
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
Dream Miner, The Enhanced
Chronicles #1

 


Smashwords Edition
Copyright © Lakisha Spletzer 2011. All rights
reserved. This book is an original
publication of Lakisha Spletzer. http://www.kishazworld.com

Cover design Copyright © JD
Hollyfield 2011. All rights reserved. http://www.jdhollyfield.com

 


This is a work of fiction. Names,
characters, places, and incidents either are the product of the
author's imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance
to actual persons, living or dead, business establishments, events
or locales is entirely incidental.

Without limiting the rights under the
copyright reserved above, no part of this publication may be
reproduced, stored in or introduced into a retrieval system, or
transmitted in any for or by any means (electronic, mechanical, by
photocopying, recording or otherwise) without the prior written
permission of the copyright owner and the publisher of the
book.

The scanning, uploading, and
distribution of this book via the Internet or by any other means
without the permission of the author is illegal and punishable by
law. Please purchase only authorized printed or electronic editions
and do not participate in or encourage electronic piracy of
copyrighted materials. Your support of the author's rights is
appreciated.

 


Smashwords Edition,
License Notes

 


This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This
ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you
would like to share this book with another person, please purchase
an additional copy for each person you share it with. If you’re
reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased
for your use only, then you should return to Smashwords.com and
purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of
this author.


Author Acknowledgments

 


I have to give much love to Lyn Ehley, who with that scowl and fierce look, had me rework the ending into something worthwhile. Also,
thanks to
my awesome
secondary editors
Allan Baker
and Courtney
Slagle. Your
eagle eyes
caught all
those pesky
punctuation errors.

I have to thank Dominic Cheski for coming up with the initial idea back in the day when we were both simming on the RPG Org. Though it morphed into something else thanks to NaNoWrimo, it still was a great concept.

Thanks to Dianne Dykstra and Angela Markham for the encouragement and the listening ears.

I
much thanks to
JD Hollyfield for his awesome creativity and very “cerebral” take on the cover. You rule!

Last, but not least, thanks go to Sonny who listened to my endless prattle about this novel and gave some nice input about certain scenes.


Chapter
1

 


 


When people say life sucks, they aren’t kidding. But then again, they haven't been to the island of West California either.
At least,
that is
the general
consensus from
those unfortunate
enough to
live here.
The current
year is
2102, a
cursed time,
for humanity
has run
out of
steam and
time itself
has finally
given up
on us.
Gone was
a world
where people
cared and
looked out
for one
another. Gone
were the
days when
being a
patriot was
something to
be proud.
Now, everyone
was out
for themselves
and, for
those that
got in
the way,
woe unto
them. Keep
your head
down and
go about
your business,
because eye
contact could
be hazardous
to your
health. Trust
no one
and believe
nothing, and
you just
might survive
to see
the next
hour.

It had already fallen dark and a gentle breeze was blowing. Not enough to freeze, but enough to cool the skin from the oppressive heat that was as constant as the crimes committed.
If it
wasn’t one thing, it’s another. Some things never changed, like the corrupt bureaucracy who greased the backs of the crime syndicates, the real power in West California. No matter how many criminals were put away, ten more sprang up to take their place. Case in point: her current suspect, Devin Morris, was one of the types she hated, a scumbag who liked to prey on females. One of the worst predators. She couldn’forgive him for ruining a young mother’s life and traumatizing a child.

All these thoughts drifted through Verity Sanchez’s mind as she considered Morris. She was tracking down this rapist, who thought he could hide from her, an agent of the CBI into the restricted areas of downtown.

She tapped her communications earpiece
and asked
for a
tracking update
from headquarters. The
new location
put him
in one
of the
condemned buildings, climbing
steadily upwards.
From the
look of
it, he
was going
to try
to make
a roof
escape. Oh
well, let
him run, she thought calmly. Her vision was good in the half-light as well as in the day. Thanks to a bizarre willingness to be a lab rat for her government, her natural physiology
had been
altered into
something more
than human.

Verity typed in the unlock sequence to remove the safety from her weapon and entered the building, easily climbing over the fallen poles and other assorted debris lying about. Unless the serial code and fingerprint scanned matched, the new lock code feature prevented
an agent’s weapon from being discharged. She curled her lips in disgust. She hated coming downtown, too many memories of past glory days and numerous encounters with the worst scum of the universe. Some days she hated her job and this was one of them. She steadily worked her way up the crumbling staircase and marveled that after so many centuries it was still standing. Judging by the look of it, not for much longer, but it would at least last tonight.

She held out her custom-fitted
black metallic
gloved left
hand, flexed
her fingers
and a
holographic map
appeared above
it with
a moving
red signal
indicating her
prey. The
building was
twenty floors
tall and
she was
only on
the fifth
floor. Morris
was on
the tenth
floor. He
had to
have some
muscle enhancers
in his
system; otherwise, she would have caught him by now.

"Headquarters,
this is
Verity. I'm
going to
need some
aerial and
ground support
in about
fifteen minutes.
I'll meet
you on
the roof,
Verity out,"
she said
into her
ear comm
as she
made a
fist and
turned off
the holographic
map. This
was going
to end
tonight, one
way or
the other.
He was
going to
pay for
ruining Catherine's and little Stevie’s lives. Resolutely
she resumed
climbing, every
so often
stopping to
check the
map and
Morris’
location. She
was glad
to be
in shape
because if
she hadn't
this chase
would have
ended before
it started.

 


~~**~~

 


At the main CBI-West Headquarters
building, Director Harry Jannen was pacing as he eyed the auditorium-length
view-screen with
irritation. The
screen was
split into
sub-windows, each
showing a
CBI agent
on a case. However, the one that dominated the center of the screen was of most interest to him at the moment.

“Where is she?” he demanded. His wiry form belied the strength of body and cunning mind he possessed and used with deadly efficiency on his staff. Many an agent had left in tears after a lecture from Jannen who had no tolerance for half-measures
and failures.
Maybe it
was his
perfectionist nature, or perhaps it was his Irish-German blood
that made
him that
way. No
one knew
for sure
and no
one really
cared. His
employees wanted
his cold
icy blue
eyes to
fall on
some unfortunate
other than
themselves when
there was
a screw-up.

“Sir, she’s inside the building and still in pursuit. The suspect, Devin Morris, is at least three to five floors ahead of Agent Sanchez, but she’gaining,” responded the head tracking agent.

Jannen’s eyes narrowed as he watched the screen. “Who’near her? I want her to have backup now! Morris has eluded us for two months. I will not lose him tonight because you’re being careless and lazy. Do you understand? Dispatch all available agents to her and send in the aerial backup she requested immediately.”

“Yes, sir. Dispatching agents and aerial assault team to the building now.”

Jannen continued watching
the screen
for a
moment. His
job and
life were
on the
line if
she failed.
If he
went down,
she would
too.

 


~~**~~

 


Tapping his PDA, Arik Salem brought up a schematic of the building. Devin Morris, the perp he was trailing, had found his way to this location. It was old and in disrepair. Its only residents were rats and bugs, a fitting place for criminals like the one Arik was chasing. Unholstering
his weapon,
he clipped
on the
flashlight attachment and entered the building.

He ran up the stairs as quickly as he could. He'd had a few enhancements done to him. Originally they were intended for his career as an Olympic runner, but the CBI had made him an offer he couldn't refuse. When he heard another set of footsteps sounding lighter than a man's, he stopped for a moment.

"Either he has a girlfriend, or damnit, there’s another after him,” he muttered. He rounded a corner in time to see a woman run up the next flight of stairs.

“Zee, I need an ID. I just spotted a woman in her mid-twenties,
five-six, 140
lbs, light
brown hair
and armed.
She’s trailing the suspect. Is there anything in his file that says he has an accomplice?”

“I have none ‘Rik. No mention of a significant other,
either. Whoever
she is,
she isn’t with him. One sec, I’ll run the description through
our database.”

Arik kept his pace as he waited for Zee to get back to him. It didn’t take long.

“She’s one of ours, or rather she’a
CBI agent
for the
West Coast
Division. Her
name is
Verity Sanchez
and she’s been working the case. She was supposed to have a partner with her, but the agent refused to help and she’on foot for over three hours trying to catch this guy. Gutsy, I tell you. Wait till you get back to the hotel and see the file on this chick.” Zee whistled appreciatively. “Damn, is all I have to say, my friend.”

Arik chuckled. “I can’t wait. Keep this channel open in case I need you.” Smiling at his friend’s enthusiasm, he climbed the stairs in pursuit of the perp and the devoted agent chasing him.


Chapter
2

 


Verity had made it to the fourteenth floor and was looking around. She didn't see the suspect and something was interfering with the holographic tracker.
She wasn't
sure if
it was
her target
or if
something else
in the
area was
doing it.
Frowning, she
pressed on,
more cautious
now that
she was
experiencing difficulties.

Where was he? He wasn’t too hard a target to spot. What was that expression they said in the twentieth century?
Oh yes
big, fat,
and UGLY.
Morris had
all of
that in
spades. That
should have
made him
easier to
catch, but
the drugs
in his
system were
boosting his
adrenaline and
senses, prolonging the capture and stretching her to the edges of her endurance levels. She had been tracking and chasing the guy for over three hours and she was starting to wear down a little. Why were things never easy? Oh, wait, nothing in her life was easy. Shaking her head sadly at her strange thoughts, she continued the hunt.

She was trying to get her tracker to work when she heard footsteps, lighter than Morris but heavier than her own. Oh, great, he had an accomplice.

“Headquarters,
I have
two bogeys.
Attempting to
take down
main suspect
now.”
She turned
her wrist-comm
to silent
and started
up the
stairs to
the fifteenth
floor, muttering
darkly about
what she
would do
to Morris
when she
found him.

She slowed as she got closer to the next floor. All her senses were on alert. Morris was here. She could feel him. She paused, closing her eyes and mentally steadied
herself. She
could do
this. Taking
a calming
breath, she
opened her
eyes and
eased around
the corner
quietly, making
sure her
boots produced
no sound.
She inched
her way
down the
hall and
then kicked
open the
door to
her left
and slipped
in. No
Morris. She
frowned and
quickly turned
to go
back down
the corridor.

"Stay where you are!"

Verity whirled around, weapon ready and aimed at the sound of the voice. She studied the man in the doorway. It wasn't her perp. The man before her was handsome and fit. Nothing like Morris and he knew how to handle a weapon, that was for certain.

"Whoever
you are,
drop your
gun," she
stated firmly.

The man rolled his eyes and shook his head. "We're on the same…Get down!" he shouted and flung himself against the door.

Verity didn't flinch. She dropped just as an energy weapon discharged.
The blast
barely missed
her head
and hit
the window
behind her,
shattering it
and raining
glass down
on her
as she
threw her
hands protectively over
her head.

This was not what she had in mind for her evening. Tonight was supposed to be one of her nights off, but she’d been called in by Jannen to assist on this capture. Her partner had given out after the first hour. He had sat down and simply refused to budge another inch. Verity had happily left him behind. He had been with her for a week and all he did was complain and whine, two things she detested most in people.

"Get him!" the newcomer ordered as he fired at the escaping Morris.

Verity scrambled to her feet, ran past the guy and had to dive and roll when Morris fired at her stomach. She barely avoided that shot and it pissed her off. No way was this lowlife scum clipping her! She returned fire, running down the hall after him. She didn't wait to see if the mystery male was following or not. She could only concentrate on her immediate problem.

She tapped her ear-comm. "Headquarters,"
she began,
but stopped
when all
she heard
was static.
Great! That
shot from
Morris’
energy gun
had fried
her communications up-link
She ran
faster, snarling
angrily. Oh,
he was
going to
pay for
this. The
earpiece was
one of
ten prototypes
made specifically
for the
CBI and
she had
been honored
to receive
one. Now
it was
broken. Verity
was not
a happy
camper. She
ran up
the stairs,
skipping two
at a time and watched the floor numbers fly past. Suddenly, she was on the top floor and she could hear Morris wheezing for breath. She had him!

Morris slapped another energy clip into his pistol and fired a shot. "Back off, bitch! One of us is leaving and it ain't you!" he shouted and fired again.

Verity barely managed to escape the blast, ending up behind an old desk that offered her some protection. "If you give up now, we’ll reduce your sentence!" she offered, all the while thinking, hell no we won't you, disgusting dirt-bag. You will rot for what you’ve done. She smiled savagely at that thought.

Verity and Morris exchanged fire for another two rounds before she had to stop and reload. She was getting nowhere and it was frustrating. She had the other man to worry about and he was somewhere behind her. He said they were the same. Same what? He was probably a mercenary for hire; if so, she had no use for his kind, either. No, she had to stay on guard. Spying an open doorway, she decided to take a chance.


Chapter
3

 


Running after Morris and Verity, Arik arrived on the last floor and tried to make Morris more nervous by firing in his direction.

"You're only making things worse," he shouted and was about to fire a shot when he decided to lunge for Morris.

Arik heard shots and one found its mark grazing his right buttock and sending a wave of fiery pain through him. "Ah!" Looking back, he saw Verity somersault into an open room, guns aimed at him and the suspect. "Shoot him, not me!" he yelled at her.

Morris wasn't so lucky. Verity's second shot hit him in the neck, the energy pulse blowing his neck into pieces, tearing his windpipe and muscles. Blood spurted wildly from the wound as he sank to his knees in shock, his hand going to his neck. He tried to speak, but made no sound for he had no throat. He looked at Arik, his eyes glazing over as he pitched forward and hit the ground unmoving.

Verity was inside the room breathing hard, her ears straining for any sound. When there was no more commotion from the hallway, she cautiously peeked
around the
corner. She
saw Morris
on the
ground, blood
spreading in
a pool
away from
his body.
She grimaced
and left
the room
slowly, weapons
in front
of her.
He looked
dead, but
one could
never be
sure. Her
boss was
going to
have a
fit. He
said alive,
not dead.

Struggling
to his
feet, Arik
pulled out
his phone,
"Control, bring
an ambulance.
Agent wounded
and the
suspect is
down."

Verity's
gaze swung
to the
other man
when she
heard him
speak. She
looked at
him for
a long
moment. "Who
are you?"
she demanded
pointing a
weapon at
him.

"Agent Arik Salem, CBI, East Division. I'd flash my badge, but you shot through it." He gave a slight chuckle and then grimaced when another pain from his wound raced through him.

Her eyes widened. "Sorry about that," she said, pointing to his wounded butt. "Agent Verity Sanchez, CBI, West Division." She handed him her badge and then squatted down next to him, inspecting the wound. "You are lucky. Looks like it grazed you, but I'm sure it still hurts." She wasn't going to touch it. She had no medic training and the wound looked rather nasty even if it was only a graze. "Be right back."

She stood and walked over to Morris and nudged him with her shoe. When he didn't respond she bent down and inspected the body. She saw the gaping neck wound and frowned. She had been aiming lower, but maybe he had moved when she fired. Shrugging, she knew he wouldn't hurt anyone ever again.

"So why are you here? You aren't from around this area." She turned to look at Arik.

"Yeah. Not from here. East Continental Division."
Arik grimaced.
"I was
on the
trail of
this bastard,
too. Last
one he
raped was
a friend
of my
partner's."

Verity nodded curtly. "He raped my next door neighbor in front of her son. Now they are both in therapy." She eyed the body one more time and then walked over to Arik.

"Do you think you can walk? I hear the helicopter. It should be the aerial backup I requested."

"I need some help," Arik admitted and looked at the body. "At least justice is finally served."

"Yes, it was. Let's hope the Director thinks so," she muttered as she put one of his arms over her shoulders and braced her body as she helped him stand. "Take the weight off the injured leg that leads to the wound. And don't worry, I've bench pressed more than you weigh," she assured him.

"A strong woman. I like that." Arik smiled. "Sorry, punchy from the blood loss."

Verity chuckled. "Blame it on me. I'm the one who clipped you." Slowly they made their way to the exit and outside to the roof. The helicopter had just touched down and a medic came rushing over. Shouting over the whirling of the helicopter blades,
Verity explained
what had
happened.

The medic grinned, but then took Arik's other arm and they walked him to the copter. The medic made two of the assault team members get out and they laid Arik face down on the empty seats.

"Take care of him!" Verity squeezed Arik's shoulder and then climbed out and watched with the assault team members as the copter took off and headed back to CBI headquarters. Sighing
she looked
at the
two men.
"Anyone ready
for a
walk? We
have a
body to
bag."

The two men nodded and followed her back into the building which was swarming with talking CBI agents. Verity clucked at the chaos. She put her fingers in her mouth and whistled loudly, instantly silencing
the agents.
All eyes
turned to
her and
she sighed.

“People,
you are
making our
division look
bad. I
was saved
not by
one of
ours, but
by an
Eastern agent
who just
happened to
be in
the area.
Now, I
want this
body bagged,
evidence taken
and I
want it
done now.
Move, people!”

The agents began collecting and bagging the evidence. Two medics entered with the body bag. After emptying the dead man’s pockets, they placed the body in the bag, zipped it up and loaded it on the gurney. “Done, Agent Sanchez.”

“Thank you for your prompt efficiency. Please
get the
stiff down
to the
lab and
have the
report on
Director Jannen’s desk by six am. Appreciate you as always.” Smiling she looked over the agents who had once again clustered together,
eying her.

“All right people, if you aren’t working a case, go back to headquarters. If you are on the hunt, please return to your tracking. Thank you as well for coming to help. Dismissed!”

The agents scattered,
leaving Verity
with the
assault team.
She turned
to look
defiantly at
the taller
agent. “Go ahead and say it, Bavan. I know you’re dying to.”

Smirking,
Bavan Marlow
removed his
head gear
and gazed
arrogantly at
her. His
brown eyes
were not
warm, but
leering, as
they traveled
the length
of her
body in
an unprofessional
manner. Verity
resisted the
urge to
cross her
arms over
her chest.
She wondered
when she
had ever
believed that
he truly
cared about
her. She
gritted her
teeth at
his patronizing
smile.

“What? I wasn’t going to say anything. But now that you mentioned it, you had it coming. Going after a suspect all alone; I mean really, Verity, who do you think you are? Superwoman?”

Verity’s eyes narrowed, her face going red in anger and humiliation. She promised herself that she would not let him do this to her and yet, here she was being demeaned by him yet again.

“I never said I thought I was superwoman. I did my job, which is more than I can say for some people. I took a criminal off the street and what did you do? Arrive later than you were ordered to. No guts, no glory. Sorry, hon,” she drawled mockingly,
“but I believe this round belongs to me.” Verity stepped around him, nodding slightly to Ricardo and started down the hall.

Bavan stood for a moment and then stalked after her, with Ricardo trailing them both.


Chapter
4

 


The West Coast Continental Bureau
of Investigations
was abuzz
with activity
by the
time Verity,
Bavan and
Ricardo arrived.
The tension
between the
three was
palpable and
the other
agents moved
out of
the way.
Many of
them knew
of the
tumultuous relationship between
Bavan and
Verity. They
covertly, but
eagerly watched,
just in
case either
one lost
their temper
and spilled
some buried
juicy tidbit.

Verity refused to give them a show. Already the pain from the psionic backlash of the suspect's death was inching its way through her mind. She'd never experienced anything
like this
and hated
the fact
that she
was forced
to. A
wave of
dizziness washed
over her,
almost felling
her. She
bit her
bottom lip
hard and
forced herself
to focus.

The doctors had warned her at the testing facility that something like this might happen with her powers, especially
in her
line of
work. She
had scoffed
at the
idea because
she hadn't
planned on
killing anyone.
Ever. But
here she
was, years
later, in
that very
scenario. What
she really
wanted to
do was
break down
and cry,
but that
would give
Bavan too
much satisfaction. Ignoring
her feelings,
she kept
her mouth
shut and
strode into
Director Jannen’s office with Bavan and Ricardo on her heels.

Jannen glanced up and frowned. “Close the door. And Verity, spill it,” he ordered.

Bavan closed the door then he and Ricardo slid into the plush seats that decorated Jannen’s office. Verity remained standing.

“Sir, I regret to inform you that Devin Morris, the rapist I was ordered to apprehend and detain for trial, was pronounced dead by medics at the scene.” Verity gazed defiantly at Jannen.

He studied Verity’s tired yet rigid stance. He frowned. She was his best agent, better even than Bavan, although, to hear Bavan tell it, he was the best. Bavan was prone to losing targets and not following through, whereas Verity always got hers. She'd had a spotless no-death record until this evening.

Jannen sighed. “Verity, why did you kill him? You knew your orders. What justification
can you
give for
shooting him?”

Bavan gave an arrogant snort and whispered loudly to Ricardo, “This I can’t wait to hear.”

Ricardo rolled his eyes at Bavan’s pettiness and looked out the window.

Verity’s gaze narrowed angrily at Bavan’callousness, but she answered Jannen firmly.

“He was firing at Agent Arik Salem and myself. It was either us or him, sir. He wasn’t giving us any options. When I fired at him, I aimed for his shooting arm, but that’s not where I hit him. My shot got him in the neck. That, I can’explain. Honestly, sir, I’m
glad I
killed him.
He didn’t deserve to walk the streets destroying lives.”

“I see.” Jannen gave her one last glance before coldly looking at Bavan and Ricardo. “Where was the assault team during all this?”

Bavan stiffened and Ricardo came to attention, their gazes on Jannen’s glowering face. “We were in the air en-route. We were having trouble finding the building she was in. The tracker she was wearing was down so we had to guess based on the last update from Verity.”

Jannen didn’t believe Bavan but the reports were mostly in and they backed up Bavan's version of events. Verity stood unrepentant
for killing
the perp,
but Jannen
could understand
how she
felt. But
orders were
orders, and
she had
not followed
them.

He sat down and gazed at Verity once more before tapping in a command on his clear desk console, activating the recorder.

“Agent Verity Sanchez, it is with regret that I must take the following disciplinary action
against you.
For knowingly
disobeying orders, you are hereby relieved of duty for forty-eight hours.
You will
not be
allowed to
work any
cases, nor
assist in
any captures.
You will
not set
foot in
this building
unless ordered
to do
so by
me or
by Assistant
Director Betta
Lilano. You
will leave
your weapons
and all
associated CBI
equipment here.
You may
pick them
up after
your probation
period is
up. Do
you understand?
Please state
yes or
no and
your name.”

Verity didn’t even flinch, but replied firmly, “Yes, I, Agent Verity Sanchez, understand.”

Jannen nodded and looked to Bavan and Ricardo. “Will the witnesses please state their names?”

“Agent Bavan Marlow, witness.”

“Agent Ricardo Fuentes, witness.”

“This statement was heard and witnessed by two acting agents in this division. The leave commences as of now. Agent Verity Sanchez, I do not want to see you in or near this building until six am., Monday morning. Dismissed.”

“Yes, sir,” Verity said softly and left his office. Her head was still held high, though her eyes were very bright with unshed tears.

“You two are dismissed as well. Bavan, next time you are late on answering a call for her, you will be the one in trouble, not she. Now get out,” Jannen all but snarled at them.

Bavan flushed angrily but nodded before leaving with Ricardo.


Chapter
5

 


Zee had packed up the equipment and drove to the hospital that they had airlifted Arik to. Man, any more excitement and he might just get a raise. Of course, getting shot by a fellow agent always made for better pay too. He arrived just as the helicopter landed
and was
ushered in
and taken
to one
of the
waiting areas.

A nurse opened the door and wheeled Arik out into the hall. She giggled a little.

"What's so funny?" Arik muttered

"Nothing...nevermind." She blushed.

"Not like I wanted to get shot in the ass," he groaned. He spotted his partner and grimaced as Zee joined them as they walked down the corridor.

"Here's your room." She changed the subject as she opened the door and wheeled him inside.

"Zee, if you have a camera on you, I'm shoving it up where the sun don't shine."

His friend started laughing. "Man, I'm telling ya, I thought ya was faster than that. Getting shot by a girl...but hey, at least she's a sexy girl," he added, waving the nurse out as he wheeled Arik over to the bed.

"Yeah. It happened so fast." Arik said defensively. "Besides,
we still
beat the
West Agency
in getting
that perp."

"Yes, ya did and boss called in. Ya just earned another bonus, my man, and I did too. He's having a good laugh at your expense but he's thrilled that he one upped Director Jannen and his best agents."

Zee smirked as he sat down in a nearby chair. "So, what was she like, man? Up close and personal, I mean?"

"Didn't really get a chance to do more than take a passing glance. Fast and strong... wonder if she's like me." Arik said with a smirk.

"Uh, oh. I seen that look before. What'cha thinkin'?"
Zee asked
as he
sat the
laptop on
the table
next to
the bed.

"Well, you know, I wasn't the only one who had the process done."

"Ya think she's one too? Beauty, skill, and enhancements,
what will
she pop
out next?
Intelligence?" He
joked as
he tapped
in the
sequence that
would patch
them through
to headquarters.

"Ya up to talkin' with our boss? He wanted to speak to ya before the West Division Director got a hold of ya," Zee informed him as the screen blinked, waiting for the enter button to be pressed.

Arik made an ill face and groaned. "Oh, all right. But if he laughs.... so you said I got a bonus? May as well thank him."

"Yeah, got a bonus and I know he's gonna laugh. Hell, man, I was laughing," Zee admitted and hit enter.

Director
George Regaclin
appeared on
screen with
a huge
grin. "Arik,
glad to
see they
are taking
good care
of you."

"Yeah. Nice nurses, good doctors... now if they have a good Caesar salad, this wouldn't be half bad." He laughed. "Thanks for the bonus. Maybe now I can move out of that one bedroom hole."

Regaclin
smirked. "Yes,
well, I
was thinking
you would
need it
to buy
a new
face. After
all, you'll
be famous
as the
agent who
got shot
in the
ass."

Arik turned beet red, "I know. I should shoot someone in the ass twice and then I can give up that crown."

His boss chuckled. "Always enjoy your sense of humor, Salem. Look. I'm sending you the files on that agent that you assisted. Read, memorize and know it. I'm hoping to woo her away from Director Jannen and bring her out east where she will be better appreciated."

"Oh? Trying to hook up your enhanced agent with the other side's agent?"

"Maybe I am, Salem. Maybe, just maybe, I got a hunch about that girl after reading her file. Do what you have to, but I want you two to be an item in three months time," Regaclin ordered.

"Oh, really?" Arik gave him a look. "Since when did you become the CBI pimp?"

"The moment she shot you in the ass and I had her file come up, that's when. Do this right, Arik, and I promise you a bonus you won't know what to do with."

"Here's hoping she'll be interested." He shrugged his shoulders.

"Oh, she will. You're just her type. Zee, the file should be downloading now. Be careful around Jannen. He didn't become director because of his competence," Regaclin
said in
disgust before
he signed
off.

Arik stared at the laptop. "Wonder what he meant about Jannen?"

"Don't know, but her file is impressive. It's the first time she's killed anyone since becoming an agent. She's been with them for five years," Zee said as he accessed the file on Verity.

"Well, I've only had what? Two kills? And that was because they were planning to blow up the Mississippi bridge."

"True, but she was the only one, until tonight that had a spotless record. The rest of the agents out here have ten plus kills, even the ones who have been on the force less time than her." Zee pointed to a chart that he had pulled up. "See, they just got four rookies. They've been here for less than a year, and all of them have over ten kills."

"Geez." Arik winced. "Maybe she'll visit me. I wouldn't mind getting to know her. You know how long its been since I had a date?"

"Ya got it marked on the calendar. Ya can attract'em, but ya can't keep'em. Maybe dating someone in the biz would be better. Who knows? Just read her file before ya get all happy, man."

"Cliff note it." Arik got up and moved around a bit. "Sitting in one place hurts too much."

"All right, done. I'm gonna go check into the hotel and get some food. I'll come visit ya later. Ya gonna be fine, right?" Zee rose and glanced at Arik.

"I'll be fine. Please, tell me you loaded some games on this thing?"

"Yeah, under your personal folder. Good luck with the gal." Zee waved bye and left as quietly as he had came.


Chapter
6

 


 


Verity heard the whispers and all she wanted was to escape from them. She went into her office and closed the door. Her day had gone to hell in one shot and to top it off, Bavan now had new ammunition to needle her with. Rubbing at her aching head, she placed her weapon, badge, busted ear comm and main ID badge on her desk. She grabbed her sweater and her purse as well as the gift bag with her son's present. She had gotten it for him for making the honors list. She knew Zared would love it, and it would take her mind off the killing she'd had to do. The bitter psionic taste of it in her mouth and mind from the shooting would take weeks to get over.

She studied her office once more, making sure she wasn’t forgetting anything. With a satisfied nod, she opened the door and sighed irritably when Bavan blocked her doorway.

“Move, Bavan. I have to go home.” God, she was so tired of his grandstanding and
ego trips.

“You missed the last transit bus, and there’s no way I’m letting you walk home alone, especially
without a
weapon. You
can come
with Ricardo
and me.
Besides, we
have to
stop at
the hospital
and check
on the
agent you
injured. It’ll only take a few minutes. Come on, Ve, don’t be stubborn about this,” he cajoled.

She turned to Ricardo who held up his keys. If Ricardo was driving, things might be a little better.

“Fine. Let’s go,” she said and eased by Bavan and down the hall.

They slid into the car and the first few minutes of the ride were blissfully quiet. Bavan, of course, couldn’t keep the silence. “So, what do you have planned on your little vacation?”

Verity gritted her teeth at his mocking tone. “Time with Zared. I promised him a trip to the zoo and that’s where we’ll go since he has no homework. A little bit of bonding time.”

Bavan smiled coldly. “About time you got off your ass and did something for the boy. You love the CBI more than you do him.”

She gasped and drew back her fist to punch him in the head. Ricardo jerked the wheel hard, throwing both of them against their doors.

“Stop it! I want absolute silence in this car. Not another word, Bavan! And Verity, you are a great mother, okay? You know it, we all know it. Just let it go,” he ordered both of them.

The rest of the ride to the hospital was tense. She was pissed that Bavan kept gloating. They got out of the car and headed to the admittance desk. After getting directions to Arik Salem’s room, they rode the elevator up to the third floor.

Several doors away from the room, Bavan grabbed Verity's arm and jerked her to a halt. She turned furious eyes on him.

"Let me go," she hissed.

Ricardo backed away from the pair and waved away the nurses and doctors who looked up at the noise. "Nothing to see folks. In fact, I want this floor vacated for the next ten minutes," he ordered flashing his badge. He made sure he left with the staff. He couldn't stomach another screaming
match between
the two
of them.

"Let you go? Why should I, Ve? Don't you like my touch anymore?" Bavan asked silkily, caressing
her face.

She flinched and tugged harder trying to free her arm from his grasp. "No, you stupid prick. Let me go and get away from me!" she snarled.

Bavan turned red and he backhanded her hard, splitting her lip and leaving the imprint of his hand visible on her cheek.

"I am not a prick and you, my little half-breed, will show respect!"

 


~~**~~

 


Arik stood and stared at the bed longingly. He couldn't rest because laying down hurt too much. If he laid face down, he couldn't watch TV or work on his laptop. He decided to investigate when the sound of raised voices in the hallway caught his attention. He grabbed the walker and stepped out of the room. He heard the loud pop of a slap and was shocked to see Verity on the receiving end.

Not being one to just stay on the sidelines, he called out, “Hey, what's going on here?"

"Well, if it isn't the inept agent who took a shot to
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