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Prologue

A quantum portal opened silently on the
quiet, almost country road. A man dressed casually, in jeans and a
nice blue shirt, stepped out of it and continued walking at a
comfortable, not hurried pace. The quantum portal dissolved behind
him. High overhead, a jet silently left its contrail in the sky.
Bird songs carried on the light summer breeze that engulfed him and
tossed his light brown hair. Trees lined the road, their shade
giving him comfort in what would otherwise have been a hot day.
Beyond the trees, fields of wheat waved gently in the breeze.

As he rounded the bend, a very charming house
appeared behind a short stone wall. Its driveway was marked by a
gate in the wall with two stone half-pillars and lights. Two men in
uniforms came to alert as he appeared. One grabbed a rifle from the
gulf cart that sat just behind the gate.

“I come in peace,” the man told the guards.
“I am not armed.”

“Stop where you are,” the one commanded.

The man stopped as the guard approached. One
of the guards searched him with a wand.

“He’s clean,” the guard told the other.

“Like I said, I come in peace. I need to see
Sonya Blake,” he told the guard.

“You are not on my list. Go away,” the guard
told him. “If you know her, then make an appointment. No one sees
Mrs. Blake without an appointment.”

The man faced the house. “Mrs. Blake, you really do need to see
me. Please give me five minutes of your time. I promise you; I am
no crackpot or crazy person.”

Inside the house, another security team at a
computer terminal had already ID’ed the man.

The Security Chief turned to Sonya Blake.

“Dr. Michael J. Phillips, Ph.D. He was a
college professor.”

“Then, where do we know him from?” Sonya
asked the security chief.

“He worked for a defense contractor. There is
a very strange FBI file on him.”

“Really? Interesting.” She picked up the
walkie-talkie and keyed the mic.

“I will see Doctor Phillips,” she told the gate team. “Escort
him in.”

Dr. Michael Phillips was smiling as they did
indeed escort him into a beautifully appointed foyer. Everyone
stopped there and waited. Sonya Blake approached, dressed equally
casually.

“Well, Doctor Phillips, to what do we owe
this surprise visit?”

“I have a matter of the highest national
defense interest to discuss with you,” he told her and stopped. He
looked around at the other people in the room but held his
silence.

She took a deep breath and let it out,
considering her next move.

“Okay, then. Come with me.” She led him into
the adjoining dining room and pulled closed the pocket doors to
give them some privacy. Then she crossed her arms on her chest and
looked at him as if to say, “Continue.”

He smiled. “You really have no idea what deep
shit we are truly in, but first, I need to show you something so
that you trust my word.” A quantum portal opened just behind him.
It looked like a perfectly clear window the size of a door. Sonya
saw her own flower garden through it. At first, she walked around
the quantum portal to examine it. It had no thickness to it. She
tried to touch it, but her hand passed right through as though it
were an open door.

“I assure you; it is real. Please, follow me.
I ask you to trust only what you verify for yourself, nothing
more.” Michael Phillips smiled and stepped through it. “Please,
follow me.”

Sonya walked cautiously through the quantum
portal behind Mr. Phillips, into her own flower garden behind the
house. She looked back at her house. Through the window, she could
see the armed guards still in her foyer.

“Pick a flower. Leave a mark. Please do
something to physically verify that what you are seeing is real,”
Michael told her.

She made an “S” in the dirt with her finger
and plucked a leaf to take back with her. She threw another leaf on
the ground and moved a rock.

“Good,” Michael told her. “Okay. We can go
back now.”

They both crossed back through the open
quantum portal back into her dining room.

“What is this all about?” She asked him
pointedly.

“You have a traitor in your midst. He is at
the highest level. He must never find out about me. I am your only
hope when the time comes.”

“My only hope? I highly doubt that,” she
replied.

“Do not doubt it for one second, or we will
all pay the consequences. Verify whatever you must, but keep it
secret. You only get one warning. Use it wisely.”

And with that, poof. He was suddenly gone.
Sonya looked around the room. He was truly gone. She went to the
pocket doors and opened them.

“He’s gone,” she announced. “I want this room
gone over completely.”

One security technician searched the room for
bugs while another examined the videos from all angles. After an
hour, nothing was found.

“It’s clean,” the lead technician reported to
the Chief of Security.

“This visit never happened,” she told the
Chief of Security.

“And all the records?” he asked her
quietly.

“Encrypted and stored on my private system,”
she whispered back.

“Yes, Ma’am.”

Sonya went into her private office. Secretly,
she contacted her most trusted agent.

“I need you to find a man,” she told the
agent. “I need to know everything about him, and I need you to keep
all of this strictly between just you and me.”

“You can count on me,” the agent replied.

“I am sending you an encrypted file,” she
told the agent. “Read it all over very carefully, then destroy it.
I want no trace of it left for anyone to find.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” the agent replied, now knowing
that this mission was way beyond Top Secret.
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A week later, a black SUV pulled into Dr.
Michael Phillips’ driveway in the late afternoon. Two big,
tough-looking men in grey suits got out and opened the door for
Sonya Blake. They waited on alert at the car as she walked up to
the house and rang the bell. A little girl answered the door.

“Hello,” the little girl said with a big
smile. “Who are you?”

“I am Sonya. I need to see your father,”
Sonya told her, but Dr. Phillips was already walking up behind the
little girl.

“Thank you, Lilly,” he told her. “Please let
the nice lady in.”

The door quietly buzzed then opened.

“Nice security system you have here,” Sonya
told Dr. Phillips as she walked in.

“I am sorry to say that it is necessary,” Dr.
Phillips replied to her. “Please come into my office so we can
talk. I have a lot to tell you.”

“Can I get you something to drink? Tea?
Coffee?” Kasia Phillips, Michael’s wife, asked Sonya as they walked
through the great room past the kitchen.

“Thank you, no. I am fine,” Sonya
replied.

Dr. Phillips offered her a comfy chair and
began, “If you please, to understand where we are today, I will
have to start at the very beginning.”

“Please, Doctor Phillips, I really don’t have
time for college lectures,” Sonya replied to that.

“Then I will keep it brief,” Dr. Phillips
promised her and began the story.

“The Kiiahni are a million years older than
mankind. Their explorers first found an ancient Earth several
hundreds of thousands of years ago. At that time, there were eleven
species of hominids populating the planet, but there was a big
problem. Those hominids, if left to their own, would have never
evolved into modern, intelligent humans.”

“Oh, come now,” Sonya protested. “Evolution
simply took over, and here we are.” She thought that was pretty
much obvious.

“That is exactly what we all have been led to
believe,” Michael Phillips agreed. “That’s what I said, too, when
they first told me. I didn’t believe it either. Only when you
examine the real DNA evidence, and you know what to look for, you
will see the truth. You were taught evolution, so you simply
believe that is what happened, but think about it. All of the
so-called intelligent species of humans were on a slow road to
nowhere.”

“That fact was confirmed a hundred thousand
years later by the second group of Kiiahni explorers who came back
to Earth and sure enough, not a one of the eleven species of
hominids had evolved very much at all. That was not an acceptable
outcome. So, the kiiahni mixed in different genetic changes to each
of the eleven species of hominids. For that purpose, they used bits
of their own kiiahn DNA. It was a grand experiment to find the
smallest change that would spark the development of mankind. But,
of course, this would take many generations to play out, so once
more, the kiiahni left.”

“A hundred thousand years later, the third
group of kiiahni explorers came back to Earth to see how the
experiment had worked.”

“And what did they find?” Sonya asked Dr.
Michael J. Phillips, PhD. At this point, she was becoming impatient
and wanted his ‘lecture’ to move right along.

“They found their worst nightmare and never
knew it,” he told her.

“What was that?”

“Humans,” he told her as barely a whisper.
“Modern humans. But that was just the tip of the iceberg. Mankind
had done what the kiiahni never expected – the eleven different
species of hominids profusely interbred. Early humans were very
promiscuous.”

“But that was a good thing? Right?”

“It was for the humans but not for the
kiiahni,” he told her but hesitated, searching his mind for the
right words. Was Sonya ready for the truth?

“Explain,” she pushed him on while looking at
her watch. “Tempus fugit Dr. Phillips.”

“In the beginning, the Kiiahni were the most
advanced, sophisticated, benevolent society of the highest moral
character… in the beginning. But, in their decline, all of that
changed. Subsequent generations became lazy, self-serving, and
morally corrupt. Eventually, the Kiiahni High Command became very
concerned that humans would become too smart, that they would soon
have to compete with the humans for the few habitable planets out
there and their valuable resources,” Dr. Michael Phillips
continued.

“But you said the kiiahni were an intelligent
species a million years older than mankind. How could we possibly
compete with that?”

“Over the millennia, the Kiiahni had become
lazy and content with the status quo. For them, science and
technology had already risen to a peak. They thought that they
already knew what there was to know.”

“Mankind, on the other hand, was aggressive
and greedy and far more competitive than the kiiahni had ever been,
even in their prime. On Earth, technology advanced at a blistering
pace, the likes of which had never happened to the kiiahni. It
scared the crap out of them. So, Kiiahni High Command set a plan in
play to control mankind. and once more, they became fat and
wide.”

“Well, that stinks,” Sonya said, outraged at
the thought.

“Then, I came along. I am a perfect fusion of
kiiahni and human genes,” Mike Phillips told her, again, very
quietly. He did not elaborate on exactly how that happened or all
that it implied. He merely stated the fact. “I became their worst
nightmare. I hunted down the man that killed my father, the man in
charge of the Kiiahni High Command’s operation here on Earth to
control mankind.”

Sonya’s eyes were big. She knew from that FBI
file that there was a lot more to this story and right now, she was
hearing it.

“And?” she urged him on.

“Kiiahni High Command had planted a planetary
extinction device here on Earth as their ace-in-the-hole. Then, the
dirty bastards set the gears in motion to do just that, to wipe out
all life on Earth.”

“But we are still here,” she countered with
what she saw as the obvious.

“Exactly my point,” he replied. “I discovered
their plan at almost the last second and sent their damned
extinction device back through their own God-forsaken quantum
wormhole. Their own extinction device killed them all, every last
one of that God-forsaken Kiiahni High Command. How is that for
ironic? I wiped out almost a million souls all in one fell
swoop.”

“So, that is why I have an FBI file on you
that reads like a bad science fiction mystery novel. That is what
it was all about? But then you saved mankind,” she deduced.

“Maybe so, but it haunts my soul to this day.
How many good kiiahni people did I kill alongside the evil ones?”
His face showed the remorse that he felt.

“But you saved mankind,” she repeated his own
words.

“So, it would appear,” he replied rather
cryptically.

“What do you mean, so it would appear?” she
asked with a puzzled look on her face.

“Kiiahni High Command was extremely
intelligent and very thorough at whatever they set out to achieve.
They never did anything without a backup plan. I only got Plan-A.
Somewhere out there, Plan-B is unfolding…”

 


 



Chapter One

Prevailing thinking would have us believe
that in the land of the blind, the one-eyed man is king. But is he
really? If he tells anyone what he sees, will they welcome the
prophet or stone heretic? Human nature being what it is, the
one-eyed man quickly learns from multiple stonings to keep what he
sees to himself. Matthew Lockhart had not quite opened his eyes,
and yet in his exceptional mind, he saw a mathematical order where
others saw only chaos. Even so, did he really see?

Al Simmons, President of Fractal Systems,
strode into Matthew's office. "Well? Are you done yet?" he asked
with arms crossed, glaring at Matthew.

Matthew looked up from his PC screen to
answer. "Almost. I should be done some time tomorrow."

“‘Almost’ isn't good enough, and neither is
‘tomorrow.’ It has to be done tonight. That’s all there is to
it."

"But, I can't…"

"Bull shit, you can't. No excuses. Do
whatever it takes. I've already told Derek Sanders that it was
done, and it will be. There is big money hanging on this. I will
get that next NSA contract, no matter what the cost." And he had
already billed the NSA for this work, not that he would have ever
shared that information with Matthew. Simmons was entirely into the
hall before he turned back to Matthew just to growl, "Finish it,
damn it! No excuses! Just finish the damned thing!"

He was gone when Matthew pounded his fist on
the desk.

"No excuses! No excuses!" He at once mocked
and imitated Simmons.

Matthew buried his face in his hands. Face it
now. Face it later. What's the difference? He reached for the phone
and dialed. "Hi, Hon, it's me."

"Yeah? Uh-huh?" She knew.

"I'm… uh …"

"Don't give me that. Just say it."

"I have to work late…"

"So much for your turning over a new leaf,"
she accused him.

"I tried to explain…"

She slammed the phone in his ear.

It wasn't bad enough to have to work into the
night on this, now he couldn't drive thoughts out of his mind of
Mary getting drunk again. He could just see little Rebecca cowering
under her bed until he got home. Visions tortured him and drove him
on.

All this secret stuff! Move it all to one
computer. Wipe out all traces. Shred all the hard copies. Only the
documents on Matthew's work laptop computer remained when seven
turned toward eight. He looked at his personal laptop. It was
identical to the one on his desk. Swap them, he thought. He could
take the work laptop home and finish the work. No one would be the
wiser. Tomorrow morning, he would swap them back. Those NSA people
would examine it and be happy. That would solve his problem. He was
locked up and headed for home only three hours late.

[image: tmp_c96ecf6dfe3d40b6e78ae0a2b36c318a_0wLdkW_html_335536b.jpg]

When the door locked behind Matthew, a
quantum portal formed inside his office. Arii, a five-foot-four
artificial woman, walked out of it. By the light streaming out of
the open portal, she crossed the room and picked up Matt’s
laptop.

“That will not work,” Arii said to herself
when she booted the laptop and looked at it. She spent the next
half hour making it all look perfect. The NSA guys were good, but
she was better. When she was done, she set it back on Matt’s
desk.

From there, she went out into the shop right
up to the flight model on the test stand. She worked on that for
another half hour before she declared, “I am invincible!”

“Put that in your pipe and smoke it,” she
challenged them as she left.

A quantum portal closed behind her leaving
the building dark once more.
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Three hours late was nowhere near as bad as
his usual. It was like that chicken-or-the-egg thing. Had his usual
become so late because he didn't want to go home to Mary's wrath?
Or had Mary's anger grown out of his always being late? When had
she fallen out of love with him? When would she slam the door in
his face and divorce him? If it were just Mary, he would welcome
the blessed relief, but there was Rebecca. Not that Mary loved her
one small bit as much as he did, but that Mary could hurt him so by
hurting Rebecca. He drove on still faster.

"I'm home," Matthew called from the door as
he walked in. He hung his jacket and set his computer in the
closet. There was a dish of cheese and pepperoni on the counter, as
though set out for company. He could hear the television in the
living room, so he followed the sound. Mary sat asleep in a chair.
There was a bottle of wine open on the table and two glasses.

She rolled toward the sound of his approach
and cracked open an eye on her now smiling face. Her face turned
into rolling thunder when she saw it was him. "Bastard! Why did you
bother to come home now?"

"I'm trying…"

"Bull shit, you’re trying!"

Matthew wanted to scream at her, belt her
one. She deserved it if anyone ever did, but he was more of a man
than that. He would not let her goad him into that. No way. He
swallowed his anger.

"I'm sick of your trying," she screamed at
him just before launching a glass in his direction.

That was it. Matthew went to Rebecca's room.
She was cowered to the back of her bed, up against the wall. She
smiled out at him from behind her teddies and dollies.

"Come to daddy."

She scrambled into his arms just as the
second glass ricocheted off Matthew's ear. Glass showered the bed.
There was a warm wet oozing down the side of his head, but rage
drove him on now.

He grabbed handfuls of clothes for Rebecca
and for himself while Mary slapped and punched him. She knew that
he was leaving. She tried to rip Rebecca from his arms. In a rage,
he shoved her away. In her drunken stupor, she fell to the floor.
Matt used the opportunity to run for the door. From the corner of
his eye, he saw Mary stand up and throw something at him. He ducked
behind the coat closet door in the nick of time.

Arms full of clothes, computer, and Rebecca
were all laid on the front seat of his car. He hurriedly buckled
Rebecca in. He just didn’t have the time right now to put her in
her car seat in the back. That would just have to do for now. The
car was moving before his logical mind once more took hold.

"It’s okay, Honey. Daddy's got you now."

"Becca loves you, Daddy." She got up and held
onto him.

"Daddy loves you, dear." She was in her
pajamas. The car was warm, but he still had to get her into a
coat.

Matthew turned at the first cross street and
turned again at the next. He parked almost squarely around the
block from his house. Rebecca held onto him and nuzzled into his
face. His hands shook. His heart was pounding. He just held her for
a while. He didn't know for how long he rocked her in his arms. It
seemed like an eternity but was probably more like an hour or
so.

When thought finally began again in his mind,
he looked down at Becca, she was asleep. He wrapped her in a
blanket and set her in her car seat in the back. Napkins from a
hamburger joint wiped the now half-dried blood from his cut ear. He
looked at his car's clock. It said ten-thirty-seven.

For all the genius that was Matthew Lockhart,
he didn't know what to do, where to turn. He just sat there, unable
to think. Headlights turned toward him. He slouched down low, not
wanting anyone to see him in such a pathetic state. The van stopped
two houses in front of him. A man got out. The van left. That
seemed very odd. The man just stood there on the sidewalk, looking
up and down the street. He appeared to be talking to himself at
times.

Matthew had no time for mysteries tonight. He had to think.
Where could he and Rebecca spend the night? Andy would have them -
Matthew's brother Andy. He wouldn't ask a million questions. That's
where he would go. He had about made up his mind when the van came
speeding back. It stopped sharply to pick up the man. For just a
fleeting second, a face appeared in the side window. Matthew had
seen that face before. He was sure of it, but that wasn't important
now. The van sped away…

Andy had fallen asleep in his chair when the
noise of someone rapping on his door woke him. He opened his door,
not quite awake and with only one eye really open, to find his
brother Matt standing there with Rebecca over his shoulder and a
bag in his other hand. The look on Matt’s face told a hundred
stories.

"Big trouble in little China?" Andy
asked.

"Yeah," was all that Matt could manage.

"Come on in. You can put sleeping beauty in
my bed."

"Thanks." Matthew laid Becky on the bed and
covered her up. Andy had a beer waiting for him when he got to the
living room. Matt drank it slowly. It didn't help. Matt just needed
some time to reorganize his thoughts.

After a few minutes, Andy looked at his ear
and asked, "Mary drunk again?"

"Yeah, but more like just plain mean. Damn.
It’s my own fault this time. I let that bastard Simmons make me
stay late again. That set her off."

"It’s always like that with you executive
types."

"It comes with the territory."

"No, it doesn't."

"It's expected."

"Yeah, like they own you. It's a job, man,
not a prison. The more they see you knuckle under, the more they
expect. And you always were a work-a-holic. You just play right
into their hands."

"Yeah, I guess you're right."

"You know I'm right."

"So, where do I go from here?"

Andy smiled. "I don't know. You can stay here
until you figure it out."

The late news was on while they talked. In
the lull of their conversation, Matthew heard words that froze
him.

"…Alfred Simmons, President of Fractal
Systems, and his wife, Caroline, were murdered tonight in what the
police are calling an apparent drug deal gone bad. Witnesses say
that some members of what looked to be a cartel hit squad attacked
the house swiftly and sped off in a dark, late model van before
anyone realized…"

Matthew turned to his brother. "My God!" He
was dumbstruck. Video from the scene showed Al and his wife's
bodies being taken from the house.

The newscast continued. "…In a related case,
according to police sources, John Patricks, Comptroller of Fractal
Systems, died earlier tonight in a gang-land style ambush…"

"This can't be," Matt blurted out. "I know
these people."

"Maybe not as well as you think."

"No. No. You don't understand. I know them. I
really know them."

"…Please stand by." The newsman was handed
some papers from someone off-camera and read from them. "It is a
grim night, indeed. In what police are calling a 'company
connection,' Dr. Matthew Lockhart, Senior Research Associate for
Fractal Systems, and his wife, Mary, were murdered by the same
cartel hit squad. Elaine Piper is on the scene. Elaine?"

The video switched to her. "Irv, I am talking
to a Mr. Michael Fortuna." Matthew saw his next-door neighbor. "Mr.
Fortuna, what did you see?" He was near tears and covered with
blood but managed to answer. "Well, I heard all this noise. I
thought guns were louder than that. And I rushed next door, to
Matt’s place. And the door was wide open." Mike turned away.

Elaine Piper pressed him. "Please, Mr.
Fortuna. What did you see? Tell us what you saw."

"Dear God! There was blood everywhere. Aw
shit. And Matt and Mary! Aw shit. They were all shot up, all shot
up. It was like nothing I've ever seen. It was like something out
of a gangster movie." Mike's eyes were full of tears. "They made a
mess of my buddy Matt. Aw God!"

Mike could not continue.

Elaine carried on. "Irv, a police spokesman
told me that Mr. and Mrs. Lockhart were killed in bed as they
slept. They never stood a chance…"

Matthew found himself standing in total
disbelief of what he was seeing.

"Oh my God! I've got to…"

Andy put a hand on his shoulder. "Hold on,
Bro."

"Hold on? Someone killed Mary!"

"Yeah, and someone else sleeping in your
bed."

"But…"

"Yeah, but just who were they trying
to kill?"

It hadn't occurred to him.

"Maybe you are right. But I have to do
something."

"Like go to the police?"

"Yes. Exactly."

"And tell them what? That you are not a drug
dealer? Oh Yeah. They’ll for sure believe that one. Yeah, right!
And just how long will it take them to realize that all those
people were killed and by some miracle, you were the only one that
got missed? How many times life will the prison sentence be?"

Matthew was lost for words. Andy paced for a
few minutes then turned to him. "Think! Think and live! Use that
super thinker of yours to stay alive now."

The phone broke into their conversation.

Andy put a finger to his lips before picking
it up.

"Hello… Yes, this is Andrew Lockhart… Yes…
I'll have to get dressed. Where are they?" Andy wrote the address
of the city morgue on a scrap of paper. "Yes. I'll come right
away." He put the phone down and turned to his brother. "It was the
police. They want me to identify the bodies. I'll find out whatever
I can. You stay right here. Don't make a sound. I'll rap an 'L' on
the door when I get back." It was a Morse code secret signal they
had shared since childhood.

Andy went into his bedroom. He came out
holding a pump-action shotgun and thrust it at Matt. Matt was still
in shock as Andy put on his jacket and headed for the front door.
Andy only hesitated long enough to say, "These people play for
keeps. Life doesn't forgive mistakes, Bro. Think. Think and live."
Then he was gone.

Matthew sat for an endless stream of seconds
in what would have been a dark room but for the flickering light of
the television. As each second ticked, he was torn in a new
direction. He wanted to scream out but couldn't find the will to do
it. Chaos reigned in his mind, but to Matthew, chaos was like an
old friend. He held nothing back, and for a moment, it was as
though the essence of Matthew was watching his own mind think.

A rap on the door broke the spell, an "L" in
Morse code. Matthew heard a key in the lock. The door pushed slowly
open. "It's me," Andy whispered loudly. He walked in and turned on
a light.

Matthew turned away from it. "Well?"

"It wasn't very pretty. They were shot up
bad. Do you really want to hear this? It was way past gruesome,
man. It was a lot worse than I expected."

"I have to hear it. You have to tell me."

"Okay, then. An M-16 on AUTO doesn't leave
much to identify, if you know what I mean."

Matthew nodded for him to go on.

"Little doubt it was Mary."

"And the man?"

Andy shook his head "no" and shrugged. "They
showed me a jogging suit. There were some keys on a chain, and a
few bucks. I said they were yours. I told them I recognized the
tattoo on your arm.”

“But I don’t have any tattoos,” Matt
replied.

“Yeah, I know that, but they didn’t. It's
official. For now, you are dead."

Andy plunked down on the couch. It had not
been an easy night for either of them. He put his face in his hands
and talked toward the floor. "I will wait till after the funeral.
When things have calmed down, I'll tell Mom and Dad. I'll tell
them."

Andy looked up at him. "What are you mixed up
in?"

"My God! You don't think…"

"No. I know you better than that. I knew it
could never be drugs. But Mary? Maybe she was somehow
involved."

"No. I can't believe that."

"They showed me pictures of drugs stashed in
dresser drawers - your dresser drawers."

"That can't be. I pulled some clothes out of
that dresser just before I left. There was nothing in any of those
drawers but clothes."

"Maybe he brought the drugs with him. Look at
all the evidence. Who knew you were working late? Who could have
known when you left?"

"It would have to be someone from work."

Matthew sat in his parked car, some ways back
from the parking lot. He watched the door through Andy's spotting
scope. Whoever he was, he would not show for work this morning.
Matthew's list was full of checkmarks when the first police cruiser
pulled into the parking lot. It was followed by two more, and a
white van. It wasn't a police van, though. It had no police
markings. All Matthew could see of the occupants were the backs of
their heads as they climbed out of the van and headed for the
building.

Two men emerged minutes later carrying his
personal computer and boxes of files. A third man followed them. He
walked away from Matthew, toward the police standing by one of the
cruisers. He walked up to one of them and shook his hand. They
talked for several minutes until a man Mathew knew only too well
came out of the door - Derek Sanders. Then the man turned around.
His was the face, the face in the van last night, the face that
Matthew knew, but couldn't remember. He was Derek Sander's own
personal bodyguard.

~~~

"Andy, this is worse than I ever
imagined."

"I didn't think it could get much worse than
this."

"Mary's lover had nothing to do with
anything. He was just some poor schmuck with severely bad timing
and bad taste in women."

"Oh, I don't…"

"And this whole thing had nothing to do with
drugs, either." Matthew took hold of his brother. "Andy, listen.
The people that killed Mary were NSA."

"NSA?"

"Yeah, National Security Agency."

"Don't you mean CIA?"

"No. The CIA is just a front for a more
secret organization - the NSA. Our own government did this."

“And this guy you saw was the head
mucky-muck?”

“Yes. Derek Sanders was just recently
promoted to Director of the NSA. He sits at the right hand of the
President himself. And the face I saw in the van last night belongs
to his own personal bodyguard.”

Andy sat for a moment in silence.

"You were right, Matt. It is worse than I thought."

Andy took Becky over to Grandma and Grandpa’s
house.

“Don’t ask,” Andy told them. “Only thank God
that she was staying with me. Don’t watch the TV, and for Heaven’s
sake
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