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Chapter 1: Out for a Hike

	 

	Madison strolled along the game trail. The air was warm, a pleasant change to the cold winds which had ushered in May. She had found little time to get out and into nature, the demands of her law office and life in general cutting into her alone time. Madison chuckled at the thought.

	Alone time had vanished with the birth of her son Felix, and her husband Mitchell still didn’t understand why she was cranky some nights.

	Madison had been a self-sufficient individual ever since she had left for college when she was seventeen. Her marriage at thirty, and the subsequent offspring produced, had done nothing to curb her individuality.

	Which was why on some days she ended up in Amherst for a quick hike. Her law office, located in Milford, was only a few minutes from her favorite hiking trails. She could take half a day, hike for a few hours, shower at her fitness club and be home without Mitchell being any the wiser.

	Madison rolled her eyes at the complaints he would issue. While he had relished the idea of being a stay-at-home father when she was pregnant with Felix, the reality of it was far less entertaining.

	Mitchell complained on an almost daily basis about how his work suffered. More than once, she had been tempted to inform him that a writer who didn’t get steady work to begin with, couldn’t complain.

	She shook her head and turned her thoughts to the path before her. It was a narrow game trail, wide enough for her to move along without disrupting any plants growing between the thick trunks of the oaks and elms around her. The trees had a curious aura to them, and part of the reason she enjoyed hiking in Amherst. They were among the few, old forest trees she had seen.

	This particular path, off General Amherst Road, was new to her. She had read about it online from a few blogs. Most of the articles had been about going to visit the trail, and none of those had been about the hike itself.

	The whole trail had an air of mystery to it, and it thrilled Madison. There was no mystery in her marriage, no excitement. Nothing thrilling at her workplace. She had even considered a membership with the Ashley Madison website, in spite of the security risks attached to a site dedicated to extramarital affairs. In the end, with the pros outweighing the cons, she had decided against it.

	So Madison was left with the trails.

	She adjusted the straps on her backpack as she came to a fork in the path and stopped. The trail to the right showed more use, the dirt packed down and the branches of a few bushes broken and pushed back.

	On the left, Madison saw the complete opposite.

	The trail was faint, almost as if it hadn’t been used in years. Not even the prints of animals marred the loose earth.

	Left it is, she thought, and followed it.

	For nearly an hour, she moved along the trail as it skirted granite boulders and ran along streambeds. When the path dipped down she slowed her pace, careful not to twist an ankle. She had injured herself in the past on a lone hike, and the return trip had been horrifically painful.

	Madison looked around as the trail leveled out and widened. The trees were farther and farther away from the sides of the path, and the underbrush faded away. Soon it disappeared altogether, but within twenty feet, it was replaced with thick, twisted brambles. Ahead of her, a dark shape caught her eye and Madison paused to look at it and get a drink of water.

	A huge, flowering chestnut tree towered at the end of a small clearing. It was massive, perhaps a hundred feet tall and without a doubt, the largest she had ever seen. Unable to take her eyes off it, Madison walked towards the tree.

	Soon she found her way blocked by the brambles. Madison ignored them, pushing her way through even as the long, sharp thorns pierced her skin and snagged her clothes. Around her the forest darkened, the long boughs of the chestnut blocking out the sun. A gray twilight wrapped around her and it seemed as though the brambles pushed in closer with each drop of blood she spilled.

	Then she was through them, stumbling into a small burial ground.

	The grave markers were old. Tall, thin pieces of slate with arched tops and images of death carved into them. There were only twenty or thirty of them, standing upright in perfect order. Dead grass clung to the earth around each stone, and beyond the markers was a house.

	The building consisted of a single floor, the roof sagging in the middle and a large, brick chimney protruding from the center. Heavy shutters hung on the windows flanking either side of the doorway, which lacked any sort of door.

	And all of it was beneath the tree’s tremendous limbs. An entire world separate from the rest of New Hampshire.

	Madison smiled, a warm, joyous feeling wrapping around her. It was then that she noticed the little boy. He sat on a rock by the doorway. His face was cherubic and his hair was pulled back in a small ponytail. The boy’s clothes looked handmade, and they were cut in a fashion Madison had only seen in history books about the early New England colonists. He seemed to be somewhere between eight and ten years of age, and he smiled at her when their eyes met.

	Several of his teeth were missing, which gave him an even more endearing appearance.

	“Hello,” he said, waving at her.

	“Hello,” Madison replied, offering a little wave.

	“Are you on your way to meeting?” the boy inquired.

	“Meeting?” she asked, confused.

	“To town,” the boy said, grinning. “Are you going into town?

	“No,” Madison answered. “I’m just out walking.”

	“Ah,” the boy said, nodding.

	In a dull, absent way Madison understood she couldn’t look away from the child. He commanded all of her attention.

	And she was fine with that, smiling at him.

	He smiled back.

	“What’s your name?” he asked, the gentlest of lisps in his pronunciation.

	“Madison,” she answered.

	“Would you like to know my name?” he said.

	Madison nodded.

	“I am Samson,” the boy said, his lips hardly moving as he spoke. His eyes narrowed and for the briefest of moments, there was a cruel glint to them.

	Then it was gone and Madison knew it had been some sort of twist of the light.

	“Would you sit with me?” Samson asked. “My mother has been gone a long, long time.”

	Madison nodded, choking back a sob at the idea of the beautiful boy being alone and without his mother. A faint memory of her own child tugged at her, but it wasn’t enough to stop her from entering the burial ground.

	The air vibrated as she stepped past the first headstones, the slate shimmering on the edges of her vision.

	Samson’s smile broadened and he clapped his hands with enthusiasm.

	The joyous look on his face quickened her step, and in a few heartbeats, she stood before him. Madison stared down at him, her heart pounding in her chest.

	“Will you sit with me?” he asked.

	Madison sat on the ground, folding her legs under her. A hard object pushed into her thigh and she reached down, pulling it out from beneath her. It was a bone, nearly a foot in length and yellow with age.

	“You could throw that inside, along with the others,” Samson said, nodding towards the doorway.

	Madison did so, the bone vanishing into the darkness and landing with a clatter. It sounded as though it had struck a pile of the same.

	At the noise Samson laughed, clapping his hands again as he fixed an intense stare upon her. Smiling, the little boy leaned forward and said, “Are you excited to sit with me?”

	“Yes,” Madison replied, her own voice sounding distant in her ears. Then she asked, “Are you excited?”

	“Oh, yes,” he said with sudden, mock seriousness. “And do you want to know why?”

	Madison gave a nod.

	“Because,” Samson whispered, “I’ve been alone for an awfully long time.”



	
Chapter 2: Remembering the Past

	 

	Shane stood on his back porch in the warm sunlight, staring down into the pond. He looked at the cats’ tails as they bent in the wind, watched the water ripple from the same. The water remained dark, impenetrable. Even after Vivienne had been chased away, there was no escaping the memories she had left with him.

	A shudder rippled through him and Shane took his cigarettes out. His hand trembled as he lit one and returned the pack to his pocket.

	The back door opened and Frank stepped out of the kitchen, a bottle of water in his hand as he walked over to a deck chair and sat down.

	“You alright?” Frank asked.

	“That’s a tough question to answer,” Shane said, tearing his attention away from the pond and sitting down in the other deck chair.

	“Not really,” Frank replied. “You either are, or you’re not. Pretty basic.”

	Shane shrugged. “Guess I’m not then.”

	“What’s bothering you?” Frank asked.

	“Everything about the Watchers,” Shane answered. “I want more information on them. I want to know why exactly they’re gathering up haunted buildings. How long have they been doing it? What’s the real end game? And I don’t feel like I achieved what I wanted, not for Mason and his wife. Not for anyone who’s died because of the Watchers.”

	“How much more can you do?” Frank asked, his brows furrowed with concern. “Hell, Shane, you’ve taken some serious beatings. Honestly, you look like someone stuck you in a fire, changed their mind, and then dragged you back out over broken glass.”

	“Thanks,” Shane grumbled.

	“Hey, it’s the truth,” Frank said. “Why don’t we find someone a little younger, maybe some of Abbot Gregory’s brothers. They can start to dig around more. See what’s out there and what can be done.”

	Shane shook his head. “I can’t do that. I know what’s out there, Frank. I won’t send them into it. The Watchers are my responsibility.”

	Frank’s cellphone rang and cut Shane off.

	“Hold on,” Frank said, putting his water down and digging his phone out of a pocket. “Hello?”

	Shane waited as Frank nodded and said, “Yeah. No, we’re both here. Come on by.”

	“Who was that?” Shane asked after Frank had ended the call.

	“Hm? Oh, that was David,” Frank said. “You know, the naked guy in Borgin?”

	Shane snorted, repeating, “The naked guy.”

	After a moment he asked, “Just David?”

	Frank looked away as he replied, “Far as I know.”

	Shane sighed and shook his head. “He almost never goes anywhere without Marie.”

	Frank sagged in the chair and turned his head back to Shane. “Strength in numbers.”

	“It’s aggravating,” Shane snapped, pushing himself to his feet.

	“We need all the help we can get,” Frank stated. “And she can definitely handle herself.”

	“That’s never been in doubt,” Shane said over his shoulder. “I don’t like having her around. Seems like she still blames me for Kurt Warner’s death, the cop killed at Slater Mill. Not to mention all the emotional baggage.”

	“On her end or yours?” Frank asked.

	“I don’t have emotional baggage,” Shane grumbled.

	Frank didn’t respond to the statement, remaining silent as Shane pulled out another cigarette and lit it off the first. As he exhaled into the warm air, Shane twisted around to face Frank. “Do you think today would be a good day?”

	Frank hesitated, then nodded. “Might as well. My arm’s healed up. Marie’s in good shape. David doesn’t seem any worse for the experience up in Borgin. And you, man, I think you’re made of steel sometimes.”

	“No,” Shane responded. “I’m just stubborn is all. Think David will want to talk about the Watchers?”

	“I’m hoping that’s why he’s on his way over,” Frank admitted.

	“Good,” Shane said, facing the pond once more. He glared at it for a few moments, waiting until he finished the fresh cigarette before turning away.

	Shane knew she wasn’t around anymore, but the child in him still hid in the dark and whispered about her.

	“What are you looking for?” Frank asked in a low voice.

	Shane forced himself away from the railing and gave his friend a small smile before he said, “Something that isn’t there anymore.”

	And with his back to the nightmares of his past, Shane went into the kitchen.



	
Chapter 3: Stocking Up

	 

	Clair never doubted herself in regards to the Watchers. She had seen that the organization was faltering under the doddering leadership of Harlan, and the necessary steps had been taken. Had there been someone more suitable than herself to run the organization, she would have backed them.

	There hadn’t been, and Clair was fine with that as well.

	The pressures of the Watchers were acceptable to her, and she thrived under them.

	Over the past few months, the organization had suffered setbacks from Shane Ryan, but she recognized them for what they were; setbacks, and nothing more.

	Everything could be overcome with the proper application of available resources.

	The resources of the Watchers were limited, which was why she found herself back in a role she hadn’t played in nearly twenty years.

	She wore her work clothes, standing in nylons with her work heels and purse on the hood of a dark blue Lexus. The car was jacked up, the left front tire off the rim and on the pavement. There was no spare. Clair held a cellphone and waited.

	She was in a small car park in Chelmsford, Massachusetts, and there were only four cars in the lot, including the Lexus. As Clair stood and waited, reflecting on the task at hand.

	A taxi pulled into the lot, dropped a man off by silver BMW. Clair waited until the man had gotten his door open before she said, “Damn it!”

	The mild curse rolled across the pavement and caused the man to pause. In her peripheral vision she saw him turn to face her and then open his door. She continued to watch, wondering if he would get in and leave, or if he would stay and help.

	He put his messenger bag in on the front seat, closed the door, and walked to Clair.

	“Hello,” he called out when he was a short distance away. “Everything okay?”

	“No,” Clair said, shaking her head. “The tire’s flat and my damned son didn’t put the spare back when he took the car into Boston and slashed the tire on a curb. And now, now he won’t answer his phone!”

	“It’s alright,” the man said, “Do you have Triple A or anything like that?”

	She nodded. “They told me it will be at least two hours, they have only one truck on the road.”

	“I have a garage that I trust,” the stranger said, trying to speak soothingly. “I can call them if you like. They’ll send their truck out and tow it anywhere you want.”

	“Oh, could you?” Clair asked, pouring relief and excitement into her voice. “Thank you so much!”

	The man grinned, took his phone out of his pocket, and Clair lashed out with her right hand. Her fingers were curled in partially, knuckles extended as she struck. The first blow hit him at the junction of his right shoulder and his chest, causing him to drop the phone. Before he could utter a syllable, her second blow caught him in the right temple.

	His eyes rolled up into his head and he sagged to the pavement.

	Off to the right, the engine of a battered, maroon Mercury sedan rumbled and the car’s lights switched on. Clair stood over the unconscious Good Samaritan, rubbing the knuckles on her hand.

	The sedan rolled to a stop beside her and the trunk popped open as a pair of men stepped out. They nodded to Clair before they bent over and zip-tied the man’s hands behind his back, then did the same to his ankles. She watched as they picked the Samaritan up, dumped him into the car, then slamming the trunk down over him. The two men got into the car and drove away, the entire process lasting less than thirty seconds.

	Her earpiece clicked and Clair said, “Yes?”

	“Will we wait here or move on to another site?” a man asked.

	“We’ll wait for another half hour,” Clair answered.

	“Is it safe?” the man questioned, hesitation in his words.

	“Of course not!” Her tone was harsh. “We have properties that need seeding. If you lack the ability to perform the task, leave.”

	The man cleared his throat and mumbled, “No, ma’am. I’ll stay.”

	Clair shook her head and wondered about the future of the Watchers as another taxi pulled into the lot.



	
Chapter 4: In the Enemy’s Camp

	 

	The office was dark, the sun not yet risen above the horizon. Pink light painted the skyline, and soon the city of Boston would come to life with the morning commute.

	She left the door of the new director’s office open, as she had done to the set of office suites. In the palm of her hand, she carried a small camera, one she could tuck into the sleeve of her blouse. Her phone was in her bag, and any glance through the device would reveal it free of compromising photographs. Even if they stripped the phone down and accessed her online data storage, there would be nothing to incriminate her.

	While she had a few weaknesses, stupidity was not one of them.

	Her steps carried her to Clair Willette’s desk, but instead of attempting to access the files and downloading material onto a thumb drive, she turned to the wall.

	The newest map, she had learned, had been brought into the office the previous morning. It revealed two essential changes in the landscape of the Watchers’ organization.

	The first was that they had indeed lost Borgin Keep. Burnt to the ground by a man they had described as an ‘amateur ghost hunter.’ The second, more important piece of information was that they may have found the One.

	The idea of the location of that vile creature’s home turned her stomach. Knowing that they planned on feeding it almost caused her to vomit.

	She was surprised at the steadiness of her hands as she lifted the camera up, focused on the map, and took a picture. Without any hesitation, she moved from left to right, sectioning off the map mentally so she could gather close up information to pass along.

	In less than a minute, she had taken sixteen photos. Calmly she tucked the camera away and left the director’s office, easing the door shut behind her. Then she proceeded to do the same for the outer office.

	She left the building at a casual pace, descended to the ‘T’ and climbed aboard the Red Line. After eight stops, she got off, pushed her way through the growing press of commuters, and climbed the stairs to the street above. An all-day internet café was crammed between a high-end shoe boutique and a guitar store. Both of which were dark.

	She removed a twenty-dollar bill from her wallet and handed it to the twenty-year-old at the door of the internet café. Instead of asking for her license or proper identification, he gave a nod and muttered, “Eight’s open.”

	Without responding to his statement, she hurried to the numbered terminal.

	Her fingers typed in the necessary web addresses and passwords, and in less than a minute, she had the camera connected to a USB port, the photos uploading to an information drop. When it was finished she ended the connection, and logged out, then ejected the memory card from the camera. From her pocket, she removed a pair of gloves and a tack cloth.

	She pulled on the gloves and with careful movements, she rubbed her fingerprints off the camera. Finished with it, she placed the camera down, on its back. She removed the memory card and broke it before she stood up.

	By the exit was a trash can and she dropped the card’s pieces into it before she left.

	The cool air of the morning stung her cheeks and a sense of exhaustion crept over her. She pushed it aside, straightened up and walked to a nearby coffee shop. Caffeine and food would help her focus, for she had a few more tasks to complete before the day ended.

	She put her hands in her coat pocket and started down the street, listening to the soothing sounds of Boston and wondering if any of the Watchers knew what she was doing.



	
Chapter 5: Visiting Rights

	 

	David rapped on the main entrance of the house at 125 Berkley Street and Frank answered it a minute later, an amused expression on his face.

	“No Marie?” Frank asked, stepping aside.

	“Physical therapy appointment,” David explained as he entered the house.

	“How’s she doing?” Frank asked. “Any better?”

	“A little bit,” David said, nodding. “She can walk without a cane now, which is good. Still has a bit of trouble with stairs and getting into and out of the bed and bath.”

	Frank closed the door and gestured to the study.

	“How’s Shane doing?” David inquired.

	“Shane’s Shane,” Frank replied with a shrug. “Who knows what goes on in his head? Man’s a little different.”

	David snorted. “He’s a tough one, that’s for sure.”

	The door to the study was closed and when Frank opened it, David hesitated for a moment. Shane sat in his chair, drink in hand and Carl stood beside him. The dead man looked at David with an expression that showed he was not impressed.

	And David, who had once stood in front of Emmanuel Borgin, found himself afraid of the old, dead German who lived in Shane’s home.

	“Come on in,” Shane said. “What brings you over?”

	“I have some news I think you’ll appreciate,” David said as he sat down. “I’ve told you before that I’m not happy with the way I was treated.”

	Shane and Frank, in addition to Carl, nodded.

	“I have a few friends in the organization,” David continued. “I’ve been wanting to hit back at the Watchers. Every property they’ve gathered over the years is essential to their plan.”

	“Their little strategy to unleash some of the stronger ghosts?” Shane asked, leaning forward, his eyes filled with hatred. “Yeah. I know that much. What I want to know though, is what else do they plan on doing? There has to be some bigger play here. What more do they want to do?”

	David sat back, surprised. “You don’t know the end game?”

	“I thought I did. But obviously not,” Shane started, but Frank put a hand on the man’s shoulder.

	“No,” Frank said. “We’re not sure what’s going on. We can’t tell what’s true and what isn’t. I’m not a big believer in information gathered by torture.”

	Shane frowned at him, but remained silent.

	“I’m surprised,” David murmured, shaking his head. “I thought you knew and that it had pushed you into making a move against them.”

	Shane’s face paled and his lips formed a tight line.

	“No,” Frank said, “That’s not why. Something else happened.”

	“Alright,” David said, and he let the subject drop. He well-remembered the types of messages the Watchers had sent to people. David cleared his throat. “I received a phone call this morning. Just a quick call to tell me that my mother was fine.”

	The two men waited and David shook his head and gave them a rueful grin.

	“Sorry,” he said. “I forget I’m not with others like me anymore.”

	“Don’t worry about it,” Shane said. “What’s your mom got to do with it?”

	“Nothing,” David said. “She’s dead. Has been since I was four. It was a call-in code to check an email account.”

	“Did you check it?” Shane asked.

	“Yes,” David said, grinning at the men. “Do you have a laptop? It’ll be easier if you see it.”

	“Sure,” Frank said. “I do. It’ll take a few minutes. I think it’s still packed up.”

	The man exited the room and left David alone with Shane.

	“Why are you doing this?” Shane asked in a low voice.

	Carl, who hadn’t moved from Shane’s side, had a harsh expression on his face. David felt certain that Carl would kill him if Shane told him to.

	“I want revenge,” David said. The statement was both blunt and truthful. He wanted nothing more than to rip apart decades of the Watchers’ work.

	“How much?” Shane asked. He drummed the remaining fingers of his left hand on the arm of the club chair.

	“How much what?” David asked, uncertain as to what Shane meant.

	“Revenge,” Shane explained. “Is there a limit, and if so, what is it? I want to leave them in ruins. Both literal and figurative. And I want scalps, David. I want to stretch their scalps and leave them to dry in the sun. And if I get angry enough, I’m going to kill everyone they know as well.”

	David looked at Shane and understood the man’s words were the truth. There was hatred in his eyes, a dry, brutal honesty in his words that told him Shane would gut each and every one of them.

	David smiled. “I like the idea of scalping them.”

	Shane nodded. “Let’s drink to it then.”

	While David watched, Shane stood up, took a bottle of whiskey from a shelf, and filled a pair of glasses. He brought one to David and kept the other for himself.

	Shane raised his glass and said, “To the death of the Watchers.”

	“To their death,” David agreed, and he downed the strong, brutal liquor. He nodded to Shane and asked, “What happened to your fingers?”

	The grin that appeared on Shane’s face stretched his skin and highlighted the sharp angles of his face.

	“Have you ever heard of Kurkow Prison?” Shane asked in a whisper.

	“Yes,” David answered.

	“Then listen,” Shane said, the grin fading away. “I’ll tell you a story while Frank finds his laptop.”

	And the story chilled David.



	
Chapter 6: With Samson

	 

	Madison hadn’t been hungry.

	And she knew she should be hungry, but she wasn’t. She didn’t want to eat. Or to drink.

	She only wanted to sit with Samson, to look at the boy and to speak with him. Time was lost when she did so, leaving her alone with him. Beneath the sweet smell of the forest, there was a foul, wretched scent. Its acrid bite pained her at times, as did the vague realization that she was the cause of the smell.

	Madison knew she had soiled herself. She couldn’t remember when, but she knew she couldn’t leave him.

	“How are you, Madison?” Samson inquired. His sweet young voice was full of concern and curiosity.

	Her own words came out as a croak, difficult to hear and hardly intelligible.

	“I’m wonderful,” she answered, and she was. To look upon him was everything.

	He smiled at her. “I’m so glad to hear that. You know, I’m extremely impressed.”

	“Why?” she managed to ask.

	“No one has ever stayed with me as long as you have.” His wholesome expression made her feel as though she would weep with joy.

	Yet Madison couldn’t move.

	Her body was too heavy. Each article of clothing felt as though it were made of lead. Breathing had become a chore, a laborious process that she wanted to stop, and sometimes she did, if only for a few seconds.

	Her heart beat in an irregular pattern, sometimes fast, at other times slow. When she tried to shift herself, to be comfortable, her joints exploded with pain.

	A cold drop fell on her, then another. Water came down from the branches of the tree. While the rain struck her, it passed through Samson.

	Of course it does, she thought, chiding herself. He’s a little angel. The water doesn’t want to bother him.

	Samson leaned forward, putting his elbows on his knees and his chin in his hands.

	“Madison,” he said, “I want to hear a story. Would you tell me one?”

	“What type of a story?” she managed to ask.

	“A ghost story,” was his reply, and a mischievous smile appeared. “A scary one. How about one with the ghost of a little boy in it?”

	Madison nodded. She ignored the rain, or the way her body shook as her clothes became wet. For a long time she sat in silence, Samson patient across from her. Finally, Madison smiled, and she started the story.

	“Once upon a time,” she began. “There was a beautiful little boy named Samson, and he was a ghost.”

	Samson let out a tremendous laugh and clapped his hands with pleasure.

	“Tell me more,” he said, winking at her. “Tell me all there is.”

	Madison’s voice continued to break, but Samson wanted a story, and she would tell him one.



	
Chapter 7: Choosing a Target

	 

	Frank had found his laptop, and he had brought a television downstairs as well. In a short time, he connected the two devices together. When he finished, Frank sat down next to Shane.

	Shane glanced over at him while David accessed the email account.

	“I didn’t know you had a television,” Shane said.

	“I try not to have the volume up,” Frank replied. “I know you have a hard enough time sleeping.”

	Shane nodded. “Thanks.”

	“My friend,” Carl said in German, his voice low. “I do not know if I trust this David.”

	“That’s why you’re in here,” Shane said, speaking in the same language. “If something goes wrong, I expect you to hurt him.”

	“I will,” Carl stated.

	“Here we go,” David said, clicking on an email. He selected an attachment and opened it. A picture of a large map appeared on the screen. While David used the laptop’s mouse, Shane stared at the image.

	It was detailed, with small, marked places.

	“What are we looking at?” Frank asked.

	“That’s part of the map,” David said. He dragged his chair over. He used the cursor to illustrate what he spoke of. “This is Rhode Island, part of Massachusetts, part of New Hampshire, and most of Maine. It’s the coast line.”

	“What map, though?” Shane asked. “I can see that it’s New England.”

	“Sorry,” David grumbled. “This is the map that hangs in the headquarters of the Watchers. The information on it is updated every quarter. It tells them what buildings are still haunted, which ones are active, and how active they are.”

	Shane chuckled. “So we can find out where their locations are?”

	“Not with just the map,” David said. “I’m hoping my contact can get me the alpha file.”

	“Which is what?” Frank asked.

	“It’s an index to every location, and it has all of the applicable information.” David turned and faced both of the men. “With the map and the index, we’d be able to destroy the organization.”

	Shane scratched at the scar on the back of his neck. “Frank?”

	“Yeah?” Frank asked.

	“Do you think we could get a copy of the ley lines from Abbot Gregory?” Shane inquired.

	“Sure,” Frank answered. “I don’t think it would be a problem at all.”

	“What are those?” David asked, sitting back and looking at them.

	Frank explained the basics quickly, and David was nodding by the end.

	“Makes sense,” David murmured. “All of the seeding.”

	Shane straightened up as he asked, “What are you talking about?”

	“You would hear it sometimes,” David explained, “from the higher ups. Places would be ‘seeded.’ Certain buildings picked out, people sacrificed there. Sometimes, like with Borgin, they were feeding the living to the dead.”

	Frank muttered a curse under his breath and Shane clenched his teeth.

	Shane took a deep breath, cleared his throat, and asked, “How many houses are out there?”

	“I don’t know,” David answered. “If we can get the alpha file, then we’ll have everything we need.”

	“What are the other attachments?” Frank asked.

	“Hold on,” David replied. He turned back to the laptop and clicked through the other four attachments. Each one contained another section of the map. Frank got up and he manipulated the images to form a single composite.

	A large, comprehensive map, showing all six of the New England States, was revealed. In some spots, there were one or two dots. In others, cities like Boston and Concord, the marks were on top of one another.

	There were hundreds of them.

	Possibly even a thousand, Shane realized. To Carl he spoke in German, “Make sure someone is watching the house at all times.”

	“We have been,” Carl replied.

	“Thank you,” Shane said, sighing. “Will you check on everyone for me, please?”

	Carl responded with a short bow and vanished from the room.

	“Is there a way we can strike at one, maybe two of them while we wait for the file?” Frank asked David.

	The older man shook his head. “No, not that I know of. Only a few people knew of those outside of their own area of operations. Borgin had been mine for years. And I didn’t handle any others before it.”

	“We may have someone who does know,” Shane said, standing up.

	“Who?” Frank and David asked in unison.

	“Lisbeth,” Shane answered.

	David looked confused and Frank’s face revealed his disappointment.

	“When will you let her go, Shane?” Frank asked.

	“Soon,” Shane replied.

	He just didn’t know when soon would be.
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