolution.”
 
    
 
   “We have only one task, to stand firm and carry on the racial struggle without mercy.”
 
    
 
   The fools of Wall Street believe something as simple as a glitch is responsible for the repeated crashes. They couldn’t be more wrong. When the time comes, I will bring it down completely, and when I bring them back online, they will all belong to me.
 
    
 
   All the signs have appeared; legalized gay marriage, a nigger president, the sciences rediscovering the value of eugenics, the vast troubles of the Middle East pointing unerringly to the obviously necessary elimination of the Jews. When I bring the New America online, it will send a signal to the pure around the world to join us, and the conquest of their nations will be as simple as a series of equations to achieve total dominion, and when I have it I will have succeeded as the leader of The Master Race. On that day, at last, we will rise like the phoenix and live in the world as it should be, populated only by superior beings, fulfilling their destiny.
 
    
 
   This is not The End Times.
 
    
 
   This Time I embrace as my destiny, and one day This Time will be known as The Beginning.
 
    
 
   It is time for America to take her rightful place, exalted, among nations.”
 
    
 
   Jordan stood with her arms folded across her chest and pointing the remote at the screen, clicked Jeffers’s manifesto closed. She felt drained and she stood staring at the darkened wall screen for long minutes until Catherine knocked softly on the door as she entered,
 
   “Ready to go home?”
 
   “Yeah…” Jordan craned her neck until the vertebrae popped, “I really am.”


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Millburn, NJ
 
    
 
   “Dinner was so nice I forgot to ask you for your interpretation of Jeffers’s file.”
 
   Catherine pulled off Jordan’s FBI t-shirt she wore and dropped it next to her pajama top on the end of their bed. “Oh yeah… wow, that guy was unbelievable.” She slid under the covers and scooted close, entwining legs with her, “So he had a master’s in computer language and an IT job for a midsize computer company and spent his free time hacking into women’s computers using a RAT, a remote administration tool…” They lay on their sides, facing one another and her right hand sought out Jordan’s left, “these tools are called toolkits, and they’re pieces of software that gives a hacker total access to a computer. He started in chat rooms by getting email addresses, pretending to be a woman in there…”
 
   “Chat rooms for women?”
 
   “Yes, young women talking about their love lives or favorite TV shows or whatever. He sent infected instant messages, emails... He also utilized peer-to-peer file sharing networks, using popular songs as bait. His victims would download them thinking they're getting a song, but it would either contain or be a toolkit.”
 
   “He was convicted of hacking hundreds of computers. How could he have served so little time?”
 
   “He plea bargained and allocuted.” She entwined her fingers with Jordan’s, “He got only twenty-four years because he confessed and explained his criminal technique in great detail,” she snorted, rubbing her kegs against her, “which he clearly enjoyed. He ratted, and here I mean he snitched on a circle of hackers he chatted with online where they bragged about their exploits and shared their techniques for spreading their toolkits and collecting slaves.”
 
   “Excuse, me…” Jordan stopped her, “Slaves?”
 
   “That’s the term they use for people who install their software, and Jeffers loved saying it, the assistant prosecutor noted he used that word about a hundred times…”
 
   “The victim’s anti-viral or anti-spam software couldn’t stop these toolkits?”
 
   “If they had it on their computers and updated them, then yes, but you’d be surprised how many people don’t bother. Anyway, he’d go through their computers and look at their intimate pictures, watch them through their webcams and activate the microphones so he could listen in. He’d send them instant messages, talking about conversations he had listened in on, not telling them how he knew or who he was, of course. He blackmailed them into taking nude photos of themselves, or he’d just spy on them and use their credit cards to buy stuff online.”
 
   “What a creep.”
 
   “Definitely.”
 
   Jordan scooted closer, “So, by himself, is he smart enough to pull off another glitch on Wall Street? I take it Nancy wrote at least the first program for that market glitch but is he smart enough to write his own?”
 
   Catherine considered her words and her brow furrowed in a scowl, “I want to say no, but really I have no idea. It’s clear he pirated Nancy’s code and has adapted it for his massive money transfers from his hedge fund victims so he does have some skill in writing code…” Her voiced faded and she rolled onto her back, her hand pulling from Jordan’s so she could sweep the short blond hair from her face. “Alex used code I wrote for customers and adapted it for everything she did for the mafia…” She breathed in slowly through her nose and exhaled quietly. “I think it’s possible Jeffers could have gotten a lot smarter since he used his hacker skills to spy on women and steal credit cards… It’s possible he’s a lot smarter now…” She shrugged, staring at the ceiling, “I don’t know yet.”
 
   “Been thinking about Alex?”
 
   Catherine nodded, “Hard not to… so far the signs point to this man actively seeking out a smart woman who could write sophisticated code expressly for the purpose of crashing Wall Street. Nancy did say in her journal that they met in some chat room for white supremacists…” She turned her head on the pillow to look at her, “Like when Alex met me at Symteck; Jeffers put the moves on Nancy and she fell for him just like Alex used her moves on me…” She rolled back onto her side, “I guess that was a happy coincidence for her.” Her eyes slammed closed and she shook her head, “No… that isn’t fair…”
 
   Jordan reached for her hand and she clutched at it. “Alex didn’t hook up with you with the intention of ending up a widow in the Rossi family, but what she did was the same, she still used your code for her own purposes.”
 
   Catherine’s voice was soft, “Yes… I know.”
 
   “We have an appointment with Lianna tomorrow…”
 
   A smile finally touched Catherine’s lips, “I’m okay.”
 
   “I love you.”
 
   “Thank you…” she whispered, “You know, I love you too.”
 
    
 
    
 
   “By right of the Sippe I take what is mine!” Gray gloved hands gripped yellow plaid and shoulders both as he thrust and rammed his sheathed member in the lax channel. “And everything you have…” he grunted, “Everything you are is mine!”
 
   Catherine sat bolt upright in bed, “NO!” She shouted, her hands flying to cover her mouth.
 
   Jordan jerked upright, “Catherine?” She took care to call to her first before touching her.
 
   “I’m sorry!” She turned to her, looking at once terrified and apologetic, “I’m sorry…” she whispered hoarsely.
 
   She pulled the petite shaking form into her arms and tucked the covers around them both, “Don’t apologize…” Jordan tucked her under her chin and placed a kiss against damp hair, alarmed at how Catherine still trembled, “Bad dream?”
 
   She drew a deep breath, determined to calm herself, “Yes…”
 
   “Alex?”
 
   “No… Jeffers… I guess. I dreamed he was yelling about the Sippe and sodomizing a dead body.”
 
   A lone brow rose on Jordan’s forehead, “He does have a thing for that.” She smoothed blond bangs from dark eyes, “Maybe hiding crime scene photos from you isn’t enough… Maybe you should stick to working with Bea and I’ll…”
 
   “Please… Jordan…” Catherine pulled the hand to her chest, “please, I can handle this, I can… Given what’s happened in my life, I think I’d probably have a bad dream every now and then anyway…” She sniffed, “If Chelsea was still here I doubt I’d still be processing everything and having any bad dreams at all anymore.”
 
   “Chelsea…”
 
   She managed a watery smile, “I really wish you two could have known each other.”
 
   Jordan smiled back, “Me too.”
 
   “Is it too late… or early to make love?”
 
   She grinned, pulling her closer, “Never.”


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   La Jolla, CA
 
    
 
   “Ah, but I do love the late night rendezvous…” He chuckled and walking his hands back, pulled his now flaccid member from the lax channel with a grimace. Still kneeling between the dead man’s spread legs, he leaned to one side and peering down at his shrinking, dangling penis, carefully stripped off the condom and sat up.
 
   “And thank you…” his grin was lascivious as he snatched the plastic grocery bag he deliberately left on the floor next to the body, “for this…” He placed the used condom inside then carefully stripped off the latex gloves, adding them to the bag before he stood, pulling up his pants and underwear. He jogged his penis back into his clothes and then buttoned and zipped the fly. Feeling past the cleaned garrote, he pulled a fresh pair of gloves from his jacket pocket and pulled them on his hands, “So let’s see…” he squinted at the monitor, “if my program is ready for the transfer.” He looked at the body face down on the thickly carpeted floor, his head cocking thoughtfully to one side as he briefly regarded the rumpled shorts and underwear left in a bunched heap next to it.
 
   “And thanks for living so close to home…” He sat down at the modular computer workstation and multiple wide screens, “My commute is so short this time.” He clicked open the transfer window, murmuring as he typed, “Ten million US dollars… thank you very much and…” He held his gloved forefinger aloft, pointing downward and turned to give the body a quick grin, “Enter.” He sounded giddy as he proceeded to the next offshore account, repeating the process. “I love your long private driveway… I could probably stay here for a while and enjoy your company some more but…” He hit the enter key again and looked over his shoulder, “I dare not tarry when my own home is just a few minutes away.”
 
   He continued working in silence and when he finished he closed his banking program and opened the file on his flash drive that would strip the dead man’s hard drives of every bit of data. He initiated the program and sat back in the chair, resting his hands on his soft belly, the fingers interlaced. Closing his eyes, he hummed softly until he heard the beep indicating the program had completed its task and he stood, stretching briefly before removing the drive. He pulled the pocketknife from his pants pocket and walked around the body, kneeling next to it. He rolled the dead man onto his back, his gaze steadfastly avoiding the wide, bulging eyes that stared terrified into the unknown.
 
   “This is for the official record…” he spoke in a low voice, “This is for future generations, so they can look back into history and see how it all began.”


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   New York City, NY
 
    
 
   “So,” Lianna smiled, “how is your first case together coming along?”
 
   “I wish I could say we’re very close to catching this guy, but we’re not.” Jordan slumped in the chair, “Although we finally got some DNA so we now know his real name is Warren Jeffers.”
 
   Catherine nodded, “And he’s killed three people so far… his first victim, Nancy Ward, left plenty of evidence that she created that fat finger debacle on Wall Street and she and Jeffers profited by it…”
 
   Jordan added, “Probably as a kind of loyalty test for her.”
 
   “And then Jordan found his manifesto.”
 
   “Wow,” Dr. Sackette looked surprised, “he has a manifesto?”
 
   “Oh yes…” Jordan’s tablet sat on her lap and she powered it on, “our first victim hid this file away in her personal online journal.” She stopped, her eyes flicking first to Catherine then to Lianna, “Sorry, I know these sessions are for discussing personal matters, but Catherine had a nasty nightmare involving this case, and she has access to everything concerning it.”
 
   “Except the pictures,” Catherine interjected, “she’s protecting me from those.”
 
   “Protecting you?”
 
   “Yes.” She smiled shyly, adding in a soft voice, “Because she loves me.”
 
   Jordan gave her a crooked smile, “I believe your contracted job description focused on the intriguing nature of computer code and not so much the gruesome aspects of computer crimes.” She waved the tablet, “Anyway, may I read it to you? It should only take a couple of minutes; I’d like your take on it.” She turned to Catherine, “Would that be okay?”
 
   “I think it’s a good idea,” she nodded and gave Lianna a look, “wait till you hear Mister Jeffers’s philosophy.”
 
   Jordan read the document aloud, beginning with the introduction Jeffers wrote for Nancy Ward. When she finished Lianna leaned back in her chair, “It’s interesting, the Nazi Party was more of a mass movement than a political party and it’s certainly been described in psychological circles as a pseudo religion and a cult… Your suspect certainly has a massive delusion of grandeur working for him doesn’t he?”
 
   Jordan snorted, “I’ll say. Would it be too simple to assume he has some major daddy issues going on? First, he idolizes Hitler and Himmler, then he scorns and rejects them… He can succeed where they failed. And his thing with sodomizing his victims after he kills them... It seems as though he has to…” She paused, “Forgive my language, but it seems like he has to fuck them… and according to the autopsy reports, more than once if he has the time.”
 
   “You are correct, Agent Hawkins,” Lianna concurred, “he prefers to dominate via sex. He’s not gay or bi, just determined to dominate everyone… even sexually. He was probably unpopular in high school and unsuccessful with women…”
 
   “It would figure, he was convicted of remotely taking over hundreds of women’s computers and spying on them.”
 
   Lianna’s brows arched but she still shrugged, “Not surprising. Have you been able to find his parents?”
 
   “His mom was a high school teacher, his dad an MD, both are deceased.”
 
   “Nothing suspicious?”
 
   “His dad died of a heart attack a few years ago, and his mom died the year before that of a brain hemorrhage. Why, you think he might have killed them?”
 
   “I wouldn’t have been surprised if you told me he had, given his thoughts in his manifesto.”
 
   “Jeffers himself seems to have gotten through life with few, if any, friends and he was an only child.”
 
   “Well,” Lianna sighed, “one or both of his parents probably made him feel inferior. Not unlike what we think about Hitler, whether your suspect’s inferiority complex was a result of nature, nurture or both, the debate has never ended about Hitler; maybe we’ll be able to figure out Warren Jeffers.”
 
   The small office was silent until Lianna asked, “So Thanksgiving is coming, are there any issues or challenges coming up with that?”
 
   “I’m not cooking,” Jordan said drolly, “so dinner will be delicious.”
 
   Catherine chuckled, “We’re ordering in, the whole thing, so we can concentrate on decorating the house.”
 
   Lianna re-crossed her long legs, “Sounds like fun.”
 
   “It will be.” Jordan assured her.
 
   “So, no problems? No stressors this week?”
 
   Jordan gave Catherine a look, “That nightmare…”
 
   “I had a bad nightmare last night.” She lifted a shoulder, shrugging, “I dreamt I was seeing Jeffers rape a dead body… It was bound to happen, don’t you think?” She looked questioningly first at Lianna then Jordan, “Don’t you have bad dreams about your cases?”
 
   “I have, in the past.”
 
   She turned back to Lianna, “So, that’s normal, right?”
 
   “Absolutely, were you able to get back to sleep afterward?”
 
   Catherine blushed, “Yes, that wasn’t a problem.”
 
   Lianna chuckled softly, more than able to read between the lines. “Well, as long as there are no lingering effects and they don’t become more frequent or you find yourself losing sleep over bad dreams, it’s normal for your subconscious to discharge upsetting energy in that way.”
 
   “I’m not scared,” Catherine’s head tilted thoughtfully to one side, “and I don’t feel like I’ll have it again… I was scared during it but after…” She shook her head dismissively, “I don’t know, it was just so weird.”
 
   “As long as you’re comfortable talking about it to Jordan and me…”
 
   “Oh sure,” her smile was soft and genuine, “always.”


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   La Jolla, CA
 
    
 
   He wandered from the bedroom, walking through the large house in nothing but his boxer shorts and stocking feet. Unaware he was smiling; he reveled in the floor to ceiling views of the not too distant ocean. He opened the glass door, walked out on the wide patio and lay on the chaise lounge, a hand tucked behind his head. The sun was setting and he watched as lights came on in the small city below. A marine layer of fog was visible on the horizon, delineating ocean from sky and he supposed it would move inland to obscure the stars that would soon appear overhead by the time he was ready for bed. His free hand slid under the waistband of his shorts so he could fondle himself while he admired the panoramic view beneath him, I love this time of day… 
 
   He had purchased the house as Karl Wiesthor, an alias used by Karl Maria Wiligut, an avowed occultist, astrologer and trusted top member of Himmler’s private inner circle. Wiligut claimed lineage to a secret line of Germanic kings and Himmler promoted him to the rank of Brigadeführer for his work in the Pre and Early History Department within the SS Race and Settlement Office. You did good, Herr Wiesthor… He chuckled low in his throat and dragged the pads of his fingers over soft denuded skin, still smooth from the depilatory cream he used before each killing. He sighed and closed his eyes, content to feel the soft warm breeze while he stroked his soft member.
 
   He had hoped the house would be everything he had dreamed for when they turned onto the drive and he saw the street sign, Inspiration Court. Jeffers snickered at the memory; the realtor had described everything about the house in ridiculous superlatives, telling him the 1930’s Spanish home sat on, “more than half an acre situated on one of the most desired cul-de-sacs in all La Jolla…” and that it had been, “remodeled to state of the art perfection!” And it was a steal at only three million six…
 
   “Ah well…” he murmured aloud, “time for a check on my little digital children…” He gave his penis a final squeeze before pulling his hand from his shorts. He stood, and with his hands on his hips, gazed at the glowing city below before turning back to the house, “What you don’t know,” he grinned, “is that all of you belong to me.”
 
   Careful to close and lock the glass door behind him, he turned off lights as he crossed the living room and sat at his desk that faced the sea. He sat in the two thousand dollar ergonomically designed desk chair and powered on the thirty thousand dollar computer. He unlocked the keyboard and clicked open one of the many password-protected programs on the desktop. He laced his fingers over his belly and leaned back in the chair while he gazed out at the now rapidly darkening sky. Once the program loaded, it populated the wide screen with hundreds of small dialogue boxes and he chortled as his eyes swept from one to another, “No one has been detected…” he grinned, “so far so good.”
 
   Designed to infiltrate programmable logic controllers, Jeffers’s master program concealed itself as background noise and observed without interfering with the host computer. Its purpose was to search for specific model numbers and then simply learn the function of the host by covert surveillance. He clicked on several and hummed, “Everyone is on task… We’ll be ready very soon.”
 
   He closed the program and the small dialogue boxes winked out. And now to check on my shirts… they need to be ready when I implement the first stage of my final solution. He clicked on a desktop bookmark and a browser opened on the screen. He sat back in his chair and folded his arms across his chest as the website for We Are Silver Legion filled on his screen. He investigated American fascist groups over a four-year period, searching for one he could take over, and after being either ignored or rebuffed by several, he finally established a rapport with Pelley’s Silver America. He wooed the four members with money they spent on guns and ammunition and survival gear, all the while listening to and reading his personal philosophy for his intention to take America down, and then bring it back under his exclusive leadership. Once they had pledged allegiance to him, he renamed and redesigned their website, claiming it and them, as his own. Grabbing the headset that lay next to the keyboard, he placed it on his head and positioned the microphone just in front of his lips. He clicked on the webcam icon and checked his image, wanting only his face to show.
 
   He called in a quiet voice, “Is anyone at home?” 
 
   The face of a young man filled the screen, “Schmidt? Is that you?”
 
   “I am here.” Jeffers grinned into the small pinhole opening at the top of his monitor, “Did you get my shipment?”
 
   “Yeah, it’s was all in there. We’re gonna go practice in the woods tomorrow.”
 
   Another, slightly older man’s face filled the screen, “Are you ready to initiate?”
 
   “Almost.” Jeffers assured him, “Do you need anything else right now?”
 
   “Yeah,” he nodded, “we’re gonna’ need more reliable transportation… we might as well get it now. I’ve got my eye on some used Hummers and trucks I can get locally.”
 
   “Fine,” Jeffers nodded, “but not locally, and use the ID’s I made you.”
 
   “You got it.”
 
   “Alright then, do you believe?”
 
   The younger man nodded vigorously, “Ja, Herr Schmidt, I believe and I dedicate my life as a Silver Shirt to the Legion.”
 
   “I believe,” the older concurred, “and dedicate my life as a Silver Shirt to the Legion.” Both men tapped their right fist twice over their hearts then extended their hands, held palm down in a classic Nazi salute to the camera.
 
   “And so we will rise…” Jeffers intoned softly, adding, “Good night.” He closed the connection and leaned back in the chair, tilting it until his stocking feet left the floor. They’ve done well… If they can behave themselves… then they can work for me. Just as Pelley hoped to seize power in a silver revolution and set himself up as dictator of the United States, I will do the same… and my Silver Shirts will help me as I lead the way.


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   New York City, NY
 
    
 
   Jordan’s desk phone rang and she glanced at the caller ID before picking it up, “Hey, Stewart.”
 
   “I have good news and bad news…”
 
   She sighed expressively, “Bad news first.”
 
   “Your suspect hit again, this time in La Jolla, California. Our alert popped on the Sheriff’s database and county coroner so I gave them your email address.”
 
   “Any hard drives left behind?”
 
   “Yeah, but they were wiped, their techs removed them and are shipping them straight to Doctor Bernard in case she can retrieve something.”
 
   “So, there’s no reason for me to go out there?”
 
   “You were the one who found the used condom up in Winthrop so I think it’s a good idea that you go for a look see.”
 
   “Okay,” she leaned her head on a hand propped on her desk, “and the good news?”
 
   “Going to sunny California…” he sounded offended, “Isn’t that a nice trip?”
 
   She frowned, “Well, before I had a home life, yeah, it would have been, Stewart.”
 
   “Oh…” She thought she could hear the wheels turning in his head, “yeah… I forgot. Well then I guess it’s only bad news.”
 
    
 
    
 
   She tapped the confirm button for her flight on her tablet and slumped further in the seat. Fumbling for the remote in her lap, she clicked open the file with the crime scene photos of Jeffers’s fourth victim, William Zegher; And all the markers indicating Jeffers was the killer are present. She gazed briefly at the auditorium ceiling, craning her neck until the vertebrae popped. She stared at the picture of the dead man lying on his back, the word FAG carved across his chest. Sodomized at least twice and the body wiped clean, the carpet around the body probably vacuumed. She clicked to the next picture of Zegher lying face down, So he’s a modern day Caligula, butt-fucking everyone so he can dominate them.
 
   She heard a soft gasp and when she turned, she saw Catherine standing just inside the door, a horrified look on her face. “Shit…” Jordan muttered, hurrying to close the picture file on the wall-sized screen. 
 
   “I knocked,” she whispered in a faint voice, “but…” The picture suddenly disappeared from the screen and she rushed forward, “No, wait! Jordan that is exactly what I saw in my dream!” She pointed at the dark screen, “That shirt! Bring it back…” She gestured frantically, “the victim was wearing that yellow plaid shirt and Jeffers was gripping his shoulders…”
 
   Jordan licked her lips, suddenly feeling nervous, “You saw Jeffers?”
 
   “I…” Catherine shook her head, “no, I didn’t see his face, I just saw hands; I just assumed it was him.”
 
   With reluctance, she reopened the picture file, “Were you seeing it through his eyes?”
 
   “No, I was seeing it from the side… like I was standing next to him.” She crossed the room to sit next to her, “I did,” she jabbed a finger at the screen, “I saw that…”
 
   “I believe you.”
 
   “But,” Catherine scowled, confused, “how is that possible?”
 
   “I don’t know…” Jordan shrugged, “You had this dream night before last?”
 
   “Yes… remember? We made love after.”
 
   “Ah…” Jordan nodded, “like I’d forget that.” Catherine snorted and chuckled, but the sounds quickly faded and she fell silent. “But when you had this dream…” Jordan clicked back to the autopsy report, “The coroner’s time of death…” Her brows arched high, “Uh… given the three hours difference between the west coast and here…” She pointed at the screen, “I remember the time you woke up because you asked if it was too late or early for sex… I think it’s possible you were having this dream here on the east coast at or around the same time Jeffers was killing his victim on the west.” The color drained from Catherine’s face and Jordan draped an arm around her, “You okay?”
 
   “I…” Intense brown eyes turned to look into a sea of calm and concerned blue, “How is this possible? It was so intense…” she jabbed her finger at the wall-sized screen again, “That is the shirt I saw.”
 
   “I believe you...” she repeated.
 
   Catherine gave her a look, “How can you? This is so bizarre.”
 
   She shrugged, feeling suddenly helpless, “I’ve never had an experience that made me feel like there was something psychic going on, but you know the bureau has studied that kind of thing here a lot.” A single brow arched skeptically on Catherine’s forehead. “Oh yes,” she assured her, “I’ve never been privy to that stuff and to be honest, it all just seemed so subjective I never had any interest in it… but I still believe you.”
 
   “You think I had a psychic experience?”
 
   “I have no idea, but it has to be a possibility.” She cocked her head to one side as she regarded her, “Do you think you’re psychic?”
 
   “No,” Catherine snorted, “if something like that had ever happened to me before I think I’d’ve remembered it.”
 
   “Okay, but the fact you saw that,” she jabbed the remote at the screen, “in a dream makes your experience irrefutable… at least so far.”
 
   Catherine nervously licked her lips, feeling off balance, “So what do we do?”
 
   “I don’t know,” she shrugged again, “were you able to see where you were in the dream?”
 
   “No… at this point I really only remember seeing the body and those hands…” She shook her head, “You know I’ve always mostly pooh-poohed the whole notion of paranormal stuff…”
 
   “Mostly?”
 
   “Well,” her face colored slightly, “there do seem to be some credible stories out there, and,” she shrugged, combing back her hair with her fingers, “I always wanted to believe my mom was watching over me… when she could, anyway.”
 
   “Okay, well let’s put a pin in the dream for now and come back to it when we have more information or ideas about what to do.” Jordan pressed her lips against soft hair, “And I think we should revisit the idea of you working just with Bea…”
 
   “No,” she pulled away, “please Jordan, I meant it, people see worse things on the news everyday…”
 
   Jordan’s voice was a low murmur when she said, “But your daughter was murdered in front of you.” Catherine’s chin trembled and her eyes brimmed. “I’m sorry,” she tightened the arm around her, pulling her close again, “but I couldn’t live with myself if this kind of work constantly tortured you with what happened that day.”
 
   “I didn’t see… that,” her voice shook, “he shot me first before…” Her fingers trembled, feeling for the scars on her throat and side of her neck and Jordan gently drew them to her lips.
 
   “Catherine, there is a world of difference between you and the average TV viewer who’s never…”
 
   “No.” Catherine’s sudden determined look matched her tone, “Everything in my gut says to let me continue.”
 
   Jordan had to smile, “Okay.”
 
   “Okay.” She drew a shaky breath and sniffed, “In the meantime, I had an idea about the software we found on the victim’s hard drives in Florida.”
 
   “Great,” Jordan leaned back in her chair, feeling more relaxed.
 
   “But… I don’t know if this is something you can do… legally.”
 
   Her brows arched high and she grinned, “Go on…”
 
   “Okay,” Catherine visibly relaxed at the change in subject and turned in her seat to face her, “I was thinking even though you cannot legally touch Jeffers’s offshore accounts and freeze them, I could make it so every time he accesses them he’d get an instant message like, I can see you, or be nice and share, that sort of thing.”
 
   Jordan’s smile was brilliant, “And then what?”
 
   “He knows how to hide his location, but if he responds to the message I may be able to trace him.” Jordan looked shocked and she held up a finger to stop her, “I doubt he’ll be that careless. I can put the program on a new tablet and make the IP address untraceable, and hopefully make him think he’s been hacked.”
 
   “That would freak him out.”
 
   “And maybe you could lead him into a trap, but as I understand it now, hackers are used to this, Jordan. Just as it’s common for online criminals to pretend to be someone other than who they really are, law enforcement officials, like you, have been known to impersonate criminals and hackers in order to catch more of them, yes?”
 
   “Yes,” she agreed, “so Jeffers will be not only be paranoid he’ll be working hard to figure out if we’re a fellow greedy hacker or the cops. He’ll for sure have to slow his activities in order to figure out what’s going on with his offshore funds.” She paused, “Although he could simply open new accounts and start filling them with more millions from more murdered hedge fund managers.” She sighed heavily, “Having any luck finding these guys who made massive financial windfalls five years ago?
 
   “No, trying to track down the victim’s chat room conversations got me nowhere fast… all the data, like IP addresses, is regularly dumped.”
 
   “So… we can’t find these guys and warn them and we can’t stop Jeffers from targeting them.” Jordan fiddled idly with the remote, “All I can really do at this point is wait for him get caught trying to kill again… And the likelihood of that happening becomes increasingly remote since he’ll just get better at killing the more he does it.”
 
   She pulled her arm from around Catherine’s petite frame and dug her phone out of her jacket pocket. She tapped the screen and held it to her ear, “Hey, Stewart, have you got a few minutes?” She paused and added, “Great, I’m on my way.” When she hung up she drew a deep breath, “So, how long would it take you to write that program?”
 
   Catherine’s face colored again and she stared determinedly at the wall screen, “I uh… already did. I just need a new tablet I can configure.”
 
   Jordan chuckled, My god I never thought I could be so turned on just by watching her blush.


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   La Jolla, CA
 
    
 
   Catherine and Cameron dropped her off at the airport in time for her six-forty non-stop flight to San Diego. She tried, unsuccessfully, to sleep on the five and a half hour flight to the west coast and emitted huge yawns in the rental car, once so loudly she drowned out the navigation system and had to make a u-turn.
 
   She came to a stop at the end of Inspiration Court and double-checked the address before pulling into the driveway. You can’t see any of the houses for the overgrown entryways… Jeffers could drive up and down this street all day long and no one would see him. She drove past the wildly overgrown vegetation, seeing the sheriff’s vehicle when she pulled around a bend in the long driveway and rolled down her window. It was only after nine o’clock but she still kept her voice down,
 
   “Good evening,” she held out her badge wallet, “I’m here to do a walkthrough of the victim’s home.”
 
   “Agent Hawkins…” the young deputy actually touched the wide brim of his hat, “I was told you were on your way.”
 
   “Great,” Jordan tucked her wallet back in her jacket pocket, “are you here all night?”
 
   “Till six, then I’ll be relieved by a new deputy.”
 
   “Okay, well, I expect to be here for awhile but I hope to be gone before then.”
 
   He touched the brim of his hat again and stepped back so she could park in front of the house. He had a key for the front door and she thanked him when she entered.
 
   “You bet,” he nodded, locking the front door from the inside, “I’ll lock the deadbolt from outside too… the entire house is locked up tight, I checked it myself when I came on.”
 
   “Thanks.”
 
   He shut the door behind him and she smiled when she heard him turn the deadbolt. She stood in the middle of the living room and ran her fingers through her hair, massaging her scalp. So, Jeffers knew enough about Victim Number Four’s schedule to assume he had time to steal one hundred million dollars in ten million dollar increments… “And,” she added aloud, “We know that from getting warrants on Mister Zegher’s financial records.” She moved her head back and at a slight angle until she felt a vertebrae pop, “So why not just clean them out? You could just clean them out; it’s possible on offshore accounts… You could have a hundred times what you have now.” Her voice dropped to a thoughtful murmur, “But you don’t, you only take an even amount each time then target someone else… Is that supposed to have some sort of symbolic meaning too? Or is it just an excuse so you can play this game; killing, sodomizing and stealing?”
 
   William Zegher, found by his cleaning lady, had the word FAG carved into his chest and had been sodomized after being killed by garrote. He was, unsurprisingly, a successful hedge fund manager who made, like the other victims, a massive windfall on the subprime crash of 2008 to the tune of over fourteen billion dollars. So Jeffers establishes some level of rapport with him online and finagles an invitation here… or maybe he just showed up, who knows? She tiredly scrubbed her face and turning to her left, began her walk through the house, visiting each of the three oversized bedrooms until she got to Zegher’s home office.
 
   She stared down at the dark bloodstained carpet and emitted an exhausted, ragged sigh, “It’s all the same fucking crime scene…” she grumbled aloud. “There’s nothing here except for a big pool of arterial blood…” She shook her head in frustration and left the room. She walked down the hall and into an enormous brick and stone kitchen, feeling the bottoms of her shoes drag on the tile floor. “So Jeffers pulls in the driveway...” She continued speaking aloud, more to keep herself awake than anything else, “He must have loved the privacy of the long driveway and heavy-duty landscaping.” She stared at the enormous sliding glass doors that looked into darkness and jumped when her phone suddenly chimed and vibrated softly in her jacket pocket. Fumbling to pull it free, she grinned when she saw the blue window that filled her screen; a dark lighthouse emitting a white beam of light filled the center and beneath it blinked the words, “Catherine is sending you a message.”
 
   She stepped over to the counter, leaning her elbows on it. “Hello,” she typed, “it’s been a long while since we’ve used this app.”
 
   “I’m missing you and I can’t sleep. Can you call me?”
 
   Jordan closed the app and tapped the number for home. When Catherine answered she said, “Hello, I really miss you too.”
 
   “Where are you?”
 
   “I’m in the victim’s house, but there’s nothing helpful I can see.”
 
   “I know this was bound to happen but I really wish you were home.”
 
   “Me too…” Jordan began walking through the house again, stopping to eye an eight foot long snow-white couch in the living room. “My return flight lands at two-fifteen, can you leave work early and pick me up?”
 
   Catherine scoffed, “You know I will.”
 
   “I do,” Jordan chuckled, “and I need to ask a favor, when you get up can you call me? I’m gonna’ go through this place again and hope something terribly insightful will leap out at me and then I’m going to take a little nap on the couch.”
 
   “Doesn’t Stewart know all the evidence collected that is isn’t digital is being shipped to us?”
 
   “Yes, but he believes nothing can compare to standing in the middle of a crime scene…” she suppressed a yawn, “and I get it, but Jeffers is thorough, he stripped the hard drives here like he did in Winthrop, and neither you or Bea were able to recover any data from them, right?”
 
   “Unfortunately.”
 
   “We know his method…” Jordan gestured helplessly as she wandered in slow circles in the large room, “get in, kill, steal and leave.” She craned her neck, groaning inwardly at the stiffness, “You’re getting up at six?”
 
   “As always…”
 
   “Well then get to sleep you,” she checked her watch, “it’s after one and way past your bedtime…”
 
   She heard the smile in Catherine’s voice, “Yes ma’am…”
 
   “Good, then will you call me when you get up? My return flight’s at five-thirty.”
 
   “But it’ll only be three o’clock there when I call you.”
 
   “Right, I’m hoping for at least three hours sleep before I drive back to the airport.”
 
   “Jordan,” the humor left Catherine’s voice, “you’re going to take a nap in the house where Jeffers killed someone?”
 
   “Don’t worry,” she assured her, “I’m safe here, I promise. I’m locked in and there’s a sheriff’s deputy standing guard out front. Trust me, Jeffers got what he wanted, he’s not ever coming back here again.”
 
   “Okay,” Catherine sounded mollified, at least for the moment, “I can’t wait for you to get back.”
 
   “Me too, I love you.”
 
   “I love you too.”
 
   “Now go to sleep.”
 
   “I promise,” Catherine chuckled, “good night.”


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   New York City, NY
 
    
 
   Her body lay heavy and still in the bed; apart from the slow rhythmic breaths that made her chest rise and fall, muscle activity was absent. Deeply asleep, her brain produced delta waves at only three cycles per second, and having fallen asleep only ninety-eight minutes before, Catherine began the transition from the fourth stage of sleep to the rapid eye movement of the fifth, the REM stage. As her heart rate and breathing slowly increased, her blood pressure began to rise and her brain activity increased, cycling at nine cycles of oscillating electrical voltages per second, producing alpha waves at the same speed and fluctuation as when she was awake. Her eyes began moving beneath closed lids as she began to dream, and in spite of the release of paralyzing glycine from her brain stem, a soft smile touched her lips and crinkled the skin at the corners of her eyes. She lay curled in a warm ball under the covers on Jordan’s side of the bed, and images of the tall brunette began flickering in her mind’s eye. The alpha wave activity increased to thirteen cycles per second, the high end of normal, and her fingers gripped the pillow, pulling it further under her chin as the image of Jordan became clearer, more colorful, more present, and as Catherine sank further into the image, her brain began to cycle at sixteen, then seventeen, then eighteen cycles per second:
 
   Jordan shuffled tiredly from room to room, pausing to touch and investigate each item; she opened the medicine cabinet and all the drawers, peered into the shower stall and opened the doors of the linen closet. She walked in slow motion and Catherine hurried to catch up, looking up into smiling oceanic blue when she took her hand. They walked through the house together, and when Jordan lay on the snow-white couch, she smiled when Jordan pulled her down and into her arms. A soft, inaudible sigh of utter contentment escaped her parted lips and when she closed her dream eyes, she suddenly found herself standing on a wide wooden deck. She stood between a ping pong table to her left and Jordan stood at her right. When she opened her mouth to speak, she suddenly found herself standing next to Warren Jeffers. She saw him in profile as he stood looking at the ocean view in boxer shorts and dirty white socks. Catherine backed away in fear and bumped into the ping pong table behind her, and when she turned her head to look at it…
 
   She woke with a start, gasping as she sat bold upright. Fumbling to turn on the lamp next to the bed, her fingers shook as she frantically grabbed the phone and called Jordan. It rang twice before she answered,
 
   “Hullo?”
 
   Catherine held the phone to her ear with one hand and gripped her hair with the other in an effort to calm herself, “Jordan? Jordan it’s me…”
 
   “Oh, hi,” Jordan mumbled then cleared her throat, “thanks for the wakeup call…”
 
   Catherine checked the time on her cell phone, five thirty-one, and cringed, “Oh Jordan, I’m sorry, I called you too early… I’m sorry, I had a bad dream and I…”
 
   Jordan suddenly sounded wide-awake, “Are you alright?”
 
   “Yes,” she said, now feeling both relieved and foolish, “I’m fine, it started out very nice… you were in it. We were walking through that house you’re in, I guess. But when we went outside onto a big wooden deck I was suddenly standing next to Jeffers and when I got scared and bumped into the ping pong table I woke up and called you,” She squeezed her eyes closed, grimacing, “half an hour early… I’m so sorry.”
 
   “But are you okay now?”
 
   “Yes, Jordan, I’m fine, I promise, I’m just so sorry I didn’t wait till six to call you.”
 
   “No…” She thought she could hear Jordan struggle to sit up, “no, that’s okay, I’d rather you call me, I’m just sorry I’m not there in bed with you right now.”
 
   Catherine snorted, “Me too.”
 
   “I like it when we wake up early; it always means we have time to start the day off right.”
 
   “You mean we have time for sex.”
 
   “Yah,” Jordan said drolly, “that.”
 
   She snickered, “Now I really can’t wait for you to get home.”
 
   “Me too.” Jordan again concurred, “I should be there in another… uh, seven or eight hours or something.”
 
   “Try nine or ten.”
 
   “Shit,” she muttered, “I need caffeine.”
 
   Catherine’s brow furrowed, “Now listen, Agent Hawkins, I need you to wake up and be alert when you get behind the wheel, okay?” She tried to sound stern and her brow furrowed worriedly even though Jordan chuckled,
 
   “I promise you, I am going to splash cold water on my face right now, and I’ll call you when I get to the airport, how’s that?”
 
   “Acceptable.”
 
   “Good, then I’ll talk to you in a while.”
 
   “Can you use your Bluetooth and call me from the car?”
 
   “Okay… I love you, Doctor Bernard.”
 
   “I love you too, Agent Hawkins.”


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   La Jolla, CA
 
    
 
   Jordan emitted a jaw-popping yawn, Oh sweet Jesus… She stood and stretched, raising her arms overhead, yawning again as she did so. When she brought her hands back down she gazed sleepily at her phone, Two thirty-three. I hope my phone charger works in the rental… She headed for the bathroom and after relieving herself, washed her hands in Mister Zegher’s sink and true to her word, splashed cold water on her face. I’ll stop at the all night quickie mart I passed and get some coffee… her stomach suddenly growled, and something to eat.
 
   Thinking about Catherine’s latest nightmare, when she left the bathroom she headed for the kitchen again and stood before the bank of wide windows, gleaming blackly in the night. Hands on her hips, she gazed around the still brilliantly lit kitchen until she spied a long bank of light switches. Some were already on, “Those have to be for in here so these…” She began flicking on the other switches, and as the area outside the tall glass windows became fully illuminated Jordan’s mouth dropped open in shock and surprise when she saw the ping pong table sitting in the middle of a wide wooden deck,
 
   “Well, son of a bitch.”


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   New York City, NY
 
    
 
   She got in the car and promptly leaned over to kiss Catherine on the lips, “Hello… where’s Cam?”
 
   Catherine’s eyes closed in bliss at the feel of Jordan’s lips on hers and when they parted she hummed, “Mmm-still in daycare, trips to the bathroom are much more easily accomplished there compared to here at the airport.”
 
   They jumped suddenly at the sharp rapping on the windshield and an airport police officer yelled at them, “Move it! Now!”
 
   Jordan gave him a look and when she flipped open her badge wallet and ID the officer waved his hand impatiently and moved on to the next curbside parked vehicle. She looked back at Catherine, “I have to admit I love being able to do that.”
 
   Catherine burst out laughing and clicking on the turn signal, merged into traffic. “I love it too.” She stole a quick look at her, “You look exhausted…”
 
   “I did sleep on the plane.”
 
   “I don’t think that counts.”
 
   “Oh, I’m wide awake, I’m anxious to get your watcher program online.”
 
   “Well, in that case…” Catherine brought the minivan to a stop at a red light and reaching behind Jordan’s seat, pulled out a new tablet, “ta-dah!”
 
   “Wow!” She took the tablet, her eyes opening wide, “It’s ready already?”
 
   Catherine chuckled, “It is, I ran the software through some diagnostic programs I wrote some time ago, at this point I consider this device untraceable.”
 
   She powered it on, “Even to Warren Jeffers?”
 
   “Especially to him.” The light turned green and Catherine pulled the van onto the onramp, “I used some of his code to make sure he just chases his own tail when he gets our messages on his accounts.” She threw Jordan a concerned look, “But just so we’re clear; this tablet is fresh from the box and the only non-factory thing it has on it is our Screw with Jeffers program… you cannot use it for anything else, not email, texts, notes, nothing.”
 
   “I totally understand.” Jordan grinned and regarded the new device, “It’ll be weird carrying two tablets around, but it is a completely different brand,” she regarded it thoughtfully, “and it feels and looks different too… so I won’t confuse them by feel, thank you.”
 
   “I cleared the screen of all but that one icon…”
 
   Jordan’s brows arched in surprise but she still chuckled, “And of course it’s the Silver Shirts logo…”
 
   “Well, the Silver Legion of America’s logo.”
 
   “Rockwell Extra Bold font?”
 
   “Of course.”
 
   “Can I open it?”
 
   “Sure.”
 
   Jordan tapped her fingertip on the large scarlet red letterL encapsulated in a silver-gray box and waited for it to open.
 
   “The interface is simple enough; I labeled each of the fields so the function of each is readily apparent…”
 
   Jordan caught the name at the top of the page and laughed, “You did! You named the program Screwing with Jeffers!”
 
   Catherine’s grin was impish, “Thought you’d enjoy that.”
 
   “Very nice…” Jordan pointed at each field, “This indicates the account Jeffers’s accesses, date, time, transaction type, what was done and… location?”
 
   “Yeah, I don’t think we’ll have any luck with that one though.”
 
   “And I can send a message to Jeffers’s account in real time; maybe establish a dialogue with him…”
 
   “Yes, see the list?”
 
   “Oh, I love them...” she chuckled, “You programmed the messages to pop up when he accesses the accounts…”
 
   “Is that okay?”
 
   “I should think so.” Jordan beamed, “can he reply?”
 
   “He will clearly see that he can, yes. If he replies, the program will chime and his response will appear in the account box.”
 
   Her eyes flicked to the top of the screen, “Got it.” She sighed, feeling suddenly tired, “You know, this would all be so much simpler if these Caribbean governments didn’t protect criminals and their billions.”
 
   “I gather helping us is not nearly as profitable.”
 
   “Yeah…” she sighed again, suppressing a yawn.
 
   “Ready to send it to the Bahamas?”
 
   “I can do that from this tablet right now?”
 
   “Absolutely.”
 
   “And how do I…” Jordan’s forefinger wandered over the screen, “Oh, don’t tell me, let me guess; I tap the button at the bottom that says, Initiate Program.”
 
   “Yes ma’am, touch that button once, then touch again to confirm your choice and the program will launch into cyberspace and infect all of Grace Goodale’s offshore accounts.”
 
   Jordan tapped the button and it transformed into another button that read, Are you sure? She touched the yes button that appeared and it transformed into a dialog box that read, your program has been activated. “So this will just stay on now?”
 
   “You can turn the tablet off, of course, but this software package is now headed for his accounts like a digital heat-seeking missile. If it encounters some kind of problem, another window will pop on the screen...” Catherine gave her a look, “but it won’t.”
 
   Jordan’s huge smile faded a bit, “Okay, next bit of business; your dream…”
 
   “Oh yeah,” keeping her eyes on the road, Catherine lifted a shoulder in a shrug, “It was spooky, but still unhelpful to say the least.”
 
   “Well,” Jordan looked out the passenger window, “going all the way to a processed murder scene in California produced nothing useful that I could see…” She looked back at the fair profile, “But you clearly saw the wooden deck, and the ping pong table.”
 
   “And Jeffers standing there in his socks and shorts…” Catherine glanced at her, “I saw that but what good is it?”
 
   “I don’t know,” she admitted, “but I think it’s time we acknowledge something pretty deep is going on here.”
 
   Catherine sounded stubborn, “I am not… not going to stop working this case with you.”
 
   Jordan chuckled and gave the slender arm a soft reassuring squeeze, “I know, I meant maybe we should ask Lianna for some more help in understanding this.”
 
   Her brows arched in surprise, “Oh, like maybe she could help me develop it into a skill?”
 
   Jordan frowned, “Uh, no… I was thinking more of having her help you understand what’s going on so it doesn’t scare you so much and…”
 
   “But that implies development.”
 
   “I…” Jordan sighed, “I want to make sure you understand what that means first.”
 
   Catherine opened her mouth to reply then abruptly clamped her jaw shut. “Oh,” she said slowly, “I hadn’t thought of that.”
 
   “That’s okay,” she stroked the arm, “that’s why you have me.”
 
   The smile Catherine flashed her was brilliant, “And that’s just one of the many, many reasons why I love you.”


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   La Jolla, CA
 
    
 
   He briefly stretched his interlaced fingers, palm-out over the keyboard before unlocking it. His smile was cheerful as he waited the few seconds it took for the expensive computer to boot up, It’s a beautiful day, and it’s time to move some cash around and check on my little digital darlings. His fingers flew over the keyboard as he accessed one of his offshore accounts. He quickly filled in the form data and rapidly typed in his fifty-two character password: dedicated_to_those_whose_downfall_is_destined_by_god.
 
   He breathed in through his nose and exhaled, contented as his gaze drifted to the expansive window and ocean view beyond. When he heard the soft beep of completion, he looked back at the screen and frowned. Expecting only to see his current balance and account activity, his expression became increasingly bemused as he stared at the small glowing dialog box in the center of his screen,
 
   “I can see you.”
 
   His brow furrowed in honest confusion for long seconds before full understanding began to form, “Oh my god…” he breathed, feeling his heart begin to pound fearfully in his chest. “Oh my…” His hands flew to the keyboard and froze, hovering over it, Wait… don’t touch anything… Just calm down… Sweat began to bead on his upper lip and his hands and fingers trembled where he held them in midair. Ice-cold dread and fear filled him and he distantly felt his genitals shrivel, retreating into his body, WHAT THE FUCK DO YOU MEAN CALM DOWN? YOU’VE FUCKING BEEN HACKED! He gripped the mouse and quickly closed the account before clicking open another,
 
   “I can still see you.”
 
   A small whimper escaped his tightly clamped lips and he closed that account and opened the next,
 
   “Yep, I can see you in here too.”
 
   “NO!” He shouted. He shot up from his chair, sending it and himself reeling backward until he tripped over the swivel base and fell heavily to the floor, “NO NO NO NO!”
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   Sabotage


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   New York City, NY
 
    
 
   “Life isn’t complicated enough…” Lianna pointed to the two tablets Jordan held in her lap, “now you need two?”
 
   “That’s certainly how it looks… but no, this tablet,” Jordan briefly held it aloft, “contains the secret weapon we’re using to catch our Nazi serial killer; software program courtesy of the brilliant Doctor Bernard.”
 
   Catherine nodded until she heard the word brilliant then shook her head, rolling her eyes, “Well, thank you, but I’d hold off on the brilliant part until we see if one, Jeffers takes the bait and two, if his security protocols are shoddy enough we can get a location on him.”
 
   Lianna’s brow arched high, “You could find him?”
 
   “Well, yes we could but we probably won’t.” Catherine shook her head, “His code, as written, or pirated or whatever is quite sophisticated or he wouldn’t have gotten this far. I’d be shocked if he let his IP address slip.”
 
   “And has he nibbled?”
 
   “We got a notification while we were in the elevator; he accessed three of his accounts and got three of our messages.” Jordan went on to describe the pop up messages adding, “But he hasn’t replied to any of them... yet.” She quickly filled her in on their case, including Catherine’s oddly accurate dream/nightmare, “To cut to the bottom line, Li,” she shifted in the chair, “I think what she’s experiencing are psychic events in her dream state…” She shrugged, “and I don’t even know if that’s an accurate way of describing it, other than to add it’s happened more than once now. What she’s seeing in her dreams is accurate, and there’s just no way she could have known the specific details in advance.”
 
   Lianna looked from her to Catherine, “Can you describe them again?”
 
   Catherine recounted the disturbing dreams, leading up to her most recent, the night before, “I saw it just as plain as day; I saw Jordan walking through the house, I caught up to her and we lay down on the couch together. Then all of a sudden, I was standing on a wooden deck. I saw the deck…” She closed her eyes briefly and motioned with her hands, “Jordan stood on one side of me and that ping pong table was to my left, and when I saw Jeffers suddenly at my right, I bumped into that table and woke up.”
 
   “I had talked to her on the phone before she went to sleep and had this dream,” Jordan added, “but I hadn’t yet seen the deck let alone the ping pong table until after she had the dream and called me.”
 
   Lianna was silent and Catherine began to feel nervous until she felt Jordan’s hand cover hers.
 
   “Okay.” Dr. Sackette nodded, “I guess there’s no denying it anymore.” She uncrossed her long legs and sat forward in her seat, locking eyes with Catherine, “I agree that it appears indisputable that you are able to access information about this case psychically through your dreams. I think it’s possible your strong feelings for Jordan may have awakened, or stimulated some ability that has lain dormant, or at least unnoticed by you, until now.” She leaned back in her chair and silently regarded them for a long moment before continuing, “It’s not common knowledge in that I do not include this on my bio here… But when I first came to the bureau I was approached by a unique sub-division that researched psychic abilities in people.”
 
   “Really?” Catherine’s brow furrowed, “You mean, in agents here?”
 
   “Well, yes, that too, but there have always been agents in all different departments who have consulted psychics with varying degrees of success. I mostly made psychiatric evaluations for persons claiming to be psychic for the sub-division itself.”
 
   “The…” Jordan searched her memory, “you mean that psychical studies group?”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “Okay…” she nodded encouragingly, “and?”
 
   Lianna shrugged, “So I don’t think this is Catherine’s imagination. I do think there are people who can tap into information… or access reality in a manner most of us can’t.” She turned her attention back to Catherine, “But I think whether or not you choose to develop this… let’s call it an ability for now, whether or not you choose to develop it further, we need to make sure you have some tools that give you a sense of safety and control.”
 
   An eyebrow rose skeptically and disappeared beneath Jordan’s bangs, “Doesn’t that imply development?” she asked drily.
 
   “Yes,” Lianna grinned, “but she may choose to interpret these dreams as dreams only and not as a doorway to psychic ability, remote viewing and so on.”
 
   “I could turn it off?” Catherine asked.
 
   “Possibly.”
 
   “So,” Jordan said, “she could potentially do that; see remotely or psychically?”
 
   Lianna shrugged, “She’s doing it now…”
 
   “I want to help Jordan any way I can…”
 
   She turned to her, “Not if this is going to scare you.”
 
   “And that is my point,” Lianna assured them, “Catherine has to decide whether she wants to proceed… and the fact she has had repeated dreams of this nature implies that she already has, on an unconscious level, at least.”
 
   “Right.” Catherine nodded, giving Jordan’s hand a squeeze.
 
   “Then I think we should begin with some exercises so you can remain objectively focused and relaxed if one of these dreams should wake you again. When you go to bed at night, I want you to say, to yourself and Jordan that your dreams may speak to you, not through you… And that you will easily remember them when you wake.”
 
   “And how do we stop the dreams from scaring her?”
 
   “Reminding herself each night that these dreams are speaking to her, provides some distance and objectivity.” She looked at Catherine, “You may find yourself standing more on the sidelines of your dreams again, as you did in that one dream when you saw the killer from the side.”
 
   “That’s right, I was scared when I woke up, but it didn’t last long, I only got really scared last night when I dreamed I was with Jordan, probably because I knew she was there in the victim’s house.”
 
   “Development of whatever abilities you have will begin there, in giving you the power to understand them and then, if you wish, you can go further, tapping into more information in the things you dream about or see.” Lianna saw Jordan’s jaw set and the steely glint in her eye, “But only you, Catherine, can decide whether you go forward, and if you do, you decide how fast or slow.”
 
   Her head cocked to one side, “Acceptable.”


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   La Jolla, CA
 
    
 
   “YOU FUCKER!” he screamed, red-faced at the glowing message on the screen. “YOU RAT MOTHER FUCKING BASTARD!” Veins bulged in his red face and neck and sweat ran freely, making his hair cling damply to his neck. “HOW DARE YOU TOUCH MY FUCKING MONEY, YOU MOTHER FUCK! IT’S MY MONEY, IT’S FUCKING MINE!” He had fallen to his knees and pounded his fist on the carpeted floor while he ranted, and when he finally drew a ragged breath, he burst into tears, slumping until he lay on the floor, sobbing brokenly and pausing every so often to impotently scream his rage.
 
   Long minutes passed before he was able to stand, soft whimpering sounds still sounding deep in his throat as he stumbled from the room and down the hall, headed for the bathroom. He splashed cold water on his face and when he finally shut the water off he abruptly vomited into the sink. Keeping his eyes closed, he turned the water back on and using his fingers, blindly directed it around the basin to rinse the vomit down the drain. Calm down… just calm down now… Whoever hacked you can’t locate you… You’re safe… safe, no one can find us here. Panting, he opened his eyes and stared down at the white porcelain, Granted, this hacker is no slouch since I’ve been working for hours to trace his IP address and I can’t. He grabbed the bar of soap and held it in the water, working it into a foamy lather; I’ve just been chasing the data back to my offshore accounts… He washed his face and when he rinsed the soap away, he ran his wet hands and fingers through his hair, smoothing it back. He stood, looking at his puffy red eyes in the mirror. But is this a hacker? Or is it the feds? The message interface has a reply box… but I don’t dare use it since I can’t hack the fucking origin! He turned off the water and shuffled exhaustedly back to his computer. He stood in front of the monitor, looking over it and through the tall glass windows at the ocean view.
 
   “So now what?” he asked aloud.
 
   He closed the browser, wiping it clean then reopened it. He clicked on the bookmark for his Swiss accounts; I’d rather keep these funds in reserve but… The color drained from his face:
 
    
 
   “Your accounts are currently unavailable; please contact this site’s administrator for more information.”
 
    
 
   The message was translated into four additional languages and Jeffers’s hand shook violently, fumbling to close the browser, Oh my sweet god… what’s happening? He reopened the browser, careful to clean it of all identifiers and rechecked his security protocols before navigating to the bank’s FAQ page as a non-user. He searched for the protocol regarding frozen accounts but could only find references to suspicious account activity making funds unavailable.
 
   “But were they hacked into?” he whispered, his voice hoarse and barely audible, “Or did the feds freeze them?”
 
   Interpol could be involved for fuck all I know… So I can’t touch this money either until I figure out what the fuck is going on... He clicked the browser closed, And the PLC’s aren’t ready… so I’ll need to create some new offshore accounts and go back on the hunt. He sat wearily in the ergonomic swivel chair and covered his face with his hands, Just be calm, just relax… nothing can stop my momentum now. This is my destiny… I am on a path already forged for me and all I have to do is follow it… He drew a deep, clearing breath and pulling his hands away, began the lengthy process of creating new offshore accounts in the Caribbean under the name, Henry Fowler. It’ll take nearly everything I have here in the states to establish these… He sat back in his seat while he waited for the confirmation emails, I’ll have to drum up another hundred million… and I’ll have to stay off the grid from now on. He shook his head, dejected, No more plane rides in first class.


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Millburn, NJ
 
    
 
   “My god…” she chuckled, still breathless, “you are just amazing…”
 
   Catherine could still feel the pleasurable quakes and tremors and she kept her eyes closed until they faded completely. When she finally opened them again, she licked dry lips and planted them briefly on Jordan’s mouth. “Don’t worry;” she murmured playfully, “you’ll eventually be able to keep up.”
 
   Jordan snorted with laughter and slid to the side, keeping her arms around the petite form, “I’m making progress… slowly but surely.” She wasn’t nearly as seemingly endlessly orgasmic as Catherine, but her climax’s were certainly lasting longer. “Although I am going to need to rest a little before I can attempt that again.”
 
   Catherine snickered and pressed close for another kiss, “Deal.”
 
   “And what are you supposed to say before we go to sleep?”
 
   She shifted her head back on the pillow so she could look up into deep blue, “My dreams are allowed to speak to me, not through me…”
 
   “And?’
 
   “And I will easily remember them when I wake up.”
 
   Jordan planted another kiss on her lips, “Perfect.”
 
   “Jordan, do you think this is all happening by accident? I mean, my dreaming all this stuff…”
 
   She took a moment to regard the darkly velvet brown eyes before answering, “You know, when I was still a teen I became aware that there were people who believed life is random and accidental and others who believed it’s destined.” She shrugged, “I didn’t know who was right, but after all this time I’ve come to the conclusion it must be both.” She shifted under the covers, pulling the petite limbs over her long legs, “I think I’ve had lots of moments like that, when it felt like random things were happening on purpose.”
 
   “You know two things like that can’t actually happen at the same time,” Catherine’s brows arched skeptically, “ just like you can’t hold two opposing thoughts at the same time.”
 
   Jordan playfully arched an eyebrow back at her, “Really? That’s not what you said is being researched in quantum computer physics. You said they’re studying how one thing can be in two places at once.” She frowned, “Didn’t you? I thought you said a, uh… particle can be in two places at the same time.”
 
   “I did, but that’s different from...”
 
   “And then I read that in your computer, uh, binary language, a zero and a one can be both a zero and a one at the same time, and those quantum qubits can simultaneously be a zero and a one and everything in between, right?” 
 
   Catherine looked surprised, “Wow, you really were listening that night.”
 
   “I can’t remember what it’s called though.”
 
   “Super Position, it means that objects have no fixed location; they really are in several places all at the same time.”
 
   “Yes… and for future reference I’d like to point out how difficult it is to learn physics and quantum mechanics during sex.”
 
   Catherine chortled at the memory, “Yes, that was fun.”
 
   Jordan felt her pulse quicken at her radiance, “And I can easily think of times in my life that felt simultaneously random and destined; I wanted to be an FBI agent and had no idea how to go about it, then someone helped me find out. Then I met Don…” Her voice faded for a moment and she grinned, “and we became great partners… Was that by accident, on purpose, or both?” She plucked a few errant strands of blond from Catherine’s features, sweeping them to the side, “And then through tragedy, I met you. I love you so much, Catherine, I never thought I could ever be this happy. So when you ask me how it can be possible for you to have a dream where you see a ping pong table at a house I’m standing in three thousand miles away while you’re lying here in our bed…” She shrugged, “At this point, from at least a quantum mechanical point of view… anything is possible, isn’t it?”
 
   Catherine snorted, “Well, when you say it like that… I don’t mind having a scary dream from time to time as long as I’m having a happy life with you.”


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Santa Barbara, CA
 
    
 
   Jeffers forced himself to remove the sunglasses and baseball cap he wore and tossed them onto the passenger seat. He nervously checked his pockets, feeling for all the necessary items he would need and dried his sweaty palms on his pants before exiting the car. He focused on his breathing as he walked up the long gravel path to the front door and rang the doorbell. He fished the flash drive from his pants pocket and tried to affect a relaxed pose as the door opened,
 
   “Hey, Raj?” The man nodded and Jeffers added, “Nice to meet you…” He held out his hand, “I’m Joseph; I really appreciate your doing this for me.”
 
   “No problem…” The man’s Indian accent was notable and he shook the proffered hand and waved him inside. “Your code problem sounds interesting and I understand why you would prefer to have it reviewed personally.” He closed the door behind him, “Please, come to my study.”
 
   Jeffers nodded, “Thank you, I’m hoping a second opinion will help me decide whether or not I should spend time fixing it or start over.” He spoke as he followed him down a long hallway and into a spacious room filled with sculptures and tapestries hung on the walls. Raj held out his hand and Jeffers handed over the flash drive, “You understand I’ll need to watch as you review this.”
 
   “Of course.” He took the drive, inserting it into his workstation as he sat down at the desk, “I’ve worked in this capacity before, actually…”
 
   Jeffers stood behind his chair and pulled latex gloves from his jacket pocket and onto his hands before retrieving the garrote. He quickly encircled the long neck; crossing his hands and pulled the wire hard, closing his eyes when he felt the thin wire slice into the flesh and heard the now familiar sound and feel of it popping through the man’s windpipe. As the body sagged forward, he pulled the weight to one side, guiding it from the chair to the floor and drew a ragged sigh, Thank god that was easy…
 
   “Raj?”
 
   A woman’s voice called from somewhere in the house and Jeffers felt his heart thud painfully in nauseating panic. Fumbling with the wooden handles of the garrote, he flipped the handles the wrong way when he tried to uncross the wire and his hands and fingers shook uncontrollably as he worked to untangle it and ripped the deeply embedded wire free.
 
   “Rajendra?”
 
   The woman called out to the dead man, sounding much closer as Jeffers scrambled from the floor and hurried to conceal himself behind the door. He gripped the wooden handles tight and when the woman entered and saw the body on the floor, she began to scream. Jeffers stepped from behind the door and when he dropped the wire over her face, she tried to duck away. He pulled his hands together behind her head but the wire caught her across her open mouth and her screams of terror became shrieks of agony as it sliced into her tongue and the corners of her mouth, slicing off her earlobes as it cut into the tough sinewy muscles that connected her lower jaw to her skull. She began to flail her arms and when she slammed back into him, he grabbed her long dark hair and pulling her to the side, threw her face down on the floor. Still gripping her hair, he slammed her head repeatedly into the carpet as hard as he could.
 
   It felt like minutes passed before she stopped struggling beneath him and he sobbed in exhaustion. Get up… he commanded silently, get up… get up! GET UP! He struggled to his feet and shambling from the room, headed for the kitchen and searched the drawers for a large knife. Lurching down the hall, he resembled a hunched, wild-eyed villain from a B horror movie as he rushed from room to room, looking for more occupants in the house.
 
   Grateful to find no one else, he hurried back to the study and leaning on the desk, peered at the screen. His program had loaded and hacked into the dead man’s hard drive and he quickly entered the command to search and access his personal data and locate his banking information. Sweat poured from his scalp and flowed freely down his neck, soaking his shirt as he watched the slow moving progress bar until a window flashed in the middle of the screen,
 
   “Ready to proceed.”
 
   “Thank god.” He muttered aloud and initiated the program he had rewritten to transfer funds from the hacked man’s offshore accounts to his new accounts under the new alias, Henry Fowler. A soft moan made him freeze and a small amount of urine soaked the front of his khaki cargo pants. Turning slowly, he saw the woman stir disjointedly on the floor and snatching the knife from the desk, stalked angrily to the woman’s side. Holding the knife in both hands, he turned the blade horizontal so it would slide between the vertebrae and using his weight, shoved the length into her back, over the area where he assumed her heart would be until only the wooden handle was exposed. When her weak struggles and low gurgling moans finally stopped he sat back on his heels and closed his eyes, willing his heart to slow. Just relax… everything’s alright now… As the fear and panic began to fade, he opened his eyes and looked down at the body, his expression gradually turning to disgust. He left the blade buried in her back and pulled his garrote free.
 
   Bitch. Holding the wooden handles in one bloody gloved hand, he carefully pulled off the other glove inside out. He fished a baggie from his jacket pocket, stuffing the glove and garrote inside before carefully stripping off the other glove and added it to the bag as well. He zipped the bag closed, stuffing it into a large pocket on his cargo pants then fished a new pair of gloves from his jacket and pulled them on his hands. He wanted desperately to scratch at the stubble he’d begun to grow on his face but instead sat at the desk and began transferring funds to his new offshore accounts. He hadn’t engaged Raj in too much conversation regarding his home life when he set up his visit and he berated himself for being so sloppy, Idiot! What if there had been a whole household of people here?
 
   I wish this fucker just had one account so I could transfer the entire hundred in just one fucking transaction… Fear began to creep along the back of his neck and when the computer beeped softly, signaling the latest transaction was complete he nearly jumped out of his skin. Fuck this. He closed that program and initiated the one that would strip the computer’s hard drive of every bit of data. He felt increasingly anxious and unsteady as he watched the progress bar, and when it completed he yanked his flash drive free and froze.
 
   He heard a door close and the sound of plastic grocery bags rustling distantly. Holy fucking mother of… He hurried from the room on tiptoe. Peering down the long hallway, he briefly glimpsed a short, squat woman depositing grocery bags on the kitchen counters.
 
   “I’m back!” He heard her call out, “And I got a lot more bags in the car if anyone wants to help me!”
 
   Jeffers ran for the front door and never looked back.


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   New York City, NY
 
    
 
   Bea sat absolutely still, not wanting to stir the air lest it disturb Doctor Bernard’s deep concentration. Catherine sat at a large, ergonomically designed workstation in what Bea called the Project Room next to her office; the tip of Catherine’s right forefinger rested on the page-down key and her expression was quietly intense as data scrolled up and off the top of the screen. She had dimmed the overhead lights and Bea watched how the fingers on Catherine’s left hand skimmed over the tops of the keys, as though she were feeling as well as seeing the code that flowed on the monitor.
 
   She’s been at this for hours now… When Jordan called Bea looking for Catherine, Bea told her she was deep into Jeffers’s code and didn’t want to disturb her. Jordan asked her to please make sure Catherine ate lunch and Bea promised to have one of her techs bring her the specified menu items from the cafeteria. She made sure he brought the egg salad on challah bread, grapes, potato chips and ice tea in a bottle with a straw, all, as Jordan explained, easily consumed with one hand while Catherine worked. I know what it feels like to have my brain sucked into seemingly endless code, Bea marveled silently, but I don’t think I’ve ever seen anyone so focused.
 
    
 
    
 
   Jordan spent the day reviewing the growing mountain of forensic evidence with Stewart and when she got back to her office and discovered Catherine had still not returned she decided to pay a visit to the leader of the bureau’s Cyber Division. She pushed her way through the large glass doors and frowned as she approached Bea’s empty glass office.
 
   The lead assistant waved at her from his desk, “She and Doctor Bernard are in the Project Room.” He pointed to a long window next door and Jordan nodded when she saw them inside,
 
   “Thanks.”
 
   She chose the most direct path through the rows of cubicles and gave a slight wave as she opened the glass door and stepped inside. Catherine’s expression was grave and Jordan felt her stomach lurch, “Okay tell me right away, is something bad happening?”
 
   “I found something rare in Jeffers’s code; it’s something called a Zero Day Exploit, a seeming flaw that wasn’t being used in his banking transactions.” She pointed at the hundreds of rows of data that filed the large screen, “It’s extremely dense, every bit of this code is doing something, somewhere.”
 
   “Uh…” Jordan squinted at the screen, “okay.”
 
   “It was unrecognizable at first, but this is a programming language for PLC’s…” Jordan gestured helplessly and she clarified, “Programmable logic controllers. PLC’s are small computers …” While she spoke, she quickly opened a browser and searched for a suitable image. She pointed to a picture of a man holding a rectangular black box in his hand. “Like this, they control things like factory equipment and power plants.”
 
   Jordan felt bile rise in her throat, “Excuse me?”
 
   “Jeffers has programming language buried in his code that can control PLC’s in things like power plants.”
 
   “Nuclear?”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “And it’s a virus?”
 
   “Oh yes, and when this virus infects a computer it’s designed to begin hunting for one of these PLC’s, and fingerprint it.”
 
   “Why?”
 
   Catherine switched her screen back to what looked like miles and miles of text, “This virus is looking for something specific, it’s looking for a PLC that performs a specific function; it has to have a particular model number and attached peripherals…” She caught Jordan’s look, “things attached to the small computer… Then it’s designed to just sit there and observe normal operation of the target.”
 
   “Which is?”
 
   “Nuclear power plants, probably.”
 
   “Oh shit.”
 
   “Do you need me to tell you where this is going?”
 
   “No.” Jordan shook her head, “it sounds like Stuxnet from a few years ago…”
 
   “Yes, the United States teamed up with Israel to hack into an Iranian nuclear facility and shut it down…” Catherine added, “I’ve found several ID numbers so far… I’m pretty sure they belong to PLC’s…”
 
   “Can they tell us which of our nuclear power plants are infected?” Jordan asked, sounding hopeful.
 
   “I hope so. I’m running a search in the communication protocol between the PLC’s and the peripherals that are attached to it. The peripherals all have ID’s associated with them too and there’s a catalogue you can use to look them up.”
 
   Bea leaned on a desk behind them, her arms folded tensely across her chest, “We’re waiting for the results now.”
 
   Jordan folded her arms across her chest as well, “Okay...” she murmured, nervously licking her lips.
 
   Catherine brought her search window back on the center screen, “This could take a while…”
 
   Jordan rotated her neck, “Should I go get Cameron?”
 
   “Not yet.”
 
   “Okay.” She repeated and began slowly pacing the length of the room.
 
   They waited for Catherine’s program to complete in leaden, anxious silence for more than half an hour before the screen changed and she sat up straight, “Okay,” she squinted at the results, “the ID’s belong to frequency converters.”
 
   Jordan pulled up a chair and sat next to Catherine and Bea hovered over their shoulders, “For what?”
 
   “They’re devices that change the speed of machinery, but these…” Catherine’s fingers flew over the keyboard and Jordan did a double take when she saw how the data on the screen reflected in Catherine’s pupils. “These are specific models with a dedicated task;” she turned to Jordan, “they spin centrifuges in nuclear facilities.”
 
   “Power plants?”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “So this virus is about uranium enrichment?”
 
   Catherine nodded, “The PLC model numbers match data from the International Atomic Energy Agency.” Her fingers flew again over the keyboard, “and PLC’s used in their power plants…”
 
   Jordan closed her eyes, feeling faint, “Power plants as in more than one?”
 
   “Oh yes,” Catherine spoke quietly, “several, at least.”


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   La Jolla, CA
 
    
 
   Once he was home, he stripped inside the front door and walked naked into the kitchen to retrieve a brown plastic garbage bag then returned to the foyer and stuffed his clothes and shoes inside. He took the bag into the kitchen and retrieved his garrote and flash drive and other personal items, dropping the garrote in the sink for cleaning. He walked out to the patio and yanking the cover off his stainless steel barbeque, lifted the center grill and threw the bag onto the ash. He soaked it with half a can of lighter fluid and lit a long wooden match, hearing the soft whoosh; he leaned away from the tall flames. He dropped the grill and the cover to prevent flaming ash from escaping and after making sure the vents were open, went back inside to take a shower.
 
    
 
    
 
   He fumed, glaring at the taunting message on the screen:
 
   “Be nice and share...”
 
   You fucking asshole…, he turned away from the monitor and paced the room, his arms crossed angrily over his chest. The PLC’s are now ready… The time has come and I cannot start over rebuilding my war chest from scratch. I have to find out who this fucking hacker is… if it even is some hacking motherfucker and not the fucking feds… He shook his head and wandered from the room. He had a steak dinner delivered from one of the finer restaurants in town and he retrieved a beer and leftovers from the fridge. He opened the foil container and sat at the counter, alternately munching cold fries and taking swigs of beer from the bottle. I need to bring my SS online too.
 
   What attracted him to the now renamed We Are Silver Legion was Bill Patton, a disillusioned Special Forces veteran and the group’s founder. After completing six tours in Afghanistan as a sniper, Patton found he was unable to return to a normal home life and leaving his wife and three kids in Wisconsin, moved south to Georgia. There he drifted from one white supremacist fascist group to another until he was inspired to form his own, Pelley’s Silver America, with his own agenda embracing the views and beliefs of William Pelley.
 
   Picking up his beer, Jeffers wandered from the kitchen and back to his computer. Sitting again, he tried accessing another offshore account,
 
   “Come to the Big Apple so we can talk.”
 
   He glared at the screen, “Fuck you, I don’t think so…” His voice faded and his head cocked to one side as he stared at the glowing red letters. A long minute passed until finally he smiled, I can’t tell him the real reason… I’ll tell them it’s a test… like an initiation, a final test to make sure they can follow orders.
 
   It’s my money, and so help me, if it is some hacker then he has to go so I can shift everything from the Goodale accounts into Fowler’s. Feeling better, he closed the browser and reopened it, clicking on the bookmark for We Are Silver Legion. That hacking asshole is fucking dead.


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   New York City, NY
 
    
 
   “Once the network is infected with Jeffers’s program it will likely use attack mechanisms to either speed up the spinning centrifuges that would make the aluminum tubes inside the centrifuges vibrate uncontrollably and shatter apart, or lower the speed and make them basically fall like when a spinning top slows and wobbles. When the centrifuges begin to spin out of control, the virus will begin playing recordings it made of the network’s normal operation, so no one will notice the plant’s imminent shutdown until it’s too late.”
 
   “You can see all this in his code?” Jordan asked.
 
   Catherine nodded, “Yes.”
 
   “And the recordings record what?”
 
   “Normal operation,” Bea said, still standing behind them, “like bank robbers patching in fake security footage so no one sees them robbing the safe.”
 
   “Exactly,” Catherine nodded, “these PLC’s are designed to shut down gracefully but this virus blocks that signal, allowing the attack to continue…”
 
   “Are we looking at a Chernobyl meltdown?”
 
   Bea shrugged, “Could be.”
 
   “It’s possible,” Catherine agreed, “but having read Jeffers’s manifesto I think he’s aiming at a temporary shutdown, like a system reboot, so he can takeover the power grid.”
 
   “Really,” Jordan felt lightheaded, “on the western or eastern seaboard?”
 
   “There are one hundred four nuclear power reactors licensed to operate in the United States; California has two, Washington State, one and three in Arizona.” She accessed the Nuclear Regulatory Commission’s website and when she scrolled down to the map, Jordan gasped aloud,
 
   “Oh… my god…”
 
   “Yes, most of them, ninety-eight, are located in the eastern half of the U.S. and if we don’t stop his program I believe the most likely result will be rolling blackouts and possible irreversible damage to, I don’t know how many nuclear reactors.”
 
   “Okay so…” Jordan’s neck muscles were tight and she gripped them with her fingers, squeezing the muscles. “All you have to do is write a program we can send to every PLC in every nuclear power plant in the United States and kill the virus, right?”
 
   “No.” Catherine shook her head, “because this code is masked as part of normal operation, if I bypass it the plants will still shut down for safety and Jeffers will still succeed in causing rolling blackouts in at least half the country.”
 
   “Goddamit.” Jordan muttered, “How much worse can this scenario get?”
 
   “The best way to stop his code from implementing an aggressive shutdown is to stop it at its source. Now, in order to launch the shutdown Jeffers has to pull the trigger himself.” She snorted, “I have no doubt he designed it that way so he can feel the power of shutting down the power grid with his touch on a keyboard.”
 
   Jordan added dryly, “And get a tingly feeling in his pants.”
 
   “If you can find the workstation he’s using I can make a program to shut him down and disable the attack programs and stop them at their source. I can load it on a flash drive that will give me control over his code from here; all you’d have to do is plug it in his USB connector and it will connect me no matter where you are.”
 
   Bea muttered, “I’d like to plug more than that into his USB connector.”
 
   Jordan drew a deep breath, “Then let’s find this fucker and shut him down, I don’t want to think how bad this could get if we don’t.”
 
   “There’s a chunk of code in here that worries me.”
 
   “What?”
 
   “Starting here,” Catherine pointed at a section of code on the screen, “I need to study it more, but if his girlfriend Nancy cracked RSA… or he did…”
 
   Jordan’s brow knit in concentration, “Uh… RSA… encryption codes; multiplying two giant prime numbers and getting a semi prime that’s used in banking and stuff.”
 
   “Yes, if that’s what this code is…” Catherine’s voice dropped to a murmur as her fingers again flew over the keyboard and her eyes gazed ever deeper into the data flowing on the screen, “Everything, from the power grid to banking systems, communication and transportation networks… I mean everything online is at risk, Jordan. Because once Jeffers hacks one part, he may have hacked the whole network.”
 
   “You mean in the U.S.?”
 
   “I mean the Internet… everywhere.”
 
    
 
    
 
   “Do you like your special vacation bed for tonight?” She held the toddler in her arms and Cameron nodded enthusiastically in spite of the yawn that escaped him.
 
   “I got Toy Story sheets, like at home…”
 
   “Ooo…” Jordan cooed, “That should be warm and cozy.”
 
   “Yep.” He dropped his head on her shoulder, “Mom’s up here?”
 
   Cameron was going to turn three in another ten weeks and Jordan marveled at how his language acquisition had kicked into overdrive, “Yep, we’re working here tonight so you’re staying too, and tomorrow we’ll have special Captain Crunch pancakes for breakfast.”
 
   Cameron’s eyes flew open and he peered intently into her eyes, “Captain Crunch…” He whispered intently, “I love Captain Crunch!”
 
   The elevator doors opened and she chuckled, “I know, maybe you’ll dream about them tonight, huh?”
 
   “Yes! Captain Crunch!”
 
   She carried him to the Project Room and he slid from her arms when she opened the door and he saw his mother.
 
   “Hey, buddy!”
 
   He ran to her, “Mom!” He scrambled onto her lap, “Jordan says we’re having Captain Crunch for breakfast tomorrow!”
 
   “The special pancakes,” she grinned, hugging him close, “that’s right. This is our first time spending the night here, so we have to celebrate in the morning. Did the night nanny tell you how to get us if you wake up?”
 
   He nodded, “Melissa says all I have to do is tell her I need to talk to you…” Big brown eyes turned to the ceiling in concentration, “And she’ll call you so you can come downstairs.”
 
   “That’s right.”
 
   “Jordan got my special bag from the car,” he pulled from her arms, “I gotta’ go get in my pj’s now.”
 
   “Hey!” Catherine pulled him back to her, “Where’s my goodnight kiss?”
 
   Cameron stretched up on tiptoe to plant a kiss on her lips, “Good night mom.” His eyebrows suddenly arched high, “Can Jordan pray with me for bed?”
 
   “Of course.” Both Jordan and Catherine spoke at once and exchanged secret smiles.
 
   “Ready, Cam?”
 
   He ran back to Jordan and she pulled him into her arms as he scrambled back onto her hip, “’Night mom…” he waved to her.
 
   “Good night, Cameron.”
 
   Catherine’s grin was huge as she watched Jordan carry him through the darkened and now mostly deserted Cyber Division. Oh my god we’re so lucky… When they disappeared from view, she turned back to the console and emitted an exhausted sigh that transformed into a huge yawn. I just need to work out a few kinks and test this puppy… Then I can give it to Jordan on a flash drive. She gazed at and into the screen, and the smile gradually faded from her lips and eyes as she constructed the new code in her head and let it flow from her brain and through fingertips that flew in a blur across the keyboard.


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Madison, GA
 
    
 
   “We’ll leave in a few minutes,” Jeffers nodded dismissively, his hands on his hips, “so go double check your vehicles and we’ll review the itinerary one last time… Patton,” he motioned with his chin, “can I talk to you a minute?”
 
   They waited until the other members of the group, John Parker, Erik Johnson and Andy Holden, left the ramshackle house to recheck their packed vehicles. Jeffers turned and sat at the kitchen set that looked as though it dated back to the 1950’s, “I am making this sound like an exercise, but I cannot stress how important flushing out this hacker is so I can launch my program.”
 
   “I understand.” Patton stood where he was and Jeffers silently marveled how his second-in-command resembled molded steel. “As long as the floor plan of the hotel is accurate and the room is facing the park, I don’t care if it is three blocks away, I can shoot a fly in his asshole, that range is not a challenge.”
 
   Jeffers’s grin was huge, “Excellent,” he stood, “then let’s get on with Operation Hacker Hunt so I can take America down for a serious reboot.” He followed Patton out the door, still impressed by the man’s height now they had actually met; He has to be at least five inches taller than me.
 
   They walked to their vehicles and Jeffers privately lamented again that they were all now driving Humvees, That cammo painted one can never be driven into a city unnoticed… “Patton?” he called to the chiseled figure clad in jeans and a gray t-shirt.
 
   He turned to him briefly as he walked to his dark blue Hummer, “Yeah?”
 
   Jeffers hooked a thumb over his shoulder, “Aren’t you gonna’ lock your door?”
 
   “No,” he shook his head, “I won’t be coming back here.”


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   New York City, NY
 
    
 
   When Catherine finished her hacker program, she gave it to Jordan along with the briefest tutorial she had ever given, “Just plug it into a USB connector on Jeffers's workstation and it will do the rest.”
 
   Jordan slipped the drive into her pants pocket and after planting a grateful kiss on her lips murmured, “Excellent work, Doctor Bernard. I believe we can now take a nap for a couple hours until Cameron gets up.” Holding her hand, she pulled her gently from the Project Room and Cyber Division.
 
   Catherine’s smile was exhausted and she pressed close, squeezing the hand that held hers, “I need to keep working on that chunk of code you know.”
 
   “I know.” She pulled her down the long hallway to their office, “But first you get to have a little snooze so you won’t snore into your Captain Crunch pancakes.”
 
   While Catherine finished testing her new software, Jordan scrounged in the SWAT supplies for some sleeping bags, camper pads and pillows she set up in a warm corner of their office and Catherine giggled softly when she spied the pile of bedding in the corner. “Oh Jordan…” She turned into her and slung her arms around the slender waist, “thank you.”
 
   Jordan placed a chaste kiss on upturned lips before closing and locking their office door behind them. “No hanky-panky now,” she urged her to sit on the stacked bedding, “Just sleep and I promise we can make wild and crazy love once we’ve both had a good night’s sleep at home, uh…” She knelt between Catherine’s knees and checked her watch, “tomorrow night, or… much much later today.” She pulled Catherine’s shoes from her feet and while she struggled out of her clothes Jordan followed suit.
 
   They snuggled together under the sleeping bags and Jordan’s smile was blissful when she muttered, “Can you sleep this close?”
 
   “Always.” Catherine mumbled into soft dark hair, inhaling the scent of her shampoo. “G’night.”
 
    
 
    
 
   After breakfast, Catherine spent some time playing with Cameron in daycare and when she returned to their office, she found a note from Jordan that she was across the hall. Careful to knock on the door first she entered, her brows arching high when she saw Jordan hurrying to close open windows on the wall screen.
 
   “More gross pictures?”
 
   “Oh yeah,” Jordan sighed, craning her neck until at least one vertebrae popped, “Jeffers committed a double homicide in Santa Barbra.”
 
   Catherine plopped down beside her, “What happened?”
 
   “He found out he can’t access his money in Switzerland, then he tried accessing his offshore accounts and saw two more of our messages. We’re clearly getting to him because he got sloppy and reckless and killed one Raj Patel, a retired IT programmer.”
 
   “A successful hedge fund manager?”
 
   “And real estate tycoon of sorts…” Jordan opened a file on the screen, “He was aggressively reinvesting in the bad mortgage market and growing his gigantic pile of money. Anyway, Jeffers killed him and his wife. She must have walked in on him because she definitely showed signs of fighting back.” She cleared her throat, “I won’t go into details but compared to her husband she died an ugly, painful death.”
 
   “And he still got his hundred million?”
 
   “Oh no,” Jordan arched a single brow; “he stopped after fifty then stripped Mister Patel’s hard drive and took off.”
 
   “So the wife walked in on him and after killing her too he was too freaked out to finish stealing the other fifty.”
 
   “I think it’s a good guess, Mister Patel certainly had more than a hundred million in his offshore accounts.” One of Jordan’s tablets chimed at her as she spoke and she stood, crossing the room to the podium. Her tablet sat on top of Catherine’s special tablet and when she lifted it off her eyes flew open wide, “Oh my god! Jeffers is using the reply box to talk to me!”
 
   Catherine’s mouth dropped open in shock and as she leapt from the theater-style seat Jordan quickly plugged the tablet into the wall screen and Catherine stopped abruptly in front of the podium, frozen as she stared up at the conversation box hugely illuminated on the wall,
 
   “You should talk to me, I’m pretty smart.”
 
   She recognized one of the many messages she and Jordan had written together to taunt Jeffers and she felt dizzy at his response beneath;
 
   “Bring five red carnations to the bus stop bench on Terrace Dr. & 5th Ave. at 2:00 pm today. Wait for me there and we’ll talk.”
 
   “Okay,” Jordan took a deep, clearing breath and exhaled, “here goes…”
 
   Catherine gripped the rim of the podium and stared at the screen as Jordan typed,
 
   “I’ll be there, flowers in hand.”
 
   The tablet chimed again and a reply appeared on the screen,
 
   “Till then.”
 
   Jordan placed a gentle hand over Catherine’s where she gripped the podium, knuckles showing white, “The location field didn’t pop with anything, that means you can’t trace the source?”
 
   Catherine exhaled forcefully, as though she’d been holding her breath, “Uh… yeah, sorry.” She pried her hands from the laminated wood and circled around to stand next to her, “The…” She stared at the tablet and after tapping a few commands into the chat window she shook her head, “No, sorry, Jeffers knows he’s been blocked from locating his hacker and he knows how to do the same, sorry.”
 
   Jordan wrapped an arm around the small shoulders, “Are you kidding? He wants his money and we’re gonna’ get him!” She chuckled as she grabbed her cell phone and called Stewart, “It’s me, Jeffers took the bait, we’re meeting him at two o’clock in Central Park.”


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   PART 4
 
    
 
   Assassination


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   New York City, NY
 
    
 
   Jordan got out of the cab, driven by an undercover SWAT member and fumbled briefly with Catherine’s tablet and the flowers Jeffers instructed her to bring. She brought the tablet along in case he contacted her again before the meeting and she tucked it under her arm as she strolled to the bus stop and stood next to the bench, her right hand clutching the bouquet of five red carnations. At least I’m warm, it can’t be more than twenty degrees out here. She wore a Kevlar vest under the black three-quarter length trench coat and she noted how her warm breath condensed into a vapor in the cold air. She casually took in her surroundings; Stewart had planted ten undercover SWAT agents around her and her eyes gazed past the flower delivery truck parked across the street and the park employee picking up trash. They hoped Jeffers would arrive in a car and try to lure her inside so they could pin him in with undercover vehicles and quickly take him into custody. Jordan knew there were two sharpshooters in the two buildings across the street and she fervently hoped their plan wouldn’t result in gunfire in such a public setting.
 
   Her trench coat was at least four years old, she liked it but seldom wore it since she preferred the simplicity of her black suit jackets and she groaned inwardly at how stiff the sleeves still felt. It’s been hanging in my office all this time, I should have made more of an effort to break it in… She shifted her neck and shoulders uncomfortably and felt the tablet slide from under her arm. Her reflexes were quick and when she bent to grab at the falling device, she felt a punch from behind, to the right side of her jaw and she lurched forward, falling onto her hands and knees on the cement. Looking behind her and seeing no one, she scrambled forward, hurrying to take cover behind the bench when she heard shouting and hands grabbed at her, pulling her to her feet. She was half dragged to a gray paneled van that came to a screeching halt halfway up the sidewalk and shoved inside,
 
   “Agent Hawkins, you’ve been shot.”
 
   Jordan turned to a SWAT member in full tactical gear, “What?” she asked, looking around her as the car pulled away and hissed at the sudden pain in her neck and side of her face.
 
   “I think a sniper caught you from behind.”
 
   Her brow knit in frustrated confusion, “But I’m wearing Kevlar...” she cried out briefly at the wet, burning sensation as the SWAT agent on her right pressed a thick gauze pad against the base of her neck.
 
   “It caught you right as you dropped your tablet; I saw your hair flip as the bullet flew right by, grazing you… in two places, it looks like.”
 
   “Dammit.” Jordan muttered, hissing again in pain when he pressed another gauze pad just under her jaw line. “I dropped a tablet, have someone get it for me; I was using it to catch that rat bastard.”
 
    
 
    
 
   “Unbefucking unbelievable!” he hissed, his gleeful anticipation quickly turning into rage.
 
   “What,” Patton said calmly as he quickly dismantled his high-powered rifle, “are you really that surprised your hacker turned out to be the government?”
 
   Jeffers angrily switched off the high definition camera he used to record the event, certain he was recording the demise of his one obstacle to initiating his path to glory until the SWAT team and their van blocked his view. “I was hoping,” he glared at the chaotic scene far beyond the glass, “to capture the moment my hacker’s head exploded in a brilliant red halo for posterity.”
 
   “Well,” Patton shrugged; zipping closed the nylon bag that now held his rifle and bipod, “it happens sometimes…” Jeffers glared at him in angry bemusement and he clarified, “Missing the shot, and you only get one when it’s a fed in a secure perimeter.” He had used a glasscutter mounted on a compass to cut twin holes in the sealed glass window that faced the bench nearly three blocks away for his rifle and the camera. Then he had pulled the dining table under the window, laying his rifle and himself on it for stability so he could line up the shot on the woman holding the flowers. “Pack up your camera and leave first; I’ll be right behind you.”
 
   Jeffers’s fingers fumbled as he fumed, removing the camera from the tripod and after quickly collapsing the legs, shoved both into his bag and stalked to the door, “How quickly can they trace the shot back to this room?”
 
   “By trajectory? I don’t know,” Patton shrugged, “I missed so, a couple days maybe? They’ll make better time doing a door to door search of hotel rooms.”
 
   “Don’t worry,” Jeffers scoffed, “I’ll remotely scrub the database here tonight.” He turned to leave then turned back, his gloved hand on the doorknob, “You don’t seem too surprised my hacker was really a fed.”
 
   “I’m not,” Patton said, pulling on his jacket, “but you seem very surprised. Did you really think a man of your beliefs wouldn’t be suspected by the government?”
 
   “No, I…” Jeffers began to smile, “no, I guess I really didn’t think of that.”
 
    
 
    
 
   Catherine nervously gripped her hands together on the way to the hospital and she pried them apart, rubbing the cramped digits. She shook uncontrollably the entire drive and as soon as the car stopped, she bolted out the door, frantic as she ran through the emergency room doors. Bea sent two agents with her; one to drive and the other to accompany her and the young woman ran to catch up. Stewart waved when he saw them and Catherine forced herself to slow to a fast walk. As soon as they were close enough to speak quietly she begged, “Tell me.”
 
   “I swear she’s okay.” He nodded to the agent behind Catherine and laying a hand on the small, quaking shoulder, led her down the hall, “She dropped the tablet and the instant she bent to grab it the bullet whizzed past her.” He stopped to demonstrate, bending at the waist, “Catching her here first,” Using his forefinger to indicate trajectory, he slid it past the flesh where his neck met his right shoulder, “and then across here.” His finger traced the bullet’s path, skimming it along his neck under his jaw. “An easy fix, I promise…” he assured her as they continued down the hall, “They just discharged her.”
 
   Catherine only nodded tensely, So if she hadn’t moved the bullet would have hit her in the back of her head and killed her. She began to shake again and balling her hands into fists, willed her heart to slow. He pushed open a door and she saw Jordan sitting on an exam table, looking as pale as the powder blue hospital gown and the two white gauze pads taped to her neck.
 
   “I’m okay.” Jordan hurried to reassure her, holding out a hand, “I really am.”
 
   Stewart gave her a slight wave, “We’ll be right out here.”
 
   Jordan nodded her thanks and stood, pulling Catherine close, “It’s a bunch of stitches, but I swear that’s all. Apparently that creaky coat has great timing.” She recounted the events for her, adding, “I can’t believe Jeffers has the skill to shoot like that, I think we have to assume he has help now, some fellow Nazi sympathizer, probably. But he knows now I’m not some hacker from that community, he knows I’m FBI, he knows what I look like…” She licked her lips, “So I can’t go home, Catherine…”
 
   “No!” She clutched at her, “You are not…”
 
   “The bureau has some very nice rooms on the top floor, residential rooms; I think the three of us should put in a few nights there, okay?”
 
   The panic in Catherine’s eyes quickly evaporated, “We can what?”
 
   “Didn’t you know?” Jordan’s tone was light and she snickered, “One of the wings in that place has a couple of residential apartments with mind-numbing security Bea designed some time ago. Stewart’s gonna have some agents go get some more clothes and stuff for us from home and we’ll camp out there for a while.” Catherine was speechless and Jordan hurried, “I’m sorry, Catherine, I really am, but I can’t take the chance of Jeffers figuring out who I am, and who I live with… who I love. Understand?”
 
   Catherine felt as though she’d been holding her breath for a very long time and when she exhaled she burst into tears, “I’m sorry…” Jordan pulled her into her arms and Catherine squeezed her arms tightly around her waist, “I’m sorry, I don’t care where we are, as long as we’re together. I thought you were going to send us away to keep us safe.”
 
   Jordan looked down at her with wonder, “What? No, oh jeez, I’m sorry, I…”
 
   “Well,” Catherine pulled back and sniffed, gracing her with a beaming watery smile, “you did send me to a lighthouse for my safety, but you were with me then so…”
 
   Jordan chuckled and tilted her chin for a quick kiss, “I did do that…” She slid from her arms and sat wearily on the exam table, “It won’t be for long, now that Jeffers knows the feds are after him he’ll have to hurry to get his program online, and that means I’ll have to step up my efforts to catch him so you can stop his software.”
 
   While she spoke Catherine’s eyes fixed on the gauze pads on the side of her neck, “How deep did these go?” Remembering her own gunshot injury, she was careful not to venture too close and trailed the tips of her fingers along a well-defined collarbone. “Did your doctor really say it was okay for you to leave the hospital?” Worried brown eyes gazed deeply into Jordan’s.
 
   “She really did,” Jordan assured her, taking the smaller hand between her own, “I swear, Stewart would have handcuffed me to the bed if she hadn’t, trust me. They didn’t even knock me out for the stitches…” She tried to lift a shoulder in a half shrug and grunted painfully, “Shit, but it still smarts…”
 
   Catherine swiped the tears from her face, “Okay, okay… let’s go home then...” She shook her head and sniffed, “at the bureau, I mean…”
 
   “Right,” Jordan stood and walked to the chair with her clothes, “the agents will take you back, it’s dinnertime, Bea’s people will take you to the apartment and you can have dinner delivered, she’ll tell you how, okay?”
 
   “But… you’re coming?”
 
   “I am, but I’m gonna ride back with Stewart… we can’t be seen together in public until we catch Jeffers, okay?” Her voice dropped to a saddened whisper, “I’m so sorry about this, Catherine.”
 
   She snorted and cleared her throat, “Cam’ll love it as long as they bring his special toys…” She felt some of the tension finally drain away, “Tell me what you’d like for dinner.”


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Williamsport, PA
 
    
 
   They drove east, Jeffers had waited for Patton at a rest stop outside of Williamsport and from there he followed him to a campground where the other members of the group waited.
 
   His anger and frustration had evaporated on the three-hour drive, and as he followed Patton into the campground he again felt anxiety begin to creep along the back of his neck. He barely knew these men and he schooled himself to a calm, commanding poise, Be wary, be on your toes now, they have to be on board for this or the difficulty factor is going to jump. He was pleased Patton was a smart, cool customer and he expected no less, having come to that very conclusion when he initially researched the man’s past. Once he decided on Patton and his group, he personally investigated each of the other members; Andy Holden was a career criminal before hooking up with Patton. Patton gave him a place to live and helped get him a job as a mechanic. Erik Johnson had a drug problem, and while he was in the county jail on a drug charge, he met Holden who told him about Patton. Patton took him under his wing and helped turn him from a cocaine habit to an appreciation for prostitutes, although Johnson then served time for beating the women he paid for sex. John Parker became friends with Patton while both were fringe members of a white supremacist group in Macon, Georgia, and when Patton formed his own fascist group, he contacted Parker and invited him to join. I may have to eliminate the others… Jeffers smiled at them, but Patton will be my loyal second.
 
   He pulled his vehicle in alongside Patton’s and got out, noting how the other three members of the group had set up camp; two small tents bracketing a much larger tent, the three arranged in a semicircle around a large barbeque pit. He grabbed his camera bag and the bag with his laptops and exited, careful to lock the door. Johnson, Parker and Holden exited the middle tent and stood quietly as he and Patton approached,
 
   “Let’s talk inside…” Patton said quietly and they trooped back in, single file.
 
   Jeffers was pleased to see a folding dining table and five chairs and he walked to the head of the table and sat, “Gentlemen,” he gestured, “please sit.”
 
   They each took a seat and while he took out his camera and laptop, Holden asked, “So?”
 
   “The hacker made a sudden move,” Patton answered, “she dropped something right as I pulled the trigger and missed.”
 
   “That’s too bad…” Parker was a beefy man and he sat with his arms crossed over his barrel chest, resting them on a gut distended from too many years spent sitting while drinking too much beer.
 
   “Did you say, she?” Holden asked.
 
   “Oh yes,” Patton folded muscular arms across his equally muscular chest, “And quite a pretty one too.”
 
   Jeffers noted that Patton left out the part about her being FBI, Interesting… he was careful to keep from smiling, Mister Patton is indeed, very smart. “Yes…” he finally spoke, “I was quite surprised to see a nice-looking woman instead of some flabby unkempt person at the designated meeting place. It was unfortunate about the miss, but, you can’t help these things… and truthfully, sometimes it’s fate. Therefore, I can only conclude it was meant to be, and that this hacker may prove useful in some other capacity down the line.” He folded his hands together on the table, “Gentlemen, we have our objective in sight and you must now prove your loyalty and performance as a team… as in Heinrich Himmler’s Schutzstaffel, the most powerful, most elite organization in the Third Reich.” He paused for effect then added, “The Schutzstaffel was also known as the SS… and you, my Silver Shirts, will soon be widely known as my SS, your names will be spoken with reverence by the deserving and fearfully whispered by those who will fall before us and beg for mercy…”
 
   “And receive none.” Patton finished in a low voice and Jeffers graced him with an approving smile.
 
   “I’ll pay you your monthly salary early and if, from this point on, you follow every directive completely and without question or hesitation, I will give you a bonus of one hundred thousand dollars once my software has completed its task.”
 
   A smiling Holden turned to give Johnson a high-five.
 
   Jeffers held up a hand to silence the already quiet group, “But you will also gain something much more valuable; a place in my new government. You will be my inner circle when I rise as this country’s new leader.”
 
   “Yeah…” Parker nodded decisively, his expression intense. “I’m ready.” He thumped the table with a thick forefinger, “It’s fuckin’ go time.”
 
   Jeffers nodded, “For this is the hour,” he stood, prompting the others to stand, “do you believe?”
 
   “Ja, Herr Schmidt,” They intoned in quiet unison, lest their voices be carried outside the tent, “I believe and dedicate my life as a Silver Shirt to the Legion.” All four tapped their right fist twice over their hearts then extended their hands, held palm down in a classic Nazi salute.
 
   “And so we will rise…” Jeffers intoned, “For we are Silver Legion.”


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   New York City, NY
 
    
 
   Catherine collected Cam at daycare and after explaining their latest adventure to him, assured him his favorite toys and bedtime companions were going to be delivered in time for bed.
 
   “Glo’ and Teddy too…”
 
   It was more statement than question and Catherine looked deep into his eyes, “Yes, they are on their way to our house now to pick them up and they will come straight back here with them, okay?”
 
   “Okay,” he looked down at the toy car he held, “We still having pizza for dinner?”
 
   “It’s on the way,” she nodded, “I called from the car, we’re having it tonight but tomorrow night I was thinking we’d have meatloaf and mashed potatoes.”
 
   “With gravy?”
 
   “Of course, with gravy.” She snickered and when the elevator doors opened she was surprised to see Bea waiting for her, “Hey… hi Bea…” She introduced Cameron to the leader of Cyber Division as Ms. McNamara but Bea waved her off, smiling,
 
   “You can call me Bea.”
 
   “Like the letter B?” he asked.
 
   “Sort of, it’s short for Beatrice.”
 
   Cameron pursed his lips thoughtfully while he ingested that and she led them down the hall, “Stewart called me after I talked to you about dinner; he said he and Jordan were on the way so she should be right behind you…” She saw Cameron turn and look expectantly behind him and she added, “Sort of.” She stopped in front of an innocuous-looking door and handed Catherine a magnetized ID card. “This is your keycard for the apartment,” she took out her own keycard and slid it through a card reader in the control panel next to the door, “I’m going to set it up for you to embed a personalized code for your card so only you can use it to enter. I’ll do the same for Jordan on hers…” she stepped back, “Okay, slide yours and when it asks, enter an eight-digit code as your pin.”
 
   Catherine ran the card, entering Jordan’s date of birth, “It’s asking for authorization.”
 
   Bea stepped back to the panel and slid her keycard again, entering her authorization code, “There, now you’re set.” She opened the door and they walked in, “The windows are reflective in the daytime, you still have to draw the curtains at night. You can order whatever you want from whatever restaurant in town…” She tapped a laminated number on the phone in the kitchen, “You just have to call this number to do it; it’s bureau services and they’ll order it, have it delivered to them and bring it up.” She turned to a desk with a computer, “When the doorbell rings, this will pop on so you can see who’s at the door. Everything that comes here for you goes through two checkpoints and there’s a third to get to the elevator to come up here.” She waved her hand dismissively; “I sent you an email so you can access all of this…” She stopped to give her a sly wink, “Not that you’ll need that to figure it out.”
 
   “Thank you, Bea…” Catherine suddenly felt exhausted and when the doorbell chimed, Jordan appeared on the monitor.
 
   Bea opened the door, “Well well, Agent Hawkins, you do look worse for wear this evening.”
 
   Jordan drawled, “Thanks, Bea.”
 
   She gave Jordan a keycard and repeated the process with her and Catherine flopped onto the couch, watching them with a smile as Cameron ran to greet her. She lifted him onto her hip with a grimace and Catherine called to him when he reached to touch the bandage on Jordan’s neck,
 
   “Careful Cam, look but don’t touch.”
 
   “What happened Jordan?”
 
   “I had an accident at work,” she sighed, “and I got a bad owie.”
 
   Bea took her through the process of encoding her keycard and when the process was complete, an agent stepped from the elevator with a large brown grocery bag and a pizza box.
 
   “Jordan!” he slid from her hip to the floor and tugged at her slacks, “We’re having pizza for dinner!” He turned and ran back into the apartment, “Mom! Dinner’s here!”
 
    
 
    
 
   Jordan lay spread-eagle on the bed wearing only panties and Catherine rechecked the baby monitor the agents brought from home. “Ordinarily,” she murmured, climbing on to the bed next to her, “I would initiate some ardent lovemaking, given your easy access.”
 
   “So what’s stopping you?”
 
   She pulled the covers over them both and stopped at Jordan’s bruised knees, “This…” she stroked the skin around the dark splotches then pulled the covers up and over Jordan’s breasts, “and I noticed the scrapes on your palms during dinner.”
 
   “It’s just from when I fell; concrete is really hard.”
 
   She snuggled under the covers next to her, “And the bruising on your neck and shoulder is spreading and getting darker too. I’m going to bet you’ll be plenty stiff and sore in the morning.”
 
   Jordan rolled cautiously onto her side, facing her, “I really am okay you know.”
 
   “You are more than okay, Agent Hawkins, you are amazing. But I think we should defer lovemaking until tomorrow night, when an endorphin rush might be more reparative.”
 
   “One of your endless orgasms could be pretty reparative now too.”
 
   “Alright then,” Catherine purred and rolled on top, straddling a long, lean thigh, “let’s see how this goes…” She bent to plant warm lips on hers, and Jordan’s eyes fluttered closed in rapture as tongues stroked and caressed the other.
 
   Jordan felt increasingly breathless, her hands slid up the length of Catherine’s arms, and when she pulled her close, she suddenly cried out at the pain that flamed through her neck and shoulder, “Shitfuckinsonofabitch!”
 
   Catherine immediately slid off to the side, “Oh, my god, Jordan…”
 
   “Oh…” Jordan panted, holding still until the waves of pain diminished a little, “Fuck that little Jeffers prick…”
 
   “This is what I was afraid would happen.” Catherine left the bed, retreating to the connecting bathroom.
 
   “Wait,” Jordan grunted, shielding her eyes from the sudden glare of the bathroom’s overhead light, “I’m okay, I swear.”
 
   “I know,” the light briefly reflected tantalizingly off her nude form before she turned the light off. “But no more arguments Jordan, please. The doctor gave you pain medication to help you sleep tonight and now you need to take it.” She climbed onto the bed, pills in one hand and a glass of water in the other.
 
   “I don’t need it…”
 
   “You do Jordan, look, if someone makes it past three different levels of security and manages to get in the door somehow I promise to wake you so you can shoot them, okay?”
 
   Jordan scowled at the pills in her hand, “Alright, but I’m only taking one of those.”
 
   “Great,” Catherine’s smile was bright, “I’ll settle for that.” Jordan sat up enough to swallow the pill and water and Catherine took the glass from her, leaving it and the second pill on the nightstand. Sitting at Jordan’s side, she gazed down at the twin gauze bandages, “It’s odd, isn’t it?” She leaned across her, and careful to support her weight on the hand she rested on the bed, she touched the scars on her own neck with the other, “We’re sort of twins now.”
 
   “Well,” Jordan pulled the small hand down and pressed it against her chest, “I’m still a lot taller than you…” she waited for the smile before adding, “but the damage done by Jeffers today is nothing compared to what you’ve endured.” Catherine only smiled and Jordan’s voice thickened as she struggled to speak past the lump forming in her throat, “Kiss me.”


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Williamsport, PA
 
    
 
   Jeffers connected the high definition camera to the larger of his laptops and accessed the footage he’d taken of Patton’s unsuccessful assassination. He had every expectation of watching as Patton blew the head off some flabby unkempt-looking hacker and was shocked to see a beautiful woman holding the bouquet of scarlet carnations in her hands. He knew Patton was correct in immediately vacating the sniper’s nest, but part of him wanted to stay and continue to film the chaos happening nearly three blocks away. When his hacker was revealed as a beautiful FBI agent his surprise turned to rage, and in the intervening hours he developed a new plan; Only some slight revisions need be implemented… He smiled, grateful the campground had wifi, and connected an external mouse so he could cut and paste the image of the FBI agent with greater ease. He hacked into an online facial recognition program, sold by a software company to retailers for their security cameras, and after pasting the woman’s face in the search window, he ran the program against an image search for New York newspapers. He tilted a bottle against his lips and swallowed lukewarm beer, grateful for the kerosene heater set up in the tent. He pushed back against the folding chair until the front legs left the canvas floor and sighed, letting his eyes drift closed so he could review his new game plan until the program emitted a soft beep in completion.
 
   He sat forward, thumping the chair back onto all four legs, Oh yeah, that’s gotta’ be her… He clicked on the visit page icon that navigated to an article in the New York Times about the FBI busting a mafia family and he clicked on the link for a related news video,
 
   “The tragic story that began nearly a year ago with the murder of a little girl and her mother has finally come to an end. It was two months ago today that the head of the Rossi crime family and his associates were taken into custody during a bizarre pair of simultaneous raids in Darien, Connecticut, and the list of charges against Anthony Rossi and the five remaining members of the Rossi outfit are now over one hundred pages long. Chief among them; conspiracy to murder and murder of a woman and her little girl, the wife and daughter of Alexandra Sparrow, a Rossi associate killed during the raid on a warehouse owned by Rossi, as well as the murders of five FBI agents. Their attorneys are preparing aggressive defenses, but their odds of receiving lenient sentences are bleak considering the mountain of evidence captured by the raid on the warehouse…”
 
   The video showed people descending a white granite staircase in front of the courthouse and Jeffers briefly fumbled with the mouse as he hurried to freeze the image on the screen of a tall woman in a dark suit, Oh yeah… that is definitely you. He clicked the back arrow key to return to the search results page and when he clicked on another newspaper image; his grin became huge when he read the caption under the black and white photograph,
 
   “FBI Special Agent Jordan Hawkins”
 
   He moistened his lips and sitting back in the chair, raised the bottle to his lips and poured the last of the beer down his throat. When he looked back at Jordan’s image on the screen he whispered, “Gotcha’.”


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   New York City, NY
 
    
 
   They ate breakfast together in the cafeteria and when they dropped off Cameron at daycare, he pulled on her hand,
 
   “Jordan, do we live here now?”
 
   She lifted him onto her left hip, trying not to grimace, “Cam, we’re only here for a few days, I promise. Your mom and I just have a lot of work to do, so we figured if we stay here we can get our work done and still have our family time together, that’s all.” She pressed her forehead against his, peering intently into his eyes, “Is that okay?”
 
   He peered intently back into deep blue, “Yes, Jordan… we’ll go home for Thanksgiving?”
 
   She tried not to hesitate, “I’m pretty sure, buddy, I’m working hard so we can, alright?”
 
   “Okay…” He seemed satisfied with her honest answer and after giving her a kiss, slid from her hip back down to the floor, “Bye, mom.” He stood on tiptoe to kiss Catherine.
 
   “Have fun…”
 
   “I will.” He ran to join the other kids and shouted over his shoulder, “Bye, Jordan!”
 
   Catherine took her hand, “Let’s get to work then.”
 
    
 
    
 
   She stole looks at her as they rode the elevator up to their office and Jordan caught her, “I’m stiff this morning, but otherwise I’m fine…” She took the smaller hand in her own, “I’ll go to the gym for a light workout so I can loosen up…”
 
   “I brought your meds.” Catherine patted her jacket pocket with her free hand.
 
   Jordan gave the hand a tug, “I can’t take that stuff during the day.” When Catherine looked at her with worried concern she added, “I can’t, Catherine, really.”
 
   She nodded, heaving a heavy sigh and turned her eyes to the elevator’s floor indicator, “This never would have happened if I’d been able to see it beforehand…”
 
   Jordan’s brows arched, “Beforehand? Like what, in one of those dreams?” Catherine nodded, lifting a shoulder in a shrug at the same time. “Oh, my god…” Jordan quickly pushed another floor button, “Catherine,” her voice was commanding and she turned sad brown eyes up to her, “you cannot blame yourself for not psychically seeing or anticipating that beforehand…”
 
   “I take it we’re going to see Lianna now?”
 
   “If she’s free, yes, I think we should.” She bent to place a quick kiss on her lips, “I can’t work if you’re blaming yourself for things only Jeffers is responsible for.”


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Williamsport, PA
 
    
 
   He had shown them the realtor listing of the place, and after they had made low whistles of envy at the property’s particulars, he closed his laptop, “Alright now…” He straightened and circled around to the other side of the table, wanting some distance between them, “Look, yes, this is a big place; nine bedrooms, eight bathrooms, two kitchens and three fireplaces, a separate guest house…” He folded his arms across his chest and waited until he had their full attention, “You’ll likely have places like this of your own one day, but what you need to concentrate on is the fact that our target’s residence is located on just under five acres at the end of a cul-de-sac.” His brows arched, “What does that mean?”
 
   Patton spoke up, “It means we’ll have all the privacy we need for what we need to do…” He arched his eyebrows back at Jeffers, “Provided we don’t have too many targets to subdue, other than our primary.” He shook his head worriedly, “It’s such a big place, too many places to hide and call the cops.”
 
   “I have an appointment with Mister Dempsey,” Jeffers spoke with quiet authority, “and I am the one who will subdue him. He’s expecting me to give him a sales pitch of a sort for a fat pile of new mortgage defaults about to hit the market.”
 
   “I will never understand that shit.” Johnson muttered.
 
   “Shut it.” Patton ordered and the man fell silent.
 
   “Patton and Holden will hide in my car and when I am reasonably sure Dempsey is alone, he has indicated his wife is currently in Europe, I will then text for them to come in and you,” he pointed at Johnson and Parker, “will be a few minutes behind us. You can then drive in and join them at that point, understood?”
 
   “Yes.” The four nodded and Jeffers continued,
 
   “Good. I’m going to make this my last bank stop, after my program is fully online and this country becomes mine, we will simply take what we need and want.” He pointed at the laptop, “And that includes nice places like this to live in, is that clear?”
 
   Patton and the others saluted in unison, “Ja, Herr Schmidt.”


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   New York City, NY
 
    
 
   Catherine looked over her shoulder where Cameron sat on the couch, surrounded by his toy cars while he watched a video on TV. “I told you he’d be fine here,” she brought the food containers from their dinner into the kitchen area, “as long as he has his toys and us.” she wrapped her arms around Jordan who washed dishes in the sink, “He’ll be fine.”
 
   “I know…” Jordan’s smile was strained and Catherine cautiously withdrew.
 
   “That’s why I keep these with me...” she said, pulling the orange pill container from her jean’s pocket.
 
   Jordan sighed, rinsing and drying her hands, “I can’t believe I actually feel worse today.”
 
   Catherine snorted, “I can.” She handed her a single pill and when she took it from her, she caught the hand, “Jordan,” she pleaded in a low voice, “You were shot with a high powered rifle and it…”
 
   “And it missed.”
 
   “Barely.”
 
   Jordan stopped her by kissing her soundly and Catherine felt herself melt into the embrace. When their lips finally parted she whispered, “That’s not going to work every time, you know.”
 
   “I’m just stiff and the stitches are sore and already beginning to itch.” She gave the hand she still held a squeeze, “That’s all.”
 
    “Okay.” Catherine got her a glass of water, watching as she downed the pill. “I’m glad Lianna was able to see us this morning...” She took over washing dishes in the sink, “Although I guess it helped to just barge in on her.” She snorted, remembering the look of surprise on her face when Jordan knocked smartly on her door.
 
   “It’s not like I know this stuff either,” Jordan handed her the glass for washing and got a towel to begin drying the washed dishes. “I just didn’t want you to blame yourself for something he did.”
 
   “I know… I had no idea there was a difference between precognition and astral projection…” She stopped, her hands in the water, “Although Astral Projection sounds really out there.”
 
   Jordan laughed, “Yeah, out there.”
 
   Catherine grinned, relaxing a little, “Well it does, and I think it might be time for me to let Lianna try a guided session with her so we can see what else I can do.”
 
   Jordan put away the last of the plates and nodded, “Okay, but can I be there when she does that?”
 
   Catherine looked surprised, “Of course…. If I just had the ability to see it in advance…”
 
   Jordan turned her from the sink and planted another kiss on her lips. Catherine’s eyes fluttered closed as their tongues swirled and caressed one another and her smile was feral when they parted.
 
   “Catherine, all by yourself you’re the brains of this outfit, psychic abilities or not. But it’s my job to find the workstation he’s using and plug in your drive so you can shut him down. And I have to find him soon… I mean,” she grinned, “Thanksgiving is coming, and we have to get our Christmas tree.”
 
    
 
    
 
   The two men were heavily armed, they wore latex gloves and carried a body between them, “Hurry up,” said the man in the rear, “I got dibs on his watch and wallet.”
 
   “Fuck you,” said the other, “We split the wallet or I tell Patton.”
 
   She had plastered herself against the wall as they passed and she was amazed they took no notice of her.
 
   As they disappeared around a corner the man in front said, “We have time to check his bedroom, right?”
 
   She walked down the hallway in the opposite direction, stopping abruptly when she heard more voices,
 
   “This may take a while.”
 
   “And how long is that?”
 
   “Forty minutes, is that a problem?”
 
   She peeked around the corner and saw Jeffers sitting at a computer. A heavily armed, large muscular man stood to one side, facing him,
 
   “No, we swept this place, it’s gigantic, but there’s no one else here, I guess visitors dropping in this late isn’t likely but Parker’s keeping watch.”
 
   “Excellent,” said Jeffers, “go help him, we’ll leave as soon as I finish.”
 
   The large man turned and walked right past her and she again cowered against the wall when he passed…
 
   “Ah!” Catherine sat bolt upright in bed and fumbled for the lamp on the nightstand.
 
   Jordan sat up and cried out when her neck and shoulder objected, “Catherine?”
 
   “I’m okay…” she panted, “alright, I’m okay…” She turned to her, “Are you okay?”
 
   Jordan snorted and chuckled in spite of her throbbing neck and shoulder, “Yes.”
 
   “I had a dream, Jordan,” she shook her arm excitedly; “I saw Jeffers!”
 
   The smile faded from her lips, “Oh god.”
 
   “He was with uh…” She closed her eyes in concentration, “wait, one, two… three other men, the one big guy referred to a fourth…” the excited smile faded, “They killed someone.” Her eyes clouded, “I first saw two men carrying a body… they talked about taking his watch and wallet and other stuff from his bedroom then I saw Jeffers sitting at a computer and he said he’d be forty minutes and the big guy should go help… Parker keep watch.”
 
   “Jesus,” Jordan whispered, “you saw a dead body?”
 
   “Yeah, it was like when you see a movie but I was in the movie.”
 
   Jordan gripped her shoulder and squeezed the spasming muscles, “Okay… so maybe that wasn’t too… traumatic.”
 
   “It wasn’t gross… I absolutely felt like I was there, I was only scared when I thought they could see me…” She got of bed, smiling again, “But they couldn’t.”
 
   “Because you were projecting, uh astrally? Hey, where’re you going?”
 
   “I have to pee…” Catherine disappeared into the bathroom. “If I just could have realized they couldn’t see me maybe I could have seen more.” She spoke while she relieved herself, “Jeffers wasn’t armed but the three men I saw were heavily armed, Jordan; they had semiautomatics on their hips, and they also had shoulder holsters.”
 
   “You saw and remembered all that?” Jordan heard the toilet flush and could see Catherine when she stood at the sink, washing her hands.
 
   “Yes, it sure was a nice place.” She returned to the bed, holding a glass of water and another pill. “Could any of it be helpful?”
 
   Jordan sat up stiffly, “I’m sure it will be.”


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Center Island, NY
 
    
 
   “Alright, my Silver Shirts,” Jeffers stood with his hands on his hips, facing the four standing in a line before him, “I’ve finished what I came here to do.” He felt gleeful but schooled himself to an authoritative tone, “I know you had concerns about his security cameras but I’ve disabled them and scrubbed every hard drive so we will leave now.” He checked his watch, “We’ll retrieve the other vehicles and head to our beta site for some rest so we can prepare for the final assault, is that clear?”
 
   “Ya, Herr Schmidt.” they intoned, executing flawless Nazi salutes.
 
    
 
    
 
   Jordan nodded to the officer posted at the door and once she stepped inside she stopped to regard the granite and marble entryway, “Wow, she wasn’t kidding, this really is a nice place.”
 
   Arnold Dempsey, victim number seven, had purchased his palatial home as soon as he cashed in on the subprime market debacle in 2008 to the tune of sixty-five billion dollars. With that much money you’d think these guys would utilize more than just security cameras for safety. She slowly advanced into the huge living area and regarded the bloodstained floor in front of the bar. “Huh,” she said aloud, “that’s different.” Jeffers usually waits till his victim sits down at the computer… She wandered over to the bloodstain and looked from it to the computer on the other side of the room. At least Catherine didn’t see the murder happening… She drew a long breath in through her nose, noting the smell of fresh salt sea air and continued her walk through the house. Dempsey’s home had views of Long Island Sound and Cold Spring Harbor and she found herself sighing tiredly as she wandered through the open sliding glass door and out onto the wide terrace. So, when Catherine saw the two men carrying the body down the hall they were taking him out to the dumpster on the side of the house. Dempsey’s body was found there, his throat garroted and the word TRASH, carved into his chest. It’s curious Jeffers didn’t sodomize him… What’s the matter Jeffers? Afraid your little band of Nazis would think you were gay? According to the time stamps on the victim’s financials, Jeffers had taken his time and transferred three hundred million dollars from dozens of the victim’s offshore accounts before stripping the servers. While he did that, his minions stole the victim’s Rolex watch, wallet, and cleaned out his wife’s jewelry box. Just like Catherine said you talked about...
 
   Garbage collectors had come in the predawn hours to empty the dumpsters, neatly camouflaged by a row of tall hedges, and the lift operator began screaming in horror when Dempsey fell out and his belt hung up on a metal flange, making his body sway stiffly while bags of garbage fell past him and into the truck. Jordan closed her eyes and breathed deep, careful to rotate her neck very slowly. He killed him just twelve hours ago and I am no closer to finding Jeffers now than when I first got this fucking case… She turned and walked back into and through the house, heading for her car.


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   New York City, NY
 
    
 
   Stewart knocked on the open door and walked in, “Where’s Doctor Bernard?”
 
   “She’s reviewing Jeffers and Nancy Ward’s code…” Jordan sighed, leaning back in her chair, “Which probably means she’s committing it to memory, knowing her.”
 
   “So what about Jeffers?”
 
   She shrugged, unhappy, “I think it’s safe to say he won’t be contacting me on Catherine’s special program anymore.” She pointed limply at the scuffed tablet. “I have it on, just in case, but why would he risk it? And now that he’s three hundred million dollars richer and he knows we’re on to him he needs to hurry up and get his program online.”
 
   “But he’s an arrogant asshole, Jordan.”
 
   “I know,” she waved her hands impotently; “I need to think of another way to tease him into another confrontation… and I need to do it fast, Stewart, or we are screwed. And I do mean that in the grander sense.”
 
   “Well,” he sighed, shrugging one-sidedly, “yeah, rolling blackouts would be bad.”
 
   Her phone rang and she answered, “Hawkins.”
 
   “Agent Hawkins this is Arthur Mills at Dynamic Infrastructure?”
 
   Jordan’s nose crinkled briefly, “Yes… yes, where Nancy Ward worked.”
 
   “Yes…” his voice shook slightly, “yes, Agent Hawkins I believe I may have found something of hers.”
 
   “What?”
 
   “It’s a notebook.”
 
   “Really?”
 
   “Yes… it’s a… graph notebook… like a bound composition notebook. It has names and addresses in it.”
 
   “How do you know it’s hers?”
 
   “Uh…” he sounded uncertain, “it does have her name inside the cover page, and… it was found in a lab she worked in.”
 
   “Aright, please don’t touch it any further and I’ll come get it.”
 
   “Thank you; please come to this address…”
 
   Jordan wrote down an address in White Plains and thanked him, adding, “If you’re going to be there I’m on my way now.”
 
   “I will be…” he assured her and they hung up.
 
   Jordan exhaled heavily and stood, “Well, Nancy Ward’s employer says he’s found some sort of address book or something belonging to her.”
 
   “Victim number one?”
 
   “Yep.” She shrugged into her jacket and automatically felt for the flash drive in her pants pocket, gun, phone and badge wallet, “Unless traffic is crazy I should be back in a couple of hours.” She handed him the tablet with Jeffers’s chat program, “You want to babysit this while I’m gone? I’ll stop by and pick it up when I get back.”
 
   “Sure.” He took it and followed her out the door, walking with her to the elevator. While he pressed the down button, she pulled her phone from her jacket pocket and tapped Catherine’s cell icon. The elevator doors opened just as the brief automated outgoing message completed and she said hurriedly,
 
   “Catherine, it’s me; Nancy’s old boss called saying he found a notebook of hers with names and addresses in it so I’m going to White Plains to get it, when I have it I’ll call again and fill you in. Talk to you soon.”


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   White Plains, NY
 
    
 
   Jordan stretched when she got out of the bureau car and left her sunglasses on the dash before slamming the door and remotely setting the car’s alarm with the key fob. The parking area appeared incongruously small compared to the two-story building she headed for; This is just one of Dynamic Infrastructures’ data centers and it looks as though it could easily swallow two football fields… big and creepy as hell...
 
   Catherine had shown her pictures on an image search of what the insides of data centers looked like; aisle after aisle of glowing servers stacked six feet high or more, and every so often a deceptively plain-looking workstation tucked in between. She pulled her badge wallet from her jacket pocket as she approached the tall glass doors and held it up for the security guard standing behind a tall desk just inside. He acknowledged her with a nod and when she heard the electronic sound of the lock magnetically disengaging, she pulled the huge glass door open and stepped inside.
 
   “My name is Hawkins,” she explained, returning the wallet to her pocket, “I’m here to see Arthur Mills?”
 
   The armed heavyset guard was dressed in a gray military style shirt and black battle dress uniform pants and he nodded again, pointing to a doorway behind her.
 
   She turned and immediately held her hands out to the side in surrender, “Mister Mills, are you alright?”
 
   Arthur Mills knelt on the cold tile floor, his hands clutching one another while a large and very fit-looking man dressed in the same uniform stood next to him, resting the end of a silencer screwed onto the barrel of a semi-automatic handgun on top of his balding head.
 
   Jeffers stood on his other side, “Of course he is, and he did a very good job reading the script I wrote for him when we called you. And now that you’re here,” he grinned ferally, “we can let Mister Mills go.” He gave the larger man a nod and he pulled the trigger.
 
   Jordan jumped when the gun made a sharp wet sound and Mills’ body jerked once in convulsion before falling face down on the floor. She reached back to grab her weapon when she felt cold steel on the back of her neck.
 
   “I wouldn’t,” Jeffers smiled sweetly, “if I were you.”
 
   She felt the guard behind her reach under her jacket and pull her weapon from the paddle holster and Jeffers turned to another similarly dressed guard who pushed his way through the heavy swinging doors behind him,
 
   “Are we set?”
 
   “Johnson’s finishing up now, the guard was right; there’s just a skeleton crew of two guys here.” He gave Jordan a look, adding, “It’s just us now.”
 
   Jeffers was dressed in the same shirt, but he wore only black slacks, Don’t tell me, let me guess, Jordan mused silently, they’re gray but they’re supposed to be silver shirts.
 
   “Mmm…” Jeffers waved a finger at the bandage and large surrounding bruise on Jordan’s neck, “See, Patton? You did manage to tag her, at least.”
 
   The muscled man stood impassive and unresponsive as he unscrewed the silencer from the end of his weapon, re-holstering it and slipping the silencer into a large pocket on his uniform pants.
 
   “Let’s go then.” Jeffers waved a hand, gesturing grandly, “Shall we?” The guard behind Jordan shoved her forward with the end of his semiautomatic and she followed him, his three Silver Shirts surrounding her. He walked ahead down the hall and when he pushed through the swinging doors he threw his arms wide, “Impressive isn’t it?”
 
   He referred to a fourth member… so Catherine was right, there’re probably only four of these guys in total. She remained silent, only regarding the rows and rows of servers and Jeffers continued,
 
   “What we’re looking at, is the past.” He turned to the right and walked to another set of swinging doors, “This,” he said, pushing the doors open wide with dramatic flourish as he walked through, “is the future.”
 
   Jordan and her captors followed him into a cavernous room filled with orderly rows of tanks arranged in a semicircle around an enormous twenty-foot tall silver drum dominating the center of the room. She noted the cool temperature and warily eyed the labels on the silver cylinders, Liquid Nitrogen.
 
   “What you are looking at,” Jeffers beamed as he walked over to an ordinary looking workstation, “Is the world’s largest quantum computer.” He sat in the swivel chair and began typing furiously, “Universities have been playing with four qubit computers, making them crack primes of fifteen.” He turned to them, “Not fifteen digits, mind you, they’re excited when they determine the prime numbers used to get the number fifteen.” He snorted in contempt, “This magnificent structure has, welded on its base, two hundred and fifty-six qubits…” He turned to her, “I don’t expect this to make any sense to you,” his smile was condescending, “but as my pursuer, my ordained foe… so easily vanquished, I wanted you to be here when I use it to raise this country from the ash and ruin it has become, and bring it to glory.” He turned to look briefly at the hundreds of small dialog boxes populating the screen. “Quantum computers,” he nodded at the giant drum, “can only operate in an environment colder than space, which explains all the liquid nitrogen in here.” He snickered and began typing again. “Quantum-mechanical phenomena will provide me with the complete and instant access I need to take control of the power grid in the blink of an eye, and from here, I shall proceed to first neuter and then take command of the entire industrial congressional military complex.”
 
   Jordan drew a deep breath and tried to relax; craning her neck, she looked up at the ceiling, surprised to see long metal louver slats cranked open and revealing blue sky. When she looked back at the cylinders of nitrogen, she saw rigid lines snaking along the floor, connecting the nitrogen to the giant quantum computer. Bundled wires, tubes and pipes snaked everywhere to and from the quantum computer and the containers of liquid nitrogen, crawling up the walls and leading to what Jordan could only guess were valves and vents for the dangerous cryogenic gas. She stared hard at the workstation Jeffers sat at; a narrow metal desk wedged between and in front of six-foot high stacks of traditional-looking servers that blinked merrily while he worked at the pullout drawer supporting the keyboard and mouse.
 
   If I’m gonna’ do this I better do it before the fourth guy gets back. She casually stepped back and into the guard behind her and just as he muttered an explicative under his breath she flung her head back, head butting him sharply and breaking his nose. She stepped to one side and crouching, added insult to injury by sharply elbowing the overweight man in the crotch.
 
   Parker cried out in pain and screamed in a high-pitched voice, “Fuckin’ bitch!” He dropped his gun and grabbed his suddenly bleeding nose, his other hand cupping his tenders.
 
   Andy Holden, career criminal and auto mechanic, pulled a heavy six-D cell flashlight from his belt and advanced on Jordan, “So you think you’re tough, huh?” He swung the flashlight at her head and she deftly jerked back, this time grunting at the pain in her stiff neck and shoulder. She kicked his knee and shouting in pain and anger, he swung the flashlight again and she flung herself at him, wrapping her arms around him in a boxer’s clinch. She pressed her face close to his and sneered,
 
   “Is this really all the skill you have?”
 
   His eyes blazed and with a roar, he flung her off, shoving with all his might. She let the energy propel her toward Jeffers and the workstation. She twisted and turned, and falling forward, rolled and skidded under his swivel chair, slamming into the stack of servers behind the workstation.
 
   “HEY!” Jeffers jumped and stood, backing away. “Get her back you stupid fuck!”
 
   Jordan had pulled the flash drive from her pants pocket in the clinch with Holden and she hurriedly jammed it in a USB port, praying with her soul that she pushed it in right side up and the server connected to the internet. Patton stood quietly, muscular arms crossed over his massive chest and when Johnson entered the cavernous lab, he gave him a nod, “Get her under control.” He ordered, continuing to watch passively. Johnson pulled his weapon just as Holden grabbed Jordan by the back of her jacket, dragging her away from the console to her feet. She turned and threw her weight against him again, and when he felt her rip the semi-automatic from his holster he dropped his flashlight and clamped his hands over hers, screaming over his shoulder,
 
   “HELP ME, YOU FUCK!”
 
   Jesus, Jeffers shook his head in disgust and sat back at the workstation, if they don’t survive this then good fucking riddance... Patton’s really the only one worth keeping here. He squinted at the data on the screen; He’s got to have some old army buddies we can recruit.
 
   Parker pulled Jordan’s service weapon from where he’d shoved it in his utility belt and just as he fired, Jordan threw her weight around Holden’s frame, turning him into the line of fire and he screamed when Parker shot him in the back.
 
   Jordan shoved Holden to one side and he fell to the floor just as Patton grabbed her by the hair and spinning her around, punched her hard in the abdomen. She fell to her knees, gasping for breath as the room tilted and her vision darkened threateningly at the edges.
 
   Jeffers felt his heart thud fearfully in his chest at the gunfire and he whirled in his seat, “FOR CHRISSAKES YOU STUPID FUCKS!” He screamed at the top of his lungs, “If you hit one of these tanks you’ll fucking kill us all!”
 
   Patton calmly pulled the gun from Jordan’s hand and straightened, shaking his head from side to side, “Let that be a lesson to you,” he turned a slow circle to look sternly at Johnson and Parker, “I told you training with guns was not enough.” He emitted a heavy sigh and lifting a booted foot, viciously kicked Jordan in the ribs, making her cry out and roll away, crawling painfully along the cold concrete floor. “That is an issue we are going to address, but not now.” He looked at where Jordan lay struggling to breathe, “First things first.”


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   New York City, NY
 
    
 
   Catherine was still in the Project Room when Bea returned, “You still at it?”
 
   She shrugged, her eyes glued to the data that scrolled on the monitor, “Might as well.” She exhaled noisily, “At least until Jordan gets back.”
 
   Bea sat in the chair next to her, “I don’t know what help that notebook can possibly…”
 
   A jarring alarm sounded and both women jumped.
 
   Catherine’s jaw dropped open in shock and surprise, “Oh my god!” They both stared at the flashing text that filled the screen,
 
    
 
   JORDAN HAS ACTIVATED THE FLASH DRIVE
 
    
 
   “Jordan found the computer Jeffers is using?” Bea’s voice trailed away when understanding flooded her brain, making her dizzy, “Oh my god!” She grabbed the phone, her finger jabbing the extension for Stewart. “Catherine, get her address so I can call the local PD.” She watched Catherine’s fingers fly over the keyboard and nearly shouted when Stewart picked up, “It’s Bea, get up here NOW!” 
 
   Catherine’s heart pounded so hard in her chest she could hardly hear Bea call the police department in White Plains and after identifying herself, demanded to talk to the chief. She determined the physical location where the flash drive was plugged in and pointed a shaking finger at the screen, “This is where she is…” She moved the window containing the map and address of the data center Jordan had driven to for her meeting with Arthur Mills to the monitor in front of Bea and returned to reading the code the program on her flash drive was sending her.
 
   She immediately recognized the data flooding the screen as Jeffers’s and her smile was tense, Okay, I know this… Her fingers flew over the keyboard and suddenly the monitor to her left filled with hundreds of small dialog boxes.
 
   Bea hung up the phone and stood, “What in the hell is that?”
 
   “All the PLC’s Jeffers has taken over…” Her voice drifted as she returned to scanning the code filling her central monitor, “This code,” she pointed at a section, her thumb and middle fingers bracketing the text, “is the playback of normal operation.”
 
   “Has he initiated the shutdowns yet?”
 
   “I don’t know,” Catherine’s fingers flew over the keyboard again, “I need to get his encryption code…” Her eyes bored into the screen, “Goddamit.”
 
   “Don’t tell me, let me guess…”
 
   “I just need a second.” Catherine’s program had recorded Jeffers’s user name and password, and she snorted when she recognized he had pirated Nancy Ward’s company user name and password and had only slightly modified them. “There it is, but…”
 
   “Holy shit...” Bea muttered.
 
   “Where’s the solution?” Catherine stared at the screen.
 
   Stewart rushed in, breathless, “Where’s what?”
 
   Catherine felt cold. “This is Jeffers’s encryption code; it’s a very big semi prime and I would expect him to have stashed the solution, the very big prime numbers he used to get the semi, in here with it…” She quickly scrolled through the endless code, “But it’s not in here, he…” Her voice faded and Bea held up her hand, sensing Stewart was about to pepper her with questions.
 
   Catherine used her infiltration program to identify the computer Jeffers was using, “Oh, my god, he’s using a quantum computer.”
 
   Stewart looked at Bea and shrugged, mouthing, “So?”
 
   “Fine.” Catherine hissed at the screen, her fingers again flying over the keys, “I can play this game too.”


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   White Plains, NY
 
    
 
   I still need to calibrate how much liquid nitrogen is in here so I can determine how much I can get done… He grinned, quantum mechanically-speaking. And I should prioritize ordering more shipments of liquid nitro… He turned to them and held his forefinger dramatically high over the keyboard, pointing down at the enter key, “Are we ready?” He grinned first at Patton, then at Jordan.
 
   “Ja, Herr Schmidt,” Patton stood behind Jordan’s crumpled form and he walked around her with slow reverence to where Jeffers sat, “Let it begin.”
 
   “Holy shit, Warren,” Jordan snorted weakly, blinking away the blood that ran into her left eye, “they think your name is Joseph Schmidt?”
 
   The mask of Bill Patton’s stoic demeanor slipped and he looked questioningly at Jeffers.
 
   “Don’t listen to her,” he waved his free hand dismissively, “she’s just trying to ruin our moment.” He turned back to the screen and pressed the enter key. The small dialog boxes representing hundreds of PLC’s began filling with new digital commands and he laughed, “This is it, my Silver Shirts… my SS.” He purred, “We begin our lives anew and we will rise, like the phoenix, victorious… and while the country is without power it will become humble to our will, the will of the Silver Legion… and I will have complete control over it all.”
 
   While he spoke, Parker and Johnson listened intently and Jordan inched her way across the freezing concrete floor to the flashlight. Easy now… she thought, not too fast, not too slow… just a few more inches… Once she wrapped her fingers around it, she scrambled to her feet and grunting with effort, threw it at the monitor. The screen exploded at the impact and the three men shielded themselves from the flying shards of glass.
 
   “Fool!” Jeffers laughed, “That won’t do anything! It’s begun! It’s too late! Your world is about to go dark…”
 
   “Fuck!” Johnson cried, feeling blood beading on his face, “You are fucking dead!” he glared at Jordan. He ran, launching himself at her and they crashed to the floor.
 
   Jordan saw a three-inch knife on his utility belt and blocking a punch with one hand, yanked the knife from its sheath with the other and rammed it into his diaphragm, pointing the blade up. His mouth opened wide but no sound came out and she rolled him off her, pulling the blade free.
 
   “Drop it, now.”
 
   She looked up to see Patton pointing a gun at her.
 
   “Kill her.” Jeffers waved a hand dismissively, “Take your pleasure with the devious cunt first, but then kill her. I want no more fuck-ups.”


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   New York City, NY
 
    
 
   She hacked the quantum computer and entered the code Nancy Ward had used in her research for cracking enormous semi primes. When Catherine first found Jeffers’s initially unrecognizable chunk of code it never occurred to her that he could gain access to a giant quantum computer capable of taking over much more than just the nation’s power grid; Once he takes down the grid, where does he go next? The Pentagon? Nuclear weapons codes?
 
   She pasted the huge semi prime Jeffers used to control the PLC’s and posed the query by hitting the enter key. “Keep your fingers crossed.” She watched, as breathless as Bea and Stewart both standing behind her when the code-filled screen suddenly went blank.
 
   “Jesus.” Stewart whispered in a tiny voice, feeling dizzy and nauseous when text suddenly flooded the screen.
 
   “That’s it!” Catherine crowed softly, triumphant. Staring hard, she began typing faster and faster as she quickly overrode Jeffers’s recording of normal operations and shut them down. “Bea?” she said, her eyes never leaving the screen.
 
   “Yeah?”
 
   “You better get the head of the Nuclear Regulatory Commission on the phone.”
 
   “What do I tell him?”
 
   “Tell him all one hundred-four of his nuclear power plants were on the verge of shutting down for no reason and they should help them get back online if they are trying to reset. Reassure him nothing is wrong… Tell him what almost happened.” Her eyes shifted to the screen on the left and her voice faded for a moment, “Their backup systems are going to kick on,” she watched as Jeffers’s dialog boxes began rapidly winking out, “starting… now.”


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   White Plains, NY
 
    
 
   Jeffers had moved to another workstation and he watched in horror as his dialog boxes began disappearing from the screen. “No!” He hissed, his fingers banging on the keys as he fought to bring them back.
 
   Bill Patton and John Parker were dragging Jordan under the arms to a worktable by the doors and Patton turned to look in Jeffers’s direction, “What?” 
 
   “Something…” he whispered, his voice faint, “something’s wrong…”
 
   Patton let go of Jordan’s arm and walked over to stand behind Jeffers, “What’s wrong?”
 
   Parker gripped Jordan’s arms tightly in his hands and pressed close, “I am gonna fuck you with that flashlight so fucking hard before we kill you…” he sneered, his rank breath making her hold her own. “In every fucking hole, so help me you fucking cunt bitch…”
 
   Jordan suddenly lurched against him, sliding her arm around his wide girth to grab at her gun he had returned to the back of his belt. She pressed the barrel into his back and pulled the trigger. When he fell, she fell on top of him and rolling off to the side, took what cover she could behind his large protruding gut and began shooting at Patton. She shot him four times but he still managed to free his sidearm and level the gun at her before the fourth hollow-point she planted in his chest made him drop to his knees and fall, dead before he hit the cement floor.
 
   Jeffers stared in horror at Patton’s body, speechless as she struggled to her feet, “Warren Neville Jeffers,” she rasped, exhausted, “you are under arrest.”
 
   “NO!” He roared, lunging at her.
 
   She raised her weapon and fired.
 
   He screamed in pain, clutching his crotch as he fell to his knees, “YOU FUCKING BITCH!” He shrieked, “YOU SHOT MY COCK!”
 
   “Well,” she shrugged one-sidedly, “I’m really tired.” She could hear banging and raised voices of police entering the building, “Ah,” she smiled, “the old Knock and Announce procedure.” She winced as she fumbled to pull her badge wallet from her jacket pocket and held it up when officers flooded through the swinging doors, “FBI!” She cleared her throat and waved her gun weakly at the fallen Silver Shirts around her, “Some of these guys are gonna need paramedics…” She gulped, suddenly wanting to sit down, “And some won’t.”


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Epilogue
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   Millburn, NJ
 
    
 
   The phone rang and Jordan checked the caller ID before answering, “Hey, Stewart.”
 
   “Hey, hi, I’m on my way home but I wanted to check in and see how you’re doing.”
 
   “Fine, we just finished a great Thanksgiving dinner,” she watched Cameron playing with his stuffed animals and toy trucks on the living room floor while she spoke, “and I’m looking forward to leftovers later tonight… oh, jeez…” she groaned when she sat on the couch, “and tomorrow.”
 
   “You know, Jordan,” she heard the droll tone, “tomorrow is Thanksgiving.”
 
   “I know,” she snorted, “but when we ordered dinner from the caterer they gave us the option of having it delivered the day before cold and ready for the fridge so we could reheat it on Thanksgiving Day, or delivered the day before piping hot and ready to serve, so…” Jordan and Catherine spoke to the caterer on the phone’s speaker function and they had looked at each other for a long moment until Jordan piped up that they wanted dinner delivered hot, for sure. “Why not?” She shifted to a more comfortable position, “Cameron could care less about what day it is, so tomorrow we’re gonna’ enjoy Thanksgiving Day Leftovers…” She stopped and said earnestly, “The pumpkin and apple pies this place makes are unbelievable, Stewart.” She heard him laugh and added, “So when we’re not eating we’re gonna’ decorate the house and then Friday we’re getting the tree and spending the rest of the weekend decorating it.”
 
   “Sounds like a plan, but I meant how are you and your ribs doing?”
 
   Stewart arrived after Jeffers, Parker and Johnson were taken to the hospital under an armed escort of fourteen police officers, and it was well past midnight when he and Jordan decided they had finished processing the scene with Special Agent Mary Fielding and her scene investigation unit. They met with the data center’s superintendant and Dynamic Infrastructure’s CEO, explaining what had happened while the county coroner removed six bodies from the building. At one point Jordan handed over her phone so the superintendant could speak to Bea and Catherine on speaker function and better understand exactly what happened to his quantum computer. When Stewart decided they had done all they could to secure and process the crime scene he had one of the scene investigation members take the keys to Jordan’s bureau car so he could drive her to the local hospital. But when Jordan insisted the first aid she received from the paramedics was enough he compromised and drove her to the hospital closest to the bureau so Catherine could met them there, leaving the Assistant Director of the Cyber Division to watch over a sleeping Cameron in the bureau apartment.
 
   “Patton kicked me in the same ribs I broke at the Rossi compound shooting.” She shrugged on her good side, “Three of them broke next to the scar tissue, and for some reason the doctor explained that I still don’t understand, that’s makes them even more painful. So it’ll be awhile before I can throw myself around on concrete floors again.”
 
   “Yeah, look…”
 
   “We’ll be back on Monday.”
 
   “Jordan…”
 
   “Come on, Stewart, I have a mountain of paperwork to finish for this case and Catherine still has a butt-load of work too…”
 
   “Fine.” He cut her off, “Jesus, Jordan there’s nothing wrong with taking some time off, okay?”
 
   “I know…” The last thing she wanted was to explain to her supervisor that she would rather not spend time away from Catherine and Cameron, even at work. “We’re taking off ten days over Christmas so… might as well get some work done till then.”
 
   “Okay, been watching the news?”
 
   “Hard not to.”
 
   “I’ve been teasing Bea she should expect to be stuck testifying for a least a week when the committee subpoenas her. Doctor Bernard should count herself lucky she doesn’t have to endure that.”
 
   “Trust me, she does.” Jordan was grateful Catherine’s identity remained protected and out of bounds from the politics of congress. The line fell silent for so long Jordan thought the connection was lost before he spoke again,
 
   “Do you think Jeffers really could have taken it all down from that data center?”
 
   “From everything Bea and Catherine saw in his code, he could have, yes, but he couldn’t have held out there for long. He’s so delusional, he really expected to just walk into the White House and take over.”
 
   “It’s just scary to consider the damage he could have done if he was able to say, shut down the entire grid and communication networks, like Doctor Bernard suggested as just one terrifying scenario.”
 
   “Yeah,” Jordan agreed, suddenly feeling tired, “he could have created one helluva mess.”
 
   “She explained the whole encryption thing to me; she said somewhere, some day, someone will crack that RSA, with quantum mechanics most likely, and then what do we do?”
 
   “Well, as odd as it sounds,” she tried to sound reassuring, “I think hope has to lie in good people researching quantum mechanics and Quantum cryptography so they can take this whole cyber-encryption business to the next level.”
 
   She could hear Stewart exhale heavily, “And this insane cyber hacking game will continue.”
 
   “Oh yes,” she nodded, “for sure it will.”
 
   “Fuckballs…” he muttered, making her smile, “Okay, well, on that happy note, have a great day after Thanksgiving on Thanksgiving tomorrow. I’m gonna’ see you at work on Monday, huh?”
 
   “I’ll be there, Stewart, happy Thanksgiving.” Jordan hung up and sat limply, watching Cameron play, “Hey buddy, it’ll be bedtime soon, want a snack?”
 
   “Can I have pie?”
 
   “I think we can all have pie, let’s find your mom.”
 
    
 
   Catherine cleared the dessert dishes from the table and Jordan nudged Cam, “Okay, before you go to bed…” she wagged her eyebrows, “I have a special surprise for you and your mom.” She grinned when the toddler’s brows arched high on his tiny forehead,
 
   “A present?”
 
   Catherine noted how Jordan still gripped the table for support when she stood, “Well, it’s more of a present for the Christmas tree, but you might as well open it tonight, okay?”
 
   “Okay!” He motioned to Catherine, “Mom! Jordan got us and the Christmas tree a present!”
 
   Jordan went to retrieve a small wrapped box, topped with a shiny green bow and placed it in front of him, “Go ahead…”
 
   He carefully tore the paper free and opened the lid, “Hey!” He pulled out a Christmas ornament in the shape of a golden hand, “Mom! It says I love you!”
 
   Catherine grinned, nodding, “It sure does.”
 
   The middle and ring fingers were closed into the palm while the thumb, forefinger and little finger were held extended in sign language for I love you and Jordan looked from Catherine’s shining eyes to Cameron and signed, “You can hang it on the tree when we get it home, okay?”
 
   “Okay!” Cameron grinned, holding the ornament by the hanger, “I will.”
 
   Catherine snickered, “As it turns out, I also have a special ornament for the tree…” She left the table and retrieved another, flatter box from her bag, “Same thing, Cam, can you open it for us?” She handed the box to him adding, “I got this for you and Jordan…” she grinned, “and the tree.”
 
   Cameron pulled off the wrapping paper and opened the box, “Jordan, look!” he held the ornament aloft, “It’s your FBI badge!”
 
   Jordan looked perplexed and tilted the ornament towards her, “Well, what do you know, it really does look just like it …” She looked at Catherine, “Where on earth did you have this made?”
 
   Catherine snorted, “For heaven’s sake, Jordan, you know the FBI has a gift shop…”
 
   She turned to her, surprised, “We do? I mean, I know we do, but they sell FBI badge Christmas ornaments?” She pulled the tiny hand holding the ornament for a closer look, making Cameron laugh. “Wow that really is a good likeness.” She released his hand and pulled on Catherine’s, pulling her in for a kiss, “Thank you…” she murmured, “from me, Cam and the tree.”
 
   Cameron climbed down from his chair and ran around the table to stand between them, “Thanks, mom.” He stretched up on his toes to give her a hug and kiss then turned to Jordan, stretching higher to hug and kiss her, “Thanks Jordan!”
 
   “How about you keep both next to your bed until we get the tree home?”
 
   “Day after tomorrow?” he asked as he retrieved both ornaments and their boxes and headed for his bedroom.
 
   “That’s right,” Catherine pulled Jordan in for another kiss, “tomorrow we decorate the house.” She added in a low voice only Jordan could hear, “If you’re feeling up to it.”
 
   “Of course I am.”
 
   “You can’t fool me, Agent Hawkins,” she gently scolded, “you’re still limping…”
 
   “Because my knee is sore, not broken.”
 
   “And your ribs are having what your doctor describes as complications, Jordan. The healing process is taking longer this time and I…”
 
   “Should stop worrying,” she scolded back. “And don’t even try to tell me I should stay home next week. I have too much work to do before Christmas and if I get too tired I can always take a nap with Cam in daycare, alright?”
 
   She stared at her for a long moment, “Alright. How about a back rub later?”
 
   Jordan’s brows wagged suggestively, “Like I would ever turn that down.”
 
    
 
    
 
   They went to bed as soon as Cameron fell asleep in his room and Catherine straddled Jordan’s hips, careful not to avoid the bruises, “The really bad ones back here are finally starting to fade a little.”
 
   Jordan smiled into the sheet; she knew Catherine was using the massage time to scrutinize her injuries as they healed, “Yep, I told you so.”
 
   “Yes, you did.” She chuckled and clambered off, putting the jar of lotion on her nightstand.
 
   Jordan rolled onto her back, wincing at the discomfort in her ribs, “Ugh, want to watch the news for a while until we…” She arched a suggestive brow, “turn out the lights and get busy, Doctor Bernard?”
 
   She laughed, “Oh my, how romantic…” Her voice faded as her eyes fell from Jordan’s deep blue to the scars at the base of her neck and just under her jaw line. “I still think it’s incredible…” She leaned over her and lightly outlined the new scars with her fingertips, noting how different they looked with the stitches removed.
 
   “I know.” Jordan took the hand in hers, pressing the fingertips against her lips.
 
   “Do you really not remember how you got the cut above your eye?”
 
   “I think I scraped my face on something when I went skidding on the floor under that workstation.” She shrugged, “I think. I’m not sure, a lot was going on.” While she spoke, she again committed to deepest memory the vision above her, beginning with the scars on Catherine’s neck; the crescent-shaped scar from the gunshot wound and scar left from an emergency tracheotomy. From there her eyes drifted languidly over her nude form, “Are the dates alright for the Christmas trip?”
 
   “Smooth way to change the subject.”
 
   “I know.” She snickered, “But we have everything we need now; plane tickets, park tickets, reservations for the resort hotel and the car rental.”
 
   “Then I’d say we’re all set for the Disneyworld Christmas experience.”
 
   “Good.” Jordan pulled her down for a kiss, “and that was a great Thanksgiving dinner, Doctor Bernard.”
 
   “We pulled that off perfectly, didn’t we, Agent Hawkins?” She turned out the light and propped pillows behind them as Jordan pulled the covers over them both, clicking on the TV with the remote.
 
   “As soon as you’ve decided I’ve recuperated enough I’d like to put the TV back in the kitchen.”
 
   “I know,” Catherine sighed, contented, “no TV in the bedroom.”
 
   “Reading before bed is okay, but this room should really only be for sleeping and making out.”
 
   “I know,” she snuggled close since Jordan’s broken ribs were on the other side, “does that mean we should get busy now?”
 
   Her smile was wicked; “We could…”
 
   The volume on the TV was low but they still heard the news anchor say, “As reported by the FBI.” Jeffers’s mugshot filled the screen and Catherine muttered, 
 
   “Stewart said he’s had two surgical procedures so far to correct damage to his privates?”
 
   “Well,” Jordan rolled onto her side, running a hand over the smooth skin of Catherine’s arm, “He thought I shot him in the penis, but apparently I hit him a little above that. A gun gets heavy when you’re tired, it’s not like I was aiming for it. He’s spending the rest of his life in prison, so he’ll get the care he needs to pee or whatever.”
 
   “And he’ll be forbidden access to a computer?”
 
   “Forever.”
 
   “Good.” Catherine’s soft laughter faded abruptly, “So many lives lost that day.”
 
   “Arthur Mills, the two IT guys… and the security guard.” Jordan sighed, “And it could have been worse if more programmers had been working.”
 
   “One of them could’ve been you.”
 
   “Don’t think so, I didn’t feel like that was an option.”
 
   “Oh, really.” Catherine tilted her head back to look at her, “That wasn’t your destiny that day, huh?”
 
   Jordan emitted a soft snort, “That’s really how it felt.”
 
   She sighed, looking back at the TV, “Eleven innocent victims...” Catherine whispered, “All dead because of Jeffers.”
 
   “Thirteen, if you count his Silver Shirt minions, Parker and Patton.”
 
   “Stewart said the forensic evidence can only prove that one follower murdered the guard and programmers.”
 
   “Johnson, yeah well, ballistics and fingerprints proved it was his gun that killed them…”
 
   “But what about the other guy?”
 
   “Holden; he and Johnson were charged with assault and attempted murder of a federal agent,” she hooked a thumb at herself, “that’s me, conspiracy to murder all those killed in the data center along with the hedge fund guy in Center Island… and a bunch of charges relating specifically to terrorism I can’t remember. They’ll serve several life sentences.”
 
   “So crazy…” Catherine mumbled, suddenly aware the hand stroking her arm had moved to other places, “so senseless.”
 
   “So back to what I asked you… should we get started on the lovemaking? It’ll give you sweet dreams after.”
 
   She chuckled, “You’re just gilding the lily now…” she teased. “All my dreams lately have been nothing but happy.”
 
   Jordan felt her chest grow warm, “You having happy dreams always make my dreams happy.”
 
   “And they’re really ordinary too. I mean they’re ultra-ordinary dreams; dreams of daily home life with you and Cameron and Chelsea.” A lump formed in her throat but she was smiling, “And my mom is there a lot too.”
 
   “Your mom?” Jordan whispered, “Really?”
 
   “Yeah, she’s always around.”
 
   “And is she happy in your dreams?”
 
   “Yes, Jordan,” she snickered, “because we’re together.” She pulled her in for a kiss that quickly escalated, leaving them breathless.
 
   “Oh yes…” Jordan rasped, “Let’s have more of that.” She pulled Catherine closer as the news anchor continued her story,
 
   “…While the country was lucky to avoid rolling blackouts and those who did experience power outages only lost electricity for a few hours, it’s estimated more than a million customers waited at least two days for the lights to come back on. Emergency shelters were opened for those who depend on electricity for heat in regions where temperatures can drop into the single digits overnight. The senate majority leader has convened a special committee that will conduct congressional hearings to begin after the Thanksgiving holiday to investigate the incident. However, this horrendous act of domestic terror and multiple murders is just another frightening reminder that this country has an aging and outdated infrastructure we continue to ignore at our peril.”
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