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   Thomas Lawson shook hands with Keith Peterson; it felt as if his hand was been crushed by a hydraulic press. The pressure kept on being applied, stopping blood flow to his fingers, they tingled after Keith let go, and Thomas grinned with satisfaction despite the now dying pain. The biggest deal of the decade has been sealed under flashing red, blue and white lights in a VIP section of a Gentle man’s club. Where else does a deal like this happen? 
 
   Keith is a six foot, eight inch giant of a man, by the looks of him; he has no fat, and the man looks like a better version of Brad Pitt with a goatee, if that is possible. He carries himself with confident and embodies the word professional suave. Dressed in such an expensive suit, to Thomas he looked like Armani coughed on him. There has been no shortage of glances from the opposite sex since he was picked up at the airport that morning, he would say he peeked and didn’t see anything interesting yet, funny guy.  
 
   F.A.AND JOHNSON PHARMACEUTICAL Head of research and development, as his job title says Head of research; he’s researching the effect of a new drug developed by his company to fight against a new deadly disease that surfaced in South America and has claimed three hundred lives in the capital and surrounding cities of La Pampa Provincia, Argentina. In Santa Rosa ninety seven souls has been lost to this disease in just one month and the numbers are going up by the week. 
 
   Thomas Lawson is known for his fondness for models and actresses; he can pay $15,000 or more a night for kinky sex. The most he has paid so far for his desire, is for a famous Actress who generated publicity for all the wrong reasons, she had been out of work for a long time and in serious financial difficulties because of her wild and lavish life style and in her desperation decided to accept Thomas’s indecent proposal to have her for a hundred and twenty five thousand a week for eight weeks, to her it was a million for two month of work, even though it will mostly be on her back. 
 
   To celebrate the deal he just closed, he has called the usual agent slash pimp to arrange something special for Keith, minutes later he received a text about two models by day and very high class pleasures by night. The ladies will be at the Mandarin Oriental hotel at 23:00 pm. He glanced over at Keith and chuckled at the thought of sending one of the girls with a brief case containing the bribe he must pay, to his Royal suite as a surprise or he could keep the money and send the girl over with a gun but he would still have papers to sign. A broad smile crept onto his face, he decided against the latter action and looks forward to the meeting the following day at the Docklands. After sipping the final drops from the rare scotch whiskey Glenfiddich 50 Year Old, they headed back to the hotel. 
 
                                                              ---
 
   Kathy Townsend pushed her front door open with one hand and gently walked out into the grey, cloudy, and windy night London is famous for. Dangerously oozing sex appeal in a shoulder-less and partly backless Rose dress that stuck to her like a magnet, revealing every each of her magnificently toned body, accessorizing with pearls, red lipstick, and Jimmy Choo red heels to match, she moved with poised and grace, the cold wind made her nipples stand out as if holding the dress in place. “This will be my last job” she thought to herself as she stepped into an SLK 350, the Bordeaux red Mercedes pulled out indicating to the left, and minutes later she was at 66 knights bridge, South West London. A handsome young man opened the car door and helped her out, she thanked him with a wink and a smile, and the doorman did his job, removing his hat in salute. She walked into Mandarin Oriental hotel’s lavishly marbled interior, past the beautiful reception on the right towards the lifts on the left. “What a place” she thought. Her job has taken her to lots of great places and this hotel is one of the best she has been to. 
 
                                                              ---
 
   A knock at the door made Thomas drop the phone, he opened the door of the one bedroom park suite. A goddess stood in front of him waiting to be invited in. He smiled and asked her to come in, she moved alluringly across the room, poured herself a glass of cognac, took a sip and called him over with a finger. Bewitched he moved slowly towards her in anticipation of pleasure beyond believe and his wish came true. Thomas is fifty nine years old, born in Acton west London, he moved to New York when he was 15 with his mother after his father died, his father had a heart attack while giving head to a woman that wasn’t his mother, he died doing what he loves is how he was described at his funeral. As the hand maiden, his business is getting people together pure and simple, he loves being a corporate lawyer, especially the life style it provides and fucking women that would normally be out of his league gave him that feeling of omnipotence.
 
   His private business in South Africa called The Tea Mechanics provides a different kind of services to more select group of clientele. Through the help of Patterson, the first business that was contracted to Thomas by F.A.AND JOHNSON PHARMACEUTICAL months ago was to create a market for their new product which was a virus, hence the second meeting with Keith Patterson this evening with the possible cure. 
 
   Fifteen minutes before midnight in the Royal suite. Keith walked out of the bathroom naked toweling his wet hair; he did not notice the brunette beauty in red heels, black lace stockings and suspenders, red lipstick and no underwear, leaning on the desk behind him. She smiled, impressed with his manly physique; “this job has its advantages besides the money” she thought. Keith noticed something covered in white shirt on the bed; it wasn’t there before he went into the bathroom or was it? He instinctively glanced towards the corner of the bed where he had neatly placed his suite, shirt, and tie, and they were there. His eyes returned back to the white shirt, it looked familiar. He slowly removed the shirt revealing a black briefcase underneath. It was unlocked. He pushed the lid upward. It was full of money, hundreds of fifty-pond notes stacked neatly together. 
 
   “It’s a token of gratitude from Mr. Lawson” the mystery girl behind him said 
 
   He nearly jumped out of his skin upon hearing that statement; he spun around towards the direction of the voice. Befuddled, he asked 
 
   “How the fuck did you get in here?”       
 
   “The door was open,” she said, smiling softly.
 
   They stared at each other, his shock was clearly wearing off, but his facial gesture executed doubt. At this stage stood in front of him a woman in a negligee of breathtaking sheerness; blood started rushing to his groin. She stared at him and his reaction to her beauty, she was aware of his lust as she gazed at the bulge growing under his towel
 
   “Can’t think, blood rushing to penis,” she said under her breath but loud enough to hear, she is in control.            
 
   “What’s your Name?” he demanded ignoring her comment
 
   “Marilyn” she replied
 
   “Keith sent you to bring me this, is that correct?” he asked already aware of the answer.
 
   “Yes, the case and me as a different kind of… well you can use your imagination” she retorted with a smile 
 
   “There is no need for imagination” he sneered; his face was filled with carnal desire.
 
   She looked down and saw that Keith had a massive hard on, blood definitely rushing down under, she thought with a chuckle  
 
   “Excited are we?” she asked with an eyebrow raised
 
   “Twirl for me please Marilyn” he spoke, his voice hard and cool
 
   She did as he commanded; he began to imagine her under him
 
   “Come to me” giving her a beckoning gesture
 
   She liked the confidence that he displayed, she started walking to the tactless bastard. He didn’t care about how she got into the room anymore or the money on the bed for that matter, their bodies merged together gently and it was as though they released a steam of smoke like a hot iron on a wet cloth. They smiled; their eyes met and they began to kiss fervently like lover that hadn’t seen each other for a long time, where the reality was so different.
 
                                                              ---
 
   Two days later at 07:00 in the morning Susan Williams or Su as she’s known to her friends, activated the alarm to her 1990 Porsche 911 Targa, switching it on. She walked out exiting the free car park to the supermarket Lido. On station road in Edgware Middlesex, about four hundred meters from the car park, she opened the glass doors to her hair and nail salon called TOUCH BEAUTIFUL. Laura who is seventeen years old joined her at 07:30, she said “good morning” but the noise of a vacuum drowned out her efforts, trying again will be futile. She didn’t clean up before closing on Saturday, she thinks Susan is upset therefore she has some explaining to do, she went in the back and changed into work clothes, came out and helped in tiding up the salon. They finished up in silence then Laura tried to explain about not tiding up the place before closing the shop on Saturday but Susan stopped her, waved her hand, and said, 
 
   “Listen I’m not upset, next time clean up before going to the clubs. Ok”
 
   “Ok Susan, thanks” Laura replied sheepishly 
 
   “Good, there comes our first customer” Su smiled
 
    08:00 AM Monday morning the salon was officially open. The first customer arrived fifteen minutes earlier than planned but they were glad, it gave them time to prepare. The customer didn’t want to read the gossip and hair magazines they had laying on the table, so she politely asked Laura if she could switch on the television. She preferred a News channel then started telling Laura about some news that has been all over TV since last night. Laura didn’t really care so gave no particular attention to what she was saying; she just nodded her head in agreement and said 
 
   “Ok, would BBC be fine” Laura asked the customer
 
   “Yes, thank you” the customer replied
 
   The 40” TV came to live and there was a breaking news about a double murder at the prestigious Mandarin Oriental Hotel in London, the murders were discovered by two cleaning maids on two different floors on Sunday at 09:00 am. They told similar stories. They entered the suites announcing their presence but received no answer, so started doing their jobs as usual with the thought that there was nobody in the suite, they cleaned the bedroom first, following the routine then the living area and finally the bathroom where they discovered the gruesome scenes. Later on, evidence showed that is not where the similarities ended, the first man was knocked unconscious, with a sedative then dragged to the bathroom, placed in the marble bathtub, a six inch nail was hammered into his temple, his wrist cut and throat slashed open, he bleed to death. 
 
   The other unfortunate business man had sex to the point of exhaustion, while tied to the bed, was also given a sedative and dragged to the bathroom, his thighs was cut very deeply severing major arteries, his privates dismembered and shoved with condom still attached to it into his mouth, he also bleed to death. Scotland Yard is looking to question an unidentified elegantly dressed brunette woman captured on CCTV entering the hotel, seen in the lift going from one floor to the other and leaving the hotel carrying a briefcase thought to belong to one of the victims, at 04:35 am she drove away in a stolen Mercedes SLK 350, license plate SEXXY. The vehicle belonged to a model that was found Sunday afternoon with her modeling colleague gagged and bound to a bed. Her face wasn’t captured on camera unfortunately but she was perfectly described by an eyewitness. A police sketch appeared on the screen, she looked like no one they know. 
 
   Samantha and Prabha opened the door and escaped through it; both young women aged twenty-four work at the salon, they had called Susan on Sunday afternoon and left a message telling her they will come in a few minutes late on Monday. They greeted everyone and disappeared into the back. That broke the silence and the trance mood in the room and work resumed, more customers came into the salon for nail treatments and to have their hair done, the girls were exhausted by the end of the day; they never stopped gossiping about the news that had been running none stop the whole day.
 
   Finally home, Susan slammed the door to her two-bedroom apartment, threw the keys on the beautifully made mahogany glass table, it made a clinking sound. She didn’t really care if it broke the glass; her thoughts had been about the sister she hadn’t seen for a long time. The breaking news today had her thinking about all sorts of things; out of everything that troubled her mind, her sister Janice is the primary person she wants to get in touch with, she wondered if she still lived in Sidney Australia or had moved as they had once talked about. Four years ago her job as a consultant required a lot of travelling, how is she doing? Where is she? Lots of thoughts ran in her head simultaneously as she stood under the shower, she ran whilst in deep thought letting the warm drops of water hit her back.
 
   She turned the tap tightly close, towered her moist body dry, let the towel drop on the floor, and walked out of the steamy Salle de bains as she always called it. Literally meaning ‘the room of the bath’ in French. Her Victorian style bedroom is decorated in virgin white, white window drapes, white silk bed sheets, white little stool by the dresser, crystal white chandelier etc except for the floor, the cupboard and the dresser. Sitting on the stool, combing her hair while looking in the mirror, a broad smile ran across her face as if it had been waiting to appear. She thought of what to wear out tonight, skirt, tights and heels or a little black dress, she dismissed the ideal of the little black dress for the next time and decided to go with the former. An elegant pencil skirt with a split at the back combined with black tights, black patent leather heels, a cream silk blouse, and blazer to match the skirt. She got dressed and opened the chest drawer and put on a pearl necklace and a matching earring. She reached under the top drawer and pressed a button, it unlocked a lock behind the mirror, she reached forward, and pulled a heavy steel door, the mirror is attached to, open towards her. It reveals a high-gloss chrome-plated aluminum safe with nothing to indicate how to open it. She placed her left thumb on the middle of the surface, a green light came on and scanned it, still holding her left thumb in place, a digital keypad appeared at the top right corner of the surface, she punched in the password and the 0.50” Steel door popped open. It‘s a midsize safe designed to meet her specification by a new safe maker called PRESURES, inside the safe the height is 40” width 18” and depth 15.5”. On the outside height is 45.5”, width 24 and depth is 26” It contains three adjustable and sizable drawers and enough space underneath to secure large items. She leaned down to her right and picked up a large plastic bag, placed it on the dresser and gently emptied the content into the safe.
 
   “All in a day’s work” she said aloud to herself
 
   One million in hard currency is sure not bad for added bonus; normally she wouldn’t have taken anything from the victims beside their souls but this time she made an exception. It was a bribe therefore money no one will miss. The briefcase she disposed of, in the car’s boot, she was careful not to leave any prints by wearing gloves the entire time. As a trained theatrical makeup artist she had made herself resemble a mix between a well endowed Katherine Jenkins and Kelly Brook, Scotland Yard will never find that woman.
 
   8:10 pm the doorbell rang. She looked out the window and saw her date waiting, a handsome man she meet dining out with friends in central London two weeks before. They met again three days later on a Thursday for lunch and because of workload, they had not been able to meet again but have kept in contact since. She likes his company, he’s smart, sharp, and witty, he can be very direct but that is something she can live with. She did some digging and found out quite a lot about him and seems to be a normal guy. She will give him a chance, the door opened and he handed her a bouquet of roses.
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   Mavron prison transport vehicle zooms past the golden gate bridge, onto Redwood highway at 75 miles an hour. The time is 5:30am on a Monday morning and the road is clear all the way to San Quentin, final destination of this van. A under the radar, notorious drug lord that has been doing his very lucrative business since the late fifties, has at long last been fished out of his hiding place, judged and sentenced to death by the state of San Francisco. Marvin Andronnikov is in his prime, arrogant and objectionable. He showed no remorse for the crimes he was convicted of, his victims’ families, most of which he knew cursed at him during trial and cheered when the verdict was guilty and he was finally sentenced to the gas chamber. One of his victims was a 12-year-old boy who witness him forcing himself on a sixteen-year-old boy, they both caught pellets to their temples.
 
   Marvin’s father Anton Andronnikov got lucky on a vacation to Los Angeles in the summer of 1959; Marvin was just twelve at the time. Anton met a young ambitious Russian known only as Alexei; he was a member of the mafiya Moskva Bratva (Russian mafia Moscow brotherhood) in Long Beach and already on his way up in the drug game, to cut a long story short, Anton became his partner in San Francisco. Together they controlled sixty nine percent of the drug trade in San Francisco; business was good, until a rival gang killed Anton in 1967. And Marvin at twenty years of age took over from his father. He proved to be more disreputable than his father, although like his father he managed to hide this fact from his neighbors and immediate friends who thought he ran a chain of butcher’s shops. He provided a place of work for those who thought they had no chance somewhere else. he was a hero. Naturally there were those among the neighbors that worked for him doing other jobs that had nothing to do with cutting meat, most unfortunately met their brutal end at his hand, on his orders or at his rival’s hands. There was a lot of sorrow and lots of happy times that he contributed to. One of his right hand men, a man of 30 years called Andrei, dealt on the side. His excuse was that he had two kids, needless to say he never got to see them again, Marvin was generous after his passing, Andres’s wife became his whore on the quiet. When she found out he’s the one responsible for her husband’s death and the fact that she wasn’t the only one on the side, she wished she could kill him herself. She thanked the lord that no one knew he was fucking her.
 
   A prelude in E-minor from classical composer Frederic Chopin created a soothing atmosphere in the van transporting Marvin, the driver and the guide sitting next to him seemed in a trance. The classical had no effect on the thick men in black clothing sitting in the back as escort, three opposite and two on either side of Marvin and there was another unmarked van riding behind them as back up. Four of the Mavron van tires exploded underneath the transport vehicle, the van rolled over violently eight times finally landing on its side. While the van spun through the air, the other armored van exploded, it received a rocket from a stovepipe (a bazooka), some of the thick men in SWAT like uniform that got out of the escorting van before it blow up, hit the grass lamented. Men in ski mask rushed out from nowhere, forced the van doors open, serenaded the guides with bullets and Marvin was released from the shackles and a certain death, this happened in 1976, he was 29.
 
                                                      - - -
 
   A child ran to her father, as he was about to leave, before that, she had witnessed another fight between her parents before he decided he had had enough and stormed out. The father got down on one knee kissed her gently on the forehead and promised to return soon, she watched him disappear into the mist, he never came back. Susan William opened her eyes in a pool of sweat, “that damn dream just won’t go away,” she thought to herself. Something fell and a sharp clang echoed in the air, she shot a sharp look at the direction it came from and not so surprisingly it was her cat Booboo.  
 
   “Fucker! Not so early” she said tired and angrily
 
   The time is 05:00am; the wakeup call wasn’t helping so she shot the annoying buzzer down with her right hand. She wanted to sleep in but reluctantly got up, did thirty minutes of jugging, forty minutes of strength training without weights and ended with five minutes stretching. She jumped in the shower for another twenty five minutes and ate breakfast in ten, five minutes later she was downstairs with a black Samsonite suitcase ready for the 7:05 am taxi taking her to the airport, an hour later she was checking in at Heathrow and at nine thirty was boarding a British airways flight destination Spain. She is on a two weeks holiday break; the remaining week of her holiday she decided at the last minute to spend it somewhere the weather will put a smile on her face, and that place is Gibraltar.
 
   A week before 54 miles from London, Susan was sitting on a sixth floor balcony at the beautiful Grand hotel in the town of Brighton, East Sussex enjoying the view of the ocean, the weather wasn’t what it should have been in August but it could have been worst. A while later she took a stroll along the beach, the wind combed through and ruffled her hair messing it up in the process, but to Susan that is part of the mystic of the beach. Walking along the beach side that day made her feel like a character from a romantic movie. While in her thoughts, she kicked a dead leaf, which rose with the wind and followed it dancing over the sea. Brighton is such a lovely town to come for fun and sea, a perfect vacation spot. She went back to the hotel for a quite evening, ordered room service, ate in front of the T.V, and went to bed at 10:00 pm with the Collector, a book written by David Baldacci.
 
   Peter Madsen the sixty-one year old manager of the Grand hotel lives minutes away near the Queens Park at 16 Tillstone Street in a modest house with his wife of 20 years, a British born Indian woman named Sheena Madsen. He came to the hotel that morning in the most colorful of modes “he must have had sex last night” the bald headed Clerk called John said quietly not particularly to anyone, the other two desk Clerks suppressed their laughter “good morning Mr. Madsen” they all greeted in a chorus when he walked past them 
 
   “Morning, how are we doing today?” Peter said ceerfully
 
   “Good sir, you look very cheerful today,” the woman standing on john’s right hand called Claire, said probing for a reason
 
   “Yes, it’s my anniversary” he replied
 
   “Congratulations sir” another chorus
 
   “Thanks” he said smiling and then disappeared through a swinging door into the dining room
 
   “This will be the best time to ask for a raise,” Claire suggested 
 
   “It will never happen honey, don’t even try” John said with both hands firmly planted on his waist
 
   “Lord, what is he gay,” Claire thought to herself. He always put his hands to his hips in an effeminate manner.
 
   “Well I guess you are right john,” she agreed shaking her head
 
   Susan took her place by a table close to an open glass door on the ground floor, in the dining/bar that could easily be taken for an old lavish English pub. A polite waitress placed a plate of food on the table, poured a glass of drink, and then excused herself; Susan thanked her before she walked away. People watched as she set about devouring the plate full of English breakfast, she washed it down with pure orange juice and stayed a bit longer to let it digest and also to imbibe the morning gossip about a cheating married ladies man that run’s the hotel from the lovely old ladies in summer hats sitting behind her.
 
   Fortunately the sun was out, she spent the day soaking it, reading, and continued people watching, she was particularly interested in the married manager’s daily routine. He lives a walking distance from the hotel, strut’s to work, stays a few hours, disappears for a few more hours, comes back at 17:00 pm and stay till 20:00 before trekking back home to the sweet Mrs. She had charmed the information out of the bar man that hope’s to score with her. Something interesting caught her eyes when she unconsciously glanced back at the blond young man pretending to read a graphic novel, he had been hiding behind that book ogling mouth wide open at her and other woman going about their business for about an hour.
 
   “Crime is a fact of the human species, a fact of that species alone. But it is above all the secret aspect, impenetrable and hidden. Crime hides, and by far the most terrifying things are those which elude us” – George Bataille
 
   She finished reading the text and caught the hawk’s eyes drift slowly towards her leg; she followed it up her thigh, the red bikini bottom, stomach, breasts, and finally her face. She smiled and he smiled back, embarrassed then turned and shriveled back behind the book from where it came like a turtle retreating into it’s shell, when it smells danger. Crime hides, she chuckled at the thought of those two words, the most terrifying things are those, which elude us, not for long she thought. The day is beautiful, she decided to go out and explore a bit, and after all she’s on vacation. 13:30 a taxi she had privately booked for the day picked her up and drove her around Brighton, she stopped at various locations that caught her attention, either for their beauty, how it made her feel or both. Men and women along the way propositioned her. Sitting outside the Foragers pub at Stirling place, savoring a glass of beer, something she hasn’t done for a long time. A blond woman wearing red lipstick, white tight-shirt, black summer scarf, black tights and boots caught her interest, she went over and sat next to her, she is called Eva and their chemistry was immediate. They spent the day together with Eva as a tour guard, in the evening they ended back at King’s road, and walked into the Restaurant at De Vere Grand, they had dinner. Desert was served and eaten on both their beautiful curvy bodies on the balcony in her suite; it was a perfect ending to a wonderful day.
 
   A cold breeze hit her bare back interrupting her sleep at 5:30 am; Eva was hugging the covers leaving her barely covered. She sat up straight, face buried in her palm; she tried shaking the cold away but her efforts was in vain. Susan shook Eva awake “ let’s move this party inside” she whispered in her ear, Eva mumbled something in her sleep and resumed snoozing, Susan literately dragged her indoors. At 09:30 She kissed Eva goodbye after breakfast and went about her business. Peter Madsen pulled out of the parking garage and drove away at the usual time, precisely at 12:45 pm. His first stop is 135 western roads; he meet three well suited men at the door of KOBA lounge. After two hours, they came out laughing and shook hands before departing in their luxurious sports cars. Next was an estate agency where he spent 45 minutes and left with a luscious blond, after about 20 minutes drive, the car pulled into the driveway of a very large house. The area looks friendly to children, there is a big park five feet away from the house which makes it very appealing to any prospective buyer, the woman pulled out a bunch of keys, inserted one into the lock and the door swung open. He spent two and a half hours with her in that house before returning to the hotel. At 20:00 hrs he walked home as usual, Susan closed her notebook after that final entering. The black cork hissed the moment it was hauled out of the Chianti classico consorcio, she poured a glass half full, stood on the balcony, and took in the scenery. The day was productive she said aloud to herself and took a sip from the glass, her phone rang; the reception had Eva on the line. She joined Eva half an hour later at Funky Buddha lounge and they had another wonderful night dancing and doing whatever came naturally.
 
   The surveillance continued the next day, Mr. Madsen had lunch with different people at the KOBA, went to a board meeting with company execs and visited the house by the park again, this time a man opened the door when he rang the bell. Susan’s curiosity has paid off, the target has been revealed. She compared the surveillance picture with the one that was sent to her, it confirmed the obvious. Her Intel was right, Peter Madsen is not who he makes out to be. She parked her car at a side street and took a stroll in the beautiful park, the house has a large garden that anyone can partly see from the park, she can make out a silhouette of two men standing in the reception before vanishing from view. She continued walking, there is a primary school at the end of the park, a tennis court, kids play ground and mini size football field. She took position under a large tree at the opposite end of the park. The tree provided the necessary shade for what she was doing, after she was satisfied with the shots, she put the camera away and went back to her car. Peter Madsen drove off just before quarter to five. Susan stayed in hope of following the target to his real resident, quarter past ten an S class 320 and a Range Rover entered the driveway, three men and seven women clad in barely there outfits, leaped out of the vehicles and into the house. The party carried on till about two in the morning. The next day at seven, the target came out of the house, stepped forward onto the sidewalk, turned left and stared directly at the direction Susan is parked, her windows are tinted, she watched and waited but he did nothing. He went back indoors, Susan started the Jaguar XJ engine, retuned the car to the rental company and took a taxi back to the hotel, she took her messages from the reception, told them not to accept any calls for her till further notice. The messages from the previous night were from Eva, she threw them on the desk, took a shower and got under the sheets for much needed shut eye, she has a lot to do tonight and she’s going to need her strength.
 
   The fog began to fade away as he came round, the room stopped spinning; he closed and opened his eyes again. He’s in his basement/workshop or what others would refer to as a sex dungeon, he can’t move or speak, and his hands and feet are strapped to a chair. He felt the coldness of the metal chair and realized that he was naked, he tried moving, but the fatigue and strapping wouldn’t allow him. He heard the rattling of chains, wires and other things been move around behind him, suddenly fear came over him and he tried moving again but to no avail, the noise stopped, the footsteps sounded close behind him then the door closed. He listened, waiting for the dread to come, his heart began beating faster, and his breathing became heavy. Again He heard the faint sounds of rescinding footsteps ascending up the stairs in the other room adjacent to the room he is in, one step at a time, as if in no hurry and the light when out. He didn’t know what to think, a few moments later, he felt the pain of a needle, possibly a syringe that administered a dose of something and he started feeling a whirling sensation then darkness consumed him.
 
                                                          - - -
 
   She found herself saying a sad farewell to Eva at the station, for someone she just met Eva had made a great impression on her. Eva has fallen in love. Susan saw her wipe a tear from her lovely face when the train pulled away, they promised to stay in touch, “Goodbye, love” she said under her breath, Susan knew that was the last time she will ever see sweet Eva again. 
 
                                                         - - -
 
   The ticking clock stopped, and then came a loud crackle and buzz as wires connected to the clock came to life. The main power was diverted and a gloriously illuminating light overpowered the darkness in the dungeon. The man’s hand and feet danced in death throes as he shook to the electricity pulsing through his twitching body, like a man possessed by demons, he finally succumbed and took his last breath. Marvin Andronnikov is at last executed in an electric chair, an instrument he had used countless time on the unfortunates who have crossed him, the cycle of death complete, in the basement of his lavish home. For the multitude of crimes committed between 1967 and 1976, time of execution is at 7:15 am in the morning of August 16th 2007, aged sixty, who ordered his execution is unknown.
 
    
 
             
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
                   BLOOD STAINED.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   She pushed her way through the throngs, to the kid laying in a pool of blood, she couldn’t help save him even after her best efforts, he lay in her hands and took his last breath, his eyes looking into hers. Susan wasn’t expecting such a tragedy when she stepped out of the tube at Stratford station, she left the scene before the police showed up, nothing she or anyone does now will bring that poor boy back. She felt for his family, the pain of losing a child, she cannot comprehend. Prabha had invited her over that day for something different to what she was used to, as she had put it. Through the dinner with Prabha’s lovely family, she couldn’t concentrate on the food, conversations, or the hospitality that was offered and given her. The incident played over and over in her head. Stabbing someone has become the norm in day to day life in London, parents fear for their children’s life because of the gangs that has infested postcode to postcode, such stupidity, the youths needs constant guardians and mentorship to learn about life, it seems most have been abandoned and left to find their own means to survive this harsh world. Susan found out later that the unfortunate boy’s death had nothing to do with gangs, he was in the wrong place at the wrong time, and he was with a friend when he accidentally saw something he wasn’t supposed to. The killer was having intercourse with another boy; the killing was about a young man protecting his reputation and sexuality. Killing for the sake of reputation is what dangerous adults do, something Susan knows first hand.  Politicians, victim’s parents, and the Newspapers are speaking out loud, some make a show out of the circumstances but all their efforts seems to be in vain. To the people and children that live in the gang’s neighborhoods, A STEEL TONGUE MAKES A WISE HEAD.
 
                                                             - - -
 
   A year has past since her last vacation to Spain, and this time New York will be the perfect escape, if she is lucky, she might get to have a white Christmas. What happened dwelled in her mind, like the first time she put metal to flesh and squeezed the trigger. There has been war on juvenile delinquency, the excrement of society etc for as long as she can remember. Susan didn’t like what kept swimming in her mind and the chatter box going on and on in her head, so she decided to go to the gym for a work out before meeting her date for a quick drink. Tomorrow is going to be an early start.
 
   While seated in the first class cabin, Susan felt someone watching her surreptitiously. She looked around but saw no face that she could place; some smiled at her and she reciprocated. The voice of the captain echoed over the speaker, introducing himself and assuring them a safe trip, the air hostesses demonstrated instructions that will save their life, minutes later after take off, the sign to unfasten the seat belts came on. Susan followed its instruction and breath an air of relief.
 
   "Lift up and landing is the part I can't get use to in flying" a deep voice said in relief
 
   Susan looked over at the well-groomed man sitting on the opposite chair and She chuckled. 
 
   "They are my favorite parts" she said smiling
 
   "Why is that?" the man asked
 
   "The first is the end or temporally living behind the old and latter the beginning of something new" she took a sip of her champagne 
 
   The man was impressed; he nodded his head in agreement
 
   "That is a good way of looking at it" he raised his glass "cheers,” he said in a typical South African accent
 
   "Cheers, You are South African?" she asked
 
   "Yes and you are British" he replied, his face was warm and friendly
 
   She smiled again
 
   "That is correct, how did you guess?" she teased 
 
   "I have a gift, I will tell you only if you promise not to tell anyone"
 
   "My lips are sealed"
 
   He took notice of her intoxicating and luscious full lips glossed over in pink lipstick, she saw his eyes glance over her lips, he looked deep in her eyes, they both smiled.
 
   "I don't think you are ready" he said, in mock concern
 
   "Anything you say, mystery man!" she laughed out loud this time
 
   "I am Victor" he was warm and raised his glass.
 
   "Susan. So mystery man, what's taking you to New York?" she smiled as she deliberately ignored his name.
 
   "Business. And you?" he kept his eyes on her
 
   "Christmas" was her short answer
 
   "Really, are you meeting family?" he asked leaning forward
 
   "No, a friend, hopefully" Susan said in a cool voice
 
   "Hopefully? Doesn’t sound like she knows you are coming" Victor chuckled
 
   "It's a surprise, do you like surprises?" she asked playfully
 
   "No, not really" was his answer
 
   "Neither do I" Susan said honestly
 
   "Maybe we can have Christmas together with your friend" Victor smiled
 
   "Maybe" she smiled and thought I know where this is going to lead.
 
   Time flew by and the conversation carried on for the next eight hours, she was glad someone charming came along to take her mind off her inner thoughts. Immediately after landing and check out, she walked out of JFK Airport and her ears froze stiff, the arctic winter, made the city look like it had gone back in time. A taxi covered in a blanket of snow pulled up in front of her, an Asian man with a Texan accent and wearing something that looked like a dead animal jumped out and offered to put her bags in the boot, she obliged him. 
 
   "Where to miss?" he asked in his Texan accent
 
   "Waldorf-Astoria" she said, her voice as cold as the winter air
 
   Approximately an hour and twenty minutes later she arrived at 301 Park Avenue, Susan paid sixty dollars for the trip, the driver over charged her but she let it slide because she was in a good mood. She feels at home at the Astoria, she checked herself in; a bellboy carried her bags and escorted her to the tower suite. This is where I belong she thought with a smile when she entered her suite. “This I can get use to” she said aloud. The bellboy was thankful for the big tip she gave and he hoped for more in the coming days.
 
                                                               - - -
 
   Her eyes slowly opened "good morning" she said to herself, she got out of bed in her White silk night gown and slide the curtains open illuminating the room. There was frost on the window ledge showing no sign of melting anytime soon; I love New York she thought with a smile. "This is going to be a good day" she had made up her mind, for the first time in a long time she felt joy on the inside. In broad day light on 5th avenue a young man embraced an older man in his sixties, holding him so tight that he couldn't move, the older gentleman protested but to no avail. He tried biting the younger man but his teeth fell out, he screamed for help, nothing happened. Other people stood and watched, making no attempt to stop the attack on the poor man, some thought it had something to do with a family feud, others simply didn't want to stick their nose where it didn't belong. While the older gentleman was being hugged against his will, another young man robbed him of his wallet, Raymond Wales’s wristwatch, a gold ring and bracelet from behind. Some bystanders later pursued the young men in their early twenties, but they were too fast to be caught. Susan listened to the older gentleman tells his unfortunate story to his daughter, his daughter sympathized with him so did Susan. She later thought that it's such a cliché cause mugging stories are so commonly told in New York, she hopped it doesn't happen to her, she doesn't know how she might react. A strong smell of Chanel number 5 engulfed her from behind when two hands covered her eyes and a joyous and familiar voice said
 
   "Guess who?"
 
   "Emmmm, a want to be Nubian Queen?" Susan offered with a laugh
 
   "Silly woman" she removed her hands. The woman was Belinda Sultan, an old friend.
 
   They laughed simultaneously, hugged, and sat down opposite one another. 
 
   "Susan, it has been a while, did you miss me?" Belinda asked
 
   "Nope" Susan lied. A broad smile played across her face
 
   "Liar!" Belinda softly said with a laugh
 
   Susan chuckled
 
   "Ok, maybe a little bit, did you miss me?" she asked
 
   "I did nothing else" Belinda said with a little bit of honesty
 
   The waiter came and interrupted. They laughed then ordered breakfast and continued catching up; they had a lot to talk about. They used to run the hair and nail salon together before Belinda had decided to sell her share in the salon to Susan, taking all of her savings and heading to New York for a new life. Susan loves her blended British and Jamaican accent; people just love it when she speaks. Of course she knows nothing about Susan's other hobby. After breakfast in the meat packing district, Belinda took Susan out for sight seeing, when they got back to the hotel at about seven o' clock that evening Susan had flowers waiting for her at the reception. They are from Victor; he dropped them off himself with a poem. Susan was impressed with the creative shortened version of a poem called the Invitation written by Oriah: Mountain dreamer.
 
   "It most have taking him a lot of time and effort to shorten such a long poem" Susan said blushing
 
   Belinda became very curious, Susan told her everything about meeting the mysterious Victor on the flight to New York. After wards, they had dinner at the hotel and went dancing the night away at a trendy salsa bar in Manhattan. A good start but it's about to get more interesting.
 
   It's pouring down with rain, Susan stood in front of the hotel's glass doors, held open by a stocky doorman who greeted her with a smile, a man turned up his suit collar and jogged straight into the drizzling rain, to his car that is parked about a hundred and fifty meters away. Susan smiled at the thought of a turned up collar as protection from rain, what is it suppose to do, protect the neck from water? A taxi pulled in front of Susan, she told the driver to just drive around the city, her day's plan is simple, sight see, go to a museum or art gallery then meet Victor for dinner in the evening. It wasn't a promising start but as it approached midday, the rain stopped and the sun forced its way through the clouds, though it was still cold people flocked like moth to light onto the streets. Susan stopped to have coffee at a small coffee house that attracted her in Time Square, opposite the cafe is an Art gallery called FIRM HANDS; she walked in and fed her eyes.
 
   In the evening she met Victor at restaurant Joanina on 35A Gerard street in Huntington village, Victor was waiting for her by the bar, upon seeing her walk into the restaurant, he immediately got up and went to her, she was flattered by the attention.
 
   "You look beautiful tonight "he said and took her hand, kissing it gently 
 
   "Thank you, nice tie" she said in response
 
   "I wanted to impress you" he grinned 
 
   She smiled, at that moment a waiter walked up to them and said
 
   "Your table is ready sir, follow me please"
 
   Victor couldn't keep his eyes off her and neither could the waiter. 
 
   They took their seat by a corner table, decorated with candles and flowers in vase. The waiter introduced himself as Carlos, he offered them the menu, Victor ordered a bottle of Greco Di Tufo 2007, Carlos excused himself returning a few minutes later with two glasses and the champagne bottle, he poured the drink into the glasses and waited for their order. Victor's eyes stayed glued to Susan, he ordered the wine without looking at the menu, and Carlos standing over Susan had his eye full of Susan's bosom, off course he pretended to be focused on work.      
 
   "I like Lamb scotta Dito please" Victor said looking at Suasan
 
   "And you miss" Carlos asked while writing on his pad
 
   "Gamberi e Fagioli, thank you" she said in her best Italia accent. 
 
   For the next four hours they ate and told each other lie after lie about their past and present as any other boy and girl who just met would. After dinner they took a stroll, a while later a yellow cab dropped them off in front of Susan's hotel, he pretended to kiss her good night, she didn't want the night to end, she can see his desperate want for her.
 
   "I had a great time" Susan said, she looked at him and played with her hair.
 
   "Me to, I don’t want this night to end" his eyes pleaded
 
   "Neither do I, come up for a cup of coffee" she invited to Victor’s joy
 
   "Lead the way" he said.
 
   In her room she attempted to call room service, Victor took her by the hand, placed the phone receiver back, she let go of herself and submitted to him. He stroked her head gingerly and carried her into the bedroom; they made love for the next three days.
 
                                                         - - -
 
   After three days of room service and lots of sex, Susan wanted fresh air and someone to talk to, she called Belinda and told her a bit of the exciting news, and she couldn't contain her joy and needed to let it out. Belinda would be busy for the next two days with work but as they had promised before they will spend Christmas Eve and Christmas together, which will be in three days. Susan stepped back into the bedroom from the balcony; Victor was still in bed soundly at sleep. She kissed him on the forehead and wrote a note. 
 
   Morning sleepy head
 
   Will be back in a little while
 
   Ordered breakfast but don't wait for me
 
   C u later
 
   Susan
 
   She kissed the bottom of the paper leaving a print of her lips in red lipstick then placed the note on the bedside table.
 
   The call woke him up. He listened without saying a word then hung up. The doorbell rang, he struggled to get up before opening the door and letting the waiter in.
 
   “Good morning, how are you doing this morning Sir” the bell boy asked, entering the room
 
   “Good morning, right over there will be fine” victor said directing him, his voice was deep as always but sounded tired
 
   “Where exactly sir” he asked looking around 
 
   “Just by the desk, thanks” Victor said yawning 
 
   He pulled a ten-dollar note from his trouser and handed it to him.
 
   “Here you go buddy” his hand outstretched
 
   “Thank you sir, anything else,” the bell boy said ready to leave
 
   “No, thank you” Victor said swiftly escorting the bell boy out
 
   He yawned and stretched, had a quick shower, a shave and after ward he tucked into the toast, eggs, sausage and bake beans, powered up the Mac book Pro on the desk, clicked on Safari and logged into amazon.com, he typed To kill a mocking bird into the search box and looked for the seller Mac76. The seller was third from the top, he clicked on add to basket. Next step he clicks on contact the seller then asks for a picture confirming the condition of the book before he purchases it, minutes later he receives an answer on his Apple iphone. There was a little description of the condition the book is in and an attached photo, he sent back a mail with attached pictures explaining in detail how he expected the first edition book to look like. He went back on amazon.com, proceeded to check out and purchased the book, minutes later two e-mails appeared on his iphone, one confirming the purchase and the other confirming the dispatch by the seller. He logged out, closed the computer, and finished his breakfast. His cell phone rang again.
 
   “Yah” he asked
 
   He listened then spoke again
 
   “Ok, that’s not a problem, carry on at your end” 
 
   He listened some more
 
   “I’m aware of that and it is all under control, from now on do not do anything without my consent. Eddy I will be there in a few minutes, ok”
 
   He hung up the phone; threw on a black blazer jacket almost immediately and left. He practically ran through the lobby, outside he hailed a yellow cab, jumped in and it zoomed off. Susan came back in high spirit; she has a lot to tell Victor but became disappointed when she realized victor had left and didn’t even leave a note. She called the reception but there weren’t any massages for her, she waited for some hours watching television then got angry with herself. Why did she let herself go like that, especially for someone she just met, she decided to shake it off her system by concentrating on work, she powered up her laptop, downloaded the pictures that was sent to her through amazon.com and decrypted the pictures. She red the information and studied the pictures, she logged onto the Internet and fished for more info on the candidate, then mapped out how she was going to go about eliminating the candidate in her mind, in her minds eye she could see it will not be an easy one, she will need more time to prepare. In three days she will meet her friend for Christmas, Victor creped back into her mind, she got angry again but took control instantly thereby calming herself down, she made a mistake and will not beat herself down for it, it happens to everybody. She slept that night with one eye open.
 
   She started early the next day; first stop is Tiffany’s where she bought a present for Belinda, while shopping her stomach groaned from hunger, she took a break from shopping and went to a restaurant she has been reading about. Café Loyale near 43rd street, they showed her to a table for two, she ordered a Chiraz white wine, didn’t bother reading the menu, and asked the waiter to bring the finest snail dish they have. She sat waiting for her lunch lost in her thoughts, she didn’t even notice when the waiter brought her drink and finally the meal, the aroma snapped her back to reality. 
 
   “Thank you, can you bring me another glass of wine” she said
 
   “Yes miss”
 
   She ate absent-mindedly, the waiter came back with her drink, she thanked him again, and he walked over to the waiting customers and took them to a table for six. She called the waiter a minute later and asked him about the gentleman sitting with the party of six.
 
   “He is a property developer, he owns some of the biggest office buildings in New York,” he gladly told her, he hoped for a big tip and he wasn’t disappointed.
 
   She confirmed the information she already had from her contractor
 
   1, where he lives with his family
 
   2, His love nests and lovers
 
   3, Official schedules
 
   4, unofficial schedules
 
   5, business associates
 
   6, shell companies
 
   7, political friends and enemies etc
 
   8, where he eats
 
   Susan is scheduled to leave for London on the third of January so she decided to do it just after New years. That evening she watched him cheat on his wife with his leggy secretary then followed him home where he became someone else with his wife and kids, she longed for what she saw, a family. She left that place looking forward to spending the next few days with Belinda.
 
   Night vision goggles showed a clear passage as she sifted through the dirt and darkness of the vent as silent as she can; Like lightning the onus effect of her affair with Victor hit her heart, threatening her ability to carry out the task ahead, she paused to listen to the possible movement beneath her. Bang, bang, bang, the ceiling reverberated from the pounding of a walking stick.
 
   “Damn rats, they are everywhere” the voice said angrily 
 
   “Relax Matt, have a drink!” the other voice tried putting his friend at ease.
 
   Others joined them and they played cards for forty-five minutes before they were called away, Susan continued on to the west wing of the massive industrial building. She glanced at the reading device that has been guarding her; it pinpointed the spot as the chemistry lab. She pressed on the touch sensitive screen, a menu appeared, activate device, she pressed on ENTER, strapped on a gas mask and waited. Twenty minutes later the vent cover opened slowly making a squeaky sound, dropping from the ceiling into the dark she balanced herself gun in hand, ready. According to the building’s map the boardroom is fifty meters away from the lab; she opened the lab door, checked for possible hostiles and with no sign of anyone, she went left towards the boardroom. Along the way were heavily armed men, some in white coats and others in black suits passed out on the floor. Some of the men were dressed like scientist and heavily armed, they where obviously expecting someone… she stopped the flow of her thoughts and focused. She opened the boardroom door; three men lay on the floor victims of the gas, foaming from their mouths. The target is slumped out on an executive chair, and she swiftly dragged him to the window, opened it, pressed down on the computing device she has been using and a cable descended from the roof, she attached it to his belt then pushed him out the window, gently lowering him down. She released the lock by pressing on the device again, it retracted back up and she used it to lower herself to the ground. She carried him to a waiting Ford F650 sports utility vehicle, with much effort threw him in the back sit and drove out of the bushy area onto the road.
 
   The Target woke up looking into a face from a nightmare, big black goggles, gas mask, scrambled voice and asthmatic breathing; it stood in front of him menacing as an uglier version of Darth Vader. He noticed he is tied to a tree, gagged and hands handcuffed behind his back.
 
   “You are dead Bitch,” the dark figure said.
 
   He watched in horror and tried moving or saying something but couldn’t, the dark figure continued talking in the frightening voice.
 
   “You have offended the wrong people and that’s the reason you are here” it paused for a second “but I’m going to do something I’ve never done before, let you live. That means you will have to disappear for a while, you can’t contact your family or friends, if you do you will surely die. Nod if you understand what I’m saying”
 
   He nodded, his eyes widened at the sight of something then came the blow, and Susan fell unconscious.
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   “The invisible death, he was poisoned” exclaimed the doctor, “he was poisoned by glass"
 
   "By glass, did I hear you correctly doctor?" The well-groomed man in a slick dark suit asked almost without emotion
 
   "Yes you did, a Chinese poison that is made of microscopic grains of glass, it cut its victims intestines to bits.  It's not a pleasant way to go" 
 
   "How did this happen" the well-groomed man asked stern and focused
 
   "My guess will be through something liquid, chicken soup, red wine and so on and so fort. It didn’t happen in one ingestion but over a period of a day or two" the doctor concluded
 
   "Chicken soup and red wine” his face tightened, he looked down to his right in a deep thought mode then he looked up as if visualizing “it makes sense, he couldn’t function properly without a glass of wine, an addiction that has killed him without the normal implications that results from it, Paul have the wine bottles analyzed, will you… Thank you doctor you can go" the well-groomed man was authoritative.
 
   Doctor Abrahem S. Baruti who is certified in medicine and mechanical engineering got up and excused himself, he was glad to leave the compound in one piece. Those people scare the hell out of him, he wished he never came in contact with them, since he meet them he has be enslaved to their will and in a prison without bars, the money as good as it maybe is not worth the consequences subsequent he can see in the near future, when is it going to end? He thought about his family, he hasn't seen them for three months and feared for their safety. 
 
   The egg headed man he addressed as Paul walked closer to Jonas who is now in command of the TEA MECHANICS, Jones as his friends calls him stood over the open casket of Victor, his best friend, first it was their boss Thomas Lawson in London, now Victor. Whoever did it, is going to pay with more than he or they can bear.
 
   "Jones, I think I know who is responsible,” Paul said
 
   "Who?" Jones the well-groomed man looked in suppressed anger
 
   "That bitch" Paul spat
 
   "She is dead and buried, I saw it happen" Jones said confidently
 
   "We dug up the grave as victor instructed, she wasn't in it" Paul continued, his voice uneasy
 
   "Who was in the coffin?" Jones voice vibrated agitation
 
   "You are not going to believe it" Paul’s face went white and his voice trembled 
 
   "Stop wasting my time" Jones was not in the mood for games
 
   "It’s my beloved wife, Anya" his heart sank as he said it
 
   Jones almost had a heart attack, he stood in shock staring at Victor's face, and suddenly he was consumed by rage. 
 
   "The doctor said it happened over a period of time, right? If it was she, then she most have had help from someone among us. We destroyed her passport and identity cards in New York, so that means she is hiding somewhere in Johannesburg without identification (he paused then starred straight at Paul, his blood red eyes made Paul afraid for the first time in his life) no mistakes, ok".
 
   "No mistakes" Paul repeated
 
   Those words and his red eyes stuck with Paul as he drove out of the heavily fortified compound, the memory of his wife weighed heavily in his heart. Losing her in such a way has had the opposite effect on him, instead of wanting revenge he now truly want out, for a long time he stock with Tea mechanics because of the life style, the pay it provided and mostly because it kept Anya his wife happy. When he told her months before about wanting out, she persuaded him to stay where he was, most times she was a selfish and sadistic witch who he wanted to get away from but he loved her and she was right most of the time as well. He loved Jonas as a brother and the rage he saw in his eyes is partly for his lose. He wouldn’t like to betray him and that means not going MIA (missing in action) on the House of the Tea mechanics, the old restored classic Peugeot 504 convertible he’s driving entered the tunnel when he couldn’t hold his emotions in anymore, and an endless stream of tears rolled down his fat cheeks.    
 
   Jonas Junior Williamson was born in August 15th 1970 in Johannesburg to Jonas Senior Williamson and Katharine Sullivan Williamson; both parents grew up a stones throw from one another in Kentish town London. They moved to South Africa in the late sixties looking for somewhere to start afresh, they bought and started a sugar cane and maze farm, as the years went by their business grew, they exported their range of products made from sugar cane and corn, white and brown sugars were exported in bags and sweet corn in tins. When Jonas junior was ten his father died unexpectedly from diabetes, he had a heart attack and died in front of little Jonas, he cried out for help when he saw his father bit hard on his tongue, shaking and beating his chest, friends and relatives came running from the inner rooms. In panic they frantically tried opening his mouth and sticking a spoon through but he bit down so hard that their efforts where in vain, his heart stopped on the way to the hospital, his mother struggled to manage and maintain the company but in the end she lost it to greedy and manipulative investors. Their life changed, his mother cried in private most of the time and blamed her-self but dusted off her guilt when the time came and carried on with life. She had Jonas to take off, he is the only one she has left, she would always say. Jonas’s schoolwork suffered, without a male authority figure in his life he joined a gang looking for a place to belong. His mother was busy working hard running a new business, the restaurant, import and export business consumed most of her time, she did her best looking after Jonas, later she found out he wasn’t going to school, failed his exams and joined a gang. She cried when she thought of how brilliant he is, she was determined to help her son head into the right direction so she elicited help from a family friend called Thomas Lawson. Lawson went from family lawyer to confidant in a space of two years, they trusted him, a mistake Jonas senior found out just before his death but didn’t inform his wife because he wanted to keep her out of harms way, another mistake. Unbeknown to her what TEA MECHANICS actually does, she handed her beloved son to Lawson to help train and guard into a mechanical engineer, he received the direction he needed, with the help of Lawson and associates he started concentrating in school, passing his exams, going to the university and finally becoming a Mechanical engineer graduate. Just what his mother had hoped for, except he was been taught to be something else as well, an assassin with a degree. 
 
                                                    -------------
 
   The light flickered on and off as the 60 watt bulb swung from side to side like a pendulum, a result of a rocking ship; Susan knew instantly she was on some sort of boat, as she felt seasick, the stench from the rag she is gagged with wasn’t helping either. The effect of the tranquilizer she was given after the blow was wearing off, she can taste it in her mouth, her body ached; she most have been out for twenty four hours or more, how long exactly she wasn’t sure. The sounds of approaching footsteps drew her attention to the metal door, in that moment two men pushed it open forcing their way in and picked her up from the greasy floor as if weightless, Susan a woman of indomitable will, struggled furiously until she was knocked down with a punch.
 
    She jumped out of her sleep and howled for help but was subdued by a young ebony South African woman, who was telling her she was safe. She wasn’t on a boat and the stench was gone, it was a dream? then she remembered the nightmare she’s reliving. She calmed herself but shaking from fever chills, her eyes scanned the room and returned to the fretful face of the woman sitting beside her, she is saying something in English mixed with her native dialect but Susan could hardly make anything out. She tried saying something but couldn’t, high fever had a strong hold on her, sweat and tears rolled down the side of her face, she blacked out.
 
                                                       --------------
 
   Drained of energy, effectiveness and hungry, she sat in a steel chair handcuffed to the metal table in front of her; she has been in that chair for at least thirty-six hours without food and human contact, left to her haunting thoughts in a dark and cold odorless chamber. The door swung open, the light from the hall left a silhouette of man standing at the door, he walked in, closing the door, and he blended into the darkness as the door shut. He reappeared when he turned on an interrogation light, which he pointed at her face, she opened, and shut her eyes almost immediately, and the light had the effect of the sun.
 
   “Susan” the man called out, soft and even voice 
 
   She didn’t respond but adjusted her eyes to the brightness of the light; the man’s voice is gentle as he spoke. She knows a hit has landed her unlucky ass into this nightmare and that last job made it possible. She made mistakes because of the emotional state she was in. She wasn’t herself and in that none resourceful state had decided to work to remove her mind from what she was going through. The assignment was a set up to find her, Victor most have been a part of it to disarm her emotionally. That is what she would have done or is she going crazy from what they have been pumping her with, the pain of her hair been pulled yanked her out of her thoughts.
 
   “Susan can you hear me?” the soft voice asked emotionlessly
 
   “Yes” she cried out 
 
   “We do not want to hurt you” the same tone of voice poured into her ears
 
   “But you are” she replied agonizingly 
 
   “Nothing is been done to you yet” the voice was quizzical
 
   “Not much physically” Susan said teary eyed
 
   “Susan that can change” the voice was flat and lilting
 
   She didn’t say anything in response but continued looking away from the light, a large hand grabbed her head and turned it towards the light, the man continued playing on her emotions.
 
   “I want to help you, I would like to see you go home to your family and business” he leaned back and crossed his legs “maybe give you a place to belong with your extra curricular activities”
 
   “What do you want to know”? Susan asked, her voice cold
 
   “Who gave the order”? The man asked
 
   “Who gave what order”? Susan replied calmly
 
   “The order to kill Thomas Lawson and Keith Peterson”
 
   There was silence in the room; the man waited patiently looking directly at her, no doubt reading the expressions on her face.
 
   “Well Susan, who was it?” his voice raised slightly
 
   “I don’t know” exhaustion etched into her tone
 
   After what seemed like an eternity he got up, removed his double-breasted blazer, carefully placed it on the chair back support then took a seat again.
 
   “You look dehydrated, would you like some water?” he asked
 
   “Yes, thanks” she said with great effort
 
   He smiled and nodded to the large black man standing behind her, the large man went out, and not a minute later returned and set the glass of water on the table in front of the interrogator then resumed his former position holding Susan’s head in his hands. The soft spoken interrogator stood up, raised the glass to his mouth and drank half of it, strode over to Susan and set the glass of water in front of her, she was too exhausted to move, the large man and cuffs around her wrist restricting her movements. The interrogator walked back to his chair behind the light.
 
   “You had a great thing going for you, fact is you are the best we haven’t killed yet. Now, death comes in different ways and I can tell you most ways that you are proficient at, are nothing compared with what we know. You will wish for death but it will not come, we have people that are skilled in the fine art of ancient and modern torture” he got up and knocked the door, it open and five men walked in naked. She swallowed hard, her head was spinning, the light and lack of food was making her dizzy, she saw the men take their places beside her then the large man let go of her head. The clicking sounds resonating behind her made her realize he had removed his pants “ obviously this is just an appetizer, the main course comes afterwards, one last chance for you to change your mind”
 
   He was about to close the door as he walked out when Susan said
 
   “Wait, I’m ready to talk,” she pleaded but not a tone that gave it away
 
   He came back in and sat down
 
   “Let’s hear it”
 
   “Ask them to leave” she said, head bowed
 
   “It’s alright Susan you can speak in front of them”
 
   “It’s a bit cold in here don’t you think” a cheeky smile suddenly appeared on her face as she looked around at the naked men’s groins standing beside her.
 
   He noticed the amusement on her face for a moment before it disappeared, he smiled, impressed with her sense of humor, then waved the boys out except for the large black man who started putting his clothes back on
 
   “Ok Susan, they are out”
 
   “The person you are looking for will be hard to find without my help, I never meet client as you know, but I do make it my business to know whom I’m working for” she spoke softly
 
   “Very professional, carry on” the man sat down and crossed his legs and clasped his hands on his knees.
 
   “As I was about to say, the man that hired me has vanished”
 
   He interrupted her
 
   “Who is he?” He asked authoritatively
 
   “A midlevel player” she said
 
   He interrupted again
 
   “What is his name?” he sounded cool and collected
 
   “He went by the name Robert Aims but that was an alias, let me go, and I will find him” she bargained a last throw of the dice.
 
   “We found you Susan and no one knew who you were, tell me something Susan, if this Robert Aims is a midlevel player, did you by any chance find out who contracted the job to him”? the calm voice was even
 
   “No it didn’t seem important at the time but now it does, this is my proposal. I will find and deliver the one that actually gave the order for a reasonable fee” she smiled, her dry lips cracked at the effort
 
   “A reasonable fee” he chuckled then laughed out loud for a moment “Susan I like you,” he knocked on the door, a guard opened the metal door “ remove her cuffs, take her to the suite and asked the chief to prepare…” he stopped and turned to face Susan “what would you like for dinner?”
 
   “Grilled fish and vegetable, if you please” Susan’s confidence grew slowly.
 
   “Very healthy, how about wine”? Came the response.
 
   “No wine, water will do just fine,” she said softly.
 
   “You heard her,” the guard disappeared from view “Susan, Anton here is going to show you to your quarters”
 
   “Anton nice to finally know your name, ” she said with a smile while drinking the half glass of water. Using her now free hands
 
   They walked out of the room together; the interrogator introduced himself as Jonas Junior Williamson, she notice that Jonas was a serious man and not to be trusted or taken for granted, the sudden hospitality he’s given her is to buy trust and imprison her, later they will do away with her. She knows this game and she is willing to play to survive, for now she’s going to have a bath, eat some food, and get some sleep. Jonas said a few things she wasn’t listening to but she did hear him say, 
 
   “Let Anton know if you need anything, I will join you for breakfast in the morning, ok… get some rest” 
 
   They shook hands and she thanked him, he nodded before excusing himself. In his friendly light green eyes, she noticed he would not hesitate to put a bullet between her eyes when the time comes. She made a decision not to let that happen. In her suite she had a shower, took out one of the jeans and t-shirt in the closet, she wasn’t surprised to find they fitted her. She inspected the other clothes in the wardrobe and it seemed tailored to fit her, she was tempted to speculate but decided to just be on her guard and rest, as she had expected sooner or later someone knocked on the door, she said
 
   “Yes come in”
 
   “Complements of the chief Susan” Anton said in a very deep voice
 
   “Be sure to thank him for me Anton” she said, her voice was playful
 
   “Will do, I will be outside if you need me, enjoy your meal”
 
   “Thank you, oh Anton your fly is open,” she laughed.
 
   He quickly zipped up and laughed.
 
   “Ok, you enjoy your meal now” he said, no hint of embarrassment 
 
   “You already said that Anton” she replied toying with him
 
   He chuckled then closed the door, she thought he might be a way out when the time comes, she switched on the television to SABC 1 then to SABC 2 and 3, she was now certain of where she was, South Africa; she searched and found CNN news, finished her meal and dozed off minutes later.             
 
             
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
                INDOMITABLE WILL 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Johannesburg, as lovely as it is, is also renowned for it’s amount of unsolved murders, mutilated bodies found on road sides would count as sorry souls who met their unfortunate end due to the line of work they were in and some time they were right. Still feverish and having respiratory difficulties Susan struggled to sit up, she took a sip of water from the glass of cup on her bed side table and immediately Regurgitated. The contents in her stomach emptied in and around a plastic bucket next to her bed, she managed to creep back under the covers shaking feverishly and the stench of purge hovered in the air.
 
   Two days past before Susan could find the strength to stand up straight, sit down and walk about. She left that room for the first time in three months and immediately went outside for fresh air. Aguira the young south African woman who has been nursing her could not believe her eyes when she saw her walk out of the care room, she followed her outside without saying a word. She wanted to see what Susan was up to, when Susan took a sit on the porch it was clear, she wanted a change of scene, Aguira decided to give her space, if she needed anything she would have asked for it, she would stay close just in case. Susan relaxed on the reclining chair taking in the scenery, there isn’t much to see but it is better than a white ceiling with a rotating ventilator, and there is an abundance of colorful characters to make up for it lacks. In the safety of the shade she contemplated on what to do next, until a commotion two hundred meters dead ahead, snatched her attention away, three young men in their late teens started harassing a man in his mid forties. At first the man seemed scared, looking around and keeping up his guard but a minute or two later, he floored one of them and the boy fell asleep snoring. He did this with just a single touch to the boy’s shoulder or so it looked from where Susan is sitting; the other boys apologized and carried their friend away following the man’s instructions, Susan was intrigued by what she just saw, she wanted to meet the man but he had disappeared from view before she could get up. 
 
   “Are you ok, miss Susan?” Aguira asked
 
   “Yes thanks, how long have you been standing there?” Susan asked.
 
   “Just a few minutes, but long enough to hear what the man was telling those boys before he put the leader to sleep, you look curious” Aguira said.
 
   “What did he say?” Susan’s interest was piqued
 
   “He told them he too had done what they are doing when he was young, he learned a lesson from his past that he’s about to teach them, they insulted him. You don’t want to know what they said but he kept cool and continued, he then said something about a story that will repeat itself when they get to his age. “learn well” he said, then he touch the boy on the shoulder as you saw and well the rest of the delinquents had their mouths open, baffled” Aguira spoke softly, her voice hypnotic.
 
   “Yes I saw that part, fascinating, we haven’t been properly introduced. I’m Susan”
 
   “Aguira, pronounced Agu-i-ra” she smiled
 
   “Agu-i-ra, it’s a pleasure” Susan returned the smile.
 
   “Pleasure is mine Susan, any friend of madam Karen zuma is a friend of mine”
 
   “That is good to know, a friend of hers is a friend of mine too. What do we do before she comes back?” Susan asked, her stomach growled angrily
 
   “Are you hungry?” Aguira asked hearing the sound
 
   “Famished” Susan admitted
 
   “I’ve prepared something I heard is you favorite” the young girl said cheerfully
 
   “What did you make for me?” she asked
 
   “Come on, follow me” Aguira said smiling
 
   They went into the kitchen where there are varieties of seafood dishes waiting to be devoured, especially the grilled Salmon Susan’s favorite.
 
   7:05 am the following morning Susan went out on the porch again, she sucked in a chest full of fresh morning air while planting her self in the reclining chair then yawned and stretched, “what a delightful morning” she murmured to herself. The man in his forties from a day before jogged past her, she immediately jumped up and followed him, he missed his footing and tripped when he saw her, she is not back to her full strength yet but she grabbed him before he could fall. 
 
   “You appeared from nowhere woman, what were you trying to do, scare me?” he said, his breathing was hard and he wore a scowl
 
   “No, I didn’t mean to scare you” she said with a chuckled
 
   “This is no funny” his tone was hard
 
   “I’m not saying it is, look I just wanted to meet you” Susan was taken aback
 
   “ Is that how you ask men out?” he changed tact suddenly
 
   “I’m not asking you out” she replied, now wearing scowl
 
   “What do you want then?” he asked pointedly
 
   “Well I wanted to introduce myself” she smiled
 
   As if time stood still they stared at each other for a minute till Susan giggled realizing how what she said most have sounded to him, she continued
 
   “I saw what you did yesterday to those boys and I was impressed, so I thought maybe you can tell me where you learned that move from, over a cup of whatever you like to drink” she chuckled again 
 
   “And you are still not asking me out, are you visiting Karen?” his tone had lightened
 
   “Oh, do you know Karen?” Susan asked
 
   “Everyone knows Karen, you didn’t answer my question” he said flatly
 
   “Yes I’m visiting, so are you free tonight?” Susan wasn’t testing him
 
   He smiled, he wanted to just jog on, but curiosity had the better of him. 
 
   “My name is Justice, my friend call me Joss”
 
   “Susan. It’s nice to meet you, so I will see you tonight then, is 5:00 pm good for you?” Joy in her voice 
 
   “6:00 pm will be better” he said dusting himself down
 
   “6:00 pm it is then. She agreed
 
   He jogged on, leaving her standing in the street. That evening at 18:00pm he knocked on the door, Karen opened the door, and to her surprise he was there to see Susan.
 
                                               ----------------
 
   8 months later Susan and her new partner in crime Mr Justice moved into a single bedroom flat in the city centre, it was a bit pricy but it’s where they should be, the subject of their focus lives beneath that flat. Within weeks they had set up surveillance equipment in the subject’s apartment, they strategically placed cameras everywhere except the bathroom; there is also a microdot camera outside his apartment that sees his goings and comings. It seems he has made loneliness into an art form but not a sad one, he’s like someone looking for something and in doing so, focused on himself too much thereby losing the ability to make contact with other people or it could be that his past has contributed to how he is, Susan decided to go with the latter. On more than one occasion they watched him beat the monkey as Justice called it, he pleasured himself, “he’s at it for hours” she would say laughing, Justice walks off every time he starts. Besides masturbating every two to three days a week, he brought his work home and they watched with pleasure. The day is sunny as it can be, it most have been 140 Fahrenheit that day, Susan looked for an opportunity to live her apartment but the man down stairs was busy working, he has been in his apartment for three days, slaving to complete one of his engineering master pieces, Justice asked her to go out for fresh air but she didn’t want to miss a second of what is on the screen. When he was done he took a shower and left for the beach, before he did, he locked the device in a safe that formed part of his wardrobe. Cleverly designed piece of work, no doubt he designed the added modifications on the wardrobe safe, fortunately for Susan, she and justice have watched him open and lock the safe several times, she has the combination written in her memory, as soon as he left, they went down to his apartment and stole the device. Called their buyer and came back after meeting them with three suitcases of money, one of which they left on the man downstair’s bed with a note
 
   Mr. Abrahem baruti
 
   In the suitcase are four million U.S Dollars and a ticket from Johannesburg to Washington 
 
   Leaving tonight at Nine-thirty, it’s a private plane.
 
   Leave South Africa and wait for instruction on when to return safely
 
   If you stay you will not live to see tomorrow
 
   Kind regards
 
   A friend.
 
   Doctor Abrahem S. Baruti came home and was shocked when he found the note and money. He quickly looked in the safe where his fear was confirmed. He throws some clothes in with the money and hurried to the airport. He was sweating profusely when he got there, he checked in his luggage and having a diplomatic passport his luggage was let through without inspections, he practically ran into the plane. Once in the air his nerves calmed a little then the air pilot announced that there will be a stop in Spain to refuel before proceeding to Washington. The airhostess brought him refreshments containing another note, instructing him to make his way to Miami and stay low.
 
   Susan watched him rush out off his apartment and followed him to the airport, they waved him goodbye in their minds as the jet disappeared into the night sky
 
   “At least he’s safe for now,” Susan said
 
   “Yeah, hopefully he can find a woman and leave that monkey alone” he replied sarcastically
 
   Susan chuckled at the statement and got serious suddenly
 
   “We have work to do, Tea mechanics fucked with the wrong woman”
 
   “Yes I can see that” he replied, glancing at her, clearly he’s worried about her state of mind and the controlled rage inside her that is about to be unleashed in small doses. Since leaving the airport, a word hasn’t been spoken between them, the car silent as the time of day they are driving in, she pulled to a stop at the traffic light’s command. Justice not able to hide his feelings broke the silence.
 
   “We got lucky with this one”
 
   “Quit your worry, it’s going better than ether of us could ask, let’s hope the effect delivers the right impact”
 
   “The right impact?” he turned facing her and caught her smiling “I think we should take a break and rethink this plan”
 
   “We are not rethinking anything, I understand if you don’t have the stomach for this anymore” the light tuned green and she drove on crossing the intersection “All I want Justice, is justice if you know what I mean, but I hate for you to become a victim in the process so it’s up to you, again I understand the change of mind” 
 
   They drove in silence once again, he now knows he can’t change her mind from the hell bent suicidal mission she’s determined on seeing to the end, he thought he might as well stay to help save her from herself, the feelings he finds himself developing for her is also an issue he can’t seem to get rid of, the longer he’s around her the more difficult it becomes. He has to find a way to suppress these feelings, not that she is blind to the fact that his alpha male protectiveness is coming from his feelings for her but she encouraged it to keep him close, he sees that there is no room in her heart for love until the demon that resides in there is vanquished, the very reason he’s trying so hard to derail her from her present course. He also knows how selfish that makes him. That weekend they moved into a four-bedroom mansion one block behind the Tea Mechanic’s compound, somewhere they will not think to look when the catastrophic events she has planned starts to hit them.  Thanks to Anton’s state of the art bugging equipments and hacking skills, she now has big brother style eyes in the Tea Mechanic’s house, those cameras feeds her info about their plans, she sees, records and can control the camera if and when she wanted but doing it at this stage could alert them about foreign elements in their system, the time to take full control will come. The Tea Mechanic are looking and have hell planned for her when she is found but hell is exactly what she has cooking under their noses, it is going to be delicious. If her memory serves her correctly after finding Robert Aims (the middle man that contracted their leader’s life to her) they did what she suspected they would, they out smarted her with an element of surprise namely Victor, the man she was so conflicted about turned out to be the man that runs Tea mechanic. With the help of Anton, who had grown tired of the game and planned to move to America in hope of a quite and peaceful life, she poisoned Victor. He became suspicious of Anton when he got sick and ordered him terminated along with her, his death is regrettable and she vowed not to let it be in vain, Jonas Williamson the man now in charge, is a cobra that has crawled into the nest of a Honey badger. She stood by the back window looking at the fenced compound a few hundred meters away as her inner voice carried on and in having a conversation with herself she said aloud “I love a cold dish” Justice can only imagine the monstrous event that is taking place within her, he’s not afraid and if it was somebody else he would have walked away but strangely he’s standing behind her in support.  
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
               GHOULISH TREAT
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   At a tranquil holiday resort in the outskirts of Johannesburg, the sounds of the waves violently hitting the sea shores is clearly heard around the haven, besides that and the wind making the trees dance, the resort is known for the privacy it provides its guests. That level of tranquility wasn’t about to be broken by Susan who is in one of the huts that over looks the ocean, standing one footed on a man she calls the associate and pointing a 9mm pistol with a silencer at his temple.
 
    “Hello love, thought you would never see me again, didn’t you,” she asked rhetorically
 
    He opens his mouth in an effort to say something but she shoved the gun into his mouth partially breaking his upper front tooth, he gagged, she thrust the gun hard down his throat going back and forth for a few minutes before he rolled on his side coughing and puking. 
 
   “Please! I’m sorry; I’m sorry please, forgive me! I couldn’t help myself, I’m a different person now, I’m trying to leave, you know, far away. I know what I did was wrong but I had no choice, please you have to believe me,” he pleaded
 
   “Shut up bitch and take it. Isn’t that what you said? Enjoy it cause this is the best you are going to get before you die, I remember those words!”
 
   With that statement she taped his mouth shut, raised his tied legs up after breaking his ribs on the left side then forcefully shoved an Apple iphone tied to a broomstick into his anus while Justice held him down. He tried crying out in pain but the duct tape muffled the sound. Tears rolled down his checks as she went back and forth with fury. She broke the broom with the phone in his ass, cocked the 9mm, the barrel appeared large when he opened his eyes and saw the gun so close, the fiery lights blasted through the gun barrel blinding him and his brain did not have the time to process the sound the gun made.
 
   Susan stood over him and fired without hesitation; his head burst open at the back spreading blood, fluids, and bloody white tissue onto the thick pillows they placed under his head and the plastics they covered the room in. Justice still can’t get use to the fury and swiftness in her actions but he reassures himself that the time will come when all of this will end. The associate was chopped in pieces and wrapped in plastic then carefully zipped into a large suitcase. They took precautions leaving through the little gate that leads to the beach at the back of the resort. About three hundred meters from the resort they opened the suitcase and emptied the content into an oil barrel containing acid and water they prepared on the way to pay the associate a visit. They walked away holding hands like lovers with the empty suitcase, leaving the body to dissolve and the associate ceased to exist. 
 
   When the associate, one of the closest friends Jonas has known, was never heard from again combined with the sudden departure of the Doctor/engineer, the Tea mechanics knew they were at war, their failure to deprive Susan of existence has come back to emasculate and eventually destroy them. Preparation for situations like this has been vital and no single detail had been overlooked, Jonas considers this challenging opportunity delightful, it’s been a while since he came across a worthy opponent. The woman means war and history has taught them she cannot be underestimated; war is what she’s going to get. Susan and justice watched in amusement as Jonas Williamson displayed coolness and no emotion when he learned of the disappearance of Paul van hart aka the associate, in fact he welcomed it with a smile, she can’t hear what they are saying but she knows he’s up for the challenge. Listening to Justice make her laugh, maybe it’s the state of mind she is in or maybe her experience of life but his belief in the goodness inside of everyone is wrong, in his words we are all flawed, she doesn’t dispute that fact but she finds his reasoning sometimes naïve. To her, most people in those positions that count, those that draw up, make the plans and thereby create a system or laws that people have to follow lack the type of genuine and worthy quality he looks for and see in people. These people though they have good intentions, will over look the effects of their decisions and focus on the results it yields. She flicked from one surveillance camera to another searching for something to use, She has successfully fouled the early process of the business they are working on, now the Tea mechanics are taking no more chances. At an hour before midnight Susan was sitting in the position Justice had left her four hours ago, watching the monitor with a mug of coffee in her right hand. He drops a duffle bag filled with the equipment they need, harshly on the floor (it sounded like something broke in the bag) in part to shock and alert her of his presence and second to pull her away from the god dam computer screen, it had no effect then without turning around she said
 
   “Is it broken?” her gaze never leaving the screen
 
   “No, it is not glass” he said, clearly irritated 
 
   “Ok, just checking” she added calmly, while still watching the monitor.
 
   He sauntered closer behind her and placed his right hand on her left shoulder, she responded by leaning her head on it
 
   “I think you should get some rest, it’s almost midnight and we have a early start tomorrow” he murmured
 
   “You are right about one thing, we do have a early start, but it’s not going to be at seven rather in an hour and a half. I’m going into the house and you are going to monitor from here” she said coolly.
 
   “That is crazy, why do you have to go in there and alone?” he was schoked
 
   “They have changed their course and I’m so sure that I can feel it in my bones, he hide something in the safe behind that Mona Lisa painting, besides wanting to see what is in it, I want to hear what they are saying” her voice didn’t register Justice’s protestations
 
   “So that is the real reason you are going there, to plant a bug” he asked skeptically 
 
   “ Like I implied it’s one of the reasons” she took a sip of tea, her eyes calm and yielding
 
   “Whatever reason is taking you in there, is fine with me. Want you to know that I will be watching your back” Justice’s voice is firm and clear
 
   She smiled and patted his big hands, acknowledging his fear of a possible show down with cadre of mindless killers. 
 
   “Thank you, I mean that Justice” Susan’s tone was soft and her eyes bright. 
 
   “Thank me when it’s over, let’s get you prepared.” justice moved away
 
   “I couldn’t find the minuscule flashlights and the goggle mask, do you remember where you put them?”
 
   “They are in the basement” Justice responded.
 
   Susan stayed still and carried on looking at the screen
 
   “Also looked in the basement but couldn’t find them, do you mind?” she continued, sweet and alluring.
 
   “You couldn’t find them? Are you trying to get me out of the room? You could just ask,” he said suspiciously searching for an answer
 
   “We need those equipment tonight justice” she replied sincerely with an eyebrow raised and a wave of her right hand
 
   He hesitantly left and came back five minutes later to find the room empty and the duffel bag missing, “no, what is she up to now?” He thought out loud. He knew she was lying or telling half-truth about her plans. He dropped his shoulder, mentally exhausted and took a seat in front of the 27-inch Apple computer monitor with multi screens. He can’t see her but sees the guards roaming the massive compound, then her voice emanated from a miniature walky talky obviously placed beside the monitor for this purpose, she whispered his name, but he could hardly make out what she is saying.
 
   “Hey, where are you?” he whispered imitatively
 
   “I’m in the nest and you don’t have to whisper” came her sardonic reply
 
   He ignored her last statement
 
   “I can’t see you on the monitor” he said scanning the monitor’s multi screen, he gave a sign of exasperation.
 
   “Check the office camera” she replied, with a click.
 
   As a shadow she heaved into sight then blended with the dark again
 
   “I wanted to test the walky and to say I’m sorry for not clueing you in on my plans” she sounded sincere.
 
   “And what are your plans?” he asked.
 
   “You will find out soon enough” 
 
   He shook his head in mental exertion, waited a few seconds, and then spoke into the walky
 
   “That’s ok Susan, I’m here when you need me” he was concerned
 
   “Good to know, over and out” the walky crackled then there was silence.
 
   Minutes later Justice drew instinctively closer to the screen at the sight of a male silhouette; he adjusted his gaze focusing on the left side of the room. Just by the door the figure moved in and out of the shadows towards the right, it stopped in front of the safe hidden behind the Mona Lisa painting. And disappeared again from view, he had saw Susan do the same thing moments ago and was sure she wouldn’t go back and make the same movements exactly in the same order. He hesitated speaking into the walky talky because it might alert the figure to Susan’s position then he remembered it came with an ear piece, his hand travelled with the walky to his mouth.
 
   “I think there is someone else in the room with you” he knows she heard him. Took a gulp, his throat was dry
 
   He received no reply; he knew better than to try again. If she was in trouble she would have called for help already, besides, she can handle herself and if there is anything he has learned from working with Susan in the past months, is that she is well able and a very determined woman. He thought about going in but changed his mind knowing he could hinder her plans, he’s better off being an eye to her blind spot. The dark figure came out of the shadows in full view of the camera, walked towards the door, stopped, and pressed on the 2-way light switch illuminating the room. Justice sat back holding his breath but he couldn’t see Susan anywhere in the room, a smile flashed across his face and disappeared almost immediately as he searched the other screens for a sign of her. The thought immediately occurred to him that she might have slipped out through the same hidden door the other person used coming in, the hallway camera showed a figure swiftly and stealthily moving from room to room. Justice watched in awe as the figure displayed evasion skills he in all of his life had thought impossible then the dark figure started killing the guards, one at a time. The first came as a shock to Justice, who expected another evasive maneuver. As the guard stopped, wondering why a door to his right was open and was about to step through, the figure without hesitation came out and planted a Stanly knife in his throat severing a major artery and cutting off his ability to call for help. Then the knife ended in his heart, this is nothing new to Justice taking his past in account but to see it done in seconds by a woman with such cold precision, made him sit back and shiver. The second happened in the kitchen, he was injected with powerful animal tranquilizer and shoved in the walk-in deep freeze which not to Susan’s surprise already had someone frozen stiff inside it. After the disappearance of the forth guard, the head of security became suspicious, ordered the missing men found and tightened the security around Jonas.
 
   Jonas was in his office flicking from scene to scene on the computer monitor in realization that the images he’s looking at, isn’t life. Someone hacked in and sawed through his firewall to take total control of his security cameras, he is being watched right now, no doubt by Susan or her accomplice. His instinct led him to believe that someone other than his chief of security and maybe guards had been in his office and the scent lingering in the office reinforces that hunch. He managed to get the feeds back without alerting the hackers, it also dawned on him that they might have miniature listening devices hidden somewhere in the office. He couldn’t retrieve the recorded video of the past hours but he can see his newly appointed head of security about to enter his office.
 
   “Edward I’ve been expecting you,” he announced 
 
   “Sir, four of our men are missing and I think there is someone in the house”
 
   “Is that right?” Jonas murmured attentively and sarcastically
 
   “Yes sir, I’m having two men stand outside the door and three in here with you”
 
   “Have them all stand outside… I think it’s safer that way,” he said curtly
 
   “Sir if I…”
 
   Jonas waved his hand dismissively cutting Edward off and said
 
   “Do as I tell you and…”
 
   The lights went off and the emergency lights took over but then they too died down and the emergency lock came into effect, windows and doors were sealed with custom made shutters to ether save the heads of the mechanics or trap the intruders, now it seems they are trapped in darkness with the intruder. Jonas then finished his sentence
 
   “Well I think it is better for you all to stay in here, how many of your men are out there?”
 
   “Three sir” he replied nervously
 
   “Call them”
 
   Edward raised the walky talky to his mouth 
 
   “Tommy, this is Ed come in”
 
   There was no reply; he tried calling the rest of them
 
   “David, Alex, where are you guys”
 
   Nothing came back in reply then he heard something fall making a grunting sound, he called out to Jonas but he didn’t reply
 
   “Who is still here, Patrick, Sunday, Stan, William, Johnny?”
 
   They all answered accordingly except for Johnny; he called out to him again “Johnny!” but to no avail, where is Jonas Edward’s mind raced, then a flash of light revealed their position, an explosion of 9mm bullets blasted towards that direction providing the much-needed light the room lacked. The sound still lingered in their ears after they stopped shooting then a grunt and a shot. They fired in that position killing Patrick, Edward saw from the flash of gunfire that Patrick is the victim and screamed for them to stop, “ you just shot Patrick, you f—king idiots” There was silence for what seemed a minute then another grunt and an object that gave off light, he reacted immediately saying
 
   “Don’t shoot!”
 
   No one fell and they listened for movement, tension grew rapidly into fear. Edward moved sharply to a shuffling sound moving towards him and light shone from a flashlight revealed a head with a metal object stock on it, in shock he fire and heard the body drop, he thought a million things at once and one of that thought is, did he fire twice? He could not have, he fired straight and the person shot side ways in the direction of the door and was it his imagination or did he see a dark figure with big red eyes move to the side when he fired and did two bodies drop. He wanted to call out to his men, but stopped in fear of giving away his position and theirs. He crunched down, shaking in trepidation, his fear increased when he felt and heard something that sounded faintly like someone breathing through a tube behind him. Frozen in horror, a strong sedative was injected into his body through his neck, it had an immediate effect and Edward went into deep sleep, he might just be the only person to survive this night. 
 
   Justice watched with intense concentration at the bright red, black and blue images on the screen, his concern for Susan increased at what was unfolding in front of his eyes, she went there to finish it tonight and not to continue surveilling. He informed Susan via the talky about the men’s positions and how to avoid them, not that she needed that info cause she can see them through the custom made infrared goggles she had had made and sent to her by a company in London that specializes in making that kind of products for a selected group of clientele. He saw Jonas standing quietly flat against a wall looking directly at Susan injecting Edward, he thought Jonas was searching for a sign that will pin point Susan’s position in the room then he saw a smile flash across Jonas’s face and realized that the dark glasses he’s wearing is infrared as well and he can see her. He quickly divulged that information to Susan.
 
   Jonas took pleasure in seeing Susan work, at the expense of his guards. She is good and he thought of what they could have done and accomplished together, if only he didn’t have to kill her. She will never trust him enough to agree to be a team and he didn’t expect the fight brought to him at his home and so soon, but she continued to surprise him. His friends and predecessors ended with their asses down their throats because they underestimated her but he will not do the same, watching her inject poor frightful Ed, the useless head of security made him Savor the moment he will kiss the last breath out of her mouth. He took out a jagged edged knife and threw it at Susan meaning to only wound her.
 
   Susan dodged, caught the knife, and immediately returned it back to sender followed by gunfire; they fired back and forth until they ran out of bullets. She slowly took out the trusted close combat Tom Brown tracker knife and emerged from her hiding place after Justice advised her about his actions. She met him half way and they fought like hungry lions. She received the first cuts to the side and right thigh, his height, and strength proved to be an advantage for him but compared to Susan’s quickness, technique, and experience in close combat fights. He was soon out matched and knifed down on the floor bleeding from deep cuts to all major arteries. He stretched out his lift hand to Susan for comfort while gasping for air; she grabbed it and plunged Tom Brown into his heart to end his torment.  She rose up from the pool of blood and walked out of the room in need of hospitalization, minutes later the lights came back on and the security shutters retracted back.
 
   Justice helped her get out of the compound, cleaned, and bandaged her wounds. She slept for more than twelve hours waking up the next day at 5:00 pm to a familiar face, her good friend Karen Zuma. Four weeks later she left the mansion to Karen watch over and divided a large sum of money between her and Justice, A broken hearted Justice wasn’t planning to stay in Johannesburg anymore and promised to look her up when he got to America. The Johannesburg homicide department lunched a massive manhunt to what they referred to as the Teahouse massacre and they are linking the deaths of known associate of the tea mechanic to struggle for power in the Johannesburg’s underworld. “They cleaned out the competition.” Susan and Justice almost laughed out loud when the police commissioner said that on television “We will find those responsible and bring them to justice!” was his final statement before Susan got up from the waiting area and carried her bags to board the Queen Mary ocean liner to New York, with a Dutch passport as Elizabeth Debutts. Obviously her last name brought moments of laughter. She hugged the both of them and climbed on board. Four weeks later, the Queen Mary came to a final rest at New York Harbor. Susan went straight to her friend Belinda’s house, who almost fainted at the sight of her, she couldn’t tell her the truth but did the best she could twisting it. Belinda escorted her to the embassy to ask for a new passport, she told her how she thought something horrible had happened to maybe a member of her family that caused her to leave so abruptly and tried reaching her in London, she was worried sick and prayed daily for her safety. They spent everyday together. Belinda wouldn’t let her out of her sight. Two weeks later when she went to collect her passport she noticed a man she had forgettable little conversations with on the Queen Mary, She became wary of men after her last experience and it’s going to take time before she could find it in her heart to trust again. After a quick thought, she realized the Queen Mary wasn’t the first time she had seen him around her vicinity. If her memory serves her right, he first appeared in her radar a week after she received the mask, Tea mechanics occupied her every thought at the time therefore paid him no notice. The aura about this man awoke awareness deep within her on the Queen Mary, she instinctively stayed away from him; that conscious state of vigilance acquired from the world and work she had left for another existence she thought will give her the normal life she graved. That dream didn’t work out as she had hoped and her skills lead her in a different direction. That instinct tells her there is a different kind of trouble heading her way.    
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                        THE LAW IN MY HANDS
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The family Geraldo’s happy days are about to be brought to a screeching halt. A family of five, father and mother, Charles and Helen, Gerald the first born, Michelle the second and frank the youngest. Frank who celebrated his twenty eighth birthday two months ago on the sixteenth of April has something new to celebrate because he has been chosen to be the next district attorney of the great state of New York. He is possibly the youngest district attorney ever to be elected. 
 
    
 
   On the day Frank Geraldo was announced as the D.A, a lavish party at Tribeca Grand Hotel was thrown in his honor. His family and friends joined the elite of the city to celebrate a wonderful day in frank’s young life, his parents and siblings were proud of him. Joseph O. Riley is frank’s best friend and brother in-law, he and Michelle have three months old baby boy named after frank’s father. At the party he received a phone call about a business emergency and needed to travel as soon as possible to New Jersey where he has a second mechanic workshop, the acting manager wasn’t forth coming with enough information about the situation and Joe as he is known by his friends sensed fear in his voice as he spoke.  He said his good byes to frank and promised to call his wife, though worried about her husband, she escorted him to the Lincoln Town car; Jersey is just a short drive away. She wanted to follow him but he insisted she stay and enjoy the rest of the party. He called that Thursday night at eleven and explained what the trouble was, the Jersey manager owned the wrong people money and couldn’t pay back. In desperation he tried a get rich scheme with the little money he had saved, needless to say he fell victim to the fraudsters and lost all off his savings. The patients of the people he owned money ran out and they came to the workshop and forcefully took three second handcars they have on sale and five client’s cars on repair. The client’s cars in question happen to be two Rolls Royse Phantoms, a 1955 Gull wing 300sl, and two Murcielago convertibles. Obviously those cars have to be returned to the rightful owners and that means paying the money Peter Riley his younger brother owns, he promised to be back by dinnertime on Friday. They air kissed through the phone and hanged up.
 
    
 
   Friday afternoon the cars where back at the shop, the money was paid and Joe is at the office scolding his brother, he need someone serious and reliable. His brother promised to clean up his act, Joe knew it was time to replace Peter and he started making the necessary arrangements for a suitable replacement. It has come to this; he has to make the hard decision. Bringing someone that is not family into the business is something he dreads but Peter’s incompetence has left him no choice, the phone rang.
 
    
 
   “Hello”
 
    
 
   “Hello, can I speak to Joe please”
 
    
 
   “This is Joe, how can I help you”
 
    
 
   “Joe it’s me, Charles”
 
    
 
   “Good afternoon Charles, is everything ok?”
 
    
 
   “Something has happened”
 
    
 
   “What are you talking about?”
 
    
 
   Charles was quite for a little while, hesitating to say what has happened, and that made Joe very worried, he asked again
 
    
 
   “Charles what happened?”
 
    
 
   “There was an accident and you have to come home”
 
    
 
   “Who has been in an accident?” he demanded panicking “Who?” he screamed into the phone receiver
 
    
 
   “Michelle and the baby”
 
    
 
   “Oh my God” he retorted
 
    
 
   He dropped the phone and rushed out to the car park, Peter went after him but caught up with him a little too late. Two and half hours later, he entered the reception area of New York Presbyterian hospital. A nurse guarded him to a waiting area, where he met the rest of the family; Helen immediately wrapped her hands around him sobbing. He held her and said he was sorry for not been there when his family needed him, Frank pulled him aside and told him Michelle died on the scene and that it’s Charles the baby that is in intensive care. He suppressed the urge to scream and stayed calm, he will stay strong for the baby sake. The doctor came out of the intensive care looking flushed; they all practically ran to meet him. He hesitated a little then came out with the news they have all been scared off, baby Charles did not make it, an instant headache knocked Joe unconscious. Six hours later he woke up to find Frank sitting beside his hospital bed, he remembered, closed his face with the palm of his hands and wept as a child of four, Frank felt his pain and no one deserves this, he thought to himself. He tried in vain to calm him and to reassure him the perpetrators will not go unpunished, Joe at last stop crying and laid in bed as if in a catatonic state. Though frank do not know how it feels to lose a wife and child but he does know how it feels to lose a sister, to do his job properly he can’t be seen losing himself the way Joe has.
 
    
 
   At break of dawn, he was already in the office before anyone shifting through the file on the accident. According to the police reports four people have come forward as witnesses and they all stated a blond white male was seen driving the dark blue 1998 Volvo 740 that hit and killed his sister and baby Charles. The driver came out of the car after the accident and ran off without making the effort to check on the victims. It could be any Caucasian male with blond hair, Frank thought out loud, closing the case file; they needed a better description to find the man responsible. The phone beeped and he picked it up, His assistance Stacy is at the other end.
 
    
 
   “The Major is on the line,” she announced
 
    
 
   “Put him through please”
 
    
 
   The conversation ended with him been invited to the Major’s office the following day at nine. He knew what was about to happen and he wasn’t going to let that happen.
 
    
 
   An hour later he was informed about the Volvo 740 been found abandoned and the arrest of the owner, he does have blond hair and they found out he had reported his vehicle missing the day the accident happened, as he had stated. But it was an hour and a half after the incident had happened. By the time Frank reach the police station, Michael Cardoza was been interrogated, he was at a family barbecue and has witnesses, pictures, and videos to prove it, he said over and over again. His alibi cleared and he was released from custody hours later, Frank watched him embrace his family and disappear in a Lincoln 4x4. He knew he wasn’t the one they are after when in the interrogation room and so did the head detective, as much as he wants someone to pay, he didn’t wants to put the wrong person behind bars. Joseph checked himself out of the hospital, he went to his house but met his father in-law waiting for him, and he persuaded Joseph to come home with him.
 
    
 
   “You are family Joe and I will not allow you to be on your own right now”
 
    
 
   “Charles, I…”
 
    
 
   “Not now Joe, we need you. Helen will not forgive me if I do not come back with you”
 
    
 
   “Ok, let me grab a few things and I will meet you in the car”
 
    
 
   “Sure son”
 
    
 
   Twenty minutes past before he came back down, the house holds a connection to Michelle and Charles, and it’s understandable that he wants to be close to them, they got to the family house with everyone present except for Frank, he’s still at the office, they all expressed concern for his well being. Frank busy himself preparing to defend his right to try the case, his first case and the fact that he is so close to the case is irrelevant in he’s eyes, they already have someone ready and eager to take over from him, Sean Borowski. He was Frank’s opponent in the race for the office and has been his opponent since law school; he has more experience and will take the opportunity to prove he is the one they should have elected in the first place. His job is on the line; his sister’s death suddenly hit him. Here he is, thinking about a way to save his job while his family is suffering without his support, and he wants and should be there for them then he hoped they understand what he’s doing and maybe get some peace from that. He knocked at the Major’s door and went in.
 
    
 
   “Have a sit, son” Thomas Willet said pointing to a comfortable suffer in front of him, Willet is no relation of the first Major of New York, who was in office from 1665 to 1666 and again in 1667.
 
   Frank sat where the major instructed expecting what has been playing in his mind, pleasantries, and display of concern first.
 
    
 
   “How are you doing son?” he asked attentively looking at him
 
   “Well, I’m fine considering what has happened”
 
    
 
   “That is good to hear and that is precisely what I will like to discuss with you. You see, we (pointing to his deputy Mr. Samuel Tate) understand if you step aside on this one (Frank raised his hand about to protest) and before you say that you are fine, let me just say we know you are strong and well able, the position will not be taking from you and that I’m sure off. Now, to be clear, this is way too close to home for you and that may affect jury decision”
 
    
 
   “And it ‘s not that alone, think of your family, this will give you time to grief with them, go be with your family” Tate added sympathetically
 
    
 
   “I appreciate your concern and you are both right, I should be with my family but we all grief in different ways… if I was in your position, I will be doing the same thing. I’m close to this case, I’m aware of that; we will get criticized in the media… especially you Mr. Major for letting an inexperience D.A try a case involving the death of his sister, making it a personal vendetta. But I can assure you, that is exactly what we want. When the real perpetrator is caught and in court, I will make the jury and the people of New York see a D.A that has put personal feeling aside for the sake of justice and sympathies with the husband. Sure the defense would try playing the bias card but rest assured it will not work” 
 
    
 
   The major and Tate looked at each other impressed, the meeting went on for another two hours before they were interrupted by the ringing of the major’s phone, he got up angrily and barked into the receiver.
 
    
 
   “I thought I said no phone calls”
 
    
 
   He listened then sat down; he listened some more before putting the receiver down.
 
    
 
   “You are not going to believe this… the driver of the car, a Mr. Daniel Harris was arrested a couple of minutes ago”
 
    
 
   Tate and Frank smiled nodding their heads in agreement but waited for the major to finished talking, it looked like he had something hanging on the tip of his tongue.
 
   “And the police was called to a gruesome scene this morning where the owner of the vehicle was found cut in half with a machete… the crime happened late last night”
 
    
 
   There was silence in the room for a few minutes before the major continued
 
    
 
   “There is more, evidence was found to support an eye witness’s statement, and they know who it is. It is your brother in-law, Joseph O. Riley. 
 
    
 
   A chill went through Frank freezing him to the chair he is sitting on. 
 
    
 
   “The game just changed Frank, I’m sorry to say but you may not be right for this one” the deputy said cementing his earlier comment.
 
    
 
   Late last night Joseph went out for a stroll, He met Charles on the porch when he came out of the house and he offend to join him but he needed to clear his head and declined his offer. Frank called to talk to everyone and asked for Joseph but he was out at the time, his father told him. He called his cell but there was no answer, he wanted to call later but fell asleep, he has been a hard for all of them. At two in the morning Joseph arrived home drenched in blood, found his late wife’s parents in each other’s arms sitting on the stairs, waiting for him. He came through the back door hoping them were at sleep, they looked in shock at him, and all he could do was stretch out his hands saying.
 
    
 
   “I killed him, I killed, I, I…” he stuttered admitting the obvious with fear in his eyes
 
    
 
   Charles took him by the hand and led him upstairs into the bathroom to wash him self, he came out and told them what he had done, expressed no regret and promised to go to the police but Helen and Charles convinced him to stay the night and think about leaving town. They ate breakfast in silence the next morning; Peter has come to visit stopping the plans they had in place, Gerald also came over and Frank was expected at noon. Precisely at 12:15 Frank came escorted by the police, he left the police outside and went in alone and immediately Joseph saw him, he knew his time was up. They hugged and everyone else joined them, he spoke to Joseph directly.
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry Joe”
 
   “It is perfectly alright, I have no regrets”
 
    
 
   With that he followed Frank outside and into police custody, his brother and Gerald was bewildered wondering what is going on, Joseph was red his rights and driven to the station. Helen couldn’t stop mourning that she is losing another person she loves, the neighborhood was abuzz with gossip as they watched Joseph been driven away. Something else shocked the family; Frank is going to try Joseph’s case first because that is what the major wants instead of the twenty-five years old man, Daniel Harris case. They all objected but “this is what I do,” he reminded them, Frank has a real dilemma with pressure to remove him from the major’s office, the doubt pouring in from the public and made worse by the media and Borowski and his family’s objections, he knows he’s about to cause them more pain than they can bear. In cases like this, life sentence is warranted, his relationship with his parents and brother worsened as the trial move ahead, his girlfriend moved out of their shared apartment and Borowski was still playing to the media thereby putting the major in a difficult position.
 
   A week after Joseph’s arrest, Michelle, and the baby was finally led to rest. The funeral was dreadful and Frank stayed in the rain after everyone had left and red an apologetic note to his sister and Charles the baby.
 
    
 
   Dear Michelle
 
    
 
   I missed you and Charles more than I can bear, we all do. I’m sorry for the fight we had that I didn’t did talk about  or apologies for, I was young, stupid, and stubborn and didn’t know how to act. Please forgive me.
 
   I’m about to do something that may not please you and for this I also ask for your forgiveness. Take care of Charles.
 
    
 
   I love you very much.
 
    
 
   See you when I see you.   
 
       
 
   Rest in peace.
 
    
 
   He folded the letter, puts it in a bottle and pushed it into the grave. His parents stood a distance away watching him, after he had driven away, his father dug the bottle out and red the letter to his weeping wife, they understand he has a job to do but can’t help feeling hurt and betrayed, they hoped he will see things from their prospective and change his mind. His brother Gerald visited his office a week before the start of the trial, he tried to convince him to stop what he called, power madness. They had a verbal fight and Gerald stormed out of Frank’s office, Gerald and their parents are partly paying for Joseph’s defense and it’s not cheap, besides it wasn’t about the money, it is about family. They are trying to save a son, a brother, a friend and a father but a member of the family is trying to lock him up and throw away the key. Frank feels different, he doesn’t want to hurt his family but up hold the oat of the office he has been sworn in, crime is a crime, no matter who it involves and he will not show leniency towards a criminal because he or she is family, it will defeat the purpose of been the District Attorney. In Joseph’s case he has unkindly killed the wrong man and he has to answer for his crime.
 
    
 
   Joseph does not blame Frank for wanting to do his job, the only regret he has, is killing the wrong man. He would have gladly accepted the death penalty for killing the right man but this he hadn’t anticipated. He woke up one morning to find Frank sitting outside his cell at the private wing of the prison.
 
    
 
   “What are you doing here Frank?”
 
    
 
   “This is unorthodox but I wanted to talk to you”
 
    
 
   “Unorthodox? Fancy word but then again you are a lawyer. is it that right? Unorthodox brings me back to my question, what are you really doing here?
 
    
 
   “Believe what you want about my reasons… I understand you have wavered your rights to a council and plan to defend yourself”
 
    
 
   ‘That is right, this way your family can save their money… we both know they don’t have that much to spare”
 
    
 
   “I like you to… no, I beg you to accept council and pled insanity”
 
    
 
   “What for?”
 
    
 
   “You might not feel like it now but after a few years you might want a life. I’m very sure that is what Michelle would have wanted”
 
    
 
   “Don’t you speak about her, since you left, all she wanted was to see you, waiting for the day you will come home. Five years later you came back and didn’t have the time to spend with your family except wave at them from every podium using them as support post to look the part for strangers. Your ambition is going to be your doom, now get the hell out of here, I will see you in court Mr. District Attorney”
 
    
 
   He screamed at the top his lungs for the guard to remove Frank and as Frank was been escorted out, he said.
 
    
 
   “Thanks Frank for trying”
 
    
 
   But it wasn’t loud enough for Frank to hear. Frank drove home lost for words, his emotions weighted heavily on him, on the way he dropped by his parents looking for little comfort but no one was home and he wasn’t informed about any activity or engagements they had planned for that day. That hurt him, he called his father’s cell first then his mothers and lastly Gerald’s cell phone and they were all switched off. He waited outside the house for hours and at an hour before midnight he went home distraught, were can they be? He woke up the next day on the floor surrounded by the mess he made the night before, as someone with zero tolerates to alcohol he got himself drunk on Russian spirit and trashed his apartment. His house phone started ringing but he couldn’t find it on time, it was buried inside a torn sofa bed, the call prompted him to check the time and it was ten. He’s two hours late for work, he got ready without proper shower under thirty minutes, and at work fifteen minutes later. After five hard and challenging months of court battle, Joseph was pronounced guilty and sentenced to death by lethal injection, to the surprise of everyone in the courtroom that afternoon. Frank is too good and stacked against the over whelming evidence the outcome was inevitable, the family of Michael Cardoza cheered when the verdict was red and later when Joseph was led away through the back room, to the armored prison vehicle waiting to take him to Sing Sing correctional facility at Ossining New York. Frank had one answer for the public when a journalist asked him
 
    
 
   “Mr. Geraldo, do you feel justices has been served by this verdict?” 
 
    
 
   He stopped almost missing his step, raised his head buried well-nigh under microphones. He took a deep breath.
 
    
 
   “Justice remains to be serve,” he said reassuringly.
 
    
 
   Yes 2004 has not been a good year for the Geraldo family. 
 
    
 
                                           
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
                                           2
 
                           GHOST IN THE PARK
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Lurking in the shadows like a hostile militant, he watched their every move. Calculating what course of action to take next without losing sight of what this is all about. Dominic Peren slide down like a snake from his vantage point and easily blended into the moving crowed, just another touristic face roaming the streets of England’s capital.
 
   He thought about it, emptiness. The void we all live, even when among people, what is life worth? An existence full of nothing, is this what it has come to? 
 
   He hailed a black cab and arrived at work twenty minutes later, thanks to London’s traffic. Lunchtime is over.
 
   He made it home before seven in the evening, unlocked his front door, and stepped into his one bedroom apartment, overlooking the train station at earl’s court. The noise and vibrations from the passing tube at the underground shook the old building, something he has become used to. 
 
    
 
   “Hello love” Lily said planting a kiss on his right cheek
 
    
 
   “Hi, how was your day honey?” he asked tenderly reciprocating her kiss, full on the lips
 
    
 
   “My day was great, how was yours?”
 
    
 
   Horrible he said in his head
 
    
 
   “It could be worst just like any other day at work”
 
    
 
   “Well get yourself out of that suit and let’s have dinner”
 
    
 
   “One minute” he retorted holding a finger up
 
    
 
   “Okay, your minute is up” replying in a jolly fashion
 
    
 
   He smiled and escaped through the open door into the bedroom, they ate grilled catfish and vegetable dinner over Kenny G’s instrumental melodies. Additional formality he has also become accustomed. He is tired so the songs worked magic, as always, in making him sleepy, maybe that is what she wants, and they haven’t had sex in three and a half months. Today might be different; she took the time to cook instead of the normal take away.
 
    
 
   “Dinner is fantastic honey,” he said with a smile as his thoughts continue to dance in his head.
 
    
 
   “Thank you, glad you are enjoying it”
 
    
 
   He looked around the room and it is filled with candles and the mood music provided a different atmosphere than usual. She is happy, bubbly, and flirtatious, it might happen tonight. White wine washed the fish smell from their mouths as they settled in front of the television and made out like teenagers in heat, minutes later they were in the bedroom still eating each other’s face off but she stopped him when he wanted to take it further. She wasn’t up for it and he knew better than to press her, he fell asleep an hour after she had.
 
    
 
   He zoomed in, as a sniper would, adjust his scope for the right kills view, biding his time. Locked in a tight embrace, she closed her eyes holding on to the moment then she kissed him passionately, he breathe in deeply and exhaled the life out his lungs. She is like a flower, a rose if he had to choose, the kind the man she is with does not deserve. He took half the day off; he followed their mini cab closely to a house in north London, a very nice and quiet Jewish neighborhood, it has a big park, tennis and football club, a secondary school, and other many amenities. He paid the taxi more than he had desired and watched the house a stretch away, then forty-five minutes later he jumped into the garden from the back and stealthily entered the house by picking the sliding door’s lock, something he has done many times in the past. There seemed to be no activity in the house, he listened from the bottom of the stairs but couldn’t here anything then he proceeded up, the sounds resonating from the room on the left was infectious and unmistakable, fifteen minutes of dabbling in other’s moments of amour became a bit too much and he retracted out of the house. 
 
   Four hours later they finally came out of the house as a Mercedes mini cab drove onto the drive way, they kissed and went their separate ways, the time is 06:00 pm and it was time four him to go home to his wife. The black cab stopped by the mini supermarket at the beginning of Earl’s court just off Kensington high street, he paid the cabbie cringing, he either has to buy a car or start using the tube which he hates. He picked up a bottle of her favorite Chilean white wine, Vina Maipo Gran Devocion Sauvignon Blanc. She once explained how the wine exude and bring an exciting and romantic air to every dinner table, she went on and on ending hours later with where it was made, a place called Casablanca valley in Chile. He listened without the slightest interest but nodded his head occasionally agreeing and responded with Questions and statements like 
 
    
 
   “Wow honey where did you get all that information? Or Oh really, that is exciting or Em… Interesting, you know people don’t seem to appreciate the time and effort that goes into making wine”
 
    
 
   Then after all that exciting talk they will go to bed like all married couples, today is not going to be a far cry from the bore that defines his life. Advancing into the apartment he saw the unpacked plastic bags containing their dinner, it’s Chinese, Lily most have just come in and probably changing into her normal long flowering almost see thru dress, she has a lot of them. The tube train welcomed him then came the voice from the joint dinning and living room.
 
    
 
   “Hello love” followed by the customary kiss
 
    
 
   “Hi honey, how was your day” and the dance continues.
 
    
 
   It was easy exiting the front door and crossing over to the tube station, the noise, people swarming as bees in a mad rush to catch the tube to work or coming back from a night shift, you can see the drowsiness in their eyes. The funniest part is, their faces are all buried in ipads, iphones, metros, and sun newspapers, the tube was packed like sardines, but no one seem to be aware of the other. Two well-suited banker types with too much cologne wedged Dominic Peren in close to the exit; he caught his breath when he exited at Westminster station in transit to catch the Jubilee line tube to Waterloo station, what a tedious journey. As usual the day was typical, analyzing data and shifting through files upon files, at 12:00 pm he couldn’t go out for the usual lunch break but that was Okay since Lily is on a business trip to Malta. She dropped that sudden bomb on him during dinner last night. Something about the house he visited yesterday bugged him, something that lay among the scattered metal and wires on the table in the second kitchen, located right from the hall triggered his memory minutes before he fell asleep. Part of his job as an annalist is to spot what others wouldn’t, after work he headed north instead of the customary south. An hour later, shaded in shadow under an umbrella tree in a public park nearby, Dominic waited patiently for dark, the perfect time to come out. 23:00 sharp, he came out of hiding and headed to the back of the house, making sure along the way not to be seen. The lights in the house were all switch off except the one in the hallway, surprisingly the sliding door was left unlocked, he slide it shot as quickly as possible then predatorily waited and listened before taking a step towards the first kitchen leading to the hallway. The second kitchen was pitch dark till the flash light illuminated the large room containing a six person dinning table in the middle, two large combined fridges located on opposite sides of the room and the kitchen unit situated on the far right. The kitchen was squeaky clean, not even a crust of bread or dust rested anywhere the flashlight lit up. A noise in form of a crack made by a door opening, startled him, he thought he heard footsteps coming toward his direction and instinctively moved to the left, away from view. But the individual whoever it was went the opposite direction into a smaller room, he or she closed the door and switched on the light then it went dead and Dominic breath an air of relief. He rested his head back wards against the wall and felt it open; he staggered back but steadied himself by grabbing the door handle, the flashlight came back to life and revealed a garage turned into a work room. Five minutes went by in a flash and nothing resembling what he thought he saw was hidden in anything he had looked into, ten more minutes of looking resulted in nothing and his patients was running out, 
 
    
 
   “My mind most be playing tricks on me” 
 
    
 
   He thought out loud, not sure of what exactly he was looking for. The lights in the kitchen was switched on, it shone through the key-hole and the opening under the door, he quickly switched the flashlights off and hide under a greasy work table close to the shutter. The person entered the garage/work room switching the main light on, she, as it turned out to be, drew closer to the shutter and climbed on a small ladder in order to get hold of a box on the top shelf. He came out just as she let the door swing close on its own and saw the man and her were naked, something stroke him, she is different. A minute after they left, others came into the kitchen, he counted four in order of voices then again there could be more, they spoke an Eastern European dialect he couldn’t place. Peaks through the keyhole gave a few he hadn’t bargained for, they were all naked, five men and six women including the two he thought had vacated the room, sitting around the dinning table putting things together, it looked like they were having supper. What they are making he can’t possibly make out but surely it’s not going to end well if they catch him hiding out in their garage, the only plan is to crawl back into hiding and do what he does best and that is wait. Hours past before he crawled back out, the time revealed he had lightly slept for three hours and has to be at work in another four hours. Alert has anyone can be at this hour, he stepped out of the garage and got a rude awakening, in front of him is the naked woman holding the box of electrical wires in her right hand and her left directly on his chest. A surprise look followed by a muffled scream and a light crash, he couldn’t believe what he was doing, looking into her eyes and his hands around her throat, stopped her from calling for help, the box dropped to the floor, landing softly, it hardly made any noise. It took close to five minutes before she was resting against him unconscious; he carried her into the garage and laid her on the greasy table, a finger close her nose confirmed she was still alive then he covered her up in a blue dirty blanket he found on the racks. He easily left the house without any other obstacles and got home at five-thirty, after a quick shower he was on the district line (tube line) at 6:00 heading towards Westminster station hunted by the woman’s frightful face. Three day on, he hadn’t have a proper sleep, his mind drove him almost to the point of madness with guilt, he thought about giving himself up to the police. He checked the newspapers daily but there weren’t any reports about a woman been found dead in north London, after another distracted and migraine filled workday he came home to find lily preparing for their normal ritual. He welcomed the familiarity and wished to pour out his guilt but he knew he couldn’t, he hugged her when he saw her, something he hasn’t done for a long while. She was taking back but held on to him tightly, they remained in the sudden and obviously needed warm embrace for a minute or two before separating to have dinner.
 
    
 
   “You look very happy to see me my love. Missed me, have you?” she asked amused
 
    
 
   “Yes honey, I missed you. Glad you are home” his reply wasn’t entirely honest and she new it and so did he.
 
    
 
   “What have you been up to while I was gone”
 
    
 
   “Oh, the usual boring stuff, nothing interesting to talk about, how was your trip?”
 
    
 
   “Well my trip wasn’t as boring as your work only filled life, I can tell you that much” she chuckled
 
    
 
   “Tell me more, what happened over there, did you meet some interesting people?
 
    
 
   “Yes, a lot of interesting people, that is one of the advantages of working in sales besides the killings” she said killings while shoveling a piece of chicken in her mouth.
 
    
 
   Dominic nearly choked on mashed up chicken stock in his throats.
 
    
 
   “Killings?” he asked coughing and eyes puffed up red.
 
    
 
   Lily stood up with concern and ran to his aid, a hand on his back she asked.
 
    
 
   “Are you alright?”
 
    
 
   “Yes honey, I’m fine, please go back to your sit?”
 
    
 
   She stood beside him for a few seconds then returned to her sit.
 
    
 
   “What just happen there?”
 
    
 
   “Nothing to worry about, a piece of bone got stock in my throat. That is all?” an obvious lie, he could tell by the look on her face that she doesn’t believe him and she has stopped believing him for a long time but the feeling is mutual “Please continue with what you were saying”
 
    
 
   “Did something happen while…?”
 
   He cut her off.
 
    
 
   “Nothing happened, stop with the worry” trying to wave the thought from her mind.
 
    
 
   “Ok let’s forget about it”
 
    
 
   “Good idea, let’s finish dinner”
 
    
 
   “Fine” she sounded a little annoyed 
 
    
 
   They ate in silence for the rest of the dinner and after serving desert, as if a light bulb suddenly flashed on, she broke the silence and said
 
    
 
   “You know, talking about killing, have you red the evening standard?”
 
    
 
   “Evening standard? No I’ve not” he replied curious
 
    
 
   “There is this story about a woman found this morning naked in a park under an umbrella tree, she had been strangled with a dirty rag over her head. In other words, asphyxia by strangulation”
 
    
 
   He did not say anything but had his hand over his mouth listening intensively to every word coming out of her mouth. She removed the Evening standard out of her bag and handed it to him as she continued.
 
    
 
   “You hear news like this all the time but I brought this one up because the girl is a dead ringer for me except for the dyed blond hair, as a brunette we will be regarded as twins. Don’t you think?”
 
    
 
   He sat across from her in a state of shock and not to look suspicious when she asked him the question he managed to muster a sentence.
 
    
 
   “Come to think of it, she does look like you as a sister. Twins, is a bit far fetched?
 
    
 
   She stared at him in disbelief and continued with the paper’s analysis.
 
    
 
   “The paper says they found a piece of hair under her finger nails and are looking at the park’s surveillance camera’s for any suspicious characters that may have been hanging around the park that day or days previous. Oh yes a kid witnessed a man sneaking around the area then positioned himself under the tree, the paper presumes it’s for a better view of people jogging in the park, anyway it also said the kid couldn’t describe the man she saw, interesting. Is it not?”
 
    
 
   “Absolutely, it sure is” he replied having a heart attack on the inside.
 
   They realized it was getting to 10:00 and that means time for bed, she got up after what seemed to Dominic as an eternity of questionable stares from his wife and kissed him on the lips before announcing.
 
    
 
   “I’m going to bed, are you coming?”
 
    
 
   “In a minute honey”
 
    
 
   She disappeared and came back after an hour in sheer clingy pink negligee and asked again.
 
    
 
   “Are you sure you do not want to come to bed”
 
    
 
   He turned around and stopped short of saying anything, not that his mind would allow him after all that he is emotionally going through, on another night a scene like this would have had his blood boiling. Today is a different story, he muscled the entire surprise look he could manage and whispered with a forced smile dancing on the corner of his lips.
 
    
 
   “You do not have to ask me thrice”
 
    
 
   They made gentle love till they were exhausted and sleep took them over unexpectedly after was. 
 
    
 
   He woke up the next day at five-thirty still exhausted from having sex four hours earlier, work did not seem like a good idea and contemplated calling in sick but he thought about what Lily will say and what to do for the rest of the day. Being at work might do the trick of focusing his mind on something else rather than on the woman that look so much like Lily and the police finding him. He was ready by the time Lily woke; the mandatory kiss sent him on his way. At the station he grabbed a metro newspaper and the front page sent another shock wave through his spine, a silhouette of a man he can clearly identify as himself, was on the front page with the heading. GHOST IN THE PARK. The story continued on the forth and fifth pages, he red on standing in the middle of the station hall, at a point he thought again about giving himself up to the police until he red the last statement of the coroner. In the process of cleaning the deceased, the body suddenly became warm and he thought he saw the chest heave. Ether he was disillusioned or something amazing was happening, he wanted a second opinion and left the room to call a colleague but by the time they came back the body was gone, they called the police and the cameras was checked but she was neither seen leaving the room or coming out of the morgue. Another mystery to be solved, the police are looking for the murdered, undead, stolen corpses of the unidentified woman and the ghost in the park. Dominic decided to leave everything to faith and continued on his way to work, his boring life is back to normal. 
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                     GLUTTED WITH DISHONOR
 
    
 
                         AT THE SIXTEEN
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The night’s sky is as bright as day (surprising for this time of the year) as the wind gently sweeps through the city centre unnoticed judging by the gloom Scalia Mariette permanently has stamped on his forehead. The city Exuberate and filled with bubbling evening chorus, it did nothing for the state of turmoil his mind is constantly in, he strolled through the streets heading to café de soul in a dark alley just off the commercial district. A vagrant starving and looking worse than any vagrant should, suddenly came out of his hiding place holding a blade in his right hand (somehow an expected product of this city) intending the obvious. Unsurprised Scalia stopped and raised his head, as far as their non-verbal communication went, enough was said and the bum returned to the hole he came from. Café de soul was empty as always, a continues achievement for the bedraggled hole, de soul; he took a sit at the bar, a chair away from an older gentleman probably in his mid sixties and ordered his favorite drink, lemonade on ice. The barman served his drink and went about attending to a lone lady sitting at the other end of the bar, the gentleman emptied his glass and signals to the barman with a finger to bring him another one; he turned to Scalia and said.
 
    
 
   “Mr. Scalia?” 
 
    
 
   “Yes” Scalia said dryly without looking at him
 
    
 
   “I’m Michael Thomson, but you can call me Michael”
 
    
 
   “Ok Michael, you called this meeting, what can I do for you?”
 
    
 
   Scalia sneezed twice followed by a loud cough; he looked around the empty café, apologized, and returned to his lemonade on ice.
 
    
 
   “Seems like you have a cold Mr. Scalia”
 
    
 
   “Just Scalia, please”
 
    
 
   “Ok Scalia, you have to take care of yourself”
 
    
 
   “Why don’t we just get straight to business?”
 
    
 
   “That is fine”
 
    
 
   They stopped talking when Michael Thomson’s drink was served then continued.
 
    
 
   “Have you done a job like this before?”
 
    
 
   “If I had, you wouldn’t be here right now”
 
    
 
   “Right Scalia, we want files, I mean a copy of everything the old man has”
 
    
 
   “It’s do-able”
 
    
 
   “Do-able? It should be a walk in the park”
 
    
 
   “Nothing is that easy, here is what I want”
 
    
 
   He handed him a piece of paper, the Gentleman took a look and chuckled.
 
    
 
   “He talked you up but didn’t mention ludicrous in any of his sentences”
 
    
 
   “Do you know what is funny, when I received the invitation note, it didn’t say who talked me up”
 
    
 
   “Ok, bring what you can, two nights from now” he said ignoring his statement
 
    
 
   “Where?”
 
    
 
   “Be patient”
 
    
 
   Scalia poured the last drop of lemonade down his throat and stood up to leave, the man extended his hand for a shake but Scalia looked him in the eye for the first time, revealing the large x scare cutting through the left side of his face and he said.
 
    
 
   “Put that hand away Michael or you might regret it”
 
    
 
   Jean G Pier stared out the Masonic designed window that largely covered one side of his 92nd floor’s office, frail as there can be, one hand on the 1.5 inch thick glass for support and the other unsteadily holding a big tea mug, guarding it to his mouth with much effort after long pauses. A knock at the door disrupted this ritual he’s finding hard to give up despite his condition, the door gently swung open and Scalia dressed in his trade mark black Armani and vintage hat entered, as always he is on time and it is seven o clock sharp. He is the only one that can walk in unannounced into Pier’s offices or home, a privilege he has earned through hard work, show of loyalty and dedication. Pier acknowledged the man he calls his only friend without saying a word and returned his gaze back to the magnificent view that makes up the Chicago skyline. He joined him, hands in both pockets like pier used to do it, for as long as he has known him, which is all of his thirty-five years, when his father use to bring him to meetings, he has witnessed him stand in front of that same window. Coffee mug in hand and a cigarette in the other, having elder a screaming match or quiet conversation with whom ever he had business dealings with at the time. Sometimes they even went to the roof to have business meetings, he definitely likes a few from the top of the world. Things has changed from those days when he had a Michael Corleone type persona and was in charge of the largest construction company in the world, he use to say “Young and wealthy, nothing is above me” Now he is a shadow of his former self. The morning ritual came to an end when the last drop of black coffee began the process of travelling through his throat to his stomach; a few minutes later, they both exited the formally known as Sears tower, now called the Willis tower, and stepped into a waiting Lincoln town car limo.
 
    
 
   “Mr. White, Trump international please?
 
    
 
   Paul White, his main driver slot the car in gear and eased out onto the road behind a 360 Modena. Not long after, they where at the trump hotel taking their sits at the SIXTEEN, it is Trump hotel’s exceptional, Michelin-rated restaurant located on the 16th floor, the dining’s 30-foot floor-to-ceiling windows that frame a unique vista of Michigan lake, the Wrigley clock tower and the Chicago river fit perfectly with Pier’s view of life and the city. He has frequented the Sixteen since the passing of his lovely wife Katharine eighteen years ago; she left him with the greatest gift a man can ever wish for, a more than lovely twenty years old daughter, Katharine II. Breakfast was nothing short of magnificent, he likes to eat in silence and Scalia did not like breaking tradition but this was too important.
 
    
 
   “You were right”
 
    
 
   “About what?”
 
    
 
   “What they wanted”
 
    
 
   “I’m listening”
 
    
 
   “They don’t just want you out of the way but rather to ruin you”
 
    
 
   “Have you found out who is really behind it?”
 
    
 
   “No, not yet”             
 
   “I have!”
 
    
 
   Scalia took a sip from his orange juice; they were out of lemonade so he opted for a freshly squeezed orange juice instead, Pier continued.
 
    
 
   “ Charles Appleton, we meet a few years before I started Trans Atlantic Constructions, he considered himself my best friend but to me he was a means to an end”
 
    
 
   “So you used him”
 
    
 
   “Yes I did, I will not do the same now but at the time I was young and learned from people that most will regard as smart but heartless… I learned and didn’t past it on, that way I was always on top, it was smart at the time, I thought… Anyway I caused him a lot of pain… I couldn’t understand the blind… it was easy because he trusted me. Simple as that” 
 
    
 
   “Simple as that” Scalia repeated
 
    
 
   “That’s right, it may not be an easy task… gaining his trust now… but it can be done, Scalia I want you to bring them the files”
 
    
 
   “Which one?”
 
    
 
   “The one I have prepared for occasions like this”
 
    
 
   Scalia smiled and shook his head then said
 
    
 
   “Is this a game you really want to play? This Charles is pretty influential, not to mention wealthy beyond believe… it’s like he crept into everything for one purpose… to see you burn, slowly… I might add”
 
    
 
   “So what are you saying? That you are scared?”
 
    
 
   “I think you know the answer to that”
 
    
 
   Pier chuckled then his chest heaved with his hand planted against it, as if holding it in place, his face could not hide his torment.
 
    
 
   “I wish I was still young,” He said under his breath
 
    
 
   “Catch your breath Pier” Scalia said almost standing up
 
   “Sit down son, it’s ok. My past has come back to bite me in the ass at my weakest”
 
    
 
   “I can promise you this much, we will be standing tall at the end of this story”
 
    
 
   Pier nodded not agreeing but not necessarily disagreeing neither; he managed to sit upright, looked Scalia in the eye. 
 
    
 
   “Katherine, she will be standing tall at the end… that means doing everything in our power to see that this chapter of our life end disastrously with my good friend Charles Appleton”
 
    
 
   “Ok, Pier”
 
    
 
   “The files in question are in three safes… section G at our archive building, here are the keys”
 
    
 
   The keys were in a Cartier watch box, as if giving Scalia a gift; he took this precaution because you never know who is watching. The Cartier watch Scalia took out and wore on his right wrist, they shook hands for the show.
 
    
 
   “Thank you Pier” 
 
    
 
   Even though it was for show, Scalier was still grateful.
 
    
 
   “Don’t let me down Scalia”
 
    
 
   “You belt”
 
    
 
   They finished their juice and coffee then headed back to the office. A man wearing a grey-stripped suit and black framed medical glasses paid his bill and exited the restaurant a minute or two behind Scalia and Pier, he crossed the street to an opposite office building, got into the lift and ascended to the sixteenth floor, he knocked on the door lapelled PAT & OCEAN ACCOUNTING. The office has a waiting area with a small couch and a desk and the other room has two mahogany office desks. They specialize in
 
   •   Accountancy Services to Small and Medium Enterprises
 
   •   External Audit
 
   •   Business Assurance
 
   •   Tax Services
 
   •   Freelancers
 
   •   Corporate Services
 
   •   Forensic Accountancy
 
   •   B&S Financial Management
 
    
 
   And they also specialize in professional else dropping and for the right price put an end to a man’s life. The man with the black-framed glasses took a sit opposite a mirror image, then fished and produced a device from his inner jacket pocket. The tiny iPod looking device has a metallic shinning plate like a dish in front of it, his partner who bears an uncanny resemblance unplugged his head set and played it load, after listening for ten minutes the man in grey suit and glasses said.
 
   “We have to make copies”
 
    
 
   The drive to the rendezvous was uneventful; handing the documents over resulted in a bloodbath where everyone except Scalia died. The details are still lost in the cloud but if his memory serves him right, what he saw made his imagination bounce back to his youth, characters from fairytale story told to stimulate children’s imaginations. Still what he saw was no fairytale and what he woke up to was no work of a character that can wile a weapon with the speed of light and the strike power of a hundred men. He closed his eyes trying to remember what the dark figure looked exactly like, he, it most have been a he or could it have been a she? 
 
   He received the calling card like the others, through the mail, no return address. This time the meeting wasn’t in a filthy unpopulated café but Northern Trust Bank at 50 S La Salle St, Chicago, IL 60603-1003, he was already in the bank, handed over the files by placing it in a safety deposit box and walked past Michael Thomas on his way into the vault containing the safety deposit boxes. He was ready to leave half an hour before closing time when it was stormed by armed men, as this things always go, they screamed, everyone in the bank lye on the floor with their hands on their heads and they demanded money, procedure really. A shot rang out killing one of the six robbers, it appeared to have originated from behind the cashier’s counter, and the leader, who is wearing a black leather mask, did not hesitate in cutting the blond cashier down with a shower of lead. Then another shot, it caught the one wearing a brownish panty holes mask in the stomach, he fired uncontrollably at the hostages lying on the floor killing four of them. He cried out in pain and fell to the floor still shooting, the next bullet from the unknown death dealer silenced him; the cops tried contacting the robbers, first the police commander’s voice bummed over the megaphone then the bank’s telephones. It rang several times before the leader emerged from his hiding place, picked up, and started accusing the cops of trying to kill them; he threatened them with the lives of the hostages if they did not call off their sniper, they denied having anyone in the building but it fell on deaf ears. The atmosphere was thick with fear then all hell broke loss, they started shooting towards the high ceiling asking no one in particular  “What is that?” “Did you see it?” over and over till they were all lying down dead but so were the hostages. As he had observed when the sounds from the machine guns died down and it felt safe to raise his head to look around, to his shock he was turned around and knocked out with a blow from the butt of a riffle. Michael Thomas was found shot in the head at a point blank range in the bank’s vault and had nothing on him, as he had learned from the detective sitting on a stool opposite his hospital bed. As he thought more about it, the robbery seems to him like a staged affair to prevent the exchange of the files or something else entirely. The police also said about two million was stolen in small bills; they are of cause looking for the seventh man who had obviously double-crossed his partners. He couldn’t describe what he had seen, no one will believe him so he told them what they will likely believe, he saw a figure dressed in black and black goggles before he was knocked out. The other detective who had been silently standing by the door made his feelings known after he ended telling his tale, no doubt playing the bad cop. 
 
   “As my partner Joe Matthew had said, I’m Chris Sullivan… You are a very lucky man Mr. Scalia, I’m not sure I believe your story but I’m sure we will find out soon enough, this is my card, call us when you remember something”
 
   Scalia took the card from the detective and thanked him and his partner, they had nothing on him, and he knew it, maybe detective Sullivan is a paranoid type but is it all cops? The video feed from the cameras will clear him if there is any doubt, except if the mystery man removed the tapes after killing the security personal monitoring the CCTV cameras “I would” he thought out loud, he couldn’t help but admire the mystery man for a job well executed so to speak or in his case so to think.    
 
    
 
   The sixth crash made a record of fine china been thrown against a wall and into the fireplace, not in the spirit of celebration but to blow off steam. “What does this mean” The question thundered out of Pier’s mouth towards poor Scalia who had minutes before against doctor’s orders discharged himself from the hospital. The awful smell of Porcelain and other raw material engulfed the large living room as they spoke; the dark smoke erupted through the chimney onto the atmosphere forming a cloud and a spectacle in the normally serene gated neighborhood Jean pier calls home. Porta Caeli literally translated as Gate of heaven is the Billionaire row of Chicago, located west, just outside of the city is a place where people with more than enough can without fear of unforeseen events do whatever with the feeling of absolute safety. That feeling of safety most have changed to panic when the news of the smoke purring out of pier’s chimney spread like wide fire, firemen in their bright red emergency vehicle raced to Pier’s compound with siren blazing. Pier, Scalia and Miss Julia Biel, the young brunette lead caretaker of the house waited for them by the front door. Pier apologized explaining that plates where thrown in the fire place as a game him and Scalia played at times in celebratory mood. That this time, they over did it and in the future wouldn’t dare thrown it in the fireplace again. The firemen bought the story with skepticism, checked the house as procedure dictated and left with Pier’s gratitude.
 
    
 
   With the day’s interesting development, Charles Appleton wasn’t mourning the unfortunate lose of his friend and confidante, though it is a big lose and he will be missed. But his death will not be in vain and he will be replaced with regret, what happened can’t be changed, so, May it be, he added in his head. The files being taken and Scalia being the only one to survive such a deadly attack is extremely interesting. Question, is Scalia the wanted seventh heister? There was someone else, he concluded. Pier has surprises up his old sleeve or does he? “Appleton laugh out loud, I’m impressed” he said to him. The door to his immaculately, serene and luxurious office slowly opened, his beautiful P.A entered closing the door behind her.
 
   “He is here,” she announced standing between the two chairs and in front of the specially designed Microsoft mahogany surface table.
 
   “Show him in”
 
   And in walked the black-framed glass accountant.
 
   Pier sat with Scalia in his luxurious study and listen to him explain in vivid detail what happened at the bank, he listened and stayed still, frozen in his thoughts for a long while before resuming his questioning, his angered seemed to have vanished and he was back to his old calculating self trying to make sense of things.
 
   “The event seems out of character for Appleton” Pier concluded
 
   “Surely he’s not who he uses to be, a lot of things he has done does proof that he is a changed men”
 
   “Yes but why have your trusted right hand man killed and in such a way then take what he’s bringing to you anyway, it doesn’t make sense… Why did he let you live?” Pier asked staring straight at Scalia
 
   “I don’t know, maybe it’s a sick game he’s playing, maybe there is a third player. Waiting to find out is not a good ideal”
 
   “Sure is not, I need to sit down with him, have a word,” Pier said as if thinking out loud
 
   “He will probably deny it…”
 
   Pier cut Scalia off before he could finish
 
   “I seriously doubt it, if it was him, he will admit it to me just to spite me”
 
   “Pier I think you need to think this through,” Scalia said cautioning him
 
   “Set up the meet… Somewhere we have control”
 
   “Ok, Trump Towers?”
 
   “Perfect”
 
   Charles dropped the receiver of the stylish but clunky old fashion phone and mouthed the words “close the door” to his long time P.A. 
 
   Mrs. Parsley has worked or radar been with Charles for twelve years and is the only one that he truly confines in. She knows nearly all of his secrets and in all the years of being his trusted P.A and confidant, she also became his occasional lover. She took a sit opposite him, with a look demanded to know what is troubling or amusing him.
 
   “He wants to meet me,” he said outright 
 
   “Who and When…” she asked
 
   “Pier and Day after tomorrow…”
 
   “Why day after tomorrow”
 
   “An anniversary…” he stopped and smiled
 
   Mrs. Parsley held her eyes and ears open with curiosity
 
   “Anniversary of what?”
 
   “A day he supposedly helped me fend of… “ He stopped again 
 
   “It’s hard for you, I understand”
 
   “That day was the first of many, I was naive and trusting” he said blanked face.
 
   “Where does he want to meet”?
 
   “The meet is at Trump international, somewhere he feels save”
 
   “What are you going to do”?
 
   “Meet him” He added with a cheeky smile  
 
   Almost as famous as it owner, the sixteen restaurant was alive with happy faces, quiet chatters, laughter, charming fake tans and teethes.
 
   Charles was escorted to Pier’s booth; He got up and shook Charles’s hand.
 
    “I thought you had changed your mind” Pier said, clearly happy to see Charles.
 
   “I wouldn’t have missed it for the world” Charles exclaimed
 
   “This may sound funny but I’m glad to see you”
 
   “It does sound funny, never the less, I’m happy to see you too”
 
   A waiter interrupted, to both their relief. They ordered and the waiter walked off with a bounce in his step.
 
   “No more Johnny Walker?” Pier teased
 
   “Not after the 30th, have to keep a clear head” he replied
 
   “I see, some of us have moved on from that day,” Pier said in a serious tone of voice
 
   “Yes we have moved on, is that why you called this meeting on this day?” Charles asked sarcastically.
 
   The waiter returned with their orders, two glasses of mineral water.
 
   “I know what you want, if I where you, I will surely want to do the same. But it’s time to stop?
 
   “What I want? What are you talking about”?
 
   “Let’s stop playing games, we are too old for it. This is my way of saying I’m sorry for whatever I did, we both did things we regret and in my case, treating you like I did was inexcusable. My mistake, if I could go back I will undo everything, you, and my sweat wife. I’m sorry, there, I have said it” Pier took a sip of his water and watched Charles’s reaction.
 
   “You know what Pier, I forgave you a long time ago. Life was unkind for a while there but my experience thought me to survive… learn to trust the right people and I thank you for that. But I can’t stop what has already begun, it is not able you”
 
   “It is not able me. Care to elaborate”
 
   “It about Katharine, she is not yours”
 
   The news hit Pier like a bomb, he stayed silent staring at Charles, then he wanted to reach over and choke the life out of him. Charles continued
 
   “She is mine, good news is, at the bank she was trying to protect you and your company, but I promise no one will ever find out that she was the one. Bad news is, depending on how you take it, Trans Atlantic is part of Globe and Technologies, and we are planning on breaking it up and then have a yard sell”
 
   Pier smiled, emptied his glass of water and said
 
   “That was amusing but I do not believe you”
 
   “Last night Globe and Technologies finally acquired the controlling shares of Trans Atlantic from my darling daughter Katherine the second who owned it and by the way she knows you caused her mother’s death, you couldn’t bear the thought of her leaving you for Paul Mariette, Scalia’s father. He also knows this fact, so my friend like the saying goes; this is the end of the road. Hope you enjoyed that water, I know it is your last.
 
   Pier was dying as he listened to Charles, the news prompted a sudden heart attack aided by what else the water was laced with, and Charles enjoyed watching the show. He placed a 60s vintage hat on Pier’s head covering his face and walked to Scalia, who is waiting by the entries and announced.
 
   “It was easier than I thought, the accountant’s work was exceptional, and it had perfect timing”  
 
   Scalia smiled but had nothing to say, Charles saw his pain and do not blame him even though pier had his father killed, he was good to him and practically raised him as his own, so the fact that Scalia has lost a father figure is not lost on him.
 
   “You are going to be fine, I will come by the office tomorrow morning and sign the papers giving you and Katherine equal control of the company. Now if you do not mind I have a daughter to console”
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   Three people in the Government, two at the Pentagon and one at the Senate knows about their existence, Captain Caxander Wellington is a commander of a black ops unit capable of anything and everything. Every four to eight years after a new commander in chief is elected, following meetings with various security agencies and the senate security committees, a sealed file on his desk debriefs the president about this Elite force, their use, when and how they are activated, and then he arranges a meeting with the right party for further discussions. The members of this force are 6 in number and known to those who know them as G.H.O.S.T, they do not exist period. Their mission is to protect American lives and interest at all cost, to do so they have to create or prevent the extremes. Most times their accomplishments remains covert and other times the unexplained event is blamed on or the credit taken by some radical person or group, their skills makes them invincible and their anonymity makes them expendable.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   ONE
 
       
 
   HOSPITAL ROOM 
 
   Captain Wellington (Cax to his friends) wakes up eight months later after the incident in an hospital, he doesn’t stay up for long because of the physical pain and the alarming amount of headaches which always knocks him back to sleep, sometimes he wakes up to an empty room and then just slips back to sleep but today is different. Although still physically weak, he’s feeling mentally stronger. Standing beside his bed again is the beautiful nurse he hopes to get a glimpse off before the pain does what seem to be the inevitable, a 5ft 11” Amazonia blond goddess that always have a smile on her face, this time she’s stroking his head and saying something he could not make out, he wanted to say hello but instead stared at her in admiration as she walked over to the end of his bed and wrote something on the chart before walking out, his eyes stayed glued to her till the door was closed. He can remember hearing a loud noise before blacking out, sometimes he dreams about loud deafening sounds combined with bright lights, surrounded by screaming people and all sorts of nightmares and then wake up drenched in sweat. He laid his heavily bandaged head back against the white soft pillow, staring at the square shape designed ceiling with an old fashion ceiling fan busy ventilating the room.  General George B. Ealing enters the room and gently backed the door. Standing on the right side of his bed, hands folded against his chest with a smile, clearly happy to see him. Finally awake, it’s time he starts to fill in the blanks about what exactly happened that day, he thought to himself. Lots of questions he needs answers to but he knows he need’s to be patient, observing the state Caxander is in breaks his heart. He can remember when they use to be like father and son, mentor and mentee and a good friend that listens and accede with him, he felt guilty but mostly he is happy to see him alive.   
 
    
 
   “How are you doing son?” 
 
   The general is so soft spoken that he could hardly hear what he’s saying but from what he understood he replied in hope as a good soldier would
 
   “It could be better, I guess, who are you sir?”                                         
 
   “I’m George Ealing [he paused for effect] the doc said you will show a sign like this, I’m in command of your UNIT; do you remember anything?”                                       
 
   “No sir, `I do not ……… Where are mine?”                                         
 
   “You are safe here”. He places his right hand on his left shoulder.
 
   Doctor Lester Gate who is an elderly man of 67 knocked and shuffled into the room, smiled and spoke loudly; he has an attitude that will cheer the hardest son of a bitch up. As long as the General has known him, he has never seen the man angry, “better days are right in front of you,” he would always say. Optimistic people like him are needed in a place like this, the General has always believed                                         
 
   “How are we doing today?”                                        
 
   “There has been progress doctor, he’s talking” the General was quick to answer                                           
 
   “Fantastic, exactly what we were expecting” the doctor said cheerfully 
 
   He gently removed the chart from its hook at the foot of the bed and began to read it. Afterward he walked over to his bed side, checks and adjusted the drip, Cax’s eyes followed the liquid flowing from the drip to his right hand, the doctor listened to his heart beat with his stet scope and measured his body’s temperature with a thermometer, after every other test he started writing in the chat, again he spoke in a deep loud voice     
 
   “Everything seems to be going the right way”
 
   “Doctor, I’ve got a really bad headache” cax said, sounding like a child in agony         
 
   “You need to relax Caxander, eat the food and medicine you are giving and everything is going to be just fine, okay!” He said reassuring him as doctors always does then he turned facing the General.
 
    “I will see you later General”.
 
    “Doc, good job, I mean that”.
 
   “Don’t mention it, I have to go”.
 
   The doctor walks out closing the door behind him, the General smiled at cax as if he was going to say something, then walked in a troubling slow pace around the room deep in thought, he stopped in front of the window and stared out at the magnificent view of the ocean, they seem to be at the top floor of a very tall hospital building, cax watched the General who was deep in his own mind, he wondered what exactly is making him act in such a strange manner, he tried moving but he couldn’t, almost in panic he calls to the General,   
 
   “General, I can’t move” 
 
   “Just take it easy boy, don’t rush things (Cax struggled to seat up) Calm down Cax… This is nothing a little therapy won’t fix, ok son… Ly back and relax, doctor’s orders”.
 
   Cax did as he was told. The General not knowing where to begin with Cax, decided to give him more time to recover before any serious talk. It was time to end the visit for today. 
 
   “I have things to do, but I will be back” 
 
   He walked to the door and grabbed the handle, cax looks at him tired and confused, he quickly asks a question as he heard the door open making the General stop and turn.                               
 
   “General, do you know what happened sir, how did I end up here?”
 
   “You are here because of luck and strong will, don’t worry about the rest”
 
   The General closed the door behind him. As he walked into the corridor, his silver hair glowed from the florescent lighting in the hall way, at sixty four years of age and a cancer survivor he still has a full head of hair, a lot of things raced through his mind as the elevator doors opens; he enters pressing the top button which reads Ground floor, in the elevator he thought to himself “the mission was a disaster, realizing all of his men are dead except for one, the captain survived the attack but lost his men and two high priority international criminals to an unknown enemy who seems to know everything about G.H.O.S.T,  all the General could ask himself in his head is “what happened?” The elevator doors opens at the ground floor, he came out and turned right, at the end of that corridor is a stair case that leads up, he climbed up with out difficulty for a man of his age, opened the door to a forest area, the door he came out off disappeared into the side of an enormous tree house, a few meter away is an helicopter cleverly shaded from over head view by life like mechanical trees ready for takes off, the General stepped on board and ascended.
 
     
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   TWO
 
   WASHINGTON DC A YEAR EARLIER 20:00 HRS
 
   PARTY AT SENATOR RUSHMORE ESTATE        
 
    
 
   Guests arrived in luxurious and exotic vehicles to the welcoming hands of Senator Alex Rushmore and his wife Matilda Rushmore at the mansion’s entries. Three blocks away is captain Caxander wellington in a 1992 Mercedes Benz SL 55 driving above the speed limit and at the same time trying to put on an already made tie, his cell phone begins to ring, he stops fighting with his tie and picked up the Nokia cell phone, it’s General Ealing                                 
 
   Yes General, I’m on my way
 
   Where exactly are you?
 
   I’m about two blocks - - - - - - - - - -oh shit
 
   A police siren sounded off behind him and the General can hear it through the phone.
 
   “What’s happening?” he demanded
 
   “I’m been pulled over sir, I’m going to have to call you back”
 
   “No, just get here”.
 
   The phone clicks off, Cax watched through the rear and then the side mirror as the cop steps out of the vehicle and walks towards his; he composes himself and waits for the cop
 
   “My name is Officer Ross Williams, Roll down the window please” commanded the officer
 
   He rolled down the window completely “I’m sorry officer, what seems to be the problem?                    
 
   The six foot eight inches tall long jawed African American police officer scanned him and the vehicle with dark eyes and spoke in a vehement manner 
 
   “You were speeding. Let me see your license and registration please”. 
 
   Cax opened the clove box and busy himself looking for the registration papers; he had already passed over his license. 
 
   “The registration please” the officer said impatiently 
 
    Cax finally found and handed him the registration documents, while he was looking it over with a flashlight Cax tried to wiggle himself out of a ticket.
 
   “Officer, I am late for a party, I know it’s not an excuse, but”         
 
   “It’s not a good one I can tell you that” the reply came quickly
 
   He glanced at the driving license again and returned his gaze back to Cax,  
 
   “I’m going to give you a ticket”                                  
 
   “Can’t you just look the other way on this one officer? We are both public servant you see… I’m a soldier and on the way to a very important meeting, I promise to watch out next time”
 
   The cop had a look on his face as if resisting the urge to call him a clown
 
   “Soldier, do not break the law, okay- - - -, soldier” he said sarcastically and added
 
   “Consider yourself lucky that you are only getting a ticket… this is a warning. Do you understand?”
 
   “Yes officer thank you” replied Cax with content
 
   Officer Ross handed the license and registration papers back and a fine of $80, Cax threw the ticket on the passenger sit, started the V12 to the roared of an angry lion and he zoomed off.
 
   Arriving at Senator Rushmore’s estate 45 minutes later, a 17 years old boy opened the driver’s door letting Cax out, hands him a blue parking ticket and drives the car off to park it, the heavy double doors at the entries is opened by two door men who nodded their heads with a smile and Cax acknowledged them in kind as he walked pass them into the mansion. He grabbed a glass of champagne from a waiter and looks around for a familiar face; His eardrums filtered out from the blaring music a voice screeching from the past and turned around.                 
 
   “Where have you been hiding your ugly head?” it said
 
    It’s his old child hood friend Top Gun Captain Danny York; they hugged and shake hands laughing,
 
   “It’s been a while” Danny added
 
   “Yes it has, what are you up to this days” Cax asked curiously 
 
   “I am still kissing the sky. What about you?”         
 
   “I am doing about the same”.
 
    Danny Chuckled  
 
   “What part?” he replied jokingly 
 
   Cax laughs faintly; Gen Ealing appeared from behind a pillar
 
   “Glad that you boys found each other”
 
   “Evening General” Danny said
 
   “Sir, sorry I’m late” Cax quickly added.
 
   “That’s fine Caxander, just come with me, evening Danny; you will have to excuse us”.
 
   “Yes sir”
 
   They walked away and vanish into a deem lighted corridor; Danny watches suspiciously as he takes a sip from his champagne glass, at the end of the corridor is a door that leads them outside, as they got outside, Cax expected the General to start telling him what was happening but the general just kept walking and not saying anything, Cax knew what to do best was to be patient and followed him like a good soldier, they ended up in front of a wooden door at the east side of the mansion, the door opened before they could knock, they entered backing the door. Senator Rushmore is standing by a big soft dark brown leather chair, he is six foot and two inches tall, skinny, mixture of dark and gray hair and years of experience showing in the wrinkles that seem to have a permanent place on his forehead, he’s holding a red file in his left hand and a thick short glass filled with cognac and ice on the right, the General introduces cax to the senator.
 
   “Caxander this is Senator Andrew Rushmore (looking at the senator and softly tapping Caxander on the left shoulder) senator this is the kid I was telling you about, Caxander Wellington”
 
   “Captain Wellington, it’s an honour to finally meet you”      
 
   “Sir, the honour is mine” Cax replied, he doesn’t really care but he has to be polite.                                
 
   “Let’s go to my study upstairs,” the senator said, raising the glass to his mouth.
 
   As they followed the senator, Cax thought to himself “we could have gone directly to the study room instead of “, he stopped himself, brush the thought aside and decided to go with the flow, after two flights of gold plated stairs, they finally reached the enormous study, it is filled with rear books, to book collectors this will be a treasure room, the senator leads them into a smaller room with a low beautiful glass and mahogany round table with strange markings that look Egyptian and four comfy black mahogany chairs, he hands the file to the Gen before sitting and placing his cognac glass on the little side table, the Gen sits down and goes through the file contents with Cax, the first page hand a signed letter from the President, which made this meeting and the go ahead official. 
 
   “All five of them are down stairs eating my food and drinking my wine, they do what they want, when they want and most of all to whom they want, arrogant pricks, they are into everything, modern day slavery, drugs, financing terrorism, you name it but they cover their tracks by giving to charities, creating jobs with their shady companies and buying the right people, this guys are a threat to this great country, General I’m going to live them in your capable hands, I have to go back to my party, shake hands with them and wear a smile on my fucking face”.
 
   With that, the senator poured the last drop of cognac down his throat and walked out of the study, leaving it to the General and Cap Cax. 
 
   “Call the team together, put these men under surveillance and find out what’s not in this file”.
 
   “Yes sir, I’m going downstairs, talk to Danny”
 
   “I will see you later”       
 
   “Yes sir”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   THREE
 
   Cax is down at the main flow looking for Danny but couldn’t find him, someone else with a long flowing silky black hair has caught his attention, it’s a Spanish American woman in a white dress walking up the stairs looking for a place to light a cigarette, she finally found a spot with a view out on the balcony, she sits on a knitted rocking chair, crosses her beautiful legs, swinging slowly back and forth, the slit on the side of her dress revealed a small snake tattoo on her left thigh and how long her leg is, she lights a cigarette, takes a drag and blows the smoke into the air, after the smoke clears she finds Caxander leaning against the balcony railing smiling, normal instinct would have set her in a defensive mode seeing someone appear from nowhere in front of her like that but there was something about this guy’s smile that gave her instant comfort, their eyes met, she takes another drag with her eyes still fixed on him and releases the smoke from her lungs smiling.
 
   “I’m glad I can bring you such happiness” she said
 
   “You know that thing will kill you” 
 
   “Is that the best you could come up with?”
 
   “What’s your name?”
 
   “Try a little harder cowboy”
 
   “How hard do you like it?”
 
   She laughed “That is funny”
 
   “I’m Caxander, who are you seniorita?”
 
   “You are not good at this, are you? I’m Helena”
 
   “What do you do Helena?”
 
   “All this questions, I work at the U.N, what do you do Mr Smooth?”
 
   He laughed at the thought of been called Smooth even though she’s been sarcastic “I’m a Captain in the Army”
 
   “Well, captain what are your intentions” she began to toy with him
 
   “I can assure you, nothing out of the ordinary”
 
   “I’m disappointed” still toying with him 
 
   Living in the moment, they stare at one another and smiled.
 
   “You are very beautiful” He continued while she smiles looking at him talk “when I saw you walk up those stairs, I had to know who you are”
 
   “Finally a line, well, now you know me, what happens now?” her wit quick as an arrow 
 
   “We go to someplace else and get ourselves something to drink”
 
   She stands up, her long white silk and cotton dinner dress revealing her toned voluptuous body, the deem light shines through her dress making it a little translucent, making Cax even want her more, the cigarette between her right hand fingers was now almost burnt to the butt, she tosses the cigarette butt in the dark, the lighted butt drops and shattered on the ground below, now Helena is standing opposite Cax with one hand on her hour glass hip and the other on the balcony railing, Cax can’t take his eyes off her.
 
     Smiling she asked him “Are you trying to get me drunk and take advantage of me soldier?”
 
   “Just want to celebrate, that’s all”
 
   “Celebrate what?”
 
   “Everything”
 
   “I have to go”
 
    As she was about to walk away, he gently grabbed her hand, cocky, smiling and full of confidents
 
   “I have never had a dream come true until I saw you climb up those stairs, you look like an Angel in that dress, he looked into her eyes “one drink” he said not exactly asking.
 
   She considers it, an hour later, they were wrapped up passionately in each other’s hands in his hotel room kissing and ripping each other’s clothes off, the room steamed up from the heat that their body generated, filled with burning desire, they made love hard, long and in every Kama sutra position known to man, she’s a screamer and loves it rough, her teeth and nails digs into Cax’s shoulder and his back, he loves it and does it even harder thereby encouraging her. Next, her nails moved to his ass digging in harder while pushing herself back and forth against his masculine body, her nipples was so hard it could cut a glass, Cax bit slightly hard on it, she cried out with extreme pleasure wishing and telling him to fuck her harder, harder and not to stop. As he continued fucking her he suddenly thought he has never met a girl that was willing to go all the way like this before, especially on the first date. This was absolutely a dream come true, she removes her legs from his shoulder and positioned herself doggy style for the third time, placing her head and breast on the mantras and two pillows between her stomach and thighs raising her ass high up in the air, the love shape of her buttocks made Cax want her even more, she clearly likes it from behind while her hair is been pulled, he showed no mercy pleasuring her just as she likes it, she was so loud that the sounds from their love sessions kept the neighbours up, they tried banging on the wall but to no Vail, some stood on their balcony picturing what must be going on in the room, some complained about their lack of sleep to the management the following day and Cax and Helene were asked as they were about to check out of the hotel to keep it down in the future or they can’t stay in the hotel the next time they come.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   FOUR
 
   INT: SAFE HOUSE
 
   A WEEK LATER
 
   SOMEWHERE IN PANAMA
 
   The team has come together, it consists of 6 Navy seals, Cap Cax as leader, they report to the General who works at the pentagon. General Ealing was born in 1939 the year the Second World War started, his family as luck will have it had migrated from Middlesex England two years before to America, and his luck followed him to Vietnam when he was deployed there during the war in 1960 at just twenty one years old, he did two tours and survived both but not without scares that will last him a life time.
 
    The remaining members of GHOST are
 
   Terry J Dens 
 
   Archie Finley
 
   Dave Moore
 
   Collin Jones aka Big Jones
 
   Victor Marvin 
 
   They are inside a room with two large rectangular windows and two exit doors, a round centre table with maps and other documents and no chairs, gathered around the table; they waited to debrief the General who had walked in a few minutes ago wearing a dark gray suit.
 
   “What do we know about those Gentlemen”?
 
   Big Jones resting his index finger on a pictures said “Sir, there is nothing gentle about these men, take Mr Edward Menez for example, he is as dangerous as they come, Rich as hell, has his hands in everything, from whole sale prostitution to Assassinations, definitely a paedophile and a rapist, the man likes little girls, that’s his pleasure, he knows a lot of people in high places and he’s well protected, fronts his illegal business as an extended part of an international company called ASTI INTERNATIONAL, they deal in Real Estate and Oil and have partners all around the World” Cax took over the explanation. 
 
   “Actually Mr Menez and this other two (pointing to pictures on the table, the men in the pictures are Andrew Gomez and Lawrence Nagle) are just mid level players, they take their orders from this two (He opens a red file with pictures and other documents) Mr Stuart West and Mr Manny Gazzon, this guys are not to be played with, they simply control everything, they’ve got so many high level individuals under their control, it’s ridiculous.                              
 
   “Okay that explains a lot” exclaimed the general
 
    He is not the kind of person to talk too much, he pauses with a look that seem like he was thousands of miles away, he thought of been used for others dirty laundry, helping get rid of monsters they have created, but the thought of national security been in danger made him wave his doubts aside, after a minute or two while the men waited patiently, he was back in present time, as if zooming in, his eyes stayed glued to the pictures and without looking up continues talking
 
   “Does these file contain accurate and up to date information on all of these men?
 
    “Yes sir, it does” Cax said                
 
   (Pointing at Mr Menez picture) “This man is the first target. Captain, come with me”. Cax followed the general; they walked out of the room closing the door.
 
   ”What’s troubling you sir?
 
   “There’s something about all of this that don’t feel right”
 
   “Maybe we should sit this one out sir” Cax sounded concerned
 
   The general gently robbed his palm against each other, lock in deep thoughts, they walk on silently, taking the stairs down. Cax waited patiently for the general as always, a few steps from the exit, 
 
   “Tell you what, do not worry about it”
 
   “Are you sure”?
 
   “Yes, keep me updated with your progress and be careful”.
 
   “Yes sir”.
 
   The General disappears into the light that led to the street. Cax went back upstairs to the room concerned about the conversation or rather the nonverbal conversation he just had with the general.
 
   “What’s the news captain”? Archie asked immediately Cax stepped into the room
 
   “Get your gear ready we leave tonight”.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   FIVE
 
    
 
   EXT: IN A STREET AT THE CENTRE OF PANAMA CITY
 
   Three armoured black and tinted windows cars, one range rover in front, a Mercedes Benz S class limo in the middle and another range rover at the back driving above the speed limit.
 
   Mr Menez and Mr Lawrence Nagle are in the Benz limo going to meet a well known arms dealer called Andrew Gomez who was also in the pictures, there are three flirty women in the vehicle with them, dressed elegantly in revealing Roberto calvalli see through couture gowns drinking Cristal Champaign, laughing and having a great time, Menez turned his attention away from the women for a conversation, he is a serious type that over analysis everything
 
   “What do you think”? Lawrence did not want to have a serious conversation so he tried to avoid the question with an answer that wouldn’t lead anywhere.
 
   “I don’t know yet, I will let you know after the meeting”. Irritated by Lawrence’s lack of self control Menez throws an unlighted cigar at him, there was silence in the car as Lawrence looked on in shock, he knew he wasn’t going to be able to escape the bore for the simple reason that they in the same car 
 
   With a faint smile stock at a corner of his lips Menez continued 
 
   “no seriously” 
 
   Lawrence chuckled, he’s going to have the conversation, 
 
   “This might not play out like it should but” he pauses, placed his left hand on the dark blond, long legs beauty with bright red lipstick, upper thigh exposing her black panty hose and lipstick matching tiny red lace thong and begin to strokes her gently, “no matter what happens it’s going to be in our favour, so my friend stop your worry”.
 
   “A lot is about to change, that fucking Gomez (they all laugh) his personality makes me want to throw up and they keep sending us to this kind of meetings, a lot has to change”.
 
   Menez’s sudden outburst of anger caused a sudden uncomfortable silence in the car; Menez looks over to his right to find the lovely brunette called Paola smiling at him, in the spirit of blowing off some steam he responded by putting this right hand up her skirt, she opened her legs welcoming him and they started to kiss, and the rest of them smiled as if to say there you go, join the party.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   ANDREW GOMEZ’S MANSION
 
   The Gate opened allowing the convoy into the massive compound, the cars came to a stop about three hundred metres from the gate in front of a water fountain with three cupids pissing into three big bowls decorated with flowers at Andrew’s Victorian style mansion main entries; He was there to receive them with open arms when they exited the car. They can’t stand each other but for the sake of money they all pretend, They shake hands and hugged, Andrew is loud with a bigger than life attitude, coked out and always in cloud nine, he considers himself an arms dealer extra ordinal, he’s been doing the business for fifteen years and well know but still hasn’t seen the inside of a prison, the thought makes him feel invincible, people knows he’s not to be underestimated or trusted because most people that did, paid with their lives. Menez introduces the girls
 
   “Andrew, this is Paola, Gloria and patty” 
 
   Andrew Spoke with an accent 
 
   “Ladies the pleasure is mine, Edward, Lawrence, welcome to my home, come, let’s go inside”. Lawrence rolled his eyes and mimicked his accent sarcastically
 
   “Yes let’s do”
 
   They followed him into the lavish Mansion; the interior is nothing but majestic, nothing like they have ever seen or imagined, Menez and Lawrence have mansions of their own but none like this, the thought of Andrew having such a place made Menez very jealous and he wanted to kill him and take it from him, he never liked him, he always did everything just right, never leaves anything anyone can use against him, lucky bastard, the bosses loves him because he’s clever, “genius” they called him once, plus he’s an arrogant smart ass, but things are about to change, his luck is running out, he has fucked up and the bosses wants’ Menez to find a way to solve the problem, not get rid of him as he would have preferred to do “talk to Andrew, find a solution to this mess” is what Mr Gazzon said. It is time to teach this smart ass how things are done. He couldn’t help himself but admire the beauty of the interior design.
 
   “You most have spent a fortune on this place”? He said
 
   “My interior designer is a man of vision”
 
   “Just amazing” Menez said looking the ceiling design
 
   “My chef has prepaid something so good, there is no word for it” He laughs excitedly. Lawrence didn’t want to be there no matter how grand the place is, he will rather have it over sooner than later.
 
   “Andrew, I prefer to talk business first”
 
   “Not on empty stomach, you can’t talk straight that way” 
 
   Menez knowing the direction the argument is likely going to end up, he quickly agreed with Andrew and directed their attention to the girls, besides he wasn’t in a hurry, let the man do what he does best, make a show of everything and after was he will drop the bombs one after the other.  
 
   “He’s right Lawrence, let’s eat first, ladies are you hungry”?
 
   As if in a band they answered in a chorus “yes” laughing and giggling.
 
   ANDREW
 
   My thought exactly (laughing) Edward you have great taste in women
 
   LAWRENCE
 
   Easy playboy just.........
 
   ANDREW
 
   I know Lawrence. Don’t worry. Follow me ladies (devilish smile on his face)
 
   On the dinner table are gold plated Versace China, the chairs have 24 carets Gold head rest and 8 carets Gold hand rest, they were served a hot and very spicy Cuban snail dish, they had specially made Tiramisu, a very rich French desert after the main course, the ladies were having a lovely time asking Andrew all kind of questions, most of his answers were lies, Menez wanted to talk business and from his facial expressions Andrew could sense it, he knows just where to send the girls.
 
   ANDREW
 
   Ladies, check out my pool area or jump in the Jacuzzi and Mr Eduardo here will give you anything you ask, he will lead the way.
 
   They got up, Paola and Gloria plated kisses on Menez and Lawrence’s lips respectively while Patty smiled blowing a kiss to Andrew and winking at him, letting him know she is available, he reacted with a smile, Lawrence went green with envy at the sight of Patty flirting with Andrew.
 
   LAWRENCE
 
   Patty where is my kiss?
 
   PATTY
 
   Don’t be greedy, you already got one from Gloria
 
   ANDREW
 
   My kind of woman, (he laughed) okay gentlemen I am ready
 
   Lawrence watched the ladies walk off talking and giggling before they exited the door, they took off their clothes when they got to the pool revealing their lingerie’s, lay down on the poolside chairs and started sucking the sun.
 
   Andrew, Menez and Lawrence enters the game room upstairs, the room has every game made by man and a beautiful view of the garden, they walked through the gaming room to the balcony.                       
 
   MENEZ
 
   You know why we are here, Mr West and Gazzon, have been patient, I have been patient, would you agree?
 
   ANDREW
 
   Yes my friend, we’ve all been patient
 
   MENEZ
 
   Okay, the result of your last job was extremely disappointing, you fucked up bad and I have to clean the mess up, first off, the money you where paid, you have to give back
 
   ANDREW
 
   Just hold on a minute, a job that has been done in the same way for the past 30 years went wrong for the first time, to me that says inside job, someone wanted me dead, now, I have lost men and lots of money, I have the products from the General, and nothing from that man you set me up with, I’m not pointing hands but those people have my money and my product, I know how this business is, so I want my money and the product back.
 
   LAWRENCE
 
   You are not listening and not looking at the big picture my friend, all of this could end in an instant, and all that you have built can easily be taking from you, do what Edward tells you, do you understand?
 
   ANDREW
 
   (In a very low but strong voice and pointing his finger at Lawrence) Do not threaten me, we all know what is at risk here, I am going to see the boss next week, so I suggest----
 
   MENEZ
 
   You suggest nothing; I am not here to compromise with you, you have been made an offer
 
   ANDREW
 
   An offer, what offer? You made a demand
 
   LAWRENCE
 
   This discussion is over.
 
   A bullet from nowhere blast through the sliding door shattering the glass and in the process busting Lawrence’s head open, his body fell to the ground shaking and twitching and brain fragments splattered all over the place, Andrew and Menez hit the floor simultaneously in shock, wondering what was going to happen next, The look on Menez’s face clearly states that he suspects that this is Andrew’s doing, Andrew calls to one of his bodyguards called Michael but there was no response, they crawled to the door hoping not to get shot, got out of the game room and ran down stairs, it was deserted, it seemed everyone has gone into hiding or are dead.
 
   MENEZ
 
   Where is everyone?
 
   ANDREW
 
   This way, come with me
 
   MENEZ
 
   Listen, I’m getting out of here and boy you are not going to get away with this 
 
   ANDREW
 
   (Screamed) Get away with what? I don’t know what is going on.
 
   While Andrew was talking, Menez made a run for the exit, got outside to find his bodyguards dead, some on the ground and the rest in the car, mostly single head shots; suddenly someone dressed in all black appears from inside the house, silencer mounted gun pointing at his head
 
   MENEZ
 
   Stop, stop, stop what you are about to do and listen to me right now.
 
   A silent shot rings out; Edward Menez falls to the ground dead; three other men in dark clothing brought the girls and the cook out of the house and put them in a Range Rover that had someone ready at the wheel ready to drive away, the vehicle drives off living dust behind.
 
   ANDREW
 
   What is going to happen to them?
 
   CAP CAX
 
   (Removes his mask) Don’t worry about them; you are going to disappear, like we talked about.
 
   A week or two after the incidence, everybody in the game have heard of Andrew, Lawrence and Menez’s disappearance, no trace and no evidence was found of their disappearance, the dead bodies, cars, the cook and the girls have disappeared as well, the police C.S.I unit can’t find even a single drop of blood, the place was spotless, cleaned up by professionals is what they told the police commissioner and they can’t make out the chemicals of the products used for the clean up. The news made the men above nervous and they have gone underground with their families until they find out what is going on, some of the men closest to the bosses like Dr Ben Westfield, Mr Sean Waters and the very Evil Mr Austin Platte are M.I.A (Missing in action), Mr Platte is a well known figure in the game, feared for his torturous merciless killings, a man you never see coming, never leaves a witness breathing, killing is pleasure him, some will call him a psychopath, they all now wonder who will be bold enough to put a hit out on them.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   SIX
 
   EXT; SOME WHERE IN THE FOREST OF ALASKA
 
   A FEW 100 METERS INTO NOWHERE
 
   A LAVISH WOODEN CABIN
 
    
 
   A sound of something like a waterfall in the far distant echoed through the woods, there is a black Hummer H2 covered with dead leaves and tree branches, parked at the left hand side of the cabin, inside the cabin, in the bedroom on the king size bed is a naked blond woman covered half way in white silk sheets, Mr Platte is in the next room talking angrily and nervously on the phone, pacing the room from one end to the other
 
   PLATTE
 
   No, what do I pay you for -------------- this is not how I am. Listen I hate to feel caged, someone hired this people, and you my friend are in the position to find out who, so this is what I am saying ---- do your fucking job.
 
    
 
   Places the phone gently on the glass table while sitting on the chair beside it, he pour’s himself a glass of whiskey, takes a sip and relaxes his head backward over the head rest facing the ceiling, closes his eyes breathing in, exhaled with relief, as if the sip of whiskey just solved all of his problems, he opened his eyes to find a red blooded eyes dark figure covered in black from head to toe hanging over him with a silencer mounted gun pointing at his head, he was so in shock that he couldn’t move, at the same time another figure in the same outfit gave him an injection to the neck, his wine glass fell from his hand but it was caught by the bat like uninvited visitor, it all happened so fast that he didn’t have the time to react but manage to see them vanish as they appeared, before he slip into death he heard them whisper the word “stay”.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   23:40 PM WASHINGTON D.C
 
   STREET VIEW
 
   A black Lincoln town car raced down the street to Senator Rushmore’s Estate, the gate automatically opened when the vehicle approached the building, the car drove in, getting to the mansion’s entrance, the car barely stopped before Senator Elliot G Dickens jumped out of the car and rushed into the house, Senator Rushmore practically ran down to meet her, her actual Name is Georgina Elliot Dickens but she changed it to Elliot G Dickens cause it gave her the element of surprise and made her fill powerful, to her delight the name which almost sound like the Author, works like magic. Breaking the ice in social gathering and doors in opportunities every time, before people knew her, they thought she was a man, so was invited to places that woman were never invited before and the surprised faces she saw when she introduces herself as E.G Dickens always gave her satisfaction and that is one of the ways beside guts and hard work that got her to where she is today   
 
   RUSHMORE
 
   What is it Elliot that couldn’t wait till the morning? Rushmore was not happy
 
   DICKENS
 
   This can’t wait; we need to talk now and somewhere private. 
 
   RUSHMORE
 
   Fine, let’s go to my study.
 
   A minute or two later they were at the study upstairs 
 
   Please be quick ------
 
   DICKENS
 
   They know it’s us (she sounded worried)
 
   RUSHMORE
 
   Who knows, who are they?
 
   DICKENS
 
   Don’t play that game with me, you fucking know who, they want it to stop, yesterday, 
 
   RUSHMORE
 
   How did they know?
 
   DICKENS
 
   Listen I got this strange call from him and he made it very clear, we give the boys and the General up or it’s going to be us and our families --- my friend (pause) I have made my choice.
 
   RUSHMORE
 
   Just calm down, let’s not panic here (hands her a glass of brandy) there has to be a way to get around them because these guys have got to go.
 
   DICKENS
 
   There’s no other way, I’ve been through it, over and over again
 
   RUSHMORE
 
   Well I haven’t (He hit the table hard almost breaking it) who the fuck do they think they are? Don’t they know what we are trying to accomplish here (breathing heavily, he rise the wine glass to his mouth and empties it) first they wanted them gone; now they don’t, (screams) what is going on? ------------ My God it’s George we are talking about here, you know him, best man at your wedding
 
   DICKENS
 
    God knows I love him but it’s them or us
 
   RUSHMORE
 
   It’s not that simple, (pours himself another glass of brandy, drinks the glass empty and slams the glass on the table) it must have been part of their plans from the start, hope you will be able to live with yourself for this, okay (long pause) I have to make this difficult decision for the sake of others… do it. Now get the fuck out of my house.
 
   DICKENS
 
   I’m sorry (She turns, puts the still full wine glass on the table and walks out)
 
    
 
    
 
    THE AMAZON JUNGLE BETWEEN THE NORTH OF BRAZIL AND THE SOUTH OF VENEZUELA.  THE SHALLOW REGION OF THE AMAZON RIVER.
 
   The sky is bright with orange tilted colour just after the sunset, the rails of sun shines beautifully through the leaves onto the jungle floors, the sounds of animals and people walking, breaking the tree branches that has falling on the ground echoes through the jungle. A beautiful black and brown coloured donkey cries out in agony as its lead to the shallow Amazon River by a kid Named Angel, followed by a few aimed men, five other donkeys and a cow, their leader called Chesar at the front barks at them in Spanish language to stop wasting time and to move their asses, the second in command is a muscled man called Arnold, he Named himself after the Hollywood actor, slaps one of the men, instructing him to concentrate and guide the cow, they finally stopped after a long journey by a shallow remote river
 
   CHESAR
 
   (In Spanish, speaking to a man holding the cow) fool, bring that cow over here, (the cow is lead by the man to the edge of the river) Arnold feed this meat to the fishes (sounding like he had watched God father one too many times)
 
   ARNOLD
 
   (In Spanish) With pleasure    
 
   By hand gesture he signals to the gang to come over and they started to puck the animal with sticks and other sharp objects, chasing it into the River where it’s boom rushed by piranhas, as its been fish food, chaser’s gang hurried to cross the river with their heavily loaded donkeys, packed in the bags are pure cocaine, so they are not taking any chance. Ghost has eyes on the ground.
 
   Captain Caxander and the gang have been undercover in Venezuela for two weeks, a week ago in Columbia during their investigation they found out that two men fitting the description of Mr West and Gazzon have possibly left from Columbia to Venezuela, they got lucky when a dirty politician sold them the information that has lead them to a remote area only accessible by boats and Helicopters, it has been under surveillance by the team for 3 days, their work has made progress, Mr West was spotted smoking on the balcony and a few minutes later so was Mr Gazzon, this was their lucky break, the hide out is a massive place with not much to offer by the looks of it, but it has a pool and a hidden helicopter pad, most of the house exterior are covered by both real and artificial trees and the roof is also covered by artificial leaves, so from a sky view it looks like nothing but thick forest, but on the ground it’s a different story, there are about 40 extremely well aimed guards, a few women in barely there bikinis jumping in and out of the pool, music and laughter filled the air, West, Gazzon and some friends standing on the balcony holding on to some lovely ladies and enjoying the activities below them, the security is so well run that in any sign of trouble the bosses will be evacuated very quickly, the helicopter is fuelled and ready when needed although Cax and the team think it’s a decoy.
 
   The unit are about two miles away watching the compound housing the bosses and the surrounding areas through high tech military surveillance equipments placed at strategic locations, by studying the work routines of the guards, they have come up with a plan that will get them into the main house without raising an alarm, they gathered round in a cycle to hold a meeting, cax puts a small screen on the dirt and grass floor.
 
   CAP CAX
 
    (Pointing at the screen) West and Gazzon don’t sleep upstairs, that we have seen from the surveillances, which means they are at a restricted area down stairs, what I’m thinking is a bunker with an escape route, Terry enlighten us.
 
   TERRY
 
   (Lays a map on the ground next to the camera screen) A few miles out behind that building is a waterfall (Angel falls), I climbed down and found a cave, in the cave was a tunnel filled with alarm sensors, it definitely leads back to that mansion, plus there is a power boat cleverly hidden in the water just a few yards from the waterfall.
 
   DAVE MOORE
 
   An underground escape route that leads more than a mile or two to a waterfall, plus a power boat waiting for a quick getaway (admiration in his voice), what do you make of that?
 
   BIG JONES
 
   No one wants to get caught.
 
   CAP CAX
 
   Men, that escape route is our way out, we walk in through the side door and out through the back.
 
   BIG JONES
 
   Captain do you think it’s going to be that simple?
 
   CAP CAX
 
   I suspect we are going to be coming out hot, but I hope we go in and out without raising the alarm.
 
   ARCHIE
 
   How do we proceed?
 
   CAP CAX
 
   Four of us will go in and the remaining two will cover us at the waterfall.
 
   BIG JONES
 
   What if the escape tunnel leads to someplace else?
 
   CAP CAX
 
   If that happens then you will be able to locate our signal on this monitor (hands over a little device with a screen) and double back to us, Jones and Terry will cover at the waterfall, Archie?
 
   ARCHIE
 
   There are more guards at night; lots of sensors 500 yards a ways from the fence and light all over the place ---
 
   CAP CAX 
 
   To cut a long story short, Archie found a way around the sensors it’s about an hour on foot, Archie continue.
 
   ARCHIE
 
   Thank you sir (He said sarcastically) now, this device here will be able to disrupt any camera’s reception giving us a minute window to slip in.
 
   They all staired at him smiling, these are things they already know, and Archie likes to repeat things just so to make sure.   
 
   CAP CAX
 
   All right, we move at 01:00 hrs, get some rest guys.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   SEVEN
 
    
 
   01:00 AM 
 
   The moon was full that night and provided lighting Cax and the men’s (Dave, Archie and Victor) needed, the air has the aroma of a thousand flowers, Terry and Big Jones are on their way to the waterfall, set up explosive devices where it’s needed and get the boat ready for their escape.
 
   01:45 am, 200 meter west of the mansion, they can see the guards making their usual rounds, some of them are sitting resting, some gathered together talking and laughing, they are going to have to cross the road to the other side of the forest and then make their way to the compound from there, a few minutes later a dark long hair guard thought he saw someone run across the road to the other side of the forest, he stepped forward, walking slowly toward the location as if in a trance, his fellow guards turned looking at him, till one of them ask him what he’s doing in Spanish
 
   GUARD 1
 
   What are you doing?
 
   GUARD 2
 
   I just saw someone run like a monkey across that road
 
   GAURD 1
 
   Someone run like a monkey? Are you insane? Come back to your post, you know the rules.
 
   Cax and the men watches from nearby camouflaged by the leaves and the darkness of the night, they are standing a few feet from each other, the guard looking into the dark to find a sign of something but turned around to rejoin his group to the relief of Cax and his men. The guards make fun of the suspicious guard, they laugh, pushing him to move along, he pushes and they playfully fight, the guards momentarily letting their guard down was the perfect moment for Cax and the men to make a quick move, they were careful not to trip the hidden alarms, some of the other guards got distracted, focusing their attention on the playful guards, the reception of a camera overlooking a fence suddenly went static, the furious voice of the head of security blasted through the portable walking talking.
 
   HEAD OF SECURITY
 
   (In Spanish) You idiots stop playing and get to the west wall.
 
   They all ran towards the wall, the camera reception came back on, one of the guards from outside radioed in to the head of security.
 
   GUARD 1  
 
    (In Spanish) Senior, there is no sigh of anything.
 
   HEAD OF SECURITY
 
   (Spanish) Good, keep your eyes open, no more monkey business.
 
   GUARD 2
 
   You should have told him about what I saw.
 
   GUARD 1
 
   What did you see?
 
   The device worked, Cax and the men are inside the mansion, the head of security has put every guard on extra alert, he wants’ to know why that camera suddenly went out and back on in under a minute, he sent his in house engineer to find out what went wrong, from his position Cax could see the engineer and two guard entering a room mumbling, obviously not happy with his new task. The head of security didn’t think West and Gazzon should know about the camera reception problem so he didn’t inform them, everything is in other. There is minimum security inside the house making it a bit easy but they still have to find where the bosses are, the last time Cax checked his watch it was 01:54am, they’ve observed a few attractive female maids with food and drinks going in and out of a door obviously leading to the basemen, they’ve followed the woman and they ended up in the kitchen and followed them back to the door, there was no time to waste, they entered the basement but it seemed like a dead end, they will have to grab the next maid, a wall opens under the stairs and out comes the maid caring a bucket filled with empty bottles of champagne, as she saw them, she dropped the bucket but it was caught by Archie, her next reaction was to scream but Dave already had her mouth covered with his palm, Cax came forward with his index finger over his lips as a sign of silence, then he began to ask her questions and tell her what to do.
 
   CAP CAX
 
   How many guards are in there?
 
   She put two fingers up.
 
   CAP CAX
 
   Where are they stationed? (Talking to Dave) Let her speak, if you scream I will kill you.
 
   Dave let her loose.
 
   MAID
 
   (In Spanish) there is one guard that let us in and the other sitting inside looking at a monitor,
 
   CAP CAX
 
   So there is a camera in the corridor, the guard inside can see you coming to the one outside.  
 
   MAID
 
   (In English) Yes.
 
   CAP CAX
 
   (In Spanish) You will leave today if you cooperate with us, do you understand?
 
   She nod’s her head in accord; Cax gave Dave the sign to let go of her completely.
 
   CAP CAX
 
   You will have to go back (Archie hands him a micro camera) he is going to fix this to your shirt, so we see what you see through this device (shows her a portable receiver with a screen)
 
   Archie fixes the camera to the forth button hole in her shirt and switches it on with a remote control, Cax checks the reception as the device was turned to victor.
 
   CAP CAX
 
   Okay, lose the two top buttons
 
   Without saying a word and with shaking hands she unbutton her shirt exposing part of her breast, she knows that the reason is to distract the guard from the camera, she puts on a brave face and prayed silently.
 
   MAID
 
   What do I say to the guard?
 
   CAP CAX
 
   You have come back as entertainment, think of something, go.
 
   She presses a button on a wall and light came on shining in her face, the door swings open letting her in, before the door could close completely, victor slides a piece of mental between the door holding it slightly open, while Cax watches in the monitor as the camera slowly came closer to the guard who despite been suspicious had a smile on his face waiting for her to approach, Cax couldn’t make out what they were saying but he can see that the guard can’t keep his eyes off her breast that is on display, after a minutes or two the flirty guard gave the signal to the other guard to open the door, the heavy vault like door opens, victor runs in and shots the first guard in the head, brains and blood graphite  behind him, cutting them off guard, the maid screams, the other guard not quick enough to get his gun out, gets it in the neck and chest, he fall on the equipment on the table bringing it crashing down and setting the alarm off at the same time, they closed the heavy door and proceeded down the stairs ignoring the alarm, when they got down stairs the maid immediately pointed out where Mr West and Gazzon quarters are and fearfully moved aside.
 
   The head of security is waving his right hand and barking orders in Spanish, the men standing outside started running to the house and into the basement, some of the men already in the basement screamed at each other as one of them places C4 (plastic explosive) on the first door leading into the heavy vault door corridor, they all ran back as it exploded inwards and they ran straight in after was.
 
   Cax and the men now had Mr West and Gazzon and are moving as fast as they could inside the escape tunnel which they entered through a hidden door at Mr West Closet in his joint suite to Gazzon, the second explosion made the Earth move as an Earthquake would, the vault door has just been blasted open, they hurried to get to the electrically operated gate that is just a few yards out, before Mr West could open the gate, he silently prayed his guards would catch up with them and his prayers were answered, as he punch in the last code digit, the guards caught up with them and a fire fight broke out,  Cax and the men crash through the gate dragging the bosses along while under serious heavy fire, at a point they answer with grenades, the explosion rocked the tunnel making it start to cave in, they made a run for it, getting to the edge they all jumped into the waterfall without hesitations, dropping like wet bags of sands they hit the waiting water followed closely by bullets from the guards machine guns, while they dodge bullet underwater, two rockets fired by Big Jones and Terry hit the cave opening and it brought down balls of fire, stones and men, all hitting the water violently as Cax and the men dove even deeper to avoid been hit.
 
   Big Jones and Terry helped fish Cax and the others out the water, West and Gazzon lay on the ground coughing and spitting out water, Cax stands up and composed himself like a leader should.
 
   CAP CAX
 
   We have no time to waste, stand them up.
 
   MR WEST
 
   Son, whatever they are paying you, I will triple it, I can make your dreams come true. Believe me.
 
   CAP CAX
 
   Do not call me son, do you understand that. Move please.
 
   Cax’s tone of voice was menacing.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   EIGHT
 
    
 
   Archie pushed Mr West, he did as he was told and instructed, then they climbed onto the escape yacht, the engine rowed to live with a push of a button, they pulled out into Open River and increase the throttle, it rowed off in full speed, Brazil was just a few 100 miles away. 
 
   Their escape and trip across the river has gone smoothly, they are at a Manaus local air strip loading two Diplomatic labelled wooden coffins containing the drugged bodies of West and Gazzon into a cargo plane, Manaus is a small city north of Brazil, Cax shake hands with Eduardo before entering the plain and closing the door, Eduardo is a 39 years slick business man that has secretly worked with General Ealing for many years, in fact he will work with anybody, no matter what they do as long as he’s making money, most of his client haven’t meet him except for selected few, this is a tactic that has keeps him and his family safe from the many dangerous people he works with, he watches the plane take off into the air, dusted his baseball cap against his black military style trouser,  opens the convertible Mercedes go wing’s door, thought out loud “another satisfied customer”  gets in and drives off.
 
   The plain arrived at panama international airport a few hours later, Cax and his men were nowhere in sight, the coffins were offloaded along with the other goods, and it was placed immediately in the waiting undertaker’s vehicle and driven to the mortuary, at about 02:00 am, two well dressed men rang the bell outside the local mortuary, the night caretaker saw them on the security camera and wondered what they were doing there so late, he decided to ignore their call and go back to watching the movie on TV, they rang the bell one more time, waited for five minutes or so and then walked away. 20 minutes later while the caretaker was lost in his movie and shovelling pop corn into his mouth someone placed his hand on his right shoulder, he nearly jumped out of his skin, he turned completely white and he watched the strange Caucasian man in black suite slowly remove his smith and western pistol from its holster.
 
   FIRST MAN
 
    (Speaking in Spanish) Do not be afraid, we just want to ask you a few questions.
 
   A mix race Asian and Caucasian looking man with a thick moustache and a goatee standing in front of his desk
 
   SECOND MAN
 
   (Speaking Spanish)  Where are the two Diplomatic labelled coffins that came in this evening?
 
   CARETAKER
 
   (Shaking uncontrollably) In that room, (he points to the door a few feet to the right)
 
   They entered the chilling room dragging the caretaker with them, the coffins was placed opened and empty at the right hand corner of the room, the cubicles were empty, a few lifeless bodies laid on the tables scattered around the room but none are who they are looking for.
 
   SECOND MAN
 
    (Ask him calmly) Where are the bodies?
 
   CARETAKER
 
   They must be among these ones here.
 
   FIRST MAN
 
   Has anyone be in here beside the coroner, since you’ve been on duty?
 
   CARETAKER
 
   I haven’t seen anyone, I swear.
 
   SECOND MAN
 
   (Hands him a $20 note) Thanks for your help.
 
   They took the surveillance tapes before they disappeared into the cold night. Cold as their personality. 
 
    
 
    
 
   NINE
 
    
 
   EXTRACTION POINT
 
   At a story building outskirt of Balboa, a city a few miles from Panama City, men dressed in military gear are surrounding the three story building; they are under the command of the white and mix race mystery men with no personality, they are addressed as Mr Smith or sir, they stayed out of view giving the men’s commander called Joshua Abram orders, who in turn directed that order to the mercenaries, they came with a lot of men because Cax and his men are deemed extremely dangerous, they have been trained at all kinds of warfare and each can kill at least fifty infantry soldiers before been touched, the order was given for the force to attack the building and they started moving in.
 
   Cax and the men had slipped out hours before the mercenaries showed up, they did because they couldn’t reach the General, and Cax had tried calling with his coded personal satellite phone, it was transferred to another line, someone picked up but only listened at the other end, he knew that they were been traced, he didn’t want to think the worst but couldn’t help himself, is it possible that the General has been gotten to by this people and if the General is gone what happens to them? He thought these thoughts as he dropped the satellite phone and smashed it, it was too late, they probably know their position by now, he knows how the system works; they too use the same equipments.
 
   BIG JONES
 
   What’s wrong captain?
 
   CAP CAX
 
   I don’t know, I think the table just turned on us. 
 
   DAVE
 
   What does that mean?
 
   Cax turned and faced them; they all knew their lives could possibly be in danger.
 
   ARCHIE
 
   Captain, what now, what is the next move?
 
   CAP CAX
 
   Are the devices in place?
 
   BIG JONES
 
   They are in place and ready.
 
   CAP CAX
 
   We most evacuate immediately, let’s go now (he snapped)
 
   They rushed off to collect their gear and everything else they could carry; Cax and Big Jones went to the room where they are holding the bosses.
 
   CAP CAX
 
   Get up gentlemen; we are going on a trip.
 
   They both looked at each other and then did as they were told. They were a few good miles away but could watch in their portable mini receivers what was happening around the building with the help of the hidden cameras they had placed inside and outside the building, they watched the mercenaries enter the building searching for them from floor to floor and from room to room.
 
   Inside the building the mercenaries shouted, “clear” from different locations, their leader radioed in to their commander outside.
 
   FIRST MERCENARY
 
   Commander!
 
   COMMANDER JOSHUA
 
   Go ahead.
 
   FIRST MERCENARY
 
   Sir there is nobody in the building, they most have left in a hurry.
 
   The building erupted in series of explosions as the commander was about to respond, they fell to the ground, hands on their head, taking cover. The building collapsed killing everyone inside.
 
   Captain cax claps the receiver close, what they just saw confirms their worst fears, it’s real, and they are now the targets.
 
   CAP CAX
 
   Change of plan boys, we are going to disappear and figure out the next move from there.
 
   ARCHIE
 
   (Pointing to the bosses) What about them?
 
   CAP CAX
 
   We may need them.
 
   Mr West and Gazzon sitting on the ground laughed out loud simultaneously.
 
   CAP CAX
 
   What’s so funny?
 
   MR WEST
 
   You are, my friend, thinking this was going to end with you handing us over to whomever and end of story, you have no idea what you are into, life as you know it has ended but there is still hope my son.
 
   MR GAZZON
 
   Listen; the only way you will survive this, is by letting us go and after was, we will help you and your men. I give you my word.
 
   Cax looked away as if to think about the proposal, he knew those men out there does not belong to West and Gazzon and if they did there was no way in hell they were just going to let them leave after releasing them, without saying a word, he turned and opened the door behind him and walked out followed by big Jones. Mr West and Gazzon was helped to their feet by Dave and escorted through a dimly Light corridor into separate rooms with steel cage doors.
 
   Dave joined them in the situation room as they referred to it; the room has a long black suffer, white walls, a white writing board, a projector and a wooden round table at the centre, Cax stands in front of them, like he always does when he’s about to lay his plan down for a mission, but the look on his face today show distress.  
 
   CAPT’N CAX
 
   The situation defeats the purpose of the name safe house, if they can find us there; we must assume they can find us here as well, it is no longer safe to be around here, which leaves us with little choice but to leave this place ASAP
 
   BIG JONES
 
   Leave to where.
 
   CAPT’N CAX
 
   Back to the states; find out what happened to the General and who is behind all of this.
 
   ARCHIE
 
   Who will our first lead be? 
 
   CAPT’N CAX
 
   Senator Rushmore, we will separate in two groups of three, Dave, Terry and Vic will leave tomorrow morning 06:20hrs on a commercial flight to Miami while Jones, Archie and I will relocate the two assholes to a safer location and join you in Washington, Get some rest; we have a long day ahead of us.
 
   He walked out of the room, in the surveillance room he poured himself a cup of coffee, added two cubes of sugar and took a seat in front of two 17 inch monitors divided into eight multi screens, one hidden camera is opposite their building filming the streets, who comes and goes to their front door. Another microscopic camera monitoring the opposite building and its surroundings, one at the back overlooking the dirt and grass car park, 100 meters to the right of the safe house, in front of a convenient store is another hidden camera that monitors that side street, three cameras are on the first, second and third floor respectively and the last is placed on the roof where there are chairs and two mattresses scattered around the roof, it’s a four storey building.
 
   02:00 am they were all mostly fast asleep, Cax couldn’t sleep, he left the surveillance room to stretch his legs and to fill the electric kettle with water and Jones is sitting on a comfortable chair close to the door, his head sloped to one side snoring, Cax tried opening the door carefully so not to wake him but the door made a creaky noise, Jones is a light sleeper and that little creak woke him up, Cax saw him open his eyes and he smiled.
 
   BIG JONES
 
   What’s going on Captain?
 
   CAP’T CAX
 
   Go back to sleep buddy, nothing is going on.
 
   Jones whipped the drool from his face, readjusted his position and almost immediately fell back asleep leaving no one to watch the cameras, although cax felt someone has to be monitoring the cameras at all times, he didn’t feel the need to wake Jones or the others just yet, maybe in an hour or so, right now they deserve to rest, in the kitchenette he opened the tap and the water came rushing into the metal electric kettle making a familiar sound, he couldn’t stop thinking about the events of the day, how did those people find them, it couldn’t have been the General, maybe he cracked under hours of heavy torture, he hoped not and he shook his head as if shaking way the thought, the thought of the General still hunting him,  they are expendable, he knows that, in their line of work death can come at anytime, this is something they’ve all come to accept, These men they have kidnapped make lots of money for lots of important good and especially bad people all over the world including senator Rushmore and his friend in and outside the senate and overseas, they were partners with this men and the people they represent, did they become too powerful for their liking, did a deal go sour or did they refuse to back off a deal or got a business venture before they did and in the process upsetting the people they thought were partners, did they refuse to back a power transition or some new plan that was already in progress therefore becoming a major liability that the only option was to turn to Ghost knowing their extra curriculum activities, if it’s any of this cases then their plan has back fired causing other more powerful men to intervene putting a stop to what’s already in motion but then that will mean getting rid of those sent to do their dirty work in the first place, they may know too much,  the President didn’t sign off on it then or did he?  Is there a bigger plan in the horizon? A million questions raced through his mind, the water over flowed and gushed out of the electric kettle, he shot the tap, cleaned his hands with a blue and white stripped kitchen napkin, before going back to the surveillance room he went to check on Mr West and Gazzon, he stood behind the steel cage door holding the kettle and watch them sleep, as he turned to leave West called to him
 
   MR WEST
 
   Captain, can’t sleep? Me neither, I’m thinking of what tomorrow might bring if you know what I mean.
 
   Cax didn’t say anything
 
   West Continued 
 
   “Is there water in that kettle? Please, some water. I am tasty”.
 
   Cax poured some water into a cup that was giving to West a few hours back.
 
   “Have you thought about our proposal?”
 
   CAPT’N CAX
 
   No, I have other things on my mind.
 
   MR WEST
 
   Do you want to talk about it? Maybe I can help.
 
   CAPT’N CAX
 
   Get some sleep Mr West; we will be moving you and your partner in a few hours.
 
   MR WEST
 
   Okay, you are the boss.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   TEN
 
    
 
   West lay back down on the airbed. Cax went back to the surveillance room, switched the kettle on and took a seat, few seconds later the water was ready but cax was transfixed on the two dark figures standing in front of a window in a dark room on the second floor of the building opposite his, they watched and talked on their walking talkies, there is something about the way they carry themselves, their effortless calm and predator like gaze, something is just off about them, they are not local intelligence and that he is sure off, it reminded him of his training, they are one of ours he concluded, finally he can see the faces of who they sent, there is no way they are dying today, he knows it’s going to be a very bloody battle and there is no time to waste, at that time one of them raised his walking talkie to his mouth, Who are they talking to? He checked out the other screens but found nothing of use, he woke Jones up.
 
    
 
   CAX                               
 
   Jones, go and wake everyone up
 
   BIG JONES
 
   What’s wrong?
 
   CAPT’N CAX
 
   Bring them back in here, go (he snapped)
 
    
 
   Jones saw that he was serious and went out of the room and woke everyone up, they joined Cax, and he was still glued to the monitor.
 
    
 
   DAVE
 
   What are we looking at capt’n?
 
   CAPT’N CAX
 
   They’ve found us and we are surrounded, time to get prepared.
 
    
 
   They went out and had their gear on in under five minutes, back in the room cax was watching the mercenaries take position and waiting for orders, they are on all four floors, he finally found their commander a few meters in the trees behind the car park, they are heavily armed and with tracking equipment, they came prepared he thought, but they don’t know exactly where they are, that is in their advantage, by the looks of the devices they have, it may not last long, cax and the boys had booby trapped the building with all kinds of nasty surprises and they can remotely set them all off, they installed fake fire alarm sprinklers along with the real ones on every floor, some with acid and others with poison (the residents were surprised but happy with the efforts of the new management, first the generator, the new doors and fire extinguishers on every floor, they felt safe, talked about it but asked no questions)  the building went dark, emergency generator didn’t kick in, some residents who were not sleeping came out of their apartments with candles, lambs or cigarette lighters innocently trying to find out why the generator didn’t kick the lights back on but they quickly ran back indoors at the sight of men wearing night vision goggles and carrying machine guns, fear filled the air as the residents anticipated what will happen and wonder who they are after. Cax watched them and as soon as it was safe for the residents he pressed a button on the remote control devices, every exit doors in the building slammed shot, the fire alarm sprinklers activated without the alarm except for the screams that followed a few seconds later, they radioed in to their commander screaming in agony unable to speak as the acid eat through their clothes, equipments and skin falling away from their faces, arms, legs etc, some tried shooting the doors open but to no avail, some entered the residents apartments as they were falling apart, growling  for help but the residents were too afraid, in shock and horror to do anything. After a few minutes it was dead quit, the doors slowly opened, Commander Joshua, his remaining men and the mysterious men watched the doors expecting someone to come out but no one did.
 
   Cax and the others watched the horror they have unleashed unfold, the mysterious men have disappeared from the window, and so has Commander Joshua and his men from their positions, Cax knows he just proofed they should expect the unexpected, now it’s his turn to expect the worse, no matter want is coming they will be prepared except for the residents which he knows they are about to use against them, collateral damage, acceptable lose, this things happen in war, they watched the cameras for any sign.
 
   Suddenly the Asian looking mystery man appeared in front of the camera on the street corner, produced a semi automatic 9 millimetre pistol and blasted the camera leaving Cax watching static, the remaining cameras outside the building soon followed, cax could sense they are going to smoke them out and if that doesn’t work they may bring the building crashing down.
 
   CAPT’N CAX
 
   Plan B is officially in effect
 
   BIG JONES
 
   No doubt they have people watching the building.
 
   CAPT’N CAX
 
   We stick to the original plan and there will be nothing to worry about. 
 
   ARCHIE
 
   What about West and Gazzon
 
    CAPT’N CAX 
 
   (Takes a deep breath) leave them in their cells. Let’s get started.
 
   Lots of tear gas cannon are been shot through the windows and doors at every level, people came rushing out of the building panicked, carrying dead soldiers melted skin and bones under the soul of their shoes, slippers and bare feet, coughing, gasping for air, screaming in pain, falling on each other and blinded by the smoke, cax and the men could see the police vehicles raced to the area, their sirens blaring about three hundred meters away, a call from Cax and one of the frightened local residents to the police has bought him and the men some time to prepare for their escape, with the police around the mercenaries have made themselves invincible but with eyes everywhere watching for any sign Cax and his men, and placed sharp shooters at unimaginable locations, now they play the waiting game while the building and area was sealed off for police investigation, the area was opened after a few hours but the building was still sealed off and crawling with police officers who can’t believe what they just walked into, residents and possible witnesses have been taking to police station for questioning.
 
   Cax and the men have completed their unbelievable physical transformation into panama’s police officer, their disguises made them look Hispanic except for big Jones who is African American but with a goatee, moustache, bald head and a bushy eye bruise, he looked like a dark skinned Brazilian, looking at him they all had a moment off laughter then reality set back in, it was time for them to part ways.
 
    
 
   CAPT’N CAX
 
    “Little change in plans gentlemen, we leave as planned but separate once outside, every-man for himself, do not get together once at the destination, I will contact each and every one of you in eight hours and if you hear nothing from me go underground, do not lose your beepers, (pause for a few seconds) well, hopefully this will not be the end of this team, good luck and do not get killed”
 
   They shake hands and hug each other, and then they walk off in uniform order led by Cax toward the exit door. Inside a smaller room with a steel ladder above that leads to the actual basement and to their left is a round heavy steel door (An Arch) that leads to the underground drainage system and also an old secret escape route build for powerful Aristocrats long ago, although never used or no known record of it ever been used, Cax gives the signal to open the arch, Dave and Archie put their muscle to good use turning the handle and pulling the door open, they tried not to make a lot of noise so not to alert the police who are snooping around two floors above them, a wet, dusty and smelly air harshly greeted their faces as they opened the door, they stopped and listened because they thought they’d heard voices up above them, there are several police officers in the basement but they will have to find the secret door behind the stairs that lead to a small trickily designed round room that looked like it has doors all around it and eight square shaped tilled floor ( to open the opening on the ground, you will have to be told where to press on the secret door as it’s been opened) to find them, still if they hear something beneath them and think that it’s people escaping, they will waste no time looking for a secret door but break the floor in, from then on there has to be absolute silent, Archie lead the way in and Big Jones and Victor closed the Arch as carefully and slowly as they could. The underground tunnel led them one block east to an old building that has a mini grocery shop in front of it, they came out of the basement through a hidden door into the owner’s inventory storage room, they waited and listened for any sign of people but heard nothing, the owners are probably a block away trying to find out what’s going on, there must be someone watching over the shop, climbing a stair case leading up, they opened a door into a small hall way, to the right is a open door leading directly into a very large and fenced back yard with medium scale three separate two rooms  bungalows,  orange and mango trees, children’s toys scattered all over the place and swings tied to iron poles, to the left is a closed door with dirty white flower designed transparent cotton, that door they know is the way outside, Captain Cax confidently and slowly walks out into the back yard, followed closely by the others, they scanned the surrounding, it was deserted, there is no one, they assume the residents if not a block away, are standing outside the shop, to the far left is a padlocked metal door that Cax already saw before Archie pointed it out to the rest of them,  the scene reminded Cax of what he has always missed and wanted, a family, it reminded him of how this job put one’s  life in constant danger and may prevent him from having what he dreams of having.  Archie opened the metal door and without saying a word walked off, the rest of them soon followed disappearing in the street, Cax was last to leave, walking out closing the door slowly behind him, standing on the main street he saw no sign or any of his men, there are lots of people on the streets, gossiping, some listening and others consoling some of the people that ran out of the building, cax crossed the street and got stopped by an older lady of about 78 years old, she asked him if he can tell her what exactly happened at the building because she’s missing her daughter, Cax puts a hand on her shoulder for comfort telling her not to worry, her eldest son came to her thanked Cax for his help and led her away, he walks two blocks into an alley way, changed revealing a white t-shirt and a dark brown cargo shorts he was wearing under neat the uniform, on the street he hailed for a passing taxi to stop and got in, “to the Peru Avenue and 39th street, Hotel Costa Inn please”, he said in Spanish.
 
    On him, he has his passport, ticket to Mexico, lots of cash in different currencies and a key to a deposit box at Banco de Mexico (Bank of Mexico) in Mexico City, he has a flight booked for 7:00pm that evening under the Name David Augustus Jester going to the Dominican Republic, one to Miami under the Name Roberto G Prada and another flight to Mexico City at 7:00pm under the Name Mayorga T Vergano, all the flight are flying through Panama Tocumen international Airport, the people that are out to get them know a lot, if they can find the safe houses, it’s possible they know about the safety deposit box in the Bank of Mexico, Cax is not going to the Bank but plan to go through Mexico into the U.S.
 
   The taxi went through Espana and the Banking district, Central Avenue, the Amador expressway, Balboa Avenue and finally arriving at Peru Avenue and 39th street, it stops in front of the hotel Costa Inn; Cax stepped out handing the driver twenty Eight American dollars and said “keep the change” after checking into a singles room as a Mr Roberto Prada, he set about preparing for tonight, it’s 7:54 am and going to be a long wait till it’s 4:00pm when he’s going to leave the hotel and check in at the Airport at 5:oopm, for now he has to stay low, he closes the drapes, the room is on the third floor, room 315, it’s in the middle of the hall way, sitting on the bed which is in the middle of the room, his body aches for sleep, tired and sleepy he set the alarm for 13:00pm, as he lay back ready for sleep, he wondered how his men are doing, and if they made it out of the country? Sleep finally took him over.
 
    The alarm woke him up right on time, he stayed lying in bed for a few seconds letting the alarm ring, pulled himself up feeling like he had been hit by a truck, called the reception and ordered chicken sandwich for lunch, got up from the bed and took a shower lasting fifteen minutes, as he came out of the bathroom the door bell rang, 
 
   CAPT’N CAX
 
   Who is it?
 
   MAN VOICE
 
   Room service sir
 
   He walked to the door and opened it; the man carrying a tray entered the room placing the tray on the desk in front of the bed, Cax tipped him ten dollars, “thank you” he said, “no worries” replied Cax, the man walked out closing the door, he puts on a black suits and black shoes to match, time is 13:50 when he checked the big clock that is hanging on the wall over the desk, a few hours to go he thought, switches the television on with one hand and grapes a sandwich from the nice china on the tray with the other, sat down on the edge of the bed and switches with the remote control from channel to channel then finally stop, leaving it on CNN news report, he was so hungry he didn’t realise when he finished his lunch, the time was now 14:25. 
 
   Two Caucasian men in gray and black suit walked into the small but stylish lobby of the hotel, they spoke with a British accent, the man in gray suit asked the beautiful brown hair, green eyed receptionist about their reservation, “Do you have a reservation for Mr Matthew Harris and Mr Joseph goodwill”? The receptionist quickly checked in the computer, “yes sir, I have a reservation for two double rooms, she replied, at that moment a business man in his late sixties that checked in at ten o clock that morning and went for a business meeting, interrupted their conversation, he had given his room keys to the receptionist before going out. He had wanted a room on the third floor because it’s just two floors up, not too much stairs to climb when the elevator is out and still with a good view, in the calmest of voice said “how are you darling” he turned to the gentlemen standing beside him “I’m so sorry to come between your conversation” before they could answer, turned back facing the receptionist “ but I am in a rush, can I have the key to my room please”?  “And your Room number is”? She asked, “Room 311” he replied, she opened a drawer under the desk, quickly found the key, “here you are, is that man by the elevator with you sir”? She couldn’t see his face  “Yes, that is a business partner” the well-spoken man took his keys and walked off towards the Elevator. 
 
   Cax stood in front of the mirror looking at someone else, this job is partly acting and gave him opportunities to be someone else, to meet some of the most dangerous individuals, see and do the unthinkable, stopping what would be catastrophic is what gave him satisfaction. He repeated some affirmations to himself silently, preparing himself mentally for what is ahead, he always does that whenever he has to go through customs in disguise, the time is 15:48, he carried his bag and walks out of the room, surveyed the corridor from side to side before closing the door behind gently, turns to the right and walked towards the elevator that is at the end of that corridor, he pressed the white button with an arrow pointing down, it made a ding sound, the elevator is on the 9th floor, it begins to descend counting down, 8, 7, a familiar voice calmly called out his Name behind him, “Caxander” a voice he recognised so well, a voice that gave him comfort when he was in training, the voice of a man he will always have respect for, one of his trainers, could it be true? For a moment his heart jumped but he composed himself just as quickly, he turned around and to his surprised he was not imagining things, it was his mentor (the faceless man by the elevator) he couldn’t say anything, they just stood frozen staring at each other in anticipation of action, he noticed something else, the two emotionless men in black suit that were at the safe house was now standing on elder side of him (the men that spoke with British accents), the air was thick with suspense, it was like the wild west were the cowboys challenges each other for a duel to the death, waiting for who will draw his pistol first. This betrayal caught Cax off guide, the elevator doors opened making a dong sound, no one moved, it was empty inside, the door closed and proceeded downwards,
 
    
 
   THE MENTOR 
 
   This is bigger than you can imagine. You know how this is going to end, don’t fight it.
 
   Cax went for the 9 millimetre pistol he has at the back of his trouser but he stood no chance, with a silencer mounted on each of their pistols they simultaneously shot him twenty five times ending with three shots to his head. They walked back to their rooms like nothing happened, leaving Cax hanging to life by a thread.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   ELEVEN
 
   PRESENT DAY
 
   The elevator doors opens and General Ealing comes out walking towards Cax’s hospital room, he enters the room finding Cax still bed bound, head bandaged and looking worse than he had left him, he had had two operations since the last time he had seen him but seems to be recovery fine, Cax smiled a weak but welcoming smile as soon as he saw the General,
 
   CAPT’N CAX
 
   Good to see you sir
 
   GENERAL EARLING
 
   Good to see you too son, do you recognise me?
 
   CAPT’N CAX
 
   Yes sir, how are the boys?
 
   GENERAL EARLING
 
   Don’t know, it’s as if they disappeared from the face of the earth, as soon as you are ready, we will bring them home safely out of hiding.
 
   Cax nodded his head in agreement, he doesn’t quit remember everything but bites and pieces, he noticed the General looking troubled even though he’s putting on a brave face,
 
   CAPT’N CAX
 
   Sir, are you all right?
 
   GENERAL EARLING
 
   It’s nothing for you to worry about boy.
 
   CAPT’N CAX
 
   Please help me take my mind off this place
 
   GENERAL EARLING
 
   (Against his own judgement, he started talking) The unthinkable has happened, those we were working to stop has helped our enemies carry out the most catastrophic event that no one saw coming, we are at the brick of war and (the General stopped, looked at Cax who is listening to him and smiled) tell you what, this is extremely complicated, you don’t need this right now! 
 
   CAPT’N CAX
 
   Sir, it’s ok, can I ask you something? 
 
   For a moment the general thought he saw Cax as he used to be, calm and collective and also something in his eyes made him think he remembered something.
 
   GENERAL EARLING
 
   Sure son, what is it?
 
   CAPT’N CAX
 
   Why didn’t you pick up the phone when I call you?  
 
   The General didn’t give him an answer and didn’t turn around neither but stared out of the window into the make believe ocean, it showed a world beyond reach, a place of such beauty that it only exist in someone head or Dreams, he will like to go there and stay there.
 
    
 
   They have fallen. They have fought their way through and did not survive. What was once thought to be impossible, part of him wanted to prove they were not invincible. It was said they did what other couldn’t, they went, and succeeded where others wouldn’t dream, they brought a new meaning to the word EFFICIENCY, they were known as GHOST, now GHOST IS DEAD. Such a shame, the plan did not work out as planned but things may change in the future. Senator Rushmore closed his diary after the last entering and attempted to get up but due to back aches slop down back on the soft chair, he heard the door open and called out to his wife, no one responded. He stood up and ample towards the door then he heard the voice behind him.
 
    
 
   “This is a nice brandy senator”
 
    
 
   “Tom, how many time have I told you not to enter my house this way, especially when my wife is at home” he said angrily 
 
    
 
   “ She is not home Senator, besides this is not the usual kind of visit”
 
    
 
   “What in the name of the Lord are you talking about” he demanded shouting to the point where his face got red, his feeling got worse when he saw the other two personality challenged men breeze in from behind a large book shelf, he has heard of this two, death follows them. Tom Wright crossed his legs, made himself comfortable smoking a large Cuban cigar and spoke in a condescending manner.
 
    
 
   “Have a seat Senator”
 
    
 
   The Senator stood in trepidation at first staring at Tom then he smiled accepting his faith, took a seat, and lights a cigar. 
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                                         ZIZA-LAND
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The Queen known to her friends as Mada is in labour and in the process of delivering, she laid on a woven mat bed, in one of the mud brick hut inside of the palace known to everyone as the village, her faithful midwife named Ama by her side as always. Wiping the queen's sweating face with a piece of white cloth, also in the room is the king's younger brother's wife, princess chika who is pregenant but not due yet, she watched over the queen carefully. As soon as the baby emerged, Ama and Chika exchange quick glances because unexpectedly the baby turned out to be a boy. Ama quickly took the child away while chika gave the queen a mixture of herbs in a clay bowl to help calm her. Tired queen mada drank it from her hands, she feet weak and dizzy, Ama returned distraught, holding the baby close to her bosom, he has past away. Queen Mada raise her weak hand towards Ama but it fell back on the mat as her life faded away before Ama as a result of the shock. When Chika confirmed her death, Ama quickly placed the dead baby beside her, grief overcame them, and they started crying at the top of their lungs. One of the king's guards who were posted at the front door, upon hearing about the unfortunate incident, dashed in a hurry to the palace to report the bad news. King Muluzi was shattered on the inside, the village elders, and his brothers tried in vain to console him. Later that night, the king's younger brother called Mugee met with an old witch, who held a baby to her chest, he dropped a bag of cash into her outstretched hand, without saying a word the woman disappeared into the night. Prince mugee returned to his home to celebrate his first victory. Two days on, princess chika gave birth to a baby boy, the heir to the throne. King muluzi was not happy because he regards his brother as a great weakly, lover of many women and at any threat, will submit the kingdom to the enemies. 
 
    
 
   9 years after their alleged victory, they have waited patiently but prince Mugee and Chika patients has ran out, king Muluzi refuses to die and he is impregnating his four wives as much as he can, fortunately his efforts hasn't yielded any heir. But his days are about to be shortened; they have made plans to hasten his demise. A knock on the door interrupted their discussion, their son Obi stepped in to announce that an older lady is at the back of the house waiting for them. They ordered all their servants to their quarters including their son but he instead hid in a dark corner watching his parents meet their old acquaintance.
 
   As soon prince Mugee and his wife Chika got to the back of the house, they recognize the old woman instantly, many years has past but that posture and aura was distinct and unmistakable, she moved slowly towards them as if aided by wheels under her feet. They had been expecting her but still her presence made the air chilly with fear, something was not right, albeit she seem happy. They didn’t greet each other or rather the old medicine woman did not give them the opportunity but with her gaze directed them towards a light skin young boy standing 20meters away tucked behind some over grown leaves. They followed her gaze, saw the cute, shy, and innocent kid, and turned their heads back to her demanding an explanation. Without missing a bit, she told them flat out that he is the king’s son whom she has raised as her own; she named him kadize meaning the great one. They where taken aback by the revelation and would have jump on her like hungry lions killing prey but they held back because she is a woman of dark arts. She further explains everything, as they had wanted and instructed, she tried eliminating the baby that very night, but something bizarre happened in the process. With her right hand she gently swept her breaded long hair away from her face and revealed a nasty scare on her neck. It happened, as she was about to plunge a dagger into the baby’s chest, when suddenly her neck sliced open gushing out blood, she was bleeding to death. A quick chant with her powers kept her alive. Finally, at the end of the story, true or not, she warned, it is better to deny him of his throne than to kill him and woe unto the person who dare try. Without waiting for the two confused couples response, she strode to young kadize and whispered into his ears then walked away without looking at the prince again. Now prince Mugee and Chika are left with double trouble, the king is not yet dead and now the son whom they thought they gotten ride off is standing right in their court yard with warnings not to harm him. Meanwhile kadize stood clutching his little suitcase, waiting to be taking in. Chika called her maid Una to take him to the hut far on the left hand side of the compound close to the goats and chicken barn. The next day prince mugee ordered logs of firewood for kadize to cut. He obeyed without objection. Chika who could not take her thoughts off kadize wanted to prove what the old witch said was true. She mixes a drink for kadize and gave it to her servant Una to take to him. Una approached him with the drink not suspecting anything, kadize was glad to have something to drink after an hour or two of cutting wood in the scorching sun. It took milling seconds to finish the cup of drink, he gave the cup back with a big thank you and a smile, she chuckled and said “cute” took the cup and headed for the kitchen but before reaching the kitchen door, she fell to her kneels, crushed her stomach and cried out in pain. Kadize left the wood he was cutting and rush to her side, instinctively he reached into the purse on his waist and brought out a small black bottle and pour the mixture into her mouth, she then vomited everything kadize drank on the concrete floor. Upon seeing what happened, chika ran to her husband and narrated the incident. While kadize carried Una to her hut and carefully placed her on the mat and returned to his job as if nothing happened.
 
    
 
    
 
   The next day Prince Mugee and his wife after much deliberations, decided on a different approach, their thoughts rested on using a man instead of a woman, maybe that will make a difference. They knew any of their helps would do anything for a chance at setting up something for themselves but one above all would kill to obtain it. They called to their private quarters their lead help Ibe, poured his ear full with lies about Kadize and offer him a plot of land to assassinate kadize in the forest when he goes to fetch firewood. The thought of owning a land and turning it into a profitable farm pleased Ibe very much and agreed to do as he was asked. And secondly he noticed since kadize came into the compound, that the prince and his wife have been on edge, he relished the idea of gaining favor with the prince, better yet with the King himself, all he has to do is get raid of a pest.
 
    
 
   As always the sun lit the forest with era of colors, the woods stood tall housing alighting birds with singing voices as beautiful as blooming flowers; vibrations of the leaves provided a soothing sound of nature to the atmosphere. Rustling broken leaves echoed softly beneath their footsteps as Ibe followed kadize into the forest, they looked around for the right wood to chop down, Kadize spotted a suitable one twenty feet to his right and excitedly said “found one” without delay went to work hacking the tree, not minding if Ibe is working or not. Ibe smiled, said under his breath “Little boy” bend down under the pretence of having found something. Then he rose up, raised his cutlass in the air, and brought it down on kadize back with all his might. Kadize turned shocked and surprised; he did not utter a word, he couldn’t but watch in awe as Ibe dropped to the ground bleeding to death. A dark cloud engulfed Kadize’s thoughts, he felt numb and saddened, his young mind couldn’t comprehend was just happened but something guarded him back to the wood he chopped up, gathered it, and as if in a trance state, went back home. Prince Mugee anxiously waited by the back gate for the return of Ibe with the good news of kadize death; he got the second surprise of his life when he saw kadize stroll into the compound. Politely greeted him and started doing his job like he was alone in the world, to Prince Mugee it seems the boy is completely unfazed by anything. He hurried out of the compound and headed straight for the forest. His mouth drooped on the dead leaves on the forest floor when he found Ibe in his own pool of blood; he panicked, and then composed himself. How is he going to explain Ibe’s death to the village and feared accusing kadize will bring him more trouble as no one besides his house hold know he exist. He decided to tell a lie, he had sent Ibe to buy a certain type of drink from two towns away, he most have decided to take a short cut to save money on transport but unfortunately got ambushed, killed and the money stolen from him. Everyone believed him cause they had no reason not to, there is nothing to fear from Kadize, the young boy hardly speaks, besides no one knows he’s even in their compound. A burial ceremony was held for ambitious Ibe at his parent’s house, paid for by the Prince and his wife naturally.  
 
    
 
   A month later, unannounced, King Muluzi came visiting his younger brother, in the effort of surprising him, decided to shed the amount of bodyguards and go through the back yard. He stopped at the sight of kadize chopping heavy logs of wood and said out loud, not particularly to anyone “too much for a young boy of his age” he stood transfixed at the strength of the young man, like some one glued to an interesting play and don’t want to miss a scene. In that moment, prince Mugee stepped out to the back yard for fresh air and he was surprise to see his elder brother, the King watching kadize. Fear gripped him as he saw admiration in the King’s eyes; he knows how much his brother wants a son. He quickly stepped forward to greet his him, interrupting his thoughts and admiration, the king was to happy his brother but curious about the hard working boy, Prince Mugee made up a story about who the young boy is, he explain to the King that kadize was a beggar who cut fire wood for a living. Then led his brother inside him inside with the sweet aroma of the meal his wife Chika is preparing in the kitchen. After 30minutes reminiscing and laughter, King muluzi step out with his brother beside him, he was about to leave when he suddenly turned to his little brother and said “that boy I saw cutting wood, what is his name again?” “Kadize” prince Mugee replied “Yes, I remember now, he is one strong kid, not a lot like him around this days, don’t you agree?” “Yes, not around here” Mugee agreed quickly in hope of cutting the direction the questioning may lead
 
    The King’s admiration for the kid grows by the minute, he is so taken by Kadize’s strength that he ask for him to become his new cupbearer. Prince Mugee had the feeling of a rock let loosed on his temple and a simultaneous suffocating choke in his throat. He quickly regained himself and tried all he could to discouraged the king but failed. He relentlessly cursed this very day in his heart, all his hope of slipping the king something unsavory through his cupbearer has been dashed as a cup of poison through Kadize. He watches as his brother talked with his son unbeknownst to him then moments later came to him, hugged him, and walked out happy as a clown, with kadize. “He does and take anything he wants” Mugee said to his wife, who’s sitting on the ground sobbing like a hungry baby. As days rolled by, the king and Kadize’s relationship grew stronger and he saw less of his brother’s son Obi who is suppose to be the heir to the throne. Fueled by his parent’s lies, Obi’s anger grew each day with kadize the woodcutter. Prince Mugee and his wife knew no rest or peace as they made all sorts of plans to murder the king before what they feared is discovered. 
 
    
 
   In their desperation, they contacted an outlaw with the help of an aid, they paid handsomely and the rebels took the opportunity in doing want they always wanted, they ambush the king and his entourage on his way to an annual festival called IGO festival, thrown in his honor. Kadize and his bodyguards rose to the occasion, defended, and protected the King. Some brave men met their end but the rebels were cut down with swords as sharp as the sun. 
 
   Meanwhile Prince Mugee and his wife where preparing themselves to go to the palace and announce the King’s death when a massager sent by the King, came to their house not to announce the king’s death but of his late arrival, to the festival and back. Rebels ambushed him as they most have heard but that he is an unharmed and alive King thanks to the bravery of Kadize and his bodyguards. If they were worried, they shouldn’t be. They were speechless in disbelieve and thanked the massager with the little voice Mugee could muster. The massager left leaving Mugee and his wife to surmise about their failures, prince Mugee was tired and fed up but not ready to give up, he had to do it himself. He went to the palace in pretence of being worried about the King’s well fair; he stayed at the separate large hut build for him at the palace. At exactly 1:00am in the morning he slipped into the King’s room with a big bag containing a python and let it loose. Four hours earlier, as the King prepared for bed, kadize checked his room to make sure everything was alright as has been instructed to do, half and hour later King Muluzi entered the room aching for sleep after the day’s long and stressful journey. The King woke up feeling crushed, he tried moving and breathing but could, all he could do was managed a scream. And that was enough to bring Kadize crashing through the door. He was on his way to the toilet when he held a faint sound coming from the King’s room, it sounded like he was in agony, holding the lamp in his left hand up, a brown and black spotted big python hissed his way, squeezing the king. Mouth wide open, he grabbed a sword hanging over the king’s dresser and plunged it deep into the snake and cut the king free. The king breathlessly marvels at the fearless Kadize and started making enquiries about his savior, nobody could give him useful information, and he remains a mystery. Kadize couldn’t help the King much as his own history is a mystery to him, years went by and he has grown into a calm man of few words, great strength, patience and strong will. This made the king very proud and finally said to himself that he will die a very happy man knowing the kingdom will be in safe hands. 
 
    
 
   It has been a long time coming, the King is old and knows his time for eternal sleep is near, at the meeting of the elders, he announced kadize as his successor, the council of elders saw it coming a mile away therefore were not surprise but decided to talk among themselves, prince Mugee controlled himself. The elders as well as prince Mugee agreed together to accept kadize as the chosen heir to the thrown. When he got home he flew into a rage like a wounded lion, everybody in the house rushed to his side including his wife and son Obi. He ordered the servants out and broke the bad news to Chika and Obi.
 
   Obi felt his father’s rage and took it upon himself to do something about it, he left in search of Kadize at the palace, he was told by the King’s maid that Kadize went into the farm to get palm wine. He went after immediately concealing a knife in his belt. King Muluzi could not help but notice the anger on Obi’s face as he out of the palace gate, instinctively like any father would, called a guard to follow Obi quietly.
 
    
 
   At the farm his voice echoed angrily through the air for kadize, Kadize answered from top of a palm tree. He descended from the tree as quickly as possible; worried something is amiss with the King. The expression on obi’s face expressed anger and the blade in his right hand says it is towards him. He walked slowly towards obi and asked “What is it now brother, why are you so angry and how is that blade going to solve it?” Obi uncontrolled raised the knife in the air, rush toward kadize shouting at the top of his lungs “go back to hell, where you came from” Kadize wrestle the raging lunatic to the ground and removed the knife from his hand. He pinned him to the grassy ground warned sternly “stop, stop right now or you will regret it” he said. Fear mixed with doubt made Obi finally calm himself, he picked himself off the ground when a loud sound followed by a whizzing breeze buzzed past Kadize’s right ear and an agonizing short scream echoed in front of him, he saw a gaping hole on Obi’s head as he dropped to the floor. Kadize caught him half way and screamed, crying bitterly, he held him to his chest. There was movement behind him; he stood up quickly to face a huge hairy man wearing a tiger skin trouser, holding a rifle with a wicked smile on his face. The man introduced himself as Ima, Kadize recognized the name from stories he has held from the maid at the palace, “ he is the greatest hunter from Duma” he held one of them say once. Duma is a village two hour south from the King’s village, he also heard he was an assassin. The hunter asked Kadize “ are you Kadize?” in his grieve he answered “I am the one you seek.” the hunter did not hesitant and raised his gun, pointing straight at kadize forehead teasing him to run for his life. Kadize smile and warn him not to shoot but Ima is not the kind of man who does see a mission through, as he will soon find out. He pulled the trigger and the second the bullet hit Kadize’s forehead, Ima the hunter’s eyes widened, blood dripped slowly through his face and he fell down dead. Kadize carried obi to the palace with tears dripping down his face. The king Muluzi came out, of his quarters as soon as he heard the news, kadize fell to his kneels in front of the King. Raised his head and saw sorrowful questions written all over his face. The King knows what happened but he needed a logical explanations.
 
    
 
   Obi’s parents came rushing to the palace upon hearing the news about their son’s death. They accused Kadize right away; they wished him dead and would accept nothing less. His origins came back into question, he then told the King about a woman he knows as mother and how she brought him to prince Mugee. The king knows very well that the old woman he speaks of, has no child of her own, something is not right with Kadize’s and his brother’s story, one of them is lying. The King ordered Kadize to his room under guard for he feared for his safety, his brother is a desperate man and could do anything to avenge his beloved son. The King sent guards to fetch the old woman, she was old and weary looking, life as been tough, as soon as kadize saw her, he rush to her side and hugged her. She hugged him back with her eyes closed, she told the King everything to his absolute surprise and dismay, the truth sent chills through the King’s village. Despite the sorrow and despair the actions of his brother and wife has brought to the King’s home, his son is alive and well, his mother protected him from the grieve. The true heir is home, now it is time for his brother and his wife to feel the wrath of the king. 
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                          SPECIAL SHORTS
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
                                     AETERNITAS
 
    
 
   Sentries were of no use when the flood of the enemy poured on the defense, entering with relative else. Surrender was emanate until a voice, most have been God sent, cried out from outside the wall, challenging the men who dare cross the Gates of Aeternitas with such savagery. They all froze wondering who it might be, we all thought there was an army outside, and in time we will be saved from the clutches of this pack of wolves. Turned out it was one General and his last remaining bodyguard, calling out two hundred men strong to battle, I have to admit the man has a lion heart, the invaders laughed but accepted his challenge. One by one, they fell at the tip of his sword, up to fifty soldiers was slaughtered by the general before He was cut in pieces. We watched in shock and astonishment as his bodyguard who had been sitting by, watching his master’s fury at work, climbed down from his horse and calmly walked towards the men who had made steak pieces of his master. The invaders, now a hundred and fifty strong couldn’t believe what they are witnessing, the fighters hesitated but on command two attacked the bodyguard, their swords made it’s way up but came down after their heads did, the remaining men became overwhelmed with fear as the man without fear kept on approaching the fierce but petrified looking force. “Attack…” their commander screamed, the battle cry was so loud Rome could have stood up with hair sticking out of its neck, our hero was cut down forty-five minutes later after sixty deaths and thirty injured. The commander and his remaining sixty savages breath an air of relief. “They are going to turn their fury on us next.” I heard one of the men say. “If two men could do that with a sword each, imagine what we can do” I don’t know why or where they come from but those heroes have giving the men of Aeternitas the strength they need to do what they should have in the first place. Stand and defend their homes, wives, and kids.  Our men attacked and overwhelmed the uninvited visitors, it was a fierce and bloody battle, and Aeternitas lost many fine men but won its freedom. Our freedom. Victory Woodland closed the final chapter to her memoir and closed her eyes for the last time on Earth. Her grand son Edward found her the morning after holding the diary of memoir close to her chest. It has been fifty years since the battle for Aeternitas. The year is 1864.   
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
                                         
 
                                ETERNAL SLEEP
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   “Don’t get killed” Those words weighed heavily on his mind as he stood in front of that elevator waiting for the doors to open. If they could find him so quickly, it’s possible his men may have meet the faith lurking behind him. “That door will lead you nowhere” he froze, not because of the statement but because of the voice, a ghost from the past. The elevator opened and closed. He didn’t make any attempt to turn around; Caxander Wellington already knew what was going to happen. If there was any chance for a miracle, now will be the time, “promise me one thing,” “Name it” he replied bluntly “Promise… for old time sake, that it will be quick” “you will receive as you have given” A statement he remembers him saying over and over again when he was his instructor. Expectantly, Eternal sleep overcame him violently.  
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
                                       THE NECKLACE
 
    
 
    
 
   Café d’ soul is as empty as always, “heard you are good at this” is the first sentence that came out his mouth before my buttocks hit the chair. “From whom” He ignored the question and shoved a news paper clip in front of me. “That is the target” Pointing to a diamond necklace around her neck, forgetting she is the wife of the richest man in the city therefore hard to reach. “How soon” “in ten minutes…the theater behind this building” he retorted producing a business card from his jacket pocket and handing it to me. ”No deaths… just scare them. Then meet me here with the Necklace. Understood?” I didn’t like the tone of his voice so disregarded the question, the card I tucked into my denim and left in search of a vantage point, minutes later they came out without bodyguards but with a kid.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
                                 THE THREE STOOGES
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   “What can we mean to them?” 
 
    
 
   “No… What can they mean to us?”
 
    
 
   “What is the difference?”
 
    
 
   I heard myself asking quicker than you can say Gilles de la tourette syndrome  My boss is getting increasingly irritated about everything, Jimmy walked in making it worse unbeknownst to him, the deal of a century flushed down the toilet, all thanks to the bone head Jimmy Townsend, now we have to play nice with the three stooges as they are referred to, the meeting is in fifteen minutes but first Jimmy has to be put through the ringer, so we sat him down ready to take the shot. Too easy to say you are fired, taking the time to make him feel what is coming has so much more satisfaction. “You have been a great asset and this painful decision wasn’t taken lightly, certainly not by us” A good sentence to start the kill. 
 
    
 
                                                              
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
                                        FUNNY LIFE
 
    
 
    
 
   The relationship was doomed from the start, here we are eight years later waiting for the final nail in the coffin, the judge did us the favor an hour later but not before he told me nothing I didn’t already see coming. She has left half her property to the dogs and the other half to her immediate family, still the news hit me like a lighting volt through my spine, back to zero after years of unbelievable effort in deceiving the ungrateful woman and waiting for her to bite the dust. What a waste of time, some people will see me as a bastard but I can’t shake the feeling that I have been on the receiving end on this one. She most has planned it from the start; it explains it, why she was so easy to woo that night. She picked a user to use. Funny life.
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