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    Previously – In Bug Out! Atlantic Book 8 
 
    As Book 8 opened, Dannon, Dempsey, and their team were heading for the Hamptons, hoping to take out Lance Evans. They were sure Lance knew they were coming, and began planning how they would handle the trap he was setting up. 
 
    In Halifax, the battle between Canadian Navy ships and the EU Navy raged offshore. The Canadians were losing, the EU ships heading closer to the harbor, the population of Halifax terrified the ships would bombard them. Cindy, a young mother, was trying to get to her child, on a school field trip at the harbor. Traffic jammed the streets, the citizens in a panic. Cindy parked her car and ran to the building her child was in when the first of the shells hit, blowing up northeast of her. The parents ran to the children’s location as shells continued landing around the harbor. Cindy found her son, picking him up, turning and running towards the car. Another shell hit, killing Cindy and the other fleeing parents and children. 
 
    Captain Schroeder, EU Navy task force leader, fired the new incendiary weapons at Halifax before the task force left, turning thousands of civilians into melted goo.  
 
    Sturm and Claude arrived at Lance’s compound in Sagaponack to set the trap for Dannon, their commandos flooding the property. Sturm entered the house and told Lance to leave the area. Lance fled in his Tesla. 
 
    Pat, Derrick, Hymie, and Bailey walked through the woods, towards the house of a dead Apache Base commander, after speaking about it in front of the suspected spy at the base. They were attacked before they got to the house, returning fire, then leaving, a car following them on the road, Bailey killing the driver with the M60. Back at the base Whitaker arrested the spy and threw him into the brig. 
 
    Justin and Tyra were on a mission in Boston, placing roach drone missile launchers into position near the targets. They got them all placed without problems. Right after that, the team at the Boston base used roach drone designators to fire them, killing many enemy fighters. Trinity suggested that Justin and Tyra use her apartment instead of coming back to the base that evening. 
 
    Dannon and Dempsey’s team staked out Lance’s house, seeing Sturm’s commandos there. Albena hacked into the Sagaponack video system and saw Lance leaving in his Tesla. Dannon pulled the surveillance and left the area, but asked Chief Harvey if he could use his Navy contact to set up a shelling of Lance’s house via one of the Zumwalt Destroyers in Long Island Sound. 
 
    Adrian was at the downtown Boston base, watching the RFID apps, seeing that the Islamists in Boston were moving west. He sent a text to Jaak. Then Jared told Jaak to evacuate the downtown Boston base, because the bunker would not protect against the EU Navy’s new weapon. Jared suggested they go to Art’s base. They left in Hybrids and attacked many fleeing enemy fighters on the way.  
 
    A Zumwalt Destroyer shelled lance’s house as Chief Harvey requested, killing Claude and most of the commandos, and wounding Sturm. 
 
    Jared called Mayor Fine and his team, telling them to move important personnel into the main bunker, which was hardened against the new EU Navy weapon, and to evacuate New City Hall and NYPD Headquarters, since they weren’t hardened enough. 
 
    Lance was driving west from Long Island, no longer able to contact Sturm. There was an employee in Mamaroneck, a woman he’d forced an affair with years earlier. He talked her into putting him up for the night so he could use her Tesla charger. Her name was Steph. He arrived, and she told him about the explosion in Sagaponack, pulling up a YouTube video, Lance recognizing the rubble as his house. Lance charmed Steph overnight, making love with her, then left the next morning, heading for a house he owned in the Poconos. 
 
    Mateo escaped Canada amid the fallout from Janey’s article, hiding in a bunker under a building in La Plata, Argentina. Sanchez called him, letting him know Sturm was in a hospital after the Zumwalt attack on Lance’s house. Sanchez suggested killing Sturm before Mayor Fine’s team could find him, but Mateo forbid that, telling Sanchez to move him to a secure location. 
 
    Daan talked with Captain Schroeder about the planned attack on Boston, after the shelling of Lance’s home on Long Island. They decided to go ahead with the attack, but Daan said he’d have the intel team watching for signs of more US Navy ships in the area. 
 
    Devin, Todd, Chuck, Cristy, Tamera, and Elliot went to an estate belonging to a friend of Jared’s after their hybrid training. They settled in there, awaiting further instructions. The rest of the Boston team were scattered around at similar places, so they wouldn’t lead the enemy to Art’s base. 
 
    Albena saw evidence that Lance charged his Tesla in Mamaroneck, and told Dannon, who found the address and Steph, the owner. He looked up Steph’s info, finding that she worked for Lance’s firm. Dannon decided to pay her a visit. 
 
    Admiral Compton held a US Navy meeting. They discussed plans to have submarines attack the EU Navy task force in the North Atlantic, while another group of ships coming from the Indian Ocean would take on the EU Navy task force coming north from South America. Panama Canal repairs were 70% done, but the southern EU task force would get there to destroy their progress before the US Navy ships from the Indian Ocean could arrive. Two Ohio Class subs with cruise missiles would be sent to Captain Schroeder’s home port of Bremerhaven, and news of their approach would be leaked to the EU High Command via a spy in the organization. 
 
    Dannon’s team went to Steph’s home, Dannon subduing her. He told her what Lance was really doing, and she got mad, saying she’d help Dannon catch him. Dannon told her to leave town and stay hidden until Lance was dead. She agreed to stay with her mother in another state, but insisted that she would help bring Lance down if needed. 
 
    Derrick and his team came to the Apache base outside Philly for a meeting with Whitaker and Burr about the EU Navy task force. Burr mentioned that he might have a contact who could bring AC-130 gunships into battle for the resistance. Derrick and Whitaker were skeptical that slow moving prop planes could survive against modern destroyers, but they were very interested in teaming with AC-130s for ground assaults. 
 
    Daan Mertins received intel from EU High Command about the two submarines headed towards Bremerhaven. He called Captain Schroeder about it. They had a conversation that became heated, and Daan ordered the captain to postpone the attack on Boston. 
 
    Jared held a conference call with Jaak’s team about the EU Task force. Jared’s satellite-based sensors showed that the task force had stopped, but he thought that Captain Schroeder would use his new weapon against Boston, even if ordered not to. He suggested two ways to stop the EU destroyers. One way was supersonic anti-ship missiles. They would work, but they would also expose the Samson Corporation and put Jared in personal danger. The other alternative was jet-powered hovercrafts that Jared had developed off the books, used in conjunction with the roach drone missiles to disable the sensors on the outside of the EU’s MKS-180 Destroyers, making them vulnerable to conventional attack via the submarines and the two Zumwalt destroyers. The vehicles would be delivered from New Mexico via a C-17 in Jared’s fleet. Art was already working on training for the new vehicles. The team agreed to go that route. 
 
    Salvatore’s men found the actual location of the Philly UN base and passed the information along to Whitaker and Derrick. 
 
    Derrick’s team held a conference call with Blumenthal’s team. They discussed hitting the UN base Salvatore told Derrick’s team about, planning to run the operation the next evening. 
 
    Rico and Duffy were discussing production of the Blockbusters with Wick, Chippy, Duce, and Kenny. They had so many built now that they were getting difficult to hide. As they were talking, an associate named Satch called Kenny, claiming to have found a UN base. It was in the hot zone, but only a block in, where radiation was lower. Duffy suggested they notify Mayor Fine’s office about the sightings, just in case there was critical infrastructure at that location. 
 
    Mayor Fine and Chief Harvey came into the intel room to ask Penko and Albena about the hot zone location where Kenny’s friend saw the UN activity. They checked, finding out that the location was a backup hub for electricity, phone, and internet. They checked the primary hub, finding that the video cameras were compromised, and decided to send in Falcon Drones to investigate. Meanwhile, they called Cary and Hector in to ask them about the hubs. Cary said the hubs weren’t as important as they used to be. Since the 9-11 attacks, redundancy was built into the system for electricity and internet. Not so for telephone, but few relied on land lines, other than the elderly population. They began brainstorming the issue, Tracy coming in and adding her opinions. 
 
    Derrick’s team talked with the commander who had the AC-130 Gunships, and they planned a joint strike on the UN base, the gunships first, then the Apache’s, Blockbusters, and infantry. 
 
    Dannon got called into a meeting about the infrastructure hubs, and they agreed to get Falcon drones with Roach drone capability to both locations. The idea came up to drop the Falcon drones from NYPD choppers, Cary checking with Art, who told him how to set them up, sending 3D printer drawings of the brackets to attach to the chopper skids. The team got to work. 
 
    Daan called Lance and asked him to start hacking against Mayor Fine’s team again, to keep them busy while an operation was being started on Manhattan. He wouldn’t tell Lance any more about it. Lance reluctantly agreed, and began the harassment again. Albena viewed it as another chance to get him to expose his location, and the games began. 
 
    Sturm was moved to a safe house. He had a broken leg from the shelling of Lance’s house, and his hips were severely bruised but not fractured. A nurse named Selma was taking care of him. 
 
    Cary and Hector got the Falcon drone brackets finished, and installed them on the NYPD choppers, which took off on their normal nightly routes, going close to both hubs. Laleh, Vasil, and Eve piloted the first group of Falcon drones down to their destinations at the backup hub and got them in place to release Roach drone pods. Tad drove the first of the roach drones towards the entrance of the parking structure where the hub was. He got inside, seeing a wall with a big door in the middle, sealing the parking structure. While Tad was looking at that, the others drove the second group of Falcons to roofs around the main hub. Contrary to what the MVS video showed, there were cars and lots of foot traffic around the main hub. Vasil dropped a Roach pod behind the building his Falcon landed on, and drove it into the entrance to the subway station. Tad continued to investigate the wall and door at the backup hub, finding it was made of metal. He called Cary, to see if the Optical Spectrometers were working on the Roach drones. Cary called Art, who told them how to activate the feature. Tad got a reading, finding that the metal was lead. Vasil said they were probably trying to stop RFID transmissions from escaping the parking structure. Vasil called Albena, to ask her if she had RFID history running where the backup hub was. Albena wasn’t sure, because she hadn’t been covering the hot zone, but agreed to check. Albena told Vasil that if she had the history, it would take hours to get the report. Penko came in, talking with Albena about what she was doing, saying that the Islamists might be coming in from the nearby Holland Tunnel, not monitored because it was in the hot zone. 
 
    Derrick and his team were heading towards Bensalem for the attack on the UN base with three Blockbusters. Blumenthal’s team was on the way to meet them. As they got close, they heard the drone of large prop planes coming, the AC-130 gunships arriving. They attacked, filling the air with noise, light, and smoke. The battle continued with Apache’s, Blockbusters, mortars, and infantry. It was a massive success with many enemy fighters killed. 
 
    Eve, Vasil, and Tad started driving the Roach drones at 5:30 in the morning, seeing the door open in the lead wall at the backup hub, light flooding out from it. Tad moved a Roach drone through the door when it opened for another UN van, seeing that it was a lock with an inside door. When the outside door closed the signal from the Roach drone was cut. When it opened again, the Roach drone inside uploaded the video it took after the door was closed, proving that it was indeed a lock, and there were Islamists inside. 
 
    Daan called a meeting, looking haggard and beaten. Ivan the Butcher had made a fool out of him in California, putting women captives on his forced TV broadcast, telling of their abuse by UN Peacekeepers, causing the citizens of California to go on a rampage. Daan was losing California, fleeing San Francisco after the citizens took it back. The meeting descended into bickering between Lance, Daan, and Saladin until Maggie put her foot down. Mateo told them he could convince Captain Schroeder to go forward with the Boston attack, without getting permission from the EU High Command. Daan reluctantly told him to go ahead. Maggie was against it, saying it would be too unpopular with EU citizens. 
 
    Mateo and Daan contacted Captain Schroeder and ordered him to go forward with the attack on Boston, to be followed by an attack on New York City. Captain Schroeder gave the order to Zander. He resisted the order, so Captain Schroeder killed him, and ordered the task force to Boston himself. 
 
    Burr heard of a convoy of UN Vans heading toward the Apache base, so they notified Blake and the rest of the team. The convoy didn’t continue on the path towards the base. It made a turn and headed for the west side of New York City. 
 
    Tyra and Justin took a hybrid into Old Boston to have dinner, just before dusk. They were walking towards the restaurant when they felt a rumble. There was the flash of an explosion, the sound of glass breaking. They rushed back to their hybrid as panicked citizens hit the streets, trying to find out what was happening. Tyra suggested she sit on Justin’s lap in the hybrid so they could escape in two-wheel mode. More shells came in, the smell of burning flesh getting to them. They broke into a sprint, getting to the hybrid, Tyra sitting on Justin as he drove off, weaving through the traffic and running people, more shells falling, a wave of heat washing over them. Tyra said to move to two-wheel mode. Justin did that, Tyra crying out in pain as her left thigh was crushed, Justin struggling with the steering wheel, the hybrid getting up to speed, and then there was a brilliant flash, an intense wave of heat hitting them, slamming the hybrid into a building, melting them together… 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    { 1 } 
 
    Boston 
 
   C aptain Schroeder watched through his binoculars as Boston burned, his new first mate Janssen next to him, a tall skinny man with deep set gray eyes. 
 
    “This new weapon is potent,” Janssen said. 
 
    “You’re not worried about the carnage? About the repercussions?” 
 
    Janssen looked at his captain. “Are you?” 
 
    “No, this was deserved, and essential.” 
 
    Janssen nodded. “I agree, Captain. New York City will be an even better display of our power.” 
 
    “We’ll be lucky to survive long enough, but I still plan to attack their city of debauchery and Jewish treachery.” 
 
    Janssen eyed him. “You think we’ll be stopped? By whom?” 
 
    “We’ve just attacked the US mainland, Janssen. Do you expect no response?” 
 
    “Then why did we attack?” 
 
    Captain Schroeder chuckled. “To get war started between the EU and the United States. We might win this time, because the United States is crippled. Even if we lose, the world will move into a new age, as the Führer wanted. Our actions will ultimately be viewed as a sacrifice.” 
 
    Janssen thought about it a moment, then stood taller, more resolute. “It is a noble cause. I salute you for the courage you showed in following through.” 
 
    “Good. We will carry on. Set course for New York City, and pass the word to the others.” 
 
    “Yes, Captain.” Janssen gave the orders to the flagship crew, then contacted the rest of the task force. Captain Schroeder went to his stateroom, sitting in front of his computer, opening his manifesto. He sent it to the German High Command, marked top secret, not for the eyes of the EU High Command. Afterwards he took a well-worn book off his shelf, laying on his bed, cracking it open. The title was Teutonic Mythology. He read, as he felt the ship turning, the rumble as the mighty props turned faster. The computer beeped as reactions to his manifesto came in, but he didn’t look. He lost himself in his book, in a trance, the heroism of old filling him with the warmth of pride, feeling that those who created western civilization finally had their day, finally ready to destroy those who surrendered to lessor peoples and lessor civilizations. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Jaak got the first reports about Boston, laying on the bed with his tablet, Ashley snoozing next to him. They’ve really done it. He got off the bed, Ashley stirring, looking up at him. 
 
    “Something happened.” 
 
    Jaak nodded, trying to hold back the tears. 
 
    “What? Talk to me.” 
 
    “The EU Task Force attacked Boston. The carnage is unbelievable.” 
 
    “Oh no, they actually went through with it?” Ashley asked, sitting up. “Did we lose anybody?” 
 
    “No idea, it just happened. I’m going to the intel room. Maybe Jacob and Sunshine are already on it.” 
 
    “Wait, I’m going with you,” Ashley said, getting up, going to the mirror to straighten her clothes. They left their room, taking the elevator to the main floor. 
 
    Jacob looked up from his laptop as Jaak came in, tears running down his cheeks. “You heard?” 
 
    Jaak nodded, sitting at the table, Ashley sitting next to him. “How bad?” 
 
    “They killed as many people as possible,” Jacob said. 
 
    Sunshine came in with Art, both looking grim. 
 
    “What’d you hear?” Jacob asked. 
 
    “President Borden is under intense pressure to attack the EU,” Art said. “Jared is keeping tabs from a distance. This might be Borden’s undoing.” 
 
    “You think he’ll flee?” Jaak asked. 
 
    Art shook his head. “The conventional wisdom says he’ll stab his enemy handlers in the back and save his own skin by going rogue, acting like an American President.” 
 
    “At this point, I don’t care,” Jacob said, “if he repents and does the right thing.” 
 
    “Even if he did, we could never trust him,” Jaak said. 
 
    “That’s the real issue,” Art said. “Some have brought up the idea of a secret house arrest, where he does our bidding but can’t take orders from his handlers anymore.” 
 
    “Wonder where the submarines are?” Jacob asked, “or the US Navy surface ships?” 
 
    Art shrugged. “The MKS-180s are a dangerous target for our submarine fleet. We might be holding back until more of our Navy is here.” 
 
    “Where the hell are our carriers?” Ashley asked. 
 
    “Most of them are keeping our allies from going dark,” Art said. 
 
    Henry rushed in. “I got a source on the ground.” He looked over at Sunshine. “Get the comm system on.” 
 
    Sunshine nodded, moving to the chair in front of the PC, logging on, loading the comm unit software. “Who’s coming on?” 
 
    “Jay Green,” Henry said. 
 
    “Oh, your college student informant,” Jaak said. “He survived. Good.” 
 
    After a moment, the comm unit beeped. 
 
    “Henry?” 
 
    “I’m here. Are you safe?” 
 
    “Everybody is flat on their back right now,” Jay said. “Both sides, from what I can see. The dirty professors are as pissed as anybody else.” 
 
    “Why is that?” Jacob asked. “Oh, I’m Jacob.” 
 
    “Been reading your stuff. I’m impressed.” 
 
    “Thanks,” Jacob said. 
 
    “Don’t get too close, it’s dangerous for both of you,” Jaak said. 
 
    “I know, sorry,” Jay said. “Most of the coastal section of Boston got hit hard by those incendiary shells. They melted people into lumps of goo. Reminds me of pictures I’ve seen of Hiroshima. The buildings are untouched from those, except for some fire damage. There is a lot of destruction from standard shells, further from the coast. We lost some historic buildings and many people. Good thing your team was gone. I’m lucky to be alive.” 
 
    “Where were you?” Jaak asked. 
 
    “Having dinner at a fish joint on Huron Avenue. I thought the building was gonna fall down.” 
 
    “No incendiary shells close to you?” Sunshine asked. 
 
    “One was half a block away,” Jay said. “I was lucky. The building I was in burned to the ground, but the fire started on the roof, so everybody survived.” 
 
    “You went to look at the damage?” Jacob asked. 
 
    “I found a safe place and watched YouTube videos on my iPad first,” he said. “Surprised the internet was up. The power was out in much of the city. As soon as it was light this morning, I walked towards the harbor. Parts of the city were less damaged than I expected. There were so many explosions and so much fire that I thought the whole town would look like Dresden. It was much more random. You’d have a block with no damage, then one with a couple of hits, then one that was pulverized. The worst was where the new shells hit. Melted people all over the place, sometimes in several pieces. It smelled just awful.” Jay started to cry. “Sorry. I ran into one of the college professors down there. He was a mess, beside himself, in tears.” 
 
    “Was he part of the enemy operation there?” Jaak asked. 
 
    “No,” Jay said, “but he is a leftist who apologized for them. Said it was the only way to make real progress, and the white upper and middle classes deserved it.” 
 
    “Pigs,” Ashley said. “Where were Justin and Tyra? I’ve tried to call them twice, no answer on either of their phones.” 
 
    “Want me to go check?” Jay asked. “Got nothing better to do.” 
 
    Ashley looked over at Jaak, who nodded okay. Ashley then read off the address to Trinity’s apartment. 
 
    “Okay,” Jay said. “I know where that is. What do they look like?” 
 
    “Asian man and black woman,” Ashley said. “Tyra is feisty. You don’t have to show yourself, just report back so we know.” 
 
    Jaak looked at the others. “Check the garage, see if there’s a hybrid down there.” 
 
    “One of those two-wheeled things?” 
 
    “It’ll be in four-wheel mode if it’s parked in a shared garage,” Jacob said. 
 
    “Can you send a picture?” Jay asked. 
 
    “No,” Henry said. “We can’t do that. What color is Justin’s unit?” 
 
    “Good idea,” Ashley said. “Justin’s is blue and white.” 
 
    “Okay, I’ll check it out,” Jay said. “Anything else?” 
 
    “Did the colleges get hit?” Henry asked. 
 
    “The Harvard campus got hit with a conventional shell, but it was on the outskirts, near Everett Street,” Jay replied. “Didn’t get close to Boston College. Heard the Fenway campus got hit with incendiaries, but that was second-hand info. Boston Conservatory got hit hard with both types of shells.” 
 
    “All right, let us know what you find out,” Henry said. “Be careful, okay?” 
 
    “Don’t worry, I’ll be fine.” 
 
    Henry ended the call. 
 
    “This mess might have hurt the University outreach program,” Jacob said. 
 
    “One can only hope, but the price was too high,” Henry said. 
 
    Ashley’s phone rang. She looked at it, putting it on speaker. “Todd.” 
 
    “Hey, you guys okay?” he asked. 
 
    “Yeah,” Ashley said. “You?” 
 
    “We’re good. I’m really worried about Justin and Tyra. Can’t raise either of them. Heard anything?” 
 
    “We’re worried too, sent somebody to Trinity’s apartment to see if they’re there.” 
 
    “Good. We didn’t have anybody else in a danger zone, did we?” 
 
    “Jay Green, my informant,” Henry said, “but he’s fine. That’s who we sent to Trinity’s place.” 
 
    “He’s that trustworthy?” Todd asked. 
 
    “I think so, yeah,” Henry said. 
 
    “Okay, let me know when you hear.” Todd ended the call. 
 
    “If nobody stops that task force, it’ll hit New York City,” Jaak said. 
 
    Art nodded. “Yep, the maniac running that shit-show will move as fast as he can, because of the target on his back.” 
 
    “Maybe he’ll leave,” Sunshine said. 
 
    “How about those jet hovercrafts?” Jaak asked. 
 
    “The training is set up, but the vehicles won’t be here until day after tomorrow. That’s too late for New York City.” 
 
    “I’d better call Jared and talk him off the ledge,” Jaak said, getting up. “He’s liable to use the weapon that would reveal the Samson Corporation. We don’t want to win the battle and lose the war.” He walked out, phone in his hand. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Captain Thompson’s Ohio Class submarine The Michigan was waiting outside Bremerhaven, keeping track of the destroyer patrols who were watching. The Georgia was nearby, Captain Fleisher in command. Admiral Compton put both on alert after the Boston attack. 
 
    “We really gonna do this, Captain?” asked First Mate Sylvester, a young black man. 
 
    “They aren’t giving us much choice, Sylvester. The enemy task force is heading for New York City now.” 
 
    “Nothing much left of the harbor to mess with,” quipped Ensign Crossman. 
 
    “I lost people in that attack,” Sylvester said. “On second thought, Captain, when do we get to pull the trigger?” 
 
    Captain Thompson shook his head. “Let’s cut the chatter, there are enemy destroyers about. Understand?” 
 
    They nodded. 
 
    “What about the subs we have tracking the enemy?” Sylvester whispered. 
 
    Captain Thompson whispered back. “None of that task force will survive. It’s all about getting them before they slaughter more civilians.” 
 
    Ensign Crossman got the Captain’s attention, pointing to the light flashing on the secure messaging system. He walked over, hitting a button, looking into the eyepiece for identification. The orders appeared on the screen. 
 
      
 
    Move your ships to the coordinates provided earlier to avoid contact with enemy destroyers and hold there until given further orders.  
 
      
 
    Captain Thompson glanced at Sylvester, then walked over to Ensign Crossman, whispering. “Move us to 56°14'47.1"N 3°17'21.3"E.” 
 
    Crossman input the coordinates. “Glad our cruise missiles have some range. Why’d we go in so close at first?” 
 
    “We wanted them to see us,” Captain Thompson replied. 
 
    Sylvester got close. “You don’t seem too bothered by this mission.” 
 
    Captain Thompson eyed him. “They melted civilians in Boston, saw video transmissions before I came up here. Didn’t even bother to pretend they were going after military targets. Screw these people.” 
 
    “We’re far enough to be out of sonar danger,” Sylvester said. 
 
    “Good, thanks,” Captain Thompson said. “Where’s Georgia?” 
 
    “Moving away, further left than we’re going,” Ensign Crossman said. 
 
    “Good. Let me know when we get there, and take a good look around. We aren’t going to launch depth when there’s company about, assuming we get orders to attack.” 
 
    “Yes sir,” Sylvester said. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Mayor Fine and Tracy McCain entered the intel room, Chief Harvey there with Dan Dannon and Vasil. 
 
    “How close are they?” Mayor Fine asked. 
 
    “Jared gave us access to satellite feeds,” Vasil said, sitting at one of the PCs. “They’re making a very wide turn around Cape Cod. Looks like they’re biding their time.” 
 
    Tracy went behind him, watching his screen. “How will they come at us?” 
 
    Vasil looked back at her. “Depends on how crazy they are. If they want a good shot at Manhattan, they’ll need to come through Long Island Sound, but that puts them in danger.” 
 
    “I think it might protect them somewhat,” Dannon said. “It’ll be harder for our subs to sink them in there without exposing themselves to enemy fire.” 
 
    “Can we do anything?” Mayor Fine asked. “Shore batteries, for example?” 
 
    “The MKS-180’s targeting systems will make quick work of shore batteries,” Vasil said. 
 
    “We need to hit them with the subs before they enter the sound,” Dannon said. “Are you hearing anything about that, Chief?” 
 
    “The Navy isn’t talking at the moment,” Chief Harvey replied, “which tells me they’re getting ready to attack any time now. Might not be enough.” 
 
    “Do we know the range of their artillery yet?” Tracy asked. 
 
    “Not officially,” Vasil said, “but they got close in for the Boston attack, same with Halifax. I’m thinking that the range on the new weapons is short. They might have to come into Long Island Sound to hit Manhattan.” 
 
    “Why wouldn’t they pull up next to Staten Island and fire from there?” Mayor Fine asked. 
 
    “They will if they have the range,” Chief Harvey said, “but bear in mind, these aren’t the guns of the New Jersey.” 
 
    “How much range did the New Jersey have?” Mayor Fine asked. 
 
    “Twenty-four miles, if memory serves.” 
 
    “It’s Long Island Sound, or they aren’t coming here,” Dannon said. “Anywhere else, even a twenty-four mile range won’t get them to areas they didn’t destroy with their nuke.” 
 
    “Can we trap them in the sound?” Penko asked. 
 
    “Good question,” Chief Harvey said. “Possibly, but then the idiot running the task force will use everything he’s got left to kill civilians in the surrounding areas.” 
 
    Tracy sat down, resting her head in her hands. “There are a millions of people on Long Island and to the north. New Haven, Bridgeport, Providence.” 
 
    “We need to know what President Borden is doing,” Mayor Fine said. “Think you can call him, Tracy?” 
 
    “I’m certainly willing to try. I’ll go to my office.” She got up and left the room, Mayor Fine following her. 
 
    “You okay?” 
 
    Tracy shook her head. “Not in the least. If this Captain Schroeder is as crazy as they’re saying, he might let everything go at New York City.” 
 
    She turned into her office. “Come in, but be quiet, okay?” 
 
    “Okay,” Mayor Fine said, sitting in the chair next to the door, pulling it shut. 
 
    Tracy placed the call and turned on her speaker. 
 
    “White House. Who is this please?” 
 
    “This is Tracy McCain, Governor of New York. I need to talk to President Borden.” 
 
    “He’s got meetings all morning.” 
 
    Tracy shot a glance to Mayor Fine, then looked back at the speaker. “Boston was just attacked by the EU Navy task force, and now that task force is steaming towards New York City. Get him out of whatever meeting he’s in right now.” 
 
    There was a pause on the line. “I will check, no guarantees.” 
 
    They sat silently in the office for over five minutes, and then the receptionist came back on. “He’s coming on, but only for a few minutes.” 
 
    “Thank you,” Tracy said. 
 
    A moment later there was a click. “Tracy, how are you?” 
 
    “I’ve been better, Mr. President. You know we are in danger of attack?” 
 
    “We are watching that, yes. They are taking their time for some reason. They’ve gone way wide of Cape Cod. We don’t understand what they’re doing, and we’re trying to open a channel with the EU High Command to get some answers.” 
 
    “So we’re only in the talking stages after they attacked us? I saw preliminary numbers on Boston casualties. That attack was many times more costly than Pearl Harbor and 9-11 combined.” 
 
    “We are aware, but we are not in a good position to fight the EU and their allies now. We’re barely holding things together overseas as it is.” 
 
    Mayor Fine rolled his eyes. Tracy leaned back in her chair. “You understand how much population density we have in New York City, correct?” 
 
    “Yes, we have been discussing that since the Boston attack.” 
 
    “What protection will you provide for the citizens of New York City?” 
 
    “We have assets in the area. That’s all I can say. We must avoid a war with the EU and her allies. Your team is safe?” 
 
    “We are in a sealed bunker with its own air supply,” Tracy said. “We’ll likely survive, but many people won’t, and it’s not possible to evacuate them quickly enough.” 
 
    There was silence on the line for a long moment. “Look, Tracy, I know this is a bad situation, and I know it seems like we aren’t doing enough. Consider this. If the task force was in a hurry to attack, they’d be moving in quickly. They’re hanging back. The EU High Command might have ordered the leader of the task force to stop. We have intel that the task force commander did the Boston attack against the orders of his government. It’s even possible that New York City is not the next target. There are targets with better strategic advantage which are easier to hit.” 
 
    “Like where?” Tracy asked. 
 
    “Well, like here. Washington, DC. Remember that our largest naval base is in Norfolk, Virginia. Attacks on either of those locations would be worse than an attack on New York City.” 
 
    “Not in terms of civilian losses,” Tracy said. 
 
    “In the short term, you are right. In the long term? Most of our naval command and control are in Norfolk, and we both know what is in Washington, DC. Sorry, Tracy. I need to go.” 
 
    “All right, Mr. President. Thank you for your time.” 
 
    “You’re welcome.” 
 
    The call ended. 
 
    “Well, there you have it,” Mayor Fine said. “We’re already at war with the EU. Even if this Captain Schroeder is a rogue nutcase, the EU High Command sent that task force to our coast.” 
 
    “I know. President Borden was actually better than I expected. Perhaps he’s been warned.” 
 
    Mayor Fine chuckled. “Well, at least he talked to you. Nicely done, Governor McCain.” 
 
    They went back to the intel room. 
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    Cleanup 
 
   L aleh, Tad, Vasil, and Eve sat in the control room, sifting through RFID history data, which wasn’t showing anything around the backup hub for several weeks. Albena did the best she could with the limited data from the hot zone, but it wasn’t helping them much, and Lance Evans was harassing her, making progress difficult. Penko was concentrating on the approaching EU Task Force.  
 
    Cary and Hector set up a program to capture and catalog each transmission from the handful of Roach drones that Tad slipped into the lock. It wasn’t working well enough. They needed a roach to get beyond the second door and return with stored video which could be uploaded when the outside door was open, but there wasn’t a way to do it. 
 
    Slash came in with Taylor and Jace. 
 
    “How’s it going, sweetie?” Slash asked, going to Laleh’s side. 
 
    She shrugged. “Same as earlier. We’re stuck.” 
 
    Taylor and Jace sat. 
 
    “Anything we can do to help?” Jace asked. 
 
    Vasil shook his head. “Not yet. I’m studying drawings for the parking structure and the buildings that sit on top of them. Maybe I’ll find a weakness we can exploit. Anything new on the EU task force?” 
 
    “They’re still hanging out east of Cape Cod,” Taylor said. “Makes me nervous as hell.” 
 
    “Wonder if they’re going someplace else?” Laleh asked. 
 
    Jace shook his head. “Doubt it, New York City is too big of a prize.” 
 
    Tad sat up straighter in his chair. “They’re waiting for something to be ready here.” 
 
    “Like what, Tad?” Taylor asked. 
 
    “I don’t know. This hidden group of Islamists?” 
 
    Vasil leaned back in his chair. “Shit. Good point.” 
 
    “The frequency of van arrivals has been increasing,” Laleh said. 
 
    Jace looked at Vasil. “How many exits did that parking structure have originally?” 
 
    “That one’s easy. Just the one. Doubt they could build it that way anymore. This was built in the late 1950s.” 
 
    “What are the ceilings made of?” Asked Jace, “and how thick are the exterior walls?” 
 
    “It’s a big reinforced concrete box,” Vasil said. “The buildings sit on top, so the walls and roof of the box have to be very thick. Doesn’t mean we can’t drill through if we get access to the concrete under the first floor.” 
 
    Slash chuckled. “We need to block up that entrance. Then we drill holes and insert something.” 
 
    “Insert something?” Laleh asked. 
 
    “Yeah, like poison gas… or gasoline, if we can get it ignited somehow.” 
 
    “Slash, you’re pretty sick,” Jace said. “I like it. Might bring on the attack from the EU Task Force quicker, though.” 
 
    “Yeah, they could lob some of those incendiary shells at us while we’re trying to drill holes,” Eve said. “This would be a very dangerous operation.” 
 
    “No guts, no glory,” Slash said. “Besides, they might not have the range to hit us with those new shells. Overheard conversation about that upstairs. Penko was talking about it.” 
 
    “Let’s not go round and round about this yet,” Vasil said. “Give me time to study these drawings. If there’s something we can do, the data will tell me.” 
 
    “All right, we’ll drop it for now,” Laleh said, “won’t we, Slash?” 
 
    “I guess. Had lunch yet?” 
 
    She smiled. “No, and I could use a break. Nothing happening here.” They left the room together. 
 
    “What about the range of the shells?” Taylor asked. 
 
    Jace shook his head. “I overheard the same conversation. They’re basing their range assumptions on what happened in Halifax and Boston; the task force got very close to shore before using the incendiary shells, and none of those shells went as far inland as the conventional shells. It’s a little weak to bet your life on.” 
 
    Taylor thought about it for a moment. “You’re right. I heard from the Halifax reports that the incendiary shells have a much smaller blast radius than the conventional shells. The enemy used incendiary shells where there were people bunched up tight. That’s almost always close to the coast. That may be the reason they didn’t go as far.” 
 
    “I agree,” Vasil said. “Now, get out of here so I can work.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Maggie paced the bedroom of the suite she shared with Charles, half dressed, nearly frantic. Charles came in. 
 
    “Still not dressed?” 
 
    She stopped pacing and looked at him. “I don’t want to meet with those fools. I need to go home and take control of this mess. You should go with me.” 
 
    “We’d never make it over there alive,” Charles said. “You know that. We’ve made inquiries.” 
 
    “I don’t trust the folks we asked.” 
 
    Charles sat down on the bed, patting the spot next to him. She came over and sat. 
 
    “Charles, I don’t want to hear it.” 
 
    “We have a meeting coming up in a few minutes. Voice your concerns there.” 
 
    “Daan and Mateo told that maniac to attack Boston. You know it and I know it. We’ve lost most of the west coast, and now this. Time to dive off this ship before it sinks.” 
 
    “If we do that, we’ll be running for the rest of our lives. They’ll get us eventually… either them or the winners of this cluster fu…” 
 
    “Don’t be crude,” Maggie broke in. “It doesn’t suit you. That’s more Lance’s style.” 
 
    Charles nodded. “Okay, sorry. I still think we should attend the meeting. I’ll do it by myself if you don’t think you can stand it.” 
 
    She sighed. “Fine, but I’m not taking any garbage from them. They’ve gotten us into a royal mess, and I’m not letting them off the hook.” 
 
    “We’ve still got Borden in place, at least,” Charles said. 
 
    “I’m not so sure,” Maggie said, getting up, going to the mirror to straighten her hair and button her blouse. “Those two submarines were off Bremerhaven.” 
 
    “And now they’ve disappeared,” Charles said. 
 
    “Maybe yes, maybe no. They won’t surface to fire missiles when they’re close to our destroyers. You know that.” 
 
    “They’ve had plenty of time to re-position, and nothing has happened. I’ll bet Borden is holding it back.” 
 
    Maggie shook her head. “You’re assuming he still has control over the US Navy. I’ve heard Admiral Compton is running the show. We know he escaped.” 
 
    “Rumors from disgruntled civil servants,” Charles said. The comm unit beeped in the living room. “And there’s our call.” 
 
    They left the bedroom, Maggie sitting in front of the comm unit and logging on. 
 
    Daan’s face was on the screen first, followed by Jean, Saladin, Mateo, and Lance. 
 
    “Looks like we have a quorum,” Daan said, his voice dull, his hair in need of combing. 
 
    “You look like hell,” Lance said. 
 
    Daan shrugged. “Thanks, Lance. I’m just tired. Yesterday was a lot worse.” 
 
    “Where is that task force now?” Maggie asked. “Do they plan to attack New York City?” 
 
    “Right to the point, as always,” Lance said. 
 
    Daan looked down at his lap, then back up at the screen. “Whatever roll the EU navy task force has in New York City will be determined by the needs of the upcoming operation.” 
 
    “Ah, the operation we’re not allowed to know about,” Lance said. 
 
    “In your case that’s good,” Saladin snapped. 
 
    “Let’s not start bickering,” Mateo said. “The results in Boston were quite good, from what I’ve seen. “ 
 
    “Yes and no,” Daan said. “It took out nearly half of our university recruitment corps. You may not know this, but recruits from that program have been valuable in several parts of the United States.” 
 
    “Yeah, like San Francisco,” Lance quipped. 
 
    Daan pounded his fist on the table. “Stop, Lance, or I’ll bounce you right out of this meeting.” 
 
    “You do that and I’ll stop bugging Mayor Fine’s hacker. Oh, and we haven’t discussed what happened outside Philly. How many Peacekeepers did you lose in that one, Mateo?” 
 
    Mateo shook his head. “It sounds like you approve of the slaughter of UN Peacekeepers, Lance.” 
 
    “Stop it!” shouted Maggie. “Those two Ohio class submarines were seen off Bremerhaven. What is the current status on that?” 
 
    “The US Navy lost its nerve, obviously,” Saladin said. “Don’t worry about it.” 
 
    “We rely on support from the EU High Command,” Maggie said. “We’ll lose that if citizens of the EU revolt. They’re close to that stage right now.” 
 
    “She’s right,” Jean said. “Germany and France are having problems with their citizens, and it’s spreading to the smaller countries, such as Denmark and The Netherlands. It’s a real problem, and we’d better pay attention to it.” 
 
    “I agree with the poodle,” Lance said. “Those subs are someplace in the North Sea right now. Are we hunting them, or just waiting for an attack?” 
 
    “There are back-channel negotiations going on,” Daan said. “That is all I can say for now.” 
 
    “President Borden doesn’t control much of the military,” Lance said. “That’s pretty obvious.” 
 
    “I didn’t say who’s doing back-channel negotiations.” 
 
    “Daan, you’re deliberately trying to muddy the waters about this,” Maggie said. 
 
    “I’ve got to agree,” Charles said. “What of these rumors about Admiral Compton?” 
 
    “Perhaps he’d rather save thousands of New Yorkers than carry out revenge,” Daan said. “His entire family is in New York City.” 
 
    “So Admiral Compton is running the US Navy?” Charles asked. 
 
    Lance burst out laughing. “This is rich. Either we’re negotiating, or we’re getting ready to run a massive Islamist operation to take over Manhattan. Yeah, that sounds about right for this group of misfits. I think I’ve had enough.” 
 
    “You’re welcome to leave any time, Lance,” Mateo said. 
 
    Saladin smiled. “Yes, leave us in peace, Lance. You aren’t helping us, you’re making things worse. We will be successful in spite of your failures.” 
 
    “You morons haven’t even noticed the US carrier battle group headed to the east coast from the Indian Ocean,” Lance said. “While you dither, they get closer and closer. They’ll destroy both EU navy task forces, and then turn their guns on the EU.” 
 
    “They have to go around the horn of Africa to get here,” Saladin said. “They won’t risk going through the Suez Canal. Even if they got through there, they’d never make it out of the Mediterranean. They’d be bottled up and destroyed at Gibraltar.” 
 
    “The British still control Gibraltar,” Lance said. “They’re probably helping the US Navy in the North Sea as well.” 
 
    “Lance is correct,” Maggie said. 
 
    “Fine, but they still have to get through the Suez Canal,” Saladin said. “Egypt won’t help them.” 
 
    “Egypt is more friendly with the United States than they are with the EU,” Lance said, “plus Israel is in a good position to help, and they have a close relationship with Egypt today.” 
 
    “The Egyptian people would rebel,” Saladin said. 
 
    “No, they wouldn’t,” Charles said. “I’m questioning the leadership of this group. This operation is coming apart. It might be time to leave.” 
 
    “This call is over,” Daan said. “I will repay any defections with death.” His image left the screen. 
 
    “Well that was fun,” Lance said. 
 
    “How do we make sure there is no naval attack on New York City?” Maggie asked. 
 
    “If there is no attack, my armies will be left high and dry,” Saladin said. “You’ll have more to fear than Daan if you try to pull the plug.” 
 
    “That’s right,” Mateo said. “Me, for instance.” 
 
    “I’ll take it under advisement,” Maggie said. She shut the comm unit down, then turned to Charles. “We need to get away from this.” 
 
    “How?” 
 
    “I don’t know, Charles. Are you going to help?” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Captain Schroeder came onto the bridge. “No one has been seen?” 
 
    Janssen turned towards him. “No sir, but every minute that we sit out here adds to our risk.” 
 
    “I understand, Janssen. Don’t worry, it won’t be for too much longer. I told Saladin I would hold off only until we felt unsafe. That’s purely at my discretion.” 
 
    “What’s he doing?” 
 
    “Bringing more infantry to his key staging point. We want him involved… flinging a bunch of shells at New York City won’t conquer it. I want to see the city on its knees. It’s worth the risk, worth the wait.” 
 
    “What about the two subs back at home base?” 
 
    “They disappeared,” Captain Schroeder said. 
 
    “You think they’ve left the area?” 
 
    “No, I think they’ll attack. There are things going on that we aren’t privy to. These things are not for us to worry about.” 
 
    “Why do you think they’ll still attack?” 
 
    Captain Schroeder flashed an evil grin. “Because we’re going to attack.” 
 
    Janssen burst out laughing. “I like the way you think, sir. I’ll continue monitoring the area. Have you decided how we will go in?” 
 
    “There’s only one way. Through the Long Island Sound.” 
 
    “We’ll be lucky to survive that.” 
 
    Captain Schroeder nodded. “A lot depends on what happens in the city. We need Saladin’s wave attack to be successful. If it is, what is left of the US military will be too busy to worry about us. We’ll also be protected from submarine attack in the sound.” 
 
    “Only until we try to make our escape,” Janssen said, “but I’m still for it.” 
 
    “Good. Keep holding here, and make sure every ship is watching for the enemy. Especially the US submarines, they are our chief danger at this point.” 
 
    “Yes sir,” Janssen said, watching Captain Schroeder leave the bridge. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Jay Green snuck up to the apartment building, double checking the address on his phone, then climbing the stairs, looking at the mailboxes just inside the door of the lobby. Trinity, number 3. He looked at the doors, seeing number 3 in front, walking to the door, listening a moment. Dead silence. He rapped on the door, going over what he’d say in his head, but there was no answer. He tried the doorknob. Locked. Then he left through the back door, looking around, seeing the shared garage, trying the walk-through door in back, turning the doorknob. Unlocked. He went inside, looking at the stalls with their storage cabinets above, the space marked Apartment 3 empty. Suddenly a garage door opener came to life, rolling up a door on the far side of the structure, Jay running to the walk-out door, cracking it, seeing a car waiting to enter. When it did, he slipped out, leaving the property, waiting till he was a couple blocks away before pulling out his phone and texting Henry. 
 
      
 
    Nobody at Trinity’s apartment, no car in the parking space marked Apartment 3. Sorry. 
 
      
 
    He sent the text as he walked towards Harvard, seeing broken buildings as he went, the smell of burned flesh becoming more apparent as he got closer. Groups of students were cleaning up debris around the front of the campus as he entered. One of them recognized him. 
 
    “Jay, want to help?” 
 
    “Bryant, glad you survived,” Jay said. “Sure, I’ll help. What are we doing?” 
 
    “The shell that hit up by Everett Street sent all kinds of crap into the air, and it blew throughout this end of the campus.” He got closer to Jay, talking quietly. “Tim found a hat with a bloody piece of skull in it. Lost it, threw up, then ran off.” 
 
    “Tim’s a sensitive guy,” Jay said. They walked to a pile of debris that others were already working on, one of them handing Jay a pair of garden gloves, as a flatbed truck arrived with several dumpsters on top. They worked, picking up pieces of wood and plastic, parts of cars, and stray composition shingles. It took twenty minutes for the dozen students to get it cleaned up. 
 
    Bryant walked with Jay to the next pile, about two-hundred yards away, partially covering a section of Oxford street. 
 
    “There’s only one good thing about this,” Bryant whispered. 
 
    “What’s that?” Jay asked, looking to make sure nobody was close. 
 
    “Lots of the radicals are gone, including about half of the bad professors.” 
 
    Jay looked at him, nodding. “Be careful saying that.” 
 
    “You don’t like these people,” Bryant said. “I can tell.” 
 
    “Their side was behind this attack,” Jay whispered. 
 
    Bryant nodded in agreement. “Oh shit, look who it is.” He nodded towards the next pile. Professor Alonzo was there, trying to run the cleanup crew, about half of them refusing his instructions. 
 
    “Don’t mess with him,” Jay whispered. “He’s got bad connections. Trust me.” 
 
    “I know, Jay. He’ll be looking for more recruits. Wonder how he’s going to explain why his allies did this?” 
 
    “He’ll lie,” Jay said, smiling at Alonzo as he recognized him. 
 
    “Mister Green, you survived,” Alonzo said, walking towards him. “We lost so many.” 
 
    “I know, this is horrible,” Jay said, putting his gloves back on, picking up a chunk of shingles. 
 
    “Watch it, there are rusty nails underneath,” Alonzo said. “Thanks for helping.” 
 
    “It’s my school,” Jay said. “Is the University going to shut down?” 
 
    Alonzo shrugged. “I don’t know. The administration goons are having a locked-door meeting about it now. We shouldn’t, there wasn’t that much damage. Most of this debris is from across the street.” 
 
    “I heard Boston Conservatory got it worse,” Jay said, picking up part of a car grille. 
 
    “Yes, that was a bloodbath.” 
 
    “Why did the EU do this?” Jay asked. 
 
    “What makes you think the EU did this?” 
 
    Jay threw the grille into the dumpster and turned back towards him. “C’mon, Professor. It’s the same convoy that attacked Halifax. Even the local news is admitting it.” 
 
    “Propaganda from the reactionaries and the racist white patriarchy,” Professor Alonzo said. “Please don’t help them spread their lies.” 
 
    Jay eyed him a moment, then picked up a burned steering wheel, tossing it into the dumpster. 
 
    “You don’t believe me, Mr. Green?” 
 
    “I was just telling you what I saw on the news broadcasts. They usually cater to your side. You already know I’m not one of your true believers.” 
 
    “Push back could affect your academic performance.” 
 
    “Oh, I’ll still be your gopher,” Jay said, “but I don’t have to like it.” 
 
    “Observation should change your mind.” Alonzo studied his face as Jay looked back at him. 
 
    “Oh, my mind has changed, but it’s none of your business how it’s changed.” 
 
    Alonzo continued his stare, then shook his head. “I’ll need more work from you, we’ve lost so many people. I wish you’d open your mind. You’re an intelligent young man. The movement could use you.” 
 
    Jay watched as the Professor walked away, towards another group of students who were arriving. 
 
      
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    { 3 } 
 
    Jersey 
 
   P at was sitting on the couch in front of the TV set, watching coverage of the Boston attack. Hymie and Bailey came in. 
 
    “That’s still on, huh?” Bailey asked. “They got new information?” 
 
    “Nothing major, but details keep rolling in. This was bad. Wonder if they can hit Philly?” 
 
    “They’d have to use the Delaware River,” Hymie said. “Not sure it’s big enough. Where’s Derrick?” 
 
    “Down at the garage helping Slate and Rob on the Blockbusters,” Pat said. 
 
    “Maybe we should go,” Hymie said. 
 
    Bailey shook his head. “They’ll call us if they need us. You look antsy, Pat.” 
 
    She turned towards him. “We just smeared a huge UN base, and the enemy knows where the Apache base is. Why no attack?” 
 
    “Shortage of fighters,” Hymie said. “We did a lot of damage.” 
 
    Derrick walked in, getting a glass of water from the kitchen, then sitting on the couch next to Pat. “The next two Blockbusters are done.” 
 
    “Rob’s improving the process,” Pat said. 
 
    “Actually, some of the best ideas came from Slate. He’s a lot smarter than he looks.” 
 
    “Told you,” Hymie said. 
 
    “Oh, shit, look!” Bailey said, pointing at the TV screen. There was video of a US navy convoy clearing the Suez Canal. “They’re coming here, aren’t they?” 
 
    Derrick watched. “They got those ships through the Suez canal? That’ll be blown up any minute.” 
 
    “Yeah, look what they did to the Panama Canal,” Hymie said. 
 
    “Won’t the EU attack them in the Mediterranean?” Pat asked. 
 
    “That would be dangerous,” Derrick said. “This is a carrier battle group. They could pulverize almost any part of the EU from the Mediterranean. The carrier has our most advanced aircraft, and there are cruise missiles on those Ticonderoga class cruisers.” 
 
    “Yeah, there’s the Anzio,” Hymie said. “My buddy served on that ship. It’s got the Aegis system. They’re more dangerous than the carriers in some ways.” 
 
    “How long will it take this convoy to get to our coast?” Pat asked. 
 
    “Good question,” Derrick said. “I think carriers go over 30 knots.” 
 
    “How fast is that in miles per hour?” Hymie asked. 
 
    “It’s about 35,” Bailey said. “They’re a week away, once they get through the Mediterranean.” 
 
    Pat shook her head. “New York will be toast by then.” 
 
    “Something funny with the EU task force,” Derrick said. “They’ve stopped off Cape Cod. Perhaps they’ve figured out that hitting another city is a bad idea. Who knows what warnings we’ve given them?” 
 
    “I’m worried about a ground attack in New York,” Pat said. “The EU task force might be waiting until it’s time to start that.” 
 
    Derrick nodded, his phone ringing. He pulled it out, accepting the call from Whitaker, putting it on speaker. “What’s up?” 
 
    “I think we need to get ready,” Whitaker said. “Burr is seeing a bunch of chatter all of a sudden. Eyewitness accounts of van convoys on the road, coming in this direction. I’ve already contacted Blake… he’s sending his spotter aircraft up. Could you get Blumenthal and come over here?” 
 
    “You got it,” Derrick said, standing up. “We got two more Blockbusters finished.” 
 
    “Excellent. See you soon.” 
 
    Derrick shoved the phone back in his pocket. “Let’s go.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Sunshine was working through message boards on the Boston attacks while Jacob, Jaak, Art, Ross, and Henry chatted about next steps. She opened a picture, her hand going over her mouth. “They’re dead.” 
 
    “What?” Jacob asked. 
 
    “It’s a hybrid. Looks like melted people inside.” 
 
    “In two-wheel mode?” Henry asked, rushing over to look at the screen. Art joined him, his face grim. “That’s a hybrid all right. Did a friendly get that picture?” 
 
    “No idea,” Sunshine said. “The person who posted it doesn’t know what it is.” 
 
    “It doesn’t look much like the videos,” Jacob said. 
 
    Art shook his head. “It looks enough like one. What are the comments saying?” 
 
    “So far they’re all questioning what it is,” Sunshine said. “What do we do?” 
 
    “Nothing we can do,” Art said. “If it was intact, we could remote destruct. I can attempt to log onto it and check.” 
 
    “Do you need the data on Justin’s hybrid?” Jaak asked. 
 
    “No, I got it,” Art said, pulling out his thin phone. He pulled up the serial number of the unit and tried to access it, his phone beeping. “It’s still up.” His brow furrowed as he looked at his phone screen. 
 
    “What?” Jaak asked, moving closer to him. 
 
    “You don’t want to watch,” Art said. “I’m going to run the self-destruct.” 
 
    “You see their bodies, don’t you?” Sunshine asked, on the verge of tears. 
 
    Art nodded, then typed in a code with his thumbs. “It’s done.” 
 
    “It was intact enough to self-destruct?” Henry asked. 
 
    “Yeah. The enemy will just find a charred pile of debris.” 
 
    “Including our friends?” Jacob asked. 
 
    Art eyed him a moment, nodding silently. “I’m so sorry.” 
 
    Sunshine broke into tears, Jacob going to her. 
 
    “What do we do now?” Ross asked. 
 
    “The enemy has turned their focus away from us for the moment,” Jaak said. “That might give us the time to finish off their college recruitment team.” 
 
    “Jay ran into Professor Alonzo,” Henry said. “He’s trying to cobble his operation back together, and will be forcing more work out of his existing people. Alonzo wants more of Jay’s time, and he isn’t happy. I think he wants to bolt.” 
 
    “Tell him to give us locations of the cell members,” Jaak said. “Offer him membership in our organization afterwards.” 
 
    “He’s trustworthy enough?” Ross asked. 
 
    “He is,” Henry said. “He might not be any more thrilled about working for us than he is about working for Alonzo, though. He just wanted an education. Jay isn’t very political.” 
 
    “Feel him out on it,” Jaak said. “We can’t force him… or rather we won’t force him.” 
 
    “Okay,” Henry said. “I don’t feel like doing anything now. I’m barely keeping it together.” He left, on the verge of tears, Sunshine still crying, Jacob holding her. 
 
    “I’d better call Todd and the others,” Ashley said, wiping her eyes, getting out her phone. Jaak looked on, not knowing what to say, Ashley pausing to give him a hug. “It’s okay, honey, let it out.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Blumenthal drove the truck to the Apache base, Terry in the passenger seat. 
 
    “You should sit this out, Uncle.” 
 
    Terry turned towards him. “I have to be doing something. I can create a lot of havoc with my Barrett .50 cal if I can find a good place.” 
 
    “The line behind us is getting longer,” Blumenthal said, glancing into his rearview mirror. “Our short-term recruiting plan is working well.” 
 
    “Knew it would, people have had enough. Garbage like that Boston attack is helping us. The enemy is too stupid to see that.” 
 
    “They’ve got bigger plans ahead, Terry. I can feel it.” 
 
    “You think we’re headed for a big battle?” 
 
    Blumenthal shook his head. “Around Philly? No, the enemy doesn’t have enough people here, after we killed so many at that big base. Got preliminary numbers… it was over thirty thousand men.” 
 
    “We were lucky. They couldn’t get out of their buildings fast enough, and those gunships were very effective.” 
 
    “We need more willie peter,” Blumenthal said. “We would’ve lost people if not for that. Look, there’s the base. Derrick is already there. There’s Pat. What a woman.” 
 
    “Forget it,” Terry said. “Don’t mess with the wife of a resistance hero.” 
 
    “I know, but I can look. Doesn’t it bother you that she’s here instead of with him?” 
 
    Terry turned towards him. “You haven’t talked to her at all, have you?” 
 
    “Only in tactical meetings. You have?” 
 
    “She told me her entire story. They separated when Craig got thrown into prison and she went under house arrest with that rapist UN thug. She was planning revenge killings when Derrick’s group found her. Pat has something to prove, and she won’t quit until the end.” 
 
    “I know about the rapist and her joining the resistance. She wrote about it, remember?” 
 
    Terry nodded. “She was against what Craig was doing with the articles. Thought the UN was here to help, and the woke nonsense was good for society. Got close to the UN agent who became her rapist before Craig was picked up. She’s ashamed, and will go all out to prove she’s against the invaders.” 
 
    “Shouldn’t she be focused on protecting her husband, then?” 
 
    “No, you don’t get it,” Terry said. “She’s making herself worthy to be with Craig again. It’s wrong-headed in my opinion, but it’s driving her for now. Leaving Craig, or having a temporary fling with another man is the last thing she’d do.” 
 
    Blumenthal drove his truck through the gate, pulling inside to the far end of the parking area as other vehicles came in behind him. He shut down the engine. “Okay, I get it. You’re right. Doesn’t mean I’m not attracted, though. If something goes wrong between them, I’ll be waiting in the wings.” 
 
    “Hope it doesn’t happen,” Terry said, “and you should keep that kind of talk between us.” 
 
    “I will.” They got out of their truck, walking to the command center to join the leadership. Derrick grinned when he saw them. 
 
    “Hey, guys, great to see you again.” 
 
    “Likewise,” Blumenthal said, shaking Derrick’s hand. “The recruitment is working, as you can see.” 
 
    “We’ve got people surrounding the entire base,” Hymie said, walking over with Bailey. 
 
    “They ain’t gonna hit us,” Bailey said. 
 
    Hymie nodded. “I agree, but it’s still smart to gather here.” 
 
    “They might hit us, but it will be a diversion,” Derrick said. “Something is making the EU Navy stall their attack on New York City. They’re waiting for pieces to get into place so they can overrun the city.” 
 
    “Hope they keep on waiting,” Bailey said. “Been following the US Navy Carrier Battle Group. They’re nearing Gibraltar as we speak.” 
 
    “Really?” Blumenthal asked. “Where are you getting that info?” 
 
    “Social media,” Bailey replied. “Videos of the progress are posted all over. Some of the first line outlets are trying to censor it, but it’s being reposted so fast they can’t keep up.” 
 
    “They’ll shut down the outlets if nothing else works,” Derrick said. 
 
    “We’ll still have the smaller ones, and they ain’t controlled,” Hymie said. 
 
    Derrick shook his head. “They can’t handle the traffic. They’ll crash if everybody moves there.” 
 
    Pat laughed as she came down the steps from the command center. “We should be targeting management of the large social media outlets who are helping the enemy. Why aren’t we?” 
 
    “Do you know where they are, Pat?” Blumenthal asked. 
 
    “I doubt they’re still in the country.” 
 
    Burr rushed out of the command center. “They’re not coming here. They’re heading into New Jersey. Blake’s reconnaissance planes see it.” 
 
    Derrick was silent for a moment, then looked at Burr. “They’re going to Manhattan. We should look at the map, see if there’s anything we can do. Is Whitaker still in there?” 
 
    “He went to the main hangar. I’ll send him a text and get a map on the big screen. We could bring Blake onto a call.” 
 
    “Let’s do that,” Derrick said, starting up the steps, the others following him into the command center. 
 
    Whitaker rushed in a moment later. “How good is our info?” 
 
    “Blake is coming onto a call in a few minutes, so we can discuss it,” Derrick said. 
 
    Whitaker nodded, taking a seat, getting ready to accept a call from Blake. Blumenthal, Derrick, Pat, Hymie, Bailey, and Terry took seats. Burr typed on the laptop, bringing up a map of the area west of Manhattan. The map program had yellow shading covering eastern New Jersey from Hoboken south, also covering a good chunk of lower Manhattan. 
 
    “What’s the shading mean?” Hymie asked. 
 
    Burr turned towards him. “That’s where the dangerous radiation is. The hot zone.” 
 
    The comm system beeped. 
 
    “Here comes Blake,” Bailey said. 
 
    Whitaker answered it. “Hey, Blake, how are you?” 
 
    “I’m good. Just got the final report from my surveillance team. They’re heading back, had to turn around because of fuel.” 
 
    “They saw something interesting,” Terry said. 
 
    “Yeah, a bunch of UN vans going into the Holland Tunnel.” 
 
    “Oh shit,” Derrick said. “That’s in the hot zone. Wonder if the New York team knows? They probably aren’t watching there.” 
 
    Pat got up. “I’m gonna go call Craig. He can get word to the funder. I know he’s in touch with the New York folks.” She got up and left the room. 
 
    “Can we attack the tunnel?” Blumenthal asked. 
 
    Terry shook his head. “That would be tough, there is a lot of reinforced concrete in that structure. Our mortars and grenades won’t touch them.” 
 
    “Yeah, can’t blow them up with the gunships,” Blake said. “We’d need bombers… and even if we had them, bombs are a little hard to come by.” 
 
    Pat came back out. “Craig will pass the word right away. What’d I miss?” 
 
    “We were just talking about what we could do,” Blumenthal said. “We don’t have any ordinance large enough to shut down those tunnels.” 
 
    “I’m surprised they’re passable,” Hymie said. “That tunnel was always jammed. I’ll bet it was full of cars when the bomb went off.” 
 
    “They towed the cars out,” Blake said, “and since it’s the hot zone, there was nobody around watching them.” 
 
    “How dangerous is the radiation there?” Pat asked. 
 
    “Not sure,” Blake said. “We got sensors in one of the surveillance planes. I’ll check the readings when they get back.” 
 
    “You can’t radio them?” Blumenthal asked. 
 
    “Naw, the units are in a pod under the fuselage. Can’t get to it when the planes are airborne.” 
 
    Derrick looked at Pat. “Why do you ask? We don’t have anything large enough for the job anyway.” 
 
    “Remember all that ammonium nitrate?” 
 
    “How much do you have?” Blake asked. 
 
    “Quite a bit,” Whitaker said. “It’s in a couple of temporary outbuildings. I’d like them to be further away from the base.” 
 
    “How big?” Blake asked. “Remember the Oklahoma City bombing? They had the explosive in a rental truck.” 
 
    “We might not have enough,” Hymie said. “We took most of it in Slate’s bobtail, and that wasn’t the only thing he was carrying.” 
 
    “Oh,” Blake said. “You’re right, that probably isn’t enough. I might be able to find us more.” 
 
    “We need to see what the sensors say about the radiation levels,” Pat said. 
 
    “Yeah, she’s right,” Blumenthal said, “and don’t forget we’d need to rig both the entrance and the exit.” 
 
    “You mean we have to do it in Jersey and Manhattan?” Bailey asked. 
 
    Hymie laughed. “No, man. There are two openings in Jersey, one eastbound, the other westbound.” 
 
    “Oh. Sorry.” 
 
    Whitaker shook his head. “We’d be closing the barn door after the horse left.” 
 
    “True, but I’ll bet they have to rely on that route to resupply and retreat,” Derrick said. 
 
    “Good point,” Whitaker said. 
 
    “If we go in, we’ll need to take the whole team, plus air support,” Blake said. “Just to hold off the enemy fighters that will show up. The traffic was heavy. They’ll try to stop us.” 
 
    “It’s also a two-hour ride from here,” Blumenthal said. “Are the Blockbusters up to a trip that long? They aren’t new vehicles, and they’re carrying a lot of weight.” 
 
    “That’s a good question,” Hymie said. “We’ll have to talk to Rob and Slate.” 
 
    “Okay, we need more info before we can plan this, guys,” Whitaker said. “Blake will get us the sensor data.” 
 
    “The enemy is driving through there,” Bailey said. “How are they doing that if the radiation is so bad?” 
 
    “The New York team isn’t seeing their RFID chips,” Whitaker said. “Otherwise, they’d attack. Think about that. They might be lead-shielding their vehicles.” 
 
    “Or it’s all UN guys,” Hymie said. 
 
    “There aren’t enough of them left,” Whitaker said. “I was doing research on how large that force could be. The enemy’s manpower strength is with the Islamists, by far. That’s who this is, ten to one.” 
 
    “I agree,” Derrick said.  
 
    “You can’t lead-shield the windshields,” Bailey said. 
 
    “If it’s Islamists, they’re probably sacrificing the drivers,” Hymie said. “They won’t care about that.” 
 
    “How do you know they aren’t giving off RFID?” Bailey asked. 
 
    “I can check that,” Burr said, checking his phone. “Long range app, remember?” 
 
    “Good idea,” Whitaker said. 
 
    They waited a moment while Burr searched. 
 
    “He’s not seeing anything,” Pat said. “We’d know by now.” 
 
    “Nothing,” Burr said. “There aren’t any Islamists traveling that route that I can see. Still a lot of them in Manhattan, though. Also north of the area we’re talking about.” 
 
    “All right, we know what needs to be done,” Whitaker said. “We should stand down on our emergency footing here.” 
 
    “No,” Blake said. “Keep the defenders in place. We might be wrong about this. It doesn’t hurt, anyway. If we can make this attack, you’ll want those folks going along.” 
 
    “All right, good point,” Whitaker said. “You’ll let us know about the sensor data?” 
 
    “Yeah, no problem,” Blake said. “Talk to you soon.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Mayor Fine was in the Intel room, chatting with Albena and Penko. Vasil rushed in. “My boss needs to chat with us. He’ll call in five minutes.” 
 
    “Okay, I’ll get the team up here,” Mayor Fine said, sending texts to Chief Harvey, Tracy, and Dannon. They all arrived after a few minutes. 
 
    “What’s up?” Chief Harvey asked. 
 
    “Jared’s going to call, he’s got some news,” Vasil said. 
 
    “Maybe he’s got a plan to protect us from the task force,” Tracy said. 
 
    The phone rang after a moment, Mayor Fine picking up, putting it on speaker. “Jared?” 
 
    “Hello, how is everybody?” 
 
    “We’re in watch mode,” Tracy said. 
 
    “I’ll bet you are,” Jared said. “That task force is obviously waiting for something. What I have to tell you may be part of it.” 
 
    “Go on,” Mayor Fine said. 
 
    “I got a call from Craig Smetana. His wife called him. The Philly team, working with an ally in western Pennsylvania, has seen a flow of UN vans into the Holland Tunnel.” 
 
    “Tad was right,” Vasil said. “He figured that’s where they were coming from. It’s in the hot zone.” 
 
    “They’re using shielded vehicles to load their Franklin Street base,” Chief Harvey said. 
 
    “The radiation in that area isn’t deadly anymore,” Jared said. “We took a quick look with our satellite sensors, and I just sent a drone out there to double-check.” 
 
    “So we could mount an operation?” Mayor Fine asked. 
 
    “We’re already working a plan to breach that parking structure and kill everyone inside,” Vasil said. 
 
    “Keep on that,” Jared said. “I’ll give it some thought too. The Philly team will probably attack the tunnel from the west side.” 
 
    “They told you that?” Mayor Fine asked. 
 
    “No, that’s a deduction, but I’ll find out from Craig via his wife.” 
 
    “I wish we could just work with them,” Chief Harvey said. 
 
    “In good time,” Jared said. “Both your teams and the Boston team are in danger. If you’re all working together, there’s a chance the enemy can defeat one and then go clean up the other two.” 
 
    “He’s right,” Dannon said. “It’s better that we keep the firewalls up for now.” 
 
    “All right, then we’ll keep doing what we planned,” Chief Harvey said. “I’ve been working with Vasil and his team.” 
 
    “Good,” Jared said. 
 
    “What about that EU Navy task force?” Tracy asked. 
 
    “They’re still stopped,” Jared said. “We need to be concerned; the leader of that task force is mentally unstable. Don’t expect him to act rationally. It’s likely he’s holding the attack until the Islamists are ready to move out, but if we foil that plan, he’s liable to go ahead with his attack anyway.” 
 
    “That’s comforting,” Tracy said. 
 
    “It is what it is,” Mayor Fine said. “Anything else?” 
 
    “Not at the moment, but if I hear more I’ll get back to you.” 
 
    “Did the Boston team survive?” Albena asked. 
 
    “Most did, yes,” Jared said. “Our evacuation worked. Talk to you soon.” 
 
    The call ended. 
 
    “I’m going back to work,” Vasil said. 
 
    “What are you working on, exactly?” Mayor Fine asked. 
 
    “I’ll tell you,” Chief Harvey said. “Let Vasil go, he’s more valuable on the team than I am.” 
 
    “Of course,” Mayor Fine said. 
 
    “See you later,” Vasil said, leaving the room. 
 
    “Okay, what’s the deal?” Mayor Fine asked. 
 
    “He’s investigating the building’s parking structure. We’re hoping to breach it through the top and inject something lethal, after blocking up the exit door to the parking structure.” 
 
    “How many doors are there in the parking structure?” Tracy asked. 
 
    Chief Harvey chuckled. “It’s an old parking structure. There’s only one way out. A remodel of that building was scheduled to bring it up to code. They didn’t get to it before the bomb went off.” 
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    Names 
 
   A lbena was busy at her keyboard, Penko coming in. 
 
    “Fighting with the hacker?” he asked. 
 
    Albena glanced at him, her fingers still moving, shaking her head. “Lance has left me alone for the past few hours. I’m trying to find a live camera that shows the Holland Tunnel or the area between that and the parking structure. Not having any luck.” 
 
    “I heard most of the glass there was broken out by the blast,” Penko said, sitting down at his PC. “Wonder why Lance isn’t bugging you?” 
 
    “His team is in turmoil,” she said. “They’ve lost California, and there’s a battle going on for Oregon now, which they’re likely to lose. They also lost a huge number of UN Peacekeepers in Pennsylvania, a US Carrier battle group is just clearing the Mediterranean, and most of the EU countries are seeing major anti-war demonstrations.” 
 
    “Oh. Been too busy to pay attention. We’ve got Falcons in most of the subway sections with compromised cameras.” 
 
    “What about those caches of ammonium nitrate?” Albena asked. 
 
    “Tad, Laleh, and Eve have been working that, while they aren’t busy with the roach drones and Falcons at the parking structure.” 
 
    “We should send Falcon drones to the Holland Tunnel entrances,” Albena said. 
 
    Penko nodded. “Vasil already gave the order, put Taylor and Jace on it, with a couple of Chief Harvey’s people. They’ll be making Falcon drops from NYPD choppers again.” 
 
    “That’s a great capability,” Albena said. 
 
    “It is. We’ve been using it on the ammonium nitrate search.” 
 
    “How?” 
 
    “The Falcons we’re launching carry roach pods. We’re going into buildings based on RFID history.” 
 
    “But you haven’t found anything yet?” Albena asked. 
 
    “Patience, we’ve only hit two locations so far. We’ve got things set up well now, so we’ll speed up.” 
 
    “Sorry. What’s in the locations you’ve looked at so far?” 
 
    “Storage of weapons, and small numbers of UN Peacekeepers and Islamists,” Penko said. “They’re close to the river, vulnerable to the EU’s new shells. Enemy leadership won’t want many troops there, because of Herr Nutcase.” 
 
    “Are we doing anything about the weapons?” 
 
    Penko shook his head. “Can’t. We don’t want them to know we can see them until we find something that’s worth it.” 
 
    “Oh, good point. Wish Lance was still messing with me, I was getting close to finding his new location.” 
 
    “He’ll be back… can’t help himself.” 
 
    Albena shrugged. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Sturm stood up for the first time, Selma holding onto his side.  
 
    “Steady, go slow,” Selma said. 
 
    “This will take a long time to heal, won’t it?” 
 
    Selma shook her head. “The more positive your attitude is, the faster you’ll recover. You’ve only got bruises around your hips and a broken leg. I know you feel weak now, but you’ll recover well if you work at it.” 
 
    “Okay,” he said. They walked the length of the room and back, Sturm feeling beyond tired, Selma sensing it, Sturm turning, going back the way they came, forcing himself to stand straighter, turning back when they got to the wall, almost falling when they got to his bedside. 
 
    “Careful,” Selma said, moving closer to steady him, lowering him down to the bed, Sturm laying back, lifting his good leg up, Selma lifting the broken one. “There, that was a good effort. Keep that up.” 
 
    “You’re a good motivator,” Sturm said. 
 
    She laughed. “Still trying to butter me up. Forget it.” 
 
    “I don’t want you to release me early.” 
 
    Selma eyed him as he looked her up and down, his eyes hungry. “You can forget that too. You’re old enough to be my dad.” 
 
    Sturm chuckled. “You want me to motivate myself? Lie. Give me something to focus on.” 
 
    “Oh no you don’t,” she said, shaking her head, turning to walk away. 
 
    Sturm chuckled, Selma turning, shooting him a smile, still moving towards the door. Before she left, she struck a suggestive pose. “There. That’s all you’re getting.” 
 
    Sturm smiled, stretching out, picking up his phone. He hit Sanchez’s contact. 
 
    “Sturm? You’re awake?” 
 
    “Yes, and on the mend, but it’ll take a while. What’s been going on? I saw the missed calls from you.” 
 
    “We’ve had a bad few days. California is gone. We don’t control any of it now. We’re about to lose Oregon too.” 
 
    “What’s going on in Oregon? I knew California was falling.” 
 
    “We had to re-route a Peacekeeper troop transport from San Francisco to Portland. Organizers on the internet have been very effective at drawing citizens for resistance. They’re converging on Portland from all over the state.” 
 
    “Send the ship someplace else.” 
 
    “I’ve been trying to talk Mateo and Daan into that for two days. They won’t listen. They think the citizens of the city will be enough to hold off all the resistance. They don’t know that town. I do, lived there a few years.” 
 
    “What do you see?” 
 
    “There are a lot of radicals there, but the media and Portland’s city leadership make it appear they are a large majority. It’s smoke and mirrors. There are lots of red necks in Oregon, and they’re very good with firearms. Many of them fled California years ago, and they controlled Oregon until our side took over the big cities.” 
 
    “How are we winning elections?” 
 
    Sanchez laughed. “Combination of legitimate get-out-the-vote efforts and fraud.” 
 
    “That doesn’t sound good. Any other bad news?” 
 
    “Yeah,” Sanchez said. “The Boston attack has caused massive demonstrations in the EU.” 
 
    “Wait, what Boston attack?” 
 
    “Oh, sorry, you don’t know. The EU Navy task force used their new weapon against Boston.” 
 
    “That’s an attack on the US Mainland by the EU. Don’t they understand what they’ve done?” 
 
    “A Carrier Battle Group is steaming across the Atlantic right now. Just cleared the Mediterranean.” 
 
    “Mediterranean? That means they got through the Suez Canal.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Where’s Mateo?” Sturm asked. 
 
    “He went home to Argentina. He’s in hiding, of course, but still running things.” 
 
    “And the others?” 
 
    “I’ve heard the team is falling apart, but I haven’t been in any of the meetings,” Sanchez said. “Can I speak freely?” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “If you repeat what I say to any of the core leadership team, they’ll have me gutted and thrown into the river.” 
 
    Sturm chuckled. “Okay, I get it. You can tell me, I’ll keep my mouth shut.” 
 
    “All these problems are due to mistakes made by Daan and Saladin. Those two will pull this whole thing down around our heads if we don’t act.” 
 
    “What does Mateo think?” 
 
    “He’s the only smart person left, in my opinion, but he’s made mistakes too. He pushed the Boston attack.” 
 
    “It’s understandable, not even a bad idea before,” Sturm said. “Mateo wants to see war between the US and the EU. That makes the Boston attack essential, and he’ll try to follow through with an attack on New York City as well.” 
 
    “Do you think war would be a good idea?” 
 
    “Not anymore,” Sturm said. “The EU won’t win such a war. Americans have great stamina in battle. The EU countries should’ve learned after the last two world wars. They’re in danger of making an enormous mistake. Do we still control President Borden?” 
 
    “Mateo says yes. I’m not so sure. I hope so.” 
 
    “How long ago did the Boston attack happen?” Sturm asked. 
 
    “Two days ago.” 
 
    “Borden will have to show at least a token response for that attack. If he doesn’t, he’ll lose power.” 
 
    “It’s difficult to kick a President out of office.” 
 
    “They’ll figure out he’s a traitor and remove him in an instant. We should have people working that, to make sure there aren’t any dangerous loose ends.” 
 
    Sanchez was silent for a moment. “We’re screwed, aren’t we?” 
 
    “What’s Saladin up to?” 
 
    “He’s trying to get ready for the massive attack on Manhattan, but he’s also in the middle of a large operation to destroy General Hogan’s team. He’s got a giant base at Capitol Reef National Park in Utah.” 
 
    “Why would he base there?” 
 
    “The rock formations allow him to hide his RFID transmissions.” 
 
    “Oh, the enemy can’t see him?” 
 
    “Hopefully not,” Sanchez said. “Saladin isn’t detail oriented. He missed too much in California. That’s why he lost it, in my opinion. I wouldn’t be surprised if General Hogan’s forces know where he is. I’ve looked into that region. Capitol Reef is a bad place to get caught with your pants down.” 
 
    “I ought to pump myself full of sedatives and escape this mess,” Sturm said. “Just kidding.  
 
    “I heard that,” Selma said from the other room. Sturm laughed. 
 
    “Somebody else is there?” Sanchez asked. 
 
    “Just my nurse, and the phone is not on speaker. Don’t worry. She doesn’t know who I’m talking to.” 
 
    “Okay,” Sanchez said. “That’s all I’ve got. Any suggestions? Not that anyone is gonna listen to me.” 
 
    Sturm chuckled. “Keep your eyes open, and have an escape planned. If the navy attack on New York happens, you might be in trouble.” 
 
    “We’ve got a bunker, but it isn’t hardened enough, so a nearby hit with an incendiary shell will kill us. You’re in the same boat.” 
 
    “Yes, I know. Oh, one other thing, has anybody heard from Lance?” 
 
    “He’s alive, in hiding someplace,” Sanchez said. “As usual, he’s got half the team pissed at him. That’s all I know.” 
 
    “I’ve still got a number, maybe I’ll call.” 
 
    “Be careful, that hacker and him were battling against each other again… Mateo did mention that.” 
 
    Sturm thought about it for a moment. “Okay, that’s a good reason not to contact him. The hacker might get my location from a conversation. Take care of yourself, Sanchez.” 
 
    “Talk to you soon, I hope.” Sanchez ended the call. Sturm put his phone on the table next to his bed. Selma came back in. 
 
    “Getting upset on the phone won’t help you.” 
 
    “I wasn’t upset, Selma. How about another pose?” 
 
    “I knew that was a mistake,” she said. “The better you work, the faster we’ll get you into the other safe house. That should be enough motivation for you. Focus on that.” 
 
    “That just means I can go back to work faster,” Sturm said. “I’m not so sure that’s the best thing for me.” 
 
    Selma rolled her eyes and left the room. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Todd got off the phone, bursting into tears, Tamera and Devin rushing over to him. 
 
    “What happened?” Tamera asked. 
 
    “Tyra and Justin,” he said. “They got killed by one of those new shells. The team found out earlier today.” 
 
    “Oh no,” Tamera cried, breaking down, Devin holding her. Christy and Chuck heard the commotion, going in with Elliot, Devin telling them what happened. 
 
    “I’m so sorry,” Christy said, trying to comfort Tamera. Max came in, nuzzling Devin, then Tamera, looking at them both with his head cocked sideways. 
 
    “Where were they?” Tamera asked. 
 
    “Down by the water,” Todd said, trying to get himself back under control. “They were both in a hybrid. Vasil self-destructed it.” 
 
    “That’s the only people we lost?” Tamera asked. 
 
    “As far as Ashley knew, yes,” Todd said. “How much longer are we gonna hang out here?” 
 
    “We need to talk to Jaak,” Tamera said. “Wonder if our downtown base survived?” 
 
    “I didn’t think to ask,” Todd said. “It’s probably fine unless it got direct hits from conventional shells, and even then it might be okay. It was hardened for those, just didn’t have a sealed air supply.” 
 
    “That’s right, those new shells don’t damage buildings much,” Elliot said. “It’ll be a challenge to sneak people back to that base.” 
 
    Todd’s phone rang again. He answered it, then put it on speaker. “Jaak, Ross, and Henry.” 
 
    “Hi, all,” Jaak said in a somber voice. “We’re setting up a conference call now. Jax, can you hear us?” 
 
    “Yeah, I hear you. Kent, Jamie, and Jenkins are with me.” 
 
    “Trinity here. Dave, Ava, Gavin, and Quint are with me.” 
 
    “And we’ve got Ross, Henry, Art, Sunshine, Jacob, and Ashley here,” Jaak said. 
 
    “Did our downtown base survive?” Todd asked. 
 
    “It did,” Art said. “I checked the sensors and the cameras. There was a conventional shell hit about half a block to the west, and an incendiary shell about two blocks to the north.” 
 
    “So we would’ve survived there?” Ava asked. 
 
    “Yeah,” Art said, “but if that incendiary hit closer, we’d all be dead. It was well worth the evacuation.” 
 
    “Why were Tyra and Justin so close to the coast?” Tamera asked. 
 
    “We don’t know,” Ashley said. “Jay Green checked Trinity’s apartment. No damage.” 
 
    “Jay Green survived?” Jax asked. “Is he still working for us?” 
 
    “Yes,” Henry said. “That attack severely damaged the enemies’ university recruitment team.” 
 
    “Makes one wonder about their coordination ability,” Ross said. 
 
    “How much longer do we have to stay in Weston?” Todd asked. 
 
    “That’s the reason for the call,” Jaak said. “The RFID apps show that Islamists who fled the Boston area have not come back. They’re heading south.” 
 
    “They’re going to attack New York,” Jax said. “That’s what I always expected.” 
 
    “So we’re going south to join the fight for New York?” Tamera asked. 
 
    “We’ll help with recruitment of citizens north of New York,” Sunshine said.  
 
    “We should find what’s left of the university recruitment team and kill them before we change our focus from Boston,” Jax said. “Otherwise they’ll start up again. I read online that their recruits have been used as far away as Portland, Oregon.” 
 
    “Yes, I’ve seen that intel,” Ross said. “I agree, we need to clean house before we declare Boston is safe… and remember that we can only see the Islamists with the RFID app. We saw a lot of UN vehicles leave Boston… killed many on the road, but those who escaped may already be back. This is still an important town.” 
 
    “Here’s what I’m thinking,” Jaak said. “We stay in the places we are for now. We’ll use intel from Jay Green and our roach drones to find and kill the surviving leadership of the university recruitment program. We’ll also monitor the UN bases that were vacated. Most of those facilities still have roach drones in place. If the bases become occupied again, we’ll use the roach drone missiles to take them out.” 
 
    “Did we get any of those Falcon drones?” Adrian asked. 
 
    “Still working on that,” Art said. “Manhattan is ramping up use of those, and they have priority, but don’t worry, we’ll get some soon.” 
 
    “That’s where we stand now,” Henry said. “Questions?” 
 
    “We can help with recruiting if you’d like,” Trinity said. “I’m sure Adrian and Gavin would help too. We have the online skills.” 
 
    “Yes, I was going to follow up with you after this meeting,” Jacob said. “We’ll talk later today.” 
 
    “All right, then let’s end this call for now,” Jaak said. “Stay where you are, keep your heads down, and monitor the roach drones. Talk to you soon.” 
 
    The call ended. 
 
    “It would be easier to kill the university goons from the downtown base,” Todd said. 
 
    “Yeah, but this is safer,” Tamera said. “Not to mention that these are much nicer digs.” 
 
    “Okay, I’ll grant you that,” Todd said. “Sorry, I’m just a little antsy.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    President Borden sat in the Oval Office with his Chief of Staff, the Secretary of State, and the heads of the FBI, NSA, CIA, and Homeland Security. 
 
    “What’s this meeting for?” asked the Secretary of State. “I’m busy working back channels on the EU Navy task force.” 
 
    “That doesn’t matter,” said the CIA chief. “The EU doesn’t control the leader of that task force. I told you that already.” 
 
    “They’re still talking with him,” the Secretary of State said, his gray hair matted to his sweaty forehead. “It very much does matter.” 
 
    The NSA chief shook his head. “I know what this meeting is for. About half my staff and associates outside of my agency are missing.” 
 
    “I’m seeing the same thing,” said the FBI chief. 
 
    “They’re losing their nerve?” asked the Secretary of State. 
 
    “Some of the people I’m missing are from your shop, Clarence,” the NSA chief said. 
 
    President Borden stood. “Enough. I’m sorry. We’ve lost. The enemy has cracked our RFID chip system.” He nodded to his Chief of Staff, who put his phone to his ear, whispering a comment. The door opened, several dozen Marines rushing into the room, guns drawn. 
 
    “What is the meaning of this?” the Secretary of State asked. 
 
    “They’ve got us, Clarence,” the CIA chief said. “We’ll probably get hanged for treason.” 
 
    “Well I’m not just giving up,” Clarence said, getting up, racing to the door, a Marine shooting him dead in front of everybody. 
 
    “Anybody else want to resist?” asked one of the Marines. “Stand up, hands on your heads.” 
 
    President Borden and the others complied, the Marines locking their wrists behind them, putting shackles on their legs, marching them out into a waiting armored personnel carrier. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Tracy came into the intel room, motioning for Mayor Fine to come outside. 
 
    “I’ll be back,” he said to Chief Harvey, getting up, going to the door. 
 
    “Sorry, this is important,” Tracy whispered. “C’mon, let’s go to our room.” 
 
    “Oh, it’s our room now, is it?” Mayor Fine asked, smiling at her. 
 
    “You’ve been sleeping there for quite a while, so yes, it’s our room.” 
 
    “Wow, this must be something, you’re so serious.” 
 
    They slipped into the room, Tracy closing the door, locking it. “Most of the Borden Administration have been very quietly arrested. The arrests of lower-level people are ongoing.” 
 
    “Whoa, really?” 
 
    Tracy nodded. 
 
    “You look scared to death. We should be happy about this, it might mean the end of the war.” 
 
    “I would be if we didn’t have a half-cocked gun pointing right at Manhattan.” 
 
    “Oh, you think the crazy captain will attack?” 
 
    “Why wouldn’t he?” 
 
    “We need to bring Chief Harvey in here. He might be able to find out what shape the navy is in now.” 
 
    “Let’s use the small conference room. We should bring in Dannon, Vasil too, so he can pass this on to Jared.” 
 
    The couple went to the small conference room, Mayor Fine sending texts on the way. Chief Harvey arrived first, then Dannon, Vasil a few minutes later. 
 
    “What’s happened?” Chief Harvey asked. 
 
    “We must keep this among ourselves for now,” Tracy said. 
 
    “Now I’m intrigued,” Vasil said. “Are we in more trouble than we thought?” 
 
    “President Borden’s administration has been arrested,” Tracy said, “driven by associates of General Hogan. There have also been arrests of other Federal officials, and some in the military.” 
 
    “This is good news, is it not?” Vasil asked. 
 
    “It’s liable to lead to a desperate attack from the EU Navy task force,” Dannon said. 
 
    Chief Harvey nodded in agreement. “I need to call my navy connections and find out what’s going on. That task force might not survive much longer.” 
 
    “You think Borden was holding the military back?” Vasil asked. 
 
    “Notice that Borden hasn’t answered an attack by a foreign power that killed thousands of our citizens?” Dannon asked. “He hasn’t even threatened anybody.” 
 
    “If you’ll excuse me a moment, I’ll go make those calls,” Chief Harvey said. He left the room. 
 
    “I should check with my boss, find out what he knows,” Vasil said. 
 
    “Yes, that’s why we asked you to come,” Tracy said. “Please find out what you can.” 
 
    Vasil nodded, leaving the room. 
 
    Dannon sighed, leaning back in his chair. “This war isn’t over. We’ve just taken control of the government again. Now we must put the right people in charge of that government to fight quickly and effectively.” 
 
    “Is there anything we should do here?” Mayor Fine asked. 
 
    “We need to deal with that enemy base in the hot zone, and the Holland Tunnel. The enemy can’t overrun this city, but they could kill thousands and do a lot of damage. Remember that they have ammonium nitrate stashed in town, and we don’t know where it is. There are also thousands of UN Peacekeepers who we can’t see with the RFID apps, and lead-lined vans that can move Islamist fighters all around the city.” 
 
    Chief Harvey rushed back in. “About a third of the Navy high command has been arrested, along with a quarter of the Air Force high command, a third of the Marines high command, and over half of the Army High Command. They’re scrambling to get new leadership in place.” 
 
    “What about that task force?” 
 
    “They’re about to have a real bad day.” 
 
    “Oh boy,” Tracy said. 
 
    Vasil came back in. “Sorry, Jared can’t talk right now, he’s got his hands full. He’s aware of what happened.” 
 
    “What’s the public being told?” Mayor Fine asked. 
 
    “Nothing yet,” Chief Harvey said. “Tracy is right to restrict this information to the small group. We need to contain this for now.” 
 
    “That’s what Jared said, too,” Vasil added. “Don’t spread this around. Give the good guys a chance to work. They’re keeping Borden captive. He’ll be used to talk to the people when the government starts moving against the enemy.” 
 
    “How are you doing on plans for the hot zone base?” Dannon asked. 
 
    “We’ve got several scenarios now,” Vasil said. “I was hoping you and your team could come chat with us.” 
 
    “Say when,” Dannon asked. 
 
    “Half an hour?” 
 
    “Perfect. I’ll go round up Dempsey and the others.” He left the room. 
 
    “I’ll go too, if you’re done with me,” Vasil said. 
 
    “Sure, go ahead,” Tracy said. “Thanks.” 
 
    He left Tracy, Chief Harvey, and Mayor Fine in the room. 
 
    “Well?” Mayor Fine asked. 
 
    “This is the beginning of the end for the enemy,” Chief Harvey said, “but the war will continue, and our society is a mess.” 
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    Vengeance 
 
   L ance hammered on his keyboard, chasing down ghosts, sweat beaded up on his forehead. “Dammit.” He pulled out his phone, hitting Mateo’s contact. The call connected after nearly a dozen rings. 
 
    “Lance, I’m busy.” 
 
    “Yeah, I’ll bet you are,” Lance said. “You know what I’m seeing on the dark web?” 
 
    “I don’t have time for this,” Mateo said. 
 
    “Borden’s Administration has been arrested. All of them.” 
 
    Mateo was silent for a moment. 
 
    “You’ve been trying to contact him, haven’t you?” Lance asked. 
 
    “Yes, and so has Daan and Maggie. Is this good information?” 
 
    “It’s dark web rumors, but I’m gonna say yes, based on what you just told me. How much trouble are we in?” 
 
    “We don’t know,” Mateo said. “If we lose Borden, we could still win the war.” 
 
    “If they figured out that Borden is a traitor, the next place they look will be the military. You know that, right?” 
 
    “I have to go,” Mateo said. 
 
    “You won’t talk to me?” 
 
    “It’s not that, Lance. You just convinced me that we have an emergency. You helped me, now I must do my job. Understand?” 
 
    “Right, I get it. Good luck. If you need my help, call me.” 
 
    “Thank you, my friend,” Mateo said, ending the call. 
 
    Lance sat for a moment, his mind going over the possibilities, wondering if the Poconos was far enough from danger. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Pat, Derrick, Blumenthal, and the others were still hanging out at the command center with Whitaker, waiting on Blake’s call. It came, startling Bailey, who had dozed off. Whitaker accepted the call. 
 
    “Hey, guys,” Blake said. “Got the sensor data. You should take a good shower after being near the Holland Tunnel, but it won’t make you sick. Just stay north of 6th street and you should be okay.” 
 
    “Would you go there?” Hymie asked. 
 
    “Yeah,” Blake said. “No bullshit. Have you guys heard the rumors?” 
 
    “What rumors?” Pat asked. 
 
    Burr turned toward them. “I know what he’s talking about. It’s all over the dark web. Even made it onto Reddit.” 
 
    “Well, are you gonna tell us?” Blumenthal asked, grinning at him. 
 
    “Yeah,” Burr said. “The entire Borden Administration got arrested for treason.” 
 
    “That’s it,” Blake said. “If it’s true, hope they also weed out the military. Way too many corrupt officers. We should be hammering the enemy. All this crap I’ve heard about holding back because we’re afraid of the EU is just that… crap.” 
 
    “Okay, let’s focus, guys,” Whitaker said. “We’ve got citizens cooling their heels here, waiting for an attack that probably won’t come. Can we use them, or should I let them go?” 
 
    “I found a whole mess of ammonium nitrate,” Blake said. “I’ve got two semi-trucks lined up to drive them towards the target. You guys interested?” 
 
    “Now we’re talking,” Bailey said. 
 
    Derrick looked at Whitaker. “What if the rumors are true. Will it still matter?” 
 
    “I think so,” Whitaker said. “We’re still at war, and there are thousands of enemy fighters in our country. They can’t win, but they can kill a lot of our people. I say we go for it.” 
 
    “Me too,” Blake said. “It’ll take four hours for the trucks to get to the Holland Tunnel. You guys are about two hours away, right?” 
 
    “Yeah,” Whitaker said. “We can soften up the area with the Apache’s.” 
 
    “Yeah, and I’ll send gunships. We’ll have to keep the enemy down while we set the charges. You got anything to detonate with?” 
 
    “Yeah, there was a bunch of detonators with the stuff we found,” Hymie said. 
 
    “Will it be enough?” Pat asked. “That was to blow up one building.” 
 
    “Actually, it was to blow up most of that block,” Bailey said. “Don’t worry, there’s enough. We’ll only have two areas to detonate. Might be best to just roll in a semi to each, drop the trailer, and blow that. No muss, no fuss.” 
 
    “The owners of the rigs won’t be happy about their trailers,” Blake said, “but we can compensate them, as long as they get the tractors away.” 
 
    “We won’t even need to bring our stash,” Derrick said. 
 
    “Yeah, that’s what I figured,” Blake said. “I’ll call you when they’re on the way, and we’ll kick everything off from that. Sound good?” 
 
    “Yeah, sounds great,” Whitaker said. “Thanks, Blake.” 
 
    “You’re going to be in the thick of it,” Blake said. “That’s a harder job than I did.” 
 
    The call ended. 
 
    “He’s right,” Derrick said. “We’d better round up the leadership of the groups we have spread around the base and brief them. Bailey, did you hear back from Ron and Slate?” 
 
    “Yeah, they think it’s worth the risk to take the blockbusters down there. Rob said we’d have to watch the temps on the engines, and not drive too fast.” 
 
    “Then they need to go earlier than two hours before,” Hymie said. 
 
    “We’re all gonna go earlier than that,” Whitaker said. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Captain Schroeder came up to the bridge, Janssen turning to greet him. 
 
    “Are we going in, Captain?” 
 
    Schroeder shook his head. “I’ve heard some disturbing rumors. We might have lost our insiders in the US Government.” 
 
    “How would that impact our situation?” Janssen asked. “We’re waiting on Saladin, correct?” 
 
    “Our insiders were keeping the US military at bay,” Captain Schroeder said. “We need to watch very carefully, and hope they don’t send B21s after us.” 
 
    “Stealth Bombers? That isn’t a good fit, is it?” 
 
    “Depends on what they drop on us,” Captain Schroeder said. “We’re far enough offshore that they could drop a nuke in the midst of us.” 
 
    “Then perhaps we should move closer in.” 
 
    Captain Schroeder nodded. “That’s what I’m wrestling with now. If we do that, it might draw an attack right away. I’m sure we’re being watched closely. Of course, moving on rumors is never a great idea. I’m not sure if this is true. I’ve been trying to raise Daan Mertins and Mateo. No luck so far.” 
 
    “That might indicate that the rumors are true,” Janssen said. 
 
    “Or it might indicate that they are trying to find out if they are true. Let’s give it a little time.” 
 
    “Yes sir,” Janssen said, watching him leave the bridge, then looking out at the horizon, his hands trembling. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Charles and Maggie had finished packing. 
 
    “I still don’t understand why we’re moving,” Charles said. “Nobody knows about this place, and we don’t know if Borden has really been brought down. He might be laying low, stalling for time because of calls to avenge the Boston attack.” 
 
    Maggie glanced over at him, then back at her suitcase, which she was attempting to zip closed. “Dammit, I’ve got it too full.” 
 
    “Here, let me,” Charles said, coming over, pulling the zipper all the way around. “There, see, it fits.” 
 
    “Thank you, honey.” 
 
    “You didn’t answer my question. Why the move?” 
 
    “Several people in the government know where we are, remember? If they’re arrested, they might talk.” 
 
    “None of them have RFID chips,” Charles said. 
 
    “I understand that, but they all know people who do have RFID chips. That puts them in danger of arrest.” 
 
    “If they don’t have the chips, they should have already left town.” 
 
    “You’d think so. I can’t raise any of them.” 
 
    Charles eyed her. “Okay, I’m convinced. Let’s go.” 
 
    They walked to the door, leaving their suite behind, going to the elevator, riding it down. There was a car waiting for them by the lobby… a normal-looking SUV with no driver. Charles loaded the bags into the back seat, seeing the food and ice chest back there. 
 
    “Good, we have our stock for the trip,” Charles said, opening the passenger door for Maggie, who climbed in. He got behind the wheel and drove off, heading west. 
 
    “Traffic isn’t bad,” Maggie said. 
 
    “The society isn’t back to normal, and the war is far from over,” Charles said. 
 
    “You sound like you’ve accepted the fact that the rumors are true.” 
 
    Charles shrugged. “It makes more sense than anything else.” 
 
    “I still think we should go back to England.” 
 
    “In due time, Maggie. It’s too dangerous now. Our team needs to stand down before we are discovered.” 
 
    “If the EU falls, people will talk to the US authorities.” 
 
    “Yes. We should make plans to eliminate them, if it looks like that will be the situation. I still have Sebastian on retainer. I’ll contact him.” 
 
    “You’re right, call Sebastian,” she said. “Want a water bottle?” 
 
    “Sure,” Charles said, Maggie reaching in the back, grabbing two of them, handing him one. “You ever been to South Dakota, Maggie?” 
 
    “Nope, this will be my first time. We ought to take in Mount Rushmore.” 
 
    Charles burst into laughter, Maggie laughing with him. 
 
    “Okay, never mind, Charles.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Blake called into the Apache base’s command center, Whitaker picking up the call, putting it on speaker. 
 
    “Hello, Blake. What’s the word?” 
 
    “The two semi-trucks are loaded and rolling towards the Holland Tunnel. I’m rotating surveillance planes to monitor the road ahead of them.” 
 
    “Perfect. Coordinate with me when it’s time to send our other air assets in.” 
 
    “Will do, talk to you soon.” 
 
    The call ended. 
 
    “Okay, people, you heard him. I’ll pass the word to our citizen recruits. Are you guys ready to go?” 
 
    “Close,” Derrick said. “Rob and Slate are gassing up the blockbusters. We got all the drivers we need, and they’re loaded with ammo. Slate is taking his bobtail as well, which contains more ammo for the grenade launchers and the machine guns, plus mortars and a bunch of rounds. Oh, and he’s got about twenty gasoline cans filled in there too.” 
 
    “Hope he’s careful,” Hymie said. 
 
    “We got semis full of men going,” Blumenthal said. “Horsley’s trucking company to the rescue again.” 
 
    “Excellent,” Whitaker said. 
 
    “Let’s go,” Pat said. “Need to check my guns. We’re going with the Blockbusters, right?” 
 
    “Yep,” Derrick said. “Let’s hit it.” 
 
    They left the command center, getting into their cars, taking off, many of the citizen recruits already getting to their vehicles, which were parked up and down the highway leading to the base. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Rico poured himself another cup of coffee, sipping it, Duffy seeing him.  
 
    “You’re gonna rattle when you walk with that much caffeine in you, Rico.” 
 
    “It’ll be a long night. Those rumors are probably true. That’s gonna get Schicklgruber to attack with those new shells.” 
 
    “Relax, we’re way too far east to worry. He’s not coming up from the south.” 
 
    “Yeah, that’s what I heard,” Duce said. “Kenny told me about the range studies, based on Halifax and Boston.” 
 
    “How do you know he’s right?” Rico asked. 
 
    “Give it a rest,” Duffy said. “I read about it too. The frigging New Jersey couldn’t hit us from the spot they have to shoot from, and that sucker’s guns had a lot longer range. Trust me.” 
 
    Kenny sat up, shaking his head. “You guys are missing something. If the rumors are true, we’re going to see the US military react. Wait and see. We’ll be fighting the Islamists and UN Peacekeepers who are already in New York City, but we ain’t gonna have to dodge no shells from that pansy-ass Eurotrash.” 
 
    Rico burst out laughing. “Okay, okay. Should we be moving more blockbusters down towards the hot zone base?” 
 
    “A third of them is enough,” Duffy said. “I’m worried about the guys with RFID we see hanging out uptown, and in northern New Jersey. We need to keep our assets in place there.” 
 
    “Sounds kinda like a General, don’t he?” Duce cracked. 
 
    “Quiet, hear that?” Kenny asked. 
 
    “Yeah, sounds like jets,” Duffy said, running for the door, going outside, back in a moment. “Can’t see anything because of the clouds.” 
 
    “They sound too small to be planes,” Rico said. “Might be drones.” 
 
    “Yeah, I think he’s right,” Kenny said. “Hope they’ll pay a special visit to the Eurotrash. They’re going in the right direction.” His phone rang, and he answered it, having a short conversation, then putting it on speaker. “Listen up, guys, it’s Satch.” 
 
    “Hey, guys,” Satch said. 
 
    “How’s it going?” Duffy asked. “Not glowing in the dark yet, I hope.” 
 
    “Not so far. We’ve noticed a ramp up in the number of van loads being dropped off at the enemy base. It’s more than tripled in the last six hours or so.” 
 
    Rico and Duffy looked at each other. 
 
    “They know, the rumors are true,” Duffy said. 
 
    “What rumors?” Satch asked. 
 
    Kenny took a moment to tell him. 
 
    “Wow,” Satch said. “What are we gonna do? Haven’t heard anything from Mayor Fine’s team since this morning.” 
 
    “Don’t know,” Kenny said. “We just heard something fly over us, heading east. Jets. Fighters, or drones.” 
 
    “Could’ve been cruise missiles too, you know,” Duce said. “That makes more sense if they’re targeting the EU task force.” 
 
    “Well, that is interesting,” Satch said. “I got to go, Dougy is calling me over.” 
 
    “All right, man, thanks for the info,” Kenny said. “Make sure Mayor Fine’s team hears about it.” 
 
    “I’ll try to call them,” Satch said. “Later.” 
 
    Kenny stuffed the phone back in his pocket. “Things are heating up. Let’s send an alert out to the Blockbuster teams.” 
 
    “Yeah, do that,” Duffy said. “If those ships get blown up, we’re liable to have enemy fighters flooding out of that base.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Captain Schroeder backed away from his comm unit after another failed attempt at raising Daan and Mateo. He’d even tried Georgi Provoost, his admin saying that he was out of the country. Suddenly he heard an explosion outside, rushing out of his stateroom, heading for the bridge, Janssen turning to him in a panic. “We’re under attack!” 
 
    Captain Schroeder went to the bridge window, watching one of their ships burn, already listing in the water, a flash going by him, a cruise missile slamming into a second ship this time, blowing the bridge sky high. 
 
    “Cruise missiles,” he said, turning towards Janssen. 
 
    “Should we take evasive action?” 
 
    Captain Schroeder shook his head. “Won’t make any difference, the latest American cruise missiles will adjust. If we were close enough to shore, I’d order everybody to fire at whatever was in range. 
 
    “Shit,” Janssen said, watching as three more cruise missiles streaked in, finding targets, blowing the ships up. 
 
    “The first two ships hit are under already,” Captain Schroeder said, squinting to see outside, several more cruise missiles flying in, one hitting the ship right behind them. “It was nice serving with you, Janssen.” 
 
    Janssen looked at him, terror in his eyes, then bolted for the door, pulling it open, jumping onto the deck, diving off the ship, Captain Schroeder laughing… and then he was gone in a massive fireball, the other ships around him exploding. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Georgi Provoost was in his office, at the EU High Command Center in Brussels, his phone ringing. He answered. 
 
    “Yes, Bridgette?” 
 
    “Sorry to bother you sir, I know you didn’t want to be disturbed. The Commission President is on the line.” 
 
    “Put her on,” Georgi said. 
 
    There was a click. “Hello Georgi.” 
 
    “Madame President, always a pleasure. What can I do for you?” 
 
    “We’re hearing that Captain Schroeder’s task force has just been destroyed.” 
 
    Georgi was silent for a moment. “Well, that solves some problems for us. Resistance again?” 
 
    “The source said it was American cruise missiles. Our office can’t raise President Borden or his State Department.” 
 
    “The rumors must be true,” Georgi said. “I need to put our military on high alert. Destruction of a navy task force is not enough retaliation for the mass slaughter of civilians in Boston. They will attempt a direct attack. Where are you?” 
 
    “I’m at my office in Berlaymont. The Commission is assembling now for an emergency meeting. Can you come over, please?” 
 
    “It’s not safe there. It would be a major target if the Americans have returned to nationalistic leadership.” 
 
    “Nonsense. They wouldn’t dare.” 
 
    “Madame President, we didn’t just attack Boston. We hit several of their cities with nuclear weapons, and invaded their country by proxy. We need to evacuate government officials from this city right away.” 
 
    “They can’t tie us to those attacks.” 
 
    Georgi chuckled. “Who else would they suspect?” 
 
    “China or Russia,” she said. “Or the UN. Are you coming over?” 
 
    “Nope. I resign. We’ll be destroyed if we don’t sue for peace. I’m telling you this as a friend. Evacuate, or at least get down into the bunker. They’re coming. Trust me. We need to figure out how to make peace with them before they annihilate us.” 
 
    “That’s treasonous talk, Georgi.” 
 
    “I’ll take it under advisement,” Georgi said. “We’ll be damned for what we did.” 
 
    “Somebody had to save the planet from the Capitalists.” 
 
    Georgi shook his head, ending the call, then buzzing his admin. “Bridgette, hook me up to the building intercom.” 
 
    “Yes sir.” It took a moment. “All right, sir, you are live.” 
 
    Georgi sat up straighter in his chair. “Attention, everyone. This is not a drill. Go down into the shelter at once. Drop whatever you’re doing. We are in danger of attack. Please get into the elevators now.” 
 
    He could hear the commotion starting up outside his office. Bridgette rushed in. 
 
    “Is it true?” 
 
    “There’s too good of a chance to ignore, Bridgette. You’d better go.” He walked to his window, looking out over the city, Berlaymont in the distance. 
 
    “What about you?” 
 
    “I think I’ll go down with the ship,” Georgi said, not turning towards her. 
 
    “Oh no you don’t,” she said. “If you don’t go, I won’t go.” 
 
    Georgi turned towards her. “Forget it. Get moving.” 
 
    She stood firm, shaking her head, the blonde hair flying. “Don’t you dare, after what we’ve been to each other. Come on, or I’ll ride it out with you up here.” 
 
    Georgi sighed, walking towards her. “Fine.” They entered the crowded hallway, getting to an elevator after a few minutes, squeezing inside the cab, silent when people saw him, the elevator shooting down to the sub-basement in an instant, the doors letting them out into a hallway, a steady flow of people going through the heavy vault doors. Georgi and Bridgette rushed to their office suite. “Get on the evac system and let me know when everybody’s inside. Don’t wait for stragglers messing around up there. Send out the final warning. Close the vault doors and pressurize us five minutes after the last call.” 
 
    “Yes sir,” Bridgette said. She got in front of her PC and brought up the program as Georgi went into his office, pulling out his cellphone. He hit Mateo’s private contact. It rang a few times, then connected. 
 
    “Georgi, where are you?” Mateo asked. 
 
    “I just evacuated my people into the bunker.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “What do you mean, why? Didn’t you hear what happened to the navy task force?” 
 
    “No, what did you hear? I can’t raise Captain Schroeder, been trying for an hour.” 
 
    “They’re gone, Mateo. Blown out of the water.” 
 
    “How did the resistance pull that off?” 
 
    “Dammit, Mateo, knock it off. You know Borden has been arrested. My info says American cruise missiles hit the ships.” 
 
    Mateo was silent for a moment. “You’re sure that is correct information? Where did you hear it?” 
 
    “I heard it from the Commission President, just now. I told her to evacuate the city or get into the bunkers under the Commission complex. She’s not listening. Decided to hold an emergency meeting up top instead.” 
 
    “What do you think will happen?” Mateo asked. 
 
    “I think Brussels will be hit, if the nationalists have taken back the US government and its military.” 
 
    “You’re suggesting that the Americans would hit you with nuclear weapons?” 
 
    “Why wouldn’t they? Look what we did to them.” 
 
    Bridgette stuck her head into the office. “The evacuation is completed, and the vault doors are closing now.” 
 
    Georgi nodded to her. “Thank you, Bridgette.” 
 
    “If you’re wrong about this, your career is over,” Mateo said. 
 
    Georgi burst out laughing. “I resigned just now.” 
 
    “That was stupid.” 
 
    “I’d be tried and convicted as a war criminal. If I survive what’s coming, I’ll disappear.” 
 
    “Come now, we had our recovery stories. President Simpson was behind the initial attacks on American soil.” 
 
    “The UN will survive this, more than likely,” Georgi said, “and the EU would’ve, if we hadn’t gotten directly involved. The US authorities know our part in this.” 
 
    “You’re giving up too quickly,” Mateo said. “We’ve got over a million Islamist fighters in the United States, with more coming up from the south as we speak.” 
 
    “Daan ruined us with those RFID chips,” Georgi said, “and Saladin. What a screw up that guy is.” 
 
    Mateo had a hushed conversation with somebody offline, then came back. “I’ve got to go, something’s breaking loose. Good luck, Georgi. Don’t burn your bridges, there will be a place for you when we restart the operation.” 
 
    Georgi shook his head. “Thank you, good luck to you too.” 
 
    The call ended. Georgi leaned back in his chair, rubbing his eyes, Bridgette coming in, closing the door and locking it behind her. 
 
    “I’m scared. Can you hold me?” 
 
    Georgi got up, taking her into his arms. She held him tight, just on the verge of tears, when there were a series of hard jolts, seeming to go on forever, the lights going out for a moment, battery lights coming on, people in the bunker screaming outside their door, Bridgette crying, a low rumble coming towards them, getting louder and louder, passing over them. Somebody hammered on the door. 
 
    “Don’t let them in,” Bridgette whispered, tears running down her cheeks. 
 
    “Hey, are you okay in there?” shouted a young man’s voice. 
 
    “We’re fine, is everybody okay out there?” 
 
    “I think so. That was a lot of big blasts.” 
 
    “Get on the sensors when the emergency power kicks in. Should be in a couple minutes.” 
 
    “Yes sir,” the man said. 
 
    “What will we do?” Bridgette asked. 
 
    “If we survive this, don’t mention we were close.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “If I can’t escape, I’ll go down hard, and they’ll go after everybody around me as well. Everybody except office staff.” 
 
    “Oh. You’ll try to escape?” 
 
    “It’s either that or the gallows, more than likely,” he said. 
 
    “If you can escape, I’m coming with you.” 
 
    He looked her in the eyes. “We’ll be on the run for the rest of our lives. Probably get caught eventually.” 
 
    “I love you too much to leave you.” 
 
    Georgi kissed her gently, then looked at her again. “Give it some serious thought. Please?” 
 
    “Okay,” she said. 
 
    There was another knock on the door. “Sir, there isn’t any radiation, but the heat profile shot up to a similar temperature as a nuclear device.” 
 
    “Interesting. What about visual?” 
 
    “Lots of fires, we can see them from our cameras. Our building is mostly intact, from what I can tell. There are piles of goo on the street in front of the building. They look like pictures we saw from Halifax and Boston. Did we hit ourselves?” 
 
    Georgi chuckled, turning towards Bridgette. “Damned Americans duplicated our new weapon. Talk about sending a message.” 
 
    “How could they do that so fast, sir?” asked the voice outside. 
 
    “They’ve been working on it for a while, obviously. Maybe we stole it from them. Who knows? I never trusted Captain Schroeder.” 
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    Dinner 
 
   D empsey, Freeze, Moth, Shell, Jones, and Dannon went downstairs to the lab, Vasil there waiting for them. 
 
    “Great, thanks for coming, guys. Jace, Taylor, Slash, and Zev are on their way too.” 
 
    “We’re here,” Taylor said, walking in with Jace, the others following. 
 
    “Come on in, all of you,” Vasil said, leading them into the conference room. Eve, Tad, and Laleh were sitting at computers at the far side of the room, turning and waving. 
 
    “Hi, honey,” Slash said to Laleh, Freeze and Jones laughing, Laleh rolling her eyes. 
 
    “We got news from our source in the hot zone,” Jace said. 
 
    “Really, what’s that?” Dannon asked. 
 
    “The number of vans making deliveries at that enemy base has tripled in the last six hours. Sounds like they’re getting a little bit frantic.” 
 
    “We need to hit them fast,” Moth said. 
 
    “Yeah, and we need to shut down their entry point,” Dannon said. “The Holland Tunnel.” 
 
    “The Philly team is heading to the western termination of the tunnel with tons of ammonium nitrate right now,” Vasil said. “Found out from Jared. It’ll be sealed up within the next couple hours.” 
 
    “We’d better get ready too,” Dannon said, “because the enemy will be leaving that building. It’ll be easier to exterminate the rats when they’re in that box.” 
 
    Jones burst out laughing. “Damn, that’s harsh.” 
 
    “I think it’ll be easy to block up their exit door,” Vasil said. “It slides open like an elevator door. Opens in the middle, the right and left sides move away from each other. The doors are made of very thick lead. We can lock them shut with these.” He picked up a piece of metal from a table behind his chair, looking like a big staple, sharp on the tips. 
 
    “Got a big staple gun?” Moth asked. 
 
    Vasil chuckled. “After a fashion. It’ll hold the staple while we heat the tips. Then we’ll use hydraulics to shove the staples in place. We’ll also put big spikes in the sides. That gives us locking of the sliding door in two points, in case they get smart enough to drill through from the inside to push the staples out.” 
 
    “We’ll need more than that,” Dempsey said. “They might use a vehicle from the inside to crash that door.” 
 
    “Use shipping containers,” Slash said. “We can bring them in on flatbed trailers, loaded with scrap metal or something.” 
 
    Vasil smiled. “That’s a good idea. Easy to unload.” 
 
    “How do you plan on killing the people inside?” Zev asked. 
 
    “I was kicking around two ideas,” Vasil said. “Settled on one of them, I think.” 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “Carbon monoxide.” 
 
    “Huh?” Moth asked. “Isn’t that a little slow?” 
 
    “We’ll be able to take our time,” Vasil said. “I have the drawings of the facility, which show the fresh air ducting system in great detail, and the location of all of the auxiliary air vents. We’ll connect our carbon monoxide source to the ventilation system, and control the other vents.” 
 
    “Why not just block the vents up?” Dempsey asked. 
 
    “The enemy may have control of the fresh air ducting system from inside,” Vasil said. “We might have to force the gas in via the vents, which they can’t reach or control.” 
 
    “Then why bother with the ducting system?” Shell asked. 
 
    “It will give us the fastest distribution throughout the whole facility,” Vasil said. “We should start with it, but be ready to block off the intake and use the other vents if they figure out what we’re doing.” 
 
    “Carbon Monoxide is odorless,” Dannon said. “We might get away with using the ventilation system if they can’t see what we’re doing.” 
 
    “That’s my hope,” Vasil said, “but we can’t use a smelly internal combustion engine. We’ll use a bank of propane generators.” 
 
    “Okay, what are the complications?” Dannon asked. “You need commandos for something, or you wouldn’t have invited us. It won’t take that much to watch the front while you staple the doors shut.” 
 
    “There’s an elevator that goes into the offices above the parking structure entrance,” Vasil said. “I’m not one hundred percent positive they can use it, but our contact in the hot zone claims to have seen people up on the second floor several times.” 
 
    “Wouldn’t their RFID chips show up, then?” Zev asked. 
 
    “If they’re sending Islamists with RFID up there, yeah,” Vasil said. “They have some Islamists with chips removed. We saw them driving the vans in the roach drone video. Bandages on their upper arms.” 
 
    “There can’t be many, though,” Shell said. 
 
    “It’s also likely they have UN Peacekeepers there to guard the investment on the outside,” Vasil said. “We might have to fight them.” 
 
    “Sounds like a job for our team,” Jones said. 
 
    “Yes,” Vasil said. 
 
    “How soon can we do this?” Dannon asked. 
 
    “We could leave in an hour,” Vasil said. “We’ve got everything lined up except the shipping containers, and those will be easy. I want to coordinate with the Blockbuster team. They’ll keep any vans coming through the tunnel from getting very far. Rico and Duffy sent me a message. They’ve got ten blockbusters hidden near the east entrance to the Holland Tunnel, and more hidden a couple miles away.” 
 
    “Rico and Duffy?” Dannon asked. 
 
    “The originators of the Blockbusters,” Vasil said. “I’m surprised those two aren’t rich. They look and sound crazy, but their design is ingenious, and it works. They’ve been improving it over time, and do a good job with manufacturing.” 
 
    Chief Harvey rushed into the lab. “We got news. That EU task force is toast. Taken out by US cruise missiles.” 
 
    “The air force finally decided to do something?” Dempsey asked. 
 
    “Yeah, about frigging time,” Slash said. “So now what?” 
 
    “So now we need to get this operation rolling,” Dannon said. “When they find out their navy cover is gone, those enemy fighters will want out of that deathtrap.” 
 
    “Yeah, you’re right,” Chief Harvey said. “If you’re ready, get going fast.” 
 
    “How are you getting all the equipment down there?” Shell asked. 
 
    “We have three semi-trucks set up,” Vasil said. “We’ll have to finish loading them. They’re on the street, near New City Hall.” 
 
    “Still need my guys to help with that?” Chief Harvey asked. 
 
    “Yes, have them meet us down there. At least we don’t have to worry about being turned into goo anymore.” 
 
    “True, but remember the thousands of UN Peacekeepers we can’t see, to go along with the thousands of Islamists we can see,” Jace said. “We’ll have to play this sharp.” 
 
    “I think our team should go to the enemy base and clear those second-floor offices,” Dempsey said. “It’s almost dark. Great timing.” 
 
    “Yeah, I second that,” Dannon said. 
 
    “Good, then get going,” Chief Harvey said. He left the room. 
 
    “Let’s go suit up,” Dannon said. He walked out the door, Dempsey and the others with him. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Pat and Derrick sat in the front of Derrick’s SUV, Bailey and Hymie in the back seat, following four blockbusters down the dark road. A line of vehicles almost a mile long followed them, citizen fighters, armed and ready. Blumenthal’s team was leading a second group on an alternate road a few miles away. 
 
    “Nervous?” Derrick asked, looking over at Pat. 
 
    “No more than on other operations,” she said. “Glad it’s dark. You?” 
 
    “Same.” 
 
    “Bailey here is too dumb to be scared,” Hymie cracked. 
 
    “Hey, watch that, I’m scared shitless,” Bailey replied, breaking into his laugh.  
 
    Derrick’s phone rang. He picked it up, putting it on speaker, handing it to Pat. 
 
    “Yeah, you’re on speaker.” 
 
    “Whitaker here. You aren’t gonna believe what I just heard.” 
 
    “We’ll believe just about anything these days,” Bailey quipped. 
 
    “What happened?” Pat asked. 
 
    “That EU task force got blown out of the water by a bunch of cruise missiles.” 
 
    “Really? Whose?” 
 
    “US air force,” Whitaker said. “That’s not all.” 
 
    “Uh oh,” Bailey said. 
 
    “Sounds like the air force also sent B21s to Brussels, blew the hell out of EU Headquarters.” 
 
    “We nuked them?” Pat asked. 
 
    “Don’t know. No details yet.” 
 
    “Why else would they use B21s?” Hymie asked. “I thought those were strategic bombers.” 
 
    “They replaced both the B2 and the B1. We can rig them for conventional or nuclear, and they’re totally stealth. I doubt the EU High Command even saw them coming. Not sure about the source for some of this, though.” 
 
    “Does this change our mission?” Derrick asked. 
 
    “No, I think it’s more urgent,” Whitaker said. “We’ve got a lot of enemy fighters around. We need to take them out fast.” 
 
    “This is happening because of Borden’s arrest,” Hymie said. 
 
    “Yeah, them rumors is true,” Bailey said. 
 
    “Kinda seems that way,” Whitaker said. “Blake says the recon planes aren’t seeing anything ahead of the ammonium nitrate trucks. Hopefully this will go without a hitch. I’d better get going, I need to get with the chopper pilots. They’ll be taking off in about twenty minutes.” 
 
    “Okay, talk to you soon,” Derrick said. “We’ll turn on the Bluetooth headsets when we get there.” 
 
    “Good, I’ll be ready to monitor and coordinate. Be careful.” 
 
    The call ended. 
 
    “Everybody assumes the news will force the enemy to move quicker,” Hymie said. “I think the opposite is more likely.” 
 
    “Why do you think that, Einstein?” Bailey asked. 
 
    “Because we cut off the head of the snake. They’re probably scared to do anything.” 
 
    “All the more reason to hit them fast,” Pat said. “Get them when they’ve got their pants down.” 
 
    Derrick nodded. “I agree, either way the enemy sees it. They’re in disarray.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Jay Green walked towards the classroom, looking at the rubble that still sat here and there. He entered, a handful of young men and women there, Professor Alonzo sitting at his desk, having a heated conversation on the phone. 
 
    Jay walked up to one of the women, who had a very serious expression on her face. “Hey, Mandy, what’s he spun up about?” 
 
    “Haven’t you heard?” she whispered. 
 
    “About the EU navy ships being destroyed?” 
 
    She shook her head. “We bombed Brussels.” 
 
    Jay’s eyes got wide, and he suppressed the urge to smile. “You’re kidding. How bad?” 
 
    “Some are saying we nuked them. I don’t believe we’d do such a thing.” 
 
    Jay shrugged. “Why not, they nuked us, remember?” 
 
    She got closer to whisper. “Better watch that kind of talk. There are strangers here, from Alonzo’s side. We saw them with him this morning.” 
 
    “Already?” Jay whispered back. “I hope our military isn’t done yet.” 
 
    “What are you two whispering about?” Alonzo asked, walking towards them. 
 
    “Mandy was just telling me about the attack on Brussels. I hadn’t heard yet.” 
 
    “Oh,” he said, slowing down, looking at them and the others in the room. “That was our leadership on the phone. This conflict is far from over, so don’t lose hope.” 
 
    A large athletic student laughed, shaking his head. “Uncle Sam is gonna see how far he can stuff his boot up your ass, you commie creep. I’m done with this garbage. My college career is toast, and by the time they get our society straightened out I’ll be too old to play pro ball. I don’t need your scholarships. I’m trying to decide if I should beat you to death or just leave.” 
 
    “Michael, no,” said one of the young women. 
 
    “The nationalists won’t win,” Alonzo said. “You’d best think about that. We’ll take over eventually, and you’ll end up in prison.” 
 
    Michael took a few steps towards Alonzo, and he turned and ran, rushing into the resource room next door. 
 
    “Leave, man, he might have a gun in there,” Jay said. 
 
    “I’m gonna go join the resistance. Anyone want to join me?” 
 
    Two men and a woman got up and ran out of the room with him, Alonzo back with an auto pistol a moment later. 
 
    “Where’d he go?” 
 
    “He said he was off to join the resistance,” Mandy said. 
 
    “Any others want to challenge me?” Alonzo said, waving the gun around. 
 
    “Do you even know how to shoot?” Jay asked. “Put that away before you hurt yourself.” 
 
    “He’s right,” said one of the women. “Stop it. If you start this kind of nonsense, we’ll all disappear and there won’t be anything you can do about it. Your enforcers are mostly dead.” 
 
    Alonzo settled down, going to his desk, opening a drawer and putting the gun inside, then walking back over. “Don’t believe Michael. The revolution has gone too far to stop now. There are millions of fighters on American soil.” 
 
    “There are more resistance fighters,” said another young man. “You guys lost California and Oregon, and things are going badly in Texas as well. I have some sympathy for your cause, Professor, but I think Michael is right. You guys are gonna lose. We’re more likely to end up in a gulag if we stay with you than if we go with him.” 
 
    “You’re not privy to all the facts,” Alonzo said. “That’s what the visitors were here to tell me. The focus for the coming weeks will be on New York City, and we’ll take it over. We’ve got enough people there, with more arriving every day. Once that area is locked down, it’ll be used as a base to expand to the north, south, and west. Boston will be retaken in short order.” 
 
    “Are the visitors still here?” Jay asked. 
 
    “They left to tie in with our resources in Philly, but they’ll be back tomorrow. We’ll have a meeting to discuss strategy then, but expect to be in a holding pattern during the New York operation. During that time we’ll focus on recruitment to get our ranks up to snuff again. You all should consider joining, becoming part of the revolution.” 
 
    “You’ve forced us into this,” Mandy said. “None of us want any part of your revolution. Don’t you get that?” 
 
    “You’d better watch your mouth, young lady.” 
 
    Mandy looked down. “Sorry. I’ll do what you ask, but I’ll never be a true believer. I think your ideas are wrong-headed, and so does most of the population.” 
 
    “Like I said, watch your mouth,” Alonzo said. “I can still make your mother’s job disappear. Don’t forget that.” 
 
    Mandy sad down and shut up, Jay putting a hand on her shoulder. 
 
    “Any other whining?” Alonzo asked. “If not, you are dismissed. Be back here tomorrow morning at nine am sharp. Have a nice night.” 
 
    The students got up and left, Jay staying close to Mandy. 
 
    “What an evil man,” Mandy said. “I’d be gone if not for my mom.” 
 
    “Does your mom know?” 
 
    Mandy shook her head. “Want to go get coffee?” 
 
    “How about dinner? It’s late enough.” 
 
    Mandy smiled, nodding. They walked down the street, going into a Bar and Grill, walking in, the hostess finding them a table near the back. 
 
    “It’s so busy, even after the attack,” Mandy said. 
 
    “Many places got destroyed,” Jay said, watching the waitress come over. 
 
    “We’re out of a lot of things,” she said. “Only got two kinds of beer left and it’s going fast. Got plenty of wine, though.” 
 
    “Can’t get deliveries?” Jay asked. 
 
    “That’s part of it,” she said. 
 
    “What kind of beer do you have?” Jay asked. 
 
    “Pilsner and some Chocolate Brown. The stuff that doesn’t sell.” 
 
    “I’ll take a pilsner. You want that, or some wine, Mandy?” 
 
    “White wine, don’t care what kind,” Mandy said. “What do you have to eat?” 
 
    “We still have burgers, out of fries. Also tuna melts. Cheese pizza. Hot dogs, no chili or sauerkraut.” 
 
    “Tuna melt,” Jay said. “Mandy?” 
 
    “Same, that sounds good,” she said. 
 
    “I’ll get the drinks first, okay?” 
 
    “Perfect,” Jay said, watching as she walked away. 
 
    “You’re going to stay with Alonzo?” Mandy asked. 
 
    “I’m nearing the same tipping point that Michael is on. You?” 
 
    “My mom. Don’t have a choice.” 
 
    “You should tell her. She might be happier getting a different job. Nobody likes to see their children suffer.” 
 
    “Oh, she’d quit in a heartbeat, but she worked so hard to get that job. The university medical center pays better than most places. She might lose her apartment if she takes a big cut in pay.” 
 
    “You still should tell her,” Jay said. “This is going to come apart. We don’t want to be involved when it does.” 
 
    The waitress came back with the drinks, Jay thanking her, taking a sip. “This isn’t bad.” 
 
    Mandy took a sip of hers. “This is okay, too. Pretty generic.” 
 
    “I used to drink beer like this before I got hooked on IPA.” 
 
    “Never could handle that stuff. Too bitter. How come you never asked me out?” 
 
    He smiled. “I wanted to, but things have been so crazy.” 
 
    “A little social interaction would be good for us,” Mandy said. “If you’re interested, I am. I’ve always liked you.” 
 
    “Me too,” he said. 
 
    “You like you too?” Mandy asked, smiling at him. 
 
    Jay’s face flushed. “You know what I meant. See, I like you enough to get flummoxed.” 
 
    She laughed. “It’s been so long since I could act like a college girl.” 
 
    “Jay smiled, looking into her eyes, a rush of emotion filling him, but then his situation creeped in. 
 
    “Something’s wrong,” she said, studying his expression. 
 
    “We’re like slaves. Sorry, it’s always in the back of my mind.” 
 
    “We can make each other forget about it for a while.” She reached across the table, taking his hand.  
 
    “I’ll try,” Jay said, her face looking more beautiful to him than before. “You’re gorgeous.” 
 
    She smiled, her eyes brimming with tears. “It’s been a long time since a boy said that to me.” 
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    Lead Slabs 
 
   D annon, Dempsey, and the others rode in the mole, piloted by Tad, Eve on the weapons systems as usual. 
 
    “Still not used to these mole things,” Shell said. 
 
    “I’m going to miss them when this is over,” Freeze said. “Love how they accelerate.” 
 
    “How close are they getting us?” Jones asked. 
 
    “Not far,” Tad said from the pilot’s seat. “Across the street, down a little bit. Chief Harvey’s team has been busy cleaning out tunnels with a couple of contractors.” 
 
    “So the nuke didn’t mess them up?” Moth asked. 
 
    “Nope, but there were subway trains that literally melted, a few blocks south of where we’re going.” 
 
    “They cleaned up down there?” Shell asked. “What about the radiation?” 
 
    “They wore suits,” Tad said. 
 
    The mole started slowing down. “We’re coming up on it.” 
 
    Dannon pulled out his phone, holding it in front of his face, connecting to the falcon drone in the station, scanning with the video. “Nobody in view.” 
 
    “We’ll have to be careful approaching the building,” Dempsey said. “I was looking at street view. Not much cover.” 
 
    “The suits will help some,” Dannon said, “and my blackout paint. Everybody get on the call.” 
 
    Dannon turned on his headset, the others doing the same. 
 
    “You got us, Laleh?” Dannon asked. 
 
    “Reading you loud and clear. Vasil, Eve, Tad, and I are on the Falcons, in case you need a little help.” 
 
    “Eve and Tad are with us,” Shell said. 
 
    “Vasil added that capability to the moles,” Tad said over the headsets. “That’s expanded our capabilities. There are more Falcons in the back, and we can launch them from the vehicle. We’re ready for action.” 
 
    “You guys have been busy,” Moth said. 
 
    “Okay, here we are,” Tad said. 
 
    “Ready, guys?” Dempsey asked. 
 
    Everybody nodded, waiting as the door opened on the side of the mole car. They got out, waving to Eve and Tad, then getting onto the station platform, walking towards the stairs to the street, past the deserted turnstiles. 
 
    “Nice that this station isn’t open,” Shell said. “Makes it easier.” 
 
    “Yep,” Dannon said. “It’ll be harder when the battle moves to the habitable parts of Manhattan.” 
 
    “Maybe this is habitable now,” Jones said. 
 
    “I’m taking a good long shower after this,” Shell said. 
 
    “Need help?” Freeze asked, Dempsey smacking the back of his head. 
 
    “Hey, man, she ain’t with you no more,” Freeze said. 
 
    “Still, no way, man,” Dempsey said. 
 
    Shell chuckled. “It’s fun having men fight over me.” 
 
    They left the station, on a traffic island between Franklin Street and West Broadway, looking across Varick at the east side of the triangle. 
 
    “That’s huge,” Jones said. “The parking structure covers that whole triangle?” 
 
    “Yeah,” Dannon said. “The opening is in the middle of the Franklin Street side. Our spotters are across the street.” 
 
    “We should go in via Leonard Street,” Dempsey said. “This looks like a lot of separate buildings. Which one has the enemy activity?” 
 
    “The one over the parking structure door,” Dannon said, “although looking at this now, we may have to check more of these buildings.” 
 
    “Let’s get to Leonard Street,” Dempsey said, trotting south on West Broadway, dense trees between him and the Varick side of the complex. The others followed, Dannon pausing next to one of the trees. “Laleh, you there?” 
 
    “Standing by,” she said. “What can I do for you?” 
 
    “I should’ve asked this before. Can you deploy some roaches to the second floor of that building across from the spotters?” 
 
    Laleh laughed. “We started that after you left. It was Vasil’s idea. They’re working their way down from the roofs of that building and one other one that has elevator access to the parking structure.” 
 
    “Shit, there are two elevators, huh?” 
 
    “Yeah, the second one is on the sharp end of the triangle, where Franklin and Leonard run into Hudson. Deal with the one on Franklin first, the roaches are almost where we need them there.” 
 
    “Got it. Any of you others listening to that?” 
 
    “Yeah, heard it all,” Dempsey said. 
 
    “Me too,” Moth said. 
 
    “Tad here. Go halfway down the Leonard Street side, and get on the roof… it’s a low building. You can access the windows of the target building that way. Looks like that’ll put you on the fourth floor, so you’ll go down a couple.” 
 
    “That’s good,” Dannon said. He rushed to catch up with the others, who were at the spot where West Broadway crosses Leonard. “Hear that?” 
 
    Dempsey turned to him. “Yep. Glad that second building is on the far end. If there’s anyone in there, they probably won’t see us.” 
 
    “Expect cameras all over the place,” Dannon said, “and be sharp. They might have seen us already. They’ve had time to get set up here.” 
 
    “Yeah, what he said,” Freeze said. “Hug the building.” 
 
    They turned onto Leonard, going west, seeing the squat building, Moth jumping on a windowsill and grabbing the edge of the roof, pulling himself up. Then he turned, pulling a cord out of one of his suit’s pockets, unwinding it, dropping it, tying the other end to a vent stack a few feet away from the edge. 
 
    “We can boost it easier,” Dannon said, standing in position, holding his hands together, Dempsey stepping up, Dannon raising him with all his might, Dempsey getting a hand hold, pulling himself up, Freeze doing the same for Dannon, all the men getting up that way except for Jones, who pulled the cord over, helping Shell to grab it, pushing her up. 
 
    “Hey, watch those hands,” she quipped, getting her feet onto the bricks, climbing up, making it to the top, Jones climbing up after her. 
 
    “Windows straight ahead,” Dannon said. “Let’s look for an unlocked one. Better if we don’t have to break glass.” 
 
    “Yeah,” Dempsey said, all of them trotting towards the wall. “That building was here long before this one. There are windows below the roof line.” 
 
    “New York,” Moth said, shaking his head. 
 
    “Quiet, look for an easy entry,” Dannon said. Freeze chuckled as they got close. “The windows are blown out, look.” 
 
    “That makes it easy,” Dannon said, getting to one, stepping inside, standing in a room, glass crunching under his feet, freezing, turning towards the others, pointing at the floor, then putting a finger to his lips. The group climbed inside, moving slowly, like walking on eggshells, keeping the noise to a minimum, Moth trying the door, opening it, poking a head out, pistol pointed ahead of himself in two handed grip, turning to the others, motioning them forward. They walked down a long hall, parts of the cubicle wall pushed down where a window was visible to the south. Moth stopped, holding up his hand, reading the evacuation placard on the wall to see where the stairs were. The others caught up, and he pointed at the spot, around the next corner and down about halfway. They snuck forward, getting to the stairwell, Moth opening the door, slipping inside, then coming back through. “Clear, we can go.” 
 
    They got on the stairs, taking them down two flights, Moth in front again, cracking the door, the smell of cigarettes hitting them. He put his finger to his lips, then slipped inside, walking down the hall next to the cubicle walls, hearing conversation in German, Dannon and Dempsey behind him now, Jones, Freeze, and Shell going around the other side. They inched up to a hallway opening ahead of them, dim light coming from that area, the voices getting louder, Dannon’s gun out now, suppressor on, slipping ahead of Moth, sprinting forward, turning at a cubicle opening, firing five times, the others hearing the thud of falling bodies as they caught up, looking inside, dead men wearing UN Peacekeeper gear.  
 
    Somebody cursed in German on the other side of the floor, then there were clicks of suppressed pistols, more thuds, someone crying out in pain, then a sickening crack, and silence. The two groups met by the elevator, the wall paneled with lead, the elevator doors clad with lead as well. 
 
    Dempsey looked at the lead on the wall, prying on it a little, feeling it give. “This isn’t on here very tight. What if we pull some of these panels off and toss them on top of the elevator car? Don’t take much to stop an elevator from working, and these are four by eight slabs of lead.” 
 
    “I like it,” Dannon said. “Freeze, Jones, give me a hand.” 
 
    The three of them approached the elevator door, prying it, pulling it open, seeing the lead cladding on top of the car, two stories below them. 
 
    “I’ll find something to block that open,” Moth said, rushing off, Shell going with him. 
 
    “Give me a hand with these panels,” Dempsey said. 
 
    “Hey, guys,” Tad said. “Don’t make a lot of noise up there yet, the garage door team just arrived. They need to get the door stopped before we alert the enemy fighters inside.” 
 
    “He’s right,” Dannon said, still holding onto one of the elevator doors. “Let’s close this, then get back and watch.” 
 
    “I think we can get these panels off without making any noise,” Dempsey said. “They’re held on with these brackets, see?” 
 
    Dannon, Freeze, and Jones walked away from the closed elevator and looked. Moth came back with Shell, carrying a couple wooden hat racks. 
 
    “Heard you, we’ll just set these here,” Shell said. 
 
    “Good,” Dempsey said. “Watch the elevator door, in case somebody comes up here. Use your suppressors.” 
 
    “Okay,” Shell said, Moth nodding in agreement. 
 
    “Yeah, I see what you mean,” Jones said, looking at the bracket. “How heavy are these?” 
 
    “They aren’t that thick,” Dannon said. “We could unscrew those brackets, then let the slabs down easy.” 
 
    “They heavy enough to stop up the elevator?” Moth asked. 
 
    “Yeah, anything touching the cable will stop the elevator,” Dempsey said. “Worked on them years ago.” 
 
    “They aren’t hydraulic?” 
 
    Dempsey chuckled. “In a building this old?” 
 
    “We saw cables when the door was open,” Freeze said. “No problem there.” 
 
    “I’ll go find us a screwdriver,” Dannon said. “Watch that door.” 
 
    He trotted to the cubicle where the dead UN Peacekeepers were, looking through drawers, then noticing the laptop screen, showing a map with locations all around Manhattan, The Bronx, and Queens. He grinned, getting out his thin phone, taking a photo of the screen, sending it to Mayor Fine’s data repository. “Vasil, you there?” 
 
    “Yeah, what’s up?” 
 
    “Took a picture of a laptop screen, in the cubicle where I iced a group of UN Peacekeepers. It shows locations of bases all over the city. Sent it to the main repository.” 
 
    “Really?” Vasil asked. “Good.” 
 
    “I’ll scroll around and see what else is there.” He used the mouse to move up and down, looking for anything that wasn’t shown on the screen, not seeing more. Then he opened the email application, seeing a line of urgent messages from UN High Command. “Enough of this, we need that screwdriver,” he said to himself. “Take the laptop when you leave.” 
 
    He continued searching through drawers, finding a small toolkit in one near the door of the cubicle, grabbing it and sprinting back to the elevator. “You guys hear what I told Vasil?” 
 
    Dempsey nodded. “This operation was worthwhile just for that.” 
 
    “Yep,” Dannon said, opening the toolbox, taking out a couple screwdrivers. “Let’s get to it.” 
 
    They started working on the lower bracket of the first panel, getting the screws out, carefully lowering the lead panel onto the floor, leaning it against the wall. Then Moth got their attention, pointing at the elevator, the up arrow lit. Everybody except for Shell and Moth slipped into a nearby cubicle, guns out, Moth and Shell going to either side, Moth getting behind a file cabinet, Shell getting behind a copy machine on a stand. The doors opened, two UN Peacekeepers walking out, one with a laptop, speaking to each other in French. Moth waited till the elevator doors closed, then popped out, shooting the first man, the other turning to run, Shell hitting him square in the chest. 
 
    Dannon came out, his gun at the ready. “Good idea, letting the elevator doors close first. That hid the noise.” 
 
    “So they got French and Germans in this outfit, huh?” Shell asked. 
 
    “Let’s get another panel off,” Dempsey said. 
 
    “We got the first staple in,” Zev said over the blue tooth. “Working on number two. The shipping containers are just down the block.” 
 
    “Thanks for the update,” Dannon said. 
 
    “How many did you find up there?” Slash asked. 
 
    “I shot five,” Dannon said. 
 
    “We got three on the other side of the floor, and two coming out of the elevator,” Shell said. 
 
    “I need to take the laptop, there are e-mails from UN High Command on there.” 
 
    Jace chuckled. “Yeah, I looked at your picture. There are symbols on some locations. I’ll bet those are the ammonium nitrate dumps.” 
 
    “Second staple in,” Zev said. “Make yourself useful, Slash. Get those spikes on the other ends of this door. I don’t trust these staples.” 
 
    “Yes, daddy.” 
 
    Shell snickered. “I love this outfit.” 
 
    Freeze and Dempsey had the screws off the brackets for the second lead panel, Jones and Moth holding it up, lowering it slowly when the bracket was free. 
 
    “Think these two will be enough to stop that elevator, or do you want another one?” Moth asked. 
 
    “These are big, ought to be enough,” Jones said. 
 
    “No, one more, just to be safe,” Dempsey said. 
 
    “Didn’t you say that it was easy to stop elevators?” Jones asked. 
 
    “One would be enough to stop the elevator from working,” Dempsey said. “I want to make sure there’s enough so the rats can’t get through the roof trap door. All this lead holding down the panel on top of the elevator car should do it. We ain’t doing anything else anyway.” 
 
    “He’s right,” Dannon said. “We need to get this done, then go to the other building and check.” 
 
    “Yeah, I was about to mention that,” Vasil said. 
 
    “All right,” Jones said, moving to the next panel, Dempsey and Freeze helping, Dannon going back to the cubicle, grabbing the laptop, Moth and Shell watching the elevator. 
 
    “All the staples are in,” Zev said. “Also the spikes. The shipping containers are on their way here now. I’m surprised these guys don’t see us.” 
 
    “They probably do,” Dannon said, “but they don’t know how to handle it.” 
 
    “Men coming out of the elevator in that other building,” Laleh said. “We’ve got two Falcons and a pod of roach drones over there. Shall I attack with the Falcons? They haven’t seen them yet.” 
 
    “How many?” Dannon asked. 
 
    “Looks like about twenty,” Laleh said. “More still coming out. They’re UN Peacekeepers.” 
 
    “Hey, we got two rocket launchers in the SUV,” Slash said. “Let’s get them out. Designate the targets with the roaches, babe.” 
 
    “Babe?” Tad asked, laughing. 
 
    “Do it,” Zev said. “We got to move the SUV out of the way, so take it down the street first.” 
 
    “Yeah, here come those shipping containers,” Slash said. 
 
    “Okay, I think we ought to stop up the elevator now,” Dannon said, setting the laptop down. “Let’s get the doors blocked open.” 
 
    Dannon, Freeze, and Jones pulled open the doors, Shell and Moth slipping the coatracks in the opening, the doors trying to close, stopping. 
 
    “It’s gonna take all of us to move this lead,” Dempsey said. The men went to the first one, moving it away from the wall, struggling to get it level between them, walking it to the elevator doors, turning, getting it up on the edge, pushing it in, letting it fall, the crash louder than they expected, the cable strained to one side. 
 
    Dempsey looked down at it. “Yeah, that elevator ain’t going nowhere.” 
 
    “Let’s get the others,” Dannon said. They rushed to the second one, doing the same thing again, struggling with the heavy slab, shoving it into the door, letting it fall, the pressure too much, the cable snapping. 
 
    “Get back!” shouted Dempsey, the others leaping away from the door, the car sliding down to the bottom floor, all of their phones buzzing them as the lead seal broke, the RFID apps picking up the signals. 
 
    “We’re getting RFID hits,” Zev said. 
 
    “Yeah, we just busted the elevator cable,” Dannon said, “and the car went down to the lower floor of the parking structure. We ruined their lead shielding.” 
 
    “Launchers outside,” Slash said. 
 
    “What’s the serial numbers?” Laleh asked. 
 
    Slash read them off to her. 
 
    “Okay, fire in the hole,” Laleh said. “We’re hitting the elevator and the room where the men are. This won’t kill all of them, so be ready.” 
 
    “What, no honey?” Eve asked. 
 
    “Shut up.” 
 
    Slash laughed, watching as the missiles took off, going straight up, then curving down towards the sharp end of the triangle. “There they go.” The sound of explosions filled the air. 
 
    “We got the shipping containers in place,” Zev said. “They can’t get out of that door now.” 
 
    “Did they even try to open them?” Vasil asked. 
 
    “Yeah, the staples were enough, sounded like the door’s motor burned out.” 
 
    “Smelled like it too,” Jace said. 
 
    There were several explosions to the east. 
 
    “What was that?” Dannon asked. 
 
    “Probably Blockbusters, came from the tunnel opening.” 
 
    “All right, let’s drop that last panel and get out of here,” Dempsey said. The team wrestled the last slab into place, dropping it, the lead slamming into the top of the elevator cab. 
 
    “There’s still Peacekeepers alive in that other building,” Laleh said. “Slash, can you reload the launcher?” 
 
    “Yeah,” he said. 
 
    “Let us know if that gets them,” Dannon said. “Any sign of enemy fighters outside?” 
 
    “Not so far,” Zev said. “We’re in position, and there are a bunch of citizens about a block away.” 
 
    More explosions came from the direction of the tunnel. 
 
    “Hope they got enough Blockbusters over there,” Dannon said. “Let’s get out of this building.” 
 
    The team left, rushing back onto the roof, just in time to see more missiles slam into the building at the sharp end of the triangle, the explosions blowing debris towards them. 
 
    “Get down!” Dempsey shouted, all of them hitting the deck. 
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    Exhaust 
 
   G renades exploded one after another in the hot zone. 
 
    “There’s a shitload of those UN vans,” Chippy said from behind the wheel of his Blockbuster.” 
 
    “Yeah, you ain’t kidding,” Wick shouted, firing his grenade launcher, hitting a group of three who were racing towards the enemy base, two bursting into flames, the other slamming into a building on Varick Street, just before Moore Street. 
 
    “My RFID app just went off,” Chippy said. “Glad we got these apps now.” 
 
    “Hey, Duce, you seeing anybody on Hudson Street yet?” Chippy asked. 
 
    “Not yet, but we’ll see them any minute,” Duce said. “What if they go over to Greenwich?” 
 
    “Don’t go that far south,” Kenny said. “There are thousands of resistance fighters around the base. Just get who you can.” 
 
    “We ought to be closer to the openings of the tunnel,” Duce said. 
 
    “You can’t see if they bring anything big there to shoot at you,” Chippy said. “Don’t do it, man.” 
 
    “All right, all right,” Duce said. 
 
    “Hey, you guys hear that?” Wick asked. “Planes in the distance.” 
 
    “That sounds like prop planes,” Duce said. “I’ll bet it’s those AC-130 gunships. Remember, the Philly team was gonna shut down the tunnel from the Jersey side.” 
 
    “Stay sharp, more of the vans coming, getting onto Varick,” Wick shouted, firing his grenade launcher, his partner on the machine gun now, wailing away as six vans rushed towards them, grenades hitting one on the far-left side, sending the van out of control, knocking into the one to the right of it, causing a chain reaction, all of them crashing, spinning on the street, leaving it impassible. “See, just like bowling. You got to hit the right pin.” 
 
    Chippy cracked up. “That’s gonna stop up Varick Street pretty good. 
 
    The air was filled with machinegun fire and cannon blasts from the west. 
 
    “Yep, those are the AC-130s all right,” Duce said. “Uh oh, more coming down Hudson Street. You ready, Kenny?” 
 
    “I was born ready.” 
 
    Duce chuckled, opening fire with his grenade launcher, hitting the lead in a group of six vans, coming in single file this time, the first one exploding, the second and third smashing into them, not able to stop with the added weight they were carrying. 
 
    Kenny opened fire, getting the vans that were following, the explosions across the river getting louder as the gunships unloaded. Then the side of his vehicle was peppered with machinegun fire. 
 
    “Sam, nail those guys with the machine gun,” Kenny said, throwing the blockbuster into reverse, backing up. “Heads up, everybody, ground troops coming in.” 
 
    “We heard you,” Chippy said. “Seeing some too, not close enough yet. We’ve barely used our machineguns so far. Plenty of ammo left.” 
 
    “The flow of vans quit,” Wick said. “Those gunships stopped them from the Jersey side. I’ll bet there are a bunch of Philly resistance fighters coming in, too.” 
 
    “Yeah,” Duce said, spinning his Blockbuster around, driving towards the base. “Let’s go protect the people working at the base.” 
 
    “Hey, it’s Satch. The citizens are coming in from the east, flooding the area, ready to fight. Mayor Fine’s guys are working on extermination now.” 
 
    “Nobody came out of that base?” Kenny asked. 
 
    “Nope, they blocked up the only street entrance. Fired a bunch of rockets into the building on the Hudson Street side. Knocked out people across the street, on the second floor. They got a bank of propane generators set up and running, the exhaust is going into the ventilation system. I can see them from here. Glad the citizens are showing up, they’ll keep the troops busy until Mayor Fine’s team gets done.” 
 
    “I can see the base now,” Kenny said, his blockbuster still getting pelted by small arms fire. “Sam, get on those guys.” 
 
    “You’re moving too fast, man.” 
 
    “Oh,” Kenny said, slamming on the brakes. “There.” 
 
    “Thanks,” Sam said, opening fire, mowing down the group of UN Peacekeepers chasing them. The few that survived dived behind cover. “Okay, you can start again.” 
 
    Kenny took off, spinning the Blockbuster around on Leonard Street, watching. Duce’s Blockbuster flew around the corner, stopping behind Kenny’s rig, pointing the other direction. 
 
    “This okay?” Duce asked. “We can cover both directions on Leonard Street.” 
 
    “Yeah,” Kenny said. “Wick and Chippy, where are you guys?” 
 
    “Pointed both ways on Franklin Street,” Chippy said. “We can see where the generators are. We’ll keep an eye. The citizens are setting up on both sides of the street, waiting for anybody who might come.” 
 
    “Good, Duce said. Let’s sit tight and watch.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    “Blumenthal, where’s your team?” Derrick asked, sitting in the SUV with the others, parked. 
 
    “Going the wrong way on 14th Street, towards the westbound opening of the tunnel. The semi is in the middle of us. You see the damage? Those gunships nailed a lot of UN vans, they’re wrecked all over the place.” 
 
    “Nobody shooting at you?” 
 
    “Not yet,” Blumenthal said. “Where are you guys?” 
 
    “Next to our semi-truck, in front of the toll plaza, eastbound side of the tunnel opening. All four blockbusters are with us, I’ll send two of them to your side.” 
 
    “Heard that,” Rob said. “We’re splitting up now.” 
 
    “Good,” Blumenthal said. “We’re gonna set up all around the entrance.” 
 
    “Hey, the choppers are here,” Bailey said, pointing out the window. “Look.” 
 
    “Yeah, knew they’d be here,” Blumenthal said. “They might not have much to do after those gunships. Lots of RFID hits, but they ain’t moving.” 
 
    “I’m surprised we aren’t seeing any moving this direction,” Derrick said. “We’re moving towards the tunnel entrance with the Semi now.” 
 
    Derrick waved to the semi crew, pointing to the tunnel entrance, the semi making it to the entrance in less than a minute, flanked by two Blockbusters, pulling about forty yards into the tunnel. Derrick, Pat, Bailey, and Hymie got out of the car, walking towards the tunnel entrance, their eyes darting around, looking for enemy fighters. 
 
    “Hey, wait, I need the detonators,” Bailey said, racing back to the SUV, getting them from the back.  
 
    The semi driver was out of the cab, dropping the skids on the front of the trailer while the Blockbusters kept their guns pointed down the tunnel. 
 
    “Got enough room to get the cab out?” Derrick asked. 
 
    The driver nodded. “Yeah, no problem. My boss might be a little upset about his trailer.” 
 
    “We’ll compensate him,” Pat said. “Thanks for this.” 
 
    He looked at her. “It’s my country too. You Pat Smetana?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “I ain’t got the words,” he said. “You and your husband ought to be on frigging Mount Rushmore.” 
 
    “We’re all doing our part,” Pat said.  
 
    The driver nodded, going to the hitch now, unlocking it from the cab. “Ready to go. I’ll stick around in case you need me.” He climbed into his cab and started the engine, pulling forward, going wide to the right and turning, heading out of the tunnel, driving back towards the toll plaza. Bailey rushed over, opening the back of the semi-trailer, climbing inside, seeing a mountain of clear plastic bags filled with white powder. “Geez, this is gonna make a big bang.” 
 
    “Hurry up, man, this makes me nervous as hell,” Hymie said. 
 
    “Don’t rush me, Junior,” Bailey said, taking out one of the detonators, checking the remote pairing, then sticking the probe end of the detonator into a bag about a third of the way in. He backed his way out of the trailer and closed the doors, joining Hymie. 
 
    “Well?” 
 
    Bailey laughed. “that’s the easiest thing to do. C’mon, let’s go rig up the westbound opening. Can we walk there?” 
 
    “Yeah, take a right, across the parking lot,” Hymie said. 
 
    They waved to Derrick and Pat, who were by the SUV with their rifles, watching the area. 
 
    “Hey, man,” Bailey said over the call. “Move those Blockbusters way back. At least as far as that toll plaza, and get your SUV there too. This is gonna blow up big.” 
 
    “Roger that, just here to watch for you guys. Blumenthal, your trailer in the tunnel yet?” 
 
    “Yeah,” he said. “We’re getting the cab unhitched now. I’m getting nervous. Don’t believe there aren’t enemy fighters around here.” 
 
    Hymie looked around. “Yeah, he’s right, man, it’s too quiet.” 
 
    They kept walking through the parking lot, staying close to the truck trailers sitting here and there, almost to the westbound opening when a shot rang out. 
 
    “Get down!” Hymie cried, hitting the dirt, Bailey doing the same. Blumenthal’s men opened fire, shooting in the direction the shot came from, but then shots came from the east, machine guns. A Blockbuster from the eastbound entrance backed up fast, firing a salvo of grenades at the source of the fire, stopping it, Bailey getting up and sprinting, getting onto the road, Blumenthal there waiting, Hymie showing up a second later, blood running off his shoulder. 
 
    “Shit, man, you’re hit,” Bailey said, rushing to him. 
 
    “I only got nicked,” he said, the gunfire continuing behind them. “Get this thing set. We need to blow it and split.” 
 
    Suddenly the sound of rapid machine gun fire went off above them, an Apache strafing the area above the tunnel entrances to the east, two missiles firing, the concussion of the explosions rocking all of them. 
 
    “That won’t set this stuff off, will it?” Blumenthal asked. 
 
    “No,” Bailey said, opening the trailer doors, the cab coming out, driving west on 14th Street at a good clip, hit with machinegun fire but not stopping, another Apache seeing the shooters, splattering them against the wall they were next to with machinegun fire. 
 
    “You need help, man?” Blumenthal asked. 
 
    “No, only takes a second,” Bailey said, pairing the detonator to the other remote, putting the probe into a bag. He got out of the trailer and closed the doors, motioning for the blockbusters to take off. 
 
    “All right, let’s get the hell away,” Bailey said. “This bang is gonna be huge.” 
 
    “Climb into our car,” Blumenthal said, rushing over to it, gunfire going off again, hitting the tires of that vehicle. 
 
    “Shit, guess we got to go with Plan B,” Bailey said, all of them running to the west as an Apache came in, seeing the shooters, killing them with machinegun fire, blowing up their cover with a missile. 
 
    “C’mon,” Bailey shouted, “further than this. You out of the way, Derrick?” 
 
    “Yeah, we’re past the toll plaza now. That far enough?” 
 
    “Should be,” Bailey said. One of Blumenthal’s other vehicles pulled up, the doors opening, Hymie, Bailey, and Blumenthal getting in, the car taking off, tires squealing, racing west, getting past the trucking company, behind the buildings on Marin Boulevard. 
 
    “Far enough?” Blumenthal asked. 
 
    “Yeah, perfect,” Bailey said. “Hey, Whitaker, you there?” 
 
    “I am.” 
 
    “Tell your choppers to get away from the tunnel openings. This is gonna be huge, might knock them out of the sky.” 
 
    “I heard that,” Frakes said. “You hear that, Cain?” 
 
    “Got it,” he said. 
 
    Bailey looked up, seeing the choppers fly over their heads, going west. 
 
    “We won’t go too far,” Frakes said. “Just in case you need help getting out of here.” 
 
    “Thanks,” Derrick said. “Blow them, Bailey.” 
 
    Bailey took out both detonators, holding one in each hand. “Hold your ears.” 
 
    Hymie cracked up. “Just blow it, old man.” 
 
    Bailey grinned, pushing the buttons, the explosions sounding huge, pieces of concrete and metal flying up several hundred feet, coming down a moment later, a few too close to them for comfort. 
 
    “Geez Louise,” Pat said. “My ears are gonna be ringing for a week.” 
 
    “That’s why I said to hold your ears,” Bailey said. “We should go make sure this did the job.” 
 
    “I brought binoculars,” Blumenthal said. “Ah, shit, they were in the other car.” 
 
    “Don’t worry, boss, I got some,” said the driver of the second car. By the time Blumenthal had them, the multitude of citizen fighters were gathering, looking at the damage, laughing and crying and cheering. 
 
    “Nobody’s getting through either side,” Blumenthal said, holding out the binoculars to Bailey, who took a look, laughing. 
 
    “That was fun.” 
 
    “Yeah, give me the binos, Grandpa,” Hymie said. He took them, looking. “Holy shit. That’ll take some taxpayer dollars to fix.” 
 
    “Want a ride to the other side?” Blumenthal asked. 
 
    “Sure, thanks,” Hymie said, handing the binoculars back to the driver. “You need help with your car first?” 
 
    “It’s a beater, I’m going to empty it and leave it. Figured it’d get shot up.” 
 
    “You didn’t see it in the binoculars?” Bailey asked. “There’s a huge slab of cement sitting on the hood. It’s not going anywhere.” 
 
    Hymie and Bailey got into the car with Blumenthal, and they went by his car so he could get his stuff, then joined Derrick and Pat. They agreed to get together soon to talk future strategy, then took off for home, the multitude of citizens heading to their homes as well. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    “How are you gonna know when they’re all dead?” Slash asked, standing by Vasil. 
 
    “I’m gonna crack open some of the vents and do some measurements in another twenty minutes or so.” 
 
    They heard a loud impact behind the garage door. 
 
    “They’re trying to crash through,” Vasil said. “Jace, you down there?” 
 
    “Yeah. They can’t budge the doors, these shipping containers are wedged in good, and they’re full of scrap metal. They weigh quite a few tons each.” 
 
    “Seeing cracks where the gas could escape?” Slash asked. 
 
    “They haven’t even broken the staples loose,” Taylor said. The door took another hit from the inside, making her jump. “There’s another one. They’ve probably just got a couple vans in there.” 
 
    “That won’t be enough,” Dannon said. “By the way, that building on the far side is clear. Everybody’s dead, and the elevator shaft collapsed.” 
 
    “If that’s the case, we ought to bring the semi-trucks over here and pump some diesel exhaust in,” Slash said. “Probably a lot more volume.” 
 
    Vasil thought about it a moment, then nodded. “Yeah, they know what we’re doing. It’ll kill them a lot faster.” 
 
    “I’ll go talk to the guy. You got another set of ducting?” 
 
    “I’ll take it off a generator. One truck will put out several times what all four generators are putting out.” 
 
    “This is kinda sick,” Taylor said. 
 
    “Remember what they did,” Vasil replied. “I’m not having much sympathy.” 
 
    An old, scrawny looking man walked across the street, watching what Vasil was doing. “Howdy.” 
 
    Vasil turned, smiling. “I’ll bet you’re Satch.” 
 
    “I am,” he said, holding out his hand. They shook. 
 
    “I’m Vasil. You saved a lot of people, Satch.” 
 
    “Yeah, you did. I’m Slash.” They shook hands too. 
 
    “Was hoping to see those two wheeled things,” Satch said, smiling. 
 
    “Excuse me a moment,” Vasil said, getting up to guide the semi-cab over. 
 
    “What’s he doing?” Satch asked. 
 
    “They already know what we’re doing to them, tried to break out the door. Using diesel exhaust from that big unit there will go a lot faster than these propane generators.” 
 
    “Oh. At least it’s not a bad way to go. They’ll just fall asleep. Not as bad as what they’ve done to us a lot of times.” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “How about those two-wheelers?” Satch asked. 
 
    “Some of us came in on them,” Slash said. “When we’re ready to leave, I’ll take you over and show them to you.” 
 
    “That’d be great,” Satch said. 
 
    “What were you doing down here, anyway?” 
 
    Satch laughed. “Scavenging. There’s a lot of good stuff down here.” 
 
    “Oh. Makes sense, actually. You’re on the Blockbuster team?” 
 
    “Mainly procurement, which is why I was here.” 
 
    They turned towards Vasil, watching him connect the ducting, telling the truck driver to fire up the engine. He climbed into the cab, starting it up, then putting on some gas, getting the engine up above idle, Vasil giving him a thumb up. 
 
    “They’ll notice the smell,” Vasil said. “Monitor those doors, Jace.” 
 
    “Will do,” Jace replied. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Georgi Provoost was sitting in front of his laptop, still in the bunker. His phone rang. He looked at the number, not recognizing it. He showed his phone to Bridgette. “Know who this is?” 
 
    Her eyes got wide. “That’s the Commission President.” 
 
    “Okay, I’d better take this in our office.” He accepted the call. “You survived, good. I’m going into my office.” 
 
    “Thank you,” she said. 
 
    Georgi picked up his laptop and carried it into the office, shutting the door, putting the phone on speaker. “Okay, I’m alone.” 
 
    “First of all, thank you, from the bottom of my heart. I followed your advice, and brought the whole team down here. We survived because of you.” 
 
    “I’m so glad to hear that, Madame President.” 
 
    “Call me Cerise. I hope you’ll reconsider your resignation.” 
 
    “Okay, Cerise. Have you heard anything from the Americans?” 
 
    “Dead silence, and I don’t know who to call. Something big happened in Manhattan and New Jersey.” 
 
    “A battle?” 
 
    “Saladin had a base on the edge of the hot zone. Mayor Fine’s team figured it out. Sounds like they slaughtered the lot of them, and then someone blew up the New Jersey side of the Holland Tunnel.” 
 
    “So our people can’t escape,” Georgi said. “My worst fears are coming true.” 
 
    “What did they hit us with? Our sensors aren’t working. Was it nuclear?” 
 
    Georgi sighed. “They hit us with the same kind of weapon that we used on Halifax and Boston.” 
 
    “What? Are you sure?” 
 
    “I’m sure, there’s no radiation profile. The temp rose to nuclear levels, though, and our cameras are showing piles of goo like we saw in Halifax.” 
 
    “How could they duplicate it that fast?” 
 
    “I doubt if they did,” Georgi said. “I’ll bet Captain Schroeder stole it from them. If they have versions they can drop from B21s, they’re more advanced than we are.” 
 
    “What makes you think they used B21s?” 
 
    “It’s the only thing they have of sufficient size that our radar systems can’t see.” 
 
    “Oh. All right, makes sense. What do you think we should do?” 
 
    “I’m a military leader, not a diplomatic leader. There isn’t a military solution. We can’t beat them.” 
 
    “But what about all those Islamists and UN Peacekeepers in their country?” 
 
    “The Americans have been slaughtering them so far,” Georgi said. 
 
    “You think we should surrender?” 
 
    “That’s not my decision, but I don’t see another way, Cerise.” 
 
    “Are they strong enough to invade us, to take us over?” 
 
    “No,” Georgi said. “But they are strong enough to destroy the forces we and the UN have in their country. They’ll concentrate on that, but if we attack them to slow it down, they’ll retaliate. We should cut our losses and make peace. We need to cut off the UN too, they’re poison.” 
 
    Cerise was silent for a moment. “Okay, I’ll take your thoughts to the council. Thank you again for saving us.” 
 
      
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    { 9 } 
 
    Deception 
 
   M ayor Fine, Tracy, and Chief Harvey sat in the intel room, studying the screenshot that Dannon sent. 
 
    “This is a gold mine,” Chief Harvey said. “We’ll have the enemy on the run with this.” 
 
    “But how many people will be killed?” Tracy asked. 
 
    Mayor Fine looked down at the table, then over at Tracy. “If we aren’t very careful, it will be a bloodbath.” 
 
    “At least this crisis seems to be winding down,” Tracy said. “It’ll be interesting to see the response on the Belgium attack.” 
 
    “I’m wondering why you haven’t heard from Washington, DC yet,” Mayor Fine said. “We don’t even know who is running the Federal government.” 
 
    “I’m getting worried about that,” Chief Harvey said. “We should be seeing positive movement if the enemy plants in our government have really been exposed. We’re still using civilians and rogue military units on our operations. Should’ve had official help on that. There are channels that should be open to the Apache and AC-130 bases in Pennsylvania by now.” 
 
    Mayor Fine’s phone rang. He looked at the readout, it was Jared Carlson. He answered, putting it on speaker. 
 
    “Jared, how are you?” 
 
    “I’ve been better. Are you alone?” 
 
    “Tracy, Chief Harvey, and I are in a conference room.” 
 
    “Good, lock the door,” Jared said. 
 
    Chief Harvey got up and did that. 
 
    “This sounds serious,” Tracy said. 
 
    “Our retaking of the government didn’t get very far,” Jared said. “It was an internal power struggle. The forces controlling the government decided that Borden wasn’t up to the job, so they got rid of him and his allies. General Hogan’s associates took advantage of the confusion and destroyed the EU Navy task force with air force cruise missiles. Somebody else hit Brussels. We don’t know who yet.” 
 
    “Dammit,” Chief Harvey said. “I thought we were nearing the end of this war.” 
 
    “Is General Hogan safe?” Tracy asked. 
 
    “Yes,” Jared said. “You heard about the Philly team’s operation?” 
 
    “I heard they blew up the Jersey side of the Holland Tunnel,” Mayor Fine said. “You know what we did.” 
 
    “Yes, you ruined the Islamist base in the hot zone,” Jared said. “Have you debriefed your team yet?” 
 
    “They’re on the way back,” Mayor Fine said. “Why?” 
 
    “Just wondering if they got any intel from the facility.” 
 
    “They did, we were just discussing it,” Mayor Fine said. “We got a map showing their bases in New York City, all Boroughs.” 
 
    “Be careful with it,” Jared said. “I’m wondering why they let your operation go forward. They had plenty of time to prepare for an assault.” 
 
    “The laptop wasn’t in the parking structure, it was in offices above it.” 
 
    “So they were watching from there,” Jared said. “How did you defeat them?” 
 
    “Dan Dannon’s commandos killed them inside the office area. There was another group in a building on the far side of the block. Our Falcon and Roach drone team took them out.” 
 
    “Oh. That’s good, you have a very capable team.” 
 
    “And great hardware from you,” Chief Harvey said. 
 
    “Hope it’s not too little too late.” 
 
    “We can still lose this war?” Mayor Fine asked. 
 
    “Well, we don’t have control of the government yet,” Jared said. “That concerns me. This conspiracy runs deeper than I thought. I should go, I need to make more phone calls. Proceed with caution.” 
 
    “Hey, one more thing,” Chief Harvey said. “Is the Carrier Battle Group still on the way?” 
 
    “Last I checked, yes, but they’re not headed towards the mid-Atlantic. They’re headed much further south. Don’t count on them to help.” 
 
    “Shit,” Chief Harvey said. “I can’t raise my contacts anymore.” 
 
    “Don’t give anybody in the navy information about your operations,” Jared said. “Talk to you soon.” 
 
    The call ended. 
 
    “And I was feeling so good ten minutes ago,” Mayor Fine said. 
 
    Somebody tried to open the door to the conference room. 
 
    “Just a sec,” Chief Harvey said, getting up, unlocking it. Dan Dannon came in with a laptop in his hands, Vasil following him in. 
 
    “Good, you’re back,” Mayor Fine said. “That’s the laptop?” 
 
    “Yeah,” Dannon said. 
 
    “You guys look like we feel,” Tracy said. 
 
    “Oh, something happened?” Vasil asked. 
 
    “Call from your boss,” Mayor Fine said. “The take-back of our government stopped with the arrest of the Borden Administration.” 
 
    Dannon and Vasil looked at each other, then back at them. 
 
    “What’s wrong? Tracy asked.” 
 
    “We were played,” Dannon said. 
 
    “How?” Mayor Fine asked. 
 
    “There were under ten thousand bodies in that facility, and very few weapons,” Vasil said. “I’m glad we didn’t blow it up… that’s what they expected. It would’ve been harder to tell what they did.” 
 
    “I don’t understand,” Tracy said. “What are you saying?” 
 
    “The Islamists there were deserters,” Dannon said. “The inside was mostly cells. These men were prisoners. The traffic we saw was fake.” 
 
    Vasil nodded, looking at Dannon’s screen shot, still up on the screen. “We can’t trust that map. I’ll bet every one of those locations is a trap. They want to smoke us out.” 
 
    “I’m not convinced yet,” Dannon said, “but we need to use our technology to check, no commandos. Falcons and Roach drones only. The guys on the second floor didn’t expect to be killed. They planned to draw us in and blow up the top buildings while they slipped out.” 
 
    “So that laptop might still be valuable?” Chief Harvey asked. 
 
    “Maybe,” Dannon said. “Luckily we didn’t blow up both of the upstairs areas.” 
 
    “I’m not getting you,” Mayor Fine said. 
 
    “After we saw what was inside the parking structure, my team took a closer look at the upstairs office area. We found charges set all over the place. The remote detonator was in the pocket of a Peacekeeper I killed, in the same cubicle with this laptop. They didn’t expect our team to be as good as we are. We killed them all before they could execute their plan.” 
 
    “They probably rigged the other exterior area too, but the Roach drone missiles blew that area up,” Vasil said. 
 
    “We should’ve known,” Dannon said. “Remember how this started? They used the fact that the backup hub was there, and made us believe the main hub was also in danger. Good thing Cary and Hector knew neither of the hubs were critical.” 
 
    “And it’s a good thing they don’t know about our technology,” Vasil said. “The drones kept us from sending a commando team into the main hub. I’ll bet there was a setup there. Might still be, we should investigate for booby traps before some poor maintenance guy blows himself up.” 
 
    “Okay, we dodged some bullets,” Mayor Fine said, “but what now?” 
 
    “Use the technology to investigate the places on the map,” Chief Harvey said. “If they’re legit, we can trust the other information on that laptop.” 
 
    “Yes, that should be our path forward,” Dannon said. “You guys should brief Jared on this too.” 
 
    “Wonder if they counted on losing the Holland Tunnel?” Tracy asked. 
 
    “I’ll bet they didn’t,” Chief Harvey said. “You know, this isn’t all bad. They didn’t expect us to figure out what they did.” 
 
    Dannon looked down, thinking for a moment. “There might be a real enemy base someplace between the Holland Tunnel and the phony base. They delivered the real payload first, then drove to the phony base and pretended they were dropping the troops there.” 
 
    “That’s kind of thin, isn’t it?” Mayor Fine asked. “How did they know we’d be watching them make deliveries to the phony base?” 
 
    “They wanted us to know about that base, and the possibility of a base at the main hub,” Chief Harvey said. 
 
    “Satch,” Vasil said. “He might be an operative.” 
 
    “Oh, shit,” Dannon said. “I’ll bet you’re right. We need to roust him.” 
 
    “Does he know where the Blockbuster shop is?” Chief Harvey asked. 
 
    “Shit,” Vasil said. “He wanted to see the hybrids, was bugging Slash about it.” 
 
    “You didn’t show him anything, did you?” Mayor Fine asked. 
 
    “No, the way he was asking bothered Slash. We decided to shine the guy on. Split while he wasn’t looking.” 
 
    “I’ll call Rico and Duffy right now,” Chief Harvey said. He pulled out his cellphone and hit their contact. It rang a couple times, then picked up. 
 
    “Rico here, is this Chief Harvey?” 
 
    “Yeah,” Chief Harvey said. “I’m with the Mayor’s team. We have a question.” 
 
    “Shoot.” 
 
    “Does Satch know where your shop is?” 
 
    “No,” Rico said. “We don’t tell any of the outer band folks where it is, in case they get captured. The only guys who know where it is are Duce and Kenny, and they’re clean. We’ve known them since grade school.” 
 
    “Good. We have reason to believe that Satch was working with the enemy. Don’t trust him, and don’t give him any information.” 
 
    “He didn’t call you on a land line, did he?” Vasil asked. 
 
    “Naw, only on Kenny’s cell phone,” Rico said. “Now you’re scaring me, I’d better chat with Duffy, Kenny, and Duce about this. That operation was a setup, wasn’t it?” 
 
    “Yes,” Dannon said. “Don’t spread that outside your inner circle. The enemy doesn’t know we figured it out.” 
 
    “Okay, I’ll be careful. Thanks for the info.” 
 
    “Thank you,” Chief Harvey said. “Be careful, keep your eyes open.” 
 
    “Will do. You too.” 
 
    The call ended. 
 
    “Shit, I wish we had a good secure place for those guys,” Tracy said. 
 
    “They’re smart,” Chief Harvey said. “They’ll be okay, at least for now. I’ll find out where this guy Satch lives.” 
 
    “Good, pass it to me, and I’ll go down there to have a chat.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Jaak, Henry, and Ross got off a call with Jared, where he told them about the failed re-taking of the Federal Government, and the setup at the hot zone base in Manhattan. 
 
    “This doesn’t surprise me,” Ross said. “There should’ve been more military action.” 
 
    “Well, better to know,” Jaak said. “I was going to hold off going after the remains of the university recruitment operation. We need to move forward on that as soon as possible. Henry, heard anything from Jay Green?” 
 
    “Not yet,” Henry said. “I planned on calling him after this meeting.” 
 
    “I’m waiting for the other shoe to drop,” Ross said. “What about that attack on Brussels? Are they going to let that go?” 
 
    “They might,” Henry said. “We’ve got a tit for tat situation there.” 
 
    “I wonder if they know,” Jaak said. “The EU might not be as close to the action in the US as we’re thinking. I smell Mateo, and Daan Mertins.” 
 
    “What about Saladin?” Ross asked. 
 
    Jaak chuckled. “Saladin can’t find his ass with both hands. He’s lost the entire west coast, and he’s screwed up here too. I’m surprised the enemy leadership hasn’t eliminated him.” 
 
    Henry’s phone rang. He looked at the number… it was Jay Green. He answered it, having a hushed conversation, then put the phone in front of him and hit the speaker button. “It’s Jay Green.” 
 
    Jaak and Henry stopped chatting, looking over at Henry. “Go ahead,” Jaak said. 
 
    Henry nodded. “So there were some new people with Professor Alonzo, you were saying?” 
 
    “Yes. I’m not so sure it’s all roses for him, though. He was having an argument on the phone when I got to class last night. I figured it was about the EU navy battle and President Borden’s arrest. Oh, and I heard about the attack on Brussels when I was there. Was that us?” 
 
    “We’re not sure,” Jaak said. “Sounds like B21s were used to deliver the bombs, but intel is saying that they dropped the same weapons the EU navy used against Halifax and Boston.” 
 
    “You just got that?” Ross asked. 
 
    “Yes, text just now,” Jaak said. “This whole thing stinks to high heaven.” 
 
    “I think Alonzo is scared,” Jay said. “He’s getting squeezed by somebody, and in turn he’s squeezing us. Tried getting heavy handed last night. Several of his students left. One of them was Josh Cane.” 
 
    “The football star?” Henry asked. 
 
    “Yeah, they were holding his scholarship over his head. He snapped last night, said that he’d never have a pro career now. Said he wasn’t sure whether to beat Alonzo to death or just leave.” 
 
    Ross laughed. “Always liked watching him. Now I respect him for other reasons. What’s he gonna do?” 
 
    “He said he planned to join the resistance,” Jay said. “I hope he’s careful. Nice guy, outstanding football player. Not that bright.” 
 
    “Steer clear of him,” Henry said. “So you think Alonzo is gonna ramp up?” 
 
    “Yeah. I’ll be honest with you guys… I’m almost at the end of my rope. Might be time to disappear.” 
 
    “We won’t need you much longer,” Henry said. “It’s time to bring Mr. Alonzo and his team to a violent end.” 
 
    Jay laughed. “If you called him Mr. Alonzo to his face he’d go off.” 
 
    “He doesn’t deserve to be called professor,” Henry said. 
 
    “Agreed,” Jay said. “What do you need me to do?” 
 
    “Look, Jay, we can get them without you if you want to disappear.” Jaak said. “We don’t want you getting hurt.” 
 
    There was a pause on the line. “He’s hurting somebody I care about. If me sticking around will hasten Alonzo’s demise, I’ll do it.” 
 
    “Okay,” Henry said. “We need to know the places he frequents, and anyone else that’s in his orbit, but don’t risk too much finding this stuff out.” 
 
    “Okay, I already know a lot,” Jay said. “I’ll stick with it and keep my eyes open, but I won’t get too close to the guy. For all I know Josh and some of his friends will come take him out, and I don’t want to be caught in the crossfire if that happens.” 
 
    “Do what you can, but keep your distance,” Henry said. 
 
    “Okay, I’ll see what I can do. You need any more recruits?” 
 
    “Yes. I was going to talk to you after we finished this.” 
 
    “Good. Living through this has awakened a political side in me. We have to stop these people.” 
 
    “Don’t dwell on that yet, keep focused,” Jaak said. 
 
    “I understand,” Jay said. “Got to go… there’s an Alonzo meeting coming up in half an hour.” 
 
    “Be careful,” Henry said. “Talk to you later.” The call ended. 
 
    “I hope he survives this,” Jaak said. “Sounds like a good kid.” 
 
    “He is,” Henry said. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Lance listened as the phone rang, Mateo picking up on the tenth ring. 
 
    “What do you want, Lance. I’m busy.” 
 
    “You son of a bitch.” 
 
    “I beg your pardon? Like I said, I’m busy.” 
 
    “You’re still trying to get a full-scale war going between the EU and the US. Where’d you get the airborne version of Captain Schroeder’s weapon?” 
 
    “What are you talking about?” 
 
    “C’mon, I did some digging. We didn’t lose control of the US military for long. Some rogue officers launched the cruise missile attack on the EU navy task force, but that’s it. You guys got rid of President Borden and his administration. The rest of our people are still in place.” 
 
    “Lance, I’m too busy for this.” 
 
    “I’ve caught you, Mateo. Hacked into the US Airforce’s flight log system. No B21 bombers were deployed when this attack on Brussels happened. Do you know what were deployed?” 
 
    Mateo sighed. “You’re going to tell me.” 
 
    “Belgian F35s. Ten of them. They’re a fighter bomber. How’d you get around Georgi? Their stealth makes it hard to tell what they are from the radar data.” 
 
    “What do you want from me, Lance? I don’t have to check with you on everything.” 
 
    “You let our team think we lost control of the US government on purpose. Hell, Chucky and Margaret flew the coup. The Poodle probably did too.” 
 
    Mateo burst out laughing. “Chucky and Margaret? All right, that was funny.” 
 
    “Hardee har har,” Lance said. “Why did you do this?” 
 
    “Maggie would’ve vetoed it. You know this. We were dying of stagnation. The team lost hope after Saladin’s screwup of the west coast campaign. Somebody had to save this operation. Do you plan to tell the others?” 
 
    “The EU won’t attack the US. The EU Commission President will not stand for it. I doubt if you could get Georgi to go along either.” 
 
    “The late leadership of the EU will be replaced by new people. I’ve already picked them out.” 
 
    Lance chuckled. “You don’t know, do you?” 
 
    “Don’t know what?” 
 
    “The EU Commission President and Georgi survived, with most of their staffs. Georgi got worried after the cruise missile attack on the EU navy and ordered everybody into bunkers.” 
 
    “Do you have proof of this?” 
 
    “Yeah, I hacked into their comm system, and can see their messages back and forth. They’re still in bunkers, untouchable for now.” 
 
    “This might not be all bad. If they’re still alive, they’ll think the US made the attack. They will retaliate.” 
 
    “I told you, I can see their messages. Georgi isn’t stupid… he’s already suspicious, and he’ll figure it out fast. They’re discussing a peace overture with the US, and are on the verge of cutting off the UN.” 
 
    “They wouldn’t dare,” Mateo said. “Send me those messages.” 
 
    “I’ll provide them, if you quit lying to me. I want to know how much trouble we’re really in. My life might depend on it.” 
 
    “Your life depends on how you talk to me.” 
 
    Lance laughed. “I’m going to hang up now.” 
 
    “Wait,” Mateo said. “Sorry, it’s been a frustrating day.” 
 
    “Seems to me you’re getting everything you wanted.” 
 
    “Not everything is going well, Lance. I’ll bring you in on the discussions. Send me those messages.” 
 
    “All right, I’ll send them right now. 
 
    “Thanks, Lance.” The call ended. 
 
    Lance leaned back in his chair, his mind trying to trace all the possibilities. His daughter's wicked, smiling face appeared in his mind. He shut his eyes hard, trying to will the image away. It wasn’t working. 
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    Purge 
 
   D annon, Dempsey, and the rest of the team rode the mole vehicle, Tad and Eve in the cockpit. 
 
    “You guys should’ve waited until tomorrow,” Eve said. “You haven’t slept since before the operation last night.” 
 
    “This can’t wait,” Dempsey said. “We need to grab this guy and get him to talk.” 
 
    “Don’t worry, it won’t be a difficult mission,” Dannon said. 
 
    “The guy might already be dead,” Moth said. “The enemy might have iced him to shut him up.” 
 
    “That’s why we need to do it now,” Dempsey said. “We might be too late.” 
 
    “This guy wasn’t far from the hot zone,” Freeze said. “14th and 1st Avenue. It’s one of those dumps next to the junk hotdog joint.” 
 
    “Be nice,” Moth said. “They got some good food there.” 
 
    “We’re coming up to it,” Tad said. “Going to stop back a ways, this station still operates.” 
 
    “That’s why we’re wearing street clothes over our suits,” Shell said. “I’ll be smelling like my shoes after this.” 
 
    “We’ll have to split up,” Dempsey said. “There’s a bar on the ground floor of Satch’s building. Painted red. Access door next to the door of the bar.” 
 
    “How convenient for Satch,” Jones quipped. 
 
    “I’m going in the front,” Dannon said. “With one of you.” 
 
    “I’ll go with you,” Moth said. 
 
    “Good,” Dannon said. “The rest of you try for the back. Might not be a way in. If there’s not, just hang around and keep your ears open.” 
 
    “I got an idea,” Freeze said. “We go into the building next door, get on the roof. Looks like a short drop from that roof to Satch’s building.” 
 
    “Okay, but don’t jump it unless you have to,” Dempsey said. “We’ll use the headsets. There will be a lot of people around that hot dog joint. Easy to be seen, it’s almost midday.” 
 
    “Yeah, keep that in mind,” Dannon said. 
 
    “Here we are,” Tad said, slowing, hugging the wall, opening the canopy. The team left quickly, and Tad threw the mole into reverse, backing into a wide spot about two hundred yards before the station. 
 
    “Here we go,” Dannon said, walking along the side of the tracks. 
 
    “There’s a train coming,” Shell said. 
 
    “Yeah, run,” Dempsey said. They took off, getting to the station, Moth opening the maintenance door, turning, nodding to the others. They got inside just seconds before the train rolled by, slowing to a stop at the platform. 
 
    “Isn’t that train gonna see the mole?” Shell asked. 
 
    “Depends on where they stopped,” Dempsey said. “We passed a wide spot not far back.” 
 
    “Look sharp,” Dannon said. “Probably no enemy operatives around, but you never know.” 
 
    “App shows Islamists close by,” Jones said. “Just got buzzed. Only showing two, though.” 
 
    “Yeah, felt that,” Dempsey said. 
 
    They walked into the station, making their way through a small crowd to the exit, climbing up onto 14th Street, crossing 1st Avenue. 
 
    “There it is,” Dempsey said. “That hot dog joint smells frigging good, man.” 
 
    “Later,” Dannon said. “Ready, Moth?” 
 
    “Let’s go.” 
 
    They walked past the hot dog stand and a small market, seeing the red walls of the bar, going to the apartment door just past the bar entrance. 
 
    “Hope this isn’t locked,” Moth said, trying the door, opening it. “Nope. Cheap-ass building.” 
 
    Dannon smiled, following him up the stairs. “Quiet.” 
 
    “This is working class, everybody’s gone,” Moth said. “Top floor, right?” 
 
    “Yep,” Dannon said, getting to the second-floor landing, going up the opposite direction to the third, stopping there. 
 
    “One more,” Moth said. 
 
    “Yeah, just a sec.” Dannon took out his thin phone, checking the RFID app. “Thought so, felt a buzz. The phone is over a weapon pocket, could barely feel it.” 
 
    Moth snickered. “Shit, man, I didn’t feel it at all. We need to solve this problem.” 
 
    “Three hits, across the street and down half a block. No biggie.” They took the last flight of stairs. “Number nine, should be in the back.” 
 
    Moth went ahead, seeing the door, checking the knob. “Locked.” 
 
    “No worries,” Dannon said, walking over, taking out his lock-pick set, unlocking the door in a flash, listening as he opened it. Silence. 
 
    Moth pulled out his pistol, screwing on the suppressor, Dannon doing the same. They slipped inside, stopping when they saw blood on the floor. “We’re too late, man.” 
 
    Dannon nodded, following the trail, finding Satch slumped in a chair with his neck slit ear to ear, feeling him. “His body is still warm.” 
 
    “Somebody beat the shit out of him before slitting his gullet,” Moth said, pointing to his face. 
 
    They heard movement in the back, Dannon rushing in, tackling an old man, Moth there, gun out, pointing it at his head. 
 
    “Wait,” the man said from under Dannon. “I’m Dougy. I just killed that traitorous son of a bitch.” 
 
    “Dougy,” Dannon said, getting off him, Moth continuing to cover him with the pistol. “You were on the stakeout with Satch.” 
 
    “Yeah,” Dougy said, pushing the scraggle of grey hair out of his eyes. “I knew he was working with the enemy when I saw the inside of that building.” 
 
    “Why’d you join the stake out?” Moth asked. 
 
    “He’s the one who found the spot. It was a little strange, he was gone for a couple days, never had a good explanation for where he was. Then he’s scavenging in a place further south than we agreed to go. He noticed the vans. It was all him.” 
 
    “How’d you get inside the base?” 
 
    Dougy laughed. “A couple of flatfoots wasn’t enough to keep anyone out. I waited until the guard had to take a leak, slipped right in. They don’t expect people around there. It’s deserted.” 
 
    “You beat Satch up,” Dannon said. “Why?” 
 
    “I figured he knew where the enemy troops actually went. Got an address. It’s the block at Beach and 6th. They’d make the drop off there, then bring the near-empty vans over to Franklin.” 
 
    “Why’d Satch do it?” Moth asked. 
 
    “Money, of course,” Dougy said. “I’m sorry I didn’t figure it out before.” 
 
    “You had no way of knowing,” Dannon said. He looked at Moth. “Let’s get out of here.” 
 
    “You sure you trust this guy?” 
 
    Dannon nodded. He turned to Dougy. “I’d get the hell out of here if I were you.” 
 
    “I was on my way when you two showed up,” Dougy said. 
 
    Dannon and Moth left the building, signaling the others. They met at the hot dog joint, going in to have a bite. Moth and Dannon told the others what happened. 
 
    “You just let him go?” Freeze asked. 
 
    “I remember his name from before,” Dannon said. “There was no reason for him to kill Satch, other than what he said.” 
 
    “What if he was actually the guy who first noticed the vans, not Satch?” Dempsey asked. 
 
    “He didn’t know we were gonna show up,” Dannon said. “He didn’t beat Satch up for our sakes.” 
 
    “Oh,” Dempsey said. “I don’t know, these folks are devious as hell. Look at what we just found.” 
 
    “The enemy isn’t thinking many levels deep,” Dannon said. “If they were that smart, they’d already have Manhattan.” 
 
    “So what now?” Shell asked. 
 
    “We’ll get some drones over the new location tonight,” Dannon said. “They’ve probably got enough hardware at the phony base to use.” 
 
    “If not they can use a cop helicopter drop,” Dempsey said. “That works.” 
 
    The group finished eating, then called Tad and Eve. They were riding back to base in about ten minutes. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Georgi sat in his office, looking at his laptop screen, going over the evidence that was flowing in from both citizens and security forces. Bridgette walked in. 
 
    “Your people are asking how long we need to stay in the bunker.” 
 
    “We need to stay until we understand what happened,” Georgi said. “I found something very interesting.” 
 
    “What’s that?” Bridgette asked. 
 
    “Citizen video of the attack,” Georgi said. He motioned her over, then started the video. Bridgette watched planes in the night sky, flying by as brilliant explosions flashed below. 
 
    “I don’t get it.” 
 
    “Those aren’t American B21 bombers,” Georgi said. “Those are our F-35 fighter bombers. They were using our bombs, too. This was an inside job.” 
 
    “The Commission President?” 
 
    “No, I don’t think so. Those forces are under joint command. The EU and the UN. I smell a rat.” 
 
    Bridgette watched the video, which continued, more explosions flashing on the screen. “Why would they do that?” 
 
    “To get the US and EU into a direct war. That’s why the attack was made on Boston, too.” 
 
    “What can you do about this?” 
 
    Georgi leaned back in his chair. “I don’t know yet, I’m still thinking about it.” 
 
    She looked at him a moment, coming over, kissing his forehead. “I’ll tell them we’re staying here for a while.” 
 
    “Some have loved ones they don’t know about, don’t they?” 
 
    Bridgette nodded, her face somber. 
 
    “If they want to check on them, fine, but we schedule when and for how long the vault doors are opened. Understand? It has to be fast.” 
 
    “Yes, I’ll tell them,” Bridgette said. She left the office. 
 
    Georgi picked up his phone, calling the Commission President. It only rang twice before she picked up. 
 
    “Georgi, I was just going to call you.” 
 
    “Hi, Cerise. I’ll bet you saw the citizen video footage.” 
 
    “My security advisor showed it to me. We did this to ourselves?” 
 
    “Well, the Americans didn’t do it.” 
 
    “How about the navy task force attack?” 
 
    “I’m pretty sure that was the Americans. Our cruise missiles can’t evade the countermeasures of those ships.” 
 
    “I smell Mateo,” Cerise said. 
 
    “Yes, so do I. My advice remains the same. We should stop any attempts to engage the United States militarily.” 
 
    “I’m afraid the American government is controlled by the UN now,” Cerise said. “I’m very alarmed about that.” 
 
    “Yes, I would consider the UN to be a hostile power. We need to find out who gave the order to attack Brussels. I’ll work that, if you have no objection.” 
 
    “Do it,” Cerise said. “Should we stay in the bunkers?” 
 
    “Until we figure this out, yes. We were supposed to die. Look at the saturation of bombs at our headquarters. There are some people here who don’t know what happened to their loved ones. I’ve given permission for them to go investigate, but we’ll only open the vault for a very short time.” 
 
    “Okay, we were kicking around the same idea.” 
 
    “Don’t let the top leadership go outside,” Georgi said. 
 
    “Yes, I agree. I’ve got to go. We’re trying to raise Mateo. He’s not answering any of the usual numbers.” 
 
    “Call Maggie Hines,” Georgi said. 
 
    “You think she’ll know what’s going on?” 
 
    “She might. The last time I talked to her she expressed trepidation about the UN. I don’t fully trust her, but it’s worth the risk to talk with her.” 
 
    “All right, I’ll try.” 
 
    Georgi ended the call, then went back to his PC, sending a note to his intel lead. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Jay arrived at Professor Alonzo’s classroom, sitting next to Mandy, who turned towards him, smiling. 
 
    “I’m glad you’re here,” she whispered. “I enjoyed our time last night.” 
 
    “So did I. Want to go out after this?” 
 
    “Let’s see what they’re going to ask of us first,” she said. “I’m worried. Those two goons are back. They’re in the resource room with Alonzo right now.” 
 
    “Wonderful. We’re missing more people.” 
 
    “I know. I’m on the verge of getting out myself,” Mandy said. 
 
    The door opened, Alonzo coming out by himself. 
 
    “Hello all, thank you for coming. This will be short and sweet. We are standing down for now, as the leadership team regroups. You are free to go. If you come back when needed, I will hold up my end of the bargain and ensure that your scholarships remain in place for the next semester. That’s all.” Alonzo left the room. 
 
    Mandy looked at Jay in disbelief. “That was not what I expected.” 
 
    “Seriously. Let’s get out of here.” 
 
    They got up, following the other students out. 
 
    “I wonder if they’re disbanding for good?” Mandy asked. 
 
    “Good question,” Jay said. “How about dinner?” 
 
    “Let’s go,” she said. “Where?” 
 
    “Same place as last night?” 
 
    “They closed,” Mandy said. “How about my place? I could cook us something.” 
 
    “Oh, you trust me enough to take me to your apartment?” 
 
    “Of course,” she said. “Let’s go, it’s not far.” 
 
    “Hey, Mandy,” said somebody behind them, a young woman from their group, looking scared to death, her hoodie pulled up over her dark brown hair. 
 
    “Evelyn, what’s the matter?” 
 
    “Josh and the others who left from the last meeting,” she said. “They’re all dead.” 
 
    “What?” Jay asked. 
 
    “I just found out. There’s also two other people I know who were involved with Professor Davis. They’re dead too.” 
 
    “Where are you hearing about this?” Mandy asked. 
 
    “Other friends, and a message board I know about.” 
 
    Jay looked at both women. “They’re silencing everybody involved. We shouldn’t go home.” 
 
    “We can’t go home,” Evelyn said. “They’re going to kill us all if they can.” 
 
    “Do you have a place to go?” Jay asked. 
 
    Evelyn nodded. “Yeah. My cousin lives in Rockport.” 
 
    “They know about relatives,” Mandy said. 
 
    “Not this one,” Evelyn said. “I was adopted. This cousin is related to my birth mother. I found her five years ago.” 
 
    “Oh,” Jay said. “That might work, then.” 
 
    “Do you want to come?” Evelyn asked. 
 
    Mandy shook her head. “No. How are you going to get there?” 
 
    “I’ll take the bus,” she said. “Sure you don’t want to go?” 
 
    “No,” Mandy said. “Thanks.” 
 
    “Okay, don’t go home. Either of you.” 
 
    They watched as Evelyn hurried away. 
 
    “Well, there goes our dinner plans,” Mandy said. “What should we do?” 
 
    “I need to make a phone call. Let’s go to a bar. There’s one I know a couple blocks away.” 
 
    She nodded, and they walked in that direction, their eyes darting around, dusk settling over Boston. 
 
    “Do you have a place to go?” Mandy asked. 
 
    “I might,” Jay said. “For both of us, unless you’ve got a better idea.” 
 
    “I don’t. We could just get on a bus and go west. Stop at a motel someplace.” 
 
    “We’d have to use a credit card for that,” Jay said. “Don’t have enough cash.” 
 
    “Oh. Shoot, we’ve got to be careful. Should we even go to the bar?” 
 
    Jay thought about it for a moment, looking at the open door next to them. “No, let’s go into this grocery store.” 
 
    “Okay,” she said. They entered it, walking towards the back of the store, Jay taking out his phone, hitting Henry’s contact. 
 
    “Henry?” 
 
    “Jay. What’s going on, you sound scared.” 
 
    “I think the enemy is purging people involved with the outreach program. We were just dismissed; told we wouldn’t be needed for now. Found out from another student that Josh and others from the program were killed.” 
 
    “Uh oh,” Henry said. “Just a sec.” 
 
    Jay took the phone away from his ear. 
 
    “Who are you talking to?” Mandy asked. 
 
    “Somebody who might have a place for us.” He lifted the phone back to his ear, waiting for a moment. 
 
    “Jay?” 
 
    “I’m here, Henry.” 
 
    “You remember that apartment I sent you to?” 
 
    “Yeah, Trinity’s place.” 
 
    “Right. Go there. Look in the big pot right of the door. The key is inside. Stay there.” 
 
    “There’s a girl with me.” 
 
    “Do you trust her?” Henry asked. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Okay, no problem. Keep your heads down. We’ll talk later.” 
 
    “Thanks, Henry.” 
 
    “Don’t mention it.” Henry ended the call. 
 
    “You have someplace?” Mandy asked. 
 
    “Yeah, it’s a safe house. Not far, only about five blocks.” 
 
    “Safe house? What kind of safe house?” 
 
    “Let’s talk while we walk,” he said, leading her out of the grocery store. 
 
    “So what is this place?” Mandy asked when they got onto the sidewalk. 
 
    “It’s a resistance safe house. You heard of the Sons of Liberty?” 
 
    Mandy looked at him wide-eyed. “You know them? Have you been working with them?” 
 
    “I got caught during one of those raids Alonzo used to send us on. The guy I was targeting is part of that group. He turned the tables on me, agreed to let me go if I passed him information about Alonzo.” 
 
    “How long ago did that start?” 
 
    “Remember the mess at the Trinity Life Church?” 
 
    “Oh crap, that was a long time ago,” she said. “You were involved with that?” 
 
    “I tipped off the Sons of Liberty.” 
 
    Mandy eyed him. “How many times have you told them stuff we heard from Alonzo?” 
 
    “I don’t know. Half a dozen.” 
 
    “Shit, that’s why their cutting their losses now,” Mandy said. “They know.” 
 
    “Oh dammit,” Jay said. “You’re right. These deaths might be on me.” 
 
    Mandy was quiet as they continued to walk. “No. Those deaths aren’t on you. I don’t know about the other actions you were involved with, but you saved innocent people at the Trinity Life Church. I remember what they were trying to do… force everybody into a building and burn it down. You have nothing to be ashamed of. In fact, I’m proud of you for doing it.” 
 
    “I didn’t exactly have a choice at the time, Mandy.” 
 
    “You did too, you could’ve left.” 
 
    They rounded a corner, Trinity’s apartment down the street a couple of blocks. 
 
    “Can we join the Sons of Liberty?” Mandy asked. 
 
    “I was considering it, after there was nothing more I could do with Alonzo.” 
 
    “Do you know where they are?” Mandy asked. 
 
    “Nope, and I don’t want to.” 
 
    “Oh, you’re right. What about the place we’re going?” 
 
    “It’s just an apartment, belongs to a member. There’s nothing to tie it to their headquarters. Nothing to tie it to us either.” 
 
    They were silent for the next block, Jay leading Mandy onto the porch of the old tri-plex, finding the key in the pot. They went into the entry way and entered the apartment. 
 
    “This is nice,” Mandy said, looking around, her nose crinkling. “The coffee machine is on. I’d know that burnt smell anyplace.” She walked into the kitchen, unplugging the pot. “We’ll have to let that cool. Somebody was expecting to come back here.” 
 
    Jay looked at her, his brow furrowed. 
 
    “You know. That’s how you knew where this was.” 
 
    “My contact asked me to check here for two of his people, the morning after the attack. They weren’t here.” 
 
    “Oh. What happened to them?” 
 
    Jay shook his head. “They never told me. Didn’t feel like I should ask.” He went to the fridge, opening it, looking inside. “Lots of food in here, but we’ll have to check the dates.” 
 
    “Check the freezer.” 
 
    Jay opened that side. “Full of convenience foods.” 
 
    “Good,” Mandy said, looking in the pantry. “Plenty in here too. We won’t have to go shopping for a while. I’ll go see about changing the bed linens.” 
 
    “I’ll sleep on the couch,” Jay said. 
 
    Mandy eyed him. “We’ll play that by ear.” 
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    The Justice 
 
   T he EU Commission President hit Maggie’s contact, the phone ringing a few times before there was a click. 
 
    “Cerise,” Maggie said. 
 
    “Hello, Maggie, I hope you are well.” 
 
    “When I saw the attack on Brussels, I feared the worst. How did you survive?” 
 
    “Georgi suggested we get into our bunkers after the cruise missile attack on the navy task force.” 
 
    “It was a cruise missile attack?” Maggie asked. “That means the US military was behind it.” 
 
    “Yes, our intel says it was a rogue general and others.” 
 
    “Are they still in control?” Maggie asked. “We can’t get any information. Maybe they were taken down after the Brussels attack.” 
 
    “The Americans did not do the attack on Brussels,” Cerise said. She told Maggie what she knew about the attack. 
 
    Maggie was silent for a long moment. “Dammit, this was Mateo. Maybe Daan was involved too.” 
 
    “Are you in contact with them?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” Maggie said. “We haven’t tried. After President Borden was arrested, Charles and I left. We’re in hiding.” 
 
    “Most of our people remain in the US government,” Cerise said. “President Borden was sacrificed. I don’t know why… possibly because he didn’t do anything to stop the Boston attack, and he didn’t retaliate afterwards. Somebody had to be blamed to protect the others.” 
 
    “Who brought him down?” 
 
    “I don’t know that either,” Cerise said. “I think it’s time for the EU to bow out of this mess. We certainly won’t do what Mateo wants. We won’t attack the United States.” 
 
    “Don’t throw the baby out with the bath water. If this attempt fails, we’ll have to try again, when there is more climate pressure and a stronger nationalist movement to defeat.” 
 
    Cerise was quiet for a moment. 
 
    “You still there, Cerise?” 
 
    “Yes, sorry, just thinking. I’ve got to go.” 
 
    “I’ll find out what I can and get back to you,” Maggie said. “Take care.” 
 
    Cerise ended the call, butterflies in her stomach. She hit Georgi’s contact. 
 
    “Hi, Cerise.” 
 
    “I just talked to Maggie.” 
 
    “Uh oh, sounds like it didn’t go well.” 
 
    “I think we’re in danger. If we don’t go along with plans to attack the US, they might eliminate us.” 
 
    “That’s why I want us to stay in the bunkers,” Georgi said. “What did she say?” 
 
    “She claimed not to know who attacked Brussels; also pretended to believe we’d lost all our operatives in the US government.” 
 
    Georgi chuckled. “They took off because they expected a war to start between the EU and the US.” 
 
    “That’s possible… but I didn’t get that impression. I don’t think Mateo told her much more than he told us, but she’s smart enough to guess what is going on. I don’t believe her bewilderment act. She said if we fail in this operation, we’ll have to do it again later when it’ll be harder. I got off the phone after that.” 
 
    “You hung up?” 
 
    “No, I was very cordial. Otherwise our elimination would become more urgent to her.” 
 
    “Mateo will bring Maggie and the others to his side. They’ll feel they have no choice. This is a bad situation.” 
 
    “I agree,” Cerise said. “We’ve got some thinking to do. I’d surveil anyone you let outside the bunker, and make sure no new people can get in. I’m doing the same, and going on increased alert at all facilities.” 
 
    “Prudent, I’ll do that.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Laleh, Eve, and Tad were in the lab, waiting for the Falcon drones to be dropped from the NYPD chopper. Zev, Cary, and Hector sat off to the side, watching. 
 
    “Feels like we’re starting over,” Tad said. 
 
    Laleh nodded. “We are.” 
 
    “I’m surprised Slash isn’t in here watching too,” Eve said. 
 
    Laleh chuckled. “He knows he’ll distract me. Didn’t even have to ask him. We know each other so well now.” 
 
    “You’re really serious about this guy, aren’t you?” Eve asked. 
 
    Laleh looked over at her. “He’s the sweetest man. Never would’ve believed it… in fact I wasn’t looking for that at first. I wanted somebody who would push all my buttons, be a real man.” 
 
    “He’s not that way?” 
 
    “Oh, he is, but he’s more complex than I expected.” 
 
    “Shit, you’re in love with him,” Eve said. 
 
    She shrugged. “I am, and he loves me too. I plan on settling down with him when this is over… if it ever does get over.” 
 
    “It’ll get over,” Eve said. “Don’t know if we’ll survive.” 
 
    “How about you and Vasil?” 
 
    Eve smiled. “I like him, but we haven’t been involved as long as you and Slash. I could see myself with him.” 
 
    “Hey, it’s almost time, ladies,” Tad said. 
 
    “Oh, had enough girl talk, have you?” Eve asked. 
 
    “It makes me jealous,” Tad said. “There’s not a huge dating pool down here.” 
 
    Zev burst out laughing, Cary too. Hector shook his head. 
 
    “Okay, ready to drop,” the chopper pilot said over the radio. 
 
    “We’re ready,” Laleh said. 
 
    They waited a few seconds, then Laleh’s computer beeped, and she got on the control program, righting the Falcon as it fell, landing it on the roof of the building, Eve and Tad both getting their beeps and doing the same. 
 
    “Down and looking around,” Laleh said. “Nobody on my side of the roof. Hope there’s a way inside the building.” 
 
    “There, I’m down,” Tad said. “Same here, nobody around.” 
 
    “Mine is down too. Big roof. We’re going to run into the same thing here, aren’t we?” 
 
    “Sealed lead doors?” Laleh asked. “If not, the Islamists aren’t there. What do we know about this building?” 
 
    Eve looked over at her. “Vasil said it has a massive parking structure underneath, like the decoy base.” 
 
    “Yeah, with three entrances instead of one,” Zev said. “This will be a more complex problem.” 
 
    “The enemy knows what we did at the last place,” Cary said. “We need to alter our tactics. They’ll be expecting us.” 
 
    “Okay, I’m in a good place,” Eve said. “Dropping roach pod.” 
 
    “Me too,” Laleh said. 
 
    “Whoa,” Tad said. “Roof door just opened, two UN Peacekeepers coming out for a smoke.” 
 
    “Well, that tells us this is an enemy building,” Zev said. 
 
    “Are you hidden well enough?” Eve asked. 
 
    Tad nodded. “I’m not dropping the roach pod until these slugs go back inside. It makes a little noise.” 
 
    “Smart,” Cary said. “I’d get things set up and then freeze the drones, you’ve got four other locations coming up, from Dannon’s laptop screen shot.” 
 
    “Yeah, we know,” Laleh said. “Hope that pans out.” 
 
    “Me too,” Cary said. “If it does, that laptop will do us some good.” 
 
    “Okay, they’re done with their smoke, going back inside,” Tad said, dropping the roach pod. 
 
    “I’m not finding any openings around here,” Laleh said. 
 
    “I found a window,” Eve said. “Skylight that opens, old school. Looking for a spot wide enough to enter.” 
 
    Tad smiled. “I got ten roaches through the roof door. It’s not tight.” 
 
    “Don’t forget to drop some roach pods on the street,” Zev said. “Check out the parking structure entrances. See if they’re blocked with lead doors.” 
 
    “You don’t think they will be,” Tad said. 
 
    “This is altogether too tidy,” Zev said. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Maggie and Charles sat in the dingy living room of their house, in the middle of a Rapid City, South Dakota housing tract. 
 
    “So we should call the group together?” Charles asked. “If we can even get Mateo on the phone, he’ll just lie.” 
 
    “If we lose the EU, this is over,” Maggie said. 
 
    Charles shrugged. “Not sure that I care anymore.” 
 
    “If we fail, you and I will be hunted down and killed. They’ll lock all our funds. We won’t be able to do anything about it.” 
 
    “If we lose the war, our fate will depend on how we handle the aftermath,” Charles said. “I’ve been working this with Justice Carleton. We must take out the resistance leaders and their associates as quickly as we can, and then nobody will know we were involved.” 
 
    “Where is he?” Maggie asked. “It’s been months since the Justice attended a meeting.” 
 
    “You don’t know?” Charles asked. “He’s shacking up with Harriet Watson at her estate in Maine.” 
 
    Maggie smiled. “No way. When did that start?” 
 
    “I don’t know, but it didn’t surprise me. Harriet is, shall we say, stacked. The Justice has always liked that.” 
 
    Maggie chuckled. “Okay, that I know. He eyeballs me every time we meet, and he’s not great at the eye contact.” 
 
    “Yes, you’re very well endowed yourself,” Charles said. 
 
    “We should try to set up a meeting,” Maggie said. “We have nothing to lose, and a lot to gain.” 
 
    “All right, I’m fine with it. Want me to bring the comm unit out here?” 
 
    “We can do it from the bedroom,” Maggie said, getting up. She went into the small bedroom, Charles on her heels. 
 
    “How do people live their whole lives in these little houses?” Charles asked. 
 
    “Don’t be an elitist,” Maggie quipped. “It’s cosey.” 
 
    “That’s it, cosey.” Charles snickered, pulling over a folding card table chair, opening it, setting it in front of the comm unit for Maggie. He grabbed the other, sitting next to her. 
 
    “I’ll be surprised if we get anybody.” 
 
    Charles shrugged. “Well, we’re in here, might as well try.” 
 
    Maggie placed the call and waited. After a minute Jean and Lance popped on. 
 
    “Hey, greetings from my hiding place,” Lance said. “How’s yours?” 
 
    “I’m not in hiding,” Jean said. 
 
    “We’ll refrain from commenting on ours,” Charles said. “Now we know how the other half lives.” 
 
    “Charles, really,” Maggie said. “Where’s your humility?” 
 
    Lance burst out laughing. “That’s a hot one.” 
 
    There was another beep. “Daan here, how is everyone?” 
 
    “Good, thanks,” Charles said. “Are you in the states?” 
 
    “I am, and lucky for me. My whole block in Brussels is gone.” 
 
    Another beep, Maggie eyeing the readout, looking at Charles. “Justice Carleton, how are you? It’s been a while.” 
 
    “Hello Maggie. Hope all is well with you. I’m fine. Who are we missing?” 
 
    “Mateo,” Charles said. “Wish he’d show up, I’ve got questions for him.” 
 
    “Lance is being awful quiet,” Jean said. 
 
    “What’s it to you, Poodle?” 
 
    Jean burst out laughing. “There’s the Lance we know and love.” 
 
    There was another beep. “Mateo here. Who called this meeting?” 
 
    “I did,” Maggie said. “Well, Charles and I.” 
 
    “Okay, it’s probably good for us to touch base anyway,” Mateo said. “Who’s on?” 
 
    “The usual team plus Justice Carleton,” Charles said. 
 
    “Ah, the Justice. How are you? Been a while.” 
 
    “I’m fine, Mateo. You?” 
 
    “Couldn’t be better. It’s nice to be away from the hustle and bustle.” 
 
    Lance laughed. 
 
    “You have something to say, Lance?” Justice Carleton asked. 
 
    “No, I just found that humorous.” 
 
    “Mateo, what do you know about the attack on Brussels?” Maggie asked. 
 
    “I figured you’d ask about the attack on the task force first,” Mateo said. 
 
    “We know who did that,” Charles said. “It was US cruise missiles… the kind they keep very close track of.” 
 
    “You think somebody else attacked Brussels?” Mateo asked. 
 
    “I do,” Justice Carleton said. “I had my people check on the US bomber fleet log. Our planes were not used. The attack was made by Belgian F-35 Fighter Bombers, and they used their new top secret incendiary weapons.” 
 
    “You think Georgi ordered an attack on his own city?” Mateo asked. 
 
    “No, I think Georgi was one of the targets,” the Justice said, “but unluckily for somebody, he survived. So did the EU Commission President and her staff. Oops.” 
 
    “It sounds like you are accusing me of something,” Mateo said. 
 
    Lance chuckled. 
 
    “I didn’t mention any names, but you just confirmed it,” Justice Carleton said. “Why’d you do it, and why didn’t you consult the team first?” 
 
    “Do you have some insight the rest of us don’t, Justice?” Daan asked. 
 
    Justice Carleton slammed his fist on a table, the noise making Maggie jump. “I will not play games with you people. We all know the rules… hell, we drafted them. There are only two people who could’ve ordered that attack. One of them is Georgi. The other is Mateo.” 
 
    “Sounds like the jig is up, Mateo,” Lance quipped. 
 
    “You probably figured this out before any of us did, Lance,” Jean said. “Why didn’t you say anything?” 
 
    “I discussed it with Mateo this morning. This is the first time we’re together since it happened. Somebody else figured it out before I had to say anything. And by the way, bravo, Justice Carleton.” 
 
    “Are you going to admit to this, Mateo?” Daan asked. 
 
    “Okay, fine,” Mateo said. “Somebody had to break this log jam. Our operation was falling apart.” 
 
    “Saladin is still in place,” Lance said. “That’s the main reason why it’s falling apart.” 
 
    Mateo sighed. “Okay, I’ll cop to that too. He’s pushing me to okay the Manhattan operation without the navy cover. I forbid it. He’s not talking to me now.” 
 
    “Where is Saladin?” Jean asked. 
 
    “I don’t know,” Mateo said. 
 
    “Bullshit,” Lance said. “You guys ought to watch things a little closer. I know where he is.” 
 
    “Just tell us, Lance,” Justice Carleton said. 
 
    “He’s got a base at Capitol Reef. He thinks he’s safe there. The rock formations do a decent job at hiding RFID transmissions… except when his men just can’t stand not smoking in fresh air. I’ve seen a few RFID hits per hour coming out of that location. If I can see it, guess who else can.” 
 
    “So perhaps the problem we have with Saladin will straighten itself out without us having to get directly involved,” Justice Carleton said. “I assume he’s based there so he can attack General Hogan’s people. He won’t survive it.” 
 
    Mateo chuckled. “That’s a bunch of old people in RVs.” 
 
    “General Hogan has special forces veterans on that team,” Justice Carleton said. “We saw what men with that training did in California.” 
 
    “The best of Saladin’s forces are at the Capitol Reef base,” Mateo said. 
 
    Lance cracked up. “Oh, the ones who can spell their own names?” 
 
    “Lance, please,” Maggie said. “Justice Carleton, what do you suggest we do?” 
 
    “I suggest you don’t worry about Capitol Reef. Saladin isn’t going to survive there. Besides the special forces people that my intel identified, we got information from another source. George Franklin is with that group. He has good reasons to make Saladin’s death a priority, and he has the skills to take him down.” 
 
    Lance’s heart skipped a beat, his daughter’s face in front of him again, grinning like a skull. 
 
    “I’ve heard of him,” Jean said. “Him and Malcolm Davis. They nailed serial killers and a high-level white slaver a few years ago.” 
 
    “Yes, Lance should remember that,” Justice Carleton said. 
 
    “Fuck off.” 
 
    “Stop it, Lance,” Maggie said. “So we let Saladin’s demise go forward without warning him?” 
 
    “I already tried to warn him,” Mateo said. “As usual he won’t listen.”  
 
    “We need to take command of the troops he has hidden around the Mid Atlantic,” Jean said. 
 
    “Those troops are with our force of UN Peacekeepers,” Mateo said. “They are under UN command.” 
 
    “Well that makes us all feel better,” Jean said. “What is the EU doing about the attack on Brussels?” 
 
    “Nothing,” Maggie said. “I talked to the EU Commission President a little while ago. They are aware that their own planes and weapons were used to attack Brussels. Cerise is leaning towards a peace overture to the United States. Her primary fear is that the UN is really running the United States. She’s not happy with the UN, as you might expect.” 
 
    “We can’t allow the EU to leave our side,” Mateo said. 
 
    “Perhaps you should’ve thought about that before setting up this little operation of yours, Mateo,” Justice Carleton said. “This screwup rivals the screwups of Saladin.” 
 
    “I don’t have to take this shit,” Mateo said, leaving the call. 
 
    “Surprised he lasted as long as he did,” Lance said. 
 
    “Lance, I’m pissed at you too, because you knew and didn’t tell us,” Charles said. 
 
    “I was going to tell you,” Lance said. “You know I don’t trust Mateo. I ripped him for doing this when I called him this morning. Remember why he had to go home to Argentina?” 
 
    “Yes, we all remember that, Lance,” Justice Carleton said. “We’re in a dangerous position. President Borden was not taken out by our side. He was taken out by associates of General Hogan, and they used the confusion to fire over forty advanced cruise missiles at the EU task force. I’m amazed we could stop his people from going further into the government and the military. About half of his team members have been captured or killed, but there was a lot of luck involved. That said, it’s only a matter of time before Hogan’s people can ID everybody involved in the government takeover.” 
 
    “Please expand on that,” Maggie said. 
 
    “Simple. Frank Johnson is working on the RFID payload encryption. That’s why we’ve spent so much blood and treasure trying to kill him. He will eventually figure it out. We should assign a task force to hit him. Saladin isn’t up to the job.” 
 
    “What’s in the payload that is so dangerous?” Charles asked. 
 
    “The name field,” Justice Carleton said. 
 
    Daan laughed. “He won’t crack that. Trust me, Justice Carleton.” 
 
    “The situation we’re in is as much your fault as it is Saladin’s fault or Mateo’s fault, Daan.” 
 
    “What can he do with the names?” Jean asked. 
 
    “You want to tell him, Daan?” Justice Carleton asked. 
 
    “All of our government operatives have RFID chips,” Daan said. “If the nationalists get access to the names, all they have to do is round everybody up.” 
 
    “Are you kidding me?” Maggie asked. “I knew it was a mistake to put RFID chips in civilian operatives.” 
 
    “Saladin and I thought it was the best way to keep them from changing their minds about the operation,” Daan said. “Mateo agreed. Made sense at the time. We didn’t think anybody could crack those chips.” 
 
    “You used technology that Frank Johnson invented,” Justice Carleton said. “You guys should’ve taken him out before we fired a shot. He was living in an unprotected condo in Redondo Beach. You could’ve hired a couple gang bangers to do that job.” 
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    Van Parking 
 
   M andy and Jay sat in the living room of Trinity’s apartment, watching the local news. 
 
    “Some parts of this world seem so normal,” Mandy said. “Other parts? Crazy off the charts.” 
 
    “The enemy lost California. That’s good. We need what they produce.” 
 
    “Video games and movies?” 
 
    Jay chuckled. “No, food. We get a lot from them. Fruits, vegetables.” 
 
    “Oh,” Mandy said. “You’re right. The bad guys are really on the run?” 
 
    “Yeah, they lost control of all the major cities, and they’re also losing their stream of foreign fighters coming up from Mexico. I read a Craig Smetana article about that yesterday.” 
 
    “Oh, you read him? I love him.” 
 
    “He’s one of my heroes,” Jay said. “There are some connections between him and the Sons of Liberty, you know.” 
 
    “No, I didn’t. I hope we can join.” 
 
    The story changed to a local murder investigation, three student’s faces showing up. 
 
    “Jay, we know them,” Mandy said, her hands trembling. “That’s Carl and Frieda and Chelsea.” 
 
    Jay turned up the sound. 
 
    … were found in an apartment they shared, their hands tied behind their backs. They were shot in the head with a shotgun. Police say this happened about four hours ago. There was a similar killing several blocks from this location, another college student, similar modus operandi. 
 
      
 
    “That could’ve been us,” Mandy said, tears running down her cheeks. “I knew Chelsea well. She was nice.” 
 
    “I remember all three of them,” Jay said. “Evelyn was right. Hope she got out okay.” 
 
    “What if they find us?” 
 
    Jay put his arms around her. “They don’t know where we are. I’ll bet they ransacked our apartments, though. Where’s your mom?” 
 
    “She’s at UMass in Worcester. Outside the city. You don’t think they’ll mess with her, do you?” 
 
    “That’s quite a ways away,” Jay said. “You should call her tomorrow, when we’re someplace other than here, but don’t tell her where this place is.” 
 
    “Should we be out walking around? They might be looking for us. What about the cameras?” 
 
    Jay thought about it a moment, finally letting her go, leaning back on the couch. 
 
    “Can you still hold me?” she asked. 
 
    “Of course,” he said. 
 
    “I’ll lean against you,” she said, leaning back, taking his hand. “Is that okay?” 
 
    “I like you,” Jay said. “A lot.” 
 
    “I don’t want you sleeping out here tonight. We don’t have to do anything, but I want you next to me.” 
 
    Jay looked at her, wiping her tears away. “Whatever makes you comfortable. I think you’re right, we should stay here for a few days. We’ve got everything we need.” 
 
    “Wonder if they’ll keep after us for long?” 
 
    “We’re not that important,” Jay said. “Holy crap, look!” 
 
    Mandy turned back to the TV, sucking in air, Professor Alonzo’s face showing on the screen. 
 
      
 
    This just in. A popular Political Science professor was found shot to death in his Harvard office. There was a student in the office with him, also shot and killed. We are awaiting further word on this situation and will update you as soon as we learn more. The Professor’s name was Gerald Alonzo, a fixture at Harvard for thirty-some years. The name of the student is being withheld because she was a minor. 
 
      
 
    “Can’t say I feel bad for him,” Jay said. “The hit squad may leave now.” 
 
    “I hope so. Can we move into the bedroom? There’s a TV in there.” 
 
    “Sure,” Jay said, getting up, double-checking the front door, putting the night lock on. Mandy clicked off the TV, and they went into the bedroom. 
 
    “These are old sheets, they’re a little threadbare,” Mandy said, switching on the right bedside table lamp. “There’s a washing machine and dryer by the back door. I’ll wash the other ones tomorrow.” 
 
    “I should go check that door,” Jay said, rushing out, looking out the window into the back yard of the triplex, then closing the shade, putting on the night lock, coming back. Mandy was already under the covers. 
 
    “Do you mind sleeping on the left?” she asked. 
 
    “No problem,” Jay said. “I’ve never lived with a girl before. This will be new for me.” 
 
    “I lived with a boyfriend for almost two months once,” Mandy said. “Aren’t you getting undressed?” 
 
    “I’ll sleep in my underwear.” 
 
    Mandy smiled. “Mine was sweaty, I just took everything off. Hope you don’t mind. Want me to turn off the light?” 
 
    “No, it’s okay, I’ll bump into something. Oh, where’s the TV remote?” 
 
    “On the dresser under the TV,” Mandy said. “Sorry, forgot to grab it.” 
 
    Jay smiled, picking it up, turning on the TV, then handing it to her. He turned his back, slipping out of his clothes, getting under the covers, laying on his back. 
 
    Mandy rolled onto her side facing him. “Don’t be nervous. You can cuddle with me, or more if you want. I was going to let you have me anyway. I usually wait till the third date.” 
 
    Jay looked over at her. “This is kinda our second date, I guess.” 
 
    She smiled. “It is. When we have breakfast tomorrow, it’ll be our third date. Better watch out.” 
 
    Jay laughed. “Oh, that’s how it is, huh?” 
 
    She moved next to him, slipping a leg over his legs, an arm over his torso, her face next to his. “I don’t care how many dates it is. Not with you.” Her hand caressed his chest, moving a little lower. “Oh. Guess you don’t care either.” 
 
    “It has a mind of its own,” Jay said, looking at her. “You’re so beautiful, Mandy.” 
 
    “Talking like that might get you laid,” she said, rolling on top of him, finding his mouth, kissing him deeply, both moaning with the contact. They made love quietly, falling asleep in each other’s arms. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    “Okay, my Falcon is on the sidewalk,” Laleh said. “Nobody’s around. Releasing roach pod.” 
 
    “Sure you want to do that now?” Zev asked. “It’s getting late.” 
 
    “Less likely to run into anybody now,” Laleh said. “Plus darkness helps with these little guys. They’re out! Taking one along the front of the building. You say there’s an opening to the parking structure there, right?” 
 
    “Yes,” Vasil said, looking over her shoulder at the screen, watching as the roach turned into the driveway. “If there’s lead there, it’s in a ways.” 
 
    “Wonder if this is the right building?” Zev asked. 
 
    “It’s an enemy base,” Tad said. “We’ve seen Peacekeepers on the roof sixteen times so far.” 
 
    “Yeah, there’s something here,” Vasil said. “Look, there’s no lead door. You can see the ramp down to the lower level.” 
 
    “I’ll keep going, and I’ll bring the others in here too.” 
 
    “What about the Falcon?” Tad asked. 
 
    “Oh, I flew that back to the roof using that auto-return feature. It’s nice.” 
 
    “Thanks,” Vasil said. “Thought it might be helpful.” 
 
    “Uh oh, look,” Laleh said. “There’s a bunch of UN vans parked down here. Shall I get close?” 
 
    “Do it,” Vasil said. “Fly up, get a shot through the windshield.” 
 
    Laleh nodded, flying the roach up, watching as the camera looked inside. “Dark, switching to infra red.” They looked at the black and white image, the driver’s and passenger’s seats, then a wall. 
 
    “Lead shield,” Vasil said. “They aren’t here. Has to be another location.” 
 
    Slash walked into the lab. “Oh, still working?” 
 
    Laleh nodded. “Come on over, you won’t bother me. We’re driving roach drones into the parking structure. Found shielded UN Vans parked inside, but no walls of lead.” 
 
    “Really? Any people?” 
 
    “We’re up to twenty incidents of UN Peacekeepers smoking on the roof,” Tad said. “It’s not many people, though, I recognize most of them being out there more than once.” 
 
    Slash stared at Laleh’s screen, then over at the next screen, which had a satellite view of the building. “What else is around here?” 
 
    “Lots of buildings,” Vasil said. “If this isn’t the right one, it’ll be like looking for a needle in a haystack.” 
 
    “Mind if I look around?” Slash asked. 
 
    “No, go for it,” Vasil said. 
 
    Slash sat down, zooming out on the satellite view, his eyes getting wide after a moment. “Hey.” 
 
    “Already?” Laleh asked. “What do you see?” 
 
    “The Holland Tunnel,” Slash said. “How far in would you have to be to lose RFID transmission?” 
 
    Vasil froze. “Oh shit, it’s so simple. That tunnel is miles long and under the Hudson.” 
 
    “But they blew it up,” Laleh said. “Didn’t they?” 
 
    “They blew two trucks up to seal the west end, which is a few miles away,” Vasil said. “Probably got loud, might have had some debris flying at them, but chances are it didn’t bother them. They might even be glad it happened, it insures they won’t get attacked from that end.” 
 
    “Can a Falcon get close enough to check?” Slash asked. 
 
    “Good question,” Vasil said, getting on an open PC, using the map program. “Hmmm. The west-bound entrance is close enough, but we’d have to go inside a considerable distance to be sure.” 
 
    “Are the lights on in that tunnel?” Slash asked. 
 
    “Probably. The ventilation system will be on if there are troops down there.” 
 
    Slash shook his head, chuckling. “Shit, you can’t fly the Falcon drones far enough in to see squat.”  
 
    Vasil eyed him. “You’re right. We’ll lose radio contact with them. I should’ve thought of that… it’s just like the RFID chips.” He pulled out his thin phone, sending a text. 
 
    “Who are you texting?” Laleh asked. 
 
    “Dannon, Dempsey, Chief Harvey, Cary, and Hector.” 
 
    “It’s getting kind of late,” Eve said. 
 
    “This is important, and there’s no time to lose,” Vasil said. “That’s the perfect staging point. They can drive out of that tunnel at eighty miles per hour and be in Manhattan.” 
 
    Slash smiled. “The Philly guys blew up the west end of those tunnels with ammonium nitrate in semi-trucks. We got Falcons on several buildings that might have some, right?” 
 
    Laleh looked at him. “You ought to work strategy instead of being a commando.” 
 
    “Sorry,” he said. 
 
    “Are you kidding?” Laleh asked. “I’m so proud of you right now.” 
 
    “We don’t even know if I’m right,” Slash said. 
 
    “It has to be where they are,” Vasil said. “There is a way we could check. The ventilation building. It’s offshore in the Hudson… two or three hundred yards up an access road. There are video cameras in the control room. We have to block up the east ends of the tunnels before we start poking around.” 
 
    “They might have armor to blast their way out,” Slash said. 
 
    Cary and Hector came into the lab, Dannon and Dempsey following them. Chief Harvey came in last, Mayor Fine and Tracy with him. 
 
    “What’s going on, Vasil?” Chief Harvey asked. 
 
    “The Islamists aren’t in that second building,” Vasil said. “There are UN Peacekeepers there, and a bunch of UN vans with lead shielding are sitting in the parking structure.” 
 
    “Dammit,” Mayor Fine said. 
 
    “We think they’re in the Holland Tunnel,” Vasil said. 
 
    Dannon moved towards the screen, looking at the map, then turning towards Chief Harvey. “That’s where they are, and they’re trapped to the west.” 
 
    “Are you going to send Falcons down there?” Mayor Fine asked. 
 
    “We can’t get them in far enough before we lose radio signal,” Laleh said. 
 
    “But you fly them in the subway tunnels,” Tracy said. 
 
    “We can only do that near openings like stations,” Vasil said. “They’re a problem between stations.” 
 
    Dempsey smiled. “We lose RFID signal in those subway tunnels too. The Holland Tunnel is the perfect place to hide for these guys. How are we gonna kill them?” 
 
    “First, we need to block off their escape routes,” Vasil said. “We’ve got Falcons with roach drone pods at three locations we picked from Dannon’s screen shot. We should check those locations out.” 
 
    Hector laughed. “You want to use their own ammonium nitrate to block up the tunnels.” 
 
    “That’ll be risky,” Dannon said. “We can’t do it without them knowing. They’ll be trying to blow up our trucks full of ammonium nitrate during the entire trip to the Holland Tunnel. Way too risky.” 
 
    “He’s right, you know,” Chief Harvey said. “There’s got to be another way.” 
 
    “Why don’t we build barriers there?” Dempsey asked. “Put some standard stuff up there first… you know, those concrete barriers… K-rails. Then explode the building the UN Peacekeepers are in. Bring down dozers and heavy trucks. Fill the entrances with rubble.” 
 
    Dannon laughed. “That’s a good idea.” 
 
    “I’d rather have us demolish UN Headquarters and use that, but I guess this base would be a decent substitute,” Mayor Fine quipped. “I suggest we use wrecking balls instead of explosives, though. We’ve got the equipment, and could just drive it down there.” 
 
    “How we gonna kill them after we do that?” Dempsey asked. 
 
    Cary smiled. “I got an idea. You ever been to the Holland Tunnel’s ventilation shaft building? It’s at the end of Canal Street.” 
 
    “I mentioned that earlier,” Vasil said, “as a way to see if they’re really down there.” 
 
    “That tunnel is too big to pump carbon monoxide into,” Slash said. 
 
    “You won’t need to,” Cary said. “There are four massive pumps in the ventilation shaft building, to remove water from the tunnels if there is a breach. They have outflow pipes in the Hudson. It would take about ten minutes to rig those pumps to run backwards.” 
 
    Dannon burst out laughing. “Pump that tunnel full of water? I like it.” 
 
    “Drown them like rats,” Slash said. 
 
    “Will that really work?” Tracy asked. 
 
    “I don’t see why not,” Cary said. “I’m more worried about stopping up the eastern tunnel entrances than I am using the pumps.” 
 
    “Yeah, for all we know they have armor down there,” Chief Harvey said. “They didn’t worry about being seen on the west side of the tunnel. That’s how we knew they were using it.” 
 
    “We’ll need good weapons coverage down there when we’re placing the K-rails,” Dannon said. “Heavy machineguns, maybe even some small artillery pieces. There was some of that stuff in the National Guard Armory.” 
 
    “I’ll have my people line up truckloads of barriers,” Mayor Fine said. “Were you serious about bringing down that building for rubble?” 
 
    “Well, it’d be safer than grabbing the rubble from further south,” Cary said. “It’s still too radioactive down there. I think it’s marginal being where we’ve been operating, so keep that in mind. Everybody needs to take showers as soon as they’re out of that area.” 
 
    “The two tunnel openings aren’t right next to each other,” Chief Harvey said. “One of them is on Broome Street. The other one is under Canal Street.” 
 
    “Yes, it’ll be a complex operation,” Dannon said. “We need to get this started tomorrow morning.” 
 
    “Yes, definitely,” Chief Harvey said. “We should go get some shuteye.” 
 
    “You don’t want me to investigate those three buildings?” Laleh asked. 
 
    “In the morning,” Vasil said. 
 
    “Yeah, let’s go home, honey,” Slash quipped. 
 
    Laleh smiled at him. “You think that bothers me. C’mon.” 
 
    They got up, leaving the lab. 
 
    “Until tomorrow morning,” Chief Harvey said. Everybody except Cary and Hector left the lab. 
 
    “You really think it’ll be that easy?” Hector asked. 
 
    “It’s just big electric motors,” Cary said. “Piece of cake.” 
 
    “We’ll need a little time.” 
 
    “First thing tomorrow we need to chat with Dannon,” Cary said, getting out of his seat. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because the enemy has techs at the ventilation facility. Maybe commandos too. His team will have to clean them out for us.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Jaak woke to the clicking of Ashley’s keyboard. “Something going on?” 
 
    “They found more students murdered last night. Are you sure Jay will be safe at Trinity’s apartment?” 
 
    Jaak stretched, turning towards her. “That kept me awake last night. We need to bring them in.” 
 
    “Where?” 
 
    “I’m not sure. He’s got a girlfriend with him. We need to vett her somehow.” 
 
    “Are we sure Jay is trustworthy?” 
 
    Jaak nodded. “I’m sure of that. He’s provided us with information so many times. Based on what he said about the strangers, I think the UN is trying to find the leaks that have given them fits. We’ve busted up a lot of their operations, and a significant number of them used intel we got from Jay. Someone is analyzing that. They iced Alonzo as a result, along with all those kids.” 
 
    “You should talk to Henry about that today,” Ashley said. “What’s on the horizon for us? Seems like the action has shifted away from Boston.” 
 
    “I don’t know,” Jaak said. “My instinct is to continue with our data gathering via Jacob and Sunshine, and if nothing shows up there, wait until Jared has something for us. I told him to let us know if we could help in New York.” 
 
    “What about the enemy bases we identified?” 
 
    Jaak got out of bed, walking to his dresser, pulling out some underwear. “We’re monitoring the roach drones we placed in those bases. Nobody has come back to any of them, as of the last time I asked the team.” 
 
    “When was that?” 
 
    “Yesterday afternoon,” Jaak said, pulling on his underwear, grabbing a shirt. “We don’t have to kill the university outreach team now, the enemy has done it for us.” 
 
    “You think they’ve gotten all of them?” Ashley asked. 
 
    “That EU navy task force took out a lot of them, before their hit men got started.” 
 
    “I heard about Alonzo. There were others?” 
 
    Jaak nodded. “Yes, Art told me last night. One of his hackers intercepted an email.” 
 
    “From the killers?” 
 
    “No, from a professor who escaped,” Jaak said. “It names people who were hit, and people who are on the run. Alonzo’s name came up, also Professor Davis.” 
 
    Ashley got up, Jaak watching her as she pulled her nightgown over her head. She caught him looking. 
 
    “You didn’t have to get out of bed already, you know.” 
 
    Jaak smiled. “I’m keyed up. Didn’t think you were in the mood for anything.” 
 
    “I’m not, but I could be talked into it,” she said. 
 
    “No, that’s okay, but I’ll take a raincheck.” 
 
    She smiled. “I love you so. Why did it take us so long to get together?” 
 
    “You were my employee, remember?” 
 
    She chuckled. “If we get out of this, maybe I’ll be your employee again.” 
 
    Jaak walked over, taking her into his arms. “I have another job in mind for you. Kind of a partnership, in more ways than one.” 
 
    “Hmmm, that sounds interesting. I’m getting a promotion?” 
 
    “In a manner of speaking, if you want the job.” He kissed her gently, both of their heart rates climbing. 
 
    “Take those clothes off,” Ashley said. “I think it’s time for an interview.” 
 
    Jaak chuckled, pulling everything off, taking her back to bed. 
 
    Afterwards, they laid next to each other, staring at the ceiling in their tiny room. 
 
    Ashley looked at him. “So what is going to happen between us, after this?” 
 
    “I want to settle down with you, obviously,” Jaak said. “If we were younger I’d want babies with you.” 
 
    She smiled. “We could do that, if it’s what you want. I’m only forty-three, and women in my family go through the change late. There’s time, if we don’t wait too long.” 
 
    “We haven’t used anything,” Jaak said. “Guess I just figured it was too late.” 
 
    “I’m on the pill, silly,” she said. “Could stop it, but I won’t unless we make this official.” 
 
    Jaak turned towards her, propping his head up with his elbow and hand. “Now this is interesting.” 
 
    “Scientists,” she said, shaking her head. “You understand so much and yet so little. We shouldn’t decide on this now. The world we’re left with after the war must be taken into account.” 
 
    Jaak’s phone rang. 
 
    “Uh oh,” he said, reaching to the floor next to the bed, unplugging the phone, answering it, having a hushed conversation. He ended the call. 
 
    “What?” Ashley asked. 
 
    “That was Art. There’s many RFID hits showing up, heading into the area from the north and west.” 
 
    “Oh no, they’re going to start the attack already? You don’t look upset.” 
 
    “They’re not close yet. One group is coming in from southern Michigan. That’s the larger group. The other is coming out of Montreal.” 
 
    Ashley sat up. “Are they coming here or New York?” 
 
    “We won’t know for a while. They might stop anywhere along the way.” 
 
    “Why did Art call you about it, then?” 
 
    “He wants to use those speeders Jared sent us to keep track of them.” 
 
    “How would that work?” 
 
    Jaak got out of bed. “Actually, it’s a good idea. They’re very fast over nasty terrain, and they won’t show up on radar like a plane would. Might work well.” 
 
    Ashley got up, getting dressed. “We should talk to Jacob and Sunshine, see if they can spread the word around, maybe get some eyewitness accounts.” 
 
    “Good idea,” Jaak said. “Want to grab a bite to eat at the snack room on the way down?” 
 
    “Sure,” Ashley said, buttoning her blouse. “How long are we staying here at Art’s?” 
 
    “Good question,” Jaak said. “We should chat with Henry and Ross. I doubt we’ll have to worry about the EU navy anymore.” 
 
    “Okay, I’m ready.” 
 
    They left their room. 
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    Hudson 
 
   L ance was up and down all night, his dead daughter not leaving him alone. He woke up from an abuse dream, Sadie crying under him, sweat all over his body, the sheets stuck to him. He drifted off again, waking after another dream, Sadie grinning at him, saying You know where he is now, avenge me. Or are you too chicken? There were other dreams he couldn’t remember as well. They felt like dull torment. His estranged family members popped into his head between two of the dreams. Victor, the last of his family he’d talked to. Not too bright, always wanting to reconnect, Lance shining him on. Torrie. A shiver ran down his spine whenever he thought of Torrie. He was as bad as the worst of them, even as bad as Jason Beckler, Sadie’s onetime boyfriend. He’d buried these memories deep, but Justice Carleton brought them back to life when he mentioned George Franklin. No, that isn’t right, Sadie has been with me since I came here. Damn the Poconos. Damn that little hitch hiker. And damn myself, for… all of it.  
 
    Lance got out of bed, throwing on sweatpants and an old t-shirt, walking into the kitchen in bare feet, getting a cup of coffee, going to his PC, sitting in front of it, starting with his RFID app, seeing the gathering of hits to the north and west of the mid-Atlantic. Mateo, you son of a bitch. An uneasy feeling hit him… the Poconos was close to the route the westbound Islamists would take. Too close. He got up, pacing in the kitchen. 
 
    “Stop it, they don’t know you’re here, and you’re off in the woods, you paranoid moron. Call Chucky and Margaret.” 
 
    He went to his comm unit, logging on, punching Maggie’s contact number in, waiting while it rang, seeing the ready light. 
 
    “Good morning,” Lance said. 
 
    “It’s early… what do you want?” Maggie asked. 
 
    “Couldn’t sleep, got up, looked at my RFID tracker program. Guess what I saw?” 
 
    “What does he want?” Charles asked from the background, sounding half asleep. 
 
    “Well, are you going to tell me?” Maggie asked. 
 
    “There’s a column of RFID hits, looks like they’re coming south from Montreal.” 
 
    “Shit.” 
 
    “There’s more,” Lance said. “Another column, much bigger, coming west from southern Michigan.” 
 
    “Mateo’s going to move on New York City,” Maggie said. 
 
    “What’s that?” Charles asked, his voice sounding closer. 
 
    “Good morning, Charles. Sorry to wake you.” 
 
    “No problem, Lance. You’re seeing a big movement?” 
 
    “Too big to ignore. Doesn’t Mateo know that Mayor Fine’s people can see the RFID hits?” 
 
    “Of course he knows,” Maggie said. “They took the bait on that trap in the hot zone.” 
 
    “It was a rhetorical question,” Lance said. 
 
    “It’s too early for your shit, Lance,” Maggie said. 
 
    “I’m glad you called,” Charles said. “Should we call the others together?” 
 
    “Why?” Lance asked. “If you can get a message to Justice Carleton, I’d do it. Maybe he’ll have Mateo killed.” 
 
    “That isn’t funny, Lance,” Maggie said. 
 
    “I wasn’t joking. Mateo is gonna get all of us killed.” 
 
    “There’s always the possibility that these troops will be enough to take New York City, when combined with the troops we already have there,” Charles said. 
 
    “Don’t count on it,” Lance said. “Mayor Fine’s team has plenty of time to get ready. They’re capability is shocking, given the circumstances.” 
 
    “I need time to think,” Maggie said. “Thanks for the info, Lance. Sorry I was a bit sharp.” 
 
    “Wouldn’t have you any other way, Maggie,” Lance said. “I won’t call anyone else… do what you think is best. Talk to you later.” He ended the call, feeling better, draining the rest of his coffee, getting up to make another cup. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Albena looked at her PC screen, seeing the two groups of RFID hits, going to the history program three weeks back, focusing in on the area around Toledo, Ohio, seeing the hits building up. 
 
    Penko walked in. “You look like you just saw a ghost.” 
 
    “Look at this,” she said, moving so Penko could see the screen. 
 
    “Is that what I think it is?” 
 
    “Yeah, an enormous bunch of RFID hits, and they may be heading this way. Oh, and check this out.” She moved the view to Montreal. 
 
    “We’ve got some coming in from Canada as well? Did you tell Mayor Fine yet?” 
 
    “No, I just noticed, and it’s early. They were up late last night. I saw them heading for the lab at about midnight.” 
 
    “If those two groups link up with the troops already here, they might beat us,” Penko said. 
 
    “Where were you last night?” 
 
    “Sydney needed moral support,” Penko said. “I took her out to eat, spent some time with her.” 
 
    “Like a date?” Albena asked. 
 
    “Stop, she’s our employee.” 
 
    “What’s happening with her?” Albena asked. 
 
    “Just some employee problems. The ordering system I put in is helping her. She doesn’t worry about running out of supplies anymore.” 
 
    “I’m surprised that coffee shop is still running,” Albena said. “I thought we’d lose it.” 
 
    “Business is going up as the violence recedes. She’s doing a good job of ramping up to meet demand, but it makes her nervous. I gave her a raise.” 
 
    “How much?” 
 
    “Three more dollars per hour.” 
 
    “That’s a lot, Penko.” 
 
    “She’s running the entire store by herself. I think we’re getting a bargain. We don’t have time to help… if she were to leave, we’d have to close up.” 
 
    “Okay, whatever you think,” Albena said. “When’s your next date?” 
 
    “I said stop. Really. I like her, but she’s not my cup of tea from a romantic standpoint. Too young, too many tats and piercings. I was never into that.” 
 
    “Okay, sorry,” Albena said. “I’m going to run this watch program for another four hours. If it looks like the troops are really headed this way, I’ll tell Mayor Fine. They’ve got a lot on their plate today.” 
 
    “I heard they were getting a bunch of K-rails to block the Holland Tunnel.” 
 
    “That’s the easy part, and they started it overnight,” Albena said. “They’re knocking down that building where Satch said the Islamists were, and using the rubble to seal up the tunnel entrances.” 
 
    “They’ll get shot at,” Penko said. “There are UN Peacekeepers there. Hope they’re planning for that.” 
 
    “Dannon and Jace are all over it,” Albena said. “Don’t worry.” 
 
    “All right,” Penko said, sitting in front of his PC. “Guess I’ll do my sweep of the Falcon cameras around the subway.” 
 
    Albena nodded, focusing on her PC again. 
 
    “Hey, what ever happened to Lance? Is he bugging you?” 
 
    “Nope, he hasn’t tried anything for over a week. Something is going on with him. He might have gone into hiding after the navy task force attack.” 
 
    “Interesting,” Penko said. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Jace, Taylor, Slash, and Zev sat in their hybrids, on the street leading into the westbound Holland tunnel, watching as the team placed the last of the K-rails. They were in four-wheel mode, watching out for snipers. 
 
    “Took less time than the eastbound side,” Zev said over the intercom. “When are our helpers getting here?” 
 
    “The Blockbusters should be here any minute,” Jace said. “They’ll hold things until we can get the rubble piled in there.” 
 
    “Here they come,” Taylor said. “Four of them.” 
 
    “We’re getting four at the other entrance too,” Slash said. “Unless the enemy brings up armor, they’ll handle this well.” 
 
    “Citizen troops arriving,” Jace said. His phone beeped. He looked at it. “That was Duce. They’re at both sites, and the citizens are arriving at both too.” 
 
    “Good, we should move to the building,” Zev said. “We’re more likely to get attacked there.” 
 
    “Laleh, you on?” Slash asked. 
 
    “I’m here, and the roach drones are in place. Just let me know when you’ve got the missile launchers ready to go. They won’t be using the roof exit after I’m done with it.” 
 
    “You’ve got drones by the ground-floor doors too, right?” Zev asked. 
 
    “Yep, and some inside the parking structure too,” Laleh said. “Eve, Cary, and Hector are with me. We’ll have that building safe to demolish in no time. Are you guys going over there now?” 
 
    “Yeah,” Slash said. “Ready, guys?” 
 
    “Guys?” Taylor asked. 
 
    “And gals,” Slash quipped. “Don’t take it personal, you’re a team member. I call them all guys.” 
 
    “She’s just messing with you,” Jace said. “Get into two-wheel mode and scoot over there.” 
 
    The four hybrids took off, making the change into two-wheel mode, speeding up on the deserted street, the morning sun just peeking between buildings. 
 
    “Two on Varick, two on Canal?” Taylor asked. 
 
    “Yeah,” Jace said. “You and I can take Varick. Turn right on Beach, watch out for the equipment.” 
 
    “Okay, we’re merging onto Canal Street,” Zev said. 
 
    “Whoa, machinegun fire,” Slash said. “Bouncing off my back end.” 
 
    “Be careful, dammit,” Laleh said. 
 
    “Don’t worry babe, launching one of those sonic missiles. Hope they work.” 
 
    “They’ll work,” Vasil said over the intercom. 
 
    “I’m getting hit now too,” Taylor said. “They’ve been watching.” 
 
    “Obviously,” Zev said. “I hear the fire, sending a sonic missile.” 
 
    “My first missile is away. Can’t see where it went.” 
 
    “I see it, going straight up the side of the building,” Zev said, an explosion sounding. “I think you got them. There goes my missile, across the street.” The explosion happened a split second later. 
 
    “That stopped the gunfire,” Taylor said. 
 
    “Slow down, that’s a tight turn onto Beach,” Jace said. 
 
    They both slowed, leaning hard into the right turn, both slamming on the brakes. 
 
    “Whoa, check the size of those dump trucks!” Taylor said 
 
    “I’m going into the parking structure across the street, where we stashed the missiles,” Slash said. 
 
    “Don’t get out of your hybrid until I’m there to cover you,” Zev said. 
 
    “I know,” Slash said, turning his hybrid into the parking structure, spinning his unit around, going into four-wheel mode, Zev pulling up, giving him a thumb up. Slash got out, grabbing two launchers, racing them to the curb, then rushing back to his hybrid, getting in. “There you go, honey, two launchers full up.” 
 
    “Thanks, babe,” Laleh said. “Taking out the roof door first.” Two of the missiles took off, climbing straight up, going beyond the top of the building, then curving down, the explosion sending debris off the edge of the roof. 
 
    “I’ll hit those UN Vans,” Cary said, four more missiles taking off, going up, then down and into the parking structure, slamming into the line of vans, starting a chain reaction of fire, smoke billowing out. More missiles took off, flying into the doors on either side of the building, and then there was a huge crash, as the crane swung the wrecking ball into the corner of the building, splintering the old brick, debris flying everywhere. Machinegun fire erupted from down the street, Zev and Slash both firing sonic missiles, which homed in on the sound of the gunfire, blowing up, Taylor and Jace seeing troops running towards the building from 6th Street, both getting their hybrids into position, opening fire with their lasers first, then their rail guns, the enemy troops diving for cover, many hit and dead on the road, two larger vehicles on the way now. 
 
    “Think our lasers will knock those out?” Taylor asked. 
 
    Jace started to reply when several grenades flew through the air, landing in front of the vehicles, blowing them up, the troops fleeing. 
 
    “Blockbusters!” Taylor said, watching them move in from a side street, firing their machineguns at fleeing troops, wrecking ball behind them finding a structural brace for the building, a quarter of it coming down into the street, the crane backing up fast to avoid being buried. 
 
    “Whoa, I saw Peacekeepers falling with that rubble,” Zev said. “Not a great way to go.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Dannon and Dempsey rode up the access road to the ventilation building in their two borrowed Blockbusters, the concussion of grenades, missiles, and machinegun fire sounding a few blocks to the east. 
 
    “How does it drive?” Freeze asked Dannon. 
 
    “Feels like driving an old Cadillac with a Honda Civic engine in it.” 
 
    Dempsey laughed, driving the other Blockbuster. “That’s an excellent description. Hope we get a chance to fire the grenade launcher.” 
 
    “I don’t,” Dannon said. “We have to expose ourselves to fire when we get there. Better that nobody’s around.” 
 
    “Think they see us coming?” Shell asked. 
 
    “They’d already be shooting at us,” Dempsey said.  
 
    “Cary, where are they likely to be?” Dannon asked over the blue tooth. 
 
    “The control room is below the water line,” Cary replied. “What you see up top is fans, ducting, filters, and stuff like that. Oh, and the pumps, of course. I still think Hector and I should’ve come.” 
 
    “You can walk us through it,” Dannon said. “You’re too valuable to lose, and frankly, protecting you might get some of us killed.” 
 
    “All right, all right,” Cary said. “By the way, even if you’re fired upon, be careful shooting into the structure, especially with grenades. You might break those pumps. We need those.” 
 
    Dannon laughed. “Important safety tip. You guys get that?” 
 
    “Yeah,” Jones said. “How about small arms? Pistols and rifles?” 
 
    “Be careful with the rifles,” Cary said. “I sent you pictures of the pumps. You all got them, right?” 
 
    “Yeah,” Dempsey said, “and we reviewed them together. Don’t worry, we won’t damage them.” 
 
    “Hopefully they aren’t smart enough to take them out themselves,” Moth said. 
 
    “That’s crossed my mind,” Dannon said. “What are our options if that happens?” 
 
    “Bring pumps from elsewhere,” Cary said. “Let’s hope that doesn’t happen, I don’t think that rubble in the tunnels will hold them for long if they panic.” 
 
    “We’re almost there,” Dempsey said. “We leaving anybody outside with these Blockbusters?” 
 
    “No, we all go in, from two directions,” Dannon said. 
 
    “There are doors on each end of the building,” Cary said. “They both lead to stairwells.” 
 
    The Blockbusters parked next to the building, the team getting out, wearing their jumpsuits, Dempsey leading half the team to the far end of the building, Dannon leading the rest into the close side. 
 
    “I’ll get the door,” Moth said, next to Dannon. 
 
    “You don’t always have to do that.” 
 
    “I’m small,” Moth said. “Harder target to hit.” He got next to the door, trying the doorknob. “Locked.” Dannon pulled out tools, picking the lock. 
 
    “Dempsey, door locked,” Dannon said. 
 
    “Yeah, Freeze is opening it over here,” Dempsey replied. “We’re in.” 
 
    Dannon turned the doorknob, Moth getting back to it, pushing it open, looking inside, seeing the stairwell. Beyond that was a maze of pipes and ductwork, the fan motors putting out a lot of noise. 
 
    “We’re in the stairwell,” Dempsey said. 
 
    “Us too,” Moth said, turning to see the rest of the team following him, all trying to walk quietly. They got to the landing, nothing on that floor other than equipment leaned against the wall, and more ducting. 
 
    “We’re on the first landing,” Dempsey said. 
 
    “Us too,” Dannon said. “Cary, where are the pumps?” 
 
    “Next landing there will be a hallway, accessible from either side. They’re towards the middle.” 
 
    “Okay,” Dannon said, looking at the others, then starting down, Moth beside him, then Jones. 
 
    “There it is,” Moth said when they got to the next landing, the hallway dim, lightbulbs hanging down from the ceiling under protective steel cages. “Hey, the pumps, see them?” 
 
    “Yeah,” Dannon said. 
 
    “We see them from our side too,” Dempsey said. 
 
    “All right,” Dannon said, rushing to the first of the four, pulling out his phone, taking video, streaming it to Mayor Fine’s system. “Get the video, Cary?” 
 
    “Yeah,” he said. “Take the shroud off. It’ll just lift.” 
 
    “I’ll do it,” Jones said, lifting up the curved sheet metal cover, setting it aside. The motor was exposed, two large cables held onto a terminal on the right side of the motor with copper nuts on studs. 
 
    “We won’t get electrocuted if we touch these, right?” Moth asked. 
 
    “Is the pump running?” Cary asked. 
 
    “Nope,” Dannon replied. 
 
    “Then you’re good, but don’t touch them more than you have too. Undo the nuts and swap the wires.” 
 
    “That’s all there is to it?” Moth asked. 
 
    “That’s it,” Cary said. “Told you it was easy.” 
 
    “Then why did you want to come down here?” Dannon asked. 
 
    “In case they hardened them,” Cary replied. “I would have.” 
 
    Jones took the tools from Dannon, using a wrench to undo the nuts, swapping the cables, and putting the nuts back on. 
 
    “Where’s the on switch?” Dempsey asked. 
 
    “You can turn them on at the pump, or in the control room,” Cary said. “See the big switch above each of them?” 
 
    “Yep,” Dannon said. 
 
    “There might be UN Peacekeepers in the control room,” Freeze said. “Where is it?” 
 
    “Next floor down,” Cary said. “You’ll have to go down there anyway, guys. They’ll be an indicator in the control room, and they’ll hear the pump motors too. They’ll investigate and shut the pumps down.” 
 
    “Yeah, I figured that would be the case,” Dannon said. “Jones, show Dempsey how to make the switch and finish this. Moth and Freeze, let’s go to the control room.” 
 
    “Okay,” Jones said. 
 
    “We’ll be there in a sec,” Dempsey said. This won’t take long.” 
 
    “I got the tools,” Jones said. 
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    Threats 
 
   D annon led Moth and Freeze to the stairwell, going down the two flights to the next level, light flooding out into the hallway through the windows surrounding the control room, two UN Peacekeepers inside, one asleep, the other reading a book. 
 
    “Doubt that’s all of them,” Freeze whispered. “Put on the suppressors.” 
 
    “Yeah, and stay sharp,” Dannon whispered. “Check out the monitors. They show inside the tunnel. It’s stuffed with vehicles and men.” 
 
    Moth nodded. “Shall we?” 
 
    “Yeah,” Dannon said. 
 
    Moth kicked open the door, the UN Peacekeepers looking over in a panic, guns clicking, the men slumping into their chairs, Moth rushing in, looking for anyone else, Freeze and Dannon both inside, looking too, not seeing anyone. 
 
    “Where’s the bathrooms?” Moth asked. 
 
    “Against the north wall,” Cary said. “Women’s and men’s rooms. See the doors?” 
 
    “Yeah,” Moth said, his gun out, slipping into the men’s room, out in a second, going into the women’s room. He returned in a moment. “Nobody there. Anyplace else somebody might be?” 
 
    “Maybe the ducting space,” Cary said. “I doubt they’re in there. What are you seeing on the video monitors?” 
 
    “Gobs of vehicles and men.” 
 
    “Armor?” Hector asked. 
 
    “All we can see are UN vans,” Moth said. “They’re about to get wet.” 
 
    “Hey, we got the wires swapped, and put the sheet metal housings back,” Dempsey said. “Be there in a second.” 
 
    “Check the far side stairwell for Peacekeepers,” Freeze said. 
 
    “I was gonna suggest that,” Shell said. “How about that side?” 
 
    Dannon looked at Freeze and Moth, who left to check. 
 
    Dannon looked at the consoles. “Where are the switches for the pumps?” 
 
    “The desk in the center has a bank of switches, mostly controlling the ventilation. There are four red knobs on the bottom. See them?” 
 
    Dannon looked. “I see three red and one black.” 
 
    “Show me video,” Cary said. 
 
    Dannon brought out his phone again, shooting the video, streaming it. 
 
    Hector laughed. “They broke one of the old knobs. I’ve seen those black ones before, they’re generic.” 
 
    “Yeah, no problem. Those are the knobs.” 
 
    “Don’t make move,” said a man’s voice in a French accent. 
 
    Dannon stayed still, seeing the man coming towards him, a gun in his hand. 
 
    “Who are you and why you here?” 
 
    Dannon turned towards him. “We’re from the city, heard there were intruders in this facility. The reports were right.” 
 
    “You resistance,” the man said. “Now you die.” 
 
    A suppressed shot rang out, a bullet ripping into the Peacekeeper’s upper right thigh, Freeze standing inside the door with his gun, Dannon leaping onto the man, getting his gun away from him, the others rushing inside. 
 
    “This guy was outside smoking,” Dempsey said. “Smelled it, found the butt still smoldering.” 
 
    Dannon turned the man over. “Anyone else here?” 
 
    The man returned defiant silence, so Dannon stomped on his wound, making him shriek. 
 
    “I’ll ask you again. Anybody else here?” 
 
    “Screw you,” the man said. 
 
    “No, screw you,” Dannon replied, nodding to Freeze, who fired a shot into the man’s head. 
 
    “We’ll have to stick around and watch,” Dannon said. “I’m turning on the pumps.” He went to the console, turning each of the knobs, the sound of the pumps coming from above them. “Well, sounds like they turned on.” 
 
    “Whoa, look at the Peacekeepers in the video,” Shell said, watching the video monitors. “They’re in a panic. The water is flooding up from the floor.” 
 
    “Make sense,” Moth said, his eyes focused on the hallway outside. 
 
    “Jace, the water is flooding into the tunnel now,” Dannon said. “Best be ready, they’ll try to get out.” 
 
    “Okay,” Jace said. “We’ve got several dump-truck loads of debris at each opening now. There’s more coming. You see any armor down there?” 
 
    “Not so far, just UN vans and Islamist fighters,” Dannon said. 
 
    “That water is a couple feet deep and rising fast,” Shell said. 
 
    “The pumps are high volume,” Cary said. “Imagine if a big leak developed inside that tunnel? That could drown a lot of motorists. The pumps have to be powerful enough to save them.” 
 
    “Another two dump truck loads just made it to the eastbound opening,” Jace said. “Two at the westbound opening too.” 
 
    “Are you getting hit with resistance out there?” Dannon asked. 
 
    “Not since we demolished the building,” Jace said. “How’s the water works?” 
 
    “Up to three feet already,” Shell said. “These pumps work fast. Some men are heading this direction.” 
 
    “Where are the cameras placed?” Dannon asked. 
 
    “The default camera is at the lowest point, towards the middle of the Hudson,” Cary said. “The computer program should allow you to change cameras. They cover the entire length.” 
 
    Dannon rolled his chair over to the system monitor, moving the mouse, the screen showing a menu. There was a button called cameras. He clicked on it, and a graphic of the tunnel came up, with icons to click for viewing. He clicked on one close to the openings in Manhattan. There was nobody in the tunnel there, the mountains of rubble visible at each opening. 
 
    “Troops could crawl over that rubble.” 
 
    “We know,” Jace said. “That’s why we’ve got the Blockbusters and several thousand armed citizens at each of the openings. Check the tunnel for armored vehicles. They could cause us a problem.” 
 
    “All right,” Dannon said. He clicked each icon, working towards the west, not seeing anything until the fifth icon, a third of the way towards the center of the river. A row of vans was driving that direction, the water gushing out of the wheel wells, Islamists running alongside them. “A third in from the east, UN vans coming, but that water is getting deep. Men running too.” 
 
    “Okay, keep going,” Jace said. 
 
    Dannon clicked each icon, looking, the water five feet deep now, shoulders and heads above the water, vans stranded in the middle, the water getting deeper as he continued towards the middle of the Hudson, no cars or people visible there now. 
 
    “What are you seeing?” Jace asked. 
 
    “Midpoint is flooded above any people or vehicles now,” Dannon said. “I’ll keep going west. Nobody watching the west openings, maybe they can get out.” 
 
    “Yeah, do that,” Vasil said. “We’re almost done loading the rubble. They won’t get past the barriers without armor or bulldozers.” 
 
    “Let’s hope,” Shell said. 
 
    Dannon clicked icons going west, going through five before he saw anyone, an enormous group of Islamists rushing west, up to their shoulders in water. There were more the further Dannon got, and then the rubble, men climbing to the top, frantically pulling at the rocks, way too large to move. 
 
    “There are more Islamists on the west side than the east,” Dannon said. “They’re trying to dig their way out, but it’s gonna be tough. Huge pieces of concrete rubble there, too big to move by hand.” 
 
    “That’s thousands of men,” Shell said. “What a horrible way to go.” 
 
    “Look at the exterior cameras on the west opening,” Jace said. “Troops could be trying to dig them out from there.” 
 
    Dannon clicked the icon, getting no picture. “I think those cameras got blown up. No video feed.” 
 
    “Oh,” Jace said. “Vasil, anything we can do about that? Satellite view?” 
 
    “I’ll call my boss,” Vasil said. “If there were Islamists there, we’d see RFID hits. I just checked. Nothing anywhere close. 
 
    “Hey, Dannon, turn off the ventilation system,” Cary said. “The water might cause a short, could shut down the pumps.” 
 
    “Good idea,” Dannon said. “Where?” 
 
    “The row of switches along the top of the console where the pump knobs were.” 
 
    “Okay,” Dannon said, flipping all the switches, the fan noise halting. “What about the fans on the west side?” 
 
    “Don’t worry about them, they’re on another circuit,” Cary said. 
 
    “Hey, you can access them from there,” Hector said. “From the PC program. Go to utilities.” 
 
    “Okay,” Dannon said. He selected home from the camera page, seeing the utilities button, clicking it. “Okay, what’s it under?” 
 
    “Emergency services,” Hector said. 
 
    “When did you learn about this?” Cary asked. 
 
    “Couldn’t sleep last night, so I kept going on my research.” 
 
    “All right, I’m in there. It says emergency west ventilation shut down. That’s it?” 
 
    “Yeah,” Hector said. 
 
    Dannon clicked on that. “Okay. Now how about the lights. Should we put them in the dark?” 
 
    “Take another look at the video first,” Cary said. 
 
    “Oh. Good idea.” Dannon switched back to the camera map, and started working his way east on the camera icons. The camera at the midpoint under the Hudson was no longer working. “These pumps are way faster than I expected, it’s up to the ceiling in the middle. Killed the camera.” 
 
    “Water is seeping out from under the rubble at the opening,” Jace said. “This is gonna be done soon. I can’t believe how fast it filled up.” 
 
    “It’s those pumps,” Cary said, “drawing from the Hudson, which is a never-ending supply. Like I said, they were designed to save motorists during a breach… and some in the design phase wanted double this capacity.” 
 
    “Should we stick around here?” Dannon asked. 
 
    “Stay there until we see water coming out towards the top of the barrier,” Cary said. “Just in case, and use the exterior cameras, to make sure you don’t have a bunch of enemy fighters waiting for you outside.” 
 
    “Oh, I should check that now,” Dannon said. He selected the cameras outside, looking at them. “There’s nobody in range of the camera.” 
 
    “How close is it to the ceiling at the opening?” Jace asked. 
 
    “Just a sec,” Dannon said, switching to the camera furthest to the east. “It’s about five feet below the ceiling, but there aren’t many Islamists sitting up on the rubble. I think a lot have already drowned.” 
 
    “What a horrible way to go,” Shell said. 
 
    “Check the west end,” Cary said. 
 
    Dannon selected that icon. “Same, less people now, huddled against the top. I don’t see a gap there. I think the explosion sealed it up well. Geez, I don’t want to look at this… men waiting to die.” 
 
    “Remember what they did to us,” Jace said. 
 
    “They didn’t, their leadership did,” Shell said. “These people are just grunts. Probably didn’t even want to be here.” 
 
    “I can’t watch this,” Dannon said, backing away from the screen. 
 
    “It wasn’t wrong,” Dempsey said. “They were here to kill us.” 
 
    “I know,” Dannon said. “Still.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Duce watched the eastbound opening of the tunnel from his Blockbuster, the water seeping from higher and higher up on the barrier. A face popped up, bringing shots from several civilians. “I know we had to do this, but I don’t feel good about it.” 
 
    “Yeah, I’ll be glad when it’s done,” Chippy said. “I’m happy to shoot at enemy snipers, but I’m not interested in shooting drowning men in the face.” 
 
    “It’s close to done,” Kenny said. 
 
    “Interesting how we haven’t seen more enemy fighters outside trying to help them,” Duce said. 
 
    “Oh boy, the water is flooding over the top of the rubble on the westbound entrance,” Chippy said. “They’re done.” 
 
    “That entrance is lower than the eastbound entrance,” Duce said. “Doesn’t surprise me. I’ll give it another ten minutes, then I’m out of here. They’re dead, I haven’t seen a face looking out in a while. A lot of the civilian infantry have already left.” 
 
    “I wonder if this story is going to cause a lot of outrage?” Kenny asked. 
 
    “Stop, you guys,” Wick said. “I’d love to talk to somebody who complains about this. They’d have to explain to me why it’s okay to have so many thousands of Islamist fighters poised to come in and slaughter civilians in New York City. Sorry, I know this was nasty, but we defeated these guys without losing any of our own people. That is a big win, any way you cut it. We’ve seen how much mercy these folks have shown to our people.” 
 
    “Shit, he’s right,” Chippy said. “Remember the stories that came out of California? The murders and rapes and beheadings? They’ve done that on the east coast too, and hell, they blew up a nuke in our city. Screw these people. I’m glad we killed them. Now we need to hunt down the rest of them, hidden all over Manhattan, Queens, the Bronx, and Jersey. We won’t be so lucky when we fight them in the open. Citizens are gonna get killed.” 
 
    “Water coming out the top on the eastbound side now,” Duce said. “I get what you’re saying, but anyone who isn’t bothered by this has problems. Sorry, not trying to offend, and I’d do it again under these circumstances, but I don’t have to enjoy it. This was a dirty job we had to do. That’s all I’m gonna say on the subject.” 
 
    “Fair enough,” Wick said. “Let’s go home, it’s over.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Mayor Fine, Tracy, and Chief Harvey sat in the intel room, Albena and Penko working the PCs. 
 
    “We’re leaving the area,” Jace said over the intercom. “The Blockbusters already left, and Dannon’s team shut down the pumps and left the ventilation building too.” 
 
    “Good, thanks,” Mayor Fine said. “We didn’t lose anybody, did we?” 
 
    “One civilian got wounded by a sniper,” Jace said. “We got shot at a lot, but we’ve got good systems. I know both Slash and Taylor were hit. Bullets bounced off their hybrids.” 
 
    “Good, thank you for what you did,” Mayor Fine said. 
 
    “Talk to you soon,” Jace said. 
 
    “Albena, anything new on the approaching armies?” Chief Harvey asked. 
 
    “They stopped. Might have heard about this from Islamists or UN Peacekeepers.” 
 
    “Where’d they stop?” Tracy asked. 
 
    “The eastbound group stopped just past Cleveland,” Albena said. “They picked up more people in that city.” 
 
    “How many more people?” Mayor Fine asked. 
 
    “Sixteen thousand, give or take.” 
 
    “Geez,” Tracy said. “How about the other group?” 
 
    “They just passed over the border into Vermont. They also built their numbers, but only by four thousand.” 
 
    “We don’t know how many are here,” Chief Harvey said, “or how many might be coming in shielded vans.” 
 
    “We’re lucky the government didn’t come in and stop our operation today,” Tracy said. “I wish we knew who was running things.” 
 
    “I know, me too,” Chief Harvey said. “We’ll have to clean out that tunnel. Water and dead bodies on that scale are a severe environmental risk.” 
 
    Mayor Fine leaned back in his chair. “Yes, I’ve already been thinking about that. It’s going to be a real mess.” 
 
    “How will we get the water out?” Tracy asked. 
 
    “Switch the pumps back to the way they were,” Chief Harvey said. “Pump the water out into the Hudson.” 
 
    “Gross,” Tracy said. Her phone rang. She dug it out of her purse and looked at it. “This is a Washington, DC number.” She put the phone to her ear, accepting the call. “Hello?” 
 
    A woman’s voice answered with a slight French accent. “We know what you did, and we know where you are. You will not survive, nor will your state government, nor the Mayor of New York City. Be ready. Make your final arrangements.” 
 
    “Who the hell is this?” Tracy asked. 
 
    “This is your worst nightmare. We are closing in.” 
 
    “Who is that?” Mayor Fine asked. Tracy held up her hand, her eyes wide. 
 
    “We’ll just see about that, traitor,” Tracy said. “Take your best shot. Better have plenty of body bags for your troops.” 
 
    Tracy ended the call, her hands trembling, her face red with anger. She turned towards Mayor Fine and Chief Harvey. “I recognized that voice, but I can’t place it. French woman trying to sound like an American. I think she wants me to think she’s part of the group ruling in Washington.” 
 
    “What did she say?” Mayor Fine asked. 
 
    Tracy told them. 
 
    Chief Harvey chuckled. “Sounds like a garden-variety crank, but it bothers me that they got your number. Was it your thin phone?” 
 
    “No, my old cell phone,” Tracy said. “Rarely get calls on it. I wish I could place that voice.” 
 
    “Wish you’d chuck that phone,” Mayor Fine said. “Why do you keep it? The thin phone is safer to use.” 
 
    “I kept it for people who went missing,” Tracy said. “Here.” She pulled the battery out of the old phone. “I’ll leave the battery out. What more have we to do today?” 
 
    “Debrief Dannon, Jace, and Vasil,” Chief Harvey said, “but you don’t have to stick around, Tracy.” 
 
    “Okay, I’m going back to my office. I want to check some old notes on my PC. Maybe I can figure out who called.” 
 
    “I’ll come by later,” Mayor Fine said. 
 
    Tracy left the room. 
 
    “This isn’t good,” Chief Harvey said. “That phone.” 
 
    “Not a problem,” Mayor Fine said. “Nobody connects directly to a close cell tower from down here. Can’t get a signal out. We use a repeater on the building, which ties up to the satellites we use for the thin phones, then down to a cell tower in Long Island.” 
 
    “You still look worried. Think our hiding place has been discovered?” 
 
    Mayor Fine shrugged. “We’ve been here a long time, and sent a lot of traffic through our subway connection. It’s possible somebody has figured out where this bunker is. Now that the EU navy is no longer an issue, perhaps we should move back to New City Hall and NYPD Headquarters.” 
 
    “Everybody knows where those are.” 
 
    Mayor Fine nodded. “True, but we have better counter measures there, and it would spread the team into three locations instead of just one.” 
 
    Chief Harvey thought about it for a moment. “No, we need to stay here. Something is imminent. Remember what Albena showed us earlier.” 
 
    “I’m not convinced those troops are coming here to make an assault.” 
 
    “What else would they be doing?” Chief Harvey asked. 
 
    “I can’t answer that… yet.” 
 
    Dan Dannon came into the intel room with Vasil, both with wet hair after their showers. 
 
    “Oh good, you’re back,” Mayor Fine said. 
 
    “Yeah, we’re back,” Dannon said, sitting down at the conference table. “I hope we never have to do an operation like that again.” 
 
    “Did you hear about the two groups of RFID hits coming our way?” Chief Harvey asked. 
 
    Dannon nodded. 
 
    Vasil sat, glancing over at Albena. “Have those RFID hits moved much today?” 
 
    Albena shook her head. “They’ve stopped, but they’re building their numbers.” 
 
    “Wonder if they are thinking twice, after we took out so many of them? Vasil asked.” 
 
    “I want an actual body count from that tunnel,” Dannon said. “Remember what they did at the decoy building.” 
 
    “Yeah, I agree,” Vasil said. “There weren’t very many UN Peacekeepers in the building we demolished. Less than a hundred.” 
 
    “I think it was stupid for you to go down there,” Albena said. “Eve was beside herself.” 
 
    “I understood enough about that building to guide the demolition team,” Vasil said. “Don’t worry, I was well protected.” 
 
    “That’s another thing that makes me suspicious,” Dannon said. “This should’ve been a very dangerous mission. It was too easy.” 
 
    “We need to check the suspected bases with roach drones,” Vasil said. “We placed roaches in the first four locations… but Laleh and her team were too busy to mess with them during the operation.” 
 
    Chief Harvey looked at Vasil. “Are you thinking there are more troops here than we thought? Or less?” 
 
    Vasil shrugged. “I don’t know. This is a tricky enemy. Art told me that the enemy bases in Boston have not been re-occupied yet. They have roach drones placed in all of them. We don’t know where those forces went.” 
 
    “Islamists or UN Peacekeepers?” Chief Harvey asked. 
 
    “Both,” Vasil said. “I’m pretty worn out, not thinking correctly. The team needs a little rest.” 
 
    “Yeah, my team is wiped out,” Dannon said. “I’m wondering where Sturm is. They never found a body. I was checking on that before this operation. He’s around here someplace, more than likely.” 
 
    “You two being nervous makes me nervous,” Mayor Fine said. “Oh, and Tracy got a threatening phone call a few minutes before you guys arrived.” He told them about it. 
 
    “French accent, trying to sound like an American,” Dannon said. “The threats sound familiar. Wonder if it’s Isadore.” 
 
    “Isadore who?” Chief Harvey asked. 
 
    “Just Isadore,” Dannon said. 
 
    Albena looked over at them. “We had traffic about her coming out of the UN early on. Sounded like she was about to take some big job, and then poof. She’s not mentioned again.” 
 
    “Who were her associates?” Chief Harvey asked. 
 
    “I’d have to go back and search it,” Albena said. 
 
    “You don’t have to do it now,” Chief Harvey said. 
 
    “Tracy got a threatening phone call. I’d call that urgent enough.” Albena set up some search criteria and ran it. “Bingo, came right up. She was in several transmissions that also mentioned Captain Sturm, Jerry Poole, Sanchez, and Mateo.” 
 
    Dannon stood. “That’s it. It’s got to be her. She’s almost as dangerous as Sturm, by the way, but chose to go further up the UN leadership team rather than being a UN goon. You’re thinking this call came from DC?” 
 
    “Tracy said it came from a DC number,” Mayor Fine said. “Doesn’t tell us much.” 
 
    “We need to work this,” Dannon said. “Might be time for me to go on a hunt.” 
 
    “Yes, I agree,” Chief Harvey said. 
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    Isadore 
 
   S turm walked back and forth in his room, Selma barely having to help him now. 
 
    “You’ll be ready to move out of here soon, at the rate you’re improving,” she said. 
 
    “I know, but it won’t be soon enough for me,” Sturm said. “I’m impatient.” 
 
    Selma shook her head. “You’ve been telling me you aren’t anxious to get back to work.” 
 
    “To get more poses from you, maybe a little skin.” 
 
    Selma laughed. “You’re unbelievable. Do you know that?” 
 
    “Sorry, I’m going stir crazy, and you’re very attractive. Just my type.” 
 
    “At this point, anybody with my plumbing is probably just your type.” 
 
    Sturm smiled. “Can you really blame me?” 
 
    “This isn’t a conversation I’ll have with you, Captain. Get some rest, and we’ll hit it again in a couple hours.” 
 
    “All right.” He watched as she walked out of his room, not giving him a pose this time. “What, not even a pose?” 
 
    “I’ve done too much of that already. Rest.” 
 
    Sturm chuckled, laying back on his bed, picking up his cellphone. He hit Sanchez’s contact. It rang a few times before clicking. 
 
    “Sturm?” 
 
    “Hello, Sanchez, how are things going?” 
 
    “Dicey… are you getting any news?” Sanchez asked. 
 
    “I know about the destruction of the EU navy task force, the attack on Brussels, and the arrest of President Borden,” Sturm said.  
 
    “That’s what has hit the media so far,” Sanchez said.  
 
    “Who arrested Borden?” 
 
    “Allies of General Hogan,” Sanchez said, “but we overcame them. Most of them are dead; a few escaped. They fired the cruise missiles at the EU task force.” 
 
    “What about the Brussels attack?” 
 
    “Mateo did that, although nobody is talking about it.” 
 
    “He’s still trying to start a war between the US and the EU?” 
 
    “Yes,” Sanchez said. 
 
    “What else? You sound worried.” 
 
    “There are two large groups of Islamists heading towards us. A huge one from Michigan, and a smaller one from Canada.” 
 
    “They’re going to attack without navy coverage?” 
 
    “The original plan didn’t include these troops,” Sanchez said. “Lack of navy coverage drove Mateo and Saladin to move them in. It’s stupid, they’ve all got RFID, and the enemy can see it. I’ll be surprised if they arrive unharmed. They’ll be joined along the way by forces from Boston and Philadelphia.” 
 
    “Going for broke, huh?” 
 
    “Yes, but something happened in the last twenty-four hours they didn’t expect.” 
 
    “Uh oh, what did Mayor Fine’s team manage this time?” Sturm asked. 
 
    “Mateo and Saladin tried to kill two birds with one stone. They moved a hundred thousand Islamist troops into Manhattan using lead shielded vehicles. They’re on the outskirts of the hot zone.” 
 
    “That’s one bird. What’s the other?” 
 
    Sanchez sighed. “They set up a decoy location, rigged it to explode. Stuffed a bunch of deserters in there with RFID, about ten thousand. Used a spy to alert Mayor Fine’s team.” 
 
    “Interesting. It didn’t go well, did it?” 
 
    “Dan Dannon’s team killed the UN Peacekeepers who were running the operation before they could blow the place up. Then other elements of Mayor Fine’s team, aided by those stupid homemade tanks, overran the decoy and realized it was a setup.” 
 
    Sturm had to work to suppress his anger. “We’re losing this thing. Don’t tell me, let me guess. Mayor Fine’s people found the real force of Islamists and turned them around.” 
 
    “Worse, possibly.” 
 
    “Oh no, what happened? Where were the troops?” 
 
    “Hidden in the Holland Tunnel. Two bad things happened. First, the Philly resistance noticed them going there, so they went into New Jersey and blew up the Holland Tunnel entrances.” 
 
    “Which trapped our people in Manhattan and prevented more troops from joining them. Mayor Fine’s people did the same thing on the Manhattan side, didn’t they?” 
 
    “Yes, and we think they flooded the tunnel with water from the Hudson.” 
 
    “Mayor Fine’s team killed the entire force?” Sturm asked. 
 
    “Don’t get too worked up,” Selma said. 
 
    “Your nurse?” Sanchez asked. 
 
    “Yeah. They’re all dead, aren’t they?” 
 
    “Probably,” Sanchez said. “We can’t raise any of the commanders, and we’ve seen no RFID hits outside of the tunnel. Spotters on both sides of the tunnel report water coming out.” 
 
    “Has Mateo or Saladin told the team?” 
 
    “I said don’t get worked up,” Selma said. 
 
    “Don’t worry, Selma, I’m okay.” 
 
    “Those guys are still keeping me out of meetings,” Sanchez said, “but I heard something interesting this morning.” 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “Isadore is back, sounds like she’s running the Federal Government now that Borden is out.” 
 
    Sturm laughed. “How’d they talk her into coming back here?” 
 
    “I have no idea. She’s smarter than Mateo, maybe it’s a good thing.” 
 
    “I need to get out of here.” 
 
    “I heard that,” Selma said. “Settle down.” 
 
    “That nurse sounds tough.” 
 
    Sturm chuckled. “She’s trying to do her best. Wonder how I can get in touch with Isadore?” 
 
    “I don’t know, but I’ll do some checking if you’d like. I passed some of our last conversation along to Mateo. He was very pleased that you were making progress. He needs you back on the job.” 
 
    “What’s up with Lance Evans? Is he still messing with Mayor Fine’s hacker?” 
 
    “No, that got stopped,” Sanchez said. “You can call him without danger now, but be careful if you go around Mateo’s back.” 
 
    “Understood. Thank you, my friend.” 
 
    “Take care, Sturm. Hopefully I’ll talk to you again.” 
 
    “You don’t think you’ll survive?” 
 
    Sanchez chuckled. “I’m sitting in the most visible UN base there is. If a combined UN and Islamist army attacks Manhattan, what do you think will happen here?” 
 
    “You should leave, then.” 
 
    Sanchez was silent for a moment. “No, I’d be hunted down by both sides. I’d rather just meet my end when this comes to a head. I’m tired.” 
 
    Sanchez got off the call, Sturm setting his phone down, Selma coming in. 
 
    “You shouldn’t be getting upset like that, you aren’t out of the woods yet.” 
 
    Sturm smiled at her. “A little cheesecake would calm me down. You want to be my friend after this.” 
 
    “Oh, so now I’m getting threats. I could just leave, you know.” 
 
    “I’m sure you could, but you won’t. Come on, just give me a little help. I need to focus on something other than that phone conversation.” 
 
    Selma shot him an icy stare, then shook her head, unbuttoning the top three buttons of her uniform, then approaching, bending down over the end of the bed to cover his feet with the blankets, showing him her ample cleavage, then standing up, and turning to walk away. 
 
    “Thank you, that’s got my mind on something else.” 
 
    She turned her head back at him. “Whatever. Relax, and don’t expect that again.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Mateo sat in front of his comm unit, waiting for Daan and Saladin to come on. There was a beep. 
 
    “Daan here. How’s Argentina, Mateo?” 
 
    “Boring. I miss Manhattan. Hell, Canada was better than this. Heard from Saladin recently?” 
 
    “Did you tell him I’m on this call? He’s not happy with me.” 
 
    “I didn’t put out a guest list. Once you’re both on I’ll bring in Isadore.” 
 
    “She’s really back, huh?” Daan asked. “How did you talk her into it?” 
 
    “She offered, thought that we couldn’t finish without her. I think she wanted to be President.” 
 
    Daan laughed. “I’m hoping she stays behind the scenes.” 
 
    The console beeped again. “It’s Saladin. What do you need?” 
 
    “Hello, Saladin,” Mateo said. “You sound upset.” 
 
    “I know why he’s upset,” Daan said. “I thought it was the reason for the call.” 
 
    “You,” Saladin said. 
 
    “Look, we must work together,” Daan said. “I’m ready to move on from our last argument if you are.” 
 
    Saladin was silent for a moment. “All right. You know what happened?” 
 
    “I heard about the tunnel from my intel team,” Daan said. 
 
    “Wait, the enemy found out about the Holland Tunnel?” Mateo asked. 
 
    “They found out, blocked up the openings, and flooded it with water,” Daan said. 
 
    “Is that true, Saladin?” Mateo asked. 
 
    “Yes, it’s true, and it’s more your fault than anyone’s.” 
 
    “What are you talking about?” Mateo asked. 
 
    “You wanted to play it to the edge with the decoy base, hoping to kill Mayor Fine’s people. That tipped off the enemy. They aren’t as stupid as you believe them to be.” 
 
    “How many troops were in that tunnel?” Daan asked. 
 
    “Over a hundred thousand,” Saladin said. 
 
    “We need to stop the New York operation right now,” Daan said. “We won’t have enough troops to link up with the two groups coming in.” 
 
    “Settle down,” Mateo said. “I’m going to bring in Isadore.” 
 
    “Does she know about this?” Daan asked. 
 
    “If she doesn’t, we’ll have to tell her,” Mateo said. 
 
    There were a few clicks. 
 
    “Can you hear me, Isadore?” 
 
    “I hear you,” she said, her tone flat. “Who else is on?” 
 
    “Saladin and Daan.” 
 
    There was silence for a moment. 
 
    “Are you still there?” Mateo asked. 
 
    “I’m trying to contain my anger so I can speak plainly,” Isadore said. 
 
    “A woman won’t discipline me,” Saladin said. 
 
    “Then you will die,” Isadore said. “You’ve caused so much trouble that I considered sending a hit squad after you.” 
 
    “Let’s not get this conversation started on that footing,” Mateo said. 
 
    “You ought to be next, Mateo,” Isadore said. “I heard what happened in the Holland Tunnel. The slaughter of our Islamist troops is partially your fault. It matters little if we take out Mayor Fine’s foot soldiers. Did you expect Mayor Fine himself to be attending the operation? Or Chief Harvey? Or Tracy McCain?” 
 
    “Dan Dannon was there,” Mateo said. “He’s caused us a lot of trouble.” 
 
    “He’s only one man, and we lost over a hundred thousand troops for the chance that we might take him out?” 
 
    “It wasn’t just Dannon,” Mateo said. “Mayor Fine does not have an army. He has a few very well-equipped fighters. We know who they are… they drive in those two-wheeled vehicles with lasers and railguns, or they race through the subway tunnels in specially built vehicles with similar weapons, and the capacity to move their teams into any part of the city before we know what has happened. Then there are the homemade tanks.” 
 
    “Those are laughable,” Isadore said. 
 
    Daan chuckled. “Okay, Isadore, I don’t care how powerful you think you are. Somebody needs to set you straight on things. Number one, we would own Manhattan at this moment if not for those laughable homemade tanks. They stopped our armies from crossing bridges during a key battle. Don’t you read intel reports?” 
 
    “Thank you, Daan,” Saladin said. “Furthermore, I know Isadore was in on initial planning of this operation. We’ve allowed the United States to continue operation of its vital production and distribution systems while trying to take over their country. War doesn’t work that way.” 
 
    “If the well-armed American people are starving, they will rise up and slaughter as many troops as we can send here,” Isadore said. 
 
    Saladin laughed. “No, you don’t get it. You’ve had to leave roads and utilities in place, even fuel deliveries to gasoline stations. That gave resistance forces the ability to transport people and supplies wherever they wanted. We are fighting a mobile enemy who isn’t worried about where their next meal or their next gallon of fuel or their next box of ammo is coming from. When we faced resistance against checkpoints in California, we were not allowed to kill enough citizens to insure they stayed in place. Instead, we gave up. Your plans tied my hands.” 
 
    “There is some truth to that, Isadore,” Daan said. 
 
    “If the EU and the UN were serious about winning this war, we would be blowing up roads and using EU military assets such as planes, missiles, drones, and helicopters to subdue the population,” Saladin said. 
 
    “Our military advisors tell me we could not survive a war with the United States military,” Isadore said. 
 
    “Then why are we in this conflict?” Daan asked. “You’ve been installed as President in this country. That’s a joke, because you don’t control enough of the US military to do anything.” 
 
    “The elements of the US military we do not control are afraid to move. Haven’t you seen that?” 
 
    “Well, Isadore, somebody made short work of that navy task force,” Daan said. “Have you such a short memory? We cannot beat the American people and the uncontrolled parts of the US Military in a war. We need the government of the United States to betray its people and hand their sovereignty to the UN. That was always the long-term plan, but we keep getting sidetracked because we’re stuck fighting fires. Now the US population knows they are being attacked by a foreign enemy. We didn’t understand it… and that’s on all of us. We lost the west coast because we pushed too hard, and let it be known that a foreign entity was actively trying to take over. We brought troops in on EU Navy transports. Imagery has power, and Ivan the Butcher used that imagery.” 
 
    “You guys wanted to use foreign Islamic terrorists,” Isadore said. “What’s the difference?” 
 
    “There is a big difference,” Mateo said. “Our original plan was to use the Islamists for terror. The Federal Government could then take total control over the population to protect their safety. It worked in the EU. Need I remind you of that? You were involved.” 
 
    “That is a fair point,” Isadore said. “I like what I am hearing. Sorry I was so aggressive, we needed to blast through the bullshit. You all have a good understanding of what happened, but you also have blind spots. Now we must remove the blind spots and change our mindsets.” 
 
    “What blind spots?” Saladin asked. “Give us an example.” 
 
    “Okay, Saladin, here is one of your blind spots,” Isadore said. “You said it was a mistake to let the major parts of US production and infrastructure survive. That’s wrong-headed.” 
 
    “How so?” Saladin asked. 
 
    “Daan made the point, though I’m not sure he understood the full ramifications. We cannot defeat the most powerful country in the world in a straight-up military war. Their technology is too far beyond what the rest of us have. We must beat them from within, by betrayal from their Federal Government. If we plan to use that strategy, we cannot destroy the food production, industry, and infrastructure of the United States.” 
 
    Daan laughed. “Of course. The Federal Government must have something they can take away to force compliance for handing over their sovereignty.” 
 
    “Yes, the Federal government must have assets to control, in order to control the people,” Isadore said. “If we took those away, it would lead to the massive military conflict we cannot win, and the citizens would tear down their existing government and repopulate it with people we have no control over.” 
 
    “Wouldn’t it have been easier to simply explain the plan to all of us?” Saladin asked. 
 
    “Leadership strategy is putting the right people into the job and setting things up so they can use the talents required,” Isadore said. “Sometimes full transparency with the team isn’t the best choice. We wanted you to be ruthless, Saladin. We wanted you to be a scary threat that the Federal Government could protect against. Sadly the planners of this operation, myself included, did not understand the American character well enough. This is a stiff-necked people. We can’t force them into submission. They must be tricked into submission. It has to be their idea.” 
 
    “So we failed,” Mateo said. “Is that what you’re saying?” 
 
    “We haven’t failed until the operation is over,” Isadore said. “Our mistakes are recoverable. We need to concentrate on bite-sized chunks to finish this. Our focus, for now, will be New York City.” 
 
    “So we’re going forward with the attack, even after losing such a large part of our force?” Daan asked. 
 
    “It’s still doable,” Saladin said. 
 
    “No, it’s not doable,” Isadore said. “We will not invade New York City. We will make Mayor Fine’s team think that we will. That’s why we revealed them so far away. While Mayor Fine’s people are planning for the attack, and while they are frantically trying to investigate all the hiding places they think our people are, we will locate their base. Then we will attack and destroy that team. We will cut off the head of the snake, and the body will die.” 
 
    Mateo chuckled. “That is good. Might I make another suggestion?” 
 
    “Please,” Isadore said. 
 
    “Mayor Fine will have to clean up the Holland Tunnel. There are thousands of drowned bodies, a massive source for disease. We will take video of that process, and use our media partners to broadcast the drowned bodies all over the world, with appropriate commentary.” 
 
    “Now you are thinking,” Isadore said. “That is one of the reasons we allowed President Borden to be arrested. He did not have a clue about using the media, and he wouldn’t listen to suggestions.” 
 
    “You aren’t really going to show yourself as President, are you?” Daan asked. “The American people won’t stand for that.” 
 
    “Of course not,” Isadore said. “The Speaker of the House will take over until elections can be held. Guess whose side she is on?” 
 
    Saladin chuckled. “I will enjoy working with you, Isadore. I apologize for my comments earlier. You are brilliant.” 
 
    “Apology accepted,” Isadore said. “I must go, but let’s get back together for a planning meeting this evening. Have people in mind for the important parts of the operation. Oh, and where is Captain Sturm?” 
 
    “He is recuperating from his injuries in a safe house,” Mateo said. 
 
    “Where? On Manhattan?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Good. Hopefully we can bring him to bear.” 
 
    “I don’t know how much time he’ll need to heal.” 
 
    “Do you have a number I can reach him at?” she asked. 
 
    “Yes,” Mateo said. “I’ll send it to you.” 
 
    “Thank you, Mateo. Talk to you soon.” 
 
    Isadore left the call. 
 
    “Well, what do you think?” Mateo asked. 
 
    “Are we sharing this with Charles and the others?” Daan asked. 
 
    “I wasn’t planning on it yet,” Mateo said. 
 
    “Good choice,” Daan said. “Talk to you all soon.” 
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    Cellphone 
 
   I sadore looked at her phone, noting the time. The conference room door opened, a young woman in a business suit walking in. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Speaker Palmer got stuck in traffic. She’ll be here soon, I promise.” 
 
    “Poor Nadine,” Isadore said. “It’s no problem.” 
 
    “Would you like a soft drink? Something stronger?” 
 
    “A cold bottle of water would be nice, if you have one.” 
 
    “Of course,” she said, leaving the room. 
 
    Isadore leaned back in her chair, looking out over the capitol grounds. “Their brief history is so quaint,” she said to herself. 
 
    “What was that?” asked the young woman, handing her a bottle of water. 
 
    “Oh, nothing, I talk to myself sometimes.” 
 
    “We all do that.” 
 
    “What’s your name, dear?” Isadore asked. 
 
    “Tess,” she said. “Just call if you need anything. I’m right outside the door.” 
 
    “You can leave it open. It’s a little stuffy in here.” 
 
    “Of course,” Tess said, leaving the room. 
 
    Isadore went over the notes in her head. Nadine was elected speaker shortly after Senate Majority Leader Borden took over the presidency. Mental note, protect Daan when the time comes, it was right to eliminate Nadine’s predecessor. Nadine was on the payroll from the beginning of the operation, and the plan to make her speaker started then. She’d played ball all the way down the line. Some of her fellow representatives decried the aggressive tactics she used in taking the speakership, but the votes were hers, so there was nothing they could do. Once she got in she was silent, keeping a low profile, waiting. 
 
    An older woman walked in the door, hair dyed dark, the facelift still holding, her neck betraying her age. “Isadore, so nice to see you. Sorry I’m late. Tess, hold my calls, please.” She shut the conference room door and sat. 
 
    “Is this room secure?” Isadore asked. 
 
    “It is, but that was a tough job,” Nadine said, “and now I must do it all over again.” 
 
    “You don’t see any problems that might prevent you from taking the presidency?” 
 
    “Nope,” she said. “The Constitution is quite clear. Since both the President and his VP were arrested and removed from office, the job is mine.” 
 
    “You should remove a certain piece of equipment from your arm.” 
 
    Nadine eyed her. “Why? Will it cause a problem?” 
 
    “The resistance has broken the RFID encryption, and is using it to track Islamic Fighters,” Isadore said. 
 
    “Yes, we all know that,” Nadine said. “That’s why we’ve been using so much lead. It’s getting hard to hide those purchases, by the way. It could become a problem if the wrong person gets elected as my replacement.” 
 
    “We are aware,” Isadore said. 
 
    “What is your worry about the RFID?” Nadine asked. “It’s common knowledge where I am most of the time, and I’m well protected.” 
 
    “The person who broke the access encryption is working on the payload encryption now.” 
 
    “Could he crack it?” Nadine asked, her brow furrowed. 
 
    “I’ve been told it’s possible. Better to be safe than sorry.” 
 
    “Okay, I’ll get that taken care of. Do you have a person? Going to my normal doctor is a bad idea.” 
 
    “Yes, I’ll get you a phone number,” Isadore said. “Have you figured out how to handle the Boston attack publicly?” 
 
    “I’ve got a speech blocked out. It’ll have to be polished by my writer, of course. Do you want a copy of the prelim version?” 
 
    “No, but give me a copy of the final version, and I’ll look it over.” 
 
    “Perfect, thanks so much,” Nadine said. “What else?” 
 
    “There will be a nasty cleanup operation taking place on Manhattan in the next few days. I’m arranging for video to be available to the media. I need you to push it to all media outlets.” 
 
    “Yes, I heard what happened in the Holland Tunnel,” Nadine said. “Barbaric. Mayor Fine must pay for that.” 
 
    “If things go according to plan, he’ll be dead before he can answer for it. We need the propaganda for the US and EU citizenry.” 
 
    “I’ll get on it as soon as the video is available. Anything else you need from me?” 
 
    “Not yet,” Isadore said. 
 
    “Do you really think you can get Mayor Fine?” 
 
    Isadore got up. “He’s just a man, and Manhattan isn’t that big. We’ll find him. After we do, the next step is his supplier.” 
 
    “What does that matter if Mayor Fine is gone?” Nadine asked. 
 
    “We’re pretty sure the same supplier is working with the Boston team and the California team.” 
 
    Nadine eyed her. “You know who it is.” 
 
    “Process of elimination,” Isadore said. “We’ve got four candidates.” 
 
    “Care to mention the names?” 
 
    Isadore shook her head. “Nope, don’t want to jinx it. See you soon.” 
 
    She left the conference room. Tess walked in afterward. 
 
    “You okay? You look white as a sheet.” 
 
    “I’m fine, just the jitters. Tomorrow will be a big day.” 
 
    “Yes it will, Madam President to be.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Jaak was sitting in the intel room, looking at data about the Boston bases. His thin phone rang, so he answered it. 
 
    “Jared. How are you? Want me to get the others? I’m here by myself at the moment.” 
 
    “No, I just wanted to spitball with an old friend,” he said. 
 
    “Okay, no problem. What’s on your mind?” 
 
    “The enemy has abandoned both Philly and Boston. I can’t figure out why.” 
 
    “If the UN shows up in Boston again, the citizens are liable to kill them,” Jaak said. “You know what happened with the university outreach program.” 
 
    “Yes, Art briefed me about that. Is your contact safe?” 
 
    “Jay Green. Yes, he’s living in a Sons of Liberty safe house at the moment, with a female companion. We’re trying to figure out if we should bring him in.” 
 
    “Do you trust him?” 
 
    “Henry does, he was working closely with him,” Jaak said. “None of us know about the girl.” 
 
    “Was she conscripted in the university outreach plan like Jay?” 
 
    “Yes, very similar situation. Professor Alonzo was using her mother’s job at a teaching hospital to keep her on his team.” 
 
    “The world is better off without Professor Alonzo,” Jared said. 
 
    “I heard that Art was sending speeders to monitor the two groups of Islamist troops that are heading towards the mid-Atlantic.” 
 
    “I stopped that, for now,” Jared said. “We can see them via RFID, and your team can use people on the ground to monitor them. I think Art has already mentioned it to Sunshine and Jacob.” 
 
    “Oh, that’s a good idea. You don’t think those two groups are going to New York City, do you?” 
 
    “Nope. After the destruction of the EU navy assets, and the recent loss of troops in the Holland Tunnel, the enemy doesn’t have sufficient resources to win.” 
 
    “What do you think they’re planning?” 
 
    “They need to take out the leadership in New York. Given all the movement in and out of the main bunker, it’s not impossible for the enemy to learn of the location.” 
 
    “If they find it, could they overrun it?” Jaak asked. 
 
    “I’d give them a fifty-fifty chance.” 
 
    “That isn’t encouraging. Anything the Boston team can do to help?” 
 
    “Not unless the New York team gets overrun.” 
 
    “Mayor Fine is smart, and so is Chief Harvey. I wouldn’t count them out.” 
 
    “Oh, I’m not, believe me,” Jared said. 
 
    “But you’re still worried.” 
 
    “The New York team has been in hiding since the nuke went off. They may be a little too comfortable with their current bunker system. What makes that system so effective is also what could destroy it.” 
 
    “You’re talking about the subway.” 
 
    “Yes,” Jared said. “The RFID chips don’t work well inside the subway tunnels, unless they’re close to an opening… a station, for example. We have the same problem with the Falcon drones and the roach drones… they work well where they can get a signal out, but most of the subway tunnel system is dark.” 
 
    “You’re worried that the enemy might sneak up on them,” Jaak said. 
 
    “The team will get some warning, and there are counter measures, but if the subway tunnels near the main bunker get blocked off, it will trap the mole vehicles down there.” 
 
    “What about the hybrids?” Jaak asked. 
 
    “We could sneak them out through the buildings above the bunkers. That’s how we used to get them deployed, before we built the tunnel ramps.” 
 
    Jaak thought for a moment. “It might be tough getting the hybrids out, because if the enemy knows where the subway tunnel connection is, they’ll know where the building above the bunker is. They’ll be waiting. Too many troops with large weapons or physical obstructions could stop those hybrids in their tracks. It’d be better if they could fly.” 
 
    Jared chuckled. “That’s several design mods away.” 
 
    “You’re kidding.” 
 
    “Yes, I’m kidding, sorry,” Jared said. “Those vehicles have advanced as much as makes sense at this point.” 
 
    “What’s going on in Washington, DC?” 
 
    Jared sighed. “Another puppet is being installed in the White House. The Speaker of the House is being sworn in tomorrow.” 
 
    “Nadine Palmer?” Jaak asked. “I wondered if they’d go for that. She’s not qualified for the job.” 
 
    “True, but she’s more than qualified to be a figure head, and the Constitution is clear about this. I heard a bad rumor yesterday from John Clancy.” 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “Isadore has been seen in Washington DC.” 
 
    “Didn’t she run away before?” Jaak asked. 
 
    “She did, but don’t count her out. We’ve had success due to the shortcomings of Daan, Saladin, Mateo, and the EU High Command. If she takes over, our jobs will get harder, and we’ll have to adjust.” 
 
    “Oh, I get it now. She’s the person you’re worried about. I bet she’ll know exactly where to focus… one hundred percent on Mayor Fine’s team.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “We need to go old school,” Jaak said. 
 
    “Old school?” 
 
    “We know that we have reception problems in the subway tunnels connected to the bunkers. Go old school. Use a combination of wired video cameras and commandos in the tunnels. Also, I’d get most of the moles out of there. Find other places to stash them. I remember the specs on those. They have incredible fire power.” 
 
    “Thank you, Jaak. That was helpful. The highest tech solution isn’t always the best one. Talk to you later.” 
 
    The call ended. Jaak sat there for a while, thinking through the situation, typing notes on his phone. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Sturm finished another walk, the longest so far, Selma giving him plenty of encouragement, though not the kind he really wanted. She was losing patience with his badgering, and that in turn was making him even more aggressive. I’m going stir crazy in here. He settled back into bed, his phone ringing. He looked at the number, not recognizing it. 
 
    “Hello?” 
 
    “Hello, Captain Sturm.” 
 
    He sat up. “Isadore?” 
 
    “You don’t sound happy to hear me.” 
 
    Sturm chuckled. “No, it’s not that. I’m thrilled to hear your voice, actually.” 
 
    “Then what?” 
 
    “You’re here to pull this mess out of the fire. That means it’s even worse than I was thinking.” 
 
    “You’re not getting worked up again, are you?” Selma asked, walking in. “Don’t sit up like that, it’s not good for your hip.” 
 
    “That woman sounds rather surly,” Isadore said. “Your nurse, I presume?” 
 
    Sturm chuckled. “Don’t worry, it’s all good. She’s been doing a great job, although I’d like more TLC from her.” 
 
    Isadore laughed. “Yeah, I’ll bet she’s young and built. What’s her name?” 
 
    “Selma.” 
 
    “Put her on.” 
 
    “No, don’t mess with her,” Sturm said. “Really, I was just joking.” 
 
    “Don’t worry, put her on.” 
 
    Sturm sighed. “Selma. Come here, please.” 
 
    Selma rushed into the room. “What’s wrong?” 
 
    “My associate wanted to say hello.” He handed her the phone, Selma looking at it like it was a giant spider on her hand. She raised it to her ear. 
 
    “Hello?” 
 
    Selma’s brow furrowed as she listened. 
 
    “Yes, mam,” she said, walking out of the room, having a hushed conversation for over five minutes, finally walking back in, handing Sturm the phone, turning and leaving the room. 
 
    “You didn’t get her upset, did you?” Sturm asked. 
 
    “Moi? Never.” 
 
    “You talked to her for a long time, Isadore.” 
 
    “I needed to get a medical opinion on your condition. We need you back. Things are coming to a head.” 
 
    “And we’ve come full circle, that’s why I didn’t sound happy to hear from you. How bad is it?” 
 
    “You know what happened in the Holland Tunnel?” Isadore asked. 
 
    “Yes, Sanchez told me this morning.” 
 
    “Sanchez, he’s still at headquarters?” 
 
    “He is,” Sturm said. “Don’t get rid of him yet, that’s where I get most of my news.” 
 
    “Okay, we’ll leave him alive until you get out of there.” 
 
    “He hasn’t been a problem. If you’re going to take anyone out, I’d start with Saladin and Daan.” 
 
    “The Saladin problem will take care of itself. We won’t have to lift a finger.” 
 
    Sturm chuckled. “Gotten himself into a tight spot, has he?” 
 
    “General Hogan’s team knows where Saladin’s base is. George Franklin is with them.” 
 
    “Oh shit, really? They could sell tickets to that.” 
 
    “Yes. Daan will run afoul of the same people, it’s only a matter of time.” 
 
    “You sound too happy about this,” Sturm said. “If we lose them, this war will be over.” 
 
    “This war needs to appear over, because we’ve made too many mistakes to recover this phase. When the nationalists are allowed their victory, we will eliminate all the leadership, and then start again, doing it right this time.” 
 
    Sturm laughed. “When the war is over, they’ll come out of hiding.” 
 
    “Yes, especially their funders. There is one in particular that we need to eliminate.” 
 
    “Who?” 
 
    “It’s one of four people we’ve been watching. They’re all smart. It’s probable that all of them have helped the nationalists to some degree, but one of them has provided weapons more advanced than US military issue.” 
 
    “Like those two-wheeled things and the subway crawlers?” Sturm asked. 
 
    “Yes, and the micro drones that have been giving us fits. We know about the bird drones, but there’s something else they’re using that has target designation capability.” 
 
    Sturm thought about it for a moment. “The Samson Corporation. Jared Carlson.” 
 
    “He’s my number one suspect, but we can’t prove anything, and he’s very well protected and very careful. There is another it might be.” 
 
    “Turkel?” Sturm asked. 
 
    “Yes. You haven’t been lying around, you’ve been thinking this through on a level beyond anyone else. Why didn’t you follow me into leadership?” 
 
    “I enjoy the chase too much,” Sturm said. 
 
    “There’s one more thing. I have a cellphone number. I need to find out its tower connection data over the past six months. Do you think Lance Evans could figure that out?” 
 
    “Well, if anybody could, it’s him. He’s valuable, though. Don’t get mad at his nasty comments and kill him, okay?” 
 
    Isadore chuckled. “Yes, I know he’s the best person we have on the leadership team, with the exception of Maggie Hines.” 
 
    “Maggie is in over her head.” 
 
    “No, her team is in over its head, and she’s at a loss about how to fix it. She defers to that old fossil Charles way too much. I will help her.” 
 
    “Okay, I’m texting you Lance’s number. I don’t know where he is physically.” 
 
    “It doesn’t matter. He can work from anywhere. I’ve enjoyed our chat. Talk to you soon. Enjoy Selma.” 
 
    “What?” he asked, but the call ended. Sturm set his phone down on the bedside table. “Selma?” 
 
    “Just a minute,” she said. 
 
    Sturm stretched out, propping his head up with the pillow, almost afraid to find out what Isadore said to Selma, his breath leaving him when she walked in, stark naked, her lush body every bit as beautiful as he expected. 
 
    “What?” Sturm asked. 
 
    “Shut up,” she said, pulling the blanket off him, working down his pajama bottoms. “You’re not too upset, I see.” 
 
    “I don’t understand.” 
 
    “You put her up to this,” she said. 
 
    “I didn’t. Honest. Do you even know who she is?” 
 
    “Yes, she outranks Mateo, behind the scenes anyway. She told me to give you special treatments, or my father would pay for it.” 
 
    “Forget it, you don’t have to do it.” 
 
    Selma eyed him for a moment. “Just enjoy it, okay? She said my family was dead if she finds out I didn’t go through with it.” Her hand went to him, Sturm groaning, giving in.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Lance was standing in the kitchen, pouring yet another cup of coffee when his phone rang. He picked it up, not recognizing the number, accepting the call. 
 
    “Hello.” 
 
    “Hi, Lance, it’s Isadore.” 
 
    Lance’s heart leapt into his throat. “What’s wrong?” 
 
    She laughed. “Why does everyone think something has to be wrong?” 
 
    “You’re here to clean up a mess.” 
 
    “Perhaps.” 
 
    “Do Charles and Maggie know you’re here?” Lance asked. 
 
    “Not yet. Daan, Saladin, Mateo, and Sturm know I’m here.” 
 
    “You talked to Sturm? How’s he doing?” 
 
    “Oh, you’re a friend.” 
 
    “He’s the only smart person we have left on the team. No, that’s not fair, Mateo has his moments, and Maggie is sharp when she isn’t too emotional. The rest of them have gotten us into a bad place.” 
 
    “I mostly agree,” she said. “I need your help.” 
 
    “What do you need my help with?” 
 
    “Hacking, of course. Got a pencil and paper?” 
 
    “Just a sec,” Lance said, going to his desk, taking a pencil out of the cup next to his keyboard, pulling a pad of paper from the top drawer. “Okay.” 
 
    Isadore read off the number, Lance writing it, then reading it back to her. 
 
    “That’s right,” Isadore said. 
 
    “Whose number is that?” 
 
    “It’s Tracy McCain’s private number.” 
 
    Lance burst out laughing. “You’re kidding. How’d you get that?” 
 
    “I’ve got access to Governor Romano’s files. He used to bang the crap out of her. Found her info with his other conquests.” 
 
    “Ah yes, that old son of a bitch,” Lance said. “What do you want me to do?” 
 
    “Find out the cell tower hits from that phone for the period after Tracy fled from upstate to Manhattan. Then find out which subway tunnels are nearby.” 
 
    “You’re going for their hidden bunker,” Lance said. “Even if you find it, killing them will be a challenge. The technology those guys have is amazing. They’ve probably got countermeasures build all around the entrance to their lair.” 
 
    “Lair. I love your use of words, Lance. Can you do this?” 
 
    “Probably, if they haven’t found a way to lock that data. I’ll have to be very careful while I’m poking around. If Mayor Fine’s hacker figures out what I’m doing, she’ll stop me in my tracks, and she is very good.” 
 
    “I’ve heard,” Isadore said. “How long will it take?” 
 
    “I should know if it’s possible in a couple of hours. If this doesn’t work, there are other ways.” 
 
    “True, but they will be more difficult, and they will take more time.” 
 
    “All right, I’ll get on it. Can I reach you at this number?” 
 
    “Yes,” Isadore said. “Good talking to you again, Lance.” 
 
    “The pleasure was all mine,” Lance said. The call ended. He stared at the piece of paper, then put his fingers on the keyboard. 
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    Subway Train 
 
   D annon, Dempsey, and Moth walked back into the ventilation building, guns out, looking around. 
 
    “Seems like we just left this place.” Moth said.  
 
    “Yes, this was a job I hope to forget about quickly,” Dempsey said. 
 
    They went down the flights of stairs, getting to the hall, going to the pumps, Dempsey pulling off the shrouds, Dannon undoing the nuts, swapping the cables, Moth watching in both directions, his pistol at the ready. The process was finished in a couple minutes. 
 
    “We don’t have to go to the control room, you know,” Dempsey said. “It’s not like they’ll want to stop us if we start the pumps again.” 
 
    “Agreed,” Dannon said, pulling down the first of the blade switches, the pump under it spinning to life. He did the same to the other three, then they left, watching for enemy fighters, then piling into a hybrid in four-wheel mode, Moth taking the wheel. They drove off. 
 
    “What do we have to do today?” Moth asked. 
 
    “Nothing planned so far,” Dannon said, “but it feels like another shoe is gonna drop any second.” 
 
    “I want to know why those two columns of RFID hits are moving so slow,” Dempsey said. “Seems like a setup to me.” 
 
    “What’d they find in those four enemy locations?” Moth asked. 
 
    “Equipment, a handful of UN Peacekeepers, and a bunch of guns,” Dannon said. “No ammonium nitrate, so that isn’t what the icons on the screen shot mean.” 
 
    “But they were bases, right?” Dempsey said. “That means the info from that laptop is okay.” 
 
    Dannon shrugged. “Beyond the map, I think we’ll just find things related to the commando team in that decoy building.” 
 
    “Who’s looking at it?” Moth asked. 
 
    “Penko and Julio,” Dannon replied. 
 
    “Oh, Julio is back?” Dempsey said. 
 
    “Yeah, came back into the bunker this morning,” Dannon said. “We should consider going back to the hideout now that there’s no threat of the EU navy turning us into piles of goo.” 
 
    “Better food in the main bunker, and some nice ladies,” Moth said. 
 
    Dempsey cracked up. “Well, you ain’t wrong, but if it gets attacked, better for us to be outside.” 
 
    “So we won’t get iced?” Moth asked. 
 
    Dempsey shook his head. “No, so we can help.” 
 
    Moth cracked up. “Look at us, working for the man. Who’d have thought?” 
 
    Dannon’s thin phone buzzed with a message. “Uh oh, urgent meeting with the leadership in twenty minutes.” 
 
    “I’d better haul ass, then,” Moth said, punching it, weaving in and out of the medium traffic. “You’ll need time to hoof it from the parking structure. Using the moles is a whole lot easier.” 
 
    “Chief Harvey is afraid the enemy is watching the subway tunnels, waiting to see one disappear into a hideout,” Dempsey said, “and he’s right.” 
 
    “Yep, it’s prudent,” Dannon said. “I wish I knew what Isadore was up to. She’s dangerous. Right up there with Sturm.” 
 
    “Where is Sturm, anyway?” Moth asked. 
 
    “No idea,” Dannon said. “I doubt we’ve seen the last of him, though.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Cary and Hector looked at the boxes sitting on the lab floor. 
 
    “I’m surprised they could get all this old-school video shit so fast. We’ll have to splice wires, and they’ll be visible.” 
 
    “Semi-visible,” Cary said. “I think we should move the leadership back to the New City Hall and NYPD bunkers. We’ve got countermeasures there that include hard-wired cameras. We might not have time for all this.” 
 
    “You really think they’re going to find us?” 
 
    Cary looked over at him. “If Jared’s worried, I’m worried.” 
 
    “I knew you were gonna say that.” 
 
    Vasil walked in with Eve. “Oh, got them already?” 
 
    “Yep,” Cary said. 
 
    “I’ll give you a hand.” 
 
    “Me too,” Eve said. 
 
    “We’ve got a meeting with Jared coming up in fifteen minutes, remember?” Cary asked. 
 
    “Don’t worry, Hector and I will keep going on this,” Eve said. 
 
    “I don’t want you in the tunnel,” Vasil said. 
 
    “Don’t worry, we’ve got hours before we get to that point,” Hector said. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    The big conference room was filling up fast, Chief Harvey there with Mayor Fine, Tracy, Julio, Jace, Dannon, and Dempsey. Cary walked in with Vasil a moment later. 
 
    “Thanks for coming,” Mayor Fine said. “Jared will be on any minute. Did the video equipment come in, Cary?” 
 
    “Yep, Hector and Eve are working the hardware now,” he replied. “I still think we should get the leadership folks back to New City Hall and NYPD Headquarters. Those bunkers are more secure if we’re not worried about the EU shells. They’ve got hardwired cameras and better countermeasures.” 
 
    “I’m slowly changing my mind on that,” Chief Harvey said. 
 
    “Let’s talk about it in the meeting,” Mayor Fine said. 
 
    The screen showed Jared’s face. “Hello, all.” 
 
    “Hi, Jared,” Mayor Fine said. “You’ve met everybody here. Go ahead.” 
 
    “Thank you. I’m sure you all guessed the reason for this meeting.” 
 
    “Yes,” Mayor Fine said. “Cary told us about the hard-wired video equipment, and the reason we need it. The equipment is here already.” 
 
    “Good. There should be a human component,” Jared said. “You should place commandos in the tunnels around the bunker. I’d also consider moving most of the moles out of your bunker dock, to the temporary parking spots we highlighted when they were delivered.” 
 
    “I agree on the commandos,” Dannon said. “The video cameras won’t be out far enough to save us by themselves.” 
 
    “It’s been suggested that we move leadership back to the bunkers at New City Hall and NYPD Headquarters,” Tracy said. “What are your thoughts on that?” 
 
    “That has one big disadvantage,” Jared said. “Those are known locations. Countermeasures and bunker defenses can’t be adjusted quick enough to be a long-term security solution. They’re for early warning, to give you time to flee. I’d only suggest moving to those locations if there was no other choice.” 
 
    “We’d need to inspect before we send anybody to those bunkers,” Cary said. “Hector and I have been too busy to watch them since the EU Navy threat came up. Have you had time to send commando patrols there, Jace?” 
 
    “No, we’ve been too busy as well,” Jace said. “Let’s be honest here. Our team is tiny. We’ve got nice weapons technology and platforms, also great real-time intel. That said, it wouldn’t take much to destroy us. The hybrids are great for quick assaults, but they can be stopped by larger guns or blocked by light barriers. The moles are only useful in the subways, and they can also be stopped by a small obstruction. The best weapons we have are the drones, especially the combination of Falcons, Roach Drones in designator mode, and the missiles, but dealing with the missile launchers is risky in the heat of battle. The enemy can see where the launchers are after we used them.” 
 
    “Do we need to leave Manhattan?” Tracy asked. 
 
    “Let’s not panic yet,” Chief Harvey said. “We’re not even sure discovery of our bunker is imminent. We’re trying to second-guess the enemy. The two enemy columns could be decoys, but they could also be the real thing, and if they are, we can defeat those forces. We have the people and weapons, and we’re well dug in. There is an enormous force of armed citizens ready to fight, plus the Blockbusters and our NYPD resources.” 
 
    “All that is true,” Tracy said, “but wouldn’t it be safer to move our operation off the island, just in case? We can do the job from Queens or the Bronx.” 
 
    Chief Harvey shook his head. “I agree that using hard-wired video cameras and commandos in the subway tunnels is prudent, but once we have that in place, we need to get back to investigating known enemy bases and using our Roach Drones and missiles to destroy them. We must actively engage the enemy. If we go to playing defense only, the enemy will find us and destroy us. It’s easy to actively engage the enemy if we’re in Manhattan. It’ll be harder in the Bronx or Queens.” 
 
    “So is that the combination?” Mayor Fine asked. “Old school protections on the main bunker, and aggressive engagement of the enemy in their known strongholds with our drones and missiles?” 
 
    “This doesn’t feel right,” Dannon said. “There’s something we aren’t paying attention to. That phone call to Tracy. It has us in a panic. Is there real danger there? Does the enemy know something, or are they trying to make us focus on things that aren’t important?” 
 
    “What phone call?” Jared asked. 
 
    “Oh, forgot to mention it,” Mayor Fine said. “You want to tell him about it, Tracy?” 
 
    “I don’t care about the content,” Jared said. “Did it come in through your thin phone or something else?” 
 
    “My old phone, which was weird,” Tracy said. “I only keep that going in case somebody who is in hiding needs to contact me. It was my business phone before the purge of the New York state government.” 
 
    Jared’s face got white as a sheet. “Get commandos out in the tunnel now. Before you mess with the cameras. Launch mole vehicles, get into battle mode, start patrolling now.” 
 
    “What are you afraid of?” Tracy asked. 
 
    “All they need is cell tower hits and a map of the subway system,” Jared said. “They might know where you are already. Lance Evans is on their team.” 
 
    Mayor Fine’s brow furrowed, and he pulled out his thin phone, walking away from the table, having a hushed conversation. 
 
    “Since I talked to her on this phone, will that be enough to reveal where we are?” Tracy asked. 
 
    Cary shook his head. “When you’re inside the bunker it’s no problem. We have a repeater that doesn’t feed to a local cell tower. If we have a problem, it was from when you made your approach to the building from the street.” 
 
    “Oh,” Tracy said. She watched Mayor Fine come back to the table. “Who did you call?” 
 
    “Albena. I want her on this right away.” 
 
    “Yes, that’s good,” Jared said. “I’m sending military drones into the area now.” 
 
    “They won’t expose you, will they?” Mayor Fine asked. 
 
    “No, they’ll come from an air force base. I still have facilities there. Nobody on the outside can tell who sent them.” 
 
    Dannon stood. “I’ll go assemble my team, and we’ll get into the tunnel.” 
 
    “My team will get on the hybrids,” Jace said. “I’ll also get two moles deployed and put them on patrol.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    “Eve, c’mon,” Vasil said, motioning her to follow him. 
 
    “Where are we going?” 
 
    “We have to deploy moles into the subway tunnels stat. The enemy might know where we are.” 
 
    “Oh boy,” Eve said. “I should be going with Tad, not you. You’re too valuable.” 
 
    “Tad is going with Hector,” Vasil said. “Don’t argue with me, let’s go.” 
 
    “But why you?” 
 
    He turned towards her. “I don’t think I can live without you, Eve. I have to be with you.” 
 
    She stared at him, her eyes wide. “You really feel that way?” 
 
    “We’ll discuss it in the tunnel, if it’s all clear,” he said. “Come on, let’s go.” 
 
    “Good, there you are,” Tad said, rushing forward with Hector. “Let’s get going.” 
 
    Vasil got behind the wheel of the first mole, Eve sitting at the weapons console. They were about to open the doors when Dannon’s team rushed in, wearing their black suits. 
 
    “Look at them,” Eve said. “We’re really in trouble, aren’t we?” 
 
    “Could be,” Vasil said, turning on the mole, watching it go through its pre-check, Dannon holding up his hand, pointing to the door. Vasil nodded, hitting the remote, opening the door enough for a person to get through, Moth rushing over, looking outside, then coming back in, motioning for the team to follow him. Dannon gave Vasil a thumb up, so he opened the door wide and drove the mole onto the subway tracks, the electricity charging the laser cannons and the railguns. He drove the vehicle forward. 
 
    “Keep your eyes open,” Vasil said. 
 
    Eve nodded. “Tad just pulled out and went backwards.” 
 
    “Yes, we need to see if anyone is coming from either side,” Vasil said, speeding up as Dannon and Dempsey’s commandos spread out in the tunnel. “Turn on the intercom.” 
 
    “It’s already on,” Eve said. “Who’s out there?” 
 
    “Hector here, nothing so far. Quiet as a church.” 
 
    “We hear you,” Dannon said. “We’re spread out a ways in both directions.” 
 
    “Jace here, we’re getting into the hybrids now. We should keep those last two moles at the base, in case we have to evacuate the leadership.” 
 
    “Agreed,” Vasil said. “How far should we go?” 
 
    “Till the first intersection,” Chief Harvey said. “I’m bringing the SWAT team in too, so don’t shoot at them. They’ll enter just past the second intersection.” 
 
    “Okay, almost at the intersection,” Vasil said. “I’ll reverse to get back. Rinse and repeat.” 
 
    “We’re nearing our terminal spot too,” Tad said. “We’ll be coming back in a second.” 
 
    Eve turned off the intercom. “So, back to what you were saying.” 
 
    “Maybe we should talk later.” 
 
    “I’m in love with you too. I wanted to make sure you knew, just in case.” 
 
    “Oh. You didn’t know I was in love with you?” 
 
    Eve chuckled. “You’re not very verbal about your emotions. I’m turning the intercom back on.” She did that, as Vasil slowed to a stop and reversed direction. They got about twenty yards when they felt a dull rumble, the lights inside the tunnel dimming for a second, then coming back on. 
 
    “What the hell was that?” Dempsey asked over the intercom. 
 
    “I was just going to ask the same question,” Eve said. 
 
    There was a second rumble, shaking a little harder this time, the lights out again for about ten seconds, then back on. 
 
    “We’re under attack,” Eve said, “but from where?” 
 
    “Everyone, this is Chief Harvey. Somebody blew up bombs in the subway tunnels next to New City Hall and NYPD Headquarters.” 
 
    “Son of a bitch,” Shell said.  
 
    “How?” Vasil asked. “Did you get any video of their approach?” 
 
    “Penko is looking at it now,” Chief Harvey said. “Luckily it records to here.” 
 
    Penko came on the intercom. “We need to stop the subway trains now! That’s what it was. Trains rolled to the bunker doors and blew up.” 
 
    “Do it,” Mayor Fine said. 
 
    “Oh no,” Eve said. “Were there people onboard?” 
 
    “No, they were full of white plastic bags,” Penko said. 
 
    “Ammonium nitrate,” Chief Harvey said. 
 
    “Subway traffic stopped,” Penko said. “There are gonna be some pissed-off passengers.” 
 
    Eve looked at her display. “The track electricity is still on.” 
 
    “Yeah, I’m not shutting that down,” Penko said. “I shut down the active in-service trains, not the tracks.” 
 
    “We’re patrolling the street in the hybrids,” Jace said. “Nobody around that we can see, but there’s a lot of smoke rising from the direction of New City Hall and NYPD Headquarters.” 
 
    “Hey, Dannon and Dempsey, take your team back inside,” Chief Harvey said. “Get ready to escort us out up top. If you’re in that tunnel and a bomb goes off, you won’t survive it.” 
 
    “Yeah,” Dannon said. “C’mon guys, let’s get back inside.” 
 
    “We’ll stay down here,” Tad said. 
 
    “Yeah,” Hector said. “Hope our guns are powerful enough to stop a subway train.” 
 
    “Shoot through the windows with the railguns, then shoot the lasers inside,” Vasil said. “There’s a good chance you can touch off the ammonium nitrate. Just don’t be too close when you do it.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Albena worked on her PC, chasing down attempts to access the records of Tracy’s phone. “If the bomb goes off down there, will it bring the building down around us?” 
 
    “Doubtful,” Cary said, on a PC next to hers. “We need to get that vault door shut as soon as Dannon and Dempsey’s guys get inside, though.” 
 
    “Heard that,” Dannon said. “We’re all in, closing the sliding door now.” 
 
    “Don’t dally in there, that bay will be toast,” Cary said. 
 
    “I know, we’re headed for the vault door now.” 
 
    “Well, you guys tell us when we need to leave,” Laleh said. “I’m driving Falcons and Roach drones. Jace’s team has a bunch of rocket launchers with them.” 
 
    “Can you work them from outside the bunker?” Slash asked. 
 
    “No, I need the network,” she said. 
 
    “Vault door closing now,” Dannon said. “Where do you want us?” 
 
    “Come up to the intel room,” Mayor Fine said. “Vasil, Tad, seeing anything down there?” 
 
    “Not so far,” Vasil said. We just ended our backwards cruise, going forward again. I saw some SWAT team members the last time we were near the intersection. Should they be down there?” 
 
    “I’m keeping them back, just in case,” Chief Harvey said. 
 
    “Dammit,” Albena said, leaning back in her chair. “Somebody accessed the cell tower records this morning.” 
 
    “So it’s likely we’re going to get a surprise package?” Mayor Fine asked.  
 
    Albena nodded. “Should we get out of here?” 
 
    “I’m calling Jared,” he replied, trying the number, Jared getting on. 
 
    “Mayor Fine. Our seismographs picked up the explosions. Where are you?” 
 
    “Still in the main bunker. They blew up ammonium nitrate in subway trains next to the New City Hall and NYPD Headquarters bunkers. If we get hit with that, will this bunker survive?” 
 
    “Not if they blow it up at the door,” Jared said. “Get out of there now. Take the laptops for controlling the drones, and I’ll send connect data for Art’s base. You can run them through his network. Who is still in the tunnel?” 
 
    “Vasil and Eve are in one mole, Tad and Hector in the other,” Mayor Fine said, “moving forward and backward.” 
 
    “They should leave the area,” Jared said. “Go to one of the parking spots, lay low, regroup.” 
 
    “Wait,” Vasil said. “Can’t we see where any moving subway trains are?” 
 
    “Yes, I’m working on that now,” Albena said. “It’s tricky.” 
 
    “If you’re too close to the train when it explodes, you won’t survive,” Jared said. “It’s not worth it.” 
 
    “Got it,” Albena said. “One coming your way, two intersections beyond the one you’ve been stopping at.” 
 
    “Chief Harvey, get your SWAT team out of there,” Mayor Fine said. 
 
    Chief Harvey nodded, walking away with a cell phone at his ear. 
 
    “Tad, take off,” Vasil said. “You don’t want to be close in case we aren’t successful.” 
 
    “No, Eve, don’t do this,” Taylor said over the intercom. 
 
    “Don’t worry, we know what we’re doing,” Eve said. 
 
    “All right, we got off this line, going to the first parking spot,” Tad said. 
 
    “I can see it,” Eve said. “Not quite in range of the railguns, but I bet I can break their windows.” She fired several times, looking at the telescopic view, the windows shattered. “Success, firing lasers into the window!” 
 
    “I’m going to back up,” Vasil said. 
 
    “Not too fast, this aim is hard to hold,” she said, the laser indicator saying full power. “Those bags of ammonium nitrate are too far below the window height. I need to get down a little lower, firing railgun at the metal section below the windshield.” 
 
    “Backing up more,” Vasil said, his voice wavering. “Relax, baby, just do it.” 
 
    “Bingo, I got through the metal, hitting it with the laser beam now!” 
 
    There was the low rumble of an explosion, shaking the building for several seconds, then stopping. 
 
    “We’re still alive,” Chief Harvey said. 
 
    “Eve, do you read me?” Taylor asked, sounding in a panic. 
 
    “Vasil,” Penko shouted. “Come in, man.” 
 
    Albena sat at her PC, the tears coming. “Vasil, damn you. Come on, respond.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    To be continued, in Bug Out! Atlantic Book 10, coming soon! 
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    Cast of Characters 
 
    Taylor Yates – young woman, working as an accountant at a big firm. Natural fighter, cunning and fast. 
 
      
 
    Laleh Mahdavi – best friend of Taylor, works at the same firm, from a rich Iranian family. Good fighter, lots of heart. 
 
      
 
    Eve Grant – patent attorney, former girlfriend of Jared Carlson. Wicked smart, good with weapons systems. Brave under fire. 
 
      
 
    Jace – limo driver and commando for the Samson Corporation. Strong, smart, great fighter, has good tactical leadership skills. 
 
      
 
    John Clancy – indy writer of political fiction, peaceful man thrown into a crazy world. Doesn’t understand the importance of his work, but is driven to give his all to it. 
 
      
 
    Salvatore – New York mobster who is committed to the resistance after the nuclear attacks. Protector of John Clancy. 
 
      
 
    Linda Clancy – John’s wife. Doesn’t buy all of his political ideas, but understands his talent and supports him. A survivor and protector. 
 
      
 
    Craig Smetana – John and Linda’s brother-in-law. English teacher, who yearns to be a political columnist. 
 
      
 
    Pat Smetana – Craig’s wife, older sister of Linda. Pushy and aggressive, but knows how to get along with others when she has to. Doesn’t like Craig’s politics. 
 
      
 
    Jacob – Academic, drawn to the anti-globalist movement. Good strategist, mother hen to his group. 
 
      
 
    Ashley – barmaid at Jaak’s Bow Street Pub. Kind and giving, shrewd, understands relationships between people, has good insights. 
 
      
 
    Ava – small woman with gobs of spunk, always joking, quick-witted and smart. 
 
      
 
    Dave – gun hobbyist drawn to the resistance movement before he really understood it’s impact. Good fighter, great with technology, jokes a lot, likes Ava. 
 
      
 
    Gavin – young intellectual and gun hobbyist, understands the situation the country is heading for, wants to help. Good solid member of the resistance. 
 
      
 
    Adrian – wicked smart member of the resistance, always thinking several steps ahead, understands the dynamics of the globalist leftists and their associated groups. Good fighter, fearless to a fault. 
 
      
 
    Trinity – close friend of Adrian, but not romantically attached, also very intelligent, thinks outside of the box. 
 
      
 
    Jaak Klavan – inventor, owner of the Bow Street Pub, former partner and college roommate of Jared Carlson. 
 
      
 
    Art – Samson Corporation Tech in the Boston area. Inventive and delighted with technology. 
 
      
 
    Jared Carlson – genius founder of the Samson Corporation and funder of the resistance. 
 
      
 
    Quint – bartender at the Bow Street Pub in Boston. Strong, feisty, good in a fight, level-headed. 
 
      
 
    Sunshine Jones – young woman, writer, in love with Jacob. Highly intelligent, created a stir with her writings about politics and philosophy. 
 
      
 
    Henry – leader of Sunshine’s resistance team – older man, owns bookstore near Cambridge. Cautious and shrewd. 
 
      
 
    Tyra – Sunshine’s resistance team – black woman with a huge heart and a knack for battle. Emotional, but not in a bad way. 
 
      
 
    Justin Ho- Sunshine’s resistance team – tall Asian man, loves technology, figures out how to use tools in ways others haven’t. 
 
      
 
    Todd Czerny - Sunshine’s resistance team – blonde man, brave and valiant, never runs from a fight, inspires courage in others. 
 
      
 
    Jay Green – student who joined the resistance after being forced to attack Henry. Smart, cautious, brave to a fault. Excellent double-agent. 
 
      
 
    Cary – Samson Corporation Security – surveillance technology expert. 
 
      
 
    Hector – Samson Corporation Security – assistant to Cary, very sharp, wicked sense of humor. 
 
      
 
    Don – Cary’s boss, commando for the Samson Corporation. 
 
      
 
    Stefan – Albena’s husband, former longshoreman, later co-owner in a coffee shop. Brave, principled, unwavering, suspicious of others. 
 
      
 
    Albena – genius hacker, thinks outside the box, easily juggles multiple tasks, always working things out. 
 
      
 
    Penko – Albena’s cousin and childhood companion. Hacker, good with systems, very good at infiltration of organizations. 
 
      
 
    Vasil – Albena’s other cousin. Project Manager at Samson Corporation picked by Jared Carlson to help with the resistance in the mid-Atlantic. Natural leader, understands dynamics between team members, keeps people focused. 
 
      
 
    Sydney – Lead Barista at Penko and Albena’s Coffee Shop. 
 
      
 
    Tad – commando and technical support, good with systems, thinks well on his feet, can fix things under extreme pressure. 
 
      
 
    Zev – commando from Israel. Brave, mercurial, funny, good at saving his comrades. 
 
      
 
    Slash – commando with very good skills and a love of risk-taking. Bigger than life character, sick sense of humor. Can be counted on in battle. 
 
      
 
    Kinsey – Samson Corporation technical support. Good, solid team member, trying to fit in. 
 
      
 
    Julie – Longshoreman friend of Stefan. 
 
      
 
    Mayor Fine – New York City mayor, political moderate, being driven by the globalist left to transform his city. He has doubts about that. 
 
      
 
    Jean – Mayor Fine’s secretary and right hand. Great under pressure. 
 
      
 
    Kate Sims – Comptroller and political chameleon who can work with people of any political orientation. Has survived many administrations and flourished. Valuable member of the team. 
 
      
 
    Cliff Bates – Manhattan Borough President. Nasty individual, self-centered and evil. 
 
      
 
    Yvette Waters – police commissioner with a political axe to grind. Treats everybody badly, reviled by most of her peers. Barely competent in her job. 
 
      
 
    Julio Ortega – Public Advocate. Light, happy, has calming effect on his team mates, good with social media. 
 
      
 
    Chief Harvey – Police Chief heading the NYPD. Large black man, came up the ranks, brave to a fault, smart and loyal. Loved by his department, close to Mayor Fine. 
 
      
 
    Tim – Chief Harvey’s second-in-command. 
 
      
 
    Governor Romano – Governor of New York. Political animal who’s opinion changes with the direction of the wind. 
 
      
 
    Clara – Romano’s secretary. Attractive, petty, a social climber, not particularly smart. 
 
      
 
    Lotte – honey pot who controls Governor Romano. Evil operative of the globalists, trained in Syria, former lover of Saladin. 
 
      
 
    Mateo – Secretary General of the UN. A petty and stupid man who got his job because of who he knows, not what he knows. Can’t keep his sexual urges under control. 
 
      
 
    UN Deputy Sanchez – Mateo’s second in command, but outranking him in tactical matters. Strong leader, but ruthless. 
 
      
 
    Isadore – French aristocrat, picked originally to run New York as a UN Regional Governor. Ruthless, cruel, and smart. Very dangerous. 
 
      
 
    Greta – Deputy Sanchez’s secretary, also his lover. Beautiful and loyal. 
 
      
 
    Jerry Poole – genius technical person for the UN and EU. Evil and twisted, observes without speaking, always thinking several steps ahead. 
 
      
 
    Dupont – hapless leader of the Halifax UN Base. Well connected by family, but timid, not up to his job. 
 
      
 
    Claude – UN Doctor, assigned to Sturm. Capable, careful, smarter than he appears in a political and strategic sense. 
 
      
 
    Janey – Employee at the Halifax UN base. Strong young woman, forced to be on the run with her family 
 
      
 
    Kylie – UN Communications expert, close confidant of Mateo at the Halifax UN Base. Weak minded, not in control of her emotions, but smart in her job. 
 
      
 
    Ken – Janey’s brother, a young resourceful man, very protective of his sister and mother. 
 
      
 
    Carol – Janey and Ken’s mother. Brave but terrified, will continue on against incredible odds. 
 
      
 
    Tracy McCain – Lieutenant Governor of New York state. Smarter than she appears. Political orientation is not her focus. A better leader than even she thinks. 
 
      
 
    Dan Dannon – New York State Senator. Conservative but with populist leanings. Has a bad past, was under FBI surveillance even while in office. Lets nobody in. He’s a true wild card, and a dangerous one at that. 
 
      
 
    Kay – Dannon’s girlfriend, who he met at a bar in Utica. Flaming kinky red hair, buxom, smarter than she appears, a natural with palace intrigue. 
 
      
 
    Clarence – Building Captain in Taylor’s Manhattan apartment building, responsible for surveillance of people who were suspected of certain crimes, like breaking the Hate Speech law. Low-level enemy operative. 
 
      
 
    Charles Livingston – Wealthy banker and globalist operative. He has more control and power than most people realize. 
 
      
 
    Maggie Hines – ultra wealthy operative for the globalist movement. British Subject, but spends most of her time in the USA. Lover to Charles Livingston. 
 
      
 
    Jean – wealthy French national, member of the Globalist team. Treats everything as a joke. 
 
      
 
    Valdez – Operative for Mateo 
 
      
 
    Lance Evans – Wealthy stock trader, globalist operative. Genius hacker. Hair-trigger temper. 
 
      
 
    Saladin – leader of the Islamist forces. A dark figure, ruthless and evil. 
 
      
 
    Daan Mertins – Leader of the war effort for the EU High Command. 
 
      
 
    Captain Sturm – Commando Leader for the UN. Vicious and evil, kills people for fun, good tactical leader, able to read situations and adjust tactics on the fly. 
 
      
 
    Major Sims – Captain Sturm’s second, strong commando leader, in fear of Sturm’s tactics but going along anyway. 
 
      
 
    Rico – Old man, part owner in an auto repair business in Manhattan. Helped develop the Blockbuster armored vehicles. 
 
      
 
    Duffy – Friend of Rico’s, procurer of weapons and armor plating for the Blockbusters, brilliant in his ingenuity. Wicked sense of humor. 
 
      
 
    Kenny – Pilot of the Blockbuster team, late middle age, brave and tenacious. 
 
      
 
    Duce – another member of the Blockbuster team, second in command to Kenny. Crazy, fearless, always ready to fight. 
 
      
 
    Wick – member of the Blockbuster team in Manhattan, also helper for Duffy and Rico at the shop. 
 
      
 
    Chippy – member of Blockbuster team in Manhattan, also helper for Duffy and Rico at the shop. 
 
      
 
    Isadore – French woman from EU Command, brought in to run New York state after Mayor Fine and Tracy McCain are killed or captured. Smart, aristocratic, and cruel. 
 
      
 
    Dempsey – leader of a gang which has forsaken its interest in crime and focused on fighting the UN and the Islamists. Brave to a fault, a strange mixture of patriotic and criminal nature, joins the resistance with both feet. College level football running back, incredibly athletic, natural in battle. 
 
      
 
    Freeze – member of Dempsey’s gang. Tough and wary, extremely dangerous when on a mission. 
 
      
 
    Moth – member of Dempsey’s gang. Small man with a good head on his shoulders. Good in a fight for his size, natural with handguns. 
 
      
 
    Shell – Dempsey’s former girlfriend. Nurse, fell into the resistance, not happy about it at first, later a true believer and valuable asset. 
 
      
 
    Dr. Saperstein – fallen doctor who lost his license, doing gangland medicine until he joined the resistance. 
 
      
 
    Jones – member of Dempsey’s crew. Quick-witted and dangerous. 
 
      
 
    Hickey – member of Dempsey’s crew. Always one step ahead, very smart, has talent like Dan Dannon. 
 
      
 
    Ross – leader of Boston resistance group called The Paine Society. Visionary leader, brave and cunning. 
 
      
 
    Jax – dangerous enforcer for The Paine Society, ruthless, full of hatred for the enemy. Loner. 
 
      
 
    Jenkins – solid fighter in The Paine Society, good at planning, thinks well on his feet. 
 
      
 
    Kent – older member of The Paine Society – large man, strong as an ox, not fast but an expert in firearms and other military hardware and tactics. 
 
      
 
    Jamie – member of The Paine Society. Good at organization and planning, also a solid fighter. 
 
      
 
    Tamera – member of The Paine Society. Good fighter, good judge of character, good at reading her team member’s emotional states, natural healer and therapist. 
 
      
 
    Derrick – Resistance leader, recently deserted from his Army base outside Philadelphia after his leadership was infiltrated by the UN. Founder of the Broadstreet Boomers. 
 
      
 
    Rob – Technical person for the Broadstreet Boomers. Engineering genius. 
 
      
 
    Hymie – Commando for the Broadstreet Boomers. Excellent fighter, always ready with a wise crack. 
 
      
 
    Slate – Hymie’s brother, not a fighter, but provides good technical help for Rob and the Broadstreet Boomers. 
 
      
 
    Bailey – Older man, member of the Broadstreet Boomers, has good commando skills and is an out-of-the-box thinker. 
 
      
 
    Devin – Survivalist turned Resistance Fighter, operating out of Boston. Expert will all types of weapons. 
 
      
 
    Elliot – Friend of Devin, on same team in Boston. Silly sense of humor, crazy but brilliant. 
 
      
 
    Max – Devin’s Pit Bull, trained for protection and attack. 
 
      
 
    Chuck – Devin’s next door neighbor, who joined the resistance after Devin was attacked at his home. Expert with firearms. 
 
      
 
    Christy – Chuck’s wife. Funny, lackadaisical attitude, good shot with rifles and pistols. 
 
      
 
    Whitaker – CO of Philadelphia Army Base. Good commander, but new, still learning. Runs base with Apache Helicopters. 
 
      
 
    Haley – Second in command under Whitaker. Brave to a fault, resourceful. 
 
      
 
    Burr – Social media expert, works under Whitaker to recruit freedom fighters. 
 
      
 
    Frakes – Apache pilot, working in Whitaker’s command. 
 
      
 
    Cain – Apache pilot, working in Whitaker’s command. 
 
      
 
    Smitty – Apache pilot, working in Whitaker’s command. 
 
      
 
    Simon – Apache pilot, working in Whitaker’s command. 
 
      
 
    Kerrigan – Apache pilot, working in Whitaker’s command. 
 
      
 
    Terry – Gunsmith and resistance leader in Philly. Older man, wise and shrewd. 
 
      
 
    Blumenthal – Terry’s nephew, also involved in the resistance. Large six foot six man with a brave heart and a cunning mind. 
 
      
 
    Glenn – trucker who helps Janey. Strong and caring, protective, careful, knows many people all over the eastern half of the United States. 
 
      
 
    Horsley – Member of Blumenthal’s resistance cell. Owns a trucking company and warehouses. Helps Blumenthal with logistics. Older man, balding. 
 
    Captain Schroeder – leader of the EU Navy task force in the North Atlantic. Business-like, fixated on the NAZIs, brilliant at naval tactics but evil and ruthless. 
 
      
 
    Zander – Captain Schroeder’s First Mate. Sharp, knows his captain, can handle complex tasks himself. 
 
      
 
    Janssen – Captain Schroeder’s new First Mate. True believer like his captain, ruthless and evil. 
 
      
 
    Georgi Provoost – head of the EU High Command. Shrewd in warfare, has difficulty with civilian control. 
 
      
 
    President Hank Borden – replacement for the disgraced President Simpson. He’s got unsavory ties, but knows that one false move and he’ll be arrested. 
 
      
 
    Cerise – President of the EU Commission. Ruthless but naïve, in over her head. 
 
      
 
    Nadine Palmer – Speaker of the House. Allied with the EU. Too old for the job, dishonest, from an East Coast family who ran a corrupt political machine for many years. 
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    American Tribes 1 
 
    Americans can’t get along anymore. That’s what everybody said. Better to separate than to burn. Or is it? 
 
      
 
    Political parties took the law into their own hands, to solve our problems for us. Only they didn’t solve them, they encouraged the very behavior that tore us apart. They played referee for a fight they started, a fight they wanted. 
 
      
 
    Now it’s too late to turn back. 
 
      
 
    Anderson poured his soul onto the page, trying to put into words what has happened to his beloved America. 
 
      
 
    Kelso just wanted to run his store in peace. 
 
      
 
    Jackson learned how victimhood worked, and no longer wanted any part of it. 
 
      
 
    Dutch and Casey were oblivious, living the high life… until it was too late. 
 
      
 
    All of them were rushing headlong into the conflagration, the great reckoning. Would they still have their humanity on the other side? 
 
      
 
    You’ll love American Tribes 1. It’s an action-packed story, ripped from the headlines. 
 
      
 
    Get it now, available here! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    The Clarke Chronicles Boxed Set 
 
    Dark times are coming to the Central Authority Zone. 
 
      
 
    A political party called the Overlords is on the rise, their influence over the Central Authority Zone growing via subterfuge and the ballot box. Simone, the Overlord’s sinister leader, is making her plans known.  
 
      
 
    Government power spikes, security used as an excuse. Simone brings worlds who fight to heel. Individuals who speak out disappear in the dead of night. 
 
      
 
    Earth is in the Overlord’s sights, but Simone has a problem. The Samson Corporation stands in the way. 
 
      
 
    Chairman Vermillion of the Samson Corporation and his protégé Captain Trey Clarke know what’s coming next. They’re getting ready, but it’s a race against time.  
 
      
 
    Simone has the numbers and the power of the Central Authority behind her. The Samson Corporation has a handful of prototype ships. Can they survive? 
 
      
 
    If you like heart-pounding space action, you’ll love The Clarke Chronicles – Escape from Earth. 
 
      
 
    Buy your copy today, available here! 
 
     
 
      
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Bug Out! Boxed Set 
 
    Here it is! Bug Out! Boxed Set Volume 1 - Books 1-4. 
 
    What would you do if you were no longer safe in your neighborhood? 
 
    Frank and Jane have had it. Every night the looting gets closer to their home, while the authorities do nothing but ask for calm. Life has become terrifying. 
 
    Frank pulls a gun on looters running up his driveway. The thugs flee. 
 
    Frank knows they’ll be back. 
 
    The last thing Jane wants to do is live in their motorhome, but Frank talks her into it. The open road is dangerous. Staying in LA is worse. 
 
    They barely get out of town alive, as California explodes behind them. Eastbound I-10 is flooded with others trying to escape, as military convoys rush west. 
 
    Is there safety to the east, or more mayhem? 
 
    This is the first of four boxed sets. The books have been re-edited but not abridged. Follow Frank and Jane as they escape California, build their resistance team, and take the fight to the enemy. 
 
    If you love action-packed tales of bravery, self-reliance, and the triumph of the human spirit, you’ll love Bug Out! Boxed Set Volume 1 - Books 1-4. 
 
      
 
    Available here! 
 
      
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Horror Road Boxed Set 
 
    Here’s a dirty little secret. Spirits can kill you. 
 
      
 
    Sandy couldn’t take it anymore. Her work as a psychic for the LAPD was tearing her apart. Murders. Playing out in her head at night and slipping into her thoughts during the day. She quit. 
 
      
 
    Her friend Mary Grace was still in the game, working with the police and running psychic investigations on the side. She had a séance planned. One that was right up Sandy’s alley. All she had to do was convince Sandy to join her. 
 
      
 
    Holding a séance is the psychic’s way of opening doors, and Mary Grace was an expert. Sandy reluctantly said yes, but some doors are better left shut. The spirit they awakened was dangerous enough on its own, but it was tied to a much darker presence. An ancient power that could reach into the world and take them. 
 
      
 
    The Horror Road series is a dark tale of pursuit and possession that will have you on the edge of your seat from start to finish. 
 
      
 
    Download your copy now and settle in, because you won’t be able to put it down. 
 
      
 
    Available Here! 
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