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"Name?"

"Corrine Blanchard."

"Student?"

"Yes, here is my ID," said the woman as she extended her shaking hand.

"So what exactly happened?"

"I was raped."

"Yeah I get that, details, I have to fill out this report."

"Can you take me to the hospital?"

"Whoa Missy, it don't work that way, first you give me all the details, then we send you over to the hospital to see if it really happened," said Sgt. Mason.

"Really happened? I'm here telling you it happened. I don't understand. I'm confused."

"We have a procedure to follow," huffed Sgt. Mason.

"Mason, in my office," came a voice from across the small campus police center.

"What do you need Lieutenant?" asked Mason after walking the ten steps into the supervisor's private office.

"If you can't handle her, send her to the hospital. They'll call the civilians, let them deal with it all."

"Probably just another party girl that is having regrets."

"Not our call, just get her off my campus."

"What about the report?" asked Mason.

"If she signs it, then I have to contact the Dean of Students so he can cover the school's ass. You get her over to the hospital so that we can wash our hands of the entire matter like it never happened. They ask, we just say no report was ever completed with our office. That way we stay nice and clean."

"Got it, I'll have one of the ...."

"No, you take her personally, that way I know there won't be any screw ups. Remember, we both like working here and want to continue to do so."

"On my way to the hospital," grinned Mason walking out of the Lieutenant's office. "Ok miss, I'll take you... Hey Lt. she's gone."

"See, another one off our hands. Good job," laughed the Lieutenant.

___________________________________

"Judge Woodston Jamison is our newest target," said Margret.

"What the hell did he do now?" asked one of the seven women seated around the large conference table.

"During a rape case involving a young woman who was assaulted by multiple men on a college football team, this bastion of jurisprudence says 'If she had been unconscious during the rape rather than merely incapacitated she would possibly have a case.' Then he says, 'As she was penetrated both vaginally and anally, why didn't she fight harder?' Can you imagine how this poor woman felt in a courtroom filled mostly of males," said Margret.

"Unbelievable in the 21st century this patriarchal nonsense still exists," remarked one of the board members of J.A.W.

"Show of hands, does he go on the list?" asked Margret counting the raised hands. "Good, always best when it's unanimous."

"Do you have someone in mind for the job?" asked another member.

"This has to be handled with the utmost secrecy and efficiency. I'm hoping Jessica will respond to my email."

"Do you think she'll take the job?" asked Terry, Margret's right hand.

"I hope so, I really do miss her working for us."

"Who is this Jessica?" asked Della, the newest member of the governing board of Justice and Women.

"Suffice to say she's done work for us in the past. Ex-FBI, ex-CIA and a champion for our cause," replied Margret.

"So what happened, did she retire or something," said Della.

"Let's just say that after her husband was assassinated on her front lawn, she kind of hid away on her farm in Vermont."

"What happened to those responsible for her husband's death?"

"Oh she took care of them," smiled Margret.

___________________________________

"Good morning Jess."

"I'll let you know when my eyes have fully opened," grunted Jessica as she drifted past her daughter Jodi and headed for the coffee maker on the black quartz kitchen counter top.

"Do you think she even knows we are in the room," chuckled Gail.

"Doubtful," grinned C.C.

"Did you set out the traps?" muttered Jess.

"What traps? We don't trap poor furry animals," replied Jodi.

"Mouse traps, I swear I hear some cheesy voices around the breakfast table."

"Oh it's a joke," exhaled Jodi.

"I think she's saying our opinions are valueless until she's had her first coffee of the day," snickered C.C. emptying his cup of cold coffee into the sink. "I'll get out into the fields, those strawberries ain't going to pick themselves."

"You do know I'm kidding right," said Jess pouring a teaspoon full of sugar into her coffee cup.

"Of course I do, but after last night's memorial dinner I thought you might want to be alone with your thoughts," said CC. placing his cup into the dishwasher after a quick rinse out.

"It's been five years since Wolf was murdered. I accept that, but I still have a problem on the anniversary of his death. Yes, I drank way too much and yes, I said stupid shit. I apologize if I hurt anyone's feelings. You know I always keep it together, except on that day. You are my family and my reason to keep facing each and everyday. Without you guys, I might as well just go out back, sit by his grave and wait to die."

"As long as you understand, we miss him too, then we are good," said C.C. leaning over to kiss Jess on her cheek before going out the side door of the farm house.

"So Jess, are you going to respond to Margret's email?" asked Gail.

"I don't know, you and Jodi are running the investigation business perfectly without my help," said Jess.

"Mom, we need a lot more of your help, you are the expert. I'm still a rookie and Gail only knows CIA stuff, she doesn't have your investigative skills."

"Sounds like a June snow job to me," grinned Jess.

"Seriously, we could use your help," said Jodie.

"What's it all about?"

"It would take hours to explain but you do know about gene editing?"

"Yes the newest scientific scourge from the evil side of corporate science," smirked Jess,

"Well many of the people first involved are calling for a moratorium on the whole matter, but no one is listening," said Gail.

"Of course not, if the pharma giants can get it to work they will make billions," remarked Jess getting up to fix some toast.

"I'm getting lost in all those piles of documents we downloaded from the internet," said Jodie.

"After I shower, I'll call a friend, he might be able to give us a plain English condensed version."

Two hours later Jess, Jodie and Gail were in the home office of retired chemistry professor, James Allan. "Jess, it's been too many years. Have not seen you since Paris," smiled the seventy-five year old man.

"I need to pick your brain," said Jess.

"Better be quick, I think it may be shutting down soon," joked James.

"What can you tell us about gene editing or genome, in English for us less than scholarly types."

"Basically it's the next step after they counterfeited all the food supply. It was discovered that they can plug into a person's genes, make a modification, for instance if you were pre-disposed to a certain type of cancer then by modifying a particular gene it would lower the chances of subsequent generations of getting the specific cancer. At least that's the theory."

"So it doesn't work?" asked Jess.

"No, not as yet. The chances for the big drug companies to make a shed full of money is driving the secret projects. If they can come up with a injection or pill then they can mass market it to the generally stupid and gullible public. Like now if you watch TV you see all these happy people bouncing off the walls because they take a pill so they can sleep, shit or not worry about their particular disease. It's all unproven nonsense, the side-effects are usually worse than the damn problem. Pharmaceutical companies don't make any money if they cure something or prevent it. If everyone in the U.S., say for three months, did not eat or drink any processed or fast food and remembered how to cook again, then you'd see a drop in everything from cancer to diabetes," said James.

"So it is just another scam?" asked Jodie.

"Well it's too early to say, it theoretically can work but still the ramifications are quite unknown. Will the modified gene have some other effect on the offspring of the subject, will something worse appear in their genetic trail, down the road, several generations later? See no one really knows and no one cares about the future. The pressure is on to make some half-assed discovery and get it to market."

"So again they are using the public as research rabbits," said Jess.

"Yes, let's give some more shit to the human lab rats and see what happens. Greed has taken over, the United States has died and no one has noticed," said James shaking his head.

"So if a company is involved with such research then it's just to make money?"

"Yes but worse, there are even more sinister possibilities, such as a military weapon. If your army has been the recipient of some gene modification which in theory prevents them from being affected by some biological weapon then they will still be fighting after you have dropped the weapon on the enemy soldiers. See in the past like WWI when the Germans used mustard gas, depending on weather conditions, say a shift of wind, then it could come back on your troops. That's what happened to Hitler when he was a corporal in the trenches, he got a dose of gas, unfortunately for the world, he survived."

"So this has mega implications?" asked Jess.

"Absolutely, people will kill to keep a tight grip on any research. This could possibly be one of the biggest scientific discoveries of all mankind, bigger than the atomic bomb," said James.

On the drive back to their farm Jess wondered if she let her daughter get involved with something too big.

"Jess you look troubled, are you worried I can't handle myself," asked Jodie as the car turned into the driveway.

"Listen I trained you and you have shown remarkable talents, as an investigator, skills in firearms, self-defense and superior thinking and analysis. If you're asking me if I'm scared, then the answer is yes."

Jodie remained in the car and watched as Jess walked into the house. "I can't believe she is scared of anything."

"It's not fear, it's respect. If you'd seen half of what she has you'd understand being nervous is a good thing if it's channeled. I have not seen her this focused in quite a while, she may just be returning to her old self."

"So that's a good thing, right?"

"Yes, but it's also pretty scary," grinned Gail.

Later that night while laying in bed. "So you think this will upset our country peacefulness?" smiled C.C.

"You didn't see her face, I swear her eyes could have melted steel."

"She can be determined."

"I never knew her whole story," said Gail.

"Now, you want to get into this just before bed."

"I am a part of this too, I need to know how to protect her even if it's from herself."

"Well the highlights are easy, when she was a teen she was national Taekwondo champion, set for the Olympics when some self-absorbed woman bullshitting on the phone while driving a big ass luxury SUV slams into Jess's car. She missed the trip. Joined FBI and got shot multiple times saving a Congressman's daughter from a bunch of kidnappers. She carries around titanium in her leg. Got back to active duty was undercover in some scumbag corporation when some crazed man comes into the office and shoots his wife. Jess shot and killed him. Felt guilty over their daughter being an orphan indirectly because of her, so she adopted Jodi."

"We never talked much about it. How does Jodi feel about that?" asked Gail.

"Fine, she's accepted Jess as her mother, besides her parents were slugs anyway. She has done work, as we all have, for Justice and Women, that's how she met Wolf and I. You know the rest. She felt it was her last option and that was that."

"I think that conversation we had with her professor friend really stirred the pot."

"Well from what you told me it's just the type of subject matter to get her juices flowing again. I always felt bad with her just sort of running our organic farm. It's something great but about twenty years too soon for her. She's only thirty-nine, still one tough cookie, the world needs her type of person to keep things in line," said C.C.

"Yes but her nickname wasn't Angel of Death for nothing when we did work for the CIA."

"Hey we have all killed people, that's what we do. We are the final solution when the system fails. She isn't some crazed serial killer. She is a real life avenger, not some comic book character, the world has always had them, if it didn't, things would be a lot worse."

"Yes but there aren't enough bullets for all the scumbags in this hell we call planet Earth."

"True, yet if you get enough of the key scumbags, then the rest fall in line, for a while anyway," said C.C.

"You do know in Russia we would be thrown into the gulag just for talking like this," chuckled Gail.

"Hey, I hate to tell you but they do it in this country also. The U. S. ain't no stranger to killing its own citizens. The states can be just as bad. Wyoming passed a law that says you go to jail if you take pictures while at Yellowstone Park."

"What?"

"Yep, they have such a problem with e. coli in their lakes and streams instead of fixing it, they want to cover it all up. Cows is big biz out there."

"That's absurd," said Gail.

"Of course it is. Like many ranching and dairy states won't let anyone take pictures of how the livestock are being treated. Guys punching or hitting cows with iron pipes or lengths of two by fours. Out and out abuse, but you can be arrested for taking a picture of such an incident. It's a case where the crud in state government are clearly in bed with the slugs in big agriculture. Disgusting, yet the stupid oblivious public just let it go on, day after day," said C.C. shaking his head.
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"I can't believe we are meeting like this."

"Why, you feeling like a spy or something?" grinned Jess.

"Sorry, but sitting on a bench in the middle of a public park all out in the open where anyone can be photographing or recoding us is not what JAW is about. Secrecy is the key, but look who I'm talking to."

"Come on Maggie, they were watching you the second you left the estate."

"And you?"

"Probably, although they might have gotten tired by now."

"You worked for the FBI, they never get tired."

"Perhaps but they can get their funding pulled. Besides with this little plastic box on the bench here no one can hear us, but just cover your lips when you say something important."

"That thing work?"

"Yep, stole it from a contractor for the Pentagon, it will block and scramble anything we say in a radius of twenty-five feet. Just be brief," said Jess.

"I have one of my people delivering an envelope to your farm, it'll be there by the time you return. We got a judge that thinks rape is no big deal."

"That's nothing new, half the male population has that major flaw. Why should he become dead?"

"Out of one hundred and twenty-seven rape cases brought before him, only one male was convicted and he got six months suspended."

"How do you want to play it?" asked Jess with her hand blocking her lips.

"See if you can bring him down."

"I'll do my best."

"Welcome back Jess, I missed you."

"Missed you too."

"But I really missed you," grinned Maggie.

"Hey I love you like a sister but I still don't play away games like you," chuckled Jess.

"Perhaps you should try it. When was the last time you got laid."

"Don't remind me, I can still smell Wolf," winced Jess getting up from the bench and walking across the park towards her car.

"Assignment?"

"Yep."

"Who this time?" asked Jodi as she started up the car.

"Some asshole judge that thinks rape is just a bump in life's rocky road."

"Glad to be back with JAW?"

"Yes and no."

"Did Maggie make a pass at you again?" snickered Jodi.

"Drive the car bitch."

"I think she likes you," teased Jodi driving off.

"She said I need to get laid."

"Hey how about a mother daughter outing, I know some really good clubs?"

"Now that's not happening."

"What about Timothy?"

"The clerk at the farm supply store, he's a kid," said Jess shaking her head.

"Not that young, he's got to be about twenty-six."

"Good, you fuck him, I'll pass. I like the more mature type," smiled Jess.

"You know I loved Wolf like a father but seriously you can't pine for him forever," said Jodi.

"I know sweetie, but there is a warm solace in it all, you can't be hurt any further. Kind of like sitting and enjoying the melancholy, remembering the good times. I know it sounds disturbing, but it's also like a safe cocoon, no one else gets inside to hurt me."

"He didn't hurt you mom, he loved you."

"Yes, but he left me."

"Only because he was murdered."

"Same effect, my dear, same outcome."

The remainder of the ride was silent except for road noise. Arriving back at the farm Jess found an envelope had been delivered to the house and Gail had placed it on Jess' office desk. Gail entered as Jess was ripping open the stiff cardboard envelope and removing a photograph and a document. "Who's that jerk?" Jess explained. "You want help with him?"

"I'll let you know," smiled Jess.

Three days later Jessica had compiled even more data on Judge Woodston Jamison. "This guy must be making it hand over fist. He's got a mcmansion complete with giant swimming pool, a stable of luxury cars and even owns several race horses. I know some judges are grossly overpaid but this one shouldn't be able to touch the society level he lives at, got to be dirty," commented Jess showing Jodi and Gail some of the information she'd gathered.

"According to your wall chart here he's in some mighty high company," said Gail.

"Yes I need to get a run down on all his little friends, like this joker here. Mason Eberoff, he's some CEO of something called CSSN. He's vaguely familiar somehow."

"College Southern Sports Network services," said Gail.

"How did you know that?" grinned Jess.

"His name came up when I was looking into something for a friend. He supplies all the TV coverage distribution for college football and basketball to most of the southeastern U.S. Big bucks, real dirtbag."

"What's your friend's interest in him?"

"Her daughter was raped and when she reported it they blew her off. The campus police just treated her like some party girl with 'after the fact' regrets. The hospital confirmed she had been raped but the college officials closed ranks and said even if it did happen at one of the fraternity houses, as they were off campus it wasn't their problem."

"That's bullshit, they sanction the frat, the boys are students at their college so they are responsible," said Jess.

"Yes I agree but when she went to court it didn't go too well. The usual, they tried to make her out as some fun seeking slut and the two males were drunk as was she, so it just went too far, no one to blame."

"It wasn't this Judge Jamison was it?"

"No, but it's this guy on his associates list, Judge Palmer," said Gail pointing to the name on Jessica's white board.

"So how is the girl?"

"Dead."

"Oh no," winced Jess.

"Yes. Bad enough she was shamed by the rape, then to have everyone who is supposed to be there to help you like college admin, the police and of course throw in the pathetic court system, it was like being shamed twice. She jumped off the route 127 bridge. Her mother is a basket case. Lucy and I were in the military together, afterwards we both ended up in the CIA. She saved my ass on two occasions, so when she called me I had to see what I could do," explained Gail.

"So where are you at with the case?" asked Jess.

"No where, I got an asshole judge, now with a link to your target and this jerk CEO of the sports distribution corporation."

"What about the two guys who raped the girl?"

"Oh they are back playing football like nothing ever happened."

"Did you talk to their coach?" asked Jess.

"You don't know how it works down there do you?" smiled Gail.

"Hey I'm a Jersey girl who was always in love with Vermont. As far as I'm concerned everything below Delaware and Maryland belongs to Georgia, anything west of Pennsylvania is part of Oklahoma and Texas," laughed Jess.

"Well all over the U.S. but especially from Kentucky to Texas to Florida they live and breath football and basketball. These sports program bring in huge revenues to colleges and universities, without it many would become just another place to build a mall."

"Excuse me but I thought colleges were for learning y'all  some kinda trade," joked Jess.

"Not in the last forty years it's not. It's football and basketball, they could lose twenty-five percent enrollment and still make big profits. It is truly insane," said Gail.

"So it's going to be hard to get anyone to cooperate," remarked Jess.

"Damn near impossible. Those rednecks believe in two things, God and football and God comes in second. You have college coaches making millions of dollars in salary. Everyone drawing a paycheck at one of those colleges are told to protect everything connected to the sports programs in any way, shape or form. A lot of the rapes, both female and male, are often perpetrated by athletes. There are known cases where some football jocks thought to be entitled to anything they want actually committed multiple rapes over their fours years and then go on to become a professional football or basketball player," said Gail.

"And everyone is told to dummy up," remarked Jess.

"Absolutely, you got alumni who donate millions of dollars under the table in support to these programs and to the big shot asshole football and basketball players. Cars, food, luxury apartments and even supply them with women. That's the superstars, the next level down they have to have sex like the rest of the team to make them feel important, so they just go and rape some poor girl at a frat party. That's what happened to Lucy's daughter Corrine."

"Not to sound naive but how do the colleges let this crap continue?" asked Jess.

"They give the usual lip service about how they can't police the entire campus especially frats and sororities off campus grounds. It's the old plausible denial but it is just outright lies. They are so dependent on the
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