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"Hold it!"

"What the hell..." muttered Jess releasing her grip on the trigger. "I had a perfect shot."

"Don't shoot the drone," ordered C.C.

"Why the hell not, it's an easy shot with your fancy new sniper rifle."

"Yeah, I know, but it's carrying a payload," said C.C. looking through his night vision binoculars.

"Explosives?" asked Jess.

"Worse, it looks to be attached to some sort of container, I'm guessing radiological."

"You mean like a homemade dirty bomb? We can't let it just sit on the roof of the Ambassador's home, it'll affect hundreds of people when it goes off."

"I'll notify our handler, let them deal with it. They don't pay us enough to deal with this sort of stuff. I suggest we get as far as possible from this area."

"You don't have to tell me twice," said Jessica rising to a standing position and slinging the rifle over her shoulder. "Let's hope we make it to our vehicle before anything explodes."

As C.C. and Jess arrived at home, "Hey how come you guys are back so early?" said Gail as the weary looking twosome walked into the kitchen of Jessica's farm house.

"Too cold out there for a steady shot?" smirked Jodi.

"The drone finally came like they said it would. But instead of a listening device as its payload was some sort of bomb. As it landed I was about to destroy it when C.C noted it was carrying a dirty-bomb," explained Jess.

"Damn, somebody sure don't like the Russian Ambassador," remarked Jodi pouring herself a cup of coffee.

"Well, he's very easy not to like especially as he pretends to be friends of that asshole President of ours. Can't believe he was let inside the oval office, totally against security protocols. Still we can't let such a device detonate, not to mention it'll be American citizens paying the price from the fallout," said Jess.

"Of course, they'd blame our government for the drone," said C.C.

"Do you think it was us?" asked Gail.

"Well since that buffoon won the election all kinds of weird shit has been happening. In addition, you still got all those totally brainless conservatives in the house of reps, scrambling to take full advantage of all the chaos. One of them could have gone over the top," commented Jess getting some hot coffee.

"So, what eventually happened to the bomb?" asked Jodi.

"Our CIA contact texted that it was taken care of," said C.C. looking at his cell phone.

"Well we better unwind and try to get some sleep tonight. Tomorrow we all have to go to that meeting with J.A.W.," said Jess.

"What's that all about?" asked Jodi.

"No idea, but Maggie seemed very agitated when she requested our presence at the meeting. As they pay a large part of our income, we go."

___________________________________

"Jess, C.C., good morning," said Maggie as she met them at the front door of the vast New Jersey estate owned by the Justice and Women Group. "Jodi, Gail, welcome."

"Where's the eats?" chuckled C.C.

"Go right on through to the board room, you'll find plenty of food that'll satisfy even you," laughed Maggie.

"He's still a growing little boy on the inside," remarked Gail.

"With only two cups of coffee for the entire five-hour drive, I'm afraid he's worked up quite an appetite," smiled Jess as she and Maggie hugged.

"Ok ladies, and of course C.C.," smiled Maggie as she looked about the room of several dozen female faces. "Now it is a bit unusual for us to have a board meeting with our middle managers in the room, not to mention some of our operatives, albeit, the elite of our field staff, but we are dealing with some very alarming information."

Tonya Bree was Maggie's right-hand in daily operations and current lover. She stood and gave a broad highlight of the day's agenda. "As you can see by your briefing packets there has been an explosion of privacy invasions both by state and federal governments and of course private corporations," said Tonya.

"This will be stopped at all costs. It is such an insidious invasion that it can no longer be tolerated," said Maggie standing to take charge of the meeting.

"Excuse me," said Jess interrupting.

"We have known for years that not only the government but slimy corporations have constantly devised new ways of assaulting the average American's privacy. How the hell can we stop it, seems like the horses have left the barn already?"

"Obviously we can't, but like any large operation, it can be hampered by a few well-placed strikes. You all have seen the sneakiness in action, you look up something on the internet, whether or not you are actually buying anything. Perhaps you had a discussion regarding a particular model of car or were curious about the cost of a new sofa or chair. The next day, or sooner, every time you go on the internet, side bar ads will be popping up regarding cars and sofas. Now I find this practice a personal invasion and often I make note of who sponsored the ad, not only so I don't buy from them but to create a national boycott and pass the word about how much of a low life company they really are by using such smarmy marketing practices," said Maggie.

"We have all seen this, how can we stop it, aside from applying software to combat it?" asked Gail.

"First we are launching an educational campaign to inform the public how sinister a practice this is and how they can take steps to punish these corporations. Next, our hacking teams are dismantling the top websites that use these practices. They refuse to stop it, so we will take steps to interfere."

"Still sounds like too little too late," remarked Jessica pouring a cup of coffee.

"You're right it's very advanced and sophisticated, but we can't just let it continue unchecked, we have to chip away wherever we can. Anything is better than sitting quietly by and watching it grow. People are worried about someone hacking their smartphones not realizing the apps they download have let hundreds of corporations track their every movement. They know where you bought coffee, if you sat in the park for lunch or went to a motel with someone other than your spouse. No one needs to know that data and if the ignorant citizens won't stop it, we will."

"I assume that's where we come in," grinned C.C.

"MMT Group, Manfred Market Tracking, CEO Thomas Manfred. He created the original software while attending MIT. Now he has offices in New York, London and South Africa and is making millions annually for their corporate sleaze masters," said Maggie.

"You want him dead?" asked Jess bluntly as the room full of people suddenly grew quiet.

"As usual, only as the last option. We need infiltration," responded Maggie.

"I think the word may be out on me," grinned Jess.

"Yes, I figured Gail might be a better choice."

"Sounds like a plan, can you get her inside?"

"We already have a plant in Human Resources, she can get Gail in without even an interview."

"Guess I'll need some office appropriate attire," chuckled Gail.

"Yeah, you've spent too much time on our farm. Blue jeans and sweatshirts won't cut it," laughed Jodi.

"After we go over the operational details, I'll take us out for lunch and shopping," smiled Gail.

"Guess I'll catch up on my sleep in the SUV," groaned C.C.

"Not so fast," smiled Maggie.

"How's that?"

"You'll be stopping at the uniform store."

"For what?" asked C.C.

"You are going in with Gail as the new security Sargent. Aside from on-site back up for your lady, you'll almost have a free hand on the computer system. Sergeant and above have to check on everything going on in the company," smiled Maggie.

"What a fall, from navy seal to gate guard," laughed Jodi.

"Don't laugh too hard there missy, you're going to have yourself a virginity test," grinned Maggie.

"WTF?"

"There is a church group pushing around a town, you and Jess will go check them out," said Maggie.

"Well I'm going to fail that test," blushed Jodi as the room filled with laughter.

______________________________

After having lunch the foursome went shopping, then headed to the interstate for the long drive back to their Vermont farm.

The following morning, they discussed the tasks required to manage the farm while they were all away performing their new assignments. They notified the staff as to what would have to be accomplished while they were away. The organic farm was started as more of a love and lifestyle in between assignments, but in recent years it had become profitable as more and more people realized the poisoned food being sold in most supermarkets. Even though it was late winter many chores still had to be performed, like preparing the green houses and starting the seedlings for spring planting.

As Jess caressed a hot cup of coffee sipping slowly she gazed out over the acres of cultivated land. She was remembering all of the good times when her late husband Wolf had been alive. Tears formed in her eyes as the pain deep in her chest reminded her of his touch, smell and his presence. She would have given anything to go back to those days. Jess felt a piece of her was buried alongside of him after his assignation. The empty hole in her soul would never be filled again.

As the following week began Gail and C.C. started their new covert jobs while Jess and Jodie drove to the Midwestern region to observe a town plagued by religious zealots. Jess hated to see people owned by anything, company, government or church. People should not have to live with lies or be taken advantage of just so they can exist.

At MMT, "Sergeant Weston, this is Paul and Marty, they are your staff during the dayshift. Paul handles the gate check-ins, while Marty does the roving patrol. You of course will make sure they perform their duties while monitoring our video surveillance system. Might I suggest you take a ride with Marty as he can familiarize you with the various buildings and special security procedures that are required."

"Thank you Mr. Kalemen, I'll let you know if any problems arise," smiled C.C. holding out his hand for the Human Resources Manager to shake.

"Glad you brushed him off fast," grinned Paul shaking hands with C.C.

"I take it he's the by the book type."

"Let's just say when he's not poking around looking for the slightest infraction of the rules, he's groping the female staff."

"He's misogynistic to women and he's the head of H.R.?" said C.C.

"Yep, ain't that a bitch."

"How does he get away with it?"

"His buddy the CEO is just as bad, I've heard them joking around comparing notes on women. Bet they even compare notes on their conquests."

"Unbelievable."

"I hear there is a new one starting in H.R. today, bet he already has his eyes on her," chuckled Paul.

C.C. did an instant burn realizing the new woman Paul was referring to was Gail. Taking solace in the fact that she could more than take care of herself, he tried his best to calm down and start looking for anything useful in the corporate computer system.

"Good morning Ms. Alendar, my name is Kaleman, but just call me George. It's Gail, isn't it?"

"Yes, very nice to meet you."

"Might I say you will make a lovely addition to the software development staff," leered Kalemen.

"I look forward to understanding the corporate mission," smiled Gail politely while wanting to rip his face off and toss the skin in the trash.

"Our adorable Heather over there will walk you through the on-boarding forms then I can take you over to SW Team B, where you'll meet Grace Hedges. She is the acting manager of that team."

After two hours of filling out forms, getting her photo taken and waiting for the ID badge to be made, Gail followed Kalemen to the software department. "Nice to meet you Gail, I'm Grace, that bearded geek over on your left is Harry, then Alice, Kim and Jason." The cordial staff gave a smile and a wave as Graced called out their names.

"So here is your space, yeah I know years ago they'd call it a cubical. They tried open concept a while back, but as we all know system development and programming is best served in a more private area. Better focus and less mistakes," grinned Grace.

"If you don't mind me asking, you are the acting manager, how'd that come about?" asked Gail.

"Well I suppose it is not some big secret. They do not appreciate employees who don't believe in the system."

"You mean the previous manager couldn't see the benefits of consumer tracking?"

"Basically, she thought of it as an invasion of a person's privacy," smiled Grace.

"Well I'm more interested in how it occurs rather than the philosophical viewpoints of the actual data usage," said Gail, lying through her teeth. Gail settled into her area, received her login ID and password. She began nonchalantly looking over the software systems that were in operation and took note of the ongoing projects.

_____________________________

"It's been three days, have they won you over to their side?" chuckled C.C. as he and Gail ate their dinner.

"Hardly, very scary operation. For instance, if someone uses their smartphone to pay for a morning cup of coffee at the local convenience store, the store of course has your data. Also, the cell phone manufacturer tracks it along with the phone service provider and of course your bank or credit card company is aware of what you just did. At least one or more of those corporations sells the data on to a company like MMT Group who in turn sells it to corporations so they can track what you purchase and push specific marketing at you."

"Damn, a dozen people now know where you had coffee, what cup size and if you bought a donut, a newspaper or cigarettes with it," remarked C.C.

"Exactly, all it takes is one seemingly trivial transaction and your data is spread all over the world, literally. Your private information, age, home address, ISP provider and IP address is logged, all just from using your credit card or swiping with your smartphone. Then when you go on the Internet, you're are being tracked, by dozens of corporations trying to influence your purchases. From silently tracking your surfing to blasting you with pop up ads, you are never truly alone when you are on your computer. People are plain fools to let it happen."

"They are worried about our old employers like the CIA and NSA watching them, yet not being upset by a corporation tracking them."

"I know, right. There are hundreds of thousands of consumer sheep who use the bullshit line, if you got nothing to hide..."

"Yeah, they just don't get it. The recording of one's personal data and their movements are not the characteristics of a free society. Imagine how the Gestapo and the KGB would have loved such a system," said C.C.

"I just don't understand how people can sit back and allow such an intrusion into their lives, it's like they are either too damn stupid to understand what's going on or too damn lazy to give a shit," said Gail.

"I'm guessing a bit of both. Maybe we should go have a talk with the manager they fired for some behind the scenes insight. I'm sure she can give us more info then you'd be hard pressed to find working there for a year," said C.C.

"I wonder if she is still being tracked," remarked Gail.

The next afternoon C.C. stopped his SUV in front of the address Gail had found on the company payroll files. When a woman opened the front door Gail asked, "Mrs. Jeffs?"

"Yes, who are you two, more stooges from MMT?"

"Actually, we are taking quite a risk identifying ourselves to you but we are on your side," said Gail.

The woman eyed them both up and down then decided she'd take a chance and let them inside the house. She led them into the kitchen where she served up fresh coffee and homemade brownies. "I got a lot of time on my hands now," she chuckled as she slid the still warm little cakes in front of C.C. The aroma of chocolate filled his nostrils and Gail laughed as he fought the urge.

"Putting the plate in front of him is just asking for trouble."

"Yeah he looks like my late Roy."

"You lost your husband recently?" asked Gail.

"Seems like but actually it's been almost five years now. I can still see him sitting there eating dinner. Now without a job I'm just rattling around this big old house, for as long as I can hold onto it, that is," grimaced Mrs. Jeffs.

"No children?" asked C.C. non-nonchalantly grabbing a second brownie.

"Got a daughter down in Miami, keeps asking me to go live with her. She's a big shot pharma rep, glad she's doing so well, but it turns my stomach that she could work for such filth. I suppose I'll have to bite the bullet though, at least she's gainfully employed, unlike me. Maybe six more months and I'll lose the house," said Jeffs.

"So, what happened at MMT Group," asked Gail.

"Who'd you say you worked for?"

"We are sort of self-employed, currently I'm undercover at MMT, trying find out all I can about consumer tracking. We are employed by someone who wants to stop it if they can."

"Oh shit, they find out about you and you could end up in a dumpster," said Mrs. Jeffs.

"You think they'd go that far to protect some historical purchasing data?" smirked C.C. wiping his mouth on a paper napkin after brownie number three.

"It's a lot more pernicious than sales tracking. I wrote a paper in college for my master's degree, could not believe I ended up working for the very same vipers. But the pay was excellent and I had a huge college loan debt. I know that's just rationalizing why I took the job but what else can you do, they got the big bucks."

"What do they do with the data other than track who bought what?" asked Gail.

"It would take hours to explain but the core is not sales tracking at all, that's actually just a side show. The real money is in controlling the masses. Companies today can't be satisfied with having the best product for the best price. They would rather make junk but spend millions marketing the garbage. It's proof of the ultimate take the lazy way approach. Corporations are what run this country, government is just a slow-moving snail trying to follow outdated laws. The businesses can't stand by and wait for government to catch up to them. They are so greed driven they won't let it happen. So, they buy all the politicians they need to derail any negative aimed legislation. They in turn hand the government more methodologies
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