
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
Mirror of the Eye

_______________________

 


Book 3 of the Third Eye
Trilogy

Amatory Edition

 


___________________

 


 


Bob Frank



E.B. LeDoux

 


 


Metrix Source — Publisher

Phoenix, Arizona, USA


 


Mirror of the Eye – Amatory Edition

 


Copyright © 2014 by Robert
Frank

All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be
reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic
or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any
information storage or retrieval system, without written permission
of the author, except for brief quotations embodied in critiques,
articles or reviews referencing this book.

 


The Third
Eye Trilogy is a work of fiction but
contains historical people, places and events. Some historical
information may have been modified to enhance the fictional
storyline. Non-historical names, characters, places and events are
the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously.
Resemblance of main storyline characters to actual persons, living
or dead, events, or locales may be coincidental.

Maturity notice: This edition
incorporates content of an adult nature.

 


eISBN-13:
978-0-9838416-6-1

eISBN-10: 0983841667

First ebook Smashwords Edition:
June 2014

First ebook Edition: February
2014

1- Fiction 2- Adventure 3-
Erotica

Metrix Source —
Publisher

Phoenix, Arizona, USA

email contact:
publisher@metrixsource.com

www.metrixsource.com

Author information and contact:
www.bobfranksite.com

 



Dedications

 


The three novels of the Third Eye Trilogy contain lessons
from history and the spiritual side of a world that most people never see.
Perhaps these lessons can provide insight into how readers live
their lives — this time around. Those who are not afraid to strike
up intense debates over what is real and what is fiction, stand to
gain the most. I dedicate this book to those who challenge the
paradigm of what you were taught from your childhood; explore the
real world within which we exist.

I am also so
very grateful to E.B. LeDoux for taking a chance. She is helping
break the publishing paradigm by integrating erotica into an
edition of a mainstream adventure and mystery novel. Her creativity
and imagination brings so much to this special edition to spice up
enjoyment for readers of the Trilogy.
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I dedicate this book to Bob who has shown me great patience as I work out the kinks
in my writing with him. Stretching my boundaries into characters
and scenes that I would never have considered before has been very
enlightening and challenging!

I would also like to thank E.M. who has
been very patient with
me as I spend countless days talking to Bob about all sorts of
sexual escapades, usually late at night.
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“The distinction between the past, present and future is only
a stubbornly persistent illusion.”

 


 


Albert Einstein

 



Preface

 


The Mirror of
the Eye wraps up the Third Eye Trilogy. In order to fully enjoy and
comprehend this novel, it is vitally important to have read the
first two books of the Trilogy. If not, it will be like walking
into a theatre play at the start of Act III.

Past life regressions described in the Trilogy are fairly
accurate to the process and experience of psychologists,
psychiatrists and
therapists in actual practice. Whether reincarnation and past lives
are real or not does not change the reality of a past life
regression session, nor should it change your reading pleasure of
this final book.

Please enjoy this third installment of the
Trilogy. I look forward to your
comments and feedback on Mirror of the Eye as well as the full
Trilogy. Please visit my website, www.bobfranksite.com to see
information on upcoming books, to find other helpful links or to
contact me.
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This special erotica edition is for readers who are adventuresome and
uninhibited. If you like erotica genre novels such as Fifty Shades
of Grey, you should enjoy this amatory edition of Mirror of the
Eye.

I have integrated fourteen erotica scenes into the original version of Mirror
of the Eye. Virtually nothing was changed from the original
book.

Each erotica scene is preceeded by a single “~” character. There is a double “~ ~”
where the erotica scene ends.

Many of the erotica scenes change to a narrative style to enhance the
experience by pulling the reader directly into the dialog. There
are scenes in the present time, in past lives and even the future.
These scenes were carefully fit into the story line and theme of
the Third Eye Trilogy.
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“Personally, I would be delighted if there were a life
after death, especially if it permitted me to continue to learn
about this world and others, if it gave me a chance to discover how history
turns out.”

 


 


Carl
Sagan
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Chapter 1

 


Washington D.C.

 


The doorbell to the hotel suite
rang with a musical chime. Standing behind the bar mixing a drink,
Clay glanced at Shali, who was sitting on the soft luxurious red
sofa. She looked back and lifted her arm to let him know that she
would answer the door. With an anxious stride she walked to the
large wooden door and opened it to Pema’s tired but smiling face.
The two of them embraced in a tight sisterly hug.

Grabbing Pema by the shoulders and
pushing her back, Shali said, “Oh my God, girl, what did you do to
your hair? It looks fantastic!”

Pema lightly shook her head side to
side, allowing her new sculpted hairdo to flow sensuously back and
forth across her shoulders.

“Do you like it? I've always been
a bit stodgy, so I thought I'd try something new.” She glanced
across the room to Clay and said, “How do you like it,
cowboy?”

By this time Clay was walking
across the room. He exclaimed, “Cowboy? Are you taking lessons from
this woman, here? You have always been so formal, but now with this
casual dialog and sexy haircut I suspect you have been under the
detrimental influence of someone else.” Clay tilted his head to the
side and glanced at Shali with a turned up smile at the corner of
his mouth.

Pema embraced Clay warmly, then
rubbed and patted his back several times.

“It's great to see you,
Clay.”

As he leaned back to get a better
look at her, Clay responded, “You know, you really are looking very
good. I might just be attracted to you.”

“I don't think so. If it doesn't
have a wire coming out of it, a treasure attached to the end or a
cosmic jump in time, I would not think you could be
interested.”

She squeezed his shoulder, then
hooked her arm through Shali's. She tugged at both of them and
walked towards the sitting area of the suite.

“I've been here twenty seconds and
I still don't have a drink. It was a long flight from Kathmandu and
I could use a little hospitality before I turn in. My room is just
down the hall, so I don’t have to go very far. Make it a big
glass.”

With a grin, Clay scooted to the
bar. Before he could ask, Pema added, “Red wine is fine if you have
it.”

“Done.” He poured a large glass of
red wine and met his colleagues at the sofa in the sitting
area.

Soft classical music played in the
background as the smell of floral candles permeated the entire
suite. The three of them spent half an hour catching up on their
recent travels and social activities. Pema paused and looked around
the suite.

“So did you two decide to give in
and hook up in this suite or what?”

With a look of surprise, Shali’s
head pulled back.

“No way, lady. We have our own
separate rooms on either side of this suite.” She pointed a finger
at each end of the room. “There are adjoining doors to the suite,
but on opposite sides.”

Pema nodded with a smile. Returning
to her typical style of formality and business, she said “Let's do
a quick recap on what we need to get done the next few days. Then I
am going to go crash for the night and we can meet for breakfast at
8:30 tomorrow morning. Comprende?”

Clay added, “Sounds good. I’ll have
some food sent up in the morning and we can have breakfast here in
the suite. Then we can get rolling first thing.” The others nodded
in agreement.

With a routine that Clay and Shali
came to know well, Pema launched into her classic, structured
organizer role. “I see four main things that we need to cover in
the next few days. First, is the medical, health and other secrets
— excluding energy and anti-gravity, of course. I've been working
with our team and the Vatican's analysts, as well as the legal
teams in Delhi. We've made some good progress on the schedule for
controlling the legal property rights; if you could call it a
schedule. I'll bring you up to speed on all of that.”

She looked over at Clay. “Second,
are the energy and anti-gravity secrets that you've been handling.
Because of the sensitivity with the Hellenics, we all know that we
need to be careful. I know you had some issues with this so we need
to get caught up. We need to figure out how we can move forward
without making ourselves a target for our enemies.”

Looking at Shali, Pema continued.
“Third, you started working with organizations that might
collaborate with us on strategy and technology to avoid the demise
of our little blue planet,” she smiled. “Diverting a premature and
climactic end to our world as we know it, is a good idea. I know we
talked last week but you can fill in Clay. I've got some ideas on
how we might pull this off, but it's going to take all three of us
putting our heads together. You’ve got the details, but Clay and I
should be able to help you.”

Pema sat back and took another
drink of her red wine. She placed the glass under her nose and
inhaled, savoring the aroma. She glanced across the room and out
the window at the twinkling lights of the Washington skyline; the
U.S. Capital and the White House. The monuments stood out like
picture postcards in a souvenir shop. A look of contentment and
admiration slowly filled her face. Clay and Shali looked at each
other but said nothing as Pema sat quietly looking out the
window.

Finally Clay asked, “The fourth
task? I know it is not as important right now in light of the other
things to be done, but we may lose the opportunity to do anything
if we wait too long.”

Pema looked intensely at both of
her colleagues and nodded her head.

“I know. I understand. Assuming we
can divert a tragic end to the world, what you would like to do
could truly change this world for the better. But it is not going
to be easy to prove that Sogui’s soul was the same soul as Jesus,
Mohammad, Buddha, Confucius, and half a dozen other religious and
philosophical icons.”

“Precisely,” added Shali. Our
biggest concern with waiting too long is Taksim. He is the keystone
to what we want to do. Any support for what we found in Sogui does
not hold up without validations from Taksim's regressions. We have
Sogui’s recordings and transcripts for her famous past lives,
except for Jesus and Mohammad. But those two icons are the ones we
have to prove were in her roster of past lives. With Taksim having
lived lives as the wives of those two religious icons, at least we
have a chance of building a case. Without his regression, nothing
will be convincing to religious leaders or their
followers.”

“I totally understand,” replied
Pema. “We're going to have to PLR Taksim again before something
happens to him. This means it has to be done before anything gets
out about the energy and anti-gravity secrets. If the Hellenics
find out what we are doing now, there is no telling how deep Taksim
will go. If the Hellenics start the fireworks again, the CIA, FBI,
Interpol or the other governments are going to take them out.
Taksim will end up as a dead man or buried in a prison; you will
never get your proof, at least with him. I mean, even the Hellenics
could take him out because he cut the deal with us.”

Clay added, “So you really do
understand why we want this so bad.”

Pema replied, “Yes I do, but you
have bigger problems. First, the skeptics on PLR, souls, guides and
the like, will chew you up. Secondly, even if you manage to get
your word out, it could backfire and throw society into pure chaos.
These religions and belief systems serve a purpose, you
know.”

The three of them sat quietly
looking at each other. Minutes passed without a word as they
finished their drinks in silence.

A slight ting sound floated across
the silence as Pema placed her wine glass on the coffee table and
stood up. “Sorry I have to call it quits so soon this evening. I
must get some sleep.”

Shali and Clay stood up. He hooked
his arm through Pema’s and escorted her to the door. “We need to
get to bed also. We have to be fresh the next few days just to keep
up with you.” He winked at Shali. “So we’ll see you here at 8:30 in
the morning.”

They hugged again, sharing
expressions of affection, friendship and trust. Clay stood in the
hallway outside the suite as Pema walked to her room down the
hall.

After she was safely in her room,
Clay stepped back into the suite, closed the door and told Shali,
“Hey, go ahead and call it a night. I'll straighten up a bit and
then I'm done for the day.”

“Alright. I’m not really tired
yet, so I will read in my room for a while. That always makes me
tired.” She hugged him, kissed him on the cheek and with a
half-seductive smile added, “It is good to see you again,
Clay.”

“It sure is. Thanks for putting up
with all these crazy antics that I pulled you into the last few
years.”

She smiled at him, acknowledging
his apology. She turned and walked to the door of her adjoining
hotel room. Before closing the door to her room she leaned back
into the suite.

“And you know it feels a lot
better the past six months not having been chased by spy cars, shot
at by unknown assassins, or nearly being blown to
smithereens.”

He laughed. “Yeah, I
know.”

The door quietly clicked behind
her.

Clay smiled and put the wine and
liquor bottles back in the bar. He carried the glasses from the
table and stacked them in the sink. As he walked through the suite,
he turned off the lights and made his way to the door of his room
on the far side of the suite. After entering his room he turned on
the lights and quietly closed the door behind.

He heard a rapid whoosh sound
followed by a loud cracking sound. Although not feeling any
physical sensation, his body crumpled down to his left side. He
landed with a hard thump on the cold, stiff Berber carpeting of the
hotel room floor. The loud ringing sound in his right ear was
shadowed by a burning, stinging sensation in his right cheek. His
vision blurred and his mind numbed as he shook his head to recover
from whatever had happened.

He rolled to his stomach, then
started to lift his torso and buttocks in an attempt to rise to his
knees. He was stunned further when a hard boot dug it’s heal into
his back and abusively slammed his body back to the floor. He tried
to squirm out but his entire upper body was now pinned tightly to
the floor by the heel of the large black rubber military-style
combat boot.

Still in a daze, Clay lifted his
head to the side, attempting to see his assailant. The broad, sharp
end of an English style cricket bat instantly dug into his right
ear, jamming his head back down to the carpet. He was completely
trapped against the floor. Every attempt to move brought more pain
from either the heal of a boot in the middle of his back or the
sharp end of the hardwood pressing on the sensitive leaf of his
ear.

In a heavy Irish accent the
assailant said, “Just freeze. Do not move or I will really hurt
you. Well, I am going to hurt you anyway. I just have not decided
how and when.” Clay grunted as his nemesis pressed him harder to
the floor.

Clay strained his eyes upward
toward the dominating presence, only to see the glaring look of a
once familiar face. But at that time the tables were reversed; Clay
was standing on top staring down at this man. It was in the Roman
Forum barely seven months earlier, that Clay had that man’s loaded
handgun pointing down at his head. As Clay’s eyes focused upward he
suddenly realized that he was now staring up the barrel of a
similar handgun; silencer pointed directly at the center of his
head.

Clay’s body instantly went limp and
he let out a long slow exhale of air, as if resigning himself to an
ultimate, immediate fate.

“No, I am not going to kill you.
You allowed me to live; Mister Nice Guy, you are. So I am going to
let you live too. However, I am going to shoot you in the leg; in
fact I am going to shoot you in both legs. And then I am going to
use my cricket bat to break your jaw, just like you did to me. I
want you to know what it is like to exist on a diet of pureed soup
for two months.”

In a muffled tone Clay pleaded,
“But they said the contract was withdrawn—”

A haunting laugh cut him short
before the gruff voice quietly spoke, “I know that. But I am off
the clock. This is my time and this is my cricket bat. It was given
to me as a gift many years ago when some drunken batter decided to
break my jaw the first time. So, I am going to use this bat to
break your jaw after I shoot you. Do you want to be shot in your
right leg or your left leg first?”

Clay let out a gagging sound as he
realized what was about to happen. “Argh!”

“Quiet! It does not matter now
because I am going to shoot you, so just let yourself go and
relax.”

The muffled sound of the silenced
shot made a poof sound that echoed through the room. The shell
casing flipped across the room and made a tingling sound on the
dresser top. This was instantly followed by a human grunting sound.
Then a second muffled shot quietly echoed; then a third; and a
fourth. The cricket bat made a dull thunking sound onto the
carpeted floor next to Clay’s head. The large body of the Irishman
crumpled into a pile on top of Clay.

Realizing that he had not been
shot, Clay now squirmed around underneath the corpse of his
pursuer. He finally pushed the body aside and looked up to see the
shadowy silhouette of Shali standing in the doorway to the suite.
The silencer on the end of the handgun barrel was still smoking as
it hung at her side, still tightly in her grasp.

“Shit, Shali, he wasn’t going to
kill me, he was just going to shoot me in the legs.”

“What? So you want me to stop and
have a little discussion with the guy first?”

With hyper levels of adrenaline
still pumping through both of them, Clay jumped up and shook his
head. His high pitched voice dropped to a calmer, slower level as
he stepped closer to his partner.

“No, no, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean
it that way. You did what you had to do; you couldn’t have known.
The good thing is that he is certainly not going to bother me
again.”

“Dammit, Clay, I am not going to
do this again. I keep saving your ass from these people. Next time
you are on your own.” She paused. “I don’t even know why I am doing
this. I don’t even know why I am here.”

As the adrenaline in her body
diminished, her body began to tremble, causing the gun to shake.
Clay quickly reached down and took the gun from her hand. He moved
closer to her and confidently wrapped his arms around her. With a
nurturing nudge he moved her back into the suite and across to the
sofa. He looked backward over his shoulder at the limp body lying
on his hotel room floor.

She snapped out at him in a
crackling voice, “Double scotch, now!”

Clay went to the bar, poured her a
completely full snifter of scotch and brought it back to her
outstretched hands. He touched Shali’s shoulder lightly as she took
a long swallow of the scotch. She watched with dazed eyes as Clay
walked back to his room. Shali listened intently without expression
as Clay pulled plastic laundry bags from the closet. He worked the
bags under the assassin’s body while Shali observed other
indistinguishable movements in his room. Her face showed
indifference to the rustling sounds he made for several minutes.
She watched as he moved back to the suite, closed the door and
returned to her side.

“How are you doing?” he asked in a
caring tone of voice.

“Okay, I guess, except for
thinking how I am going to convince the district attorney that four
bullets in his back was self-defense. And why are you messing
around with the body, anyway?”

Clay snickered, “Don’t worry about
that. The agency will clean this up. I’ll call them
now.”

“What?” An expression of confusion
crossed Shali’s face. “This is not the movies, Clay.”

“No, it is not. But it will be
fine. You and I know that this was self-defense. We, and the
agency, know what this guy does — well, what he did for a living.
He killed people for money — and that was almost us in Rome. So,
they’ll take care of it.” Looking at her near-empty glass he asked,
“Do you want another one of those?”

“Not yet. Let this one sink in
first.”

He softly rubbed her shoulder and
said, “I need to make that call. I’ll be right back.”

Clay went back to his room and
quietly closed the door behind him. Shali sat quietly staring at
the door. She looked at her hands that were still trembling from
the aftereffects of the hyper boost of adrenaline. Muffled sounds
of a phone conversation drifted quietly through the suite. Clay
returned in a few moments and sat beside her.

“It is a good thing that we are in
Washington D.C. The cleanup crew will be here in thirty minutes,
and they will be gone in less than an hour. They will have their
own access to the room. I was told to stay out of the room tonight.
I’ll sleep out here on the sofa.”

“My room has two queen beds; there
is no need to sleep on this sofa. You might as well be
comfortable.” She took a deep breath and exhaled slowly through
still trembling lips.

Clay broke the deafening silence.
“The guy was on his own. He told me he was going to break my jaw
and shoot me in the legs. He just wanted revenge for what happened
in Rome.”

“I should not have stopped you.
You should have killed him over there.”

“Perhaps, well yes, knowing this
now, I should have finished him. But you never know. I thought I
was doing the right thing to let him live. You just made me stop
and think.”

Her eyes narrowed, looking intently
at the closed door. “Karma.” She paused as Clay reached over to
hold her hand in a comforting touch. “I stopped you, so it was up
to me to finish it.”

In a dismissive tone Clay said,
“Nah. I am just thankful that you came to my rescue. Why did you
come back, anyway?”

“I left my Kindle in the suite, so
I came out to get it. I heard the commotion and knew something bad
was going on. I went back to my room to get the gun. Now I guess I
am glad you insisted on me carrying it.”

Shali looked up and stared deeply
into Clay’s eyes. “I don’t know if I can keep doing this. I don’t
think I am cut out for this spy shit.”

Clay leaned in and hugged his
colleague. “You are a rock. You have to stick with me, okay? I am
here to help you.”

She looked at him with questioning
eyes before saying, “Come on; let’s go. I don’t want to hear the
noise when they start their cleanup next door. Besides, Pema shows
up at 8:30 in the morning. Unless you think otherwise, we should
just tell her in the morning.”

“I agree. There is no need to
bother her tonight. At least one of us should get some sleep. I
need to change out of these clothes and take a shower. I hope you
have some sleeping pills.”

Clay returned to his room and
changed his bloody clothes, leaving them with the body in his room.
He retrieved some toiletries and a fresh change of
clothes.

~

 At
Clay’s suggestion, she agreed to take a sleeping pill. While Clay
gathered the clothes and toiletries from his room, Shali went to
her suitcase and grabbed an Ambien. She knew it was fairly strong,
but the Scotch had not done its job to calm her nerves. Tipping her
head back in a smooth motion and sipping the water from her glass,
the pill easily slid down her throat.

“That’ll do the trick for sure,”
she thought to herself.

With a quick knock and “It’s me,”
Clay entered her room carrying his things.

“I’m gonna jump in the shower.
Shouldn’t be more than 15 minutes —then we’ll get some sleep before
our early morning meeting with Pema,” Clay said.

“No problem. I may be asleep when
you get out. It’ll be nice having you close by though. I’m still a
little wound up and anxious from what happened.”

“We’ll be fine. Try to get some
rest,” he replied with a comforting smile. He entered the bathroom
and closed the door. Shali could hear him setting his things down
and then turning on the shower. The sink water ran as he shaved and
primped as a man might do before bed. The curtain rod rings made a
clinking sound as he opened it, slipped into the running water, and
closed the curtain behind him.

Shali slipped her shirt off and
maneuvered to reach the bra clasp in the back. She slipped it down
her arms, then picked up a fresh t-shirt to sleep in. Unfastening
the button and zipper on her jeans, she nudged them past her hips
to the floor and climbed into bed. Her eyes were becoming heavy as
the sound of the shower dampened out the sounds from the street
outside. She reached to the lamp that sat on the nightstand between
the beds and turned off the light. Other than the light escaping
under the bathroom door, the hotel room was quite dark.

A few moments passed as she felt
herself become very relaxed. Through the dark room and the closed
bathroom door, Shali heard Clay turn off the shower and throw open
the shower curtain. The rustling mildly got her attention reminding
her that he would be sleeping in the next bed.

Believing Shali would be fast
asleep by now, Clay opened the bathroom door to let the steam from
the hot shower escape. Shali peaked through her nearly closed
eyelids to catch a glimpse of Clay for old-time’s sake. With a
towel wrapped around his waist, his handsome silhouette was clearly
visible though she was feeling very relaxed now. Realizing she was
almost asleep, he attempted to be quieter as he fumbled through his
toiletries and brushed his teeth. She continued watching him as he
faced the bathroom mirror and tended to his chores. He stooped to
pick up his boxers from the bathroom floor and slipped them on
beneath his towel before letting it fall to the floor. Shali
remembered how he would often sleep without underwear when they
were together before. She was a little disappointed to see he was
getting dressed for bed. He picked up his sleeping pants and put
them on just like every other man, one leg at a time.

As though he could feel her eyes on
him, he turned toward her to find her eyes gently watching his
movements. He smiled sweetly at her, knowing that it made her feel
better to have him close. Though he had been doing this type of
work for years, he knew that no one gets used to killing another
person.

“Try to get some rest,” Clay
whispered to her. “We have an early morning.” Clay recognized the
smile on her face from years before when they were intimate. This
was not the time or place to have those thoughts no matter how
tempted he was to be with her.

He rinsed with mouthwash and
ruffled his hair to avoid horrific bed-head as he returned from the
bathroom turning off the light. He made his way from the doorway to
his bed adjacent to the bathroom. Pulling back the covers he
slipped beneath them and lay on his side facing Shali. Though his
eyes had not fully adjusted to the darkness, he sensed she was
still watching him. He wished he could hold her and comfort her but
that was the last thing he wanted was to upset the trust and
friendship they had established. From the darkness he heard her
speak softly.

“I’m having trouble sleeping,
Papa,” Shali said to him. Clay had not heard Shali call him that
for years. At least she had not said it that way for years. A calm
warm feeling filled his chest as a flood of emotions came to mind.
He was very content with the somewhat platonic relationship they
now shared, but he often longed for the intimacy they shared years
before. Not knowing what to say in response, and knowing she was
heavily sedated, Clay simply turned to her and smiled a sweet
crooked grin.

He heard her covers swish and
presumed she was turning over to face the other direction. Just
then he heard a soft foot touch the floor and in a second she was
pulling the covers back from his bed.

“I need you to hold me tonight.
It’ll be okay. I can’t sleep alone tonight,” she softly whispered
to him.

He slid over in the bed to make
room, unsure of what she really needed from him. As he moved, she
conveniently made her way to his arm as it was outstretched across
the bed. Her body curled up against his as they spooned. He
cautiously wrapped his other arm around her, careful not to suggest
he was trying to touch her breasts.

“This feels nice,” Shali
whispered. She held his hand with hers as his arms comforted her.
The sleeping pill began to take effect, relaxing and calming Shali.
Her mind began to think of how nice it was in his arms and how
things used to be between them. They did very little work but
enjoyed each other so much back in those days. What if she decided
to give up on this job? Would they have a future together? Or was
it only the work that held them together? She put these thoughts
out of her head trying to further relax.

Clay struggled to keep his wits
about him as his beautiful partner lay in his arms, needing his
comfort. The more he tried to stop thinking of how she looked, how
she smelled, how she felt in his arms, against his body, the more
aroused he became. It wasn’t his fault, he told himself. She knew
he had feelings for her. She gave him that sensuous grin and used
her intimate pet name for him. Did she want to make love? He tried
more diligently to put these thoughts aside but his efforts were
futile. He felt his penis begin to react and moved his hips away
from her backside.

“What’s wrong, Clay,” Shali
whispered. “Hold me.” She scooted over toward him in the bed until
she made contact with him again. She felt his now semi-erect cock
against her bottom. “It’s okay,” she whispered again. “Please make
love to me.”

A thousand thoughts raced through
Clay’s mind at the hearing of these words causing him to slowly
roll onto his back. As he lay there she slid her hand down his firm
chest to the waist of his pajama pants. The elastic waistband gave
way as her hand slid beneath toward his semi-erect cock. Her
fingers wrapped around it coaxing it to life.

“Let me have it, Papa,” she said
again confirming to him that she needed to make love in order to
relax. Perhaps, he thought, if he had not been there she might have
masturbated with a good novel or a private movie. But alas, he was
there, to provide the real thing. His maturity had taught him
nothing if he had not learned by now that a good orgasm can put
anyone to sleep. He was happy to oblige her as the instrument of
choice. As long as he remained somewhat passive, he had an excuse
for the morning.

She tugged at his pants again
convincing him to remove them. She wasn’t alert enough, though
normally she would be strong enough, to pull them down herself. As
he lifted his bottom and slid the pants and boxers down his thighs
and off his legs, she pushed her underwear off also.

She lay over him, forming the
curves of her body with the firmness of his chest and waist. He
felt her breasts press against his chest though they both still
wore their t-shirts. His hard cock felt the pressure of her body as
she started to grind her body against him. He felt the familiar
texture of her pubic hair as though it was yesterday when they last
made love. He succumbed to his desires for her in this vulnerable
situation and let himself reach for her breast. His hand wrapped
nicely around its fullness as she moaned softly in his ear. She
kissed his cheek gently letting her tongue brush his ear lobe. She
remembered that Clay loved to have his ears nibbled. Her lips
tugged at his earlobe as he continued to fondle her breast with his
hand.

Reaching full arousal, his other
hand wandered down to her bare buttocks. He loved to squeeze her
bottom when she rode him. He hoped he’d experience that delight
once more tonight.

Shali reached her hand down to the
hem of Clay’s t-shirt and slid her hand up underneath. Her fingers
slid through his chest hair to find the curve of his pectoral.
Using her forearm she pushed his shirt up higher to expose his
chest enough for her lips to kiss his stomach. She curled her body
to bring her mouth toward his chest while still pressing her clit
against his firm pelvis and hip. She moved her hips slowly letting
her own orgasm build.

Her lips kissed his stomach moving
up to his chest where she let her tongue move over his nipple. He
pressed his cock upward against her body attempting to find some
release. His hands held her bottom firmly pulling her against him
as he pressed upward once more. Shali sensed she had succeeded in
bringing him to life and reached her hand down to his now very hard
cock. She gripped it forcefully as she took charge of the moment
and maneuvered her body. She twisted her hips slightly making room
for the rigid member to bend enough to find its warm friend. Shali
loved his cock. She always had. The girth filled her as the length
plunged inside her waiting vagina. She moved her hands back to his
shoulders as she began to grind her clit against his pelvis while
his cock moved sensually inside her.

Clay’s hands held her buttocks
firmly pulling her against him. The base of his cock ached to find
its way inside her but in this position it was not quite possible.
He tilted his hips upward trying again to satisfy the demand of his
body. Shali arched her back lifting her chest away from his while
simultaneously pressing her clit against him even harder. The
combined sensation of her full pussy and his firm body rubbing her
clit brought her ever closer to orgasm.

Clay’s hands moved from her bottom
sliding up her round hips to her breasts once more. Pushing her
t-shirt up to expose her breasts to his face he raised his head and
began to suck one nipple while toying with the other playfully with
his fingers. He pinched gently to elicit a sensual moan from her.
She smiled at him as she remembered all the things that turned him
on and wanting to give him that pleasure again. She sat upright on
him, riding him, rotating her hips at first, then rocking her
pelvis forward and backward. With each movement his cock felt as
though it sank deeper into her. Her breasts swayed as she moved
almost beckoning his hands to hold them.

The many nights of making love to
him had taught her to recognize the expression building on his face
as his climax approached. She leaned down onto him once more
pressing her clit against him as her hands moved one to his
shoulder and the other to his nipple. Her fingernails began to dig
into his shoulder while she pinched his nipple with the other hand.
He grabbed her ass and pulled her pussy against the base of his
penis as tight as he could, knowing it would fully stimulate her
clit. His orgasm built to completion as he released inside
her.

The sensation of his member
throbbed with each release and brought her to climax as she
continued to grind against him. She bit her lip as she dug her
fingernails into his skin. Her rigid body reached full pleasure
with the final throb of his cock. A final exhale of exhaustion let
him know she had finished.

With that instant, her body
succumbed to fatigue from the workout and the effect of the drugs
and alcohol. As he lay beneath her catching his breath he held her
against him lovingly as he caressed her head. Her cheek against his
chest was soothing to him and he almost fell asleep as the reality
of what just happened came back to his mind.

What would things be like in the
morning? Would she regret giving in to these feelings? Would they
now be a “couple?” Should they tell Pema? He decided on a course of
action and would let the morning play out however it was fated. A
grin crossed his face as he thought this would be a nice moment to
relive during a regression from a future life.

He rolled carefully to his side
letting her ease onto the cool sheets beside him. Slipping
cautiously from the covers he decided the best thing to do would be
to sleep in the other bed. When she would wake in a few hours, it
would be up to her to bring this up if she desired. Maybe she’d
only have a foggy recollection of what happened. Maybe she would
think it was a dream as her mind needed some escape from the stress
of the day. Whatever happened though, it would be best if they each
awoke in separate beds.

 


In the morning, as the light broke
from behind the heavy hotel room curtains Shali looked around the
room. She distinctly recalled getting into the other bed. Her
clothes in fact were still beside that bed.

“How did I get into this bed?” she
asked Clay, who was already awake sitting up reading in the other
bed.

“Um, you got up in the middle of
the night and got into that bed. I did not want to disturb you so I
moved over to this bed.”

Her mind tried to playback the
night but it was a jumble of thoughts. She felt like they had made
love, but that was so out of character for the two of
them.

She yawned and shook her head
before saying, “I had some really crazy dreams, Pap —” she caught
herself and stopped. “Uh, I had crazy dreams, cowboy.”

She lay looking at him wondering if
it was a dream?

~ ~


 


 


 


 


 


“I love the man that can smile in trouble, that can gather
strength from distress, and grow brave by reflection. 'Tis the
business of little minds to shrink, but he whose heart is firm, and
whose conscience approves his conduct, will pursue
his principles unto
death.”

 


 


Thomas Paine
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Chapter 2

 


At 8:30 a.m. sharp, the doorbell to
the suite rang with a cheery musical tone. Shali answered the door,
greeted Pema and showed her to the worktable on the side of the
suite. A small continental breakfast had already been delivered and
was attractively laid out on the countertop of the suite’s bar.
Looking at her two colleagues, a puzzled look came across Pema’s
face.

“I hate to say it, but you two
look horrible; almost like the cat who ate the canary. Did
something happen that I should know about — or not know
about?”

Clay and Shali looked at each other
and then back to Pema. Seeing the hesitation, Pema's eyebrows
raised high enough that her eyes rounded and protruded.

Clay glanced at Shali again and
then back to Pema. “Yes, a little something happened late last
night that you need to know about. We didn't want to concern you
until this morning.”

“Okay, I am all ears.”

“Do you remember the assassin sent
by the Hellenics to take us out of the picture at the Roman
Forum?”

“Yes, but I thought that was all
over.”

“Somebody forgot to tell him,
because he came to shoot me last night. Fortunately Shali heard the
rumpus, slipped in the door to my room and killed him seconds
before he was going to shoot me. I called the agency and they
cleaned it all up last night. There is no evidence that it ever
happened. They are good at that, you know.”

Pema sat quietly with her mouth
half-open, looking back and forth at her two colleagues.

“Are you both okay? I mean, are
you —” looking at Shali and placing a hand on her knee, “are you
okay?”

Shali replied, “Yes, I will be
fine. I’m just pretty tired after last night. I did not get a lot
of sleep.” She looked at Clay.

He added, “I have a very sore cheek
but thanks to my lovely friend here, that is the worst of my
soreness. Can you believe the damn guy hit me in the face with a
cricket bat? That was just because I broke his jaw in
Rome.”

Pema grinned and said, “Pongo. I
suppose getting hit in the cheek is better than getting hit in
another place.” She nodded down toward his groin area.

He smiled back at her. “Yes; pongo,
pongo. I caught a hard one down there when we started this venture
in Jordan.” He looked at Shali and smiled.

In a concerned tone Pema asked, “Do
you two need some time to rest this morning?”

Shali replied, “I don't think so.
If we try to sleep now we would not be able to rest, anyway. Let’s
see what we can get done.”

“Alright, then I trust you guys
know best. Let’s grab some breakfast and then get to
work.”

 


Fifteen minutes later Pema launched
into her maestro mode before they had even finished
eating.

“Our legal team started out making
good progress securing intellectual property in India. But somewhat
to our surprise we were pulled out of the bureaucracy and
aggressively challenged in the courts. We know who is against us up
front, but we do not know who is really behind them. I sent you
both links on the happenings, but that never really tells it like
it is. At this point it is quite interesting. We found ourselves in
the middle of a huge political, emotional, and financial turf
battle between several opposing forces. Our public relations team
is now bigger than the legal team. We seem to be battling more in
the Indian press and on the Internet than we are in the
courts.”

Shali asked, “Who do you think is
behind the opposition?”

“We suspect the Western and
Eastern pharmaceuticals are backing it. They stand to lose the
most. But there could be medical associations and insurance
companies also; we just don’t know for sure. All we know is that
the money keeps flowing in like it’s a fire hose.”

Clay interrupted, “Maybe these
organizations used to back the Hellenics who carried on the fights
in the back streets. But if the Hellenics could not deliver
results, they could be funneling money to fight in the
courts.”

“Yeah, you might be right. It
doesn’t matter right now. We are just going to have to play it
out.” Pema paused and looked directly at Clay. “That’s why I need
you to testify in Delhi eight days from now; but you need to be
several days early so the lawyers can prep you before your
testimony.”

“But I don’t understand. Why do
they need me? The documents are what they are, regardless of how we
got them. The carbon dating tests validate them as ancient
documents, so how we got them should not matter.”

Pema responded. “We did not think
it mattered, either. But our opponents convinced the judges that it
was absolutely relevant. You have to understand that in India there
are beliefs of rampant corruption in the judiciary. If there is a
lot of money flying around, it can end up in judges’ pockets.
Public scrutiny is the only way we have been able to fight that
kind of foul play. We have to keep a clean image in the public eye,
and stay in the press to ensure the judges behave properly. Or at
least being very public will keep the judiciary from completely
knocking us out of the game.”

Clay nodded and looked intently
with a twisted lower lip. “Give me more details so I can be
thinking about it before I go.”

Pema continued briefing them for
four hours on the minutiae of the legal activities in Delhi. After
lunch she moved down her agenda.

“Alright, let's change the topic
to our medical and health secrets. We now have six organizations on
board with us, and over thirty full-time specialists working on
deciphering and absorbing the secrets. We finally brought in the
World Health Organization, but only for political purposes. Our
real partners are some regional, specialized organizations in
traditional medicines. We have a Tibetan organization in Kathmandu,
two organizations in India, one in Egypt, and a Chinese
organization based in London.”

Clay interrupted. “Okay, that begs
the question why is the Chinese organization in London?”

“We can't trust the Chinese in
China; we are having a hard time trusting the Chinese in London.
Every indication that we've gotten is that if we work with any
organization in China, the Chinese government will take everything
we learn and use it to their own selfish advantage. So we are
staying clear of them.”

“But you're working with
organizations in developing countries. How can you trust
them?”

“We have to trust someone, but as
long as we lock down the intellectual property in India and the
West, we should be secure. Anyway, these organizations have
furnished over thirty full-time language and medical experts to
work on our medical secrets for the next few years. If you
remember, two of our custodians hold PhD's in biochemistry and
biomedical sciences. They have been doing the sorting, vetting, and
qualifying of candidates for working on the secrets. Since our
monks already know most of the relevant languages and know what we
are trying to accomplish, they have been doing the candidate
selection.”

In an excited tone Shali said,
“That is really positive. At least you are making some
headway.”

Pema smiled at her. “Yes, we are.
And since we now have a core set of specialists, we initiated a
training program just in meditation. The boys are even
experimenting with self-guided meditation to help the specialists
to sort out the language and medicine technologies inside their
mind. We are guessing right now because this is totally different
than what we expected to have to do. We just started the first
class in Delhi for the first group of ten people.”

“How are you protecting the IP
with these people?” asked Clay. “They can rip us off,
too.”

“We need rock-hard nondisclosure
agreements with both the organizations and the individuals. We have
sweetened the pot with financial incentives annually; plus a big
bonus at the end of their successful engagement.” Pema smiled. “We
are also holding their first born child at gunpoint in a cave in
the Himalayas.”

Smiling back, Clay responded, “Well
thank God you have done something about your sense of
humor.”

She laughed. “We anticipate it
could be twelve to eighteen months before we get any significant
results. So if you don’t mind, I would like to give you the nuts
and bolts now.”

Pema spent the rest of that
afternoon describing the details of the teams’ efforts to capture
the medical and healing knowledge from the documents. The three of
them went to dinner that evening. After being saturated with work,
they only talked socially about Sanjeev, Dhan, Akshan and the other
monks.

 


Clay led the discussion the next
morning.

“It is my turn to talk about the
tasks assigned to me for energy and anti-gravity. Akshan has been
helping me on the energy and anti-gravity secrets, also. We are not
as far along as you, Pema, but we have to be more careful about
what we say. On the other hand, there are a lot of Tesla-loving,
free energy fanatics all over the world. We have been blending in
with them and even hiding behind them. In relative terms I believe
we can be quite active but still have a very low
profile.”

Pema interrupted. “You have to be
very careful not to talk about the secret technologies we possess.
We cannot afford to get the Hellenics riled up.”

“So far we have not mentioned a
word about the secrets that we possess. I have a personal fear that
if the Hellenics discover what we are doing, I will be back in
somebody’s gun sights. So, yes, we are being extra
careful.”

He paused, made a contorted face
and lightly rubbed his now blackened, bruised right cheek. He
continued.

“We need to continue building our
technically competent, yet low-key consortium. We want to keep them
tightly controlled where we can secretly prepare them for an
ultimate release of the energy and anti-gravity secrets — at some
time in the future. There must be thousands of these boisterous
energy advocates, but I chose to focus on just a few universities
and tightly structured groups. Does that make sense?”

“Yes, but which groups have you
aligned with already and what have you told them to this point?”
Pema asked.

“This is where Akshan helped. His
PhD in energy already had him connected into the University College
of London. UCL’s Energy Institute greatly expanded their energy
programs, so he is developing a sweet relationship with them —
fronted as an alumnus. There is also a global energy think tank
based in Delhi called TERI, The Energy and Resources
Institute.”

Pema interrupted Clay. “I know that
Tata, the huge global conglomerate started them, but they were
divesting. Are there still any connections between Tata and TERI?
That would not be good.”

“Not any more. They have been
separated for many years. Tata cannot get access to any of their
energy knowledge any more than any other global company. Being
close to our facilities in Delhi makes it convenient to keep an eye
on them. Of course, I also brought in Georgetown University, but
mostly for appearance purposes; they are one of our sponsors. But
we still have not made any connection to the secrets on energy in
our writings.”

Pema queried, “Didn’t you suspect a
Hellenic mole inside Georgetown?”

“Yes, and that is why I am not
giving them anything of substance. Most of my dealings have been
simply asking about their programs and posing what-if scenarios on
different kinds of technologies. No details, though.”

Pema asked, “Is it appropriate that
I meet the Georgetown Chancellor before we go to Delhi?”

Clay glanced at Shali who nodded
agreement. He then responded. “That is probably a good idea. I
don’t want the chancellor to think that Shali and I are the only
people carrying the flag, here. I’ll set up a short courtesy visit
for us in the next few days.”

They spent the next several hours
discussing what could and should be done with the energy and
anti-gravity partnerships.

As they were wrapping up Clay
cleared his voice and paused, looking at his tired colleagues. A
bit exhausted from the long day, Shali and Pema still listened
attentively to Clay.

“Off track from the logistics
side, there is something else I believe we need to do. It is Akshan
— we need to regress him again, in-depth. There has to be some
connection on energy with his past life as Sarah Faraday. Michael
Faraday was the godfather of electrical energy. From what I see, it
is no coincidence that Akshan has a PhD in energy. This is all
connected and I need to know for sure. If there is no connection,
then so be it. But we need to take him back in his past and review
energy technologies.”

Pema nodded acknowledgment. “You
are not going to get an argument out of him. He has been pestering
me ever since you did his regressions six months ago. He is still
in Rome at the Vatican with the boys; and the priests. He can fly
to Delhi while you are there. Why don’t you regress him when you
are over there to testify?”

“Deal. I’m done with my energy
update. Shali, you’re up.”

“Okay, you asked me to figure out
how to save the world from the giant asteroid or meteor, if it gets
into the atmosphere. I thought I had the difficult job, but I think
mine has turned out to be pretty easy. Likewise, Georgetown U has
helped me a lot so it will be good for all of us to meet the
chancellor.”

Clay interrupted, “Sorry, I got a
text message a while ago. We are on with the chancellor tomorrow
afternoon; 2:00 p.m.”

“Great,” said Pema, “I am looking
forward to meeting her.”

Shali jumped in, “Alright, back to
my story. A lot of scientists evaluated the meteor that blew up
over Siberia in February 2013. It exploded in the air with the
energy of thirty Hiroshima atomic bombs, but it never actually hit
the Earth. Fortunately it was at a very shallow angle and only
exploded in the atmosphere. They compared that to the relatively
tiny meteor that came in at a steeper angle in Tunguska, Russia in
1908. That meteor devastated an area the size of San Francisco Bay.
And then there was that near-miss asteroid that screamed past the
Earth last year, which really got everyone shook up. The scientists
agreed that if it would have been a direct hit on the Earth, we
would have gone the way of the dinosaurs. The planet would still be
here but everything else would be gone except for
cockroaches.”

Pema asked, “Is there anybody
really in charge of an overall effort?”

“On half of the equation, there is
now. Oddly enough, NASA, the European, Russian and Chinese space
agencies have all pulled together in something called the Sentinel
Program. They spawned it from an organization called B612. Years
ago this little cluster of fanatics started planning to build a
special satellite telescope that would orbit the sun, not the
Earth. The problem is, assuming it actually gets built and
deployed, that program will only detect if and when a big rock will
hit the Earth. Most of the scientists don’t have much hope for the
Earth if a really big meteor hits us. They just don’t have faith
that anyone can muster enough energy to deflect it. All they feel
they can do is to determine if the world is going to end. So to
answer your questions, no, no one is seriously leading the charge
to stop a meteor.”

“There is nothing at all?” Pema
asked in a surprised tone.

“Oh, there are some half-assed
efforts, like the European Union’s NEOShield project. NEO stands
for near Earth object. They are throwing out all kinds of ideas,
but they just don’t have the energy technology or any funding to
get it done.”

Clay reacted, “And so is that where
we come in?”

“Well, yes; but no. Just like your
work with the energy and anti-gravity secrets, I am not able to
talk about our prophecy of a giant rock coming at us, for fear of
being chastised into the ground by skeptics. Everyone knows it will
take a lot of energy and some magic tricks to divert a giant
asteroid. We can’t talk about that. I also suspect that even if we
released all of the energy and anti-gravity secrets today, it could
take twenty years just to figure out how to start to make it work,
let alone build something to divert a giant rock in outer
space.”

Shali looked directly at Pema.
“According to your past life as that oracle, Heather or some name
like that, we only have twenty-two years left. If it takes
twenty-four years, it is too late. In that case, in a few hundred
thousand years the next human race will be dusting off our bones
like we did with the Neanderthals.”

Silence crept over the hotel suite.
The three sat quietly looking at each other.

Pema finally spoke out. “Alright —”
The silence continued as she looked out the window. “We have to get
through to Taksim and try to reason with the Hellenics.”

Shali said, “But the only
information we have about the asteroid is from a PLR on you. Why
would they ever put any credence in that?” Shali made a mocking
voice sound. “Oh, believe us. We know the end of the world is
coming because we hypnotized your sworn enemy and then some ancient
past life as an oracle looked thousands of years forward in time.
Then she told us about the big asteroid coming our way.” She
paused. “It won’t work, Pema.”

Pema rebutted, “Then our only
chance to convince him that the asteroid threat is real, is to PLR
him again. We have to convince him that the oracle in my past is
correct.”

Clay sat back in his chair. A huge
grin came across his face. He lifted his hands in the air and
pumped his arms in a victory motion. “So when we regress Taksim to
prove that PLR and the prophecy are real, we might as well revisit
the wives of two of society’s religious prophets, right?” He looked
up at the ceiling and pointed a finger upward. “Sogui, we are going
to substantiate your past lives; so we need your help, here,
okay?”

Pema just shook her head and
smiled.

 


Their meeting with the chancellor
of Georgetown University was productive and instilled additional
confidence for supporting their work. The Chancellor pledged full
continued support from the university. The next morning Shali left
for Yale University to attend a conference on the detection of near
Earth objects and meteor defense strategies.


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


Before dying, Steve Jobs looked at
his sister Patty, then for a long time at his children, then at his
life’s partner, Laurene, and then over their shoulders past them.
These were his final words:

 


“Oh wow — oh wow — oh wow!”

 


 


Steve Jobs
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Chapter 3

 


Delhi, India

 


Two days later Clay and Pema
departed for Delhi after wrapping up their update session in
Washington D.C.

Clay and Pema’s flight arrived at
the Delhi airport slightly after noon. They processed through
immigration and collected their bags. Pema took out her cell phone
and dialed a number.

After a short call she said to
Clay, “We are to meet our driver at door six.”

They pushed their luggage carts
through the departure area of the airport towards the door leading
to the pickup point. They were startled when suddenly they were
approached by two well-dressed men and four policemen. The younger
of the two men walked directly in front of Clay and held his hand
out, motioning him to stop. The older man lifted up a folder and
looked at a photograph clipped to the front. He held it up to
compare it to Clay's face. He addressed Clay in a curt and serious
tone.

“Are you Mr. Clay Barton from the
United States?”

“If it is not too presumptuous,
may I ask who you are?”

Presenting his badge and
identification card, he responded, “I am Detective Patel of the
Indian Central Bureau of Investigation. Are you Mr. Clay
Barton?”

Looking close at the credentials he
responded, “Yes. Is there a problem?”

“Mr. Barton, I have a warrant for
your arrest on charges of child endangerment, human trafficking,
illegal sexual trade and narcotics trafficking.”

Clay quickly looked at Pema, whose
expression was as surprised as his. The detective motioned to two
of the policeman who roughly grabbed Clay's arm, twisted it behind
him and placed him in handcuffs. The harshness of their actions
showed that they had no compassion towards Clay. Clay leaned
halfway forward as the officers lifted his arms in unwarranted
restraint. Even though he did not resist, they forced him face down
onto the floor of the airport terminal. Clay winced as the cold
steel cut into his wrists in a tightly clamped grip. His chest and
face pressed into cold tile floor. He strained to look up at the
detective.

“Do you think you can add a few
more charges to that?”

Pema snapped sharply, “Clay, do not
resist. Go along with it.”

Still in a dazed look, Pema stepped
towards the older detective. The younger detective inserted himself
in front her and pulled her to the side. The older detective
motioned one of the policemen to take Clay's cart. He nodded to the
other two policemen who had pinned Clay to the floor. They jerked
Clay off the floor, to which he let out a loud grunting sound. The
older detective turned and walked off through the airport terminal
with three policemen pulling Clay in a sideways shuffle, hands
tightly cuffed behind his back.

Pema started to object, when the
young detective put his arm in front of her.

“I assume that you are Ms. Lingpa.
Is that correct?”

“Yes I am, but this makes no
sense. There must be a mistake.”

He then moved directly in front of
her to block any view of the entourage walking away from them down
the terminal. The detective replied, “There is no mistake. The
federal district attorney has issued the warrant and we are simply
doing our job. Please do not interfere in any way. I am told that
you have your legal counsel. I suggest you contact them as you feel
appropriate. Here is my card. Please do not attempt to leave India
unless you have cleared it with me. If you do try to leave, you
will be arrested by the immigration authorities.”

Pema strained to look past the
detective as Clay and his captors disappeared around a corner.
Holding his hand up in front of Pema the detective slowly backed
away, turned and walked down the terminal with the fourth
policeman. Pema stood next to her luggage cart, lips tightened and
eyes narrowed. She glared at the detective as he disappeared around
the same corner. After several seconds she jerked her cart and
stormed off to door six. As the driver loaded her luggage into the
sedan, Pema pulled out her cell phone and vigorously slid her
fingers across the pad.

 


After a full afternoon of emergency
meetings with lawyers and a trip to the federal district attorney’s
office, Pema returned to her room in the Veritatem’s Delhi
compound. Sitting in front of a small personal temple on her desk,
she closed her eyes. As she dropped
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